
 

Pursuing Justice- Sample Chapter 1 

I adjusted my rearview mirror with a practiced flick of my wrist. My reflection was a 
testament to years of tireless dedication etched in the lines of my face. The dark circles 
under my eyes spoke of countless late nights deciphering contracts, each a new challenge 
to unravel. I had just lost a case—a lawsuit I was sure would go my way. Tears started to fall 
on my face. I took my hand and wiped them away. 

I began to drive. I was going from my oƯice at Winston and Associates, and the drive was 
familiar. I began to look around Sunnyville's beautiful ocean views. 

Nestled within the cradle of rolling hills, Sunnyville sprawled beneath a canopy of verdant 
slopes. The wind whispered through the leaves, harmonizing with the gentle murmur of a 
nearby stream, creating a tranquil backdrop for the town's idyllic setting. Along the quaint 
street, life pulsed with vibrant energy. Locals bustled about, laughter mingling with 
footsteps on cobblestone pathways, a joyous symphony that resonated through the air. 

I drove with the convertible top down, my long black hair flowing in the breeze. I was still 
wearing the same clothes from court, the heels giving me a bit of extra height over my usual 
5'4" frame. 

In Sunnyville, community was not a concept, but an ingrained way of life. Bonds between 
residents ran deep, forged through shared experiences and unwavering support. The 
people stood together with loyalty and love, celebrating life's joys or weathering storms. 

 


