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Foreword








The Making of a Storm is a deeply personal love letter to every woman who’s ever been called too loud, too wild, too sensitive, or too much. You are not too much. The world just wasn’t ready.


Part I

Chapter One: A Storm is Born


Before she became the glittering chaos that lit up every room and shattered hearts like crystal, Roxanne Childs was a daddy’s girl with fire in her soul and a piano under her fingers.

Steven Childs adored his daughter from the moment she wailed into the world—louder than anyone expected, louder than life itself. She was born with fists clenched, lungs bellowing, red curls damp and wild. “A storm,” the nurse had said with a startled laugh, and Steven beamed like someone had handed him the sun.

He was the kind of man who chased thunder just to hear it roll. A dreamer. A pianist. A stock market rebel. A whiskey-sipping, midnight-philosophizing kind of father who believed in living with all the lights on, even when it hurt. He taught Roxanne to do the same.

“Don’t just live,” he’d whisper during their late-night jazz sessions at the family’s baby grand. “Set the room on fire, Roxy.”

And she did.

She learned syncopation before multiplication, scales before bedtime stories. He encouraged her wild streak—bought her first black leather jacket at fourteen, helped her sneak into her first club at sixteen “just to see the scene,” and more than once reminded her that the world was far too small for girls like her.

But behind Steven’s bright eyes and fast laughs, there was a sadness Roxanne couldn’t name. A shadow just out of frame. Sometimes he’d stare at her while she played, and there would be a tightness around his mouth, a kind of ache that lived in his silence.

She didn’t understand it.

Not until it was too late.

           He died a week after her eighteenth birthday. On New Year’s Eve.

Took the same hands that had played piano beside hers and used them to write a letter—one Roxanne never got to read. She only found out years later, from a slip of the tongue, a sideways glance. Mimi, her mother, never mentioned it. Just stared through her at the funeral like she was someone else’s daughter.

Carl found the letter. Their golden-boy, steady-as-a-spreadsheet older brother. He read it, cried alone in the garage, then tucked it into a box and buried it beneath his own grief. He told himself one day he’d give it to her. One day, when she wasn’t already drowning.

But that day never came.

Steven’s absence wasn’t just a loss—it was a fault line that split Roxanne down the middle. One side burned for answers. The other wanted to run until she forgot she needed them.

Her mother, Mimi, became a cold porcelain figure after the funeral—brittle and immaculate, always dressed in white, like grief couldn’t touch her if she wore purity on her sleeve. She blamed Roxanne—not outright, but in the way only mothers can. In sharp glances. In withheld affection. In the way she spoke too kindly to Carl, like trying to make up for what she’d lost by making Roxanne smaller.

She was too much. Too loud. Too her father’s daughter.

So Roxanne ran.

She packed grief into a sequined dress and called it a performance. Pain into eyeliner and called it armour. She didn’t know how to mourn the man who had been her world, so instead she vowed to become unstoppable. If she couldn’t be happy, she’d be unforgettable.

Vegas. Because where else does a girl go when she’s on fire and no one’s left to notice?

She arrived with one suitcase, her favourite sheet music, and zero plans. At eighteen, Roxanne entered a room like the air itself adjusted for her. She was just under 5’9”, but with heels—always heels—she towered. Not in height, but in presence.

She had the kind of beauty that made people stare before they even realized they were doing it. Statuesque. Unapologetically feminine. Curves like sin and skin like poetry. Her copper-red hair was worn like a crown—thick, wavy, often twisted into a deliberately undone updo, with rebellious strands tumbling around her face and collarbone.

In the right light, her hair glowed like fire.

Her eyes were sapphire blue—cut-glass bright, always watching. Always knowing more than she let on. Her mouth, heart-shaped and full, curved with amusement more often than kindness. Her voice was low, sultry, with a teasing lilt that made even mundane phrases feel like secrets.

She was magnetic. Beautiful. Dangerous in the most intoxicating way.

Vegas made room for her.


She landed a job as a magician’s assistant to a man named Mando the Magnificent—though his real name was Gary, and the most magical thing about him was his ability to get drunk tourists to tip. His dove trick involved bad glue and a stuffed bird. Roxanne didn’t care. It was a paycheck. Glitter, smoke, and velvet gloves.


She was too smart for the act. Too compelling. Gary hated that—called her “scene-stealing.” But his special effects guy didn’t mind.

Phillip.


He was older—early thirties, maybe—and different from what Roxanne usually drew. Quiet, thoughtful. Eyes that followed her like she was a question he was trying to answer. He wasn’t flashy, and that made him dangerous in a different way. He didn’t flirt. He noticed. He watched her the way her father used to when she played piano: like she mattered.


He made her laugh.

He touched her gently, like she was something precious. He listened. Not to respond. Not to impress. Just to understand.

He told her once that her smile was a spell.

For a while, she believed it.


Their mornings were slow and warm—bare feet on tile floors, coffee and quiet, kisses between slices of sunlight. Tangled sheets and low jazz. Phillip made her feel like maybe she wasn’t just escaping. Maybe she was starting.


But pain doesn’t dissolve. It waits.

And Roxanne never stayed anywhere long enough to let it catch her.

One morning, she slipped out. No note. No goodbye. Just the hush of the door clicking shut and her heart aching with the weight of almosts.

Phillip was the first in a long line of men she would devastate.

Vegas had served its purpose. It had taught her how to dazzle, how to lie without words, how to turn herself into a living illusion.

But Roxanne Childs wanted more than smoke and mirrors.

She drove back to Toronto with the sun setting behind her, leaving behind neon and nostalgia. Stopped just long enough at the old house to grab her favourite scores—Debussy, Chopin, and the first original piece she’d ever written.

           No words exchanged with Mimi. No hugs for Carl. No tears.

Just the slam of a front door.

And the purr of the engine as she drove off toward the University of Toronto, a girl with fire in her soul and a storm brewing behind her eyes.


Chapter Two: University


Roxanne Childs had been accepted into the University of Toronto’s elite music program as a pianist, but they had no idea what they were welcoming.

They expected a prodigy.

What they got was a hurricane.

At the University of Toronto, Roxanne became a legend.

She didn’t walk into rooms—she arrived. Heads turned. Conversations stuttered. Even silence leaned toward her. Professors praised her technique, but it was her presence—furious and luminous—that people remembered. Her performances were electric: fire poured into movement, fury translated into keys. She didn’t play the piano; she devoured it. By the time the final chord echoed off the recital hall walls, there wasn’t a dry soul left in the room.

           Professors predicted she’d be world-class. Students? They just tried to breathe in her orbit.

           And Roxanne? She played her heart out—but she partied harder.

She didn’t just live. She redefined what it meant.

By nineteen, she was all glitter and sharp edges—charisma wrapped in chaos. An unstoppable storm in stilettos. She didn’t need validation, but attention? That was her drug. She collected eyes the way others collected books. Hearts were toys, and she didn’t play gently.

She tasted everything the city had to offer: rooftop parties where the skyline blurred into laughter and wine, underground jazz bars thick with smoke and secrets, secret speakeasies where billionaires slummed in disguise and artists painted on napkins for drinks.

She wasn’t running anymore. She was consuming.


At her side, always, was Sebastien Bakke. Tall, blond, and theatrical even when he tried not to be, Sebastien had become her shadow and spotlight all at once. They had met in high school woodshop—an elective neither of them took seriously. Back then, he was tall, gangly, and far too fabulous for sanding pine. When Martin, the class bully, mocked Sebastien’s voice one day, Roxanne didn’t hesitate. One punch—neat and clean—landed Martin on the floor and got Roxanne suspended for three days.


She grinned the whole time.

           Sebastien had called her his “emergency contact in crime” ever since.

Now, in university, he had fully evolved into a modern Viking with cheekbones that could cut glass and a wardrobe that could stop traffic. He was her fashion guru, her social media mastermind, and the only person who could talk her out of buying glitter eyeliner at 3 a.m. (sometimes). They were chaos and commentary—inseparable.


Then there was Samantha Folger, her roommate and a Philosophy major with a love for beautiful chaos and really bad men. Sam thrived on thought experiments and dramatic exits. She believed life should be lived like a tragic opera—with good lighting and expensive shoes. She smoked clove cigarettes out the window, dated poets with commitment issues, and once shaved her head on a dare just to see if she’d cry. She didn’t.


One night, after three bottles of cheap wine and a failed attempt at baking cookies in a toaster oven, Sam tilted her head and asked Roxanne, “Have you ever been with a woman?”

           Roxanne arched a brow. “I’ve been with everyone, darling. Why?”



That weekend, Sam introduced her to Dalia, a stunning performance poet who wore eyeliner like armour and recited Sylvia Plath between shots of mezcal. Dalia was velvet and danger. Their night together was long, vivid, and written in lipstick across someone else’s sheets. The kisses were fierce. The laughter was wild. The poetry was… dramatic.


In the morning, Roxanne stirred cream into her coffee and said simply, “Well. That was interesting.” Then she winked.

It wasn’t her thing. But she’d tried it.

           Because Roxanne didn’t say no to experience. She curated it.


She wasn’t the girl next door. She wasn’t a rebel with a cause. She didn’t fit into anyone’s neat little label.

She was Roxanne Childs.

And the world? Still catching its breath.

           Her love life at university was a series of fleeting, fiery collisions. None of it stuck. All of it mattered.

Each lover was a spark—momentary brilliance that vanished almost as quickly as it ignited. One week, she was tangled up with a charismatic writer who whispered verses into her skin; the next, it was an up-and-coming guitarist who sang half-finished songs into her neck during Sunday morning hangovers. They all wanted to possess her.

None of them could.

Sebastien and Sam made a game of it. They’d bet on how long each romance would last. Sam kept a scorecard taped to the fridge. Sebastien bought little figurines to represent each ex.

“Look,” he’d say, holding up a tiny plastic saxophone. “It’s Harry the jazz boy. May he rest in peace.”

They never knew who’d be at dinner or who might emerge from the dorm’s bathroom wrapped in one of Roxanne’s silk robes, blinking at the scent of espresso and mischief.


But the one who surprised even Sebastien was Dr. Harrison Mott.


Roxanne met him during a masterclass on Romantic composers. He was tall, clean-shaven, and had the kind of intelligence that sharpened every word into something dangerous. His lectures on Chopin were dry in the beginning, but she noticed the way he looked at her hands when she played. Not in a lecherous way. Reverent. Curious.

It started innocently—a question after class. A conversation in the hallway. A coffee shared in the faculty lounge while he tried not to stare. Then one afternoon, she lingered in his office, fingers skimming over the edge of a bookcase, voice soft and wicked.

“Do you think Chopin would’ve written nocturnes if he’d met someone who kissed like a sunrise?”

Dr. Mott didn’t answer. But the next time she played for him, he stood too close.

What followed was a week of stolen moments. After-hours practice rooms. Half-buttoned shirts. The thrill of knowing, the thrill of almost being caught.

It ended before anyone got hurt.

No apologies. No promises.

Just a quiet understanding that it had been a moment—glorious, inappropriate, inevitable—and now it was done.

Roxanne didn’t regret it. But she didn’t linger on it, either.

Because the world was still spinning. There were still songs to play, dances to crash, hearts to tease, and rooms to set on fire.

She wasn’t just surviving.

She was blooming.

And the storm? Just getting started.


Chapter Three: The Double Date



La Poivre, Toronto – Fall


La Poivre was the kind of place where the walls were made of concrete and ambition. Where menus were printed in minimalist fonts and cocktails came with foam. It catered to the kind of people who used the word “curated” without irony, who wore their student loans like invisible chains and called it character. The host wore all black and sneered like he paid rent.

Roxanne loved it.

She sat at the table in black silk and wine-coloured lipstick, her hair swept into that artful updo that took forty-five chaotic minutes, a curling iron incident, and two hairpins that might have drawn blood. It was a calculated mess, which made it perfect.

When Samantha told her it was a blind double date, Roxanne didn’t blink. Sam’s taste could veer toward the eccentric, but never toward boring. Besides, Roxanne thrived in new terrain. Dates, like stages, were for performance. And Roxanne was always ready to perform.

Michael, as promised, was charming. Bespectacled, exuberant, already comparing quantum theory to jazz scales and the multiverse to emotional resonance. He talked in metaphors and leaned too close, but he was sweet. Enthusiastic. The kind of man who took notes at museums.

Alex, however, had not been described at all.

Across from her, he was stillness carved into form. Clean-cut. Precise. His black button-down was crisp, his cufflinks gleamed like threat and invitation. He didn’t smile often, and when he did, it didn’t quite reach his eyes. He didn’t interrupt the conversation—he absorbed it. He watched people with the kind of intensity that meant he already had a file on you before you finished your drink order.

Roxanne tilted her head, studying him as Sam and Michael buzzed beside them, knee-deep in metaphysics and stardust. Alex swirled his wine once, saying nothing. A single brow arched.

She arched one right back.

           “Sorry, Alex,” she said suddenly, her voice a velvet blade. “But I see someone I absolutely have to say hello to.”

He looked up, curious. Expecting a person.

Roxanne stood and walked across the dining room with the languid precision of someone used to being watched. Toward the baby grand piano in the corner, half-forgotten in the curated ambiance, like a prop instead of a purpose.

The waiter nearby looked ready to intercept her.

She glanced at him, and he changed his mind.

Her fingers hovered above the keys.

And then she played.

Not jazz. Not polite ambiance. Not the romantic little trills meant to soften awkward silences.


Roxanne chose Bartók.


Raw. Dissonant. Demanding.

It wasn’t a performance—it was a challenge. She launched into the piece with no preamble, no apology. Her hands danced, slammed, coaxed, battled. The music twisted and writhed, full of off-kilter rhythms and savage harmonies. It was beautiful if you understood it. Just noise if you didn’t.

The restaurant turned. Conversations slowed. Forks stilled. Michael stopped mid-sentence. Samantha stared, blinking like she was watching a firework explode indoors.

Alex didn’t move.

He just watched.

Because he understood.

The control. The defiance. The way she weaponized beauty. The storm she kept barely in check. The technique was flawless, but the emotion behind it—pure chaos. She played like she wanted to burn the room down and rebuild it under her name.

When she finished, she didn’t wait for applause.

She simply stood, smoothed her skirt, and returned to the table like nothing had happened. Her lipstick was still perfect.

Alex’s glass was halfway to his lips when she sat.

“Well,” Roxanne said, lifting her wine, “that was more fun than pretending to care about string theory.”

Alex smiled slowly. Sharp. Quiet. Real.

           “Do you always play the piano like you’re trying to seduce or scare the room?”

She sipped. “Only when it’s worth it.”

He set his glass down, leaned in.

“I hope you’re not as reckless with people as you are with Bartók.”

“Oh, darling,” she said, eyes gleaming, “I’m worse.”

And he laughed. Not a polite chuckle. An actual, caught-off-guard, real laugh. It was sharp and surprised, like someone had pulled the rug out from under his expectations—and he liked the fall.

Sam and Michael were talking again, oblivious. The world resumed. But at their table, the air crackled. Something had shifted.

Not love. Not yet.

But something real.

Something dangerous.

Roxanne leaned forward, one elbow on the table.

“Bartók’s not for everyone,” she said, her voice soft, conspiratorial. “But I love the way he challenges everything. Like me.”

She winked.

Alex laughed again, and this time there was warmth behind it.

She flagged the waiter with a single finger curl and ordered four tequila shots like it was part of the tasting menu.

Alex raised a brow. “Two rounds?”

           “One for the nerves,” Roxanne said, grinning. “One for the audacity.”

The shots arrived quickly. Silver glasses, no lime, no salt.

She pushed one toward him. Lifted hers.

“To bad blind dates.”

Then she tossed it back. Clean. Smooth. Just burn and satisfaction.

Alex mirrored her, never breaking eye contact. His throat worked once. Neat. Controlled. She liked that.

The second shot followed. No toast this time. Just a glance—a dare offered and accepted.

The conversation around them carried on, but in that moment, La Poivre might as well have vanished.

She didn’t know what Alex did. Didn’t know where he lived, what he believed in, or if he even liked Bartók.

But she knew the way he looked at her.

Not like a man interested.

Like a man intrigued.

And Roxanne? She lived for that look.

◆◆◆

The music shifted.

It was subtle at first—a sultry beat threaded into the restaurant’s ambient hum, just audible under the clink of cutlery and curated murmurs. But Roxanne tilted her head, listening. A tango had just started. Low. Moody. Inevitable.

She didn’t hesitate.

Pointing at someone—maybe a waiter, maybe the manager, maybe God himself—she said, “Turn it up.”

Then, to Alex, with a grin like a matchstick about to spark, “Let’s dance.”

She was already on her feet, grabbing his hand. Not offering. Claiming.

The way she pulled him to his feet made it clear: this wasn’t a request. This was an event.

Alex rose, tall and deliberate, but there was a flicker now behind his cool exterior—the kind of flicker that came before a wildfire. His mouth quirked, and he inhaled when she stepped closer. Her perfume—orange peel and clove, warm bite and sweet heat—wrapped around him. Something unforgettable. Something you’d find clinging to your sheets the next morning and wonder if you’d dreamed her.

The tiny dance floor sat empty.

Not for long.

The music swelled.

And Alex didn’t hesitate.

His hand found her lower back—firm, grounded, confident. But not too low. A gentleman, or at least a man who knew how to fake it. His other hand lifted hers, and their fingers slid together like a lock clicking into place.

She hadn’t known what to expect.

But it wasn’t this.

He moved with practiced grace. The rhythm came naturally. He knew the tango.

Of course he did.

Ballroom was probably drilled into him by some tyrannical Austrian instructor in a mirrored studio lined with disappointment and lineage.

But this? This wasn’t rehearsal. This was real.

This was heat and connection. Command and surrender. Electricity wrapped in choreography.

Roxanne trusted him instantly. Her body folded into the rhythm, hips catching the beat, breath syncing with his like they’d done this a hundred times in another lifetime. The world blurred. Sound sharpened. She let him spin her out, then pull her back like gravity had his name on it. His hand gripped her waist like it belonged there. She met every step, every pivot, every curve with equal intensity.

She moved into his space like it was hers to claim.

And Alex? He gave it.

When the music climbed—taunting, teasing—he dipped her. Low. So low her hair brushed the floor, her body stretched into curve and breath and surprise. Her heart missed a beat, then caught up in a rush.

Roxanne laughed, breathless, upside down.

“Well, well, Mr. Danger,” she said, lashes fanned, voice wicked, “you’ve been holding out.”

Alex pulled her upright in one smooth motion. Their bodies stayed close—closer than polite. Closer than safe.

His lips grazed her ear.

“I’ve never had a real partner before.”

No bravado. No flirt.

An admission.

Her smile faltered.

Because neither had she.

And in that breath, something passed between them. Recognition. A mirrored ache. A shared loneliness, wrapped in rhythm and heat.

They danced like heat given form—like two storms colliding in choreography. The song built, and they chased it, tangled in motion and possibility. Her heel scraped his calf as she pivoted. His hand slid just a hair lower, fingers pressing through silk to spine. Her breath hitched. He felt it.

The world around them faded.

The curated crowd of La Poivre watched but did not interfere. No one asked questions. No one dared.

A champagne flute shattered somewhere near the bar.

No one turned.

When the music hit its final, breathless chord, they froze together—lips inches apart, eyes locked, hands unwilling to let go.

No applause.

Just silence.

Worshipful. Charged.

Roxanne smiled. Slow. Wicked.

She ran a fingertip across Alex’s lapel like she might claim it next.

“I think,” she murmured, “this date just got interesting.”

Alex’s eyes narrowed, amused. His voice came low, rough around the edges.

“Very.”

The kiss wasn’t a claim. Not yet.


It was a tasting.


She leaned in, brushing her lips against his like she was checking for static. A test. A flick of flame.

Oh, it caught.

Heat bloomed between them, sharp and immediate. His mouth moved against hers like he’d been waiting all evening. She tilted her head, deepening the pressure, giving just enough to invite more. Her fingers slid into the fine wool at his collar. His hand stayed on her back, firm, grounding her even as she tried to burn.

When they broke apart, it was with breath they hadn’t realized they were holding.

Their eyes met again.

This time, there were no more masks.

Roxanne exhaled.

“Well,” she said, fingers still brushing his chest, “that wasn’t bad.”

Alex’s smile was all teeth and velvet.

“We’re just getting started.”


Chapter Four: The Kiss


Alex responded without words—just a hand sliding beneath her hair, cradling the back of her neck, holding her there, mouth to mouth, while the air between them thickened like summer heat before a storm.

He didn’t deepen it.

Not yet.

But he held her like a man standing on the edge of something he couldn’t name, like the tension between them had been smoldering since the piano, since the tequila, since the moment she dared him to follow her into the fire—and he had.

He felt her smile against his lips. That wicked, wicked grin. The one she wore when she knew she had you exactly where she wanted you.

           Then, she pulled back—just far enough to break the kiss but not the spell.

           Alex was breathing harder than he liked. Dangerous. Intoxicating.

           Roxanne leaned in close, her lips brushing the shell of his ear.

           “I’ve got to go powder my nose,” she purred.

Not a statement.

Not even a suggestion.

An invitation.

And then she was gone.


Alex watched her walk away, hips swaying with precision—like she knew the exact physics of desire and chose to exploit them at a slow, agonizing tempo. He hesitated for exactly one second. Logic whispered don’t follow.


Curiosity and hunger slammed the door on that thought.

He followed.

The private bathroom was tucked behind a velvet curtain near the back. Barely large enough to breathe in—cracked mirror, chipped porcelain sink, flickering bulb overhead buzzing like it disapproved.

The door clicked shut behind him.

And then she was on him.

Hands at his collar, yanking him down, mouth crashing into his like gravity lost patience. It wasn’t soft now. It wasn’t teasing. It was ravenous.

Roxanne kissed like a war and a waltz, like every breath she gave him was a dare. He responded with precision and fire, hands sliding down her waist, gripping her hips, pressing her into the wall like he meant to pin the moment in time.

She bit his bottom lip—a warning wrapped in pleasure—and he groaned low in his throat, a sound that vibrated between them like the downbeat of a dangerous song.

“God, you taste expensive,” she whispered, dragging his collar open, her lips grazing the hollow of his throat.

Alex laughed, breathless. “You kiss like a woman who starts fires just to see who runs in.”

She grinned against his skin. “Only if they’re brave enough to get burned.”

He spun her, fast, pressing her against the sink now, her thighs sliding between his as his hand braced the mirror and his other tangled in her hair. Their mouths collided again, messier this time—pure chemistry and no choreography.

“I should walk out of here,” he muttered against her lips. “You’re definitely a bad idea.”

She laughed, breathless and wicked.

           “Darling… you followed me into a bathroom. That ship has sailed.”

And then he kissed her again—harder. Like he was done pretending he wasn’t addicted to the taste of her.

Fingers fumbled at buttons, but not with urgency—with indulgence. This wasn’t desperation.

This was surrender.

           Alex pulled back for half a second, pupils blown, voice gravel.

“Tell me to stop.”

           Roxanne looked up, lipstick smudged, silk blouse damp with steam and lust, and smiled.

“Don’t you dare.”

That was all it took.

Hands and mouths and heat. Kissing like combat. Kissing like confession. Kissing like they were trying to memorize each other from the inside out.

The music from the restaurant still filtered faintly through the wall—civilized jazz, curated ambiance. But in here?

Here, it was a storm.

His belt loosened. Her skirt hitched up. Her fingers dug into his back. His breath hitched as her thighs flexed around him.

Her back hit the sink with a satisfying thud. The porcelain cool beneath her, her blouse soaked with heat, the mirror fogging fast.

And then—

CRACK.
CRASH.
SPLASH.

The entire sink tore away from the wall with a heroic, catastrophic screech. Pipes snapped free with a hiss of fury and a geyser of water shot straight up like a possessed Roman fountain on vengeance mode.

Roxanne froze.

Alex stared at the plumbing in mild horror.

And then—

Roxanne threw her head back and howled with laughter.

“Oh my God,” she gasped between cackles, water soaking her blouse, clinging to her like scandal and champagne. “We broke the damn bathroom!”

Alex, soaked, stunned, and undeniably aroused, tried to form words.

“We broke the plumbing,” he muttered, fighting to re-button her blouse and zip his pants at the same time. “I didn’t even— I mean, the sink just—”

“Oh, please.” Roxanne grinned, wringing out a handful of her hair like she’d just stepped off the runway at Poseidon’s Spring Collection. “You say that like it’s the first time you’ve broken a major utility in the pursuit of pleasure.”

Alex blinked.

And then, for the second time that night, he laughed.

Not a smirk. Not a low chuckle.

A full, chest-deep, soul-cleansing laugh.

He hadn’t laughed like that in… he couldn’t remember.

Knock knock knock.

“Is everything okay in there?” came a muffled voice.

Alex shouted back. “No! Yes. Maybe!”

Roxanne was still giggling uncontrollably as they both scrambled to recover. He struggled with his soaked shirt, she tried to smooth her skirt over water-slick skin. Her makeup was half-melted. His tie hung like surrender. The floor looked like a baptismal gone rogue.

Roxanne checked the cracked mirror, smeared her remaining lipstick into a flush across her cheeks, and gave Alex a wink.

“Let’s face the music, Danger.”

She unlocked the door.

The restaurant manager was waiting.

He took one look—at Roxanne’s clinging silk blouse, Alex’s cufflinks floating near a floor drain, their utterly guilty faces—and nearly combusted.


“OUT! Out! You’re BANNED! Do you hear me?! You’re menaces! You’re— you’re hoodlums! With money!”


Alex, dignity intact despite the aquatic carnage, calmly took Roxanne’s hand.

She blew the manager a kiss.

“Thanks for the tequila,” she purred. “And the ambiance.”

They swept through the dining room, wet footprints in their wake. The other diners paused, forks frozen mid-air, drinks half-raised, watching two very soaked, very flushed people walk out like royalty in exile.

The door swung shut behind them.

Outside, the Toronto night was cool and still. They were soaked. Slightly stunned.

And laughing so hard they could barely breathe.

◆◆◆


Alex Wolfe had been raised to watch.
To calculate.
To never, ever trust.


From his earliest memories, his world had been cold marble and stricter expectations. Luxury laced with silence. Emotion diluted into discipline. His father—David Wolfe—was an empire builder with a portfolio for a soul, a man who believed that vulnerability was a myth invented by the poor. In his presence, affection was weakness. Sentiment? A liability.

And Alex—his only heir—was forged accordingly.

By the time he was six, he understood that love was performance. That praise was transactional. That control, not connection, was the currency that mattered most. Every word had weight. Every glance was a negotiation.


He learned early that people didn’t really want him. They wanted what his name could provide. Wolfe meant legacy. Wolfe meant money. Wolfe meant access.



What it didn’t mean was honesty.



Or safety.



Or warmth.


So, Alex learned to stay outside it all. To observe the world through glass, like a museum exhibit. He listened more than he spoke. Calculated more than he connected. The mask fit well—polished, polite, precise. He could smile, nod, seduce, persuade. But it was all distance. Measured. Controlled.

His lovers had come and gone—beautiful, brilliant, ambitious. And all of them had seen a version of him that wasn’t real. They loved the façade. The sharp suits. The Wolfe name.

Not the man behind it.

He didn’t even blame them anymore. He’d made it easy. Detached affection was cleaner. Passion, compartmentalized, was safer. No one got close enough to bruise the places that still remembered grief.

His mother had died when he was eight.

And in the space where comfort should have followed, David Wolfe had sent him away.

Boarding school in Switzerland. A place where feelings were smothered in etiquette and grief was translated into GPA scores. Alex had survived by becoming invisible. He excelled at everything, connected to nothing. Structure replaced love. Discipline stood in for care.

It worked. Mostly.

Until now.


Until her.


Until Roxanne Childs.

She had exploded into his life like a match into gasoline.


A woman with fire in her blood and a smile that dared the world to blink first. She didn’t walk—she arrived. In black silk and unapologetic lipstick. With chaos in her laugh and something feral behind those sapphire eyes.


Roxanne was everything Alex had spent his life avoiding.

And everything he couldn’t look away from.

She wasn’t subtle. She wasn’t safe. She didn’t ask for permission, didn’t calculate her impact, didn’t shrink to fit the room.


She took the damn spotlight and owned it.



Where he was composed, she was instinct. Where he hesitated, she leapt. Where he had walls, she had windows thrown wide open. She lit up every corner of the night with her recklessness and her truth, and instead of retreating, he found himself drawn in.


He had watched her play piano like she was daring the instrument to keep up.

He had danced with her like gravity was optional.

He had kissed her like forgetting himself was the only thing that made sense.

And somewhere between the tequila and the sink disaster, Alex Wolfe—controlled, contained, calculating—had unraveled just enough to wonder what it would be like to never put himself back together.

Because Roxanne didn’t want his name.

She didn’t want his resources, or his legacy, or the stories people told about the Wolfe family at high-end fundraisers.


She wanted him.



The man beneath the inheritance. The boy who had never grieved. The man who had never let himself want.


She looked at him like he was a puzzle she didn’t need to solve—just admire.

And Alex didn’t know what to do with that.


He was used to being useful. Used to being wanted for. Not for who. Never just because.


But Roxanne?

She saw straight through him. And instead of pulling away, she leaned in.

And he was... captivated.

Not just by her beauty. Not just by her wit.


By her freedom.


The wild, dangerous, uncontrollable energy she carried in her bones. The way she said yes to life, even when it burned her. Especially when it burned her.

Alex had spent his whole life behind glass.

And now?

Now he wasn’t sure he wanted to go back.

Because maybe, just maybe…

It was better to get burned than to never feel the fire at all.


Chapter Five: The Inevitable


Alex ran a hand through his soaked hair, water dripping down his temple, and glanced sideways at the woman currently ruining his entire worldview in a silk blouse and bare legs.

He grinned—slow, crooked, unguarded.

“You are absolute chaos.”

           Roxanne turned to him, her eyes glittering like polished sin beneath the streetlights.

           “Darling,” she said, slipping her arm through his like she belonged there, “I’m just getting started.”

They walked down the street—drenched, disheveled, banned from a high-end restaurant for plumbing-related seduction—and they could not have looked more smug about it.

The night hummed around them. Golden halos from the streetlamps glowed over puddles. Steam rose from subway grates. And their laughter—sharp, breathless, free—lingered in the air like perfume.


Alex glanced at her again—and oh, he was looking.


The black silk of her blouse had surrendered completely to the water. It clung to her body like worship. Each curve, each dip, every inch outlined like it was sketched in moonlight and want. The damp fabric revealed the sharp peaks of her nipples, the way her skirt had ridden up just enough to suggest, but not confirm, wicked ideas.

Water glistened down the line of her neck, pooling at her collarbone.

His mouth went dry.

He dragged his eyes back up—mostly—and said, low and rough, “I have an apartment nearby. You could… borrow some clothes.”

A lie, wrapped in gallantry.

           He didn’t want her covered up. He didn’t want the night to end.

But Alex Wolfe was a man of restraint. Mostly.

Roxanne raised a brow, catching the heat in his voice like it was a gift. Her smirk curled slow and devastating.

“Generous,” she murmured.

Then, with the last of his dignity, Alex shrugged off his suit jacket and draped it over her shoulders. It was damp too—nearly useless—but it was tailored, heavy, and still carried his scent: cedar, leather, quiet control.

She pulled it close like armour, then—without warning—brought the collar to her face and inhaled. Slowly. Deliberately.

“Mmm…” she hummed, eyes flicking up. “I like your cologne.”

She paused. Then, softly—

“And you.”

Alex’s heart kicked.

Not a line. Not a tease.

Just… truth.

She said it without performance. Without angling for a reaction. And for some reason, that was what undid him. That was the moment.

           He cleared his throat. “Let’s get you out of those wet clothes.”

Her grin sharpened.

“Say that again,” she purred. “Slower.”

Alex actually laughed—again. A deep, surprised sound that barely sounded like him.

“You’re impossible.”

“I’m inspired.”

           She stepped closer, rising onto her toes, her lips brushing his cheek.

           “Though I must say…” Her voice dropped, silk and smoke. “I was a little disappointed you didn’t mention breakfast.”

That.

That did it.

Alex turned, arm out, hailing a cab like his life depended on it. The moment one pulled up, yellow and gleaming under the glow of the streetlight, Roxanne slid her hand into his.

No hesitation.

Just fingers threaded together, confident and warm and impossibly familiar.

Like they’d been doing this for years.


He helped her into the cab, his hand never letting go. Then he climbed in after her, door shutting behind them with a quiet thunk that muffled the outside world.


Inside the cab, the air was thick with possibility.

Roxanne turned toward him, still wrapped in his jacket, eyes gleaming with amusement and something far softer underneath.

“So…” she said, voice lilting. “Do I get a toothbrush too? Or is this more of a ‘borrow your hoodie and disappear before sunrise’ kind of situation?”

           Alex leaned in—not all the way, just close enough to taste the question hanging in the air.

“That depends.”

She arched a brow. “On?”

“On how good you are at making breakfast.”

           Roxanne laughed—a rich, scandalous sound that filled the small space between them. She leaned her head onto his shoulder, letting out a happy sigh.

“Alex Wolfe…” she murmured. “Are you flirting with me or falling for me?”

He didn’t answer.

But his hand tightened around hers.

And neither of them let go.

◆◆◆

The elevator chimed softly as the doors slid shut behind them, enclosing Roxanne and Alex in brushed metal and golden light. It was silent, save for the hum of motion and the rhythmic drip of water from their soaked clothing.

Roxanne was trembling.

Not from nerves.

From cold.

The soaked silk clung to her like a scandal—it shimmered and revealed, but offered nothing of use. Her arms were tight around herself, her blouse nearly transparent, her skirt damp and twisted slightly off-center. Her lips had gone a dusky shade of plum, and her skin was pebbling with chill, but her eyes still gleamed with that irreverent spark. The one that said she wasn’t bothered. Not really. Not yet.


Alex stood beside her, fists clenched deep in his pockets, jaw locked, pulse pounding. Be supportive, not seductive, he told himself. Just a few more floors and he could get her warm. Get her dry. Get her—


Before he could finish the thought, she moved.

Without a word, Roxanne stepped toward him and slipped her arms around his waist, pressing her cheek to his chest like she was searching for his heartbeat. Her hands slid up beneath his damp shirt, fingers like ice against bare skin. She exhaled softly—a shudder more than a sigh—and the sound unraveled something deep in his gut.

It wasn’t a moan.

It wasn’t flirtation.


It was need.


And that shattered his last thread of control.

In the space of a heartbeat, Alex had her pinned—gently, but with undeniable force—against the elevator wall. One hand cradled the back of her neck, fingers buried in her wet hair. The other gripped her hip, pulling her against him, anchoring her to the heat he could no longer contain.

He kissed her.

Not with caution.

Not with calculation.

But with hunger.

Mouth on mouth. Skin on silk. His tongue swept into hers like he’d been starving for her, like she was oxygen and he had been drowning in restraint for far too long.

Roxanne met him with equal fire.

She responded like she’d been waiting years, not minutes—her body arched into his, her fingers fisting in the fabric at his waist, her thighs pressing to his as her hips rolled in subtle, maddening rhythm. She kissed like a secret unraveling, like a promise whispered in the dark.

The elevator chimed again.

The doors opened.

Neither of them moved.

Not for a breath.

Not until Roxanne gasped into his mouth and Alex dragged them both out, stumbling into the quiet hush of the penthouse hallway, their laughter echoing like forbidden music in the polished marble corridor.

His hands trembled as he swiped the keycard.

It wasn’t the cold.


It was her.


The moment the door opened, she was on him again—her fingers under his shirt, stripping him layer by layer like she already knew what she wanted and wasn’t about to ask twice.

A trail of clothing followed them across the entryway:

His jacket, soaked and heavy, thudded to the floor. Her blouse peeled away from her skin with a wet sound, falling like silk defeat. His belt was gone—flicked open by her dexterous fingers—and her skirt? God help him. Her skirt slid down her hips like it wanted to be part of the story.

She was a fever dream in lace and laughter and skin.

By the time they reached the couch, they were half-naked, slick with rain and heat, tangled in each other like ivy and flame.

Alex’s hands mapped her curves as if he had all night and no time at all. He kissed her collarbone, her shoulder, the pulse that fluttered at her throat. She arched beneath him like a bowstring pulled tight, every breath a gasp, every sound she made winding tighter around him until there was no air left between them.

“Alex,” she whispered, voice wrecked and stunning, “you’re warm.”

He smiled against her skin, his voice low and raw.

“You’re dangerous.”

She laughed—a wicked, breathless thing—and rolled him onto his back. Straddling him, she sat tall, eyes blazing, water beading down her spine like holy sin.


“You have no idea,” she said.


He believed her.

And then, no more words.

Just breath.

Fingers.

Mouths.

Fire.

They didn’t make love.


They made trouble.


Roxanne kissed him like it was a dare, like she wanted to know how much of him she could ruin with pleasure alone. Her nails left impressions. Her lips left trails. And Alex?

Alex surrendered.

Completely.

His hands gripped her thighs. His mouth worshiped every inch she offered. Their rhythm was wild and perfect, a chaotic symphony of hips and heat and wanting more, always more. She didn’t hesitate. She didn’t flinch.


She took.


And he gave everything.

The city glowed outside the windows—floor-to-ceiling glass framing their silhouettes in gold and starlight. Somewhere below, people carried on with their quiet, tidy lives.

But here?

Here was a wildfire.

By the time their bodies slowed and the storm of movement softened to kisses and breath and the occasional “God, you’re…” murmured into sweat-slicked skin, they were ruined in the best possible way.

Clothes scattered across the hardwood.

Couch cushions askew.

Hearts racing.

Legs tangled.

Alex traced the line of her spine with one hand, the other resting over her hip. Roxanne nestled against him, her head on his chest, a satisfied smile curving her lips.

Neither of them spoke for a long time.

There was no need.

But when the city lights hit her face and he saw her like that—bare, brilliant, and utterly unrepentant—Alex Wolfe understood one thing:

He had changed.

And he wasn’t going back.


Chapter Six: The Next Morning


Alex Wolfe stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows of his penthouse, bare-chested, coffee in hand, watching the sunrise paint the skyline in soft streaks of gold and blush.But he wasn’t looking at the view.

He was watching her.


Roxanne Childs was asleep on his couch—no, not asleep. Draped. Like a decadent oil painting come to life. Like a goddess had wandered in from Olympus and decided that his designer sofa was as good a throne as any.


She was tangled in a half-kicked blanket, one bare leg exposed, a hint of lace flashing beneath the hem of the black button-down she wore—his shirt. It hung off her frame in the most sinful way, collar wide, the first few buttons undone, the bottom hem loose and defiant. Just enough to suggest. Just enough to dare.

Her hair—still slightly damp from the night before—curled at her cheeks and temple in rebellious spirals. Her cheek rested against her wrist. One hand tucked under her chin. Her lips were parted, soft and breathless, like she was still whispering secrets to the dark.

And Alex?

He was absolutely wrecked.

Not in the way he’d expected.

Not in the way most men might feel after the kind of night that broke furniture and rewrote physics.

No, this was deeper.

Quieter.

More dangerous.

He had woken up before dawn, instincts still razor-sharp, control slipping back into place like muscle memory. He expected to feel like himself again.

But there was a silk blouse on the floor.

A pair of earrings on his coffee table.

And her.


Sleeping in his shirt like she belonged there.


That was the part he couldn’t shake.

Not the sex.

           Not even the way she’d laughed, soaked and stunning, while the bathroom flooded around them.

It was that she fit. Here. In this space that had never really been lived in.

It was that she hadn’t hesitated.

Not once.

She had laughed. She had taken his hand. She had thrown herself at the moment with the same chaotic joy she brought to everything.

And now she slept like she trusted him.

Alex took another sip of coffee. His mind, usually a fortress of precision and logic, was still circling the memory of the elevator. Of her cold hands sliding beneath his shirt. Of the quiet gasp she made when she curled into him.

That sound had undone him.

And what was worse—he didn’t want to put himself back together.

He glanced down at her again.

His shirt had slipped further off her shoulder.


His shirt. On her.


It was so absurdly erotic and so disarmingly domestic at the same time that he had to glance away. Just for a second. Just to breathe.

And that’s when her hand moved—searching for the edge of the blanket.

           Her voice came next, raspy and low and full of teasing warmth.

“Are you staring at me, Alex Wolfe?”

Alex didn’t flinch. He smiled into his mug.

“Relentlessly.”

Roxanne cracked one eye open, lids still heavy with sleep, and smiled.


A slow, wicked, pleased smile.


           “Mmm.” She stretched, long and unhurried, like a cat in the sun. “You’re lucky you’re handsome. Otherwise that’d be creepy.”

“I make creepy look expensive,” he replied smoothly, crossing the room to her.

She sat up as he approached, pushing hair from her face, the shirt slipping scandalously as she adjusted herself on the couch. Her legs curled beneath her, bare and golden in the sunlight, and she looked up at him like she was deciding whether or not to bite.

“Coffee?” she asked, voice rough and sweet and criminally attractive.

Without a word, Alex handed her his mug.

She took it, sipped, and then looked at him over the rim like she was appraising her favourite bad idea.

“This isn’t over, you know,” she said.

Alex raised an eyebrow. “The coffee?”

She smirked.


“No. Us. This. Whatever that was.” She gestured at the couch, the windows, the universe in general. “I’m not done with you, Wolfe.”


He didn’t smile right away.

Instead, he sat beside her, close enough for their knees to brush. He took the mug from her hands, set it aside, and gently tucked a damp curl behind her ear.

“Good,” he said, voice softer now. Honest. “Because I haven’t even started.”

Roxanne blinked once.

Then smiled—slow, warm, not her usual grin of mischief, but something quieter. Something almost tender.

           And in the hush of that penthouse, in the golden wash of morning light, she leaned in and kissed him.

Not like last night.

Not like fire or chaos or dare.


This kiss was slow.


A breath.

A promise.

Something sacred.

And in that kiss—Alex Wolfe, empire heir and fortress of ice—melted.

◆◆◆

Roxanne stretched like sin in sunlight—languid, half-draped, the hem of Alex’s black button-down shirt riding dangerously high on one bare thigh. Her curls were a mess, one stuck adorably to the corner of her mouth. She looked like a walking invitation to ruin.

She turned to him, eyes glinting with mischief.

“Breakfast…” she drawled, voice dripping with honey and wicked amusement, “or breakfast?”

Alex blinked, caught mid-thought.


Then she snorted.



Actually snorted.


And collapsed into a fit of laughter, doubling over, curls shaking.


“Oh my God,” she gasped, dabbing at her eyes. “That was awful. I crack myself up when I try to be seductive. It’s like watching a cat fall off a windowsill.”


Alex didn’t laugh—not right away.

He just… looked.

Utterly transfixed.

There was no poise this time. No curated angle, no velvet smirk. Just Roxanne. Rumpled, radiant, and real. Her laugh echoed through the penthouse like it had been missing from the walls this whole time. It filled the space.

She curled her legs beneath her, stretching out against the couch cushions like she belonged there—like she always had.

And maybe she did.

She picked up his mug without asking and downed the last of the coffee in two long, contented gulps. Then she licked her lips, made a soft, satisfied sound, and handed it back.

“Thanks. Yours is better than mine. Probably because you buy it from some niche boutique that sources beans by the light of a full moon or something.”

Alex took the mug but didn’t move.

Couldn’t.

She was glowing—not in the highlighter-and-lip-gloss way he’d seen so many women try to manufacture, but in the soft, bare, morning-after kind of way. Like joy had taken up residence just beneath her skin.

And it was wrecking him.

“You’re quiet,” Roxanne said, voice dipping. “You okay?”

           He cleared his throat and gave a half-smile, setting the mug down with care.

“I think I’m just… adjusting.”

She tilted her head, curls spilling forward. “To what?”

           Alex looked at her. At the laugh still hiding behind her eyes. At the chaos she carried like a crown.

           “To someone who doesn’t pretend.”

That stilled her.

Her smile faded, just a little. Not gone—just deeper.

“Yeah,” she said after a moment. “I stopped pretending when I left home. Didn’t help anyone. And it sure as hell didn’t help me.”

           Then, steadier: “I’m not always this fun, you know. I can be a lot. Too much, sometimes.”

           Alex reached across the cushion and brushed his fingers against hers. Just once.

           “You’re not too much.”

Her breath caught—subtle, but there.

She smiled again, small and real. “So…”

A pause.

           “Do I get to stay for actual breakfast? Or is this one of those ‘you’re lovely, but I’m emotionally unavailable and very rich’ mornings?”

Alex grinned. “You’re staying. And we’re making waffles. Badly.”


Roxanne beamed.


           She stood, stretching dramatically, and reached for his hand.

           “Come on, Danger Boy. I make eggs that would make Gordon Ramsay weep. Let’s see if your kitchen can survive us.”

Alex took her hand.

And—for the first time in a long, long time—he wasn’t thinking about his image, his lineage, or what disaster might come next.


He was thinking about her.


◆◆◆

The kitchen was a minimalist masterpiece—matte black appliances, marble countertops, gleaming tools arranged like surgical instruments. It was sleek, cold, and barely lived in.


It had no idea what was about to hit it.



Roxanne, barefoot and wearing his shirt—now belted artfully at the waist with one of his designer ties—was dancing to a throwback playlist that she insisted on queuing herself. Something 90s, sugary and loud.


She had a whisk in one hand and a mixing bowl in the other, spinning in place like the main character in a rom-com where the love interest had no defense.

Alex leaned against the island, arms crossed, completely enthralled.

           “Is this how you always make eggs?” he asked dryly as she executed a particularly enthusiastic shimmy during Say My Name.


           “Only when I’m trying to seduce someone or steal their credit card info,” she grinned over her shoulder.

Alex raised a brow. 

The batter for the waffles came together under Alex’s exacting touch—flour measured perfectly, ingredients whisked like he was closing a merger. Roxanne watched, impressed and maybe a little turned on.

“You do everything like you’re being graded,” she said softly.

He paused, then glanced at her. “Maybe I am.”

She didn’t press. Just walked over, dipped her finger in the batter, and—locking eyes—licked it clean.

Alex stilled.

“Tastes expensive,” she murmured.

“It’s Belgian,” he replied, voice suspiciously lower.
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