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      Every Saturday at nine o’clock on the dot, two gorgeous men in suits entered my coffee shop, removed their sunglasses, and flashed me their dimples as they smiled.

      They headed to the table by the window, removed their jackets, rolled up the sleeves of their shirts, and exposed gorgeously tanned, tattooed, and muscular forearms.

      Before they started coming here, I’d had no idea that I had a thing for muscular forearms. Now, I was absolutely positive.

      Yum. Yum. Double yum.

      Since they came at the same time every Saturday, I already had their drinks made, still hot, and carried them over.

      “Here you go, boys,” I said, and set the drinks down in front of them.

      Dane, the dark-haired, green-eyed hunk who sat on the left always drank a cappuccino with whipped cream and chocolate shavings.

      Forrest, the brown-haired, blue-eyed brute who sat on the right drank black tea with a splash of milk and a dash of cinnamon. He hardly spoke, and today he winked at me.

      I needed to buy an extra set of panties just for Saturdays.

      “Let me know if you need⁠—”

      “Can we have two blueberry bagels with butter? Toasted?” Dane asked.

      I nodded. “Right away.”

      Before anyone could ask me to do anything else, I rushed behind the counter and made their order, bringing them their plates with food still hot and butter still melting.

      “I appreciate how quickly you get our orders, Amelia,” Dane said. “You know you can make us wait.”

      I looked around the calm and collected café with all of the customers seated and asked, “Wait for what? There’s no other customers waiting.”

      Forrest chuckled.

      “Well, then how about you sit with us for a minute?” Dane asked.

      After another look around to confirm my employees had everything under control, I removed my apron, grabbed a free chair, and sat at the end of their table.

      “So, you own this place, right?” Dane asked.

      I nodded. “Yep. Took a lot of jobs from thirteen until now to save up for it.”

      Dane and Forrest exchanged a look before Dane looked back at me.

      “What town did you grow up in?” he asked.

      Over the past few months, we’d had several conversations. They were all light topics, nothing serious, but they progressively got more personal. It was almost like they were trying to get to know me, but these two were far out of my league. So far out of my league I probably shouldn’t have been allowed to talk to them.

      “Little Logston about an hour away,” I answered. Everyone knew the town. It was famous for being a farming community that provided all the produce for the large town of Pierceston, the largest town in the county.

      “Why’d you choose to open in Pierceston?” Dane asked.

      “Logston already has a café and I didn’t want to take business from them since they’ve been there for three generations. Plus, I’m related to the Logston Café owners.” I was related to half of Logston, but I didn’t need to add that.

      “So, you came to the big city to try to make it?” Dane asked, and took a bite of bagel.

      I nodded. “Yep. I got tired of the small-town life and wanted to prove I could make it here.”

      “How are you doing so far?” he asked.

      I flinched. I still wasn’t in the black. Honestly, unless things picked up, I might have to look at closing within the year.

      “It’s been a little slow, but I’m hoping things will pick up soon,” I said with a wide smile.

      If my supplier would stop backing out on me last minute, forcing me to purchase the things I needed from out of town, I wouldn’t be in the red.

      They claimed another shop bought more than usual and they ended up not having enough for my order, but that excuse didn’t hold up when they used it more than three times.

      Forrest scowled. “What happened?”

      He was always so intuitive.

      “My supplier keeps getting bought out and I have to buy from a more expensive shop out of town,” I admitted. “It’s fine. I’ll figure something out.”

      Forrest pulled out his phone and began typing into it quickly.

      What was he doing?

      “Be right back,” he said, stood, and put his phone up to his ear as he walked out of the café.

      “So, when you aren’t here, checking on things, what do you do for fun?” Dane asked, sipping his drink.

      “Honestly, I haven’t been doing much,” I answered with a shrug. Can’t go out if you don’t have money to spend. “I’ve mostly been playing video games or reading at home.”

      “You take off Saturday nights, right?” Dane asked.

      How did he know that?

      “Most times,” I admitted with a nod.

      “Then, are you free tonight?” he asked with a wide smile.

      “Free for what?” I asked.

      “A date,” Dane said.

      “You…me…date?” I asked, my eyes wide.

      “Yes,” he said with a chuckle, showing off his sexy dimples.

      “What would we do on this date?” I asked.

      “Well, there’s going to be a festival. So, we could go to dinner and then walk around the festival, play some games, eat some dessert, shop at the booths, and things like that.” Dane smiled.

      It had been awhile since I’d been out on a date. And, Dane was smoking hot.

      “What time?” I asked with a wide smile.

      “I can pick you up at seven,” he said. “Does that work?”

      I nodded. That would give me enough time to go home, shower, debate what to wear for a few hours, make a dozen outfit changes, finally choose one, and make it back here. “Perfect. You can just pick me up here.”

      His lip twitched into a smirk, but then dropped back to a normal smile. “Great.”

      Forrest came back in, sat, and drank his tea.

      “Everything good?” Dane asked him.

      Forrest nodded. “Set in motion.”

      Dane nodded back. “Good.”

      “What do you two do for work?” I asked.

      “We’re assistants to a CEO,” Dane answered.

      “Assistants?” I asked. “Like get them their coffee and answer their phones?” I could not see these two as personal assistants.

      Forrest shrugged. “Whatever the boss wants or needs us to do, we do it. Most times we go out and run errands for him.”

      “He must be a real big wig to need two assistants,” I commented.

      They both shrugged and took drinks.

      Both of their phones made noises and they stood, grabbed their jackets, and their drinks.

      “That’s the boss sending us a task,” Dane explained. “We set a specific tone so we would know.”

      I chuckled. “Smart.”

      He pulled a business card from his pocket and handed it to me. “I’ll be here at seven, but here’s my number so you have it on hand.”

      The card had his name and phone number on it. Nothing else.

      Forrest handed me his card, which looked exactly the same. “You ever need anything, feel free to call us.”

      “Thanks,” I whispered and stood as well.

      They waved as they left and I waved back, dumbfounded by the interaction.

      Shaking my head, I returned the chair I had used to the rightful table and cleaned up theirs before going to the back to get my stuff so I could go get ready for my date.

      A date with Dane. It seemed surreal.

      “You got everything you need for the rest of the day?” I asked Barbara, the current manager.

      She looked up from the inventory sheet. “Yeah, but we are getting low on some items. I’ll make you a list.”

      “How can we be getting low again? I just got an order in and we haven’t been that busy,” I said.

      She shrugged. “I don’t know what to tell you, but it seems like business is picking up, so maybe it’s just picked up slow enough we hadn’t noticed?”

      “Well, that’s a good thing,” I said. “Just send me the list and I’ll try to get a supplier.”

      She nodded and blew out a bubble of gum, let it pop, and said, “Sure thing, boss.”

      “I’m out for the rest of the day, so I’ll leave it up to you,” I told her and waved.

      She waved. “Have a good one.”

      After a ten-minute drive home, a shower that involved way more shaving than I realized I needed, hair, makeup, and several hours debating between outfits, I made it back to the café with ten minutes to spare.

      The café closed at four, so I parked in the back and doublechecked the doors were locked.

      To my dismay, they were not locked and the back door was slightly ajar.

      Maybe Barbara hadn’t finished her nightly till and inventory counts?

      Clutching my phone in one hand, I tiptoed inside, and to the back room.

      The sound of something crashing and glass breaking had me rushing the rest of the way inside, hoping Barbara wasn’t hurt.

      Two men in ski masks looked up at me across a sea of my destroyed inventory.

      “What are you doing?” I shrieked.

      One of them raised a gun and I spun back towards the door, darting behind it just as the bullet hit above my head, going through the door and into the wall on the other side.

      I yelped and ran outside, slamming the door closed behind me, and ran out onto the sidewalk.

      “Amelia,” Dane called out.

      “Dane!” I screamed. “There’s…there’s…”

      He ran to me, grabbed my upper arms, and asked, “What?”

      “Café. Thieves. Guns. Shot at me,” I gasped.

      His eyes turned cold and he said, “Wait here.”

      I grabbed his wrist. “Don’t. They’ll kill you.”

      He had his phone out of his pocket and up to his ear. “Forrest. How far away are you? Someone tried to shoot her. They’re in the café still. Hurry.” He hung up, put his phone away, and patted my hand. “Forrest is almost⁠—”

      He didn’t even get to finish his sentence before Forrest and another guy ran across the street. The other guy was even larger than Forrest.

      “Inside?” Forrest asked.

      I nodded.

      Forrest nodded at the other guy and they marched towards the café’s back door.

      “They can’t⁠—”

      Dane kept his hold on me. “Amelia, it’s okay. They’re not going to get killed. They’re both ex-military and are trained for situations like this.”

      “Sh-shouldn’t I call the cops?” I asked.

      “Not yet,” he said.

      There were two gunshots and then Forrest stuck his head out and said, “Dane, come here.”

      I started to come, but Dane shook his head. “Just wait here.”

      I gnawed on my lip and obeyed.

      Normally, I didn’t like men ordering me around, but this was outside of my comfort zone.

      Dane came out a few moments later and said, “They’re just a couple of street junkies looking for some money or things to sell to buy some more drugs. Forrest and Shea will give them a stern talking to and let them go. Do you have a set of keys I can give Forrest to lock up with after he’s done lecturing them?”

      “You’re just going to let them go? They destroyed my inventory. I was already running low and now I don’t⁠—”

      “We’ll cover it,” Dane said. “They’re actually from my old neighborhood, so I feel responsible.”

      “I can’t let you do that,” I said.

      “We don’t want them going to jail. If they do something like this again, we’ll let the cops take them, but they deserve a second chance,” he said.

      I was all about second chances.

      “Plus, if you call the cops and they come here, lights flashing, word will spread that the café isn’t the safest place and you might lose business,” he added. “I don’t want you to lose business over these idiots. We can handle them.”

      “Okay,” I agreed, and gave him the key to the door.

      He smiled. “Great. Let me just go give this to Forrest and then we can go on our way. Forrest and Shea will get you the replacement supplies you need tonight.”

      I shook my head. “There’s nothing available in the area. I’ve been calling all the suppliers for the past week and they’ve all been sold out.”

      “Just let us handle it. We’ve got some pull being assistants to our CEO, alright?”

      He jogged back inside and I stared after him in disbelief.

      Just who was their CEO? And why had Forrest and Shea been so close?

      Those were questions I was determined to get an answer to later tonight.
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      Dane took me to a beautiful restaurant that was way out of my price range. When he walked in, the hostess grabbed two menus and lead us to a table in a secluded part of the restaurant. A rose sat in a vase in the center. She bowed and hurried away before we could even say thank you.

      I looked at the menu and gulped at the price tags.

      “I recommend the steaks,” Dane said. “They’re the best in town.”

      Choosing a meal on a date always stressed me out. I closed my menu, set it on the table and asked, “Why don’t you order for me? I’m not a picky eater and you’ve been here before, so I’ll trust your judgment.”

      He smiled. “Okay. What about to drink?”

      “I won’t say no to a margarita,” I said with a smirk.

      He chuckled. “Salt or no salt?”

      “No salt, please.”

      He set his menu down, and as if on command, a waiter walked over.

      “Are you ready to order?” the waiter asked.

      While Dane ordered, I took the time to admire his attire. Earlier, I’d been preoccupied with someone trying to shoot me. Now, I could ogle his dark blue button-up shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. His black slacks weren’t visible, but I had noticed those earlier. He’d spiked his hair and wore a very expensive watch.

      Once the waiter left, he looked over at me and asked, “What?”

      “Just wondering how large the wealth gap between us really is,” I admitted. “Not that I’m intimidated by it, just curious.”

      “My employer pays me well, but it doesn’t give me a lot of free time, so it is give-and-take. I only get one night off a week, sometimes not even that if he needs me for something,” he explained. “I work more than twelve hours a day on average, too. He also provides me suits and the watch was a gift so that when his business partners see me, they see wealth and associate that with him as well, which helps him gain more partners. Sometimes, I wish I worked less, but most days I forget that I’ve already worked more than ten hours.”

      “That’s crazy,” I said.

      He shrugged. “I enjoy it.”

      “So, you don’t date often then?” I guessed.

      He laughed. “No. Not often.”

      “That’s why you’re still single then? Can’t find a woman who can handle you being gone that much?”

      He wiped a drop of water from the outside of his glass and said, “That is one of the main issues. I’m sure you understand though, as an owner of your own business, how busy it can be.”

      I nodded. “I’m trying to let my manager take over more responsibilities, but…”

      “It’s hard to let go,” he guessed.

      I laughed and nodded. “Yeah.”

      “I get that,” he said.

      “So, how come Forrest and Shea were so close?” I asked, deciding it was better to get it all out now.

      “We work just a block over,” he said. “Saturdays the boss doesn’t come in until ten, so we stop at the café for our morning drinks before going into work. They were outside for a quick walk, so they were even closer than usual.”

      Ah, that explained it.

      “How come you don’t come for coffee the other days?” I asked curiously. “Not that you have to exclusively buy your coffee from me, just wondering.”

      “We start work as early as six o’clock most other days and your café is sadly not open yet,” he explained. “And we don’t get breaks like most other assistants so we can’t sneak out for coffee after we’ve already started.”

      “Your drinks,” the waiter said and set them in front of us.

      My margarita was huge and looked very tasty.

      “Thank you,” I said.

      The waiter bowed and hurried away.

      Another employee came over and set some bread and butter on our table without a word, just bowed and scurried off like he was afraid we would bite him.

      “You come here a lot?” I asked, as I buttered a piece of bread for myself.

      Dane nodded. “My boss loves their food, so we come here for business meetings often.”

      “Do you like your boss?” I asked.

      “I love him. He’s one of my best friends,” he answered immediately.

      I blinked in shock. Never had I met an assistant who loved their boss or was good friends with them.

      “That’s awesome,” I said.

      He chuckled. “Surprised you?”

      “Well, yeah. Most people hate their bosses.”

      “You and my boss would probably get along great. Maybe one day I can introduce you,” he said and buttered his own piece of bread.

      “I’d like that,” I said with a smile.

      “If someone breaks in again, or attacks you, call me or Forrest, okay?” Dane said softly.

      “I don’t want you guys to get involved in a situation like that. What if you had gotten hurt? I should have just called the cops,” I said softly.

      “Do you have a security system?”

      I shook my head. “I was going to get one, but the company came out, looked inside for ten minutes, and said that there was a problem and they had to get back to me. Then, they never did. I honestly forgot about it since I hadn’t had any problems.”

      He scowled. “Have you had any other issues? Stock going missing or money going missing?”

      “Stock has seemed like it’s getting used up faster than it should, but we’ve also been getting more customers, so I’m not sure.”

      His phone chimed and he stood. “I’ll be right back.”

      “Okay.”

      “Yeah?” he answered his phone as he walked away.

      Not the most polite greeting, but if he knew who it was, I supposed I shouldn’t judge him.

      I indulged in another piece of bread and sipped on my margarita as I waited, but I didn’t mind. Life as a business owner was usually not quiet and I respected that he helped his boss so much. If I could find an assistant like that it would make my life so much easier.

      Not that I could afford to pay them…

      Dane sat down with a smile. “Sorry for being gone so long. My boss wanted to remind me about an important event next Friday night.”

      “Well, I hope you remembered,” I teased.

      He chuckled. “It’s the only thing he’s been talking about for weeks. So, of course I remembered.”

      “What’s your favorite music?” I asked.

      He blinked a few times. “That’s a sudden topic shift.”

      I shrugged. “I don’t know how much time I’ll have to get to know you, so I want to take advantage of the time I have.”

      “I don’t have a favorite. I like everything except country,” he answered. “You?”

      “Everything except jazz,” I said.

      His jaw dropped. “You don’t like jazz? You don’t like saxophone?”

      I cringed. “No, I hate the saxophone.”

      “I think this date is over,” he teased.

      I laughed. “Oh, are you a player?”

      He shook his head. “No, but I love the sound.”

      “Well, you can put headphones on and listen,” I offered.

      He threw his head back and laughed.

      My body warmed as I watched him laugh, a smile grew on my face on its own. He had a nice laugh. One that was warm and made all those nearby smile as well.

      Our meal came and I had to resist moaning out loud as I enjoyed the deliciousness of the food. Everything was cooked to perfection and I was glad that I had asked him to order for me.

      Once done, our dessert came and I had to wipe my mouth to keep the drool from falling on the tablecloth.

      “This is seriously the best chocolate cake anywhere,” Dane said.

      I narrowed my eyes. “That sounds an awful lot like a challenge.”

      He smirked. “I would never in my lifetime dissuade someone from baking for me.”

      After we finished, we headed to the carnival. There were a ton of people out, and I stayed close to his side to ensure we did not get separated.

      “You alright?” he asked as we stopped in front of the game where you had to shoot the bottles over to win a prize.

      “Crowds make me nervous sometimes,” I admitted.

      He put his arm around my waist and smiled down at me. “I’ll keep you safe. Promise.”

      For some reason, I totally believed him.

      “I think you deserve a memento of our evening,” he said, and paid the carnie.

      “Oh? You think you can win this rigged game?” I asked with a smirk.

      He splayed his fingers out on my hip and said, “Yes.” While staring down at me, he aimed the gun and shot four times in quick succession.

      To my, and the carnie’s, utter surprise, he shot down every single thing he had aimed at.

      The carnie held out a large blue stuffed dog with shaky hands. “Congratulations, sir!”

      “Thanks,” Dane said, grabbed the dog, and held it out to me. “For my beautiful date.”

      “Thank you,” I whispered and hugged it to my chest. The last time someone had won a prize for me was over two decades ago.

      We played a few games against each other, but it became clear that he was much better than I was.

      We got some funnel cake, drinks, and laughed until the carnival announced it was closing.

      I walked with him back to my café, hugging my stuffed animal. “Thank you for my gift,” I said softly.

      He had his arm around my shoulders; the wind had chilled me enough that my shaking was noticeable, and he’d put his arm around me to keep me warm. “You are welcome. Thank you for agreeing to come out with me tonight. I hope you enjoyed yourself.”

      I nodded. “I definitely did.”

      We stopped at my car and I chewed on my lower lip. I hated this part of the night. Should I kiss him? Would he kiss me? Should I play hard to get?

      “Next Friday, my boss is having a party,” Dane said. “Would you come with me?”

      “You want me to come meet your boss already?” I asked.

      He nodded. “I need a date and I wouldn’t want to go with anyone but you.”

      Meet his boss? A bigwig CEO who had a ton of money and was throwing a party that I likely would be shamed out of with my awful dress?

      “Um, what type of party is it? I don’t really have that many dresses for fancy occasions, since my life hasn’t really called for it,” I said.

      He smiled. “I’ve got that covered.”

      “What?” I asked.

      He leaned down slowly, giving me time to pull back, and kissed me lightly on the lips. “I’ll text you, okay?”

      I nodded. “Okay.”

      “Goodnight, Amelia.”

      “Goodnight, Dane.”

      He walked off into the night and I watched his perfect ass flex in his slacks as he walked away.

      Okay, I could figure this out. I could find a dress that was appropriate to wear and I could totally spend an evening with a group of rich people despite having grown up on a farm.

      Totally.

      Right?
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      True to their words, my replacement supplies arrived early Monday morning, and the suppliers I’d had so many issues with before were suddenly more than happy to help.

      I decided it was time to distance myself even more from the cafe, and didn’t go in for the entire week.

      As Friday rolled around, I found a package on my doorstep with a bright red bow on it and a note from Dane that said: Can’t wait to see you.

      We had talked a bit over text, but our conversations had been more cordial than anything.

      It wasn’t too surprising that he didn’t have time to chat if he was as busy as he had claimed and his boss was throwing a party.

      What had surprised me was the number of messages I received from Forrest.

      On Friday afternoon as I stared at my reflection, accusing it of trying to ruin me, he called.

      “Hey, Forrest,” I answered with a smile.

      “You’re coming tonight, right?” he asked.

      “Of course,” I said.

      “Good,” he answered. “I can’t wait to see you.”

      My heart pounded. “Um, you know I’m coming as Dane’s date, right?” I asked him.

      He chuckled. “Yeah, I know. He won’t stop rubbing it in. Don’t worry, I’ll take you out next weekend once this has calmed down.”

      He wanted to take me out?

      “Did…did you just ask me out on a date?” I squeaked.

      “Yeah. I’ll take you out to the best Italian cuisine you’ve ever had. Nice little mom and pop joint,” he said. “You’ll love it.”

      “I’m sure I will. Won’t Dane be mad you’re trying to take me out behind his back?”

      “It ain’t behind his back if he knows, right?” Forrest asked. “In fact, he’s right here glaring at me.”

      “It’s alright, Amelia. We have an agreement that you can date us simultaneously,” Dane said from the background of Forrest’s call.

      “Oh,” I said, since there really wasn’t anything else I could say to that statement.

      “Anymore troubles at the café?” Forrest asked.

      “No,” I said. “Thank you for all your help that night. I really appreciated you risking your life for my stupid little shop.”

      “It’s not a stupid shop,” he said sincerely. “You make the best drinks in the city.”

      Was it stupid that his statement made me happy? Yes. Did that stop me? No.

      “Thank you,” I said softly. “I’m just glad the guys who broke in were such bad shots.”

      Forrest chuckled and I really enjoyed his deep laugh.

      “Hey, let her go so she can finish getting ready,” Dane said in the background.

      “Dane and I will pick you up at eight, okay?” Forrest said.

      “Okay,” I agreed.

      He hung up and I stared at the phone.

      That had really happened, right?

      I wasn’t one prone to hallucinations, but I was seriously debating if the past week had really happened or not.

      Once I was finished getting ready, I sat on my couch and twiddled my thumbs in nervous anticipation.

      What was Dane and Forrest’s boss really like? What if he was a total douche and I hated him?

      Dane said he loved him and they were best friends, so I didn’t want him to be a jerk or end up hating him.

      What if he was even sexier than my two guys?

      I laughed out loud at that thought. As if anyone was more attractive than them.

      I studied my dress one more time, admiring the red, sparkly fabric that hugged my curves. The back and front were deep v-cuts, forcing me to go braless, thought thankfully that wasn’t an issue for me. There were also slits on both sides of the dress that went up to my hip. It was the first dress with a slit up the sides that didn’t force my legs out when I walked. I’d never had a dress with slits that only showed the slits when I stuck my leg out on purpose. It was glorious.

      My phone chimed and I hurried out of my house to the waiting car, which turned out to be a limousine.

      They had not said a limo would pick me up.

      Dane and Forrest stepped out, dressed in tuxedos and looking fine as hell.

      “Evening,” I greeted them lamely.

      “You look gorgeous,” Dane said and kissed my cheek.

      Forrest bowed and kissed the back of my hand. “Good evening, stunning.”

      “Um, hi,” I said smartly.

      That was me, conversationalist extraordinaire!

      Forrest held open the door and I climbed inside. The limo was much larger inside than I expected and I scooted towards the end of the seat, unsure where I was even supposed to sit.

      Forrest and Dane took seats on the other two benches, smiling at me.

      “Don’t look so worried,” Dane said. “You outshine any of the women who are going to show up.”

      Instead of scoffing like I wanted, I just smiled. “I’m glad you think so.”

      The driver took off and I leaned back in the seat, watching the scenery go by.

      “Here,” Forrest said and held out a glass of champagne.

      I took it and he and Dane clinked their glasses against mine.

      “To a night of fun,” Dane said.

      “Fun,” I agreed with a smile.

      We pulled up to a huge mansion that had a ton of paparazzi outside of it snapping pictures as they tried to catch a glimpse of anyone inside the limos that drove by.

      “Don’t worry, these limos are equipped with the darkest tints and the paparazzi won’t be able to see anything,” Dane said.

      I honestly hadn’t been worried about it, but for some reason, I relaxed a bit after he said that.

      “Should I have eaten before I came?” I asked. “I didn’t.”

      “Oh, there will be plenty of food available,” Dane said. “Forrest and I spent two full days agonizing over the caterers’ orders.”

      “Awesome,” I whispered.

      The car pulled up to the front and Forrest climbed out first, then Dane, and then as I stepped out, both held their hands out to assist me. I put my hand in both of theirs and let them both pull me out.

      A few people snapped pictures, but I was too busy smiling up at the gorgeous men at my sides.

      They both released my hands and I walked between them, feeling petite and special.

      At the doorway, the person with the clipboard just nodded to them and we walked in.

      Must be nice.

      Inside, I realized that they were full of crap and ninety percent of the women there were freaking supermodels.

      I recognized half the people there because they were either insanely rich business owners, or were actors or actresses.

      “Whoa,” I whispered.

      “Come on,” Dane said. “I’ve got to introduce you to our boss.”

      I let him and Forrest lead me inside.

      Everyone knew them, calling out their names, some coming over to hug or kiss them on their cheeks.

      At one point, they got pulled into a group of people and I stepped back to watch them interact.

      “This tastes awful,” a man said behind me.

      I turned and found a man in an expensive suit glaring at a coffee machine.

      “Maybe I can help,” I offered.

      He looked up from the pot, gave me a once over, and said, “If you’re a guest, I couldn’t possibly bother you.”

      He was quite possibly the most handsome man I had ever seen. He had a huge scar from his right temple to the top of his lip, and yet it did not take away how gorgeous he was. In fact, it added to it.

      I smiled. “It’s okay. I enjoy helping others.” I walked over, opened the lid, and scoffed. “I bet it tastes like shit. There’s twice as many grounds in here as there should be.” My dress was short sleeved, so I didn’t have to worry about ruining it as I scooped out the grounds and dumped them into the trashcan, then put half as many as there had been inside. I started the pot and as soon as the first cup was ready, the man took a drink and closed his eyes.

      “Yes, perfection,” he whispered as he drank. He opened his eyes and smiled. “I don’t think we’ve met before.”

      I held out my hand. “Amelia,” I introduced myself.

      “Stephan,” he said. “And did you come alone this evening?”

      “No, sir, she came with us,” Dane said behind me.

      We turned and Forrest and Dane stood behind me.

      Stephan’s eyes widened. “Oh, this is the woman you’ve been prattling on about non-stop for months? I see your reputation stands.”

      “I, uh…what?”

      “This is our boss,” Dane explained. “Stephan Moriarty.”

      Stephan bowed. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Amelia. I’ve been trying to convince them to take you out and later introduce you to me for at least a month.”

      “Well, I’m glad you convinced them,” I said, still incredibly dumbfounded.

      “Is everything okay?” Forrest asked.

      “The coffee was horrible, but Amelia has fixed it,” Stephan said and winked at me.

      “Oh, I didn’t do anything,” I said.

      “Come, let’s head to the main room,” Stephan said. “I’d like to speak to you more, Amelia, but tonight may not be the best night for it. Dane. Forrest. Please be sure to show her a good time.”

      “Will do, sir,” Forrest said with a nod.

      “Yes, sir,” Dane said.

      “Good,” Stephan said. He smiled wide. “We should all meet for lunch tomorrow.”

      “Um, sure,” I agreed, still lost on what was happening.

      We followed Stephan through the room, but he was stopped by even more people than Dane and Forrest had been. Which did make sense, since this was his party after all.

      “You look very uncertain,” Dane whispered in my ear.

      “I just realized where I have seen him before,” I whispered. “I have a magazine with him on it.”

      Stephan Moriarty was one of the richest men in the world. He made billions in the technology fields, as well as other areas. He was also the most eligible bachelor in the country.

      “I’m not surprised he likes you,” Forrest said.

      “Me neither,” Dane said and smiled down at me. “I told you that you guys would get along.”

      “Dane. Forrest,” Stephan called from a group he was standing in.

      “Be right back,” Dane said, and kissed my cheek before he and Forrest walked over to Stephan.

      “Hello,” a woman said behind me.

      I turned and felt my eyes widen as I took in the beautiful model in a skin tight golden dress that gave a heavy view of her cleavage. She was one of my favorite models and I totally had a crush on her.

      “Hi,” I said, after looking around to make certain she was talking to me.

      “I haven’t seen you at one of these parties before. I’m Celia,” she said and held out her hand.

      “Amelia,” I said and shook her hand.

      “Are you a model?” she asked.

      A bark of laughter escaped before I could stop it. “Uh, no. No, I’m not a model or an actress. I’m a nobody.”

      She tilted her head as she examined me. “Your dress is beautiful. A Cheron original, if I’m not mistaken, which I rarely am. If you’re a nobody, how did you get such an exquisite and gorgeous dress?”

      I looked down at my dress and felt my mouth go dry. Cheron was a designer with a waitlist so long no regular person could hope to get on it. The designer sold dresses that started at six figures and they only allowed designers and millionaires to purchase from them.
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