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Chapter 1



Stacy 

“Maybe sit down?”

My mother's voice always had a calming effect, but not this time. Right now, I was too focused on what I was waiting for.

“I can't, mom. My letter—”

“Will come, Stacy,” she finished. “It's almost like you're in such a hurry to run away from me.” 

This is the only thing that drew me from my worry. I turned and saw the hurt look she wasn't trying to hide. I moved over to the couch and plopped right next to the older woman. She looked away in a huff.

“Come on, Mom,” I started, “you know that's not what I meant. I'm just really excited, I've never gotten an opportunity like this before. We're talking about getting into one of the best art schools in Paris!”

My mother let out a sigh that showed she knew how important all of this was. “I just don't want to feel like you're running away.’’

I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her into a warm hug. “Even if I ran away, it would never be from you.”

The door interrupted our small moment of reconciliation. My best friend, Jules, ran through the open door.

“Did I miss it?” she asked when she saw our spot on the couch. 

I shook my head. “It hasn't come in yet.” I got up from my spot and moved over to my laptop. My breath caught in my throat when I realized I had a new email in my inbox. I clicked on it.

Jules was the first to notice my expression. “What is it, Stacy?”

“I got in. I got in!”

The screams that came next were from Stacy and my mom. We did our little celebration for the rest of the afternoon, with Jules and I planning to extend it well into the night.

However, as I sat in a bar later that evening, waiting for my best friend, a text changed all my plans.

My drink came right on time. “Of course, she bailed,” I said, rolling my eyes. “I guess I'm running solo tonight.”

I held the cocktail in my hand, letting the chill from the glass run through my fingers. As soon as the straw met my lips, my eyes darted around the bar. I scanned for only a few moments before my eyes met someone.

He had dirty blond hair that was far too well-kept for him to be from this town. His face looked like it needed a shave but in the best way possible. His strong jaw held up a small smile that I prayed was directed at me.

The man's eyes were a dark shade of blue, making them look cold. They stared at me, not wavering in their interest. He offered me a smile as well, and that was his cue to come and meet me. 

He stood and began his stride towards me. He was taller than I thought, and that made me even more nervous. Even before he reached my spot at the bar, I knew I was going to go home with him. His first sentence to me set that in stone.

“Is this seat taken?”

“No.” My answer came in a hurry. I glanced at the seat as if to make sure I wasn't giving out someone's seat by mistake. I eased up, making my voice slower. “No, it's not taken.”

This drew another small smile to his lips. I thought of something else that would make him smile. 

“Thank you.”

He sat down and turned to the bar. I focused too much on his profile to hear his order.

“I never said you could join me,” I stated. I turned back to my cocktail, praying silently that this wouldn't backfire.

He raised an eyebrow. “And who says I'm joining you?”

Ouch. “Your eyes just now. I saw you looking at me from way over there.”

He let out a small chuckle to follow this. “Our eyes met if I remember.” I didn't fail to notice the faintest hint of a proper English accent. It was like he was trying to blend in. This added to the mystery of things. Worst of all, not knowing made all of this even hotter.

“Well, you're here now.”

“I am,” he confirmed. “Can I buy you a drink? An uh… proper one.” He glanced down at my glass.

I lifted the beverage to his eyes. “What's wrong with this?”

He chuckled again. “That will not get you anywhere.”

“I'm not trying to go anywhere… but yeah, I'd still take that drink.” Whatever his answer was going to be was interrupted by the bartender, who appeared with two tall glasses. “You already ordered for me?”

He smirked at me. “My name is—”

“No!” The yell surprised even me, before drawing the attention of everyone else in the bar. I gave an embarrassed look as people realized that I wasn't in any danger at all.

“No?”

“No,” I repeated. “No names. You're not from here, right?” He nodded before I continued. “Good. I will not be in town for a long time. You're extremely attractive and I just want to have fun tonight. No names, not personal conversations, nothing like that.”

He stayed silent for a bit, almost like he was weighing his options. I sat there, counting my breaths and waiting for his response.

“Alright then. No names, nothing personal. We'll stay strangers then.”

A rush of excitement filled me as the man spoke. I wasn't this type of spontaneous person, but there was something about this that filled me with so much excitement. I couldn't believe I was going through with this.

One drink came, and then two. We sat there talking about the most random things. Somehow, we kept our personal lives out of it. He was charming and very funny, which raised alarm bells. I couldn't fall for this guy, especially not on the first night.

“Let's go back to your place?”

He took the last gulp of his drink. “I'm still living out of boxes, but definitely.”

He drove us to his house, while I did my best not to pay much attention to where it was. Once we got to his apartment, he kissed me even before we were fully through the door.

I held him close to me, kissing him as well, while he fiddled with his shirt. Once that was off, he picked me up and started the journey to the bedroom. His lips, soft and sweet, stayed on mine, only separating when he got to the bed.

The man's hands worked on my dress, pushing the hems until it was right over my head, leaving me in my underwear. I tugged at his belt, getting it loose with surprising ease. His trousers slid to the floor, and he kicked them off completely. With limited clothing stopping our bodies from joining, he kissed me again.

I pulled him onto me as I lay back on the bed. One of my hands went to his hair, and the other snaked its way to his lower back. His lean yet muscular frame covered me entirely. I loved the feeling so much. 

His kisses moved from my lips, tracing their way down. He left small bites in his wake, making my body shake the slower he moved. As soon as his lips got to my chest, one of his hands moved to my back, unclipping my bra in one move. When his tongue descended on my nipples, I felt my insides moisten. I groaned in pleasure as he sucked, applying pressure exactly when he needed to.

“Fuck! I can't wait,” I begged. 

He moved back up to my lips. His hand moved my panties just out of the way and he centered himself. I gave him another nod before he slid into me. My back arched the further he got. I felt my insides tighten around him.

He let out a groan that quickly turned into a soft moan. My nails stayed on his back, almost digging into him as his thrusts increased.

“Ugh! Fuck…” I had to bite my lips to stop myself from screaming out. The man didn't let up. He kept his movements up, going faster and faster until I felt like I was going to explode. Each push shifted me closer and closer to the edge until I crossed it. I came with a scream and just a few moments later, he exploded right inside of me.











Chapter 2



Ray 

The sharp sound of ringing jolted my eyes open. I looked around in a panicked daze, wondering where I was. It came to me pretty quickly. I was in the soft embrace of my sheets. The sound persisted until I rolled to my left and put an end to it. Once I turned my alarm off, my brain could finally function properly. 

A bit of soreness drew me back to the events of the previous night. A smile crossed my face as I remembered all three times. I turned to my right with a small grin to greet the woman I had spent the night with. There was no one there.

“What?”

My eyes met more space on my bed. There was proof that someone had been there, of course. I knew that someone had ruffled the sheets. I looked around the large bedroom, but there was no one else with me.

“She must have left already,” I mused. “How early did she need to get out of here?”

A part of my mind formed a bit of regret. The night had been amazing, too amazing for me not to know who that girl was. Small flashes of my fingers laced in her dark hair kept coming to my mind. Still, she had said she would be out of town soon, so there was every chance that I would never see her again. 

Suddenly, a ringing filled the room again. This startled me until I realized it was my ringtone, not an alarm. I looked at my phone again and picked it up, instantly recognizing that caller ID. 

“Dad…” 

There was no way I was going to talk to my dad that early in the morning. Talking to any of my parents was a sure way to destroy my mood. The only family member I had a real relationship with was my sister. Both of my parents were hellbent on controlling my life. Now that there was some distance between me and them, I intended to keep it that way.

I set the phone to vibrate before getting up from the bed. The sun has already peeked through the small space that separated my very thick curtains. It wasn't bright enough to cause any sort of damage, but it was still bright enough to tell me that the day needed to begin.

I moved right into the shower, not bothering to check if my father was calling again. Whatever he needed to tell me too early in the morning was his business. I was going to inherit their fortune, sure, but I was free to do exactly what I wanted to do with it.

The shower was a short one, but maybe it could have been longer if my visitor from last night had stayed. I knew this was nothing more than wishful thinking, but still, after that much fun, I wanted to do it again.

The cool water washed over me, pushing my thoughts slightly to the day I was going to have. By the time I was out of the shower, my phone was still ringing, but this time it was a different person.

“Hello, Kamala.”

“Mr. Larson, good morning.” Kamala had been my assistant for a month now, but she still sounded nervous, like it was her first day on the job. 

“Good morning,” I greeted back. “Is everything set for today?”

Somehow, I could tell she was nodding aggressively on the other end. “Yes, everything is set for you. I'm at the building right now, but the interviewer won't be here for a few more hours.”

“That's fine. I'd still like to look around before they come. I'll meet you in thirty minutes.”

I hung up right after and trudged to my closet to pick out a few clothes. Once my entire ritual was done, I was ready to leave the house. My home was just a temporary residence at that point. My actual house was still under construction, as was almost anything associated with me. I hadn’t yet settled anything, since I had only been in town for a week. It was just a small, cozy apartment that was much smaller than what I was normally used to.

I got into my car pretty quickly and started the drive. The town was a small one, with none of the houses standing out. This was exactly why I had moved here. It seemed like the perfect place to have a fresh start, and heaven knows I needed it.

From a few streets away, I could already see parts of the new building site. My new headquarters was going to be the tallest building for miles. From where I was, it served as a kind of homing beacon. I eventually got to it and parked in one of the many free spots; a perk of not having an active working staff yet.

The air that greeted me when I got out of the car was slightly more humid than what I had met earlier in the morning. Standing in front of the building was a surreal experience. It was going to stand at thirty stories. While that was nowhere near some of the tallest buildings in major cities, it was mind-blowing for a quiet town that had malls as its biggest attraction. The look of it filled me with a small sense of pride.

My assistant stood near the main entrance. She was wearing a hard hat and had her tablet in her hands, furiously scrolling through it. I moved to meet her, but she spotted me about halfway into my week.

“Mr. Larson, I just—the interviewer, she's here.”

“Huh?” I asked, trying to make sense of the muddled words. “I thought no one was coming for a few more hours.”

Kamala nodded nervously. “She came in earlier. I can tell her to wait if you're not comfortable having the interview now.”

I shook my head. “It's fine, we have it in my office. You can tell her to meet me there now.”

The office in question wasn't an office at all. It was a makeshift spot that acted as a security post once the headquarters was completed. For now, it worked as somewhere I could stay when I wasn't walking around and supervising.

I was barely in the office for a minute before I heard a knock on the door. “Come in,” I said in response.

The door was pushed open and a young woman walked in. She had a pants suit on, which I felt was a little over dramatic for a simple interview. She gave me a bright smile as soon as she saw me.

“Good morning, Mr. Larson.”

I stood to meet her, extending my hand in greeting. “Good morning,” I said, taking her hand. “Also, for the interview, you can call me Ray.” 

“Barbara,” she offered. “I am so happy that you could meet with me today. I know you're a very busy man.”

“That's okay. After all the news the tabloids have been carrying around, setting the record straight is the best thing I could do. Please, have a seat.” I pointed to the only other chair in the room and she took it.

“Let's just get right into it.” Barbara brought out her phone and pressed record before placing it on the desk that separated us. “We only need an official statement from you on certain things.”

“I'm ready.”

“Ray, you're the heir to a multibillion-dollar art business. You're known in a lot of high society circles. Why would someone decide to settle into a small town like this one?”

“That's pretty easy. I'm here for a fresh start. It’s not completely from scratch, but I intend to run this business my way and that involves restructuring.”

“Okay, that seems fair. Still, there seems to be a bit of animosity between you and your parents, or is that just something that the public imagines?”

I had to suppress the chuckle in my throat. “Animosity may not be the word I'd use. But I guess any parent would be upset when their child decides he wants to break decades of tradition and walk his path. It's best to say that my parents do not exactly approve of my methods.”

“That's fair,” she added. “There's also speculation that you may be here because you have found a special lady. Is there any truth there?”

This time, the chuckle came out fully. “I assure you, I'm not here for that, nor am I interested in that sort of thing. I do not intend to find a significant other and I have no interest in raising a family. My work comes first and second.”

She nodded before ending the recording on her phone.

“Final question.”

I adjusted my weight onto the chair. “Shoot.”

“Would you like to go out for coffee?” Barbara tried to maintain a calm face, but I could hear a bit of nervousness seeping out into her voice.

“Are you asking me out?”

She nodded slowly. “Are you open to it?”

I let out a small chuckle. “I can't deny that it's a nice offer, but I think I'll have to say no.”

Her face dropped a bit, but it soon went back to its business-like appearance. “Thank you for your time, Mr. Larson.”







