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Chapter	  1	  

	  

	   “I	  walked	  in	  on	  them,	  mom.	  You	  think	  I	  don’t	  know	  what	  my	  own	  fiancé	  looks	  

like?”	  The	  thought	  of	  her	  fiancé	  and	  sister’s	  naked	  bodies	  intertwined	  was	  seared	  on	  

Lily’s	  mind.	  It	  was	  almost	  like	  looking	  in	  a	  mirror—	  watching	  her	  twin	  sister,	  Dahlia,	  

betray	  her	  with	  the	  man	  she	  loved.	  The	  man	  she	  was	  ready	  to	  pledge	  her	  life	  to.	  

	   “Well,	   you	   know	   how	   your	   sister	   is,	   it	   could’ve	   been	   anyone,”	   her	   mom	  

replies.	  

	   “But	   it	   wasn’t	   just	   anyone.	   It	   was	   Jack,	   and	   on	   the	   night	   before	   we’re	  

supposed	  to	  get	  married!”	  

	   “Darling,”	   her	  mother	   says,	   patting	   her	   head	   like	   a	   two-‐year	   old	   child	  who	  

just	  dropped	  her	  lollipop.	  “You	  can	  still	  get	  married.	  It’s	  not	  too	  late.	  Men	  are	  all	  the	  

same—	  it’s	  time	  you	  learn	  that.”	  

	   Lily	   looks	  up	   from	  her	  pillow	  at	  her	  mother	  and	  around	  her	   room,	   still	   the	  

same	   since	   she	  went	   away	   to	   boarding	   school	   eleven	   years	   ago.	   Pink	   and	   purple	  

with	  a	  large,	  canopy	  bed,	  a	  bed	  “fit	  for	  a	  princess,”	  her	  mother	  had	  always	  said.	  And	  

for	  all	  intents	  and	  purposes	  she	  was	  a	  princess,	  living	  a	  privileged	  life	  in	  New	  York	  

City—	  the	  best	  schools,	  the	  right	  friends,	  and	  the	  (former)	  perfect	  fiancé.	  	  

	   “What	   are	   you	   saying,	   mother?	   That	   it’s	   ok	   for	   Jack	   to	   screw	   anyone	   he	  

wants?”	  

	   “Oh,	   honey.	   Men	   have	   needs.	   It’s	   pure	   biology.	   Doesn’t	   mean	   he	   wouldn’t	  

make	  a	  good	  husband	  and	  father.”	  



	   “Are	  you	  saying	  Dad	  cheated	  on	  you?”	  Lily	  sits	  up,	  wiping	  away	  her	  tears.	  

	   Her	  mother	   turns	   away	   for	   a	  moment	   and	   picks	   up	   a	   family	   photo	   on	   the	  

nightstand.	  “It’s	  the	  unspoken	  rule	  here	  on	  the	  Upper	  East	  Side,	  Lily.	  With	  the	  house	  

in	  the	  Hamptons	  and	  the	  chalet	  in	  Aspen	  comes	  infidelity.	  I	  thought	  you’d	  had	  some	  

clue.	  But	  it’s	  my	  fault.	  I’ve	  kept	  you	  sheltered	  because	  I	  hoped	  for	  a	  different	  life	  for	  

you	  than	  mine.”	  

	   “But	  why	  didn’t	   you	   tell	  me	   sooner?	   I	   never	   imagined	   Jack	  would	   cheat	   on	  

me.”	  Lily	  falls	  back	  onto	  the	  bed.	  

	   Her	  mother	   faces	  her	   and	   raises	   an	   eyebrow.	   “Jack	   is	   no	  different	   from	  his	  

father.	  His	  family	  has	  a	   lot	  of	  money	  and	  influence	  in	  this	  city.	  Even	  more	  than	  we	  

do.	  Our	  two	  families	  would	  make	  an	  incredible	  alliance.”	  

	   “So	  that’s	  all	  this	  was	  to	  you,	  some	  sick	  power	  game?”	  

	   “Marriage	  is	  business,	  Lily,	  not	  love.	  And	  in	  New	  York,	  power	  isn’t	  just	  about	  

how	  much	  money	  you	  have,	  but	  the	  friends	  you	  can	  count	  in	  your	  corner.	  You	  want	  

love,	  go	  have	  your	  own	  affairs.	  After	  what	  he’s	  done,	   Jack	  can’t	  expect	   fidelity.	   Just	  

try	  to	  be	  more	  discreet	  than	  he	  was.”	  

	   “But	   it	  was	   love.	   I’ve	   loved	  him	   since	   the	   first	   day	   I	   laid	   eyes	   on	  him,”	   Lily	  

says,	  remembering	  how	  he	  offered	  to	  share	  his	  umbrella	  with	  her	  when	  they	  walked	  

out	  of	  Intermediate	  French	  one	  afternoon.	  

	   Her	  mother	  caresses	  her	  hair.	  “I	  know	  honey.	  That	  was	  your	  first	  mistake.” 

	  


