


Paul glared at his watch, then at the double doors to the executive 
conference room.  

“It will be just a few more moments,” the woman at the other end of
the waiting room commented.

“I’m fine!” Paul snapped, irritated that the stupid woman thought he 
needed placating.  He wasn’t weak!  

Did he look weak?  Damn it, he hated appearing weak!  Straightening 
his shoulders, he glanced back at the woman and…The woman’s eyes 
widened slightly, but Paul ignored her.  She was just a freaking secretary!  
He didn’t need to waste his time and energy being nice to her.  

Pacing again, he tried to appear calm, realized that pacing didn’t
make him appear calm and in control so he forced himself to walk over to 
the windows.  Unfortunately, he didn’t see the city down below.  The “high”
that normally came from being above everyone, that delicious sensation of
power he got whenever he looked out the windows of his office so he could
peer down at the tiny saps walking along the sidewalk, didn’t hit him for 
some ridiculous reason.  What the hell was wrong with him?!  Why was he 
so fidgety?  

Because this was his third time he’d appeared before the same
executive board in an effort to win the same damn promotion!   He should 
have gotten this one of the coveted senior vice president slots already!  But 
the board had chosen other saps instead of him!  Although, how the hell 
could the ridiculous board think that Nancy Bederman would be a better
 senior VP than him?  And yet, he’d been passed over for the promotion 
two other times.  Both times a woman had been promoted over him.  

That really galled him.  He was a male!  Everyone knew that men 
were the face of business.  Women were too emotional, too caught up in 
their family issues to completely apply themselves to a job!  Especially a 
job as high stressed as this one.  

His phone rang and he looked at the message, muttering several 
expletives under his breath.  Speaking of family issues!  His wife.  Again!  
Paul had no idea what was going on with their kids, but he didn’t have the 
time or energy right now to deal with whatever pathetic virus they had this
time.  His kids seemed to be sick all the time!  What had he been thinking 



when he’d convinced Sarah to have kids?  Oh, right!  All of his buddies 
from his university days had been posting pictures of their perfect families 
on social media.  Around the holidays, Paul hated getting those irritating 
pictures of perfect families from his old chums.  

As if the pictures hadn’t been annoying enough, his buddies had 
bailed on their night’s out.  One by one, they’d all gotten married, had kids 
and then said that they had to head home to the kiddos instead of hanging 
out for a beer after work.  

That had irritated him enough, but then he’d discovered that they 
were all getting together for birthday parties and “play dates”, whatever the 
hell those were!  And he hadn’t been invited!  Paul had felt left out and
pissed off about it.

So…he’d “convinced” Sarah that it was time to have kids.  He almost 
chuckled at the memory of the look of horror on her features when she’d 
discovered that she was pregnant.  Perhaps if she’d been smart enough to
realize that he’d switched out her birth control pills for sugar tablets, she 
wouldn’t be stuck at home now dealing with whatever nasty issue had come 
up today.  

Whatever, he thought and turned away from the window.  Sarah was a 
good mother.  She loved those nasty brats.  And having kids had gotten him 
back into the “club”, although it was seriously annoying that kids’ birthday 
parties didn’t include alcohol.  Would it be so horrible to just include a cold 
case of beer along with the lemonade and juice boxes?  Seriously, his 
chums had gone down a pathetic path lately.  

“Any chance you could get me a cup of coffee?” he said to the 
woman who was busily typing away at her computer.  

The woman’s fingers instantly paused, then she slowly lifted her eyes 
and glared at Paul.  “Not even a slim one,” she replied, then started typing 
again. 

Paul blinked, shocked by her response.  He wasn’t used to women 
ignoring him, and he definitely wasn’t used to one not catering to him!  

“Uptight a little?” he muttered under his breath.  



The woman’s frantic typing paused, indicating that she’d heard him, 
but she didn’t look up from the computer this time.  After a brief moment, 
her fingers resumed pressing on the keyboard, perhaps with a bit more vigor 
this time.  

His phone rang again and, because he needed a target for his 
irritation, he answered the phone this time.  

“What?” he snapped to his wife.

“Paul, the kids are throwing up now!  I need help!”

“What do you want me to do about it?  You know I’m not into barfing 
children, Sarah,” he growled, turning his back on the woman who had 
stopped typing again. She was obviously listening in on his conversation, 
the nosy bitch.  

“Paul,” she started out, her voice obviously straining for a calm tone, 
“Kyle woke up just after two o’clock with a headache this morning.  I’d just 
gotten to sleep when Miranda started crying with a headache as well.  Both 
times, I got the kids some acetaminophen and soothed them back to sleep.  
Before I could get back to sleep, they were both awake complaining of an 
upset tummy.  You were completely unaware of this since you slept through 
the entire situation!”  Her voice rose with each word.  “I need help, Paul!”

“You’re their mother!” he hissed into the receiver.  “Fix them!”

With that, he ended the call, wishing he could slam the phone against 
the wall.  It probably wouldn’t look good if the board came out to get him 
and there was a hole in the wall with his phone lodged in it though.  So 
instead of throwing it across the room, he stuffed the cell phone into his 
pocket.  

Then started pacing again.  Damn, he could really use a cup of coffee.  
But he couldn’t go get one now.  After asking the bitchy secretary to get 
him a cup of coffee, Paul knew that he’d look weak if he got it himself now.  

One of the double doors opened and Paul spun around, pasting a 
confident smile on his features.  That smile faltered when he saw…Brielle?  
What the hell was she doing here?  Hadn’t she married some guy, some 
billionaire sheik or something?  



“Thank you for your insights, Your Highness,” George Anders
replied, taking Brielle’s hand and bowing slightly.

“You’re welcome, George,” Brielle replied warmly, then those eyes, 
those beautiful eyes that he remembered so well, glanced over at him, then 
away.  Dismissed?  Brielle had dismissed him?  

What the hell was going on?  

Brielle turned and walked out of the executive waiting room, looking 
stunning in an Armani suit and heels that made her legs look…hot!  Damn, 
the woman was sexy!  Of course, she’d always been beautiful.  Hell, Paul 
had thought that he would marry her all those years ago.  

Mentally, he chuckled, thinking she’d married up in the world.  She’d 
been just a silly college graduate when she’d come to work at the bank.  
Yeah, she’d been pretty brilliant, seeing ways to get clients and investors 
together.  Hell, his bonuses during the time period when Brielle had worked 
for him had been huge!  She’d really done an excellent job!  

Then she’d gotten pregnant!  Damn, he’d been furious with her at the 
time!  She’d ruined all of his big plans for them by getting preggo!  

Well, water under the bridge, he thought.

Except…was it?  Why had she been here today?  Any other day, Paul 
might have assumed she was here doing business.  But…no, that couldn’t 
be right. She’d married some powerful world leader.  A sheik, he thought.  
Shouldn’t she be back with the guy having his babies right now?  

Sighing, he focused his attention on the present.  “George!” he called 
out, stepping forward with his hand extended.  This was the man who was 
going to promote him, Paul thought.  Better to ingratiate himself a bit with 
the man.  

George ignored Paul’s hand.  “We’ll be with you shortly, Paul.” Then 
George walked back into the conference room, closing the door with a 
snick.  

Paul stared at the closed door, stunned and confused.  Wasn’t that 
meeting about him?  Shouldn’t he be in there now?  Shouldn’t he be sitting 



at that big conference room table, explaining how he could promote the 
bank’s interest as a senior vice president?  

What the hell was going on?
He suddenly remembered the secretary.  The typing had stopped and 

he glanced over at her.  She was staring at him.  Was that a smug 
expression?  

Surely not, he thought.  The woman probably had no idea what was 
going on.  She was just a secretary, after all.  They were notoriously…Paul 
stopped and thought about something his father had said; always be kind to 
the secretaries and janitors because they knew just about everything going 
on in a building. 

Pasting a bright smile on his features, he walked over to her, placing a 
hip on her desk.  He had to nudge a stack of files out of the way to do that, 
but there was room on her desk.  “I still need that cup of coffee,” he said to 
her.  “While they are in there going over my work history for the past few 
months, it’s going to take a bit more time before they pull me in for my 
interview.”  He waited for her expression to shift from smug to impressed.  
Nothing.  Huh!  He’d have to try harder.  “So, about that coffee…how about 
if I grab one for both of us?  How do you take yours?” 

The woman glared up at him, then shook her head.  “I don’t drink 
coffee,” she replied with a snappish tone.  “Please get off my desk, Paul.”

Paul was so shocked by her tone as well as the bitch’s use of his first 
name, he simply stared at her for a long moment.  Several years ago, he’d 
required all of his staff to refer to him as Mr. Rosenberg. It was more formal
and put larger mental distance between himself and his employees.  The use 
of his last name forced everyone on his team to remember that he was a 
vice president and not merely a manager anymore.  

The woman continued to glare up at him and, slowly, Paul stood up 
and backed away, lifting his hands, palms out, and backed away from her 
desk.  “Not trying to invade your space, honey.” 

He almost chuckled at her furious expression.  He knew that women 
hated being called “honey” in the workplace.  He didn’t understand why.  



Sarah had explained that it was belittling, but Paul had ignored that.  It was 
simply a term of endearment.  

He’d just turned around when he heard the waiting room door open 
up.  When his eyes focused on the woman in a cream colored suit, he 
almost chocked on his next breath.  

“What the hell are you doing here?” he demanded of Kelly Ursaway.  
She’d been the woman he’d hired after Brielle had gotten pregnant.  
Moving Brielle to a different department, Paul had created a vacancy and 
had thought that Kelly would be a better fit.  She wasn’t as pretty as Brielle, 
but had a certain confidence about her that Paul had found oddly attractive.  
Kelly was also a whiz at the bank business.  Not as good as Brielle had 
been, but Paul hadn’t minded when the bonus checks had started flowing 
again.  

“Someone named George and Peter asked me to talk about my work 
experience here at the bank.”  Kelly sauntered over to stand right in front of 
Paul and that’s when he remembered one of the other reasons he’d gotten 
rid of Kelly.  She was too confident.  She hadn’t respected his authority.  
She’d wanted to hoard the credit for her work and wasn’t a team player.  
That had irritated him.  He’d actually had to go to George’s office to defend 
his bonus amounts.  George had gotten the ridiculous notion that Kelly had 
done all the work and, therefore, should receive the full bonus for the 
additional business she’d brought in.  

Kelly’s annoying features shifted into a smug expression.  “Ah, Paul.  
Nervous?”

“Why the hell should I be nervous?” he demanded, wishing he could 
snarl down at her.  But that bitch secretary was still watching and listening.  

Kelly chuckled.  “Because your naughty, credit-stealing ways have
come to bite you in the ass.”

Paul felt sweat break out on his back and just prayed that it wasn’t 
showing on his upper lip.  There was nothing more revealing of one’s 
weakness than sweat!  

“I didn’t steal credit from anyone!”  Technically, he finished silently.  
Okay, maybe even ‘technically’ was a bit of a stretch.  However, he was 



still in charge.  Kelly had worked for him and he’d hired her.  He’d found 
her and nurtured her talent, given her the best clients and showed her how 
to figure out a good way to connect the dots so that everyone earned a 
profit.  In his mind, it had been a win-win situation.  Kelly, and all of his 
employees, learned from him and, in return, he earned a part of their bonus.  
Seemed fair to him. 

“You not only stole credit for the deals I put together, Paul, but you 
also pushed me out of the job when I started to gain more attention from the 
executive team.”  Her eyes hardened.  “And you did it to other people on 
your staff, mostly the women because you thought we were too scared to 
tell on your lazy ass!”

Paul wanted to slap the woman but…hell, she’d probably call the 
police and claim he’d assaulted her.  Stupid woman!  

“Get the hell out of here,” he snarled instead.  It was significantly less 
satisfying than a good slap across her overly-confident, smug features, but it 
would have to do.  At least until there weren’t any witnesses.  

His phone rang again and he didn’t have to look at the screen to know 
that it was his wife calling.  Again!  

“I’m not going anywhere, Paul,” Kelly replied smoothly, but she 
stepped back.  Paul was only vaguely aware that the double doors had once 
again opened.  

“Kelly!” George called out, his tone jovial now.  Paul ground his teeth 
as he turned to watch Kelly walk into the conference room.  Paul was 
vaguely aware that George hadn’t bothered to look at Paul this time.  That 
really irked him. 

Soon, he thought.  Soon it would be his turn to walk into that 
conference room and he could dazzle everyone with his side of the story.  
He would be brilliant!  Thinking back, he mentally walked through the 
deals that Brielle and Kelly had put together, forming his story in his mind, 
going through the details.  He figured out issues that would discredit the 
two women’s business acumen and…!

He pulled his phone out and glared at his wife’s smiling face on the 
screen.  Pressing the button, he snapped, “Sarah, if you don’t just handle 



whatever it is, then I’m going to…!”

“What?” Sarah demanded and he could hear the kids crying in the 
background.  “What are you going to do, Paul?  Hit me?”  He could hear 
the sneer in her voice.  “Or maybe leave me to raise our kids alone?” she 
offered as another option.  “Please leave me Paul. In fact, no!  If you aren’t 
home to help me take care of our sick children in twenty minutes, then 
don’t bother to come home at all.”  

She ended the call at that point and Paul rolled his eyes.  Like Sarah 
would ever leave him.  He almost laughed at the idea.  She loved him!  He 
was her world!  She’d said so on several occasions!  

He frowned as he stared out the window again.  Now that he’d 
thought about it, Sarah hadn’t said that in a while.  Had he missed clues that 
she might be pulling away from him?  Paul would have to bring some 
flowers home tonight.  He’d grab some at the drug store across the street.  
That would soothe her ruffled feathers.  Paul almost laughed at the idea of
her actually leaving him.  Silly woman, he shook his head.  Like she could 
live without him?  Right!

Sarah was a good girl.  Her father was ridiculously wealthy, which 
was one of the reasons he’d chosen Sarah to marry.  Paul thought about the 
prenuptial agreement he’d been forced to sign before the wedding.  Sarah’s 
bastard father had waited until the morning of the ceremony to bring up that 
little surprise.  But Paul had signed the damn agreement, knowing that he’d 
always be able to charm Sarah.  

Yeah, he’d been a roaring jerk pretty often lately, but Sarah loved 
him.  Once again, he laughed at the idea of Sarah kicking him out.  Right!  
Maybe he’d spend the night at a hotel tonight, just to punish her for even 
threatening to kick him out of the house.  

Why was she even angry?  It wasn’t like she needed to work.  
Granted, her income was pretty nice.  As an interior decorator, Sarah owned 
her own business and…she was good.  Their home was a showcase.  It was 
always a delight to bring his buddies over to his house so he could lord it 
over all of them that he’d done better than they had.  

The door opened up again and Kelly walked out.  She didn’t bother to 
glance in his direction.  She simply walked through the waiting room lobby 



and straight out into the hallway.  

Paul breathed in slowly, trying not to lose his temper again.  
However, he truly hated being ignored and Kelly was going to pay for that 
little insult.  He’d call her current employer and…!

“Paul?”

Paul turned, his eyes taking in George and Peter.  George was the 
Chief Executive Officer for the bank and Peter was the Chief Operating 
Officer.  

Good!  It was about time!  They should have called him in first, let 
him get his side of the story out there.  

“Gentlemen,” he greeted them smoothly, buttoning his jacket.  “I’m 
honored that you both wish to speak with me.”

Both of them nodded, but neither of them smiled.  That was fine, Paul 
thought. It was just a clue that he’d have to do a bit of tap-dancing.  

He followed George and Peter into the conference room, then did a 
double take when the secretary stood up and walked in next.  Paul was 
stunned when the woman took a seat right next to George.  

“Perhaps I should introduce myself,” the woman said with another 
one of those smug smiles that had pissed him off earlier.  “I’m Kathy 
Barnes.” 

Paul swallowed past the lump in his throat.  Kathy Barnes was the 
Vice President in charge of Human Resources.  This wasn’t good.  

Mentally, he shrugged off his panic, brightening his smile.  “And you 
don’t drink coffee!” 

The woman rolled her eyes and sat down.  “Have a seat, Paul.”

Again with the first name!  The woman should use his last name!  It 
showed respect!

George cleared his throat as he shuffled the papers in front of him.  
“Paul, this is a formal inquiry into some of your leadership practices.”  He 
looked up at that moment.  “If you’d like to postpone this meeting in order 
to retain legal counsel, that is your right.”



Legal counsel?  What the hell?

“I thought this was a meeting to discuss my promotion to senior vice 
president,” he replied, needing to gain control of this meeting.  He shifted in 
the leather chair, adjusting his tie slightly before he started.  “I have done an 
excellent job of increasing the bank’s business and profits over the past 
several years.  Some of the deals my team and I put together have been 
extremely lucrative for everyone.  I ensure that each side of the business is 
beneficial, but working things so that the bank’s profit is extremely good.”

George nodded and picked up a pen.  “So you’re declining legal
counsel?”

Kathy flipped a paper around and slid it across the table. “If that is
your decision, we need you to sign this paper confirming your decision not
to seek legal counsel.”

What the hell was going on here?!  “I don’t need legal counsel,” he 
snapped, then breathed in and out, trying to calm his racing heart.  
“Gentlemen,” he replied, then turned and nodded towards Kathy, “and 
lady…I’m an extremely valuable bank employee.  I’ve done a great deal to 
further the bank’s interests.”

Kathy leaned back, crossing her arms over her chest.  “From the 
testimony we’ve heard so far, you’ve stolen the ideas and credit of the past 
three women who have worked for you.  In all three cases, as soon as you 
perceive that the employee is no longer of value to you, she is pushed out of 
your department.  In the case of Ms. Capson, there is ample evidence that 
you discriminated against her once you discovered that she was pregnant.  
That is a violation of the Family Medical Leave Act.”

“I didn’t fire her!” Paul asserted firmly.  “She was simply moved to a 
position where she didn’t have as much stress.  Everyone here knows that 
stress is very bad for a pregnancy.”  Yeah, that sounded really good.  “I 
expect a lot from my staff.  They work long hours and I push them to get 
the best results for everyone.  Brielle just couldn’t hack it in my department 
and asked to be moved.”

“That isn’t her testimony, nor is it what you told me several years ago
after you demoted Ms. Capson.”



“I didn’t demote her.  She…asked to be moved.”

“Did she?” Kathy asked, tilting her head slightly.  
“Of course!  Brielle simply couldn’t handle the stress.  Women really 

can’t handle the stress of big business,” he explained, looking directly at 
Kathy now.  “They don’t understand how hard it is to work in the world of 
high finance.  They have to sacrifice a lot to…”

He stopped when his phone rang again.  

“Do you need to get that?” George asked.  
Kathy shook her head, her features showing her disgust.  “His kids 

are sick.  His wife has called several times but he keeps telling her to handle 
it.  He can’t be bothered with his kids today.”

Peter leaned forward.  “Your wife is home alone with two sick kids?” 

Paul sighed, feeling as if he’d lost control somehow.  “Sarah is a very 
good mother.  She loves those kids and wouldn’t want me to interfere right 
now.  She might get all of the problems, but she also gets all of the hugs and 
kisses,” he explained, then chuckled as if he’d made some sort of joke. 

Unfortunately, the three others in the room weren’t laughing.  

“Guys,” he said, lifting his hand up to shift the knot of his tie, “You 
know how it is.  Women instinctively know how to care for their kids better 
than we do.  I just stay out of the way and…”

“Even when your wife is begging you to come home and help her?” 
Kathy interjected.  

George was horrified.  “Paul, this can wait.  Your kids need you.  This 
meeting can be rescheduled for later, once your children are healthy and 
you aren’t distracted by…”

“I’m not distracted and,” Paul turned to glare at Kathy, “Sarah is 
perfectly capable of handling the kids when they’re sick.  She’s done it 
every time they’ve gotten sick so far.  I’d just be in the way.”

Peter leaned forward, his grey eyebrows low over his wrinkled eyes 
now.  “Are you telling me that you’ve never helped with your kids when 
they’re ill?” He looked over at George and Kathy.  “I think we need to 



adjourn this meeting so that Paul can go home and help Sarah with the 
kids.”

He even closed his leather notebook, obviously prepared to do exactly 
that.  

“NO!” Paul snapped.  He realized he’d made a mistake when all three 
of them looked startled.  He sighed, rubbing his neck slightly, then quickly 
pulled his hand away, startled by the damp sweat there.  “No,” he said 
again, more calmly this time.  “My reputation here is obviously being 
maligned by some women who couldn’t handle the stress of my department.  
It’s hard work and takes long hours.  I’d like to save my reputation.”

The three of them hesitated, but then they all relaxed back into their 
chairs.  

Finally, George nodded.  “Proceed.”
Paul sighed with relief, then started to think.  He was good on his feet.  

Always had been.  It was one of the reasons he’d gotten this far so fast.  

“Look, I don’t know what Brielle told you, but she asked to be moved 
to a different department.  As soon as she realized that she was pregnant, 
she came to me and said that the stress of her job was too much for her.”

“So you fired her.”
Paul glared at Kathy, wishing she’d just get the hell out of here.  What 

was the point of her being in this meeting?  George and Peter could handle 
things and then just tell her what they’d decided afterwards.  

“I didn’t fire her.”

Kathy pulled several pieces of paper out of a file folder, spinning 
them around.  “Do you recognize this?” 

Paul looked down at the paper, then gulped.  

Kathy pulled out copies, handing them to George and Peter.  “This is 
Paul’s formal request for Ms. Capson to be terminated for performance 
issues.  At the time, Ms. Capson fought the termination and, thankfully, was
able to show my predecessor not just all of her past performance reviews,
which were outstanding, by the way, but also several emails from Paul



stating how she’d done an excellent job on each of the business deals she’d
put together over the previous two years.”

George and Peter read through the document.  Paul knew he’d have to 
think faster. 

“I was only thinking of the baby,” he blurted.  When George looked at 
Paul over his glasses, Paul knew that wasn’t going to fly.  “She was having 
problems with her pregnancy and was about to lose the baby.  It was the 
stress.  She couldn’t handle the stress.”

Kathy sighed.  “This is an affidavit from Ms. Capson’s obstetrician,
stating that she had a problem-free pregnancy and birth.”  She pushed 
papers towards each man but Paul didn’t bother to read it.  A report from an 
obstetrician?  Gross!  He hadn’t bothered to attend his own children’s 
births!  Why would he want to read about someone else’s pregnancy 
problems? 

“This affidavit seems to dispute your claims that Ms. Capson was 
struggling with her job and pregnancy.  And besides, if a woman is having 
problems during her pregnancy, wouldn’t it have been more appropriate to 
provide accommodations?  Ms. Capson was an excellent employee.  Her 
business acumen and ability to put together deals is astounding.  We could 
have used her in that department.  And yet, you wanted her terminated.”

“It was a judgement call,” Paul declared desperately.  

“There’s also the matter of these other two women.  Both Kelly 
Ursaway and Brielle Capson have testified to the discrimination and-“

“Discrimination!” Paul interjected.  “There was no discrimination!  
Those women are lying!”

“Calm down, Paul,” Peter soothed, leaning forward.  “There’s no 
reason to get emotional.”

Paul glared at the man.  “I’m not emotional!”  Vaguely, he 
remembered saying that to one of the women on his staff.  She hadn’t lasted 
long though.  He remembered transferring her after only about two months 
on his team.  



“You sound very emotional,” Kathy said, her voice patronizing now.  
“Would you like a moment to get yourself under control?”

Paul ground his teeth, furious with the woman for daring to speak to 
him like that.  “I’m not…emotional!” 

George, Peter and Kathy all glanced at each other.  

Finally, George leaned forward.  “The thing is, Paul, you’ve become a 
liability to the bank.  The discrimination claims are stacking up.”  He pulled 
out a bound set of papers out.  “These are copies of the claims against you.  
We spoke to each of your female and male employees, asking if they’d ever 
felt discriminated, harasses or even uncomfortable in your presence.  The 
results are…” he paused, shaking his head.  “Well, I think that you should 
get a lawyer Paul.  These claims are pretty harsh.”

Paul stood up so violently, the leather chair slammed against the wall 
behind him.  “You can’t believe all of these lies!” 

The three of them leaned back, obviously unimpressed with Paul’s
anger.

“The bank is taking each of these claims very seriously.  We only 
recently grasped the extent of your discriminating policies when we 
received three requests for depositions and files.”

“What the hell does that mean?” he demanded.  But Paul suspected 
that he knew.  

“You’re being sued, Paul.  The bank is also being sued, but we’re 
taking the women’s claims very seriously and compensating the women
 financially for the loss of income caused by your accusations over the 
years.  In exchange, we will fully cooperate with the litigation against you 
personally.”

Paul stared at the two men, mentally dismissing Kathy because she 
didn’t have any power here.  George and Peter were the ones in control.  
“You have to be kidding!  My division has been one of the top producers for 
this bank over the past several years!”

“You’re right,” George replied, leaning back and lacing his fingers 
over his stomach as he glared up at him.  “And we finally understand that 



the success of your department is almost completely due to the staff that 
you hired, specifically the women.  They are smart and ambitious, Paul.  All 
you had to do was give them the credit they deserved and gotten out of their 
way.  But instead, you had to claim their success as your own and then bad-
mouthed them, belittled their actions and their success to anyone who 
would listen.  Now you have to deal with the consequences of those 
actions.”

“This is ridiculous!” he snapped, livid now.  He pushed his jacket 
back, his hands fisting in his hips as fury and, he had to admit, a large dose 
of panic, started to choke him.  

“We are righting the wrongs of the past, Paul.”

Kathy leaned forward now, her hands clasped in front of her and Paul 
noted that her suit was a boring blue.  The woman had no style!  Couldn’t 
she bother to put on a bit of lipstick?  Some mascara?  She wasn’t an ugly 
woman, but Kathy the Bitch definitely didn’t know how to play up her 
appearance.  She couldn’t even bother to get her nails manicured!  That 
took….what? Fifteen minutes each week?  

“Paul, as of this moment, you are no longer an employee of this bank.  
Your office has been cleaned out by our security personnel and your badge 
has been deactivated.  Security will escort you out of the building.  If you 
have any questions regarding future litigation or issues concerning your 
termination, please speak to this person,” she said and pushed a business 
card forward.  “Larry Middleton will be our legal counsel on your case.”

Case?  He wasn’t a “case”!  He was a freaking vice president!  He 
was a damn good manager!  Sure, he might have made some decisions that 
people didn’t like, but what manager didn’t?

“I’m outta here!” he growled, ignoring the business card as well as 
the two inch thick binder.  He didn’t want to read the trash that stupid, weak 
females had said about him.  They were all lies!  

Unfortunately, his big exit was halted when he pulled open the double 
doors to the conference room only to be confronted by two big security 
guards.  “What the hell do you want?” he growled.  “Missing some 
donuts?” 



The men rolled their eyes, but each of them took one of Paul’s arms, 
flanking him as they escorted him to the elevators.  

Paul tried to pull his arms free, but the guards merely tightened their 
hold.  His efforts caused his suit jacket to pull off and his dress shirt to tug 
free.  He knew that he looked like a mess so he stopped his efforts and 
merely walked to the elevators.  But he glared at every single person who 
stepped out of their offices to watch his perp walk down the hallway.  

He’d remember every single person who was there, watching this 
humiliation.  The banking world was small.  When he got a new job at a 
different bank, he’d ensure that none of these people were even let through 
the door to make a deposit!  

The elevator doors finally opened up on the ground floor, the guards 
not allowing him to even go to his office to retrieve his car keys.  
“Everything has been boxed up and is waiting for you out front,” one of the 
guards explained.  

Sure enough, the damn guards maintained their hold on each of his 
arms as they walked him through the huge, elegant lobby, straight out the 
door.  Paul was almost relieved when he was outside.  First, because the 
damn guards released his arms and also because he was finally out of the 
nosy gazes of everyone walking through the bank’s lobby.  

“Your personal items,” another guard explained, handing two big 
boxes filled with stuff.  “These boxes are heavy, sir.  Would you like me to 
help you carry them to your car?” 

“Not a chance!” Paul snapped, grabbing the boxes himself and pulling 
them out of the other man’s arms.  

“Suit yourself, sir.”
The three guards then stood there, watching Paul with their beefy

arms crossed over their chests, daring Paul to do something other than
simply walk away.

Paul considered it.  He wanted to dump these boxes and maybe punch 
one of them in the nose.  Only two things stopped Paul.  One – Paul didn’t 
know how to throw a punch.  Two – he suspected the guards were expecting 



that and would take him down, handcuff him and call the police, then lie 
about how Paul had assaulted one of them. 

He told the three of them to do something that was anatomically 
impossible, then turned, carrying both boxes across the concrete area in 
front of the building.  He still needed to get to his car, but he’d rather walk 
around to the parking garage entrance and walk his way up the three flights 
of stairs rather than ask the guards if he could take the elevator to the 
parking garage.  

Shifting the boxes in his arms, they really were ridiculously heavy, he 
made his way around to the side of the building.  But because Paul didn’t 
bother lifting weights like other stupid people, his arms gave out.  Putting 
down one of the boxes, he grabbed the other and hurried up the stairs to 
where his car was parked.  

That’s when he realized that he didn’t have his car keys.  “Damn it!” 
He dropped the box down to the ground right behind his Mercedes and 
shuffled through the items in the box.  No car keys!  

Sighing, he bowed his head for a moment.  “In the other box!” 
Knowing that the stuff in this particular box was expensive stuff, he

pushed the box towards the driver’s side, shoving it under the engine close
to the front tire.  It was about as well hidden as he could manage.  He then 
turned and headed back to the stairs.  But when he reached the stairs, the
second box was gone!  

Leaning his head back, he screamed his fury into the air, feeling a 
rush of anger as the bellow echoed back at him.  Freaking concrete, he 
thought as he walked back to his Mercedes.  

He pulled his phone out of his pocket and dialed Sarah’s number. She 
didn’t answer!  What the hell?  Sarah always answered!   She was always 
thrilled when he finally called her during a work day!  

“Sarah, it’s me.  I need the second set of keys to my car.  Can you 
bring them over?  Maybe we can go out to lunch too?” He didn’t really 
want to go out to lunch with her, but he thought that might appease her.  
Sarah repeatedly asked if he could meet her for lunch but he always told her 
he was too busy.  



After ending the call, he looked around.  The parking garage was 
empty and…he swung around and looked under the driver’s side front tire.  

Paul muttered a series of expletives, realizing that the second box was 
now gone!  

 

Five hours later, Paul stepped out of a taxi in front of his house and 
paid the guy.  He didn’t bother with a tip.  Paul’s day had been pretty crappy 
so why not spread the joy?!  

The police had been no help about the stolen boxes.  They’d told him 
he could file a police report and they’d keep their eyes open for the stolen 
items, but they were probably long gone by now, the unhelpful police 
officer had explained.  

“Idiots!” he grumbled, walking slowly along the pathway towards his 
house.  

But as soon as he got to the front porch, he realized that he didn’t 
have a key to the house.  He muttered a few more choice words, leaning his 
forehead against the door.  Sarah hadn’t called him back, which was why 
he’d had to take a taxi back to the house.  The bitch hadn’t bothered to help 
him!  Damn it he was furious with her! 

How dare Sarah leave him like this!  She had no idea what he’d gone 
through today!

And now she’d dared to lock him out of his house?!  Granted, it was 
actually her father’s house.  He’d bought it before their wedding and 
allowed them to live in the house rent-free.  But still, did she actually think 
she could lock him out?!  

“Are you Paul Rosenberg?” a voice called out from behind him.

Paul turned, sneering at the man in the rumpled brown suit.  “Yeah?  
Why do you care?” 

The man pulled out a camera and an envelope.  “You’ve been 
served,” the man said, snapping a picture when Paul automatically took the 
thick, yellow envelope.  



More expletives and Paul tore open the package, more than ready to 
tackle whatever woman had dared to file a civil suit on him!  He’d taught 
every one of his staff members how to build deals and he’d fight tooth and 
nail for his reputation!  

But the papers inside weren’t a civil suit about discrimination!  Sarah 
had filed for divorce!  

Spinning around, he peered in through the side windows of the front 
door.  It suddenly occurred to him that there weren’t any lights on in the 
house!  Where was Sarah?  

He reached into his pocket and dialed her number.  No answer.  

He called his father-in-law next.  When the man finally answered the 
call, Paul breathed a sigh of relief. “Harry! Thank goodness!  Do you know 
where Sarah is?  She hasn’t answered any of my calls this afternoon!”

There was a long pause and Paul knew that he wasn’t going to like
whatever his father-in-law said next.  “Paul, Sarah is here.  Along with my 
two grandkids.  Me and Sarah finally got the kids settled into beds but 
they’d been throwing up for the past twelve hours.”

“I know that they were sick,” he replied through clenched teeth. 
 “Sarah told me but she said she had everything under control.”  It was a lie, 
but Sarah would back him up.  

“Now son, you know that’s a complete lie.  It just so happens that I
was standing next to Sarah when she spoke to you on the phone earlier this
morning.  She begged you several times to come home and help with the 
kids.  She had an important client meeting today that she had to cancel
because the kids got sick last night and you wouldn’t come home to help
out.”

Paul ran a hand through his hair, then noticed one of the neighbors 
peeking out through their curtains, watching him.  He turned his back on the 
woman and walked to the back fence.  He’d break into the house through 
one of the windows if he had to.  

“Harry, you don’t understand what’s going on!” he growled, furious at 
the man.  “I had a really bad day at work.  And I really need Sarah.”



Another long pause and Harry sighed.  “And your children, right?  
You need to see Sarah and the kids after a bad day at the office!”

Paul closed his eyes, wondering where this man got his views!  “Of 
course!  Yes.  I need Sarah and the kids!  Please just send everyone home to 
me and let me take care of my family!”

“Huh,” the old man snorted.  “Sounds like you need someone to take 
care of you.  But here’s the thing, Sarah’s sick of taking care of you, Paul.  
Sarah’s done taking care of all of your needs.  She wants to find someone 
who can take care of her needs for a while.”

And then the man ended the call.  Paul growled and, because he was 
in his backyard, he didn’t have any witnesses when he threw his cell phone 
against the brick of his house.  Thankfully, the phone shattered into a 
thousand pieces with a satisfying clash.  

Paul took a long, slow, deep breath, then looked around, rubbing both 
of his hands over his face.  “Okay, so Sarah is gone.  At least she has the 
kids and I don’t have to deal with those brats any longer.”

He finally admitted that he truly hated children.  Even his own.  No, 
especially his own.  They kept wanting hugs and stories and…and stuff!  
Good grief, kids were expensive!  

He walked to the backdoor, but it was locked as well.  Frustrated 
beyond belief, he took a rock from the garden and shattered a window.  
Instantly, the security system went off.  He reached in, slicing his hand in 
the process, but was able to unlock the door.  Moving quickly, he walked 
over to the security panel and pressed in the code.  Blessed silence!  

Paul tossed his suit jacket over the side of the couch, uncinched his tie 
and tossed that over the back of a chair.  Moving slowly now, he poured 
himself a large shot of scotch.  He downed that one, then poured himself 
another.  He was carrying that portion over to the sofa, prepared to sit down 
and watch…something, when the backdoor burst open.  

“Put your hands in the air!” the officer yelled.  

Paul dropped the glass onto the carpet and glanced around.  “What the 
hell?”



Two more officers burst in through the front door and Paul had no 
idea how they’d gotten inside.  

“Hands up!” the officer yelled.
“Why?”

“Hands in the air!” another one yelled, all four officers pointing their 
pistols at him as they slowly, carefully approached.  

“Get the hell out of my house!”
One of the officers, a sergeant, seemed to be in charge and he moved 

closer, holstering his weapon.  “Sir, are you the owner of this house?” 

“Yes!” Paul screamed.  “Now get the hell out of here!” 

“Please put your hands behind your head!”
Paul waved his arms in the air, which only caused the officers to lift 

their weapons.  “Get the hell out of here!”

“I’m not going to ask you again, sir!” the lead officer said.  “Put your 
hands behind your head and get down on your knees!”

“I’m not going to do anything!” Paul bellowed right back, and
because it had been such a shitty day, he started moving towards the officer
in charge. What he hadn’t seen was one of the officers holstering his 
weapon and pulling out a stun gun.  But seconds later, he felt the electric 
zap fly through his body.  A fraction of a second later, he was on the floor, 
his body vibrating with the horrific jolt of current.  All of his bodily 
functions went slack.  Odd, he thought as the officers moved behind him, 
slapping the cold, metal cuffs on his wrists, but the thing that bothered him 
most was the warm sensation around his thighs.  

When the officers pulled him up, Paul’s head flopped forward and he 
realized that he’d just pissed on himself.  Damn it!  

After the indignity of being shoved into a police car and left there for 
over an hour, the officer came back and opened the back door.  “Sir, this 
house is owned by Mr. Harry Mulford.”

Paul wanted to scream.  Unfortunately, he didn’t think it was a good 
idea to scream when sitting in the back of a police cruiser with piss on his 



pants, drool still dribbling out of the side of his mouth and his hands cuffed 
behind his back.  

He leaned his head against the disgusting vinyl of the backseat and 
sighed.  “That’s my father-in-law.’

“You live with your father-in-law?” the officer asked, his tone 
indicating that he thought that was kind of pathetic.  

“No!” Paul snapped.  “My father-in-law gave us this house after my
wife and I got married.”

The officer looked dubious.  “According to the tax records, Mr. 
Mulford still owns the house.  And we can’t get in touch with him to verify 
your story.”

“He’s at his own house!” Paul hissed.  “I just spoke to him on the 
phone about…” he wasn’t sure what time it was.  It was dark and all of the 
neighbors were gathering out on the street at the end of the driveway.  “I 
don’t know how long ago it was.  But call him!  He’ll tell you that I live 
here.”

“We’ve tried calling him to verify your story.  Until he calls us back, 
we’re going to have to book you for breaking and entering.”

The officer didn’t bother to wait for Paul’s furious response.  He 
simply stood up and slammed the door on Paul’s diatribe.  

Paul now wished that he hadn’t smashed his cell phone against the 
back of the house.  Because he really, really wanted to give Sarah and Harry 
a piece of his mind.  How dare they let him flounder like this!  

The police officer got into the driver’s seat but before Paul could say 
a word, the guy closed the plastic patrician between their section of the 
vehicle and his.  They drove for about fifteen minutes, then Paul was 
subjected to the indignity of being fingerprinted, his mug shot taken and 
stripped of his shoe laces and belt, then shoved into a holding cell.  

Since all of the benches were taken already by other members of the 
criminal element, Paul walked over to a corner of the cell and sat down on 
the cold concrete floor.  Five minutes later, he was sound asleep, dreaming 
about Sarah coming to bail him out of jail.  



 

Sarah never bailed him out of jail.  Not only that, but Harry didn’t 
allow him back in the house he’d lived in ever since marrying Sarah.  She 
told him to get an apartment and sue him for custody of the house and kids.  

Paul found a hotel that night.  The next day, he arranged to rent an 
apartment, vowing to get back at Sarah as soon as he got back on his feet.  
A new job was a priority.  He called his friends and acquaintances, but they 
all said, “Hey man, that sounds awful. I’ll keep my ears open for any job 
openings and will call you as soon as something comes up.”  Nothing came 
up.  He cursed his so-called friends, vowing never to speak to any of them 
again. 

A week after renting his apartment, he was served with not just one,
but two additional civil lawsuits.  Two of the women who had been moved 
to different divisions at his previous job were suing him for defamation of 
character as well as discrimination.  They were both demanding back pay as 
well as future pay, explaining to the courts that Paul’s actions had held them 
back from promotions which would have garnered them a higher salary 
over a lifetime.  They also were demanding punitive damages.  

His lawyer convinced Paul to settle the suits, explaining that it would 
take years and a hell of a lot more money than Paul had to fight the 
lawsuits.  Plus, the bank had provided overwhelming evidence that the 
women’s claims were correct.  

So Paul settled, thinking that he could get that money back when he 
went to divorce court with Sarah.  

That’s when Harry remembered the prenuptial agreement he’d signed 
right before the wedding.  Paul was stunned to realize that he’d signed away 
all rights to Sarah’s income, business, inheritance and anything else of 
monetary value that Sarah might earn during their marriage.  At the time, 
Paul hadn’t been concerned, thinking that Sarah would never turn on him.  
Sarah loved him and he knew how to charm her out of all of her tempers.  

Apparently, he had been wrong.  Because Sarah wasn’t just immune 
to his charm offensive.  She refused to see him. And because of the 
prenuptial agreement, she didn’t have to.  She offered him weekend custody 



of their kids, but he dismissed that, telling her that he wasn’t letting her 
have the weekends free.  

In other words, he got nothing.  Nada!  Although he was required to 
pay child support!  Paul snorted when he walked out of the lawyer’s office 
that final afternoon.  Like he was going to pay that!  First of all, they were 
Sarah’s kids.  No way in hell was he going to pay for kids that he didn’t 
even want.  They might look good in the Christmas pictures, but other than 
that, his kids were useless. 

At least he had a job now!  Yeah, he was just a bank teller, but Paul 
figured he could get promoted to bank manager within the next six months.  

 

Sarah opened her jewelry box and stared down at the rings, one 
diamond with platinum, the other a simple platinum band.  Her wedding 
rings.  Paul had been such a liar!  Everything he’d told her, everything their 
life had been…it was all based on a lie!  

Oh, he could be charming and amazingly sweet when he put his mind 
to it.  But Paul’s normal personality was selfish and narcissistic.  She hoped 
those women from the bank, the one’s Paul had stolen from, had gotten a 
good deal from him. 

Sarah hadn’t gotten such a bad deal herself.  Thanks to her father, 
Sarah had retained her business and her children.  Sarah hadn’t wanted 
children, but Paul had insisted and, in the end, she’d discovered that he’d 
changed out her birth control pills.  Still, her kids were pretty amazing.  
With a smile, she closed the lid on her jewelry box.  At some point, she 
would throw those rings away.  But for now, they were reminders of just 
how gullible she could be.  

Never again, she told herself.  
It was always nice when she walked past the bank at the end of the 

street by her office.  Sometimes, she’d grab a sandwich from the deli across 
the street, just so she could watch Paul sitting at the teller’s booth, counting 
out cash and coins.  Sarah knew that Paul hated his job.  He’d been a teller 
for the past two years, never earning a promotion.  And to Paul, that must 
really rankle.  



Perhaps today was a good day for a sandwich, she thought to herself.  
 


