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April stepped closer to the canvas, squinting her eyes at the garish yellow splatters in front of her.  

What the hell was she supposed to be looking at? 

A woman behind her gasped. “Oh my gosh, Daniel, can you believe that? Look at the way the vivid 

backdrop contrasts to the muted statement piece. It manages to put the unexpected at the focus. It’s 

genius.” 

April’s brows drew together as she stepped back to try to see the ‘genius’ the others saw. Nope. Still 

just random colors, not even pretty ones at that, strewn on a canvas. 

“Isn’t it wonderful, April?” the woman asked. 

April glanced over to the woman with such horrible taste, and her jaw dropped. “Professor Able. I 

didn’t realize you were coming tonight.” April had been expecting a kook or eccentric. Not the well-

respected art professor from her community college. 

Margaret Able adjusted her bright orange overcoat, the motion causing the oversized bangles on her 

wrist to jingle. “I wouldn’t have missed it for the world. Finn was a student of mine. I’m exceptionally 

proud that his debut has been this well received.” 

A waiter crossed by with a tray of champagne, and Margaret swiped two glasses, the bracelets once 

again announcing any and all movement to the packed art gallery. April tried not to stare at the bracelets 

and focused her attention on not spilling her champagne in front of Margaret. The professor was one of 

the most respected artists in the city, and April heard that one of her paintings could sell for over five 

figures. If she wanted to succeed in this career, Professor Able was the perfect person to help her. 

“So you have known Finn for a while? Did you meet him through the college as a student?” asked 

April as she took a sip of the champagne, pretending to like the taste. 

“Oh no,” said Margaret with an exaggerated shake of her head. “His parents recognized his talent at 

a young age and requested my help to polish him up. He was like a gemstone that only needed a bit of 

grinding down.” 

April tried not to let her disappointment show. So Finn was a spoiled rich kid whose parents 

probably paid a crazy amount of money to get him private lessons with Margaret. April’s own mother was 



willing to pay exactly zero dollars for April’s education. In fact, April hadn’t seen a note from her giver 

of life in over six years.  

So what chance did she have of making it? She glanced over to the painting behind her and 

shuddered once more. If that’s what making it looked like, maybe she didn’t want it. 

 

~~~~~ 

 

“Sammy, look at this! Isn’t it the most beautiful thing you’ve ever seen!” squealed Shelly as they 

approached another painting that looked exactly like every other painting in the place.  

Instead of saying that, he turned on all his charm and smiled at Shelly. “I think you’re the most 

beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”  

She beamed up at him and hooked her arm in his. “I can’t believe you were able to get tickets! You 

actually know the artist?” 

His smile weakened. Really, he didn’t want to brag, but how could she be surprised that he was able 

to get tickets to one simple art gallery opening? He expected the women he dated to at least google him. 

“Finn and I were classmates way back when.”  

A hush fell over the crowd as the artist himself appeared from the back. After a brief moment, the 

room erupted in applause, but Sam didn’t even bother to clap. It took him a good sixty seconds to look at 

every painting in the room, and while he was at peace with the idea of some people loving it, he was not 

one of those people. And from the look of awe that the nineteen-year-old model on his arm was shooting 

Finn, he wasn’t going to get to leave any time soon. 

“Go introduce me, Sammy! Please.” She batted her fake eyelashes at him, and her flawless lips 

formed a pout that the cynical side of his brain thought she’d probably perfected in the mirror. 

“Of course,” he said. Anything so that he wouldn’t have to stare at the man’s artwork any longer. 

The young artist was surrounded by devoted fans, but Sam was used to parting crowds. He 

maneuvered Shelly inside the inner circle until she could clearly hear everything.  



“You can see that the orange represents all those stars that shone brighter than me,” he was saying 

proudly. “And then I, plain old me, was able to come to the front and make my presence known. This 

collection is really my way of coming out to the world and making myself known, but it’s also 

representing hope. Anyone feeling beaten down or oppressed might be able to one day step to the front of 

the stage and take their own bow.” 

The women around him all participated in one collective swoon and it took everything in Sam to 

keep his eyes from rolling out of his head. 

Except for one woman whose eye roll could apparently not be contained. The corner of his mouth 

ticked up. Good. At least he wasn’t the only sane one in the room. 

Shelly set a hand over her heart. “I think what you are doing is so inspiring. Even though I’m a 

model, I always feel like I have to fight for every bit of glory I get. The clothes are all anyone sees, you 

know? I want to be seen too.” 

“Funny,” said the sane woman. “I have a friend who’s a very successful model, and she doesn’t 

seem to have that problem.” 

Now Sam was all out smiling at the audacity of the stranger, but Finn was not so amused. He gave 

the woman a stern frown and reached out for Shelly’s hand. “I think that you are a diamond in a room full 

of coal and you can shine as brightly as you want.” 

Sam wondered if he should be offended at being called a piece of coal, but decided it wasn’t worth 

the effort of getting upset. Instead he glanced back to the eye roller who was now full on scowling at 

Finn. He didn’t know why she seemed to be able to see right through the bullshit when no one else could.  

She was young. For all he knew she could still be in high school. Her dyed blonde hair had almost an 

inch of dark roots showing, and she probably wouldn’t know what a tailored outfit was if it bit her in the 

ass. Pretty much the polar opposite of the woman on his arm for the evening. 

Sam frowned as he noticed that Shelly was nowhere near his arm. In fact, she was still talking to 

Finn and standing extremely close to the now hit artist. 

Sighing, Sam checked his watch for the time. It was going to be a long night. 



 

~~~~~ 

 

April pushed open the glass door to the gallery and glared at the pouring rain. Of course. Because 

this night wasn’t enough of a bust already. She’d checked the forecast! No rain! Not a single drop! So 

what the heck was this torrential downpour doing blocking her rather considerable walk to the train? 

She glanced through the glass doors of the gallery and nixed the idea of going back inside. There 

was nothing in there for her.  

But because her luck had apparently run out, one of the guests was leaving, and April had no choice 

but to move out of the way of the door.  It just so happened that this guest wasn’t a run-of-the-mill art fan. 

No. Sam Hunt was walking right towards her and was about to see her get soaked in the downpour. 

Taking a resigned breath, she stepped forward into the rain so that her outside appearance could 

match her mood. She tried not to look at Mr. Hunt as he crossed past her. He already probably hated her 

enough after what she’d said to his girlfriend. At least now he could bask in her misery. 

She glanced up briefly as he held up a hand to hail one of the cabs over. Of course he was standing 

right in the way of where she needed to go. She didn’t want him to see her sad walk to the train. The night 

had been bad enough as is without some billionaire basking in her misery. 

But instead of just getting in the cab, he looked over his shoulder at her. 

After she gave him a two-second window to turn back and mind his own business, she snapped. 

“What?” 

He frowned, the rain running down his face and fancy suit. “Why are you just standing there?” 

She opened her mouth to tell him some perfectly logical explanation for why she was getting 

drenched, but nothing came out. Somehow the idea that she didn’t want him to see her walk to the train 

didn’t seem as logical as it had a few moments ago. 

He held the cab door open. “Get in.” 

Her jaw dropped in shock. “I’m not going anywhere with you.” 



He glared at her. “So you’re just standing there for fun? Come on, the cab is waiting.” 

“I’m going all the way to Jersey!” 

“So?” 

Fine, if he wanted the truth, he was going to get it. “I can’t afford a cab,” she said defiantly, daring 

him to make some disparaging comment. 

“So?” he repeated. “The longer you wait, the wetter we’re both going to get.” 

Was he really offering her a ride home? It would be stupid to get into a cab with a stranger, but this 

wasn’t a stranger. This was Sam Hunt, the billionaire playboy who was always on the cover of some local 

gossip column. If he was going to murder her, there would be plenty of witnesses who knew they left 

around the same time. But he also had oodles and oodles of money to bribe the police with. 

He lifted a brow and she finally jumped into action, rushing past him and into the warm, dry cab. In 

a flash, he slid in next to her and the cabbie looked back at both of them expectantly. 

“Um, should I go first?” she asked. 

“By all means,” said Sam Hunt. Sam? Mr. Hunt? Maybe she could go the entire cab ride without 

saying his name. She quickly rattled off her address and sat back into the seat, her wet clothes squishing 

as she moved. 

She risked a glance at the man sitting next to her who was equally drenched. How was he not upset 

with her? Not that she made him stand outside in the rain waiting for her to decide if he was about to kill 

her. 

“So how are you?” she asked, trying to pretend that this wasn’t awkward. 

He smiled over at her, almost as though he was enjoying her discomfort. “I’m pretty shitty. You?” 

She let out a weak laugh. “Same.” She thought back to the beautiful woman she’d seen him talking 

with throughout the evening. The same one she’d called out in front of everyone. “Why would you be 

having a bad night?” 

“Well, I’m not sure if you noticed, but I didn’t arrive alone, and I sure as hell didn’t intend on 

leaving that way.” 



Oh no. “Your girlfriend broke up with you?” 

“I think it was mutual at this point. Besides, I don’t think I could ever be with someone who thought 

that crap was art.” 

April snorted. “Finally! Someone who agrees! I thought I was going insane.” 

“Oh, no. I was relieved that I wasn’t alone in there. Us logical types need to stick together.” 

She didn’t think anyone had ever described her as logical before. “I’m supposed to be a crazy artist 

too, you know.” 

He raised a brow and looked her over. “You? No. That’s not for you. What do you do for a living?” 

“I’m an art student,” she said with a barely straight face, which dissolved into laughter almost 

immediately. “Well, not after tonight,” she added as the laughter died down. 

He shifted to face her better. “Why?” 

April shrugged. “I don’t know. I wanted to be happy.” 

“And art makes you happy?” 

“It seems like everyone with a real job hates it.” 

“Well I have a real job and I don’t hate it.” 

“I applied for being the son of a billionaire, but I got turned down,” she said, unable to control the 

hint of bitterness. 

That caught his attention. “So you know who I am then?” 

“I do live within a hundred miles of the city.” 

“Then you have me at a disadvantage.” He held out his hand. “Sam Hunt. Nice to meet you.” 

She eyed his outstretched palm warily for a moment before taking it. “April Morgan. Thank you for 

saving me the walk to the train.” 

He smiled back at her, and for a second she was completely dumbstruck as the full force of his 

charm was aimed squarely at her. Maybe this wasn’t just some spoiled rich kid, like Finn. He actually 

seemed thoughtful and kind. 



Sam reached into his wet jacked and pulled out a small silver object. It wasn’t until he finished 

twisting off the top that she realized it was a flask. He took a deep swig and passed it to her, but she shook 

her head. “I already had three glasses of champagne in there. I couldn’t have handled it as long as I did 

otherwise.” 

He took another quick drink before setting the flask back in his jacket. “I couldn’t have handled it on 

champagne alone. Sometimes something stronger is required, you know?” 

“Oh, I know. So you actually like what you do? It’s not just something your family pushed you 

into?” For a brief moment anger flashed in his eyes, but it was gone so fast, April thought she imagined it. 

“I’m in this for me. And money of course.” 

“I wouldn’t mind being in it for the money.” April though about the twelve dollars and twenty cents 

in her bank account. She would’ve had more if she hadn’t hopped on the train to go to this stupid party 

that was supposed to be inspirational and a chance to meet others in the art world. 

“Why don’t you switch to a business major then?” 

“Please. I don’t know the first thing about business.” 

“Well you go to school where you pretend to learn. And then you get a job were you actually learn. 

No one is born with the knowledge.” 

She raised a brow and looked him over. “Not even you.” 

He shook his head. “Not even me. But the basis of every single company on the planet is that they 

are giving people something they want or need. To be a successful business, you just have to do it better 

and cheaper than everyone else.” 

That didn’t sound too hard. “Then why do so many businesses fail?” 

Sam leaned forward. “Well you have to be smart about it. Check this out. I just bought these two 

plants over in Jersey…” 

 For the next twenty minutes, Sam told her about his plans for the plants. How he was going to 

increase the profitability tenfold over the next few years while continuing to expand at a rapid rate, and 

the various sales contracts he either had promised or thought he could broker if he worked just right. 



And April, who never once thought that talk of factories and production and revenue and expenses 

could ever interest her, found herself utterly fascinated by his every word. Before she knew it, the cab had 

pulled to a stop in front of her aunt’s apartment complex, and she wanted to scream at the driver to keep 

going. She wasn’t done listening to Sam talk yet! 

“Is this your stop?” asked Sam as if there was any other reason for the cab driver to stop charging 

him crazy amounts of money for the drive. 

April had to admit defeat. Her time with Sam was fantastic, but he had better things to do than spend 

another hour (or two or three) teaching her all his secrets. “Home sweet home,” she muttered. “Thanks for 

the ride,” she said as her hand fell on the door.  

“Hold on.”  

April’s breath caught in her throat as she twisted around to look at him.  

Sam handed her a rectangular piece of paper, and she was shocked to see that it was his business 

card. “If you do change your mind about your career, give me a call. I’m sure we can find something to 

keep you busy, and you’d be amazed how much you can learn working at a new business.” 

“I’ll, um, I’ll think about it,” she said, trying to sound as calm as possible. “Thanks again.” She 

ducked out of the cab before he could see the huge grin spreading across her face. After waving the cab 

off, she walked through the now gentle rain, but the water didn’t bother her any more. 

She had Sam Hunt’s business card, and he wanted her to work for him. Her mind flooded with all 

the possibilities.  Sam Hunt was going to change her life for the better. She could just feel it…  


