
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


“Heartless”

Beatrice is a naughty, wild, rich girl who captures the heart of Marcus, a handsome and smart young man from Winchester. She played with his heart until he was too tired to pursue her, and it was too late when she realized that she couldn’t live happily without him.
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The Heartless Encounter

A gentle breeze carried the scent of flowers through the open window, gently stirring the drapes that framed the view of the elegant landscape beyond. Beatrice, sat in a chair, her blue eyes locked on the distant garden. Her porcelain skin reflected the soft light filtering through the window, creating an almost ethereal aura around her...

A knock on the door interrupted her musings, and Beatrice looked up with mild annoyance creeping into her expression. "Come in," she called out, her voice cold and indifferent as she resumed her gaze on the scenery outside.

The door creaked open, and a young maidservant entered, her eyes downcast as she curtsied respectfully. "Miss Beatrice," the maid spoke, her voice barely above a whisper, "Master requests your presence in the parlor."

Beatrice paused momentarily thinking why her godfather wanted to see her, she thought maybe her father back in New York was finally looking for her after she left without telling him.

She rose from her chair, her face a mask of cool indifference. "I'll be there shortly," she replied, gesturing for the maidservant to leave. As the door closed behind the servant, Beatrice took a moment to compose herself, preparing for whatever her godfather had in store for her this time.

With a small sigh, she left her room and made her way through the grand halls of the family estate, her footsteps echoing softly against the polished wood floors. The opulence of the surroundings seemed to mockingly contrast with her current mood.

As she entered the parlor, her godfather, Leonides, the wealthiest man in Winchester, stood near the fireplace, a tall and imposing figure. He glanced up as she entered, his dark eyes studying her for a moment before gesturing for her to sit on a nearby couch.

Beatrice obeyed, her demeanor cool and aloof as she took a seat. "You wished to see me?" she asked, her voice betraying no hint of curiosity or anticipation.

Leonides observed her, a small smile playing on his lips. "Ah, my darling goddaughter," he began, his voice smooth and practiced, "I have a proposition for you."

Beatrice raised an eyebrow, the tiniest hint of interest flickering in her eyes. "And what would that be?" she queried, her tone carefully neutral.

Leonides leaned against the fireplace, his expression growing serious. "There's a young man of considerable wealth and standing who has expressed interest in meeting you," he stated, his gaze never leaving her face.

Beatrice's heart skipped a beat, but she hid it well, maintaining her detached facade. "Why would I be interested in meeting yet another wealthy suitor?" she asked, her voice dripping with boredom.

Leonides chuckled softly, clearly undeterred by her indifference. "A valid question," he replied. "But this particular young man is not like the others. He's both intelligent and handsome, and he's said to have a sharp wit. He could be a match even for you, Beatrice. He is Leon's classmate."

Leonides could see the flicker of curiosity in Beatrice's eyes, and he knew he had her attention. "His name is Marcus," he continued, "and he comes from one of the oldest families in Winchester. His father is a close friend of mine, and he has asked for my approval in having Marcus meet you."

"I think I've met him once at Leon's school when I went there," She said disinterestedly. Leon is Leonides's only son and the one she fancies, unluckily he had eyes on someone called Toni, and herself was engaged already to a young wealthy heir, named Chris, but it was not announced yet.

Leonides nodded a hint of understanding in his expression. "Ah, yes, I do believe you've crossed paths with him briefly. But I assure you, this meeting would be different. A chance for you to get to know him better, away from the distractions of Leon's school."

Beatrice considered his words quietly, weighing the potential risks and rewards. On one hand, the idea of meeting yet another suitor was tiresome, but on the other... there was something about this Marcus that piqued her curiosity. Perhaps it was simply because he remained an unknown quantity, untainted by the superficiality of the men she had met before.

Taking a deep breath, she decided to give in to her curiosity. "Fine," she said, her voice surprisingly subdued. "I'll meet with this Marcus. But if he turns out to be another dullard like the rest, I won't be held responsible for my reactions."

Leonides smiled, satisfied with her response. "I wouldn't expect anything less from you, my dear," he replied, his tone tinged with both affection and amusement. "I'll make arrangements for the two of you to meet tomorrow at the town square, right by the fountain. Shall we say noon?"

"Noon it is," Beatrice agreed, rising from her seat. "But if this turns out to be a waste of my time, I'm holding you responsible, Leonides."

Leonides chuckled, unruffled by her threat. "Don't worry, my dear. I'm confident you'll be pleasantly surprised. Marcus is unlike anyone you've encountered before."

Beatrice nodded, her expression unreadable as she turned to leave the room. "We'll see about that," she said as she exited, her mind already racing with thoughts of the upcoming meeting and the unknown man named Marcus.

Leonides watched her go, a small smile playing on his lips. He knew Beatrice was a difficult woman to impress, but Marcus... he had a feeling the young man might just be up to the challenge.

The next day, Beatrice found herself standing by the grand fountain at the town square, her heart strangely nervous. The sun was high in the sky, its heat adding a touch of discomfort to her already jittery nerves. The sounds of the townspeople going about their business around her only added to her restlessness.

She glanced at her watch, the minute hand moving slowly towards noon. She was a few minutes early, and she chided herself for her impatience. Just then, a movement caught her eye, and she looked up to see a tall, dark-haired young man making his way towards her.

He was dressed in a smart suit that hugged his lean frame, accentuating his height and athletic build. Even from a distance, his face held a captivating ruggedness, framed by a pair of intense dark eyes that seemed to hold a thousand stories. This was Marcus, the young man Leonides had spoken about. He remembered him, he was there when he went to help Leon for his campaign for the school's presidency.

As he approached, he caught sight of her and paused briefly, taking in her cool, regal beauty. He smiled a slow smile that held a hint of something more than politeness. "Beatrice?" he asked, his voice deep and pleasing to the ear.

"Marcus," she replied, her voice as calm and indifferent as ever, even though her heart did a little flip in her chest. He was even more attractive up close, and the effect was both irritating and fascinating.

Marcus came to stand beside her, close enough that she could catch a hint of his cologne, a woodsy, masculine scent that sent a strange shiver down her spine. "I'm glad we could arrange this meeting," he said, his eyes locked on hers. "Your godfather has told me much about you."

Beatrice raised an eyebrow, trying to keep her composure. "Oh, really? And what exactly has he been telling you?" She asked.

Marcus chuckled, clearly not phased by her tone. "He mentioned your beauty, your intellect, and your... shall we say, lack of interest in the usual suitors," he replied, his tone playful yet respectful.

Beatrice huffed slightly, both annoyed and secretly pleased that her godfather had praised her. "Well, Leonides has a tendency to exaggerate," she said, her gaze flickering away from his. "I simply have high standards, that's all."

"And I'm here to test those high standards, I hope?" Marcus asked, his smile turning into a grin that revealed a charming dimple.

Beatrice couldn't help but be charmed by that dimple, damn it! She quickly suppressed the reaction and feigned indifference. "We'll see about that," she said, a hint of challenge in her voice.

Marcus took her response in stride, not backing down. "Fair enough," he replied, his eyes studying her intently. "So, let me guess - you find most men predictable and uninteresting."

Beatrice couldn't help but be a bit impressed by his perception. "You're not wrong," she admitted, crossing her arms. "Most men seem to think money or a pretty face is enough to win me over. They're sorely mistaken."

"I have those within my reach," Beatrice said sarcastically.

Marcus laughed, the sound rich and genuine. "Well, you've got me there. I won't pretend that I don't find you incredibly beautiful," he said, his gaze roaming over her face. "But I'm more interested in what's beneath the surface."

Beatrice's breath hitched at his words - the combination of his compliment and the intensity in his gaze was a dangerous combination. But she refused to let him get the upper hand. She raised her chin in a challenge, fixing him with a cool stare. "And what do you think lies beneath the surface?"

Marcus held her gaze, his expression serious now. "Intelligence, wit, strength, passion. Things that are much harder to find in a person than good looks," he replied, unflinching.

Beatrice was momentarily taken aback by his response. Very few people ever saw past her pretty face and wealth, and even less actually understood her. She felt a strange flicker of respect for this young man who seemed to understand her in ways she couldn't quite comprehend.

To cover her confusion, she huffed out a laugh, a soft, almost genuine sound that surprised even herself. "You know, you're the first person to not try to impress or flatter me," she admitted, her voice softer than usual.
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Unrequited Chase

In the grand ballroom of the Forbes estate, the atmosphere was electric. Laughter, music, and excited conversations filled the air as the victory party for Leon's team celebrated their consecutive wins in the school elections in full swing. The vast room was adorned with the school's colors, gold and blue, and elegant decorations.

The students from Leon's school were invited to the extravagant event. Everyone was dressed up in their finest attire, creating a sea of smart casual dresses and suits. At the center of it all, Leon, handsome and charismatic, stood surrounded by his teammates and admirers. Marcus was there as Leon's teammate and best friend.

Meanwhile, in a quiet corner, Beatrice stood alone, sipping a glass of champagne. She watched the party unfold with a mix of boredom and disinterest. The noise, the laughter, the shallow conversations - it all seemed so pointless to her.

She caught sight of Leon, surrounded by admirers and fawning over his every word. Her heart gave a small pang, a flicker of jealousy, but she quickly smothered it. Leon was her childhood friend, wrapped up in his popularity and his world. There was no use in wishing for him to notice her. The reason why she fancies Leon is that he cares for her, but only as a younger sister and a childhood friend. She is tired of men who pursue her for her beauty and wealth. And there's something with Leon’s best friend, Marcus, that interests her.

Her gaze wandered and landed on Marcus, who was standing by the terrace, deep in conversation with some of his friends. He was as striking as ever, his presence commanding yet effortless. She found herself watching the way he laughed, the way he gestured as he spoke, his confidence and ease captivating her attention.

And then, as if he could feel her gaze, Marcus looked up and spotted her across the room. Their eyes met for a brief moment, and a jolt of electricity coursed through Beatrice. Quickly, she looked away, her heart fluttering in her chest. Why was she reacting this way? It was just a look, a mere glance from a man she barely knew.

But as the night wore on, Beatrice found herself stealing glances at Marcus throughout the party. He seemed to be everywhere, talking to his friends, laughing with strangers, effortlessly charming everyone around him. And every time she caught sight of him, she couldn't help the way her heart skipped a beat, the way her stomach tightened with a strange fluttering sensation.

During one of her glances, she noticed that Leon had joined Marcus' group of friends, his arm slung casually over Marcus' shoulder. Leon said something, and Marcus laughed, the sound carrying even from across the room. It was a familiar, comfortable moment between two friends, and for some reason, Beatrice found her hands clenching around the stem of her champagne glass.

It seemed like Fate was hell-bent on torturing her, making her witness the easy camaraderie between two men she had harbored secret feelings for. She knew Leon saw her as a little sister; there was no chance of him ever seeing her in a romantic light. And now, this unexpected attraction towards Marcus was throwing her off balance.

As the night progressed, Beatrice fought to keep her emotions in check. But every time she saw Marcus laughing or talking with others, a pang of something - jealousy? envy? - would twist her stomach into tight knots. It was ridiculous, she thought. She had never been the jealous type, and yet here she was, acting like a real lovesick teenager for she was just sixteen.

Despite herself, Beatrice couldn't help but feel a pang of jealousy every time she caught sight of Marcus laughing and chatting with others at the party. It was a feeling she was unaccustomed to. She had never been prone to such petty emotions, but here she was, acting like a lovestruck teenager. As she sipped her champagne, a thought crossed her mind. Perhaps if Marcus pursued her, she'd have a slice of him, even if just a small one because she knows it was impossible for them to be together.

The alcohol and the lively atmosphere must be getting to her, she thought, trying to shove the thought away. But as the evening wore on, she found herself watching Marcus with increasing frequency, her gaze drawn to him like a magnet. Every laugh, every smile, every charming gesture - it all played havoc with her emotions, making her heart race and her palms sweaty.

Marcus was acutely aware of Beatrice's presence across the room. He had caught her gaze on him intermittently throughout the night, her eyes locking onto him like a laser, only to quickly look away. The subtle glances, the way she tried to appear nonchalant, the slight catch in her breath when their eyes met - all of it didn't escape him.

Every time he glanced in her direction, he found himself studying her, noting the way her hair caught the light, the curve of her neck as she sipped her champagne. It was as if he couldn't seem to look away. His friends, his teammates, his fans - all seemed to fade into the background, their presence as peripheral as the music and the chatter around him. Only she seemed to matter, her every movement, her every expression drawing his eye.

He watched as Beatrice moved from group to group, her manner cool and poised, her expression carefully neutral. But he knew there was a fire beneath that icy exterior, a complexity that intrigued him profoundly. He found himself itching to go up to her, to talk to her, to crack open her shell just a little. But every time he took a step in her direction, she'd either disappear into the crowd or engage in conversation with someone else.

The night wore on, and Marcus found himself growing more and more restless. The alcohol, the company of his friends, the success of the night - none of it seemed to matter as much as it should. His thoughts kept straying to Beatrice, to the enigma she presented and the inexplicable pull he felt towards her.

He had no idea why she was so captivating to him. She was gorgeous, yes, but it was more than that.

She was intelligent, witty, and fiercely independent - qualities he couldn't help but admire. And somewhere deep down, he knew he wanted to unravel her mysteries, to understand her, to make her smile for real, not the polite, superficial one she wore for the rest of the party.

As he watched her now, standing alone at the edge of the room, a glass of champagne in her hand, he found himself excusing himself from his friends and moving towards her. It was time to seize the moment, to finally speak to her, to figure out if this strange pull between them was something real or just a product of too much champagne and wishful thinking.

He made his way across the room, his eyes fixed on her figure. Her back was to him, and he took the moment to study her, the delicate curve of her spine, the way her hair fell over her shoulders like a golden curtain. As he approached, he could almost feel the electricity in the air, the anticipation, the thrill of the unknown. And then he was standing next to her, close enough to smell her perfume, earthy yet soft.

"Beatrice." His voice was low and smooth, and he saw her shoulders stiffen slightly as she recognized him. She turned to face him, her expression composed, not betraying any hint of the turbulence he knew must be going on inside her.

"Marcus," she replied, her voice cool and even. But he could see it in her eyes, the spark of interest, the slight hitch in her breath as she said his name. He smiled, a lazy, charming smile that seemed to always get under her skin.

"Enjoying the night?" he asked, leaning against the wall next to her. His gaze flicked over her, taking in the way her dress clung to her curves, the slender length of her neck. She was a vision in gold, both regal and captivating.

"As much as I can," she replied, her tone nonchalant. But he could see the way her fingers tightened around her glass, the briefest flash of uncertainty in her eyes. He edged closer, his shoulder brushing hers, his proximity making her swallow reflexively.

"And what does that mean?" he asked, feigning curiosity. "Are you not one for big parties?" He already knew the answer, but he wanted to hear her say it. There was something about watching her struggle to maintain her composure that he found strangely enjoyable.

"No, I'm not," she admitted, her voice slightly sharp. She took a sip of her champagne, buying herself time to regain her bearings. "I find these kinds of events tiresome. Superficial conversations, unnecessary pleasantries, the constant need to play a role."

"And yet, you come every time," he pointed out, his smile turning into a knowing half-grin. "Why is that?" She glanced at him sharply, her eyes narrowing in annoyance at his accurate observation.

"Because I'm expected to," she replied, her voice tight. "I'm Leonides's goddaughter. And I'm staying here in their house. It would be...impolite of me not to attend while I'm here."

Marcus chuckled, the sound low and teasing. "And since when have you ever cared about politeness?”

She bristled at his comment, her jaw clenching slightly. He was right, of course. She had never cared much for social norms or the rules of propriety but she did go out with friends at the bars back in New York. It was part of what made her intriguing to him, her willingness to defy expectations.

He waited for her reaction, his eyes fixed on her face, observing every minute change in her expression. She was a walking contradiction, this girl: elegant and sophisticated on the outside, fiery and rebellious on the inside. And he found that combination utterly irresistible.

Beatrice met his gaze, her chin lifted defiantly. "I can be polite when I want to be. I'm not some ill-mannered savage," she retorted, her voice laced with sarcasm.

Marcus laughed again, enjoying the way she challenged him. "Oh, I don't know about that," he said, leaning in closer. "I've seen glimpses of that fiery nature of yours. It's quite...appealing, actually."

Beatrice's cheeks flushed slightly at his words, a response that she quickly tried to hide by taking another sip of her drink. She wasn't used to compliments like that, especially not from someone like him. He was confident, charming, and disarmingly attractive, and he knew it, too. It was infuriating.

He watched the blush rise on her cheeks and it pleased him more than he cared to admit. There was something about getting under her skin that exhilarated him, a thrill he couldn't quite explain. He leaned closer still, the scent of her perfume wrapping around him like a siren's song.

"You look beautiful tonight," he murmured, his voice low and silky. She was taken aback by the sudden compliment, her blue eyes widening a fraction. She fought to maintain her composure, her heart beating a little too fast in her chest.

"Thank you," she managed to reply, her voice not as steady as she'd hoped. She could feel his proximity, his breath against her cheek, and it sent an odd shiver down her spine. The air between them was charged with something, an electricity that she couldn't quite put a finger on.

He didn’t miss the shiver that ran through her or the way her breath hitched slightly as he spoke. It was a subtle response, but one that confirmed his suspicions. She was not immune to him. Despite her cool facade, her body betrayed her.

"You're blushing," he observed, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. He was enjoying this, the way her composure was slowly unraveling with each word he spoke. Beatrice knew she should pull away, put some distance between them, but for some reason, she couldn't move.
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