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He’ll do anything to have her...including lie.

Charming, deadly, and smart enough to hide it, Christian Harper is a
monster dressed in the perfectly tailored suits of a gentleman.

He has little use for morals and even less use for love, but he can’t deny the
strange pull he feels toward the woman living just one floor below him.

She’s the object of his darkest desires, the only puzzle he can’t solve. And
when the opportunity to get closer to her arises, he breaks his own rules to
offer her a deal she can’t refuse.

Every monster has their weakness. She’s his.

His obsession.
His addiction.
His only exception.

k3

Sweet, shy, and introverted despite her social media fame, Stella Alonso is a
romantic who keeps her heart in a cage.

Between her two jobs, she has little time or desire for a relationship.

But when a threat from her past drives her into the arms—and house—of
the most dangerous man she’s ever met, she’s tempted to let herself feel
something for the first time in a long time.

Because despite Christian’s cold nature, he makes her feel everything when
she’s with him.

Passionate.
Protected.
Truly wanted.



Theirs is a love twisted with secrets and tainted by lies...and when the
truths are finally revealed, they could shatter everything.



CONTENT NOTES

This story contains a morally gray alpha hero, explicit sexual content,
profanity, graphic violence, and topics that may be sensitive to some
readers.

For a detailed list, click here or scan the code below.
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STELLA

“STELLA!”

My heart rate sped up. Nothing triggered my fight or flight like the
sound of Meredith’s voice.

“Yes?” I hid my trepidation behind a neutral expression.

“I trust you can bring all the items back to the office yourself.” She
slipped on her coat and tossed her handbag over her shoulder. “I have a
dinner reservation I simply can’t miss.”

“Of_n

She disappeared out the door.

“Course I can,” I finished.

The photographer shot me a sympathetic look, which I answered with a
tired shrug. I wasn’t the first magazine assistant who’d suffered under a
tyrannical boss, and I wouldn’t be the last.

Once upon a time, working at a fashion magazine would’ve been a
dream. Now, after four years at D.C. Style, the reality of the job had dulled
any shine the position once held.

By the time I packed up the photoshoot, dropped the items off at the
office, and started my walk home, my forehead was slick with sweat and
my muscles were well on their way to becoming Jell-O.

The sun had set half an hour ago, and the streetlights cast a hazy orange
glow over the snow-packed sidewalks.

The city was under a blizzard warning, but the bad weather wouldn’t
kick in until later in the evening. It was also faster for me to walk home
than take the Metro, which freaked out whenever there was so much as an
inch of snow.



One would think the city would be better prepared considering it
snowed every year, but nope. Not D.C.

I shouldn’t have been looking at my phone while walking, especially
given the weather, but I couldn’t help myself.

I pulled up the email I’d received that afternoon and stared at it, waiting
for the words to rearrange themselves into something less upsetting, but
they never did.

Effective April 1, the cost for a private room at Greenfield Senior Living
will increase to $6,500 per month. We apologize in advance for any
inconvenience this may cause, but we are confident the changes will result
in even higher-quality care for our residents...

The green smoothie I’d downed during lunch sloshed in my stomach.

Inconvenience, they said. Like they weren’t hiking the prices of an
assisted living facility by more than twenty percent. Like living, breathing,
vulnerable human beings wouldn’t suffer as a result of the new
management’s greed.

In, one, two, three. Out, one, two, three.

I tried to let the deep breaths wash away my rising anxiety.

Maura had practically raised me. She was the one person who’d always
been there for me, even if she didn’t know who I was now. I couldn’t move
her to another assisted living facility. Greenfield was the best in the area,
and it’d become her home.

None of my friends and family knew I’d been paying for her care. I
didn’t want the inevitable questions telling them would raise.

I would just have to find a way to cover the higher costs. Maybe I could
take on more partnerships or negotiate higher rates for my blog and
Instagram. I had an upcoming dinner with Delamonte in New York, which
my manager said was an audition for their brand ambassador position. If 1

“Ms. Alonso.”

The deep, rich voice brushed my skin like black velvet and stopped me
in my tracks. A shiver chased its wake, born of equal parts pleasure and
warning.

I recognized that voice.

I’d heard it only three times in my life, but that was enough. Like the
man who owned it, it was unforgettable.



Wariness flickered in my chest before I doused it. I turned my head, my
gaze traveling over powerful winter tires and the sleek, distinctive lines of
the black McLaren pulled up beside me before it reached the rolled-down
passenger window and the owner in question.

My heart slowed a fraction of a beat.

Dark hair. Whiskey eyes. A face so exquisitely chiseled it could’ve been
sculpted by Michelangelo himself.

Christian Harper.

CEO of an elite security company, owner of the Mirage, the building
where I lived, and quite possibly the most beautiful, most dangerous man
I’d ever met.

I had nothing except instinct to back up the dangerous part of my
assessment, but my gut had never steered me wrong.

I inhaled a small breath. Released. And smiled.

“Mr. Harper.” My polite reply was met with dry amusement.

Apparently, only he was allowed to address people by their last names
like we all lived in a giant, stuffy boardroom.

Christian’s eyes grazed the snowflakes drifting onto my shoulder before
they met mine again.

My heart slowed another fraction of a beat.

Tiny crackles of electricity hummed to life beneath the weight of his
gaze, and it took every ounce of willpower not to step back and shake off
the strange sensation.

“Gorgeous weather for a walk.” His observation was even drier than his
stare.

Heat rushed over the back of my neck. “It’s not that bad.”

It was only then that I noticed the alarming rate at which the snow was
thickening. Perhaps the blizzard forecast had been a little off on its estimate.

“My apartment is only twenty minutes away,” I added to...I didn’t
know. Prove that I wasn’t stupid by trekking through the city in a
snowstorm, I guess.

In hindsight, perhaps I should’ve taken the Metro.

“The blizzard’s already rolling in, and there are ice patches all over the
sidewalks.” Christian rested his forearm on the steering wheel—an action
that had no right being as attractive as it was. “I’ll give you a ride.”

He also lived at the Mirage, so it made sense. In fact, his apartment was
only a floor above mine.



Still, T shook my head.

The thought of sitting in a confined space with Christian, even for a few
minutes, filled me with a strange sense of panic.

“I’m okay. I’m sure you have better things to do than chauffeur me
around, and walking clears my head.” The words spilled out in a rush. I
didn’t ramble often, but when I did, nothing short of a nuclear blast could
stop me. “It’s good exercise, and I need to test out my new snow boots
anyway. This is the first time I’ve worn them all season.” Stop talking. “So,
as much as I appreciate your offer, I have to politely decline.”

I finished my near incoherent mini speech on a note of breathlessness.

I was getting better at saying no, but I still over-explained myself every
time.

“Does that make sense?” I added when Christian remained silent.

An icy gust of wind chose that moment to whip past. It tossed the hood
of my coat off my head and burrowed past my layers into my bones,
sparking a burst of involuntary shivers.

I’d been sweating bullets in the studio, but now, I was so cold even the
memory of warmth was frosted with blue.

“It does.” Christian finally spoke, his tone and expression unreadable.

“Good.” The word shook through my chattering teeth. “Then I’ll let you

»

The soft click of a door unlocking interrupted me.

“Get in the car, Stella.”

I got in the car.

I told myself it was because the temperature had somehow dropped
twenty degrees in the space of five minutes, but I knew that was a lie.

It was the sound of my name, in that voice, delivered with such calm
authority my body obeyed before I could protest.

For a man I barely knew, he had more power over me than almost
anyone else.

Christian pulled away from the curb and turned a dial on the dashboard.
A second later, heat blasted from the vents and warmed my frigid skin.

The car smelled like rich leather and expensive spices, and it was eerily
clean. No wrappers, no half-empty coffee cups, not even a speck of lint.

I sank deeper into my seat and glanced at the man next to me.

“You always get your way, don’t you?” I asked lightly, trying to
dissolve the inexplicable tension blanketing the air.



He slid a brief glance in my direction before refocusing on the road.
“Not always.”

Instead of dissolving, the tension thickened and slipped into my veins.
Hot and restless, like an ember waiting for a breath of oxygen to fan it to
life.

Mission failed.

I turned my head and stared out the windshield, too thrown off by the
day’s events to attempt more conversation.

The nerves scaling their way up my chest and into my throat didn’t help.

I was supposed to be the cool, calm one, the one who saw the silver
lining in every cloud and remained levelheaded no matter the situation.
That was the image I’d projected most of my life because that was what
was expected of me as an Alonso.

An Alonso didn’t suffer from anxiety attacks or spend their nights
worrying about every little thing that could go wrong the next day.

An Alonso didn’t seek therapy or air their dirty laundry to a stranger.

An Alonso was supposed to be perfect.

I twisted my necklace around my finger until it cut off the circulation.

My parents would probably love Christian. On paper, he was as perfect
as they came.

Rich. Good-looking. Well-mannered.

I resented it almost as much as I resented the way he dominated the
space around us, his presence pouring into every nook and crevice until it
was the only thing I could concentrate on.

I fixed my eyes on the road ahead, but my lungs were filled with the
scent of his cologne and my skin thrummed with awareness at the way his
muscles flexed with each turn of the wheel.

I shouldn’t have gotten in the car.

Besides the warmth, the only upside was that I would get home to my
shower and bed sooner. I couldn’t wait—

“The plants are doing well.”

The statement was thrown out so casually and unexpectedly it took me
several seconds to realize that 1) someone had broken the silence, and 2)
that someone was, in fact, Christian and not a figment of my imagination.

“Excuse me?”

“The plants in my apartment.” He stopped at a red light. “They’re doing
well.”



What did that...oh .

Comprehension dawned, followed by a tiny flicker of pride.

“I’m glad.” I gave him a tentative smile now that the conversation was
in safe, neutral territory. “They just need a little love and attention to
thrive.”

“And water.”

I blinked at his obvious, deadpan statement. “And water.”

The words hung between us for a moment before a laugh broke free
from my throat and Christian’s mouth curved into the tiniest of smiles.

The air finally lightened, and the knot in my chest loosened a smidge.

When the light turned green, the powerful rumble of the engine nearly
drowned out his next words. “You have a magic touch.”

My cheeks warmed, but I responded with a small shrug. “I like plants.”

“Perfect person for the job, then.”

His plants had been on life support when I took over their care in
exchange for keeping my current rent.

After my friend and ex-roommate Jules moved out last month to live
with her boyfriend, my options were either get another roommate or move
out of the Mirage, since I couldn’t afford to cover both portions of our rent.
I’d grown attached to the Mirage, but I would rather downgrade my home
than live with a stranger. My anxiety couldn’t handle that.

Christian had already lowered the monthly rent for us when we first
toured the apartment and mentioned the regular price was out of our budget,
so I’d been shocked when he’d proposed our current arrangement after I
brought up the possibility of moving out.

It was a little suspicious, but he was friends with my other friend,
Bridget’s husband which made accepting his offer easier. I’'d been taking
care of his plants for five weeks and nothing terrible had happened. I never
even saw him when I went upstairs. I just let myself in, watered the plants,
and left.

“How did you know I could do it?” He could’ve proposed any number
of tasks—run his errands, do his laundry, clean his house (though he
already had a full-time housekeeper). The plant thing was oddly specific.

“I didn’t.” Disinterest and a thread of something imperceptible twined
through his voice. “It was a lucky coincidence.”

“You don’t seem like someone who believes in coincidence.”



Christian’s lack of sentimentality bled through in everything he did and
wore—the sharp lines of his suit, the calm precision of his words, the cool
detachment of his gaze.

They were the traits of someone who worshipped logic, power, and
cold, hard pragmatism. Not something as nebulous as coincidence.

For some reason, Christian found that funny. “I believe in it more than
you think.”

Intrigue kindled at his self-deprecating tone.

Despite having access to his apartment, I knew maddeningly little about
him. His penthouse was a study in flawless design and luxury, but it
contained little to no personal effects.

“Care to share?” I tried.

Christian pulled into the Mirage’s private garage and parked in his
reserved spot near the back entrance.

No answer.

Then again, I hadn’t expected one.

Christian Harper was a man cloaked in rumors and shadows. Even
Bridget didn’t know much about him, only his reputation.

We didn’t speak again as we passed through the entrance and into the
lobby.

At six foot three, Christian had a good five inches on me, but I was still
tall enough to match his long strides.

Our steps fell into perfect sync against the marble floors.

I’d always been a bit self-conscious about my height, but Christian’s
powerful presence wrapped around like me a security blanket, drawing
attention away from my Amazonian frame.

“No more walking in a blizzard, Ms. Alonso.” We stopped by the bank
of elevators and faced each other. His shadow of a smile returned, all lazy
charm and confidence. “I can’t have one of my tenants dying of
hypothermia. It would be bad for business.”

Another unexpected laugh rustled my throat. “I’'m sure you’ll find
someone to replace me in no time.”

I wasn’t sure whether I owed my slight breathlessness to the cold
lingering in my lungs or the full impact of standing so close to him.

I wasn’t interested in Christian romantically. I wasn’t interested in
anyone romantically; between the magazine and my blog, I didn’t have time
to even think about dating.



But that didn’t mean I was immune to his presence.

Something flared bright in those whiskey eyes before it cooled. “Likely
not.”

The mild breathlessness transformed into something heavier that
strangled my voice.

Every sentence out of his mouth was a code I couldn’t crack, imbued
with a hidden meaning only he was privy to while I was left to scramble in
the dark.

I’d talked to Christian three times in my life: once when I signed my
lease, once in passing at Bridget’s wedding, and once when we discussed
my sans-Jules rent situation.

All three times, I’d left more unsettled than before.

What were we talking about again?

It’d been less than a minute since Christian’s response, but that minute
had stretched so slow it might as well have been an eternity.

“Christian.”

A deep, slightly accented voice slashed the thread holding our
suspended moment aloft.

Time snapped back to its usual cadence, and my breath expelled in one
sharp rush before I turned my head.

Tall. Dark hair. Olive skin.

The newcomer wasn’t as classically good-looking as Christian, but he
filled out the lines of his Delamonte suit with so much raw masculinity it
was difficult to look away.

“I hope I'm not interrupting.” Delamonte Suit flicked a glance in my
direction.

I’d never been super attracted to older men, and he had to be in his mid
to late thirties, but wow .

“Not at all. You’re right on time.” A hint of irritation hardened
Christian’s otherwise smooth reply. He stepped in front of me, blocking me
from Delamonte Suit’s view and vice versa.

The other man raised an eyebrow before his mask of indifference fell
away to reveal a smirk.

He stepped around Christian, so deliberately it was almost like he was
taunting him, and held out his hand. “Dante Russo.”

“Stella Alonso.”



I expected him to shake my hand, but to my surprise, he raised it and
brushed his mouth across my knuckles instead.

Coming from anyone else, it would’ve been cheesy, but a tingle of
pleasure erupted instead.

Maybe it was the accent. I had a weakness for all things Italian.

“Dante.” Beneath the calm surface of Christian’s voice lay a razored
edge that was sharp enough to cut through bone. “We’re late for our
meeting.”

Dante appeared unfazed. His hand lingered on mine for an extra second
before he released it.

“It was lovely to meet you, Stella. I’'m sure I’ll see you around again.”
His rich drawl contained a hint of laughter.

I suspected his amusement was directed not at me but toward the man
watching us with ice in his eyes.

“Thank you. It was nice meeting you too.” I almost smiled at Dante, but
something told me that wouldn’t be a smart move right now. “Have a good
night.”

I glanced at Christian. “Good night, Mr. Harper. Thank you for the
ride.”

I injected a playful lilt into my voice, hoping the callback to our absurd
formality earlier would crack his granite expression.

But it didn’t so much as flicker as he inclined his head. “Good night,
Ms. Alonso.”

Okay, then.

I left Christian and Dante in the lobby, the subjects of more than a few
admiring stares from passersby, and took the elevator up to my apartment.

I didn’t know what had caused Christian’s sudden mood shift, but I had
enough worries of my own without adding his to the mix.

I rifled through the bag, trying to locate my keys among the jumble of
makeup, receipts, and hair ties.

I really needed a better way of organizing my bag.

After several minutes of searching, my hand closed around the metal
key.

I’d just inserted it into the lock when a familiar chill swept over my skin
and raised the hairs on the back of my neck.

My head jerked up.



There was no other sign of life in the hall, but the quiet hum of the
heating system suddenly took on an ominous tone.

Memories of typed notes and candid photos turned my breaths shallow
before I blinked them away.

Stop being paranoid.

I wasn’t living in an old, unsecured house near campus anymore. I was
at the Mirage, one of the most well-guarded residential buildings in D.C.,
and I hadn’t heard from him in two years.

The chances of him showing up here, of all places, were slim to none.

Nevertheless, urgency broke the spell freezing my limbs in place. I
quickly unlocked the front door and shut it behind me. The lights blazed on
as I slid the deadbolt in place.

It was only after I checked every room in my apartment and confirmed
there was no intruder lurking in my closet or underneath my bed that I was
able to relax.

Everything was fine. He wasn’t back, and I was safe.

But despite my self-reassurance, a small part of me couldn’t shake the

sense that my gut had been right and that someone had been watching me in
the hall.



CHRISTIAN

THE LIBRARY DOOR SHUT WITH A QUIET CLICK BEHIND ME.

I crossed the room, my steps slow and deliberate, until I reached the
sitting area where Dante had made himself comfortable with a glass of
scotch.

A muscle pulsed in my jaw.

If we didn’t have such a long history together, and if I didn’t owe him
for the favor he did me, his head would already be shattered on the bar cart
near him.

Not only for helping himself to my liquor, but for his less than amusing
show in the lobby.

I didn’t like people touching what was mine.

“Lighten that scowl, Harper.” Dante took a lazy sip of his drink.
“Otherwise, it’ll freeze that way, and women won’t like your face as much
anymore.”

My cold smile told him how little I cared. “Perhaps if you took your
own advice, you wouldn’t be sleeping in a different room than your
fiancée.”

Satisfaction filled my chest at his narrowed eyes. If Stella was my
weakness, Vivian was his.

I wasn’t interested in the ins and outs of their relationship, but it amused
me to see him snarl every time I brought up the fiancée he claimed to hate.

I thought I had problems. Dante had two billion dollars worth of them.

“Point taken,” he said in a clipped voice. All humor vanished, bringing
back the unsmiling asshole I was used to dealing with. “But I didn’t come



here to discuss Vivian or Stella, so let’s get to the real issue at hand. When
the fuck can I get rid of the painting? The thing’s an eyesore.”

I forced thoughts of dark curls and green eyes aside at the mention of
the other enigmatic woman in my life.

Magda , the painting that had been the bane of my existence for
decades. Not because of what it was but because of what it represented.

“No one told you to hang it in your gallery.” I walked to the bar and
poured myself a drink. Dante, that bastard, hadn’t recapped the bottle of my
finest scotch. “You can shove it in the back of your closet for all I care.”

“I pay all that money for Magda only to shove it in the back of my
closet? That wouldn’t be suspicious at all.” Sarcasm weighed heavy on his
voice.

“You have a problem; I provided a solution.” I gave a careless shrug.
“Not my fault you don’t want to take it. And for the record...” I settled on
the seat opposite his. “I paid for the painting.”

Secretly, anyway. As far as the public knew, Dante Russo was the proud
owner of one of the ugliest pieces of artwork in existence. Then again,
people also thought said hideous piece was a priceless painting worth
killing and stealing over thanks to a simple set of forged documents.

I hadn’t wanted people going after it, but I’d needed an excuse for why
I’d spent so many resources guarding it.

It didn’t contain earth-shattering business secrets like everyone thought.
But it had contained something personal that I’d never share.

He examined me over the top of his glass. “Why do you still care so
much about it? You got what you needed from it, and you found your
traitor. Just burn the damn thing. After I sell it back to you,” he added. “For
appearances’ sake.”

“I have my reasons.”

One, to be exact, but he wouldn’t believe me if I told him.

I couldn’t bear to destroy the painting. It was too embedded in the
jagged pieces of my past.

I wasn’t a sentimental person, but there were two areas of my life where
my usual pragmatism didn’t apply: Stella and Magda.

Unfortunately for Axel, the ex-employee who’d stolen Magda and
pawned it off to Sentinel, my biggest fucking competitor, he hadn’t fallen
into the exceptions category.



He’d thought the painting contained highly classified, and therefore
highly lucrative, business secrets because that was what I told the few
people I’d entrusted to guard it.

Little had they known the painting’s value stemmed from something far
more personal and far less useful to them.

I’d dispatched of Axel, waited an appropriate length of time for Sentinel
to relax, then fucked with their cyber system enough that it’d wiped
millions off their value. Not enough to destroy them, since something of
that magnitude could be traced back to me, but enough to send a message.

The idiots running Sentinel were so dense they tried to steal the painting
back after they sold it because they thought they could use it as retaliation
against me.

They hadn’t found any business secrets in Magda , but they knew it was
important to me. They were on the right track; I’d give them that. But they
should’ve hired someone other than a second-rate Ohio gang member to do
the job.

Sentinel’s attempt to cover up their tracks was so shoddy it was almost
insulting.

Now the painting was in Dante’s care, which served a double purpose: I
didn’t have to look at it, and no one, not even Sentinel, would dare try and
steal from him.

The last person who’d tried ended up in a three-month coma with two
missing fingers, a mangled face, and crushed ribs.

Dante made an impatient noise, but he was smart enough not to press
further.

“Fine, but I'm not keeping it forever. It’s ruining my reputation as a
collector,” he grumbled.

“Everyone thinks it’s a rare piece of eighteenth-century art. You’re
fine,” I said dryly.

In reality, the painting had existed for less than two decades.

It was amazing how easy it was to forge “priceless” art and
documentation attesting to its authenticity.

“I’ll go blind from looking at that monstrosity every day.” Dante rubbed
a thumb across his bottom lip. “Speaking of monstrosities, Madigan was
officially booted from Valhalla this morning.”

The atmosphere shifted with the weight of the new topic.

“Good riddance.”



I had no love lost for the oil tycoon currently being sued by half a dozen
ex-employees for sexual harassment and assault.

Madigan had always been a slimeball. This was just the first time he’d
been held accountable.

The Valhalla Club prided itself on its exclusive, invite-only
memberships for the world’s wealthiest and most powerful. A good number
of those members, including myself, engaged in less than legal activities.

But even the club had its limits, and it certainly didn’t want to get
dragged into the media circus surrounding Madigan’s trial.

I was only surprised they hadn’t exiled him earlier.

Dante and I discussed the trial and business for a while until he excused
himself to take a call.

As the CEO of the Russo Group, a luxury goods conglomerate that
encompassed over three dozen fashion, beauty, and lifestyle brands, he
spent half his waking hours on business calls.

In the absence of conversation, my mind drifted toward a certain
brunette.

If my thoughts were chaos, she was my anchor.

They always went back to her.

The memory of her walking down the snow-covered street, her hair
tossed wild by the wind and her eyes shining like jade, lingered in my brain.
The warmth of her, like a ray of sunshine peeking out after a storm, lingered
everywhere else.

I shouldn’t have lowered her rent when she came to see the building,
and I damn well shouldn’t have let her keep the rent after Jules moved out.
In exchange for taking care of my fucking plants, no less, because a selfless
concession on my part would’ve been too suspicious.

I didn’t give a shit about those plants. They were only there because my
interior designer insisted they “rounded out the apartment.” But I knew
Stella loved plants, and it was better than asking her to file my papers.

Living in the same building as her was the worst kind of distraction, and
I had no one except myself to blame.

Twin flames of resentment and frustration burned in my chest. I was
weak for Stella Alonso, and I hated it.

I pulled out my phone and almost tapped into a certain social media app
before I caught myself. I entered the code for my encrypted mobile network
instead.



It wasn’t as powerful as the one that resided on my laptop, but it got the
job done in a pinch.

My frustration needed an outlet, and today, John Madigan was the lucky
target. I couldn’t think of anyone more deserving.

I pulled up a list of his devices. Phones, computers, even his smart
fridge and Bluetooth-enabled alarm clock, plus all their associated accounts.

It took me less than five minutes to find what I was looking for—a
video he’d stupidly taken of himself forcing a blowjob on his assistant, and
a series of disgusting messages he sent one of his golf buddies after the fact.

I forwarded those to the prosecution using the golf buddy’s email. If
they were halfway decent at their job, they could convince the judge it was
admissible evidence.

The messages also went to key media outlets, because why not?

Then, just because Madigan’s face annoyed me, I swapped his most
valuable stocks for junk ones and donated a significant chunk of his cash to
anti-sexual violence organizations.

Tension released from my muscles with each tap of a button.

Cyber sabotage was better than a deep tissue massage.

I pocketed my phone right as Dante reentered the library.

“I have to go back to New York.” He grabbed his jacket from the back
of the couch, his face stamped with irritation. “There’s a...personal matter I
need to deal with.”

“Sorry to hear that,” I said mildly. “I’ll walk you out.”

I waited until he was halfway out the door before I added, “The
personal matter wouldn’t happen to be Vivian’s ex-boyfriend showing up at
your house, would it?”

Surprise coasted through his eyes, followed by fury. “What the fuck did
you do, Harper?”

“I merely facilitated a reunion between your fiancée and an old friend.”
One little text from “Vivian,” and the ex came running. Pathetic, yet useful.
“Since you enjoyed fucking with me so much, I figured I’d return the favor.
Oh, and Dante?” I paused with my hand on the knob. Dante’s anger was a
pulsing force in the hall, but he’d get over it. He should’ve known better
than to put on that little show in the lobby. “Touch Stella again, and you’ll
no longer have a fiancée.”

I slammed the door in his face.

Dante was my first client and an old friend. I didn’t provoke him often.



But like I said, I didn’t like people touching what was mine.

I straightened my shirtsleeves and returned to the library, where my
gaze traveled the length of the room until it rested on the giant framed
puzzle hanging over the fireplace mantel.

Ten thousand tiny pieces formed a breathtaking rainbow gradient whose
lines created a three-dimensional spherical effect.

It had taken me four months to complete it, but it’d been worth it.

Crosswords, jigsaws, ciphers, they all fed my insatiable need for a
challenge. Stimulation. Something to brighten up the ennui of a world that
was always five steps behind.

The harder the puzzle, the more I craved and dreaded its solution.

There was only one puzzle I hadn’t solved. Yet.

I ran my thumb over the small turquoise ring nestled in my pocket.

Once I did, I could put my disturbing obsession with Stella Alonso
behind me once and for all.
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It’s been three days since I learned Greenfield is raising its prices, and 1
still haven’t come up with a good solution.

I’ve been searching for another job, but my biggest hope right now is
the Delamonte dinner coming up. Brady is convinced it’s an audition for
their brand ambassador position and that the deal will be in the mid-six
figures...IF I get it.

I don’t think I’ve ever wanted a deal as badly as I do this one. Not only
would it solve my Greenfield problem—at least for the next calendar year—
but Delamonte is a brand I’ve wanted to work with forever. They’re the first
designer brand I ever bought for myself.

Okay, it was a perfume that I bought in high school, but still. I loved
that perfume, and I would honestly give up every other partnership I have
to work with them.

I just wish I knew what they were looking for so I can plan accordingly.
I don’t even know how many other bloggers will be at the dinner or who
they invited.

I guess Il find out when I get there.

In the meantime...wish me luck. I’ll need it.



DAiLy GRATITUDE:

1. Croissants
2. DC-NYC trains
3. Brady (don't tell him I said this though, or he’ll never stop

bragging)

My TRIP TO NEW YORK WAS A SERIES OF DISASTERS.

I took a train up that Saturday, and when I arrived at the townhouse
where the Delamonte dinner was being held, I knew Brady was right. It was
an audition.

Besides Delamonte staff, the only people in attendance were bloggers.

But even though there were six of us at the dinner, Luisa spent the entire
cocktail hour gushing over Raya and Adam, the latest darlings of the
influencer world and the only couple present.

I could barely get a word in edgewise between her excitement over
Raya hitting the one point four million follower mark last week and the
pair’s upcoming trip to Paris.

The one time [ tried to interject by asking a question about the brand’s
new line, Luisa answered with a three-word response before turning back to
Raya.

If my parents were here, they would disown me out of sheer
disappointment for not living up to the Alonso name and capturing
everyone’s attention at the event.

That was disaster number one.

Disaster number two entered after everyone had been seated and
appetizers were served.

“Sorry I’m late.” The lazy drawl sent shock fluttering to life in my
chest. “Traffic.”

No. There’s no way.

I had a better chance of getting hit by a meteorite than I did running into
Christian Harper twice in the same week outside the Mirage. In New York,
no less.



But when I looked up, there he was.

Chiseled cheekbones and whiskey eyes, sin and danger all wrapped up
in a flawless suit.

My food turned to ash on my tongue. Of all the people I didn’t want to
witness me crash and burn, he ranked at the top of the list.

Not because I thought he’d judge me, but because I was afraid he
wouldn’t. A near-stranger who treated me better than those who were
supposed to love me unconditionally.

I wouldn’t be able to bear it.

Luisa stood and greeted him with an effusive hug, but I couldn’t hear
much of her introduction over the roar of blood in my ears.

“...CEO of Harper Security...old friend...”

Christian’s expression remained polite, almost disinterested, while Luisa
talked, but there was nothing disinterested about the way his eyes held
mine.

Dark and knowing, like they could strip away every mask I showed the
world and find the broken pieces of the girl hiding underneath.

Like they thought the brokenness was beautiful anyway.

Unease burned through me, and I severed the connection with a blink.

He couldn’t have been thinking any of those things.

He didn’t even know me.

Luisa finished what had to be the longest introduction in the history of
introductions, but it was only after Christian started walking toward me that
I realized there was only one empty seat at the table.

It was next to mine.

Luisa had mentioned it was reserved for another guest. I hadn’t known
it would be him.

“Stella.” The deep, smooth timbre of his voice sent a warm shiver down
my spine. “This is a pleasant surprise.”

I tightened and released the hold on my fork in tandem with my
exhales.

“Christian.” I couldn’t very well call him Mr. Harper when he used my
first name.

It was my first time saying his given name, and the syllables lingered
longer on my tongue than expected. Not unpleasant, but far too intimate for
my liking.



I resisted the urge to shift in my seat while he stared down at me, his
face relaxed but his eyes like hot molten amber as they moved from the top
of my head to the dip of my dress.

The scrutiny lasted less than five seconds, yet a trail of fire erupted in its
wake.

Cool, calm, collected.

“I didn’t realize you were...” I searched for the right term. “Affiliated
with Delamonte.”

That wasn’t the right term, but I didn’t know how else to word it.
Everyone at the table was a fashion blogger or a member of the Delamonte
team. Christian was noticeably neither of those things.

“I’m not,” he said wryly.

“Secret fashion blogger, then?” I widened my eyes and made my voice
intentionally breathless with surprise. “Don’t tell me. Your blog is called...
Suits and Whiskey. No? Guns and Roses. Wait, that’s a band.” I tapped my
finger against the table. “Ties and—"

“If you’re done...” I didn’t think it was possible, but Christian’s voice
turned even drier. “Switch seats with me.”

My tapping stopped. “Why?”

He had a prime seat next to Luisa, who was too busy talking to—who
else—Raya on her other side to notice Christian hadn’t taken his seat yet.

“I dislike the corner of the table.”

My stare was one of disbelief. “What do you do if it’s a four-seater?”
Then every seat would be at the corner of the table.

Impatience greeted my question.

I sighed and switched seats with him. We were starting to attract
attention from the rest of the table, and I didn’t want to make a scene.

I was nervous Luisa would be upset I took her special guest’s seat, but
as the night wore on, Christian’s weird quirk turned out to be quite
advantageous for me.

I now had direct access to Luisa, who didn’t seem upset at all and who
finally turned to me after Raya excused herself to use the restroom.

“Thank you for coming up to New York. I know it’s a bigger ask of you
than the other girls.” Luisa’s cocktail ring glittered beneath the lights as she
sipped her drink.

“Of course.” Like anyone would turn down an invite to a private
Delamonte dinner. “I wouldn’t have missed it for the world.”



“’m curious why you don’t move to the city. There are more
opportunities here than in D.C. if you want to get into fashion.” She
sounded equal parts curious and disapproving, like I was intentionally being
obtuse by not seeking greener grass elsewhere.

A cotton ball formed in my throat at the indirect reminder of Maura and
what was at stake.

“I want to be close to family.” Maura was like family, so I wasn’t
completely lying. “But I’m considering a move soon.”

Also not lying. I was considering a move. I just knew it couldn’t happen
anytime soon.

“By the way, congratulations on a wonderful Fashion Week.” I switched
subjects to something more relevant. I wasn’t here to talk about my
personal life; I was here to land a deal. “I especially loved the pastel
dusters.”

Luisa lit up at the mention of the brand’s latest fall/winter collection,
and soon, we were deep in conversation about the trends we’d spotted at
last week’s New York Fashion Week.

I couldn’t attend in person because of work—only senior editors at D.C.
Style, like Meredith, were budgeted to attend NYFW—but I’d caught up on
my anticipated shows online.

When Raya returned from the bathroom, her face soured at the sight of
me and Luisa chatting animatedly.

I tried my best to ignore her.

Once upon a time, Raya and I had been friends. She’d started her
account two years ago and reached out to me for advice. I’d been happy to
share what I knew, but after she surpassed me in followers a few months
ago, she’d stopped answering my messages. The only contact we had these
days was the occasional hello at an event.

Her meteoric rise could be traced directly to her relationship with
Adam, who was a big influencer himself in the travel space. When they
started dating last year, their content went viral and both their accounts
exploded.

There was nothing like cross-promotion and feeding the public’s
voyeuristic desire to follow the love lives of strangers.

Meanwhile, I’d been blogging for almost a decade, and my account had
been stuck at just shy of nine hundred thousand followers for over a year. It
was still a huge audience, and I was grateful for each and every one of them



(except the bots and creepy men who treated Instagram like it was a hookup
app), but I couldn’t deny the truth.

My social media was stagnating, and I had no clue how to revive it.

I faltered and lost my train of thought in the middle of a sentence.

Raya swooped into the lull like a vulture after prey. “Luisa, I’d love to
hear about Delamonte’s fabric archive in Milan,” she said, pulling the
CEQ’s attention back to her. “Adam and I are visiting Italy this spring,
and...”

Frustration bit at my veins as Raya successfully hijacked the
conversation.

I opened my mouth to interrupt them. I could see myself doing it in my
head, but in real life, the words couldn’t make it past the filter of my
upbringing and lifelong social anxiety.

Disaster number three.

To anyone else, Raya’s interruption wouldn’t rise to the level of a
disaster, but my brain couldn’t always untangle the difference between a
setback and a catastrophe.

“You did well.”

My heart skipped a beat at Christian’s voice before it returned to its
normal rhythm. “With?”

“Luisa.” He tilted his head toward the other woman. I hadn’t realized
he’d been paying attention to our conversation; he’d been conversing with
the guest on his other side the entire time. “She likes you.”

I gave him a doubtful stare. “We talked for five minutes.”

“It only takes one to make an impression.”

“One minute isn’t enough to get to know someone.”

“I didn’t say get to know someone.” Christian brought his wine to his
lips, his words relaxed yet perceptive. “I said make an impression.”

“What impression did I make on you?”

The question sparked and hissed like a live wire between us,
swallowing enough oxygen to make every breath a struggle.

Christian set his glass down with a precision that pulsed in my veins.
“Don’t ask questions you don’t want the answer to.”

Surprise tinged with hurt bloomed in my chest. “That bad?”

From what I remembered, our first meeting had been fairly standard. I’d
said a total of two words to him.

“No.” The word was a rough caress against my skin. “That good.”



Warmth suffused my skin.

“Oh.” T swallowed the breathless note in my voice. “Well, in case you
were wondering, my first impression of you was that you were very well-
dressed.”

That’d been my second impression. My first impression had actually
been that face. So perfectly chiseled and symmetrical it should be stamped
inside textbooks as a prime example of the golden ratio.

But I wouldn’t admit that even if Christian put a gun to my head.

If I did, he might think I was flirting with him, and that would open a
can of worms I didn’t want to deal with.

“Good to know.” His dry tone returned.

The servers brought out dessert, which he declined with a shake of his
head.

I took a bite of layered chocolate cake before I asked, as casually as I
could, “How do you know Luisa likes me?”

“I know.”

If this was the way Christian conducted all his conversations, I was
surprised no one had tried to stab him in a boardroom yet. Or maybe they’d
tried and failed.

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

“Lu, are you coming down to D.C. anytime soon?” he asked, ignoring
my pointed response and cutting into Luisa’s conversation with Raya like
the other blogger wasn’t even there.

“No plans yet.” Luisa gave him a curious stare. “Why?”

“Stella was telling me about this spot that would be perfect for your
menswear shoot.”

I almost choked on a mouthful of cake.

“Really?” Luisa eyed me with renewed interest. “That would be perfect
timing. Our location scout has been having the hardest time finding a spot
that’s on theme and not overdone. Where is it?”

“It’s...” I scrambled to come up with an answer while silently cursing
Christian for putting me on the spot like this.

What place in D.C. makes sense for a menswear shoot?

“You said it was an old warehouse somewhere,” Christian prompted.

Clarity dawned in an instant.

There was an old industrial building on the fringes of the city that I’ve
shot at a few times. It was a bustling factory until the 1980s, when the



owner moved his headquarters to Philadelphia. In the absence of new
owners, the building fell into disrepair and became overgrown with weeds
and ivy.

It was a trek to get there, but the contrast of green against old steel
provided a striking backdrop for photoshoots, especially luxury ones.

How does Christian know about that?

“Right.” I released a small breath and smiled at Luisa. “It doesn’t have
an actual address, but I’m happy to show you or a team member how to get
there if that’s something you’re interested in.”

She tapped her nails against the table in thought. “It’s very possible. Do
you have sample photos?”

I pulled up some of my old photos and showed them to Luisa, whose
eyebrows popped up with approval.

“Oh, those are gorgeous . Can you send them to me? I have to show
them to our scout...”

My heart skipped when Luisa gave me her cell number so I could text
her the link, but when I looked up, the thrill evaporated at the sight of Raya
and Adam whispering furiously to each other while casting side glances in
my direction.

Anxiety buzzed beneath my skin like a swarm of bees.

Those whispers brought me back to my middle school days when
everyone giggled and talked behind their hands when I walked into a room.
I’d hit my growth spurt early, and at age thirteen, I’d been tall, skinny, and
awkward enough to be an easy target for bullies.

I’ve since grown into my own skin, but the anxiety had never gone
away.

“Why don’t you let us in on your joke?” Christian’s casual request
masked a dark undertone that wiped the smiles off Raya’s and Adam’s
faces. “It must be a good one.”

“We were talking about something personal.” Raya rolled her eyes, but
her expression contained a hint of nerves.

“lI see. Next time, refrain from doing so at a public event. It’s
disrespectful.” The content of Christian’s rebuke was mild, but he delivered
it with such vicious contempt Raya’s face flushed crimson.

Instead of defending his girlfriend, Adam stared down at his plate, his
own face pale.



The exchange had been so short and held in such low tones the rest of
the table was oblivious. Even Luisa didn’t notice; she was too busy texting
someone (probably her location scout).

“Thank you,” I said quietly, wishing I was bold enough to call out Raya
myself.

“They were annoying me,” was Christian’s detached answer.

Nevertheless, warmth settled in my stomach and stayed with me
through the rest of dinner and the end-of-night goodbyes.

By the time I exited the townhouse half an hour later, I felt marginally
better about my ambassadorship chances, but it was far from a sure thing. I
was still convinced Luisa favored Raya, no matter what Christian said.

Speaking of whom...

I slid a side glance at him as he fell into step with me. I was staying at a
boutique hotel not far from Luisa’s place, but I doubted Christian was
staying there as well. He probably had a place in the city; at the very least,
he’d stay somewhere like The Carlyle or The Four Seasons, not an eight-
room hotel with no designer amenities.

“Are you following me?” I asked lightly as we turned the corner onto a
side street.

Christian’s presence dominated the sidewalk, soaking into the shadows
and rendering the air around us invincible. So quiet and lethal even the
darkness didn’t dare touch him.

“Merely making sure you return to your hotel safe and sound,” he
drawled.

“First the car ride the other day, now this. Do you always provide your
tenants with such hands-on service?”

A smoky gleam passed through those whiskey eyes and sent heat
rushing to my cheeks, but Christian refrained from making the obvious
joke.

“No.” Short and simple, delivered with the self-assurance of someone
who never had to explain himself.

We walked in silence for another minute before he said, “To answer
your earlier question, I know she likes you because I know Luisa. It sounds
counterintuitive, but whenever she’s impressed with someone, she puts
them on the back burner. She’s more interested in grilling those she’s not
sure about.”

I was already so used to his abrupt topic changes I didn’t skip a beat.



“Maybe.” I’ll believe it when I see it, a.k.a. get the deal. “How do you
know her so well?”

Luisa was twenty years older than Christian, but that didn’t mean
anything. Older women slept with younger men every day. It would explain
the way she lit up when she saw him.

A tiny frown creased my forehead for a reason I couldn’t name.

“I’m friends with her nephew. And no, I never slept with her.” A hint of
laughter threaded through his voice.

My cheeks blazed hotter, but thankfully, my voice came out cool and
even. “Thank you for the information, but I’'m not interested in your love
life,” I said with a regal tilt of my chin.

“Never said anything about love, Ms. Alonso.”

“Fine, I’'m not interested in your sex life.”

“Hmm. That’s a shame.” The hint of laughter intensified.

If he was trying to get a rise out of me, he wouldn’t succeed.

“Only for you,” I said sweetly.

We stopped in front of my hotel. The light from the windows slashed
across Christian’s face, casting half of it in shadow. Light and dark.

Two halves of the same coin.

“One more thing.” My breaths formed tiny white puffs in the air. “Why
did you show up at dinner tonight?”

It wasn’t to catch up with Luisa; he’d barely spoken to her all night.

A shadow passed through his eyes before it sank beneath the cool amber
surface. “I wanted to see someone.”

The words soaked into the pocket of air separating us. I hadn’t realized
how close we’d gotten until now.

Leather, spice, and winter. That was all that existed before Christian
stepped back and tipped his head toward the hotel entrance. A clear
dismissal.

I opened my mouth then closed it before I brushed past him.

It wasn’t until I reached the revolving glass doors that my curiosity
overpowered my hesitance.

I turned, half expecting to see Christian already gone, but he remained
at the base of the stairs. Dark hair, dark coat, and a face that was somehow
even more devastating when partially cloaked in shadow.

“Who did you want to see?”

It was so cold my lungs burned, but still I waited for his answer.



Something amused and dangerous surfaced in his eyes before he turned
away. “Good night, Stella.”

The words drifted into my ears after the night had already swallowed
him whole.

I exhaled a rough breath and shook off the pinpricks of electricity
dotting my skin.

However, thoughts of Christian, Luisa, and even Delamonte vanished
when I entered my room, checked my phone, and disaster number four
struck.

I’d kept my cell in my purse the entire night because I didn’t want to be
that person texting at the dinner table. Luisa had been doing it, but she was
the host; she could do whatever she wanted.

Now, I realized my attempt at appearing professional might have
backfired, because my screen was littered with missed calls and texts from
Meredith. The last one was from twenty minutes ago.

Oh God.

What was wrong? How long had she been trying to reach me?

A dozen possibilities raced through my head as I called her back, my
heart in my throat and my palms clammy with sweat.

Maybe the office was on fire, or I’d forgotten to send the Prada bag
back to—

“Stella. How nice to finally hear from you.” Her frosty greeting
slithered down my spine like the cool skin of a reptile.

“I’m so sorry. I put my phone on silent and just saw—"

“I know where you were at. I saw you in the background of Raya’s
Instagram Stories.”

Despite her contempt for bloggers, Meredith followed their social media
religiously. Something about competition and staying on top of trends.

I seemed to be the only one who saw the irony in that.

I swallowed hard. “Is something wrong? How can I help?”

Never mind that it was near midnight on a Saturday night. Work-life
balance didn’t exist for junior magazine employees.

“There was an issue with next week’s photoshoot, but we figured it out
while you were partying,” Meredith said coolly. “We’ll discuss this on
Monday. Be in my office at seven-thirty a.m. sharp.”

The line went dead, as did any hope she would let the night’s
transgression slide.



I had a sinking feeling that come eight o’clock on Monday morning, I
would no longer have a job.



STELLA

“YOU’RE FIRED.”

Two words. Three syllables. I’d mentally prepared myself for them
since Saturday night’s fiasco, but they still hit me like a punch in the gut.

Breathe. In, one, two, three. Out, one, two, three.

It didn’t work. Oxygen couldn’t bypass the knot in my throat, and tiny
pinpricks of black swam across my vision as I stared at Meredith’s seated
figure.

She sipped her coffee and paged through the latest Women’s Wear Daily
like she hadn’t reduced my life to rubble in the space of ten seconds.

“Meredith, if I—”

“Don’t.” She raised a manicured hand, her expression bored. “I already
know what you’re going to say, and it won’t change my mind. I’ve been
watching you and your lack of enthusiasm for a while, Stella, and Saturday
night was the last straw.”

The coppery taste of blood filled my mouth from how hard I bit my
tongue.

Lack of enthusiasm? Lack of enthusiasm ?

I was the first person in and the last person out of the office. I did eighty
percent of the work on shoots for a fraction of the credit. I never
complained even when she threw the most outrageous requests at me, like
getting Chanel to ship a limited-edition couture gown to us from Paris with
less than twenty-four hours’ notice.

If that was a lack of enthusiasm, I shuddered to think what she
considered an appropriate level of dedication.



“Yes, I noticed,” Meredith said, mistaking my silence for agreement. “I
admit, you have a good eye for style, but so do a thousand other girls who
would kill to be in your position. You clearly don’t want to be here. I see it
in your eyes every time I talk to you. Honestly, we shouldn’t have hired you
in the first place. Your blog generates enough traffic to be considered a
competitor, and our contract forbids our employees from engaging in
competitive business practices. The only reason we didn’t fire you earlier
was because your side job didn’t interfere with your work.”

Meredith took another sip of coffee. “On Saturday night, it did. You’ll
receive an email and official termination paperwork by the end of the day.”

Panic squeezed my lungs at the prospect of losing my job, but I also
detected a kernel of something else.

Anger.

Meredith could make all the excuses she wanted, but we both know
she’d been dying to fire me for years. She was part of the old guard who
didn’t like the changes bloggers were bringing to the industry, and she took
out her resentment on me.

Maybe if you treated your employees better, I’d be more enthusiastic.
Maybe if you weren't so insecure, you’d see how my blog could help the
magazine, not hurt it. On that note, you should check out the skin tone guide
I posted last week because the color of your top does nothing for your
complexion.

The uncharacteristic slew of insults rushed to the tip of my tongue, but I
swallowed them before they spilled out and got me blacklisted in the
industry.

All T wanted was to work in fashion and be close to Maura. That was
why I’d stayed in the city and got a job at D.C. Style despite my parents’
insistence that I find a job “more befitting an Alonso.”

I gave up a lot of things for other people, but my dream wouldn’t be one
of them...unless it was out of my hands, and I got fired.

“I understand.” I forced a smile that matched the vise wrapped around
my chest in tightness.

“Have your things cleared out by this afternoon,” Meredith added
without looking up from her computer. “There are boxes waiting for you at
your desk.”

Humiliation washed over my skin as I exited her office and walked to
my desk. Everyone knew I’d been fired. Some of them shot me pitying



glances; others didn’t hide their smirks.

But none of their reactions compared to what my family’s would be
once I told them what happened. They already disapproved of me “wasting”
my Thayer University degree on a fashion career. If they found out I’d been
fired...

My hands shook before I caught myself and steadied them. I refused to
give my coworkers the joy of seeing me sweat as I picked up my boxes and
swept out of the office with as much dignity as I could muster.

Everything will be fine. Everything is fine.

My Uber ride home was a blur. I couldn’t stop picturing my parents’
faces when they find out what happened. The disappointment, judgment,
and, worse, the silent I told you so’ that would undoubtedly make up half
our conversation.

I told you working at a fashion magazine isn’t sustainable.

I told you to stop spending so much time on your blog. It’s a hobby, not
a job.

I told you to do something more meaningful with your degree. Become
an environmental lawyer like your mom, or at least work for a respectable
newspaper.

And that was only one consequence of my firing.

I hadn’t even thought about the impact on my finances or my ability to
find another job.

Pressure ballooned in my chest, but I managed to make it back to my
apartment before I collapsed.

The cardboard boxes containing my office desk items landed next to me
with a thud as I sank onto the living room floor and closed my eyes.

Everything is fine.

Everything is fine.

Everything is fine.

The silent mantra succeeded in calming my shallow breaths.

It wasn’t the end of the world. People got fired every day, and I still had
money coming in from my blog and brand collaborations.

Plus, I could sell some of my wardrobe for extra cash. The money I’d
receive from that would be pitiful, even for designer items, but it was better
than nothing.

Worst came to worst, I could agree to some high-paying partnerships I'd
turned down in the past.



I refused to collaborate with brands whose products I didn’t genuinely
love, which drove Brady nuts because I was so picky about the clothes I
wore and the products I used. It significantly hindered my earning potential,
but I would rather earn less and be genuine than shill something I didn’t
believe in for a quick check.

Of course, that’d been when I had a full-time salary to supplement my
side business.

Everything is fine.

Everything is fine.

Everything is—

The familiar sound of my ringtone dragged me out of my thoughts
before I slipped too far down my spiral.

I forced my eyes open and checked the screen.

Brady.

I was tempted to let it go to voicemail, but maybe he had an update on
one of my pending collaborations. I would agree to anything paid right now.

Well, almost anything.

“Hello?” My voice came out scratchy and hoarse, but at least I wasn’t
crying.

“How’d it go?” A car honked in the background, nearly drowning out
Brady’s voice. “You ignored all my calls! Give me the deets, ASAP.”

A migraine blossomed behind my temple. “How did what go?”

“Delamonte .” The duh was implied. “A little birdie confirmed the
dinner was an audition, so tell me. Do they love you or do they love you?”

The reminder of Delamonte did nothing to improve my mood. “They
love me. Just not as much as Raya.”

No matter what Christian said, I was convinced the Delamonte deal was
a lost cause. If I couldn’t keep my job at a small-market magazine, how
could I be the ambassador for one of the world’s leading fashion brands?

It technically wasn’t a direct correlation, but in my shock-numbed,
panicked mind it was.

A short pause followed my statement before Brady exploded. “Are you
shitting me? Did you see the boots Raya wore in her latest post? Talk about
tacky. That’s not Delamonte’s style at all. You are Delamonte! Your
aesthetic is so fucking perfect for them, it’s like they...it’s like they created
you in their super-secret lab. Or something.”



“Yes, well, Raya has more followers than me, and she has Adam. It’s
like a two-in-one deal.”

I hated wallowing in self-pity, but once I got started, I couldn’t stop.

I’d been trying to reach a million followers for years , and Raya got it
done in less than two posting about her new boyfriend and using the tips I
gave her.

I didn’t mind sharing what I knew. Life, for the most part, wasn’t a
competition. But I would be lying if I said that knowledge didn’t sting a
bit.

“She’s only growing so fast because of Adam and vice versa,” Brady
grumbled. “I hate to say it, but influencer couples are what’s hot right now.
You rarely see individual influencers skyrocket like that. People love
following other people’s love lives. It’s sick.”

I mustered a dry laugh. “Too bad I’m not part of a couple.”

D.C.’s dating pool was, for lack of a better word, dismal.

Then again, I no longer had a job taking up my time, so there was that.

I’d tell Brady about D.C. Style after I had time to process it myself.
Talking about it would make it real, and I could use a little fantasy right
now.

He was so quiet I thought the line cut off because Brady was never
quiet. A quick check told me that wasn’t the case. I was about to prompt
him again when he finally spoke.

“No, but you could be...” he said slowly.

My migraine intensified. “What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about you getting a boyfriend. Think about it.” His voice
pitched higher with excitement. “Your followers have never seen you date
someone. You don’t date, right? Imagine if you did. They’d go crazy ! And
look at all the couple content that’s going viral. People eat that shit up.
You’ll be at a million followers in no time! If you hit that milestone,
Delamonte will notice. Rumor has it they won’t make a final decision for
another few weeks. Trust me. They already love you—I know they do. You
just gotta give them a little extra push.”

My jaw unhinged.

“Are you joking? I’m not going to string someone along and date them
just so I can get more followers and a brand campaign!”

“Then be honest. Tell them the truth up front. Find a fake boyfriend.
Someone who’ll also have something to gain from this.”



“Another influencer?” I winced at the prospect.

Not that it mattered because there was no way I would do what Brady
was suggesting. The idea that I had to get a boyfriend to be deemed
“interesting” made my skin crawl.

We’d progressed from the days when women couldn’t go anywhere or
do anything without their husband’s approval, but the sad truth was, our
value was still tied to our ability to “land” a partner, at least in society’s
eyes.

The number of times people asked me why I didn’t have a boyfriend yet
was proof of that. Like my being single was a problem I needed to solve
instead of a choice I'd made. Like my lack of a partner somehow meant I
was lacking somehow.

I didn’t have anything against dating. I was happy for my friends who’d
found their One, and I'd be open to a relationship if I met the right person.

But I was pretty sure the right person wouldn’t result from a ruse to get
more social media followers and further my career.

“Maybe another influencer,” Brady said thoughtfully. “Or someone
who’ll benefit from having a beautiful woman on their arm.”

My stomach turned.

“You make it sound so sleazy. No way.” I shook my head. “I don’t have
the time or energy for a real or fake relationship.”

“Stella, I’m telling you this as your friend and manager.” His voice was
sterner than I’d ever heard it. “You want the Delamonte deal? You want a
million followers? You want to show Raya and all the girls out there dying
to see you fail that you still have what it takes to stay on top? Then get a
boyfriend.”

Brady’s words ran through my mind long after I hung up.

It was the twenty-first century. I shouldn’t have to date someone to stay
relevant.

But as much as I hated to admit it, he was right. There was a reason
celebrities always magically entered relationships before a big album drop
or movie premiere, and why unmarried politicians rarely won campaigns.

I rubbed my temple.

The idea of a fake boyfriend seemed absurd, but was it that absurd?

If movie stars could “date” someone for publicity, so could I. That I
wasn’t a celebrity was irrelevant; the principle was the same.

I can’t believe I’'m considering this.



I pulled up my Instagram and stared at the number at the top of my
profile.

899K. I’d been stuck there for over a year, and it reminded me of where
I was going in life—nowhere. Same city, same routine day in and day out.

The lure of a million followers and what it represented dangled in front
of me like a sparkling diamond.

Validation. Opportunity. Success.

If I just reach and stretch...

The 899K stared back at me, taunting me.

I knew better than to derive value from my follower count, but that
number impacted my income and livelihood.

Maybe it was ego.

Maybe I wanted to prove to everyone, including myself, that the blood,
sweat, and tears I’d poured into growing the account hadn’t been in vain.

Or maybe Brady was right, and I needed to shake things up.

Whatever it was, it compelled me enough to exit out of the app and into
my contacts list.

[ stared at the list of names, my eyes instinctively homing in on the male
ones.

I can’t believe I’'m considering this.

But I had no job and nothing to lose...except my integrity.

Unfortunately, integrity didn’t pay the bills, and it wasn’t like I was
murdering or stealing. It would just be a little white lie to sell the show that
was my online presence.

My teeth dug into my bottom lip.

Then, before I could second guess myself, I called the first name that
looked good.

“Hey Trent, it’s Stella. I know, it’s been a long time, but I have a
question for you...”



STELLA

I’D OVERESTIMATED THE NUMBER OF STRAIGHT, SINGLE MEN IN MY LIFE.

After vetting my contacts, I found three who could potentially fulfill the
role of my fake boyfriend, and after two disastrous test dates, that number
had dwindled to one.

My first date kept trying to sell me on crypto while the second asked me
for a bathroom blowjob in between the entree and dessert.

By the time my third date rolled around, my optimism had dwindled
into a dying ember, but I clung to that flickering flame like it was my last
hope.

Which it was.

No one knew when Delamonte would make their decision, but it had to
be soon. I had a limited time to find a fake boyfriend, throw some couple
photos up, and pray it would drag my account out of its slump. When it
came to landing competitive brand deals, every little bit helped.

It wasn’t the world’s best or most well-thought-out plan, but it was a
plan. No matter how ludicrous it was, it made me feel like I was taking
control of my life, and that knowledge—that I wasn’t completely helpless
and still had the power to shape my future—was the only thing keeping me
afloat at the moment.

“Third time’s the charm.” The words rang with equal parts hope,
weariness, and a touch of self-loathing.

I’d thrown myself into the Boyfriend Plan, as Brady called it, because I
had no choice, but a part of me flinched every time I thought about what a
successful plan would entail.

Deception. Lying. Pretending to be someone I wasn’t.



I’d cultivated close relationships with my followers over the years.
Some of them had been with me since I was a college freshman posting
grainy photos of my campus looks online.

The thought of betraying that trust made my stomach turn.

However, I couldn’t let Maura down. And, if I was being honest, I
really wanted a million followers.

It was the big milestone. The door that would open a thousand more
opportunities and prove that I wasn’t the disappointment my parents
thought I was.

My friends thought I had the perfect family, and I'd never told them the
truth because it seemed like such a trivial problem. Judgmental families
were a dime a dozen.

But that didn’t mean it didn’t sting.

My parents didn’t always voice it, but I saw the disappointment in their
eyes every time they looked at me.

I took a deep breath, smoothed a hand over the front of my dress, and
checked my reflection in the hallway mirror one last time.

Hair twisted into an elegant knot, earrings that added a touch of
glamour, and lipstick that brightened my winter-dulled skin.

Perfect.

I took the elevator downstairs and spent the ride checking my emails for
Delamonte updates or responses from the dozen jobs I’d applied to over the
past week.

Nothing.

No news was good news, right? Maybe not for the jobs, but at least for
Delamonte.

Until I received an email or a press release announcing their next brand
ambassador from them, I wouldn’t dwell on negativity. I didn’t want to
accidentally manifest losing out on the campaign.

The elevator doors pinged open. I stepped out and ran a thumb over the
crystals dangling from my necklace. Rose quartz for luck in love, citrine for
general good vibrations.

Here’s hoping they work.

“Hi, Stella!” The eager voice pulled my attention to the front desk,
where the concierge beamed at me, all shiny teeth and puppy dog eyes from
behind the marble counter.



I released my necklace and smiled back. “Hi, Lance. Stuck on the
graveyard shift again?”

“That’s what happens when you’re the youngest member on the team.”
He heaved an exaggerated sigh before examining me. “You’re all dressed
up tonight. Hot date?”

Part of me briefly entertained the idea of asking him to be my fake
boyfriend before I dismissed it. That would be too messy for a multitude of
reasons, the least of which was the fact he worked in my building.

“Hopefully.” T gave a playful spin, my metallic skirt flaring around my
knees. I’d paired it with a fitted black sweater and boots for an elegant but
simple first date look. “How do I look?”

“You look beautiful.” There was a wistful note in his voice. “You
always—"

He didn’t get a chance to finish before I slammed into a brick wall. I
stumbled and I instinctively reached up to steady myself.

Soft wool and masculine heat touched my fingers.

Not a wall, my dazed mind noted.

My eyes traveled up past the peaked lapels of a black suit, the open
collar of a crisp white shirt, and the tanned column of a strong, masculine
throat before they rested on a beautifully carved face, shadowed with
disapproval.

“Ms. Alonso.” Christian’s cool voice sent goosebumps skittering across
my skin. There was no trace of the semi-playful dinner partner from New
York. “Distracting my staff from their job again?”

Again? I’d never distracted anyone from anything, except maybe the
time Lance helped me carry a package to the elevators and the resident
behind me in line had to wait an extra two minutes.

I removed my hand from Christian’s chest. His heat seared so deep I felt
it in my bones even when I stepped back and upped the wattage of my
smile.

Calm, cool, collected.

“I was making conversation. I wanted Lance’s opinion on something,
but since you’re here, I might as well ask you.” I spun again. “What do you
think? Is this outfit date-worthy?”

I didn’t even complete my first spin before Christian’s hand closed
around my arm.



When 1 looked up, the shadow of disapproval had morphed into
something darker. More dangerous.

Then I blinked and the darkness was gone, replaced by his usual polite
impassiveness.

Somehow, that unsettled me even more.

“You’re going on a date.”

Christian had a talent for turning every question into...well, not a
question.

“Yes.” An uncharacteristic burst of mischief bloomed inside me. “That’s
where you take someone out for dinner, drinks, maybe some hand-holding.
It might sound like a foreign concept, but you should try it sometime, Mr.
Harper. It’ll do you some good.”

Maybe it would loosen him up a little.

For all his charm and wealth, he was wound tighter than the spring of
his Audemars Piguet watch. It was evident in the precision of his walk, the
set of his shoulders, and the unnatural flawlessness of his appearance.

Not a hair out of place, not a speck of lint on his clothes.

Christian Harper was a man who thrived on controlling everything,
including his feelings.

He stared down at me, his jaw so tense I could practically hear his teeth
grind. “I don’t hold hands.”

“Fine, no hand-holding. Cuddling then, on a bench overlooking the
river, followed by some whispered sweet nothings and a goodnight kiss.
Doesn’t that sound nice?”

I swallowed a laugh at the way his lip curled. Judging by his expression,
my suggestion sounded as nice as being thrown into a vat of bubbling acid.

“You don’t usually date.”

My amusement faded, replaced with a pinprick of annoyance. “You
don’t know that. I could’ve gone on a hundred dates since I moved in and
you wouldn’t have known.”

“Have you?”

Dammit. T couldn’t lie, not even when every cell in my body urged me
to wipe the knowing look from his eyes.

“That’s not the point,” I said. “Maybe it hasn’t been a hundred, but it’s
been a few.”

Two, and they were test dates that reminded me why I hated dating. But
he didn’t need to know that.



“And where is your date tonight?”

It was an innocent question, but intuition told me to keep the exact
location to myself. “A bar.”

“How specific.”

“How none of your business.” I gave him a pointed stare.

Christian’s smile didn’t soften the smooth, bladed edge of his voice.
“Have fun on your date, Stella.”

The conversation was over, which was just as well. I was already
running late.

But as I left for my date, I couldn’t focus on the man I was about to see.

I was too busy thinking about whiskey eyes and black suits.

HALF AN HOUR LATER, I WISHED I’D STAYED IN THE LOBBY WITH CHRISTIAN
because my date was going as well as expected, which was to say, not at
all.

Klaus was one of the few male fashion bloggers who lived in D.C., and
I’d liked him well enough the few times we chatted at events.

Unfortunately, those chats had been too short for me to realize what
became obvious after an extended conversation.

Klaus was a massive, raging douchebag.

“I told them I don’t work for free. I understand it’s a charity, but I am a
luxury blogger.” Klaus adjusted his secondhand Rolex. “What part of me
screams free posts for cancer awareness? Of course, it’s a great cause,” he
added hastily. “But it takes time for me to shoot and post, you know? I even
gave them a ten percent discount off my usual fee, but they said no.”

“There’s a reason it’s called charity.” I finished my drink. Two glasses
of wine in twenty minutes. A record for me, and a testament to how much I
didn’t want to be here. But Klaus was my last hope, and I gave him more
leeway than usual. Maybe he meant well but couldn’t express it in the right
manner. “They can’t afford to pay thousands of dollars for every post.”

“I didn’t ask them to pay for every post. I asked them to pay me .”

Dear Lord, give me strength.

“I did that campaign for free. It took me less than an hour, and I didn’t
die,” I pointed out.

I had a soft spot for charities, and I accepted almost all of those
collaborations if the organization was legit. Brady hated it, mainly because



they were always unpaid, and he earned nothing from those deals.

Klaus laughed. “Yes, well, that’s the difference between men and
women, isn’t it?”

My spine stiffened. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“It means most men ask for what they’re worth and most women don’t.”
Klaus’s casual shrug made my eye twitch. “It’s not an insult, merely an
observation. But someone’s gotta make less money, right?”

My fingers tightened around the stem of my wineglass.

I suddenly wished it weren’t empty. I’d never been more tempted to
throw a drink in someone’s face.

He wasn’t wrong about the whole ask for what they’re worth thing, but
his tone was so condescending it overshadowed everything else. Plus, he’d
nickel and dimed a cancer charity, of all things.

“Klaus.” My even voice betrayed none of the anger simmering in my
blood. “Thank you for the drinks, but we’ve reached the end of our date.”

He stopped fiddling with a stray lock of hair to stare at me. “Excuse
me?”

“We’re not compatible, and I don’t want to waste either of our times.”

I would also rather stab my eye out with a Christian Louboutin heel
than spend another minute with you, I added silently.

Klaus’s face flushed an angry, mottled red.

“Whatever.” He stood and yanked his coat off the back of his chair. “I
only stayed out of pity, anyway. You’re nowhere near as hot as everyone
says you are.”

Says the guy who buys followers and uses a fake account to comment
how hot he is under his own posts. The retort tingled on the tip of my
tongue until my aversion to confrontation squashed it.

If I had a penny for every comeback I kept to myself, I wouldn’t need
the Delamonte deal. I would already be a millionaire.

I waited until Klaus stormed out in a cloud of overpowering cologne
and indignation before I groaned and buried my face in my hands.

Now that Klaus was off the table, I officially had zero prospects for a
decent fake boyfriend.

No fake boyfriend, no follower growth, no Delamonte deal, no money,
no care for Maura...

My thoughts ran together in a jumbled stream.



Was there another way to grow my account besides getting a fake
boyfriend? Maybe.

Would growing my account fast enough guarantee I get the Delamonte
deal? No.

But once my brain latched onto an idea, trying to pry it off was like
trying to crack a vault with a toothpick. Plus, with no job and no bites on
my resume, I was getting desperate.

The boyfriend idea might’ve made me uneasy, but it’d also offered a
glimmer of hope. Now, that glimmer had dulled into an ugly, tarnished
brown.

I drained my water, hoping it would alleviate the dryness in my throat.
All it did was send me into a small coughing fit when it went down the
wrong pipe.

“I assume the whispered sweet nothings and goodnight kiss are off the
table.”

My skin grew hot at the familiar drawl behind me.

Cool, calm, collected.

I waited for my lungs to fill with air before I responded.

“Once is a coincidence, twice is a pattern.” I turned my head. “What’s
three times, Mr. Harper?”

First, the car ride home. Second, the Delamonte dinner. I didn’t count
our lobby run-in earlier that night since we lived in the same building, but
overall, I’d bumped into Christian a suspicious number of times over the
past two weeks.

“Fate.” He slid onto the stool next to mine and nodded at the bartender,
who greeted him with a deferential nod of his own and returned less than a
minute later with a glass of rich amber liquid. “Or that D.C. is a small city
and we have overlapping social circles.”

“You might be able to convince me you believe in coincidence, but
you’ll never convince me you believe in fate.”

It was a notion for romantics and dreamers. Christian was neither.

Romantics didn’t look at someone like they wanted to devour them until
there was nothing left except ashes and ecstasy. Darkness and submission.

Something hot and unfamiliar coiled in my stomach before the bells
above the front door jangled and broke the spell.

“How long have you been here?” I hadn’t noticed his arrival.



“Long enough to see you eyeing those cocktail picks with longing while
your date was talking.”

“It wasn’t a bad date. He just had to leave early for...an emergency.” It
was a blatant lie, but I didn’t want to admit it’d failed. Not to Christian.

“Yes, it looked positively scintillating.” His voice was drier than a gin
martini. “I could tell by the way your eyes glazed over and strayed to your
phone every five seconds. The true signs of a woman infatuated.”

Annoyance squeezed my lungs.

Between Klaus and Christian, the nunnery was looking better by the
second.

“People say sarcasm is the lowest form of wit.”

“But it’s the highest form of intelligence.” Christian’s mouth tugged up
at my raised eyebrows. “Oscar Wilde. I know the full quote well.”

Why was I not surprised?

“Don’t let me keep you,” I said pointedly. “I’m sure you have better
things to do with your Friday night than drink with the girl who takes care
of your plants.”

“I’ll leave after you explain why you looked so unhappy after he left.”
Christian settled onto his stool, the picture of relaxed elegance, but his eyes
were sharp as he waited for my response. “Somehow, I doubt you were
disappointed by his exit.”

I rubbed my thumb over the condensation on my water glass, debating
how much to tell him.

“I needed his help with something.” Shame crept into my chest.

“With what?” He was a cobra in a king’s suit, with no patience in sight.

Just say it. “I need a fake boyfriend.”

There . 1 said it and didn’t die, though embarrassment warmed my neck.

But to his credit, Christian didn’t laugh or chastise me. “Explain.”

Alcohol and desperation had loosened my tongue, so I did. I explained
everything—Maura, Delamonte, D.C. Style . I even told him I got fired.

A part of me worried he’d evict me since I no longer had a steady
income, but I couldn’t stop the words from pouring out.

The pressure inside me had found a temporary release valve, and I was
taking full advantage.

Although my friends knew I'd been fired, they didn’t know I was
paying for Maura’s care. No one did except for the Greenfield staff...and
now, Christian.



For some reason, telling him felt natural, almost easy. Perhaps because
it was easier to share secrets with someone who didn’t know me well and,
therefore, would hold less judgment.

When I finished, Christian stared at me with a long, assessing gaze.

The silence stretched so long I worried I’d broken him with the sheer
absurdity of my idea.

I tucked a loose curl that had fallen out of my updo behind my ear. “I
know it sounds ridiculous, but it could work. Potentially?” Doubt turned my
statement into a question.

“It doesn’t sound ridiculous.” Christian set his now-empty glass down.
The bartender reappeared in a flash and refilled it. After a weighted glance
from Christian, he topped off my drink as well. “In fact, I have a mutually
beneficial proposal.”

“I’m not interested in sleeping with you.”

I was desperate, but I wasn’t that desperate. It was one thing to get a
fake boyfriend. It was another to sleep with someone for money, even if that
someone was rich and gorgeous.

Annoyance passed through Christian’s eyes. “That’s not my proposal,”
he said, his voice edged with irritation. “You need money, and I need a...
companion who can accompany me to functions. They’re a necessary and,
unfortunately, frequent part of my business.”

“So you want arm candy.” Something akin to disappointment settled in
my stomach. “I’m sure you could find a date with a snap of your fingers.
You don’t need me for that.”

Even now, all the women in the bar were staring at Christian with
dazed, dreamy expressions.

“Not just a date, Stella. I want someone who I can have an actual
conversation with. Who puts people at ease and who can work a room with
me. Someone who doesn’t want more after the date is over.”

I tapped my fingers on the table. “And if I do that...”

Christian smiled. “Let’s make a deal, Ms. Alonso. You agree to be my
companion when needed, and I’ll pay for the entirety of Maura’s care.”

My tapping stopped.

Pay for the entirety of Maura’s care?

My first instinct was an enthusiastic, resounding yes. Not having to
worry about Greenfield’s bills would take a load off my shoulders.



But the exhilaration lasted only a minute before warning bells clanged
between my ears.

If something sounded too good to be true, it probably was.

“Thank you, but I can’t.” The words were painful to say, but they were
for the best. “Paying all of Maura’s fees...it’s too much.”

Was it stupid of me to turn down his payment offer when I so
desperately needed it? Maybe. Especially when I knew paying for her care
wouldn’t put a dent in his wallet? Probably.

If he were anyone else, I might’ve accepted, considering my
circumstances. But between the initial lowered rent and our laughable deal
for even lower rent after Jules moved out—taking care of his plants did not
equate to the thousands of dollars he let slide every month—I already owed
him too much.

And my gut told me that when it came to men like Christian Harper, the
less one owed them, the better.

Because eventually, the payment would come due, and it would cost
more than all the money in the world.

Christian took the refusal in stride. “I understand. Then let’s amend the
deal. If you act as my companion, I’ll act as your boyfriend.”

My heart leapt. Now that was a more balanced arrangement.

Still, I shouldn’t.

It was wild and absurd and utterly ridiculous if I thought too hard about
it, but...Christian Harper as my (fake) boyfriend. If that didn’t explode my
follower count, nothing would.

“With a stipulation, of course,” he added.

Of course.

“What stipulation?”

“You are not, under any circumstances, to show my face on social
media.”

My excitement fizzled faster than a firework in water. “That defeats the
whole purpose of what I’'m trying to do.”

Christian’s face could sell out stadiums and theaters. Not showing it off
online would be a monumental waste.

“Based on what you told me, it’s the perceived relationship that matters,
not who the other person is.” He tapped a finger on my phone. “Social
media is a form of voyeurism, and couples are more interesting than
individuals. It’s the unfortunate truth. But people also love a little mystery.



You can show my hand, my back, any part of me except my face. It won’t
diminish what you’re trying to do. It might even help.”

“But...” Your face is so pretty. “People will know it’s you if we attend
events together, so what’s the point of not showing your face?”

“I have no problem with people knowing we’re together.” The
smoothness of his words wrapped around me like a silken scarf. “However,
I keep the details of my personal life private and my digital footprint as
clean as possible.”

I shouldn’t be surprised. Christian was a cybersecurity expert, so his
aversion to social media and sharing data online made sense.

Still, I found it hard to believe anyone in this day and age could keep all
photos of themselves off the internet.

“Huh.” It was too late for me. My digital footprint was so large it could
qualify for its own zip code. “Can’t relate.”

A smile flickered over his mouth. “Do we have a deal, then?”

“As long as you agree to my conditions as well.” This time, I was the
one who smiled at his flash of surprise. “You didn’t think you were the only
one who got to make the rules, did you?”

“Of course not.” Lazy amusement surfaced in his eyes. “What are your
terms?”

I ticked them off on my fingers. The bartender was serving customers at
the other end of the bar and no one was sitting near us, so I wasn’t worried
about eavesdroppers.

“One, we engage in physical contact only when necessary. Handholding
is okay. Kissing is permitted on a case-by-case status. No sex.” I peeked at
Christian to see if that would be a dealbreaker. His expression remained
impassive, so I continued.

“Two, we continue the arrangement as long as it’s beneficial to both of
us. If either of us wants to end it for whatever reason, we give the other two
weeks’ notice. And finally...” I took a deep breath. “We remember what
this is. A fake relationship. That means no catching feelings and no falling
in love with each other.”

I didn’t think Christian would fall in love with me, and I doubted I
would fall in love with him, but it was good to set the right expectations. It
kept things from getting ugly down the road.

A soft laugh rumbled from his throat. “I accept those terms. I’ll draw up
the contract tonight.”



“A written contract seems like overkill.”

“I never make a deal without one.” He raised an eyebrow. “Is that a
dealbreaker?”

Part of me wasn’t comfortable with a formal contract for something so
fluid, but another part agreed it was the smart thing to do. It would lay out
the ground rules in clear terms and protect both of us.

Just in case.

“No. A contract is fine.”

“Good. And don’t worry, Ms. Alonso.” Laughter remained in
Christian’s voice as he lifted his glass to his lips. “I don’t believe in love.”



STELLA

MArcH 13

I think I signed a deal with the devil.

Okay, that sounds a little dramatic, but you get the idea. Christian has
been super nice and helpful since we met, but he didn’t get to where he is
today by being all warm and fuzzy.

It’s been four days since we signed (I still can’t believe he made me sign
a formal agreement, but I guess that’s why he’s a CEO). And every time I
think about our first couple post, I feel a little sick.

I’d come to terms with having to lie to my followers, but my friends and
family will see the post too. Well, not my parents, but Natalia will see it and
she’ll tell Mom and Dad. And I’ll have to explain the sudden appearance of
a boyfriend to my friends, who KNOW I don’t want a boyfriend. They’re
going to flip out, especially Jules. She hates not being in on all the gossip.

Then there’s the matter of hiding Christian’s face when I make our
official post. Maybe I can put an emoji over it. It’s so cheesy it could be

funny...

CHRISTIAN EMOJI IDEAS:

1. Devil (for obvious reasons)

2. Neutral face (basically his expression 80% of the time)

3. Heart face (makes sense if he’s supposed to be my boyfriend, but
might be too cutesy?)



“I’M SO HAPPY WE CAN CATCH UP.” JULES SIGHED AND POPPED A FRY IN HER
mouth. “I feel so out of the loop since I got back.”

Jules and her boyfriend Josh went on a weeklong trip to New Zealand a
few weeks ago, and this was my first time seeing her since she returned.
Between her demanding schedule as an attorney and Ava’s constant travels
as a photographer for World Geographic magazine, it was hard for all of us
to be at the same place at the same time.

We still scheduled at least one meetup every month, though, even if it
had to be virtual. At least then, Bridget, who lived in Europe, could join.

Adult friendships took work and conscious effort to maintain, but the
ones that stayed were the ones that mattered most.

That was why it was so hard to lie to Jules, Ava, and Bridget. They
knew I’d been fired, but they didn’t know about Christian.

At the same time, I didn’t want to burden them with too many of my
problems, and the longer I kept things from them, the less I wanted to
explain why I hadn’t said something in the first place.

The fish tacos I ate for lunch churned in my stomach.

“You haven’t missed anything big.” Ava brushed a strand of hair out of
her eye. “My life is just work and wedding stuff until October.”

Despite her casual words, her face glowed with excitement.

Her boyfriend Alex proposed last summer, and they were planning a fall
wedding in Vermont. Knowing Alex, it would be the most lavish wedding
the state had ever seen. He’d already hired the top wedding planner in the
country to coordinate an army of florists, caterers, photographers,
videographers, and whoever else was involved in the nuptials.

“Hmm.” Jules sounded disappointed that there wasn’t juicier news
waiting for her. “What about you, Stel? Any chance you hooked up with a
celebrity at an event? Won a million dollars? Got offered a trip to Bora Bora
in exchange for pictures of your feet again?”

My laugh came out strained. “Sorry to disappoint, but no.”

Though I did get a fake boyfriend.

The words were on the tip of my tongue, but I swallowed them along
with the rest of my water.

I needed more time to process my situation before I discussed it with
anyone else.

“Oh.” Jules pouted. “Well, the year’s still young. And oh my God,
speaking of celebrities...” Her eyes lit up again. “You won’t believe who



we saw at the airport on our way back to D.C. Nate Reynolds ! He was with
his wife...”

I relaxed into my seat as she rambled on about her favorite movie star.
That was a safer topic than anything about my life.

The remnants of shame prickled my skin, but I consoled myself with the
fact that I wouldn’t lie to my friends forever .

I’d tell them about Christian soon.

Just not today.

We stayed at the restaurant for another half hour before Ava had to meet
Alex for some wedding thing and Jules went to “surprise” Josh after his
shift at the hospital. I was pretty sure that was code for sex, but I wisely
chose not to ask.

After we said our goodbyes, I took the train to Greenfield.

It was an hour-long ride from the city, and when I"d worked at D.C.
Style , 1 had to rush here after work. Sometimes I didn’t make it; when I did
make it, I usually only got ten or fifteen minutes with Maura before visiting
hours ended.

That was one perk of being unemployed, I guess. I no longer had to take
the train to and from the middle of nowhere at night, and I didn’t have to
worry about not having time to see her.

I absentmindedly toyed with my necklace as I watched the city’s
concrete sidewalks and European-inspired architecture give way to open
fields and flatter land.

I hadn’t talked to Christian in person since our agreement, though he’d
texted me the following day asking me to join him at a fundraiser.

I didn’t even know what the fundraiser was for, only that it was a black-
tie event and would take place at the Smithsonian Museum of Natural
History.

The jolt of the train as it stopped at the Greenfield station coincided
with the uprising of nerves in my stomach.

It’ll be fine. It’s just a party. You’ve attended plenty of black-tie events.

I inhaled and exhaled a lungful of air.

It’ll be fine.

I stood and waited for a group of tired-looking commuters to pass
before I followed them off the train. I only made it halfway before a chill
gripped the back of my neck and yanked my head up.



It was the same chill I’d experienced in my hallway the night Christian
gave me a ride home.

My eyes darted wildly around the train car, but it was empty save for an
elderly man snoring in the corner and the attendant trying to wake him up.

Some of the tension bled out of my shoulders.

Nothing was wrong. I was on edge about the fundraiser and the fake
dating arrangement, that’s all.

Greenfield was a ten-minute walk from the train station, and when I
arrived, I’d already shaken off my misgivings from the train. I couldn’t live
my life looking over my shoulder, especially when there was nothing there.

Greenfield encompassed three buildings and several acres in suburban
Maryland. With its bay windows, bamboo floors, and abundance of
greenery, it resembled a high-end boutique hotel more than it did a senior
community, so I wasn’t surprised it was rated one of the best luxury assisted
living facilities in the country.

It also looked different during the day, and not just because of the light.
The air was calmer, and the scents were sweeter even in the dregs of
winter.

It was a brand-new day, and with every brand-new day came hope.

Optimism inflated in my chest when I stopped outside Maura’s room
and knocked on the door.

Today, she would remember me. I was sure of it.

I knocked again. No answer. I hadn’t expected one, but I always
knocked twice just in case. She may live in a care facility, but her room was
her room. She deserved some say over who entered her personal space.

I waited an extra beat before I twisted the knob and stepped inside.

Maura sat in a chair by the window, staring out at the pond in the back
of the facility. The water was frozen, and the trees and flowers which
flourished during summer were nothing more than bare branches and
withered petals during winter, but she didn’t seem to mind.

She wore a small smile as she hummed a low tune. Something familiar
yet indistinguishable, happy yet nostalgic.

“Hi, Maura,” I said softly.

The humming stopped.

She turned, her face registering polite interest as her eyes swept over
me. “Hello.” She tilted her head at my expectant stare. “Do I know you?”

Disappointment pulled at my chest, followed by a sharp ache.



Alzheimer’s varied greatly from person to person, even those in the
middle stage, like Maura. Some forgot basic motor skills like how to hold a
spoon but remembered their family; others forgot who their loved ones
were but could function fairly normally in daily life.

Maura fell in the latter category.

I should be grateful she could still communicate clearly after being
diagnosed with Alzheimer’s four years ago, and I was . But it still hurt
when she didn’t recognize me.

She was the one who’d raised me while my parents were busy building
their careers. She’d picked me up and dropped me off at school every day,
attended all my school plays, and consoled me after Ricky Wheaton
dumped me for Melody Renner in sixth grade. Ricky and I had only “dated”
for two weeks, but eleven-year-old me had been heartbroken.

In my mind, Maura would always be vibrant and full of life. But the
years and disease had taken their toll, and seeing her so frail made tears
thicken in my throat.

“I’m a new volunteer.” I cleared my throat and pasted on a smile, not
wanting to cloud our visit with melancholy. “I brought you some
tembleque. A little birdie told me it’s your favorite.” I reached into my bag
and pulled out the chilled coconut pudding.

It was a traditional Puerto Rican dessert Maura and I used to make
together during our “experimentation” nights.

Every week, we’d try a new recipe. Some of them came out amazing,
others not so much. The tembleque was one of our favorites, though, and
we justified making it more than once by dressing it up with different
flavors each time. Cinnamon one week, orange the next, followed by lime.

Voila! A new recipe.

In my eight-year-old mind, it made sense.

Maura’s eyes lit up. “Trying to butter me up with sweets on your first
day.” She clucked. “It’s working. I like you already.”

I laughed. “I’m glad to hear that.”

I handed her the dessert I’d made last night and waited until she had a
firm grasp on it before I took the seat opposite hers.

“What’s your name?” She spooned some pudding in her mouth, and I
tried not to notice how slow the movement was or how hard her hand
shook.

“Stella.”



What looked like recognition glinted in her eyes. Hope ballooned again,
only to deflate when murkiness snuffed out the glint a second later.

“Pretty name, Stella.” Maura chewed with a thoughtful expression. “I
have a daughter, Phoebe. She’s around your age, but I haven’t seen her in a
while...”

Because she died.

The ache in my chest returned with a vengeance.

Six years ago, Phoebe and Maura’s husband had been on their way
home from the grocery store when a truck T-boned their car. Both died on
impact.

Maura sank into a deep depression after, especially since she had no
living relatives to lean on.

As much as I hated Alzheimer’s for robbing her of the life she’d lived,
sometimes I was grateful for it. Because the absence of good memories also
meant the absence of bad ones, and at least she could forget the pain of
losing her loved ones.

No parent should ever have to bury their child.

Maura’s chewing slowed. Her brows drew together, and I could see her
struggling to remember why, exactly, she hadn’t seen Phoebe in a while.

Her breathing quickened the way it always did before agitation set in.

The last time she’d remembered what happened to Phoebe, she’d gotten
so aggressive the nurses had to sedate her.

I blinked back the sting in my eyes and upped the wattage of my smile.
“So, I hear tonight’s bingo night,” I said quickly. “Are you excited?”

The distraction worked.

Maura relaxed again, and eventually, our conversation meandered from
bingo to poodles to The Days of Our Lives.

Her memories were patchy and varied from day to day, but today was
one of the better ones. She used to own a pet poodle and she’d loved
watching The Days of Our Lives. 1 wasn’t sure she understood the
significance of those topics, but at least she knew they were important on a
subconscious level.

“I have bingo tonight. What do you have?” She abruptly switched topics
after a ten-minute monologue on hand washing laundry. “A beautiful girl
like you must have fun plans for Friday night.”

It was Saturday, but I didn’t correct her.

“I have a big party,” I said. “At the Smithsonian.”



Though fun wasn’t the adjective I’d use.

Nerves sloshed through my stomach, making me queasy.

Signing a contract was one thing; carrying it out was another.

What if T bombed at the event? What if I tripped or said something
stupid? What if he realized I wasn’t the companion he’d hoped for after all
and terminated our agreement?

I instinctively reached for my crystal pendant. I’d chosen an unakite
jasper today for healing, and I clutched it for dear life until the cool stone
warmed and settled my nerves.

It’s fine. Everything will be fine.

Maura, oblivious to my inner turmoil, brightened and leaned forward at
the mention of a party. “Ooh, fancy. What are you wearing?”

In that moment, she sounded so like her old self my chest squeezed.

She used to tease me all the time about boys. Preteen me would huff and
complain, but I spilled all my secret crushes to her anyway.

“I haven’t decided, but I’'m sure I'll find something. The real question
is, what should I do with my hair?” I gestured to my curls. “Put it up or
leave it down?”

Nothing animated her like the topic of hair. Hers was pin straight, but
she’d had to learn how to care for my specific hair texture when I was
young, and she’d become an unofficial expert over the years.

I still used the post-shower hair routine she put together for me when I
was thirteen: apply curl cream, detangle with a wide-tooth comb, squeeze
out excess moisture, apply argan oil, and scrunch hair upwards for
definition.

It worked like a charm.

A smile curved my lips at Maura’s indignant harrumph. “It’s a party at
the Smithsonian. You must put it up. Come here.” She beckoned me over.
“Have to do everything myself,” she muttered.

I stifled a laugh and moved my chair next to hers while she took the
pins out of her bun so she could work her magic.

I closed my eyes, letting the peaceful silence and the familiar, soothing
tug and pull of her fingers wash over me.

Her movements were slow and hesitant. What took her minutes to do
when I was a kid took her triple the time now. But I didn’t care how long it
took her or what the result looked like; I only cared about spending time
with her when I still could.



“There.” Satisfaction filled Maura’s voice. “All done.”

I opened my eyes and caught our reflections in the mirror hanging on
the opposite wall. She’d twisted my hair into a high, lopsided updo. Half
the curls were already falling out, and the rest would probably follow as
soon as [ moved.

Maura stood next to me with a proud expression, and I flashed back to
the night of my first ever school dance—of us standing in our exact
positions now, except we’d been thirteen years younger and a thousand
years more carefree.

She’d done my hair that night, too.

“Thank you,” I whispered. “It’s beautiful.”

I reached up to gently squeeze her hand, which rested on my shoulder. It
was so thin and frail I worried it would snap.

“You’re welcome, Phoebe.” She patted me with her other hand, her
expression softening into something hazier, more reminiscent.

The oxygen cut off halfway to my lungs.

I opened my mouth to respond, but no words made it past the tears
welling in my throat.

Instead, I lowered my gaze to the floor and tried to breathe through the
fist squeezing my heart.

You’re welcome, Phoebe.

I knew Maura loved me even if she didn’t remember me, and she’d
treated me like her own daughter when she did remember me.

But I wasn’t her daughter, and I could never replace Phoebe.

I didn’t want to.

But I could care for her and give her as comfortable a life as possible.
That meant doing everything I could to keep her at Greenfield, including
making a deal with Christian Harper.

My stomach twisted. I couldn’t screw up the party tonight with him, and
I couldn’t stall any longer. I had to announce our relationship soon if I
wanted to get the Delamonte deal.

Maura had taken care of me when I didn’t have anyone else to lean on.
It was time I did the same for her.

She was worth the sacrifices.



STELLA

I STAYED AT GREENFIELD FOR ANOTHER HOUR, TALKING AND DOING PUZZLES
with Maura. We’d migrated to the community room after I got my emotions
under control, and we’d spent the rest of our time together assembling a
five-hundred-piece mountain landscape.

I would’ve stayed longer, but I needed to get ready for the fundraiser. I
was already cutting it close; when I got home, I had just under two hours
before Christian was supposed to pick me up.

A wave of nerves crashed against my insides and drowned out the
lingering melancholy from my visit with Maura.

Tonight would be my first time spending an entire evening with
Christian. The Delamonte dinner didn’t count since we hadn’t spoken much
during the dinner itself.

I turned on the shower and stepped beneath the spray of hot water,
trying not to panic too much at what lay ahead of me.

Christian Harper was just a man.

Not a king, even if he was richer than one, and not a god, even if he
looked like one.

I had nothing to be nervous about.

Since I was on a time crunch, I washed my hair, showered, shaved, and
exfoliated with record speed instead of lingering in the shower like I
wanted.

But despite my rush, I was still doing my makeup in my bathrobe when
the doorbell rang.

Christian wasn’t supposed to show up for another half hour. Unless ...



My heart rate picked up when the unsettling chill I’d experienced on the
train drifted through my mind.

Stop it. It is not him.

I didn’t know why I was worrying so much when he’d been radio silent
for two years, but the last thing I needed was to manifest my stalker back
into my life by focusing too much energy on him.

I jumped when the doorbell rang again.

Had it always been so loud?

I capped my mascara and hastened to the living room even as my pulse
beat triple time.

It’s not him. It’s not him.

I slowed to a stop at the front door and peeked through the peephole
with my heart in my throat.

A second later, relief cooled my lungs, and I opened the door.

Christian stood in the hall, looking even more devastating than usual in
a black tuxedo. With his perfectly wavy hair and clean-shaven face, he
could’ve passed for a movie star on his way to the Oscars.

A tingle of awareness spread across my skin, mixed with curiosity at the
white box in his hands. Medium-sized and flat, tied with a silky gold bow
that obscured the logo.

I pulled my eyes away from the box and crossed my arms.

Do not be distracted by the shiny object.

“You’re early.” Getting ready was my favorite part of an event.
Sometimes, I liked it better than the event itself.

I didn’t appreciate being rushed, even if it was my fault for not leaving
Greenfield earlier. Still, I thought I had half an hour left to myself.

“You’re not dressed.” Christian’s gaze coasted from my half-done face
to my bare, red-painted toes. Something inscrutable passed through his eyes
for a split second before it disappeared.

“Because you’re early .”

He ignored the pointed reminder. “May I come in?”

I was tempted to say no and tell him to return at our arranged pickup
time, but since he technically owned the apartment, I opened the door wider
and stepped aside.

The air shifted the minute Christian entered. It grew heavier, more
languid, like the first sultry bloom of summer after a season of spring rains.



The heat seeped through the thick terrycloth of my robe and curled low
in my stomach as his eyes swept across the room, taking in the bowl of
crystals by the front door, the bamboo plant on the windowsill, and the
cozy, aesthetic corner I’d set up for lifestyle shoots.

He paused at the fuzzy purple unicorn propped against my couch
pillows.

Amusement filled his eyes. “Cute.”

“Cute?” I tried not to sound too insulted. “Mr. Unicorn isn’t cute. He’s
beautiful. ”

At least, he had been during his heyday. Now, one of his eyes was
crooked, half his hair had fallen out, and stuffing leaked from a tiny rip in
his stomach, but he would always be beautiful to me .

I didn’t care if Mr. Unicorn was a shadow of his former glorious self;
he’d been my companion since I was seven, and I would hold on to him
until he disintegrated into dust.

“My apologies,” Christian said dryly. “I didn’t mean to insult the
beautiful Mr. Unicorn. Good job on the original name, by the way.”

Heat crawled up my neck. “I was seven. What else was I supposed to
name it? Mr. Lisa Frank in the Wild?”

A low laugh caressed my skin like velvet. “Now that would be quite a
name, but we can discuss alternatives for your pet unicorn later.” He held
out the white box. “This is for you.”

I ignored the subtle pet unicorn dig and eyed the box with equal parts
anticipation and wariness. “What is it?”

“Your dress for tonight.”

My heart skipped a beat when I unraveled the bow and saw the name
scrawled in gold across the top. It was one of the top couture houses in the
world.

I didn’t want to accept more from him than I already had, but I couldn’t
resist opening the box. A little peek never hurt any...

Oh my God.

My resistance crumbled the second I saw the dress nestled against a bed
of delicate white tissue paper.

I was no stranger to gorgeous clothing. I’d attended dozens of fashion
shows and received some truly amazing items from designers, but this...

This dress might be the most stunning thing I’ve ever seen.



“Thank you. This is...” I ran a reverent hand over the green silk.
“Incredible.”

“Try it on. See if it fits.” Christian leaned against the wall, his eyes
glowing with soft satisfaction. “I’ll be here.”

He didn’t have to tell me twice.

It took all my willpower not to run to my room. The second I shut my
door, I slipped out of my robe and into the gown.

Wow.

I sucked in a sharp breath. The rich green color popped against my skin
and gave it an ethereal glow while the tastefully low V-neck transformed
my B-cups from modest to something more luscious. The skirt draped to the
floor in graceful folds and would’ve been almost demure had it not been for
the daring slit up one side.

The dress shimmered with subtle luminescence every time I moved, and
when I turned and twisted my head, I could see the delicate straps
crisscrossing over my back.

There wasn’t an ounce of excess fabric or a pocket of bad tailoring.

Christian had gotten my measurements exactly right. Every inch of silk
clung to my body like it’d been custom made for me.

I wasn’t prone to dramatics, but I didn’t think I was being dramatic
when I said I would die for this dress.

It was perfect.

I allowed myself an extra minute of gown appreciation before I finished
getting ready.

Makeup? Check.

Heels and jewelry? Check.

Clutch large enough to hold my phone, keys, credit card, a small piece
of agate, and lipstick? Check.

I added a shawl in case I got cold, checked my teeth for stray lipstick,
and steadied myself with a deep breath before I returned to the living room.

Christian was still leaning against the wall, staring at a small object in
his hand. I couldn’t make out what it was before he straightened and slipped
it into his pocket.

Our eyes connected, and a fire lit in my stomach.

He wasn’t looking at the object or anything else in the room anymore.

Every ounce of his attention had redirected toward me, and I could feel
the weight of it on my skin, like a lover’s rough caress.



Liquid electricity dripped down my spine and pooled in my stomach.

With a simple look, Christian lit me up from the inside out.

“Perfect.” Reverence weighed his soft assessment.

Perfect.

No matter how hard I tried, I had never been perfect, nor would I ever
be.

Still, the single word set the caged butterflies in my chest free before I
wrestled them back into their hold.

He’s talking about the dress, you idiots. This isn’t even a real date. You
signed a contract stating so less than a week ago.

The butterflies fluttered, uncaring.

“You have a good eye for clothing.” I forced my legs to move until I
stood less than three feet from him. His delicious, masculine scent flooded
my lungs and edged out the soothing notes of my favorite lavender
eucalyptus candle. “I’m impressed.”

“It’s one of my many talents,” Christian drawled.

The suggestiveness was subtle, but it was enough to send a rush of heat
over my cheeks.

Laughter danced in his eyes when I lifted my chin and fixed him with
what I hoped was an unimpressed stare.

Cool, calm, collected.

“Good to know.” I didn’t take his bait.

It was one thing for my body to freak out around him. It was another to
show it.

I blew out the candle and turned off the lights before following
Christian downstairs. A discreet black town car waited for us outside the
entrance.

“No McLaren tonight?” I settled into the backseat.

Christian slid in next to me, the driver shut the door, and just like that,
we were ensconced in a hushed, private world of Italian leather and sleek
wood accents. A closed partition separated the driver’s and passenger seats,
keeping our conversation private.

“Parking is a pain, and I don’t trust valets.” Christian flicked his gaze
toward the phone in my lap. “I noticed you haven’t told your followers
about us yet.”

The word us mingled with the scents of my perfume and his cologne
before it dissipated with a soft sigh.



I raised an eyebrow at his casual yet strangely weighted observation. “I
thought you didn’t have social media.”

“Just because I don’t use social media doesn’t mean I’'m not aware of
what happens on there.”

“You think you know everything.”

“I do.” The words rang with the confidence of someone who truly
believed what they were saying.

No wonder his name was Christian. He had a major God complex.

“Then you would know I’ll announce it. Soon.” My teeth sank into my
bottom lip as my nerves made an untimely reappearance.

“You should.” Christian’s languid reply drowned out my flickering
anxiety. “You’re attending tonight’s event with me. You should get
something out of it.”

“I will. ’'m just waiting for the right photo opportunity.” I eased a
calming breath through my lungs. “Maybe I'll post tonight.”

If a fancy gala didn’t make for good social media fodder, I didn’t know
what would.

“Good.”

Awareness flushed through me at the hint of possessiveness in his
voice.

A stray strand of hair slipped from my updo and wisped around my
face. I’d been so thrown off by Christian’s early arrival I’d forgotten to set
it with more hairspray.

Luckily, it was one of those styles that looked better the messier it was,
but a strange current kept my lips sealed and my body taut when Christian
lifted his hand to tuck the stray hair behind my ear.

The movement was languorous, his touch whisper-light, but my nipples
peaked at the soft graze of his skin against my cheek. Hard, sensitive,
begging for an ounce of the same attention.

I wasn’t wearing a bra.

Christian stilled. His attention honed in on my body’s reaction to his
simple touch, and I would’ve been horrified had I not been so distracted by
the ache blooming in my core.

Whiskey and flames ignited in those striking eyes.

His hand remained by my cheek, but his attention touched me
everywhere—my face, my breasts, my stomach and achingly sensitive clit.
It left a trail of fire so scorching I half expected my dress to disintegrate.



“Careful, Stella.” His low warning pulsed between my legs. “I’'m not
the gentleman you think I am.”

Images of crumpled silk and discarded suits, rough words and rougher
touches, flashed through my mind. The products of instinct, not experience.

My reply fought its way past my dry throat. “I don’t think you’re a
gentleman at all.”

A slow, lazy smile tugged at his lips. “Smart girl.”

He leaned back and lowered his hand at the same time he turned his
head to look out the window. The streets of D.C. whizzed by, but all I could
focus on was the warm, possessive weight on my leg.

Christian’s hand rested on my thigh almost carelessly, like it was the
natural home for his touch and not something he’d planned.

My dress’s slit bared most of my right leg, and the sight of his strong,
tanned hand against my exposed skin did nothing to alleviate the liquid
pressure coiled in my stomach.

But the longer I stared, the more my lustful haze faded, replaced by
aesthetic instinct.

Emerald silk. Black suit. Cufflinks and an expensive watch that glinted
in the dying rays of sunlight.

The perfect, effortless photo of a couple’s night out.

Before I could second guess myself, I raised my phone and snapped the
picture.

I snuck a peek at Christian. He stared out the window, his profile
flawless against the glass. If he knew I’d taken the photo, he didn’t show it.
Then again, I hadn’t captured his face, so it wasn’t against our terms.

I finally summoned the courage to post when the car stopped in front of
the Smithsonian.

Date night with my love <3

I hesitated at the my love part of the caption before I pressed the share
button.

If I was doing this, I might as well go all in. My boyfriend didn’t have
the same ring as my love.

“You ready?” Christian asked as the driver opened the back door.

I tucked my phone into my purse. Ten seconds and my notifications
were already blowing up, but I would deal with them later.

I had a gala to attend.

I took his hand and pasted on a smile.



Cool, calm, collected.
“Absolutely.”
It was show time.



CHRISTIAN

BLACK HAD ALWAYS BEEN MY FAVORITE COLOR.

Silent. Deadly. Impenetrable.

[ felt at home in it, like shadows merging with the inky wells of night.

Yet in the span of a second, she’d upended that as she had every other
thing in my life.

Heat poured through my blood as Stella walked in front of me and
slowly turned, taking in the lavish decor. The museum’s long-running
elephant display served as a thirteen-foot-tall centerpiece while projections
of marine life danced on the walls, giving the illusion that we were
underwater. Black-clad servers circulated with champagne and hors
d’oeuvres, and a stage sat at the far side of the room, waiting for the host to
climb on and congratulate everyone on how much money they’d raised at
the end of the night.

The seats for this event were eight thousand dollars a pop.

I’d spent more than that on her dress, and it’d been worth every cent.

“This is beautiful,” Stella breathed, her attention resting on something
behind me.

Green eyes. Green dress. Symbolic of life and nature.

Green.

Apparently, it was my new favorite fucking color.

“Yes, it is.” I didn’t turn to see what she was so enraptured by, nor did I
pay attention to the curious stares people sent our way.

I hadn’t been spotted with a woman on my arm in over a year. By
tomorrow morning, the city would be abuzz about the date I’d brought, but
I couldn’t care less.



From the moment Stella had stepped into her living room wearing that
damn dress, every other thought had crumbled into dust.

A soft flame of resentment burned in my chest. I hated the hold she had
on me, but still, I couldn’t stop looking at her.

A turn of my head in the car ride over.

A last-minute flight to a far-flung country to keep myself away.

Scattered weeks and months when I’d thrown myself into work to forget
her.

No matter what I did, something always drew me back—the gentle lilt
of her voice, the scent of fresh florals and greenery. A turquoise ring that
burned a hole in my pocket long after I’d vowed to toss it in the trash.

It wasn’t love. But it was maddening.

Stella’s gaze slid over to meet mine. A soft exhale parted her lips at
whatever she saw on my face, and the urge to push her against the wall, fist
her hair, and coax her mouth open until I claimed it completely ignited in
my chest.

Tension twisted between us like an invisible rope, so tangible I felt its
abrasive scrape as it snaked around my chest.

The moment stretched a second into eternity before Stella averted her
gaze.

Her knuckles turned white around her clutch, but her voice was calm
and even when she spoke again.

“You never told me what the event is for.” She avoided my eyes as she
looked around the room again. “Ocean conservation?”

The stranglehold around my chest had loosened, but the release left me
oddly dissatisfied.

“Close. Baby turtles.”

My mouth tipped up when her head whipped around.

My answer eroded some of the earlier tension, and Stella’s grip on her
purse visibly loosened.

“I didn’t figure you for a turtle lover, Mr. Harper. What’s next? Feeding
ducks? Adopting puppies?”

Her playful questions coaxed a wider smile from me. “Don’t hold your
breath. I watched a lot of Franklin growing up.”

Her face glowed with laughter. “Ah, that explains it. I was an Arthur
girl myself.”



[ filed that away for future reference. There were no unimportant details
when it came to Stella.

“Aardvarks are underappreciated, but sadly, they’re not a pet cause for
Richard Wyatt’s wife. No pun intended,” I added.

A knowing gleam entered her eyes. “I assume Richard Wyatt is
important to your business. Potential client?”

I hid another smile at how quickly she pieced it together. “Yes. Big
private equity guy, big money, looking for a new security team. His wife is
his weakness.”

I’d lasered in on the Wyatts the minute we entered. They held court in
the northeast corner of the room, surrounded by fawning admirers,
including the human equivalent of a lump of coal.

Mike Kurtz, the CEO of Sentinel Security.

My good mood faded at the sight of him.

The bastard went after every account I did. There wasn’t a single
original thought rattling beneath that overly gelled hair.

Kurtz looked up, and an oily smile spread across his face before he
broke off from the group and strode toward me.

We were both in our early thirties, but I already spotted the touches of
cosmetic surgery propping up his fading looks—a chin augmentation here,
some Botox there.

Beside me, Stella eyed the new arrival with curiosity, which deepened
my foul mood. Kurtz didn’t deserve an ounce of her attention.

“Christian! How nice to see you again.” He smoothed a hand over his
tie, oozing as much sincerity as a commission-starved car salesman. “I’m so
glad you’re not licking your wounds over the Deacon and Beatrix accounts.
I hope you’re not too upset with me about poaching your clients.” His
chuckle scraped against my skin like nails against chalkboard. “It’s nothing
personal. Just business.”

Irritation flared. I’d lost two accounts to Sentinel in one week. Deacon
and Beatrix were trivial compared to the VIPs topping my company’s client
list, but the losses pissed me off nonetheless.

I didn’t like losing.

“Of course not,” I said easily. I’d be damned if I showed even a smidge
of weakness in Kurtz’s presence. “I don’t blame them for testing other
services, but quality always wins in the end. Speaking of which, how’s the



system rebuild going? It’s awful what can happen when your systems are
subpar.”

Kurtz’s face tightened. He was a bottom feeder, but he was smart
enough to recognize I’d had a hand in causing the system failure that wiped
millions off Sentinel’s market value last year.

He just couldn’t prove it.

“It’s going great,” he finally said. “But the strength of a company is
measured by client retention, not by freak failures. I'm sure Richard Wyatt
would agree.”

“I’m sure he would.”

He smiled.

I smiled.

A bullet hole in his forehead would be the perfect complement to his
vanity. He would die young and unravaged by old age.

Forever thirty-three.

It’d be an act of mercy, delivered with the swiftness of one silenced
gunshot.

40320 Eastshore Drive. Security code 708.

So easy.

One bullet in the middle of the night, one rival snuffed out forever.

Temptation licked at the edges of my consciousness before I doused it.

Sentinel and Harper Security were well-known competitors. If foul play
befell Kurtz, I would be one of the first suspects, and I didn’t have time for
the fucking paperwork that would bring.

“Speaking of quality...” Kurtz turned to Stella, who’d been watching
our exchange with a bemused expression. “Who is your stunning date?”

She answered after several beats of hesitation. “I’m Stella.” She graced
him with a tentative smile.

Something dark and volatile burned in the pit of my stomach.

“I’m Mike.” He oozed sleazy charm as he held out his hand.

She didn’t get a chance to shake it before I cut in between them to
whisk two glasses of champagne off a passing server’s tray.

“I almost forgot to give my condolences,” I drawled. I handed one glass
to Stella and twined my free hand with hers. “I heard about the...
unfortunate incident with one of your clients. It’s a shame there aren’t more
reliable bodyguards these days, but at least the client has most of his fingers
left.”



Stella slid a glance in my direction.

She was the type of person who had a smile and kind words for
everyone, who paid for her old nanny’s care at her own expense and would
give someone the shirt off her back.

The vicious undercurrent of my conversation with Kurtz was probably
as foreign to her as selfless charity was to me.

I could only imagine how she’d react if she discovered some of the
things I’d done.

Not that she ever would.

There were some things she could never know.

The warmth from her palm radiated up my arm and eased some of the
black, restless energy churning in my chest.

It felt wrong to touch her when I was this on edge, like my darkness
would seep through my touch and devour her light.

I forced myself to dial back the hostility, if only for her sake. I didn’t
want to taint our first “date”.

Still, I couldn’t resist a final dig at Kurtz.

“You might want to brush up on your employee training, though.” I took
a languorous sip of my drink. “Sometimes, the greatest threat to a company
isn’t external competition. It’s internal incompetence.”

Kurtz’s face flushed a satisfying shade of crimson. “A pleasure as
always, Harper.” Sarcasm dripped from his reply. He nodded at Stella.
“Stella, it was lovely meeting you. I hope to see you again soon, and with a
more agreeable date.”

My hand flexed around my champagne glass.

Over my dead fucking body.

“Friend of yours?” Stella asked wryly asked after Mike stormed off.

“My least favorite one. Mike Kurtz, the CEO of Sentinel Security...”

“Harper Security’s biggest competitor,” she finished.

A pleasant warmth chipped away at my earlier irritation. “Been
Googling me, Ms. Alonso?”

She lifted her chin, her cheeks turning an adorable brick-red. “I don’t
enter pretend relationships without doing my research.”

“Hmm.” T fought a laugh at her dignified tone. “Then you’ll know I
attended MIT. Mike was a classmate. We competed for everything—grades,
girls, internships. I was always a step ahead, and he hated it. He’s made it



his life’s mission to one-up everything I do.” A wry note entered my voice.
“He’s yet to succeed.”

Unless he counted the Deacon and Beatrix accounts, which were
nothing in the grand scheme of things.

I was competition to him. He was an annoyance to me.

Stella’s brow furrowed. “That sounds like an exhausting way to live.”

“Perhaps.”

People like Mike were too small-minded to devise their own goals, so
they looked to those who were more successful than them for a roadmap
instead.

No originality. No true purpose or drive. Just a mindless need to stroke
their egos for an audience of one.

It would’ve been sad had I given two shits about their lives.

“Well, I’'m sure you’ll get the account.” Mischief lit Stella’s eyes. “I,
personally, wouldn’t entrust my wellbeing to someone who wears a light
blue suit to a black-tie event.”

This time, I didn’t hide my laugh.

Stella and I circulated the room for the next hour before we finally came
face to face with Richard Wyatt.

After the obligatory small talk, I steered the conversation toward his
security needs, but he seemed more interested in my relationship with
Stella.

“Christian Harper with a girlfriend. I never thought I’d see the day.”
Richard chuckled. “How did you meet?”

“We met at Queen Bridget’s wedding,” I said smoothly. “I saw her
across the room and asked her to dance. The rest is history.”

In truth, we’d exchanged only a quick greeting at Bridget’s wedding,
but the story Stella and I had concocted for our meet cute served several
purposes: it was simple, easy to remember, more interesting than admitting
we met during an apartment tour, and close enough to the truth we wouldn’t
trip ourselves up if someone dug deeper.

Plus, name-dropping Bridget always impressed clients, though
Richard’s face remained unreadable.

“Speaking of history, I understand you’ve had bad experiences with
protection services in the past.” I steered the conversation back to the topic
at hand. “But given your public profile, a bodyguard is a necessity, not a
luxury.”



Richard gave me a wry look. “It’s always business with you, Harper.”

Yeah, I didn't attend this fundraiser for my fucking health. Baby turtles?
Cute, but not cute enough for me to spend a Saturday night saving them or
whatever the hell the party was supposed to do.

I didn’t need Richard as a client. Most of my money came from behind-
the-scenes software and hardware development, not protection services.

But his pickiness when it came to hiring was legendary, and I thrived on
a challenge.

“You should spend more time with family,” he said. “Relax a little. I
took my wife and kids skiing last month, and it was the best...”

I tuned him out as he yammered on about his son’s natural talent at
snow sports. I gave negative fucks about his family vacation, and his kids
sounded annoying as shit.

Stella, on the other hand, appeared genuinely interested. She asked
questions about his kids’ hobbies and offered to connect him with an eco-
friendly fashion brand that might be a good partner for his wife’s annual
charity fashion show.

It was all so cordial I wanted to shoot someone just to liven things up.

“Where was your last family vacation?” Richard drew my attention
back to him.

“I don’t go on family vacations.” Even if my family were alive, I would
rather cut off my arm than go on some group cruise through the Caribbean.

Richard’s bushy brows collapsed into a frown while Stella squeezed my
hand in what felt like an admonishment.

“Christian can be a workaholic, but he isn’t all business all the time,”
she said quickly. “Fun fact: we danced at the wedding, but I didn’t agree to
date Christian until later. When I ran into him while volunteering at a senior
living facility.”

My smile froze. What the fuck?

That was not the story we’d agreed on.

“Christian volunteering?” Skepticism colored Richard’s words.

I didn’t blame him. My charity went as far as writing a big check.

“Yes.” Stella’s smile didn’t budge. She ignored my warning glance to
stay on script and continued, “He was a bit uncomfortable at first, but it’s
grown on him. He’s a natural. The residents just adore him, especially
during bingo night.”



She lowered her voice. “He doesn’t admit it, but he lets them win on
purpose. I saw him hiding a winning card once.”

Bingo night? Letting them win ? For fuck’s sake.

“Huh.” Richard eyed me with newfound interest. “Didn’t know you had
it in you, Harper.”

“Trust me.” My tone matched the Sahara in dryness. “Neither did 1.”

We chatted for a few minutes longer before Richard’s wife came up to
us. She and Stella instantly struck up a rapport and drifted off on their own
conversation, leaving me and Richard to discuss business.

He listened to me make the case for why he needed a professional
protection team, but he interrupted me before I could make an official pitch.

“I know why you came, Harper, and it’s not for the baby turtles. Not
that I would tell my wife that. She was thrilled when you RSVPed yes.”
Richard cast an affectionate glance at his wife, who was talking to the
ambassador from Eldorra.

My shoulders stiffened. Where the hell is Stella?

She’d been talking to Richard’s wife just ten minutes ago.

My eyes scanned the room, but I didn’t find her before Richard spoke
again. “My phone has been ringing off the hook with security offers since I
let go of my old team. And yes, I know Harper Security is the best.” He
held up a hand when I opened my mouth to respond. “But I like to get on
well with the people I work with. I need to trust them. You’ve always been
a cold bastard, but...” He rubbed a hand over his jaw. “Perhaps I was
wrong.”

The puzzle pieces for why Stella had gone off script clicked into place.

She must’ve picked up on Richard’s baffling need for personal
connection.

None of my business partners and current clients gave a shit about
personal connection. They only cared about getting the job done.

There was a first for everything, I suppose.

I hid a tiny smile before I closed the deal Stella had opened for me.

I’d underestimated her.

Once I had the opening, it took me less than ten minutes to extract a
verbal agreement from Richard. He’d have the contract in his inbox by the
end of the night.

Kurtz was out of the game before he even got in the ring.



When Richard left to greet another guest, I scanned the room again for
Stella.

Richard’s wife and the ambassador were still talking by the elephant
display. Kurtz was hitting on some unlucky blonde at the bar.

No Stella in sight.

Even if she’d gone to the bathroom, she should be back by now.

It’d been too long.

Something’s wrong.

My heartbeat slowed until it was a distant drum in my ears.

I pushed through the crowd, ignoring the protests and dirty looks as I
searched for any glimpse of dark curls and green silk.

Nothing.

A fleeting image of her lying on a floor somewhere, hurt and bleeding,
flashed through my mind. Panic swelled, so foreign my body fought its
encroachment until the hot, frantic rush finally overpowered my resistance
and flooded my veins.

Most people’s reactions wouldn’t have veered immediately into she’s in
danger territory, but I worked in personal security. That was my fucking
job.

Plus, I’d accumulated a long list of enemies over the years. Many
wouldn’t hesitate to get to me through someone I cared about, and Stella
and I had debuted as a couple tonight.

Dammit. 1 should’ve been more careful, but I’d vetted the guest list.
Other than Kurtz, who was as competent as a toddler operating heavy
machinery, I hadn’t seen anyone who was cause for concern.

Of course, someone could’ve easily slipped in with the servers, ushers,
or dozens of other people working the party.

My jaw ticked as I entered a dimly lit hall off to the side of the main
room.

If anyone touched a goddamn hair on her head...

A door swung open at the end of the hall and, like I’d conjured her
through sheer force of will, Stella stepped out, looking calm and unharmed.

Surprise crossed her face when she saw me.

“Hey! Did you close the—" Her sentence cut off with a soft gasp when I
closed the distance between us and backed her against the wall.

“Where were you?” My pulse beat a furious rhythm as I scanned her
from head to toe, searching for injuries or signs of distress while she stared



at me like I was an alien that’d crash-landed on earth.

“I was in the bathroom.” She spoke slowly the way she would to a
child. It was only then I noticed the bathroom signs marking the doors.

A frown creased her brow. “Is everything okay? You’re acting weird.”

No, they’re not. Things haven’t been okay since the day I first saw you.

“I thought something happened to you.” The roughness of my voice
startled me almost as much as the intensity of my relief.

I shouldn’t care this much. Nothing good ever came from allowing other
people control over my emotions.

But goddammit, I did, no matter how much I hated myself for it.

“Next time, let me know before you run off.” The roughness deepened
into a command.

I had no desire to experience the terror that had gripped me in the past
ten minutes again.

It was ugly, foreign, and completely unacceptable.

“I didn’t run off. I went to the bathroom .” A hint of fire flickered
beneath Stella’s words. “I don’t need to tell you every time I leave your
side. That wasn’t in our agreement. Besides, you were busy.”

“You were in the bathroom for half an hour?”

“Someone spilled champagne on my dress. I was trying to fix it.”

My eyes dropped to the small, dark stain on her skirt.

“It didn’t work.” Her bottom lip disappeared between her teeth. “I’'m so
sorry. I know how expensive it must’ve been. I’ll find a way to pay—"

“Fuck the dress.” It’d cost nearly ten thousand dollars, but I couldn’t
summon two shits about what happened to it.

If I had my way, I would tear it off her myself.

A hot, heady awareness replaced my panic. No one else was in the
hallway, and Stella’s scent—fresh, subtle, but damn intoxicating—clouded
my head.

The memory of her in the car, staring at me with those big green eyes
and parted lips, her hard nipples all but begging me to take them in my
mouth and taste how sweet they were, flashed through my mind.

Not unlike the way she was staring at me now, only this time, defiance
sharpened the edges of her softness.

And fuck, that was a turn-on.

Heat rushed to my groin until my cock ached with a painful throb.



“What I want...” I pressed a thumb against the pulse at the base of her
neck. Its wild flutter told me she wasn’t as indifferent to the pull between us
as she pretended to be. “Is for you to be safe. There are bad people in this
world, Butterfly, and some of them are in the room right outside. So next
time, I don’t care if I’'m in the middle of a conversation with the Queen of
fucking England. Interrupt me. Understand?”

Stella’s eyes narrowed. “Butterfly?”

Beautiful. Elusive. Hard to catch.

When I didn’t answer, she released an exhale that caressed my chest and
tightened my groin to the point of pain. “Is that all you want?”

“Not even close.”

A tiny shiver rippled through her. “Because you don’t want to go
through the trouble of finding another regular companion for events.”

“Because I don’t want to be jailed for murder if anyone touches a hair
on your head.”

A grim smile touched my lips when her eyes widened. She had no clue
who I was or what I was capable of.

Meanwhile, I knew more about her than I cared to admit.

Frustration and loathing burned beneath my skin.

I pushed myself off the wall and stepped back.

Adjusted my cufflinks.

Tried to ease the relentless, pounding need in my chest.

“It’s time to return to the party.” Ice cooled my voice. “Shall we?”

We returned to the party in silence.

I didn’t take my eyes off her the rest of the night and told myself it was
because I didn’t want a repeat of my earlier scare.

After all, I’d always been good at lying to myself.



STELLA

“STELLA! | KNOW YOU’RE IN THERE. OPEN UP!”

Oh no.

I buried my face in my silk pillowcase, hoping the voice would go
away, but knowing its owner, they would camp out in my hall until I
inevitably had to leave for fresh air and food.

My morning visitor was nothing if not persistent.

“Stella Alonso! You can’t hide from me.” A pause, followed by a more
conciliatory, “I have matcha.”

A groan escaped into my pillow.

I shouldn’t have put Jules on my list of approved visitors, but I also
hadn’t expected her to beat down my door at...I raised my head and
glanced at my digital clock...seven fifty-four in the morning.

Since she was already here and the chances of her leaving without
answers were slim, I forced myself out of bed and into the living room.

I wish I’d had more time to prepare for human interaction. I hadn’t even
gotten the chance to wash my face yet, much less meditate or practice my
morning yoga.

I stifled a yawn as I swung open the door and blinked at the fuzzy
purple-clad figure in front of me.

“It’s about time.” Jules stood in the hall, one hand planted on her hip
and the other carrying a drinks tray from a nearby coffee shop. “Five more
minutes and I would’ve broken down your door.”

“With your arm strength? Doubtful.”

I cracked a smile at her offended gasp. “Who are you and what have
you done to Stella? She would never say something so hurtful.”



“The Stella you’re talking about typically doesn’t have people pounding
down her door at eight in the morning.”

I rubbed a hand over my face. My head felt like it was stuffed with
cotton balls, and I couldn’t concentrate on anything other than how much
I’d rather crawl back into bed.

“First of all, it’s eight oh-five. Second of all, can you blame me after the
bombshell you dropped on Instagram yesterday? You—" Jules exhaled
sharply and smoothed a hand over her fuzzy purple coat. “No, we’re not
doing this in the hallway. Let’s talk inside. Can I come in?”

“Would you leave if I said no?”

Her laser stare burned through her giant sunglasses and into my skin.

Right.

I sighed and opened the door wider. “You mentioned matcha?”

I gave up on coffee years ago because it worsened my anxiety. Matcha
lattes were the closest I came to espresso these days.

“Yes. Consider this my bribe for all the juicy details.” Jules handed me
the drink as she waltzed inside and pushed her sunglasses on top of her
head. “Now...” She inhaled a long, deep breath. “You’re dating someone?
You called him my love? How did I not know about this? How long have
you been dating?”

I winced at the increasing volume of her questions while a construction
crew invaded my head.

Bang. Bang. BANG!

Every swing of a hammer reverberated through my skull with bone-
rattling force.

How much did I drink last night? Not that much, right? I usually limited
my alcohol intake to three glasses per night, but I wouldn’t be this hungover
after three glasses.

I pinched the bridge of my nose and tried to piece the fuzzy pieces from
last night together.

Baby turtles . Whiskey eyes. Champagne and gowns and. ..

“Is that all you want?”

“Not even close.”

The memory of my encounter with Christian slammed into me with
such force it knocked the breath out of my lungs.

Everything came rushing back—our agreement, the photo I posted, the
delicious roughness of his hand in mine when we were talking to Mike, and



the headiness of his scent when he pinned me to the wall.

Part of me was annoyed by his overprotectiveness when I’d just gone to
the bathroom, for God’s sake.

Another larger, more shameful part thrilled at the idea that he cared.

Pathetic? Probably.

True? Undeniably.

No one had cared that much about me since Maura, and Christian and I
weren’t even really dating.

“...who is it?”

“Hmm?” Was Christian at home, or had he already left for the day?

I tried to picture him eating and sleeping like a normal person and
couldn’t.

“Who’s your boyfriend?” Jules repeated. “You didn’t tag him, but that
watch... ” She wiggled her eyebrows. “I can tell just by his hand that he’s
hot.”

Another piece from last night slotted into place.

My Instagram post. I’d been so busy at the gala I hadn’t checked my
notifications.

I swallowed past the sudden lump in my throat. “I—”

“Good morning!” A quick knock on the half-open door interrupted my
response. Ava entered, looking far too bright-eyed and fresh-faced for this
early in the morning. “Am I late? Did I miss anything good?” She set a
white Crumble & Bake bag on a side table. “Breakfast pastries,” she
explained, following my gaze.

She opened the bag and handed out muffins.

My mouth watered at the smell.

At least my friends brought food to my interrogation. I wasn’t above
accepting bribery.

I almost groaned as the taste of warm, freshly baked muffin exploded on
my tongue. Definitely not above accepting bribery.

“Stella was just about to tell me who her mystery man is.” Jules ripped
off a piece of blueberry muffin and popped it into her mouth.

Ava’s face lit up. “I bet he’s hot,” she said. “You can tell by the watch.”

“That’s what I said!” Jules beamed. “Great minds think alike.”

The banana muffin turned sour in my mouth as they stared at me
expectantly.



It was one thing to lie on social media; it was another to lie to my
friends’ faces. I didn’t tell them everything about my life—they thought I
had a great relationship with my family, and they didn’t know about Maura.
Being the “perfect” family was so important to my parents that sharing
anything that didn’t align with that felt more difficult than it should have.

Ava and Jules were my best friends, yet I still kept so much of my life to
myself.

But could I stand here and tell them Christian and I were dating when
we weren’t? Not really, anyway.

One step at a time.

They’d only asked for his name, not the details of our relationship. I’d
cross that bridge when I got to it.

“He’s—”

I was interrupted yet again, this time by the insistent ring of my phone.

I didn’t have to check caller ID to know who was calling, and a quick
glance at the incoming FaceTime proved me right.

“Hi, Bridget.” I rubbed my face again. I would kill for some yoga right
now. I never felt right when I started the day without it. “I assume you’re
calling to join the inquisition?”

“Funny.” Bridget raised an elegant blonde brow. “But since you mention
it, yes. This is the second time I’ve been kept out of the loop regarding your
love lives. I don’t appreciate it.”

Last summer, Jules shocked us all when she announced she was dating
Ava’s brother Josh. Josh and Jules had hated each other since the day they
met, and a romantic relationship between them had seemed as likely as
snowfall in Miami.

However, they were still going strong after they made things official
seven months ago, so I guess the old adage was true. There really was a thin
line between love and hate.

Despite the nerves coiled in my stomach, I had to fight a laugh at
Bridget’s uncharacteristic grumbling.

“I’m sure you have more things to worry about than our love lives, Your
Majesty ,” 1 teased.

She’d been a princess during our college days, but she became queen
after her older brother abdicated and her grandfather stepped down due to
health reasons.



It still boggled my mind that I was best friends with a literal queen, but
Bridget was so down to earth I forgot she was royalty half the time.

She wrinkled her nose. “More things? Yes. More interesting things?
Debatable.”

“Guys, please. Let’s get things back on track,” Jules said. “Who have
you been hiding from us, Stel? Give us a name. Picture. Anything. Please, |
need to know before I die from curiosity.”

She flopped onto the couch in a dramatic heap.

I shook my head.

If I looked up drama queen in the dictionary, I’d find Jules Ambrose’s
face next to it, but I loved her anyway. At least she was into fun drama and
not the nasty, backstabbing kind.

“Fine. I’ll tell you, but don’t freak out.” I drew my bottom lip between
my teeth. “It’s Christian Harper.”

Three blank stares greeted my confession.

I couldn’t remember the last time my friends had been this speechless.
They usually talked more than a daytime talk show host.

The taste of copper filled my mouth from how hard I was biting my lip.

“Rhys’s old boss?” Bridget’s brow creased with confusion.

Her husband Rhys used to work for Harper Security. That was actually
how they met. He’d been assigned to her after her previous bodyguard
returned home to Eldorra for paternity leave.

“Yes.”

“What does he have to do with this?” Jules looked equally confused.

“He’s my boyfriend.”

Still nothing. I might as well be talking to the Madame Tussaud’s wax
versions of my friends for all the reaction they showed.

“Who’s your boyfriend?” Ava asked.

Oh, for goodness’ sake.

“Christian Harper.” 1 threw my hands up. “He’s the guy in the photo I
posted last night! We’re dating. Well, fake dating, but that’s another story.”

Silence stretched for a long, stunned second before chaos erupted.

“Christian Harper ?”

“What do you mean, fake dating?”

“He’s dangerous—”

“How long has this been going on—"

“Is he forcing you into this, because I saw the way he looked at you—"



“Stop .” 1 pinched the bridge of my nose.

This was why I didn’t share things about my life often. Not because I
didn’t want accountability, but because of other people’s reactions and
expectations, whatever they may be.

I forced a calming breath through my nose before I addressed my
friends’ points one by one.

“Yes, Christian is my fake boyfriend. Like I said, it’s a long story. He is
not dangerous—I mean, he’s a little intense, but he runs a security company.
His job is literally to protect people’s lives. Plus, he’s friends with Rhys, so
he can’t be that bad. Last night was our first fake date, and no, he is not
forcing me into this.”

The last part was definitely true. The rest was debatable, but I kept that
to myself.

“I wouldn’t say he’s best friends with Rhys. They have...” Bridget
paused, “an interesting relationship.”

“Forget Rhys,” Jules said. “No offense, Bridge. He’s great and all, but I
want to know about the boyfriend part. Stel, you don’t even want a real
relationship. Why on earth are you in a fake one? Are you in trouble?”
Concern dimmed some of the sparkle in her eyes.

Guilt flared to life in my chest.

I hated burdening people with my problems, but I should’ve anticipated
their worry. Any romantic relationship was out of the norm for me. I wasn’t
opposed to dating, I just...wasn’t interested.

I liked the idea of it. When I read a romance book, watched a romantic
scene, or saw cute couples at dinner, a yearning for something similar
tugged at my gut. But once the book or movie was over and I re-entered the
bright light of reality, the yearning disappeared.

Romanticizing love was easy. Falling in love was harder, especially
when my previous relationships had all lacked...something . Some sort of
emotional connection that would make the risk of falling worth it.

Plus, I’d gotten used to being single, and I doubted the reality of love
could live up to my fantasies of it, so I didn’t even try.

“I’m not in trouble. I promise,” I said when I noticed Jules’s skeptical
expression. “I just...” Need more social media followers so I can make
more money. My skin heated at how shallow that sounded.

The truth was more complicated, but I couldn’t dig into it without
telling my friends about Maura, and that was a conversation I wasn’t



prepared to have at eight-thirty in the morning.

“I’m in the running for a huge brand deal, but I don’t have as many
followers as some of the other girls. I figured I could improve my chances if
I hit the million mark.”

Bridget’s frown deepened. “How does that tie in with getting a
boyfriend?”

I reluctantly explained the rest of my plan. It sounded even more
ridiculous when I said it out loud to people who weren’t familiar with the
influencer world, but there was no point in holding back.

When I finished, the silence was a thousand times heavier than the one
before.

“Wow,” Ava finally said. “That’s...wow.”

“Is sex part of the deal? If it’s not, it should be. Christian looks like he
would be a beast in bed.” As expected, Jules was the first to get over her
shock and jump straight to the dirty part. “No offense, but you could use a
little lovin’ in your life. As much as we adore you, there are some things we
can’t provide.”

“No, it isn’t, and it never will be,” I said firmly.

I’d made it clear to Christian that our arrangement wouldn’t encompass
any physical displays of affection unless they were necessary to sell our
public image as a couple.

Sex didn’t factor into the equation. At all. No matter how gorgeous he
was or how good he might be in bed.

My skin heated at a mental image of a naked—

Don't go there.

This was what happened when I missed my morning routine. My brain
freaked out and started picturing things it had no business picturing.

I couldn’t even remember the last time I'd fantasized about sex, let
alone had it.

“Are you sure everything’s okay?” Ava’s concern was palpable.
“You’ve never cared that much about your follower count before.”

I hadn’t obsessed over it the way other bloggers did, but saying I didn’t
care was giving me too much credit.

Everyone trying to grow a platform on social media cared, and those
that said they didn’t were lying.

Those little numbers could wreak havoc on anyone’s mental health.



“I’m not trying to be combative,” Ava added softly. “If this is what you
want to do, we’ll support you. It just seems a little...”

“Out of character,” Bridget finished.

I stared at the half-empty takeout cup in my hand. “Maybe. But maybe
it’s also time to try something new.”

I was twenty-six. I’d had one “real” job since I graduated and no
significant developments in my personal or professional lifes. I considered
blogging my second job, but a lot of people didn’t and I hated how I let
their opinions affect the many hours of real work I poured into writing,
styling, photography, and social media.

I was basically doing the same thing I’d been doing since college, only I
was older and a little more jaded.

Meanwhile, Ava had moved to London (even if it’d only been
temporary), got engaged, and landed her dream job traveling the world as a
photographer; Bridget got married and became a freaking queen, and Jules
passed the bar, became a high-powered attorney, and moved in with her
boyfriend.

Everyone was starting new chapters of their lives while I was stuck in
the prologue, waiting for my story to be told.

I swallowed the bitterness coating my tongue. If I didn’t shake things
up, I’d be an unfinished manuscript forever. A thousand potential words
that never made it onto the page. Someone who could’ve been something
instead of someone who did something.

“Understandable. Change is the spice of life,” Jules agreed. Her face
softened before she added, “Like Ava said, we’re not trying to challenge
you on this. We just want to make sure it’s what you really want. If you’re
happy, we’re happy.”

“I know.” I cracked a tiny smile. “At the risk of sounding completely
cheesy...I love you guys.”

“Did you hear that?” Jules placed a hand over her chest and looked at
Ava. “She loves us. She really loves us!”

“You know what that means,” Ava said solemnly.

“You guys—" I barely had a chance to put my drink down before they
tackled me in a hug. “Stop!” I laughed, my earlier melancholy melting
beneath their affection.

“Don’t mind me. I’m just over here in Eldorra, not jealous at all,”
Bridget said.



I raised my phone so we could see her again. She wore a half-amused,
half-envious expression.

“You need to visit us soon. We miss you.”

We hadn’t seen her in person since Ava’s birthday last year, when she’d
surprised us at the party.

“I will, I promise.” Bridget grew serious. “In the meantime, be careful
with Christian. He’s not the type of man who does anything out of the
goodness of his heart.”

No, he wasn’t. But I didn’t need Bridget to tell me that.

After my friends left an hour later with promises not to tell anyone,
including their significant others, about my deal with Christian, I showered
and brewed myself a fresh pot of tea before I finally picked up my phone. I
stared at the Instagram icon on my screen and held my breath as I tapped
into my profile.

Oh. My. God.

I stared at my numbers, sure I was hallucinating.

Over one hundred thousand likes, four thousand comments, and ten
thousand new followers overnight.

I pinched myself and flinched at the sharp burst of pain. Not
hallucinating.

I’d expected good engagement on the photo with Christian, but I hadn’t
expected this .

Giddiness ballooned in my chest while my mind raced with
possibilities.

Would another photo with Christian go viral in a similar manner, or was
this a one-off because it was the first one?

There was only one way to find out.

Visions of a million followers, six-figure brand deals, and paying an
entire year’s worth of Maura’s care in one go with savings left over danced
in my head.

Maybe I'd signed a deal with the devil when I agreed to my
arrangement with Christian...

But that didn’t mean it wasn’t worth it.



10

CHRISTIAN

I STARED AT STELLA’S LATEST INSTAGRAM POST FROM OUR RIDE TO THE
fundraiser over the weekend. My hand on her bare thigh, the vivid green of
her gown contrasting with the coal black sleeve of my suit.

Some photos were worth a thousand words. This photo said only one.

Mine.

A strange sensation sparked in my chest before I brushed it aside and
tapped on the comments beneath the post. The reactions ranged from
curiosity to joy to despair from hundreds of distraught men who bemoaned
the loss of a chance with her.

Jayx098: How could you cheat on me like this? I already told my
parents we were getting married :(

Brycefitness: ditch the bf and go on a date with me instead. I’ll make
it worth your while ;)

Threetriscuits: i can also wear a suit and cufflinks. just sayin’

My eyes narrowed. I tapped on brycefitness’s profile and studied it. Big
muscles. Small brain. Standard gym bro who thought he was God’s gift to
women.

How many pounds on a barbell would it take to crush someone? Hmm...

A new text message popped up, disrupting my calculations.

Luisa: Christian Harper. You’ve been holding out on me.

Luisa: Why didn’t you tell me you were dating Stella??

A frown touched my face. I eyed brycefitness’s profile one last time
before I closed out of the app. He’d gotten lucky.

Part of me, even the part that thrilled at the coppery scent of blood and
fear, recognized my reaction wasn’t normal. It’d been one comment on



Instagram, for fuck’s sake.

I had a business to run, yet here I was, scrolling through fucking social
media on my burner account.

No profile photo, no bio, no followers. One following.

The turquoise ring burned in my pocket as I typed out a response.

Me: It was irrelevant.

Stella hadn’t shown my face in the photo, but enough people saw us
together at the gala for news to spread.

Apparently, the news had since escaped the confines of D.C. society and
reached New York.

Luisa: You acted like you didn’t know her at the dinner!

Me: I didn’t want to sway your decision.

There was a long pause before she replied.

Luisa: What decision?

Me: Don’t lie, Lu. I’m better at it than you are.

Luisa: You’re such an ass.

Luisa: Anyway, it wouldn’t have swayed my decision. I’'m 95% set on
who I want our next brand ambassador to be.

I stared at the text. My fingers drummed an absentminded rhythm on the
armrest.

After another moment of deliberation, I replied.

Me: I’m glad. It’s been a long time coming.

Neutral, semi-disinterested.

She took the bait, as I knew she would.

Luisa: You’re not going to ask who it is?

Me: I was at the dinner too. The answer is obvious.

I left it at that. Luisa was smart enough to know who I meant.

A knock split the silence.

I flicked my gaze up. “Come in.”

Kage entered, so tall and broad he barely fit through my office’s door
frame.

“I hear you got a girlfriend.” He wasted no time in cutting to the chase.
“How did I not know about this?” An accusatory note crept into his voice.

He was my oldest and, now that Rhys was gone, my most sought-after
employee by clients. He was also the only person at Harper Security who
didn’t blow smoke up my ass—a liberty I granted him for saving my life in
Colombia a decade ago.



“I run a security company, not a gossip magazine. My personal life is no
one’s business.” An edge ran beneath my otherwise indifferent tone. His
liberties only went so far.

Kage held my stare for a second before he looked away. “Understood.
But the team is curious. You dating an influencer is...unexpected.”

I leaned back in my chair and steepled my hand beneath my chin. My
phone had been blowing up all day with people expressing similar
sentiments. Every new message and call chipped away at my patience, and
Kage’s observation was no different.

“Been looking into her, have you?” I asked coolly. Stella’s social media
was out there for everyone to see, but the thought of my guys poring over
pictures and videos of her sent a surge of irritation through my blood.

“Uh, well...” Kage ran a sheepish hand over the back of his neck.“We
looked her up during lunch.”

Christ. Every employee at Harper Security was ex-military or ex-CIA,
yet they gossiped like high schoolers.

“She’s hot.” Kage sank into the chair opposite mine. “Somehow, I’'m
not surprised your girlfriend looks like a goddamned supermodel. It’s the
charmed life of a billionaire CEO,” he added dryly.

A dark flame kindled in my chest before I smothered it.

“The only thing I’m interested in discussing right now is how we lost
the Deacon and Beatrix accounts,” I said coldly. “Not my girlfriend.”

The other man instantly sobered. “I dug into it, and it looks like a
classic case of price undercutting. Sentinel promised them more for less.
Deacon and Beatrix were always stingy bastards. It’s no wonder they
jumped ship.”

True, but I didn’t want rumors circulating that Harper Security couldn’t
hold on to its clients.

“You think it’s a big deal?” Kage correctly assessed my silence. “Do we
need to get them back?”

“No.” Rule number one of surviving in a cutthroat business: never show
weakness, not even to one’s own team. “Let me worry about business
strategy. You do what you do best.”

“Kick ass and be devastatingly handsome?”

“If that’s what you think, you need a new mirror, because it’s lying to
you.”



“Not all of us can be you, Mr. Pretty Boy, but no woman has ever
complained about my looks.” He wiggled his eyebrows. “Speaking of,
wanna wingman me later? It’s been a while since we hit the bar together. I
know you’re a taken man now, but you can draw in the ladies while I close
the deal.”

“Can’t.” I stood and adjusted the sleeve of my suit. “Prior engagement.”

“Why am I not surprised? We haven’t gone out together in months.”
Kage unfolded himself from his chair. “You ever gonna tell me what these
mysterious ‘prior engagements’ are?”

I responded with a sardonic stare.

“Fine. I can take a hint,” he grumbled. “Have fun with your
engagement. ”

After Kage left, I tidied my desk to its meticulous pre-work state before
I exited the office.

Ten minutes later, I was speeding down Connecticut Avenue when my
phone rang.

I no sooner accepted the call than an annoyed growl filled the interior.

“What the hell are you thinking?”

“Hello to you too, Larsen.” I made a smooth turn onto a private, tree-
lined road. “It’s a shame you haven’t acquired more manners now that
you’re royalty. The palace’s etiquette lessons are severely lacking.”

I stopped at the gate and flashed my membership card at the armed
guard. He examined it and nodded.

The security scanners took my car’s specs before the gates slid open
with a smooth whir.

“Funny,” Rhys said flatly. “Clients should pay extra for your sense of
humor.”

“That’s rich, coming from a guy who has no sense of humor.”

My mouth tugged up at his second, even more annoyed growl.

Rhys Larsen used to be my top bodyguard until he fell prey to the
disease people called love. Now, he was the Prince Consort of Eldorra.

Sometimes, I texted him photos of him looking bored and grumpy at
various diplomatic functions just to fuck with him. I didn’t need to say
anything for him to get the gist.

You’re whipped, and it’s pathetic.

My obsession with Stella might be spiraling out of control, but at least I
wasn’t attending ribbon-cutting ceremonies for a charity she liked and



planting trees for an Earth Day photo op.

“Don’t try to change the subject. What the hell are you doing dating
Stella?” Rhys demanded.

I parked the car in the private garage and walked toward the entrance.
The heavy double doors opened with a wave of my card over the reader.

“The same things every man does in a relationship.”

“Cut the vague bullshit, Harper.” A note of warning slipped into his
voice. “She’s Bridget’s best friend. If she’s upset, Bridget’s upset. And if
Bridget’s upset...”

“You’re going to knock me out with your ceremonial crown?” My shoes
echoed against the polished floors, where the giant gold V etched into the
middle glowed against the surrounding black marble. “Duly noted. Now, I
believe you have an event early tomorrow morning. Better get to sleep,
Your Highness. You need your beauty rest for the photo ops.”

“Fuck you.”

“Sadly, while I'm sure you have the women of Eldorra swooning,
you’re not my type.” I passed by the restaurant and the entrance to the
gentleman’s club before I reached the library. “Give the queen my regards.”

I hung up before he could respond.

I should’ve known he would get snippy about the Stella situation. He
was fully whipped by his wife, and she was protective of Stella.

Understandable, but that wasn’t my problem. I hadn’t signed up to be
nagged by her friends about my intentions.

I opened the doors to the library and found the person I was meeting
seated at our usual table by one of the stained-glass windows. Leather-
bound books soared three stories to the cathedral ceiling, and the low
murmur of conversation interrupted the otherwise reverent hush.

There was no stern librarian yelling at patrons for talking, but a thirty-
thousand-dollar annual fee granted club members more freedom than in any
public space.

The library at Valhalla Club was where deals were made and alliances
were forged. Every power player in D.C. knew that.

“You’re late.” Cool green eyes tracked my progress as I approached the
table. A rare eighteenth-century chessboard sat on top of the thick oak next
to two empty crystal tumblers and one full decanter of Glenfiddich 40 Year
single malt scotch whisky.



“That eager to lose?” I removed my jacket and draped it over the back
of my chair before I sat, my movements unhurried and deliberate.

I rolled my sleeves up and poured myself a glass of scotch. Nothing like
a good drink to start off the evening.

Alex Volkov pinned me with a wry stare. “We’re tied for wins.”

“Not after tonight.”

Alex and I had standing chess matches at the Valhalla Club every month
for the past five years. Our games were always hard fought and harder won.

We rarely interacted outside the hushed confines of Valhalla and the rare
occasion when he needed my help with something cyber-related, but our
monthly meetings were one of the few social engagements I truly enjoyed.

“Your hubris will be your downfall one day, Harper.” Alex filled his
glass halfway and raised it to his mouth.

“Perhaps,” I agreed. “But not today.”

“We’ll see.”

Normally, our games were silent with concentration, but Alex surprised
me as he moved his pawn to e4.

“So, you and Stella.”

“Yes.” A non-answer for a non-question.

“What are you holding over her?”

I paused for a fraction of a second before I countered his move.

The Alex Volkov I knew wouldn’t give two shits about anyone else’s
personal life.

“Asking for your fiancée?” Like Rhys’s wife Bridget, Alex’s fiancée
Ava was also best friends with Stella.

“Stella has never been interested in a relationship.” Alex ignored my
question. “She also didn’t mention a single thing about you or a boyfriend
until she posted that photo. Therefore, it stands to reason that you’re
blackmailing her.” Those sharp green eyes narrowed. “Then again, you
aren’t interested in dating, which means you either want to use her for
something or the two of you have struck a mutually beneficial deal.”

This was why I enjoyed Alex’s company. He kept me on my toes.

“Don’t let the conspiracy theories cloud your brain,” I drawled. “You’re
losing.”

Blatant lie. We were on equal footing so far in the game.

“Your diversion tactics leave something to be desired, so it’s not my
brain that’s clouded,” Alex said. “Maybe Stella will be the one who’ll crack



your I don't believe in love shell. It’s always the unexpected ones.”

I’d never heard him say so many words in such a short period of time.
My amusement deepened. “Maybe, but doubtful.”

My feelings toward Stella were...unusual, but they weren’t love. It was
hard to feel something I actively despised.

Love made the world go round, all right. In endless, tedious cycles that
produced horrid songs, even more horrid movies, and annual abominations
like Valentine’s Day.

I rarely found it anything other than poisonous.

“Since when did you become so chatty?” I pushed my knight into a
defensive position. “Don’t tell me you’ve evolved into an actual human
being. We should put out a bulletin in the Valhalla newsletter. The other
members will be thrilled.”

Valhalla Club didn’t have a newsletter, but its members had their own
methods for tracking their friends’ and foes’ lives alike.

“As thrilled as they are to learn of your new relationship status, I'm
sure.” Dark humor glinted in his eyes. Yet another change from the stoic
Volkov I’d met years ago.

We continued the game, but now that Stella had been brought up again ,
I couldn’t stop my thoughts from straying down paths they had no business
traversing.

She hadn’t posted on social media since the night of the fundraiser. She
usually posted every day. She hadn’t reached out to me for more photos
despite the success of her first post.

Was she second-guessing our arrangement?

A trickle of something cold and foreign washed down my spine. It took
me several beats to identify it.

Uncertainty.

Something as unfamiliar to me as rainstorms were to deserts.

We have a contract. She won't go back on her word.

Yet the urge to check in with her gripped my attention and pulled it
away from the carved ebony and ivory pieces scattered strategically across
the board.

“Checkmate.” Alex’s cool voice dragged me back to the library.

I blinked away images of green eyes and lush lips and examined the
final layout.



Alex had executed a checkmate pattern I should’ve seen from a mile
away.

“That was quick.” Disappointment shadowed his face. “You’re off your
game today.”

“We’re just getting started, Volkov.” I cleared the board. “Get back to
me after the second round.”

But he was right. I was off my game, all because I’d been busy thinking
about someone who had no business occupying my thoughts the way she
did. She thought her rent at the Mirage was low? That was nothing
compared to how she lived rent-free in my fucking head.

Stella may appear sweet and gentle, but she was more dangerous to me
than any weapon or rival.

AFTER A SECOND CHESS GAME WITH ALEX, WHERE I REDEEMED MYSELF
with a beautifully executed checkmate after two hours of play, I returned
home at precisely a quarter to nine.

It took me less than one minute to determine that something was amiss.

The door to my office was open, and I always closed it before leaving.

I granted very few people access to my apartment when I wasn’t here.
None of them would come this late at night.

Adrenaline burned through the scotch-fueled murkiness in my blood.

I’d taken advantage of Valhalla’s private car service to shepherd me
home given how much I drank, but I had enough presence of mind to soften
my footsteps as I inched toward my office.

I glimpsed dark hair through the opening before I pushed open the door,
crossed the room in two long strides, and pinned the intruder to the wall
with my hand wrapped around their throat.

Icy rage misted my vision with red-tinged white.

I did not appreciate people invading my personal space. Touching my
things without permission. Breaking into my house and challenging my
authority.

My fingers flexed around the soft column of their throat.

The vibrations of a fear-laced gasp trembled against my hold before it
spilled into the air.

“Christian .” The familiarity of the soft plea tugged the haze away from
my eyes until all I could see was green.



Huge, lush green eyes, framed by inky lashes and acrid with panic.

Fuck.

An arctic splash of recognition wrenched my hand from her throat.

We stared at each other, our breaths ragged in the quiet space between
us—hers from fear, mine from adrenaline and regret.

A tendril of anger worked its way into the mix and stretched my words
taut. “Ms. Alonso. Care to explain what you’re doing here?”

She was one of the few people on earth who had a key to my apartment,
but I’d instructed her to visit during specific time windows. Friday night
wasn’t one of them.

She was lucky I wasn’t the shoot first, ask questions later type like some
of my men.

An image of Stella shot passed through my mind, and coldness gathered
in the pit of my stomach.

She lifted her chin, clearly unimpressed with my greeting and sharp
tone. “I was watering your plants like you’d asked me to.” Despite her
pointed tone, her breaths remained shallow, and tiny shivers worked their
way through her body until my tendril of anger dissipated.

It was only then that I noticed the shattered watering can on the floor.
The escaped water formed a small, glistening puddle against the customized
wood, and the can’s shiny black ceramic pieces reflected my face back at
me.

A hundred different faces, broken up with jagged edges and distorted
features.

I dragged my eyes back up to Stella’s. “You’re watering my plants at
nine o’clock at night?”

“I forgot earlier because I was busy. You said only to come in on
weekdays, and I didn’t want to leave them all weekend. They’re very
sensitive to—"

“Busy doing what?”

I no longer cared about the plants.

“Personal things.” Instead of collapsing beneath the weight of my heavy
stare, she straightened and tilted her chin another inch higher. “We’re not
actually together. You’re not entitled to know my every move.”

Annoyance wisped through me at the reminder.

“I am when your busyness leads you to break into my apartment at nine
o’clock at night.”



“I didn’t break in. I had a key!”

“Used outside the allotted time frames. A good lawyer could argue the
case in my favor.”

Stella’s eyes narrowed. Her breaths had finally evened, and I suspected
her flushed cheeks weren’t due to embarrassment. “You’re the security
expert. If you’re that worried, perhaps you should create a key that can only
be used during your specified time windows. That wouldn’t be difficult for
a genius like you, would it, Mr. Harper?”

I allowed a soft laugh to slip free.

Stella’s sass came and went like flashes of lightning. Every time it
appeared, it electrified me, because that was when I glimpsed the real her.
The one lying semi-dormant beneath her carefully cultivated calm and
desperate desire to please. Somewhere within that cocoon of mild manners
was a brilliant butterfly yearning to break free.

“It wouldn’t be difficult at all.” My gaze grew heavy-lidded as I perused
her from head to toe. “But then I wouldn’t come home and find you waiting
for me.”

A sliver of toned stomach peeked out from under her cropped gray
sweatshirt while matching terrycloth short shorts clung to her hips and
thighs. An endless expanse of smooth, golden brown legs ended with bare
feet and red-polished nails.

My throat ran dry. I yearned to run my hands up her body, to hear her
sigh with pleasure as I explored the sleek contours of her curves.

She was dressed for bed, with not a stitch of makeup on her face or
jewelry adorning her limbs, but she glowed so brightly it reached the
darkest corners of my soul.

“I thought you didn’t want that.” Breathless nerves surfaced in her
reply.

“Don’t assume what I want, Ms. Alonso.” I kept my voice placid,
almost disinterested, but there was nothing placid about the current
crackling in the air.

One touch, and the room would ignite.

“Noted.” Stella’s fingers curled around the hem of her shorts until her
knuckles whitened.

My eyes dipped to her thighs, and desire flamed hotter in my veins
when they clenched beneath my attention.



It was a small movement, nothing more than a subtle tensing of her
muscles, but she might as well have reached down and caressed the
hardness aching at my groin.

“You should leave,” I said softly, the words rough with restraint.

She didn’t move.

“Unless...” I raised my hand and skimmed it down the side of her neck
until I reached the frantic flutter of her pulse. “You want to stay.”

I should stop touching her, and I should keep my distance, but I was
mesmerized.

Stella’s swallow was audible in the thick, condensed silence.

“I don’t.” She wavered the tiniest bit on the word don *.

“No?” I grazed my thumb over her skin. The small point of contact
seared through flesh and bone until the heat spilled into my blood. I lifted
my eyes to hers again, my voice hardening. “Then why are you still here?”

Distraction. Obsession. Confoundment.

She was all those things and more.

She should’ve been a simple puzzle to break apart and piece back
together, but she was proving more complicated than expected. She was like
a jigsaw missing one piece. No matter how hard I searched, I couldn’t find
the missing piece, and until I did, she’d continue haunting my thoughts.

There was, of course, another explanation, but I dismissed that one the
second it surfaced.

The one that told me I didn’t want to solve Stella Alonso, because once
I did, the thread connecting us would be severed.

And for some galling, unknown reason, I didn’t want it to be severed.

She opened her mouth to respond, but I released her and stepped back,
cutting her off without a word.

“It’s time for you to leave.” It was no longer framed as a suggestion but
an order. “Don’t let me find you in my apartment outside the permitted
times again, or you’ll discover there are limits to my generosity.”

Indulging her tonight was a mistake. I’d already bent too many rules for
her.

If it had been anyone else in my office, I would’ve punished them for
the transgression, not fantasize about how their skin would feel against
mine.

Fire sparked in Stella’s eyes.



I expected her to snap back, anticipated it the way an alcoholic
anticipated his next sip of liquor. But the fire cooled almost as soon as it
kindled, smothered beneath a layer of newly formed ice.

“Understood.” She reached into her pocket and retrieved a brass key,
which she forced into my hand. “In fact, you won’t find me in your
apartment again, period.”

I didn’t realize how hard I was gripping the key until the jagged edge
dug into my palm.

The slam of the front door reverberated through the ensuing silence.

I usually enjoyed the silence. It was peaceful and restorative, but now it
seemed oppressive, like an invisible weight pressing against my chest.

The key sank deeper into my palm before I uncurled my hand and
shoved it in my pocket.

I stepped around the broken watering can and stalked to my room,
where I yanked off my tie and tossed it on the bed.

It didn’t ease the expanding tightness in my throat.

Beneath the ice, Stella had been hurt. I’d glimpsed a kernel of it before
her defenses kicked in.

A strange pang hit my chest before I made an impatient noise.

For fuck’s sake.

I’d had a hell of a day. Not just with work, but with all the nosy fuckers
in my life who swarmed all over me now that I was finally “dating”
someone. I didn’t have time to analyze microexpressions.

I removed my cufflinks and my watch, which I placed parallel to each
other on the nightstand.

Understood. In fact, you won't find me in your apartment again, period.

What the hell did that mean? If she reneged on our rent deal...

A muscle ticked in my jaw.

I shouldn’t care. I didn’t even like the damn plants. I only kept them
because my interior designer insisted they “pulled the aesthetic together,”
and I refused to admit failure by letting them die.

But it was the principle of the matter. I couldn’t set a precedent where
people backed out of an agreement with me without consequences.

The memory of the fleeting hurt in Stella’s eyes resurfaced like an
annoying gnat that wouldn’t go away.

“Dammit to hell.”



With an annoyed growl, I abandoned my better instincts, slammed the
bedroom door behind me, and made my way downstairs.



N

STELLA/CHRISTIAN

STELLA

Christian Harper had some nerve.

Anger simmered in my stomach as I unlocked my apartment and opened
the door with more force than necessary.

It wasn’t an emotion I felt often, and it ate away at my insides like acid.

I didn’t know why I’d reacted so strongly to Christian’s dismissal. I’d
heard worse from Meredith and the trolls in my comment sections.

But there was something about the way he did it that clawed under my
skin.

One second, I thought he would kiss me. The next, he was kicking me
out of his apartment. The man flipped hot and cold more often than a
broken faucet.

Worse, there’d been a moment when I’d wanted him to kiss me. When
the curiosity over how that firm, sensual mouth would taste pulsed in
rhythm to the ache between my thighs.

Frustration twined with my anger.

I didn’t know how he managed to pull so many dormant emotions out of
me.

Was it his looks? His wealth? Neither of those things had mattered to
me before. I’d met too many rich, good-looking jerks to be suckered in by
their false charm.

I set my bag on a nearby table and forced my lungs to expand past the
pressure. Confrontation always set me on edge. Even when I wasn’t in the
wrong, I felt like I was.

You won't find me in your apartment again, period.



The memory of my rash declaration erased any calming effect my deep
breaths may have had.

I’d “quit” in the heat of the moment. But as stupid as the deal was, I had
promised him I would care for his plants in exchange for lower rent.

What if he raised my rent or, worse, evicted me? What if he ended our
arrangement? I hadn’t heard from Delamonte yet, but I’d already gained ten
thousand followers since I posted the photo of us on our way to the
fundraiser.

My account was growing for the first time in a year and ending our
arrangement early would kill any momentum I had.

No momentum equaled no growth equaled less money.

Regret kicked my heart palpitations into overdrive.

That was why I’d trained myself to suppress emotional outbursts. The
consequences always overshadowed the temporary relief.

I closed my eyes and attempted to return to my deep breathing.

It didn’t work.

Dammit.

I was too tired and jittery for yoga, so I rifled through my bag for my
phone. Social media wasn’t the best anxiety-reducing tactic, but it was a
great distraction. I just had to stick to my carefully curated YouTube feed of
cute animals, styling tips, and hair and makeup tutorials.

Any other app was too much of a minefield to navigate when I was
feeling like this.

Lip gloss, moisturizer, cafe receipt...

I paused when my hand brushed a plain white envelope.

I didn’t remember putting that in my bag. I didn’t even own mailing
envelopes since I did everything via email these days.

I picked up the envelope and slid a finger under the flap to open it. It
was unmarked—no addressee, no return address, no stamp.

A sheet of equally plain white paper was nestled inside.

Foreboding slithered down my spine when I unfolded it. At first, I
thought it was blank, but then my eyes focused on the single line of black
type at the top.

You were supposed to wait for me, Stella. You didn't.

No direct threat, but the message was ominous enough to send my
dinner rising in my throat.

Ugly memories from two years ago swamped me in a rush.



Candid photos of me in the city—laughing with friends through the
window of a restaurant, scrolling through my phone while I waited for the
metro, shopping in a boutique in Georgetown. Letters that swung wildly
from effusive declarations of love to graphic fantasies of what the sender
wanted to do to me.

All sent to my personal home address.

That went on for weeks until I became so paranoid and stressed I
couldn’t shower unless Jules was sitting right outside in the living room.
Even then, I’d been plagued with nightmares of my stalker storming into
my house and hurting her before he came for me.

Then one day, the letters and photos just stopped, like the sender had
dropped off the face of the earth. I thought he’d either tired of me or gotten
arrested.

But now...

Terror turned my blood into ice.

I was dimly aware that I hadn’t moved since I read the note. I should. 1
should check the house for intruders and call the police, not that they’d
been any help the last time this happened.

But I was paralyzed, frozen with disbelief and the sharp, metallic taste
of fear.

It’d been two years since I’d heard from my stalker. Why was he back
now ? Had he always been there, watching and biding his time? Or had he
left, then returned for whatever reason?

And if the note was in my purse...

My breaths rushed out faster. Tiny black dots danced in front of my
vision as the implication crystallized.

No stamps and address meant the stalker had gotten close enough to slip
the envelope into my bag. He’d been right there. He’d probably touched
me.

Invisible spiders crawled over my skin.

I’d cleaned out my bag last night and hadn’t seen the note, so it must’ve
happened sometime that day.

My brain cycled through the list of places I’d visited that day.

Coffee shop. The Georgetown waterfront to shoot a campaign with my
tripod. The grocery store. The metro. Christian’s apartment.

The list wasn’t long, but save for Christian’s house, every place had
been crowded for someone to slip the note into my bag without me



noticing.

The silence of the apartment morphed into something thick and
ominous, interrupted only by my shallow, gasping breaths.

No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t get enough oxygen into my lungs,
and [—

The harsh, jarring ring of the doorbell ripped through the quiet and
caused every hair on my skin to stand on end.

It was the stalker. It had to be. No one would visit this late at night
without notice.

Oh, God.

I needed to hide, call 911, do something, but my body refused to obey
my brain’s commands.

The doorbell rang again, and my fight or flight finally kicked in.

I stumbled toward the nearest hiding spot—a side table wedged between
the couch and the air-conditioning unit. The phantom breath of my stalker
brushed against my neck as I crawled beneath the table.

I could feel him behind me, a malevolent presence whose icy fingers
clawed at my shirt and squeezed the oxygen from my lungs.

The floor tilted, and my head collided with one of the table legs as I
attempted to sink as deep into the darkness as possible.

The pain was only a whisper of sensation compared to the chills
swamping my skin.

Another ring of the doorbell, followed by knocking.

“Stella!”

I couldn’t distinguish who the voice belonged to. I didn’t even know if
it was real.

I just wanted it to go away.

I pulled my knees to my chest and wrapped my arms around them. The
A/C was off, but I couldn’t stop shaking.

I wasn’t ready to die. I’d barely lived.

The knocks continued, growing louder and more frequent until they
finally stopped. A pause ensued, followed by the sound of a key turning in
the door.

Footsteps echoed against the hardwood floors, but they paused when a
whimper clawed up my throat.

A few seconds later, a pair of black leather loafers stopped in front of
me.



I squeezed my eyes shut and scooted deeper into the corner until my
back hit the wall.

Pleasepleaseplease—

“Stella.”

I had a taser in my bag. Why hadn’t I grabbed my taser? I’d only held
onto the letter, which I’d dropped onto the floor next to me. It was useless
as a weapon unless I planned to paper cut the intruder to death.

Stupid, useless, disappointing...

Tears burned behind my closed lids.

Would my family care if I died? They might be sad at first, but
eventually, they’d be relieved that the family’s biggest disappointment was
gone. They hadn’t even wanted me. I’d been an accident, a disruption in
their long-running plan to only have one child.

If I died, they could finally get their plan back on track. If [—

A hand grasped my chin and tilted it up.

“Stella, look at me.”

I didn’t want to. I wanted to stay in my well of denial forever.

If I can’t see the monster, it doesn't exist.

But the voice didn’t sound like it belonged to a monster. It sounded deep
and velvety and too authoritative for me not to obey.

I slowly opened my eyes.

Whiskey. Fire. Warmth.

My chills skittered away at the banked fury glimmering beneath those
dark pools of concern, but Christian’s face softened when our gazes
connected.

“You’re okay.”

Only two words, but they contained such calm reassurance that the dam
inside me finally broke.

A sob tore from my throat, and moisture spilled past my eyes until his
face blurred.

I heard a low curse before strong arms engulfed me, and my face
pressed against something hard and solid. Immovable, like a mountain in a
storm.

I curled into Christian’s embrace and let out weeks of stress and anxiety
until I ran dry. It wasn’t just the note, though that had been the tipping
point. It was D.C. Style, my family, Delamonte, my social media, and the
deep-rooted sense that no matter how hard I tried, I would never live up to



the expectations of those around me. That I would always be a
disappointment.

It was my life.

Somewhere along the way, it’d careened so off course I couldn’t even
see the main path anymore.

[ felt like a total failure.

Christian didn’t say a word as I sobbed out my frustration on his chest.
He just held me until my tears dried enough for mortification to seep into
the void left behind by my expelled emotions.

“I’m sorry.” I lifted my head and swiped the back of my hand against
my damp cheeks. My mortification deepened when I saw the tear blotches
staining his expensive-looking button-down. “I—" I hiccupped. “I ruined
your shirt.”

Of all the ways I’d pictured the night ending, having a mini meltdown
in Christian Harper’s arms wasn’t one of them.

He didn’t even glance down. “It’s a shirt. I have plenty.”

We were still on the floor, and I would’ve laughed at the sight of him
sitting so casually on the hardwood in his designer clothes had his words
not created another well of moisture behind my eyes.

An hour ago, I’d thought he was the biggest jerk in existence. Now...

I blinked the fresh tears away. I’d embarrassed myself enough already,
thank you very much, and I couldn’t keep up with my roller coaster of
emotions.

First my argument with Christian, then finding the note.

The note.

Dread resurfaced as a slow, insidious wave that washed away my short-
lived relief. Whoever sent the note was still out there. They hadn’t been a
physical threat so far, but...

My eyes strayed toward the deceptively innocent-looking letter.

Christian followed my gaze. His face hardened, and I didn’t stop him
when he picked up the paper and read the typed message.

When he lifted his eyes again, their cool amber color had darkened into
obsidian.

“Who sent this?” His calm, almost pleasant tone contrasted with the
danger flickering in the air.

I pulled it tight around me, taking strange solace in his quiet fury.



“I don’t know. I came home, looked through my bag, and found it.” I
swallowed past the lump in my throat. “I’ve...I’ve received similar notes
before. But it’s been a while since the last one.”

The flicker of danger ignited into a flame. The intensity of it soaked
every molecule of air, but instead of unnerving me, it made me feel safe,
like it was a titanium wall shielding me from the outside world.

I’d never told anyone except Jules about my stalker before. I wanted to
tell Christian, if only because he was the security expert and would have
ideas about how to track the creep down. But I was crashing now that the
adrenaline from finding the note had worn off.

Exhaustion tugged at my eyes, and every time I opened my mouth to
explain the situation, a yawn escaped instead.

Christian must’ve known I lacked the energy for anything except sleep
because he didn’t ask for details. Instead, he stood and held out his hand.

After a brief hesitation, I scooted out from under the table and took it.

Dizziness overtook me as he pulled me to my feet, but when it passed, I
almost did a double take at how normal my apartment looked.

Same aromatherapy candle sitting on the coffee table. Same cashmere
blanket draped over the back of the armchair. No trace of the wild panic
that’d cycled through me less than thirty minutes ago.

We always expected our external world to reflect our internal one, but it
was situations like these that reminded me the world would go on no matter
what happened to us individually.

It was equal parts reassuring and depressing.

I sank onto the couch while Christian did a quick security sweep of the
apartment. My legs couldn’t hold my weight anymore, and I’d almost fallen
asleep against the deep cream cushions when he returned to the living
room.

“You can’t stay here. The apartment’s secure,” he added when I
straightened with alarm. “But the person who wrote the note is still out
there and probably knows where you live. You have to move.”

Anxiety tightened my stomach. “To where? This is my home.”

“It’s not safe.”

“I thought the Mirage had the best building security in the city.”

Christian’s only response was a tightening of his jaw.

I took a deep breath. My fog of terror had cleared enough for rational
thinking to sink in again.



“Whoever the culprit is, they got to me outside the building. There’s
nowhere I can move that would be safer than here. Besides...” My fingers
curled tight around the edge of the couch. “I’m not letting some coward
who hides behind anonymous letters drive me out of my own home.”

I’d spent too many years in the passenger seat of my life, letting other
people steer me to where they wanted me to go. Living in fear of their
commentary about my actions and making myself small to fit into whatever
box they put me in. My parents’ expectations, my boss’s demands, my
stalker’s notes, which left me so paranoid I jumped at every slam of a door
and snap of a twig.

They acted, I reacted.

I was sick of it. It was time to wrestle back control, and learning how to
say no was the first step.

“I’m not moving,” I repeated.

If the stalker had broken into my apartment, it would’ve been a different
matter, but he hadn’t. Besides, I was right. There was nowhere I could move
that would be safer than the Mirage.

Christian stared at me, his expression carved of granite.

I forced myself not to look away even as my body fought against the
weight of his gaze.

He’d seen me vulnerable, but I refused to let him see me weak.

My breath pressed tight against my lungs, and it wasn’t until Christian
dipped his head in acquiescence that I released it.

Relief and a kernel of pride rushed to fill the void.

He hadn’t said a word, but I had the unshakeable sense that I'd just
faced off against a lion and won.

“Fine, but you’re not staying here without extra protection.”

I could live with that. I welcomed it, even, as long as the extra
protection wasn’t too intrusive.

For a second, I thought Christian would offer to stay the night with me,
and I hated how my heart skipped a beat at the thought.

“Kage, I need you for an assignment...yes. Overnight.” Several beats
passed before he spoke again, his voice hard. “I don’t give a fuck if you’re
dining with the Pope or having sex with Margot fucking Robbie. I want you
on the tenth floor of the Mirage in twenty minutes.”

Disappointment curled through me before I crushed it. Of course
Christian wouldn’t stay with me. He was the CEO. That type of work was



probably beneath him.

He hung up, and something niggled at the back of my mind in the
silence that followed.

“Why did you come to see me? Before you...” Found me in the middle
of a panic attack. “Before you realized what happened.”

Christian slipped his phone into his pocket. “I wanted to clear the air
after our exchange.”

It was a smooth, neutral reply. Almost too smooth.

“Why?”

“Do I need a reason?”

“You have a reason for everything, or you wouldn’t do it.”

The corner of his mouth lifted, but he didn’t elaborate on his earlier
answer.

He’d said twenty minutes, but someone knocked on the door less than
ten minutes later.

That someone turned out to be a mountain of a man, all muscles and
tattoos and good-looking in a way that must be irresistible to women with a
weakness for bad boys.

Kage, I assumed.

Christian briefed him on the situation, but they were so quiet I couldn’t
make out what they said. Whatever it was, it brought a frown to Kage’s face
that softened when he finally turned to me.

“Don’t worry, darlin’.” His soft Southern accent eased the knots in my
shoulders like magic. Next to him, Christian’s jaw flexed, but it happened
so quickly I might’ve imagined it. “I’ll be right here the whole night. No
one’s gettin’ past me. They didn’t call me The Mountain in the military for
nothin’.”

I mustered a small smile. “Here I thought it was because you’re as big
as a mountain.”

The corners of Kage’s eyes crinkled. “That, too.”

“Kage is one of my best. Like he said, no one will get past him.”
Christian’s face remained impassive, but when he rested his gaze on Kage,
the other man’s smile disappeared.

Kage stepped back from me like I’d suddenly caught fire.

I yawned again, too tired to think much of their strange interaction.

Sleep tugged at the edges of my consciousness, and I didn’t resist when
Christian lifted me from the couch with firm but surprisingly gentle hands.



“Don’t pass out on the couch. Mr. Unicorn doesn’t like to share sleeping
space.”

“Funny. If the security thing doesn’t work out, you should be a...”
Another yawn split my face as we walked toward my bedroom. “A
comedian.”

“I’ll keep that in mind.” Christian’s dry response overpowered Kage’s
chuckle from behind us.

When we reached my room, I fell into bed more than I climbed into it. I
was a lead weight, and gravity was an anchor dragging me toward my
mattress.

“Good night,” T mumbled. My eyes were already closed, but I felt
Christian’s presence in the room like a warm security blanket. “And thank
you. For....”

I never finished my sentence.

The last thing I remembered was a warm hand smoothing my hair out of
my face before darkness pulled me under.

CHRISTIAN

After Stella fell asleep, I returned to the living room to find Kage
examining the note.

“Whoever put this in her bag knew how to cover their tracks,” he said.
“It’s generic as hell. The paper, the type, the ink...unless he was careless
enough to leave fingerprints on it, there’s no way of tracking him down
with this alone.”

He echoed everything I’d already deduced.

If it’d been a digital message, I could’ve hunted the sender down in no
time. Physical evidence was much harder to trace.

Whoever sent the note was smart, but they’d slip up eventually.
Everyone did.

My hand flexed as the memory of Stella’s wide-eyed terror surfaced.
Fury crackled through me, its cold burn searing me from the inside out.

I’d tamped it down earlier so I could focus on Stella, but now, it came
rushing back like a tidal wave.

I was going to find the fucker who wrote her that note.

And I was going to make them pay.



Not with a bullet—that was too good for them. They deserved
something more painful. More prolonged.

But until then, I needed to keep Stella safe.

“I want you and Brock shadowing her until we find this fucker,” I told
Kage. “Don’t let her see you.”

After Kage, Brock was one of my best guards, and he’d recently
returned from a three-month job in Tokyo.

Skepticism crossed Kage’s face. “She’s gonna be okay with that?”

“She won’t find out.”

If T asked Stella, she’d say no. She’d already pushed back on moving; I
wasn’t giving her another chance to compromise her safety. The only reason
I’d acquiesced on the moving issue was because she was traumatized
enough without me arguing with her right after her panic attack.

Where would she have moved to, anyway? Like she said, the Mirage is
the most secure building in the city, a voice in my head taunted.

There was an obvious answer, but since she wasn’t moving, the point
was moot.

“Fine. You’re the boss.” Kage glanced at the closed door to Stella’s
bedroom. “Surprised you’re not staying with her. She’s your girlfriend, and
you live right upstairs.”

My jaw tightened.

I was tempted. So fucking tempted. That was the problem.

I didn’t trust myself around Stella. I’d already broken too many rules for
her, and staying with her overnight would cross the invisible line I’d drawn
for myself.

It was always a dance for me, staying close enough to sate the beast
inside me and staying far enough so I was never out of control. A constant
war between want and preservation.

However, I’d come down to...not apologize, necessarily, since I didn’t
do apologies...but to set things right between us.

When she didn’t answer, I thought she was in the shower, but the longer
I waited with no response, the more my mind conjured all sorts of scenarios
—of Stella injuring herself, of an intruder who somehow made it past the
Mirage’s airtight security and into her house.

I’d never felt the sort of panic that’d consumed me when I thought
something had happened to her, and that was not fucking okay.



She was already a weak spot for me; I couldn’t afford for that spot to
grow.

“l separate my business and personal lives. This is business.” 1
responded to Kage in a clipped tone. My stare burned the air between us.
“Touch her for any reason other than to save her life, and you die.”

I didn’t care how long Kage and I had been friends.

No one touched her except me.

His face twisted into a scowl. “Give me more credit than that.”

He hadn’t been happy when I’d pulled him away from the woman he’d
brought home, but he showed up as I knew he would. I didn’t trust anyone
else to look after Stella tonight, not even myself.

“Text me updates every hour. I don’t care if it’s four in the goddamn
morning. I want those check-ins.”

That was as close to staying with her as I would allow myself.

Kage sighed. “You got it.”

I cast one last glance at Stella’s bedroom door.

Every cell in my body screamed for me not to leave. I despised the idea
that Kage was watching her instead of me.

When he’d called her darlin’ and she’d smiled at him, I’d come close to
losing my best employee at my own hands.

In a rare moment of weakness, I’d used our fake dating arrangement to
get closer to her, but a part of me had secretly hoped it would shatter the
mystery and end my fixation with her.

Instead, it was doing the opposite. The more time I spent with Stella, the
more | wanted to be around her. To let her into places I’d never shown
anyone.

It was unacceptable.

I brushed past Kage, took the elevator up to my penthouse, and went
straight to the bar.

The lights of D.C. glittered like a carpet of stars outside the floor-to-
ceiling windows, but I couldn’t appreciate the sight. I was too wound up.

If anything had happened to Stella...

Ice spread through my veins.

I filled my glass with a heavier than usual pour.

Sat.

And waited for the first text from Kage.
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STELLA

THERE WAS SOMETHING ABOUT THE MORNING AFTER THAT ALWAYS MADE THE
previous night’s events seem surreal.

Less than twelve hours ago, I’d been curled up beneath a table in my
living room, convinced I was living my last moments on earth.

Now, I was drinking my daily wheatgrass smoothie and eating toast in
the kitchen like it was a normal day.

If it hadn’t been for Kage’s presence, I would’ve thought last night had
been a dream. Or rather, a nightmare.

“Are you sure you don’t want any food?” A pang of guilt hit my chest
when I noticed the purple smudges shadowing his eyes. He must’ve stayed
awake all night, and he hadn’t known he would get called to an overnight
shift. When was the last time he’d slept?

“Yeah, I gotta leave soon, anyway. Christian gave me the all-clear when
I told him you were up.” Kage eyed me with a frown. “You gonna be
alright?”

“Yep. I’ll be fine.” I injected extra pep into my voice. If I acted like
everything was okay, it’d be okay.

Besides, in the glaring light of day, my panic last night seemed
disproportionate to the situation.

It was just a note.

I lived in a highly secure building, I was surrounded by people when I
went out, and Christian was going to run forensic analysis on the letter. He
was the best at what he did; he’d find the culprit in no time. I was sure of it.

Kage didn’t seem fully convinced by my response, but he didn’t argue.



After he left, I went through the motions of my morning routine as best
as I could. Forty-five minutes of yoga, followed by fifteen minutes of
meditation, journaling, and many hours of agonizing over what to say to
Christian, if I said anything at all.

I should thank him for what he did last night, but every time I pulled out
my phone, self-doubt paralyzed me.

I thought him staying with me and asking Kage to look after me was a
big deal, but what if he didn’t? He’d worked in security for years. His
clients included billionaires and royalty, for Pete’s sake. What’d happened
to me probably wasn’t even a blip on his radar.

Plus, he hadn’t reached out all day. No texts or calls, not that I
should’ve expected anything else. Obviously, Christian had more important
things to do than babysit me. He ran a multimillion-dollar company, and we
weren’t even really dating. He’d already gone above and beyond by asking
Kage to stay with me overnight.

I didn’t want to embarrass myself by making last night a bigger deal
than it was, so I kept my mouth shut and busied myself preparing for an
influencer event with an up-and-coming fashion designer that afternoon.

I’d been tempted to skip the event, but I needed something to take my
mind off the note and its implications.

You were supposed to wait for me, Stella. You didn't.

A shiver rolled down my spine as I locked my apartment door behind
me. I hadn’t drunk coffee in years, but I was so jumpy I might as well have
downed five shots of espresso.

It’s fine. You’ll be in public. Everything will be just fine.

THE EVENT TURNED OUT TO BE MORE FUN THAN I’D EXPECTED. IT WAS AN
early look at the designer Lilah Amiri’s new collection, and the clothes
were incredible. The perfect mix of elegance and sexiness. Lilah herself
seemed genuinely friendly, which was rare in the fashion world. We’d even
exchanged contact information so we could meet up for coffee sometime.
After she excused herself to talk to her publicist, I stopped in front of a
stunning, semi-sheer black gown that shimmered with subtle golden
threads. The skirt draped to the floor in a lavish sweep, and the way it shone
beneath the lights made it look like it was woven from the stars themselves.



The gown was a study in quality, both from the design and
craftsmanship perspectives.

My mind drifted toward the stack of unfinished fashion sketches buried
in the back of my drawer. Guilt pierced my gut as I tried to remember the
last time I’d sketched.

Was it two, maybe three years ago?

I’d always wanted to start my own fashion brand. That was one of the
reasons | started blogging and took the job at D.C. Style. I'd wanted to
establish a name in the industry and make the right connections first.

But somewhere along the way, I’'d gotten so caught up in the daily
“emergencies”, brand partnerships, and follower counts that I’d lost sight of
my end goal.

My guilt thickened.

I told myself I didn’t have the money to start my own brand anyway, but
the truth was, I hadn’t really tried to make something work.

Buzzing from my phone pulled me out of my thoughts.

Natalia.

Dread snuffed out every other emotion faster than a candle in a
rainstorm.

I shouldn’t feel that way about calls from my sister, but they were
almost as stressful as the calls I used to receive from Meredith.

I eased a deep breath into my lungs.

Cool, calm, collected.

“Hi, Nat.” I dipped my head and walked to a quiet corner near the exit.

“Hi. There’s been a change in dinner plans,” Natalia said, crisp and no-
nonsense as usual. “Dad has to leave for a last-minute work trip tomorrow,
so dinner’s been moved to tonight. Can you be there at seven?”

My heartbeat wavered. “Tonight ?” 1 checked the clock. It was just shy
of five. “Nat, that’s in two hours! I’m at an event right now.”

It was ending soon, and it wouldn’t take me long to reach my parents’
house in suburban Virginia, but I wasn’t ready.

I thought I had a week left to mentally prepare for our monthly family
dinner.

Sweat misted my skin at the thought of walking into an Alonso dinner
unprepared.

“While I'm sure your influencer commitments are life and death”—
sarcasm weighted Natalia’s words—“we’re all busy. Dad is literally going



to negotiate a peace deal. Can you make it tonight, or should I tell them
you’re busy?”

Should I tell them you’re disappointing them once again?

Natalia and I weren’t close, but I could still read the subtext behind her
words.

“No.” I gripped my phone so tightly I heard a small crack. “I’ll be
there.”

“Good. They also want you to bring your boyfriend.”

My stomach flipped. “What?”

“Your boyfriend,” Natalia said slowly. “The one you’ve been posting
pictures of on Instagram? Mom and Dad want to meet him.”

Over my dead body.

There was no way in hell I’d bring Christian to something as intimate as
a family dinner. That would blur the lines of our arrangement too much.

“He can’t make it. He has an important business dinner tonight.”

I was becoming alarmingly good at lying.

First to my followers, and now to my family.

The drink I’d downed earlier sloshed in my stomach, making me
lightheaded.

“Fine,” Natalia said flatly. “Just you, then. Don’t be late.” She hung up.

“It was lovely chatting to you too,” I muttered.

I tucked my phone into my purse and whisked another cocktail off a
passing server’s tray.

I was still a bit queasy, but if I was going to face my family tonight, I
needed all the liquid courage I could get.

AsS EXPECTED, MY PARENTS WEREN’T THRILLED WHEN | SHOWED UP WITHOUT
Christian. They were used to getting their way, and when they didn’t, it
wasn’t pleasant for anyone involved.

“It’s a shame your boyfriend couldn’t make it.” Mom spooned a delicate
heap of creamed corn onto her plate. “I expected him to make more of an
effort to meet us. Especially considering we didn’t know he existed until
Natalia told us.” Disapproval frosted her words.

Neither of my parents were active on social media, so it didn’t surprise
me they relied on Natalia to report my comings and goings.



I took a gulp of water, but it did nothing to ease my parched throat or
racing nerves. “He couldn’t cancel his dinner, and I didn't want to say
anything about our relationship until it was serious.”

“Is it serious?” My father raised his eyebrows.

Standing at a muscled six foot three, Jarvis Alonso was intimidating
both in stature and presence. He’d played football at Yale, graduated top of
his class, and held various positions in the private and public sectors before
ascending to his current role as Chief of Staff to the Secretary of State.

Meanwhile, my mom was one of the top environmental lawyers in the
city and a notorious shark in the courtroom.

Together, they ran the household like they ran their offices—with iron
fists.

“I mean, we’re not getting married anytime soon,” I said lightly,
evading the question.

“You called him my love in your caption.” Natalia smoothed a
manicured hand over her hair. “That sounds serious to me. How long have
you been dating again?”

I glared at her, and she blinked back with innocence.

“Three months.” Christian and I agreed that was a decent time frame for
our “relationship.” It was long enough for people to think we were serious
but short enough that it wouldn’t raise too many questions about why we
hadn’t told anyone we were dating until a week ago.

“He’s coming to our next dinner.” My mom slipped into her lawyer
voice. It was a voice no one disobeyed, including my father. “One month
should be adequate notice for him to clear his schedule.”

I kept my tone even. “Yes, of course.”

Absolutely not.

I’ll come up with another excuse closer to the date. For now, it was
easier to appease my parents than to argue.

“Excellent. Now that that’s out of the way, let’s go around the table and
share our accomplishments for the past month.” My mom straightened. I’d
inherited her height and green eyes but not her passion for a legal career,
much to her disappointment. “I’ll start. I won the case against Arico Oil...”

I pushed my food around my plate as my parents and sister shared their
latest professional triumphs. This was everyone’s favorite part of dinner
except mine. It gave them a chance to brag and gave me a severe case of
stomach cramps.



After my dad finished telling us about the multi-country tour he’d
organized, it was my sister’s turn.

“As you know, I was up for a promotion at work. I had some strong
competition but...” Natalia looked around the table, her face glowing with
excitement. “I got it! I got the promotion! You’re looking at the World
Bank’s newest vice president.”

She beamed while my parents erupted into congratulatory cheers and
my stomach dropped like an anchor to the ocean floor.

“Congrats, Nat.” I swallowed the lump in my throat and forced a smile.
“That’s amazing.”

I was happy for her, truly.

But as always, the weight of my inadequacies eroded any joy I might’ve
gleaned from my family’s accomplishments.

My mom was saving the environment, my dad was negotiating world
peace, and my sister was on track to become the youngest president in
World Bank history.

What was I doing?

Pinning my hopes on a campaign I might not get, pretending to date a
man [ wasn’t sure I even liked, and lying to over nine hundred thousand
people about my relationship status.

While my family was sipping daiquiris on life’s luxury cruise liner, I
was barely keeping my head above water.

After the hubbub over Natalia’s promotion died down, all eyes turned to
me.

“Stella,” my father prompted. “What did you accomplish this month?”

I got fired because I didn’t check my phone for a few hours on a
Saturday night. But on the bright side, I gained ten thousand followers after
I posted a picture of me and the man I’m dating as a publicity stunt.

“Well.” T cleared my throat and scrambled for something safe to share.
“My blog was featured as one of the top—”

The ring of my father’s phone interrupted me.

“Excuse me.” He held up one finger. “I have to take this.” He stood and
walked toward the living room. “Hello, sir? Yes, this is a good time...”

I glanced at my mother and Natalia, who were busy discussing how to
celebrate Natalia’s promotion.

I might as well be invisible.



Relief bloomed in my stomach as I stabbed a cherry tomato and brought
it to my mouth.

At least I didn’t have to make up some stupid accomplishment to satisfy
my parents. For once, their lack of interest in my career was a blessing, not
a curse.

I made it all the way to dessert without having to answer a single
question when my phone lit with a new text.

Christian: How’s dinner?

A quick flutter disturbed my chest.

Me: How did you know I was at dinner?

Christian: It’s dinnertime. Call me psychic.

A small smile curved my mouth.

Smartass.

Me: The food is great. The company could be better.

Me: How was your day?

We texted back and forth for a while about my event and his day at the
office (boring, according to him). It was our first conversation since last
night and surprisingly normal.

Neither of us brought up the note until dessert was finished.

Christian: I have some updates regarding last night.

Christian: When will you be home?

I could practically hear the shift in tone over text.

My stomach pinched with nerves as I typed out my reply.

Stella: In the next hour or so.

The trains ran less often this time of night.

Christian: Give me your address and I’ll send a car. Until we find the
person who sent the note, you shouldn’t be taking the metro by yourself
this late at night.

A strange warmth glided through my veins.

Normally, I would’ve turned him down, but I didn’t want to take the
metro alone again. The station closest to my family’s house was always
creepily empty after rush hour, and taking an Uber would be too expensive.

I sent him the address as requested.

Christian: The car will be there in twenty minutes.

Christian: I’ll see you soon.

Another flutter disrupted my heartbeat.



The simple promise in his last text shouldn’t excite me so much...but,
for reasons unknown to myself, it did.
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CHRISTIAN

I’D SLEPT A TOTAL OF THREE HOURS LAST NIGHT. THE ANTICIPATION OF
Kage’s hourly texts made anything more impossible, and I’d crashed that
morning after he confirmed Stella got through the night okay.

I lived by my systems. Seven hours of sleep a night, evening workouts
three times a week in my private gym, and complex work and important
meetings in the morning when I was sharpest, followed by duller tasks in
the afternoon.

My discipline had catapulted me to where I was today—CEO of a
Fortune 500 company with a vast intelligence network and a direct line to
almost every major power player in the world.

In the span of twenty-four hours, Stella had thrown those systems into
complete disarray.

I’d slept until noon, rescheduled my meetings for after lunch, and
skipped my workout so I could do a more thorough scan of her apartment
for secret cameras or surveillance devices before she returned home.

My disrupted schedule should’ve pissed me off, but the rush in my
blood when her front door opened felt a lot less like anger and a lot more
like anticipation.

Despite my vow to stay away from her, her absence proved more of a
distraction than her presence. I’d spent all day hounding Brock for updates
until I caved and texted her myself.

I leaned against the wall as Stella stepped inside, her head bent over her
phone.

“Security tip number one: don’t look down at your phone until you’re in
a secure location.”



She jumped and screamed until she saw me.

“Christian!” She placed a hand over her chest, her face two shades paler
than usual. “What are you doing here?”

“Scanning your apartment for hidden cameras. There are none,” I added
when she paled further.

“You can’t enter my apartment without notice! That’s an invasion of
privacy.”

“Privacy doesn’t exist when it comes to security.” Everyone wanted
privacy until they were in trouble. Then they gave up keys and passwords
like they were nothing.

I’d merely skipped the inevitable back and forth with Stella about
access and jumped straight to the protection part.

“Sounds like something a tyrant would say.”

“I’m glad you understand.”

Her glare lit the air between us with aggravation. “Christian, let me put
it in plain terms. It is illegal for you to enter private homes without prior
permission, even if you own the building.”

Hmm. I suppose it was.

Too bad I gave zero fucks about the law.

Legality did not mean right, and illegality did not mean wrong. One
only had to look at the fucked-up justice system to realize the law was
nothing more than a house of cards, created to give its citizens a false sense
of security and weakened by doorways open only to a select few.

I had to keep up the appearance of a civil, law-abiding citizen, but as
anyone knew, appearances can be deceiving.

And sometimes, we had to take justice into our own hands.

“Do you know how...” Stella’s knuckles turned white around her
phone. “Do you know how many nightmares I’ve had of coming home to
find an intruder in my house? Of being attacked while I’m in the shower or
sleeping? Our homes are supposed to be our safe havens, but I...” The tiny
crack of her voice caused a strange twist in my chest. “How can I feel safe
knowing someone could walk in here any minute and I wouldn’t...I
wouldn’t...”

Her words gave way to shallow, panting breaths. I could see the anxiety
blooming in her eyes until the black of her pupils swallowed the green of
her irises.

Fuck.



I’d known she might get upset, but I also figured she’d want someone
looking out for her. Take the reins and handle her security so she didn’t
have to worry about it. I wanted—no, needed —to watch over her.

It was a rare miscalculation on my part.

I rubbed a thumb over the face of my watch, strangely restless from
both my error and Stella’s palpable distress. Figuring her out was a constant
challenge.

A tight sensation unfurled in my chest until I had to push myself off the
wall and walk toward her to ease its grip.

“You are safe. I won’t let anything happen to you.” I placed my hands
on her shoulders, steadying her. “Stella. It won’t happen again. Now breathe
for me.”

I softened the edge of my voice from a command to a request.

The air was thick with recrimination, and something sharp and foreign
pierced my gut at the tiny shivers wracking her body.

What was it? Guilt? Remorse? Regret?

I couldn’t tell, so I focused on Stella instead.

“That’s it,” I murmured when her breathing finally evened out and color
returned to her face. “Just like that.”

She closed her eyes and exhaled one last deep breath before she stepped
back. A chill set in at the loss of warmth.

“I know you’re trying to help, and I appreciate it,” she said. “But you
have to let me know what’s happening. This is my life.”

A brief pause before I answered. “I understand.”

“Thank you.”

Just like that, the tension in the air dissolved.

Stella’s ability to release a grudge as quickly as she picked it up was as
baffling as it was impressive.

I never forgot a slight. Ever.

“You said you had updates for me. Did you find who sent the note?”
Her hopeful voice sent a pang through my chest.

“Not yet.” My jaw flexed. The forensic analysis had turned up nothing.
“But we’ll find him. Don’t worry.”

I tilted my head toward the couch and waited until Stella was seated
before I got down to business. “You said last night wasn’t the first time
you’ve received such a note. Tell me what happened before.”



In order to track the asshole down, I needed as much intel as possible.
Information was gold, and right now, I was grasping at straws.

“Don’t leave anything out,” I added. “Even the smallest details can be
important.”

Stella twisted her necklace around her finger, her expression distracted.
Several beats passed before she finally spoke.

“It started two years ago,” she said in a low voice. “I came home one
day and found the first letter in my mailbox. It was mostly about how
beautiful they thought I was and how they’d like to take me on a date. I was
freaked out that they knew where I lived, but the content wasn’t particularly
alarming. It sounded like something a high schooler would write to his
secret crush. But the letters kept coming, and he started including candid
pictures of me along with them. That was when I really freaked out. I
installed a new security system and bought a taser, but I still didn’t feel like
it was enough. Every time I left or entered my house, I...”

A small bob disrupted the delicate lines of her throat. “I was living with
Jules at the time, which helped a bit. But I was also worried about her
getting caught in the crossfire if anything happened. I told her about the
notes and she insisted we go to the police, but they were dismissive of the
whole thing. They basically told me to stop posting so much about my life
and whereabouts on social media if I didn’t want creeps reaching out to
me.”

Her voice grew smaller with each word, as did her posture until she was
curled up in a sitting fetal position.

I didn’t have to be a mind reader to read the subtext.

A part of her thought those bastards had a point.

“Did they?” My soft response belied the cold burn of anger invading my
veins.

It was time I paid the Chief Superintendent a call.

“The stalker stopped soon after, so I guess it doesn’t matter.” Stella
twisted her necklace tighter around her finger.

“It does matter. The police had a job, and they didn’t do it.” My muscles
tightened at the uncertainty in her eyes. “What they said was bullshit. It’s
not your fault. Millions of people post every fucking thing they do on social
media every day. It doesn’t mean they’re inviting people to harass them.
Would you blame a woman for being assaulted if she was wearing a short
skirt?”



She flinched. “Of course not.”

“Exactly. People make their own choices. You have the right to live
your life how you want without worrying about creeps who can’t curb their
worst impulses.”

“I know. I just...” Stella faltered, then shook her head. “I know.”

She was quiet for a moment before she gave me a tentative smile that
thawed some of the ice in my blood. “That was the most I’ve heard you
curse since we met.”

A short laugh wound past the dimming rage in my chest and into the air.

“Sometimes, the situation calls for it.” I held out my arm. “Come here,
Butterfly.”

I disliked comforting people almost as much as I disliked having them
in my personal space, but considering everything she’d gone through, I
could bend my rules this one time.

And all the previous times you’ve bent the rules for her, a voice inside
my head taunted. What happened to staying away from her? Hmm?

I shoved the voice into a metal box in the darkest recesses of my mind
and slammed the lid shut.

Smug bastard.

After a brief hesitation, Stella scooted closer until I could pull her into
my lap. She didn’t resist, and warmth glided across my skin as I ran a
thumb over the elegant line of her jaw.

“Do you still have the letters from two years ago?” I asked.

The more physical evidence I had, the better.

She nodded. “They’re in my bedroom. I can get them.”

“Good. I'll get them later.” I wasn’t quite ready to let her go yet. I
couldn’t remember the last time someone sat in my lap, but the sensation
was oddly soothing.

“I hate this.” Stella’s voice dropped to a whisper. “I hate feeling
helpless. I wish I knew what he wanted. He’s always talking about what
he...what he’d like to do to me, but as far as I know, he’s never approached
me. None of the guys who’ve hit on me seem like they’re capable of
stalking and harassment, but I guess we never know.” A small tremble
rippled down her spine. “He was gone for years, and now he’s back. Why?”

That, I had an answer to. “Because of me. Look at the timing,” I said in
response to her visible confusion. “You posted a photo of us on social
media—your first time officially announcing a boyfriend. A few days later,



he sends you a note saying you should’ve waited for him. I don’t know
where he went these past two years, but it’s obvious our relationship
triggered him.”

The simplest explanation was usually the correct one, and the sequence
of events lined up too perfectly to be a coincidence.

“Oh, God.” Stella’s face drained of color. “Does that mean I should stop
posting about us? What if he escalates things next time?”

“No,” I said firmly. “We’ll ramp up your security, but we need new
posts to draw him out. The sooner we find him, the sooner we can put the
bastard behind bars.” Or six feet in the ground. “Trust me.” I rested a
reassuring hand on her back even as my muscles coiled at the thought of
anyone threatening her. “I won’t let anything happen to you.”

Not even if I had to take a bullet myself.

“Right. That makes sense.” Stella drew in a deep breath before another
frown touched her face. “What if...”

I waited, curiosity brewing at the rising color on her cheeks.

“What if he comes after you and you get hurt?”

A fire sparked in my chest, so suddenly and unexpectedly it would’ve
brought me to my knees had I been standing.

My pulse drummed at the unfamiliar warmth sluicing through my veins,
but I kept my face impassive as I curled a hand around the back of her neck.

“I can take care of myself, but your concern is duly noted.” My words
lengthened into a drawl. “I didn’t realize you cared that much about my
safety.”

“I don’t care . I mean, I do, but I...you know what I mean.”

“I’m not sure I do.”

I held back a laugh at her adorable growl of frustration. “You’re
insufferable .”

“I’ve been called worse.”

Stella sat sideways on my lap, so close I could count every lash framing
those beautiful green eyes and spot the tiny mole behind her right shoulder.

Warmth, light, and grace, all wrapped up in a perfect package and
sitting right there for me to take.

Desire coursed through my veins, but I forced it at bay. Despite our
banter, Stella’s muscles remained tense, and her lips were raw from how
hard she was biting them.

She wasn’t as calm as she pretended to be.



Our moral compasses pointed in different directions, but we both wore
masks to shield our true natures from the world.

The only difference was our motives behind the deception and the lies
we told ourselves.

Stella lifted her chin. “I’'m sure you’ve been called all sorts of things,
but you’re not as scary as you want people to think you are, Christian
Harper.”

My eyes narrowed. “No?”

“You lowered my rent, agreed to be my fake boyfriend, and you’re
helping me find the stalker for free. Those aren’t the actions of someone
heartless.”

If she only knew.

“I didn’t do them out of pure selflessness.”

“Maybe not the first two, but what are you getting out of helping me
with the stalker?” she challenged.

“The world thinks you’re my girlfriend. Can’t have anything happen to
you or it’d look bad for me.” The lie slipped as easily from my tongue as
my own name. “I’m the CEO of a security company, after all.”

That, and a world without Stella in it was one that didn’t deserve to
exist.

My hunger to piece together her puzzle tethered me to sanity and fed the
tiny part of me that still believed in goodness and humanity.

It was the order to my chaos, the flame to my ice.

Without it, I would be unmoored, and that would be the ultimate danger
—both to myself and the people around me.

Doubt crept into Stella’s eyes. “Is that the only reason why?” She
sounded less sure than she had a minute ago.

My hand stilled on the back of her neck.

The air between us stretched so taut it vibrated against my skin, and the
sudden change in atmosphere dragged us into a place where there was no
threatening note, no stalker, and no fake arrangement.

There was just the weight of her on my lap, the scent of her in my lungs,
and the warmth of her in my soul.

It was raw, real, and so fucking addicting.

“Do you want there to be another reason?” A question and a challenge,
disguised by a cloak of softness.



Stella’s lips parted with a soft, audible exhale. A dozen unspoken words
consumed that single breath, and I wanted to keep every one of them for
myself, to hoard them close to my chest the way a dragon guarded its
treasure.

But instead of giving me the hit I so desperately craved, she gave a slow
shake of her head.

“Don’t lie to me, Stella.” I rubbed my thumb over the back of her neck
in a lazy, languid stroke.

The sound of her swallow filled the space between us.

Her teeth dug into her lush lower lip, and the desire to pull her hair back
and plunder the softness of her mouth consumed me.

Just one taste.

The reasoning of an addict desperate for his next fix.

I’d never tasted her—yet—but I imagined she’d be even sweeter than in
my imagination.

Our breaths thundered together in an erratic drumbeat.

One taste. Then I could sate this ceaseless hunger inside me.

One taste, and—

A sharp ring snapped the taut air in half and left me with whiplash.

Stella’s eyes widened a fraction before she scrambled off my lap like I'd
suddenly caught fire.

Dammit.

Irritation solidified in my chest at the interruption as I stood and picked
up the call. I walked to the corner of the room and turned my back so she
couldn’t see the displeasure darkening my face.

“This better be important.”

“It is. I’ve got intel that Rutledge might jump ship to Sentinel.” Kage
wasted no time beating around the bush. “Not fucking good, especially after
the Deacon and Beatrix situation. People are going to talk.”

My irritation intensified.

Unlike Deacon and Beatrix, Rutledge was one of our biggest accounts.
Losing him would be unacceptable.

“Explain.”

I switched gears to business mode as Kage laid out what he’d heard.
The executive security world was a small one, and one could learn a lot if
they had eyes and ears in the right places.



“It’s not confirmed yet,” he said after he finished. “But I figured you’d
want to know. If he leaves...”

“He won’t.” Rutledge’s exit wouldn’t be a fatal blow, but it would make
Harper Security look weak. And in my circles, showing weakness was akin
to pouring blood into a shark pool. “I’ll have a talk with him. In the
meantime, keep an eye on Sentinel. I want to know if anyone on the team so
much as fucking sneezes.”

They were up to something. Once was luck and twice was coincidence,
but three times? That was a pattern, and not one I particularly liked.

“You got it,” Kage said.

I hung up, my mind already working through the implications of losing
another account to Sentinel. I wouldn’t, of course. I knew Rutledge well,
including his weak spots. But I always liked to have a backup plan in case
everything went south.

One of these days, I’d have to take care of Sentinel for good.

Should’ve wiped out their entire damn system like I’d wanted.

It’d take more work, but I could hide my tracks well enough that no one
could pinpoint me as the culprit.

“Is everything okay?” Stella’s voice pulled me out of my musings.
“That sounded intense.

“Yes.” I smoothed my expression into placidness before I turned. “Just a
hiccup at work. Nothing important.”

If I were alone, I would’ve already put the pieces for Sentinel’s demise
in motion. Since I wasn’t, and I was with Stella, I set those pieces aside.

For now.

“I hope you’re not planning a competitor’s ruin,” she said solemnly.
“That would be a bit heavy for a Friday night.”

I almost smiled, both because she’d unerringly hit the nail on the head
and because I spotted a glimmer of her usual sparkle in her eyes.

She’d regained her composure during my call. The rosiness had
dissipated from her cheeks, and she was curled up on the couch next to that
stupid purple unicorn with a faint curve of her lips.

“Don’t worry. I keep the destruction to business hours, Monday through
Friday.” I raised a brow at the mischief in her growing smile. “Care to share
the joke?”

The sparkle in her eyes brightened. “Check my Stories.”



“I don’t have social media.” The lie rolled off my tongue, though
technically, it wasn’t a lie.

Christian Harper didn’t have social media; CP612 did.

“Seriously?” Stella shook her head. “We’ll have to fix that, but for
now....” She typed something into her phone. “Check your texts.”

I opened her message, and I had to blink twice to make sure I was
seeing correctly.

She’d sent a screenshot of a Stories poll. A picture of me, back turned
and phone to my ear, took up the left side of the screen; a familiar purple
unicorn dominated the right side.

The question was simple: Who would you rather cuddle with? Mr.
Harper or Mr. Unicorn?

“You’re losing, by the way,” Stella said. “Mr. Unicorn is beating you
fifty-three to forty-seven percent.”

I stared at her, sure I was hearing wrong and that she didn’t have the
fucking audacity to pit me against a raggedy stuffed animal with a crooked
eye in some absurd social media poll.

I was also sure I couldn’t be losing to said stuffed animal.

“The poll must be broken because that’s ridiculous.” I tried not to sound
as insulted as I felt.

“It’s not, but you have twenty-three hours and fifty-one minutes to catch
up.” Stella’s smile dimmed, and a touch of nerves resurfaced in her eyes.
“Draw him out with more posts, right?”

Her stalker.

She may not be willing to admit the attraction between us, but she
trusted me enough to take my recommendation implicitly.

I blamed the fleeting ache in my chest on heartburn. My doctor was
going to have his hands full during our next checkup.

“That’s right. And for the record...” I tapped my phone screen. “You
need followers with better taste if they’re choosing a unicorn over me. I’'m
wearing Brioni, for fuck’s sake.”

Stella’s laugh finally pulled a smile out of me.

Despite what happened two nights ago, her light still shone through, and
she was more resilient than a lot of people, including myself, gave her
credit for.

That’s my girl.
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It’s been a month since my dinner with Delamonte, and I haven’t heard
a peep from them about the brand ambassador selection. Brady assures me
they’ll choose soon, but he’s been saying that for weeks. At this point, I’'m
convinced I didn't get it.

On the bright side, I'm still gaining followers, and I’ve gotten two new
brand deals in the past week. They don’t pay as much as Delamonte
would’ve, but every bit counts. Also, I’'m almost at 930K followers, which is
wild and a little depressing. It turns out all I needed to do was to get a
boyfriend to be more interesting [insert sigh].

Speaking of which...I posted another photo of Christian the other day.
The same one I snapped of him when he was on his call (he still hasn’t
gotten over losing to a unicorn in my poll. I told him he would’ve won had
he shown his face, which went over as well as you’d expect). Not my most
creative work, but I’m still nervous about my stalker seeing a photo of us
together and snapping.

I know Christian said we need to draw him out, which makes sense. And
I trust him to keep me safe. I gave him the stalker’s old letters and his team
is...doing whatever it is security people do with creepy anonymous notes.

Still, I have a bad feeling this could all go wrong VERY quickly.

I don’t want to let the stalker situation rule my life, and I WON'T.

But...I’'m going to stay put in my apartment and work on my blog until I
get an update from Christian. Just in case.

It’s better to be safe than sorry.



DAiLy GRATITUDE:

1. Food/grocery deliveries
2. Cute loungewear
3. Building security

“GET DRESSED. WE’RE LEAVING IN AN HOUR.”

I gaped at Christian, who stood in my doorway in a crisp black button-
down and dark jeans. It was my first time seeing him in anything other than
a suit, and the effect was equally devastating in a completely different way.

“Excuse me?” I tried not to stare at the way his shirt stretched over his
broad shoulders and muscular arms.

“We’re leaving in an hour,” he repeated. “There’s an art gallery opening
I need to attend. Dress code is dressy casual. I presume you own an
appropriate outfit.”

I was wearing a crop sweatshirt and shorts. The chances of anyone
dragging me out of my apartment when I’d already changed into my
sleepwear were next to zero.

“This wasn’t on our calendar, and I’'m busy.” I kept my hand on the
doorknob, barring him from entering.

He couldn’t just show up and demand I go somewhere with him last
minute. I needed time to mentally prepare for outings that involved
extensive socialization with strangers.

Christian fixed me with a dubious stare. “Yes, you look positively
swamped with...” His gaze coasted over my shoulder, and my skin warmed
when I remembered what he’d find. A pint of Ben & Jerry’s, The Devil
Wears Prada onscreen, and the remnants of a takeout salad. “Dairy and
fashion magazine tyranny. Miss your old job already?”

“I watch it for the outfits.” I squeezed the doorknob for strength. “I’m
sorry, but next time you want me to accompany you to an event, give me
more than an hour’s notice.”

Christian appeared unfazed by my pointed suggestion. “I didn’t know
Richard Wyatt would be at the opening until thirty minutes ago.”

Wyatt. The client he’d hoped to sign at the fundraiser. “I thought you
already closed the deal.”



“Ninety percent. He came back with concerns after reviewing the
contract, and I'd prefer to address them in person tonight.” His brows
dipped with approval. “When was the last time you left your apartment?
You’re wilting.”

My mouth parted in shock at the utter rudeness of his comment. “I am
not wilting. I am merely...hibernating.”

Wilting was a word used to describe dying plants, not a healthy human
being. I’d never been more insulted, though he wasn’t entirely wrong.

I’d only left my apartment once in the past week, and that was to check
on Christian’s plants. We’d gotten over our argument in his office last week,
and I had both my keys to his place and my watering responsibilities back.

I’d been subsisting on smoothies and food deliveries, which wasn’t
good for my wallet or waistline, and my skin craved the natural warmth of
sunshine.

But every time I attempted to go outside, my mind spiraled to the note
and all the places my stalker could’ve gotten to me.

I’d depleted the burst of courage I’d gotten the morning after I found the
note, and I had no idea how to replenish it.

“Call it whatever you want. The result is the same,” Christian said,
clearly unimpressed by my euphemism. “Fifty minutes to get ready.”

“I’m not going.”

“Forty-nine minutes and fifty-seven seconds.”

“Nothing’s changed in the past three seconds. I’'m. Not. Going.”

“This was our deal.” His cool voice sent a rush of indignation down the
back of my neck. “You accompany me to events; I pose in your photos and
act as your boyfriend. You don’t want to cut off the momentum when it’s
going so well, do you?”

He was right, but that didn’t mean I appreciated Christian telling me
what to do.

“Are you blackmailing me?”

His smile was all lazy charm and amusement. “Not blackmailing.
Persuading.”

Now he liked euphemisms.

“Same thing in your world.”

“You’re learning.” Christian tapped the face of his watch. “Forty-four
minutes.”

Our eyes clashed in a battle of defiance versus indifference.



I had no desire to leave my apartment. I could live here for the rest of
my life and be happy. It was safe, quiet, and fully equipped with movies, ice
cream, and internet. What more could a girl want?

Human company. Sunshine. A life , a voice whispered.

I gritted my teeth. Shut up.

Make me. 1 could practically see the disembodied voice sticking its
tongue out.

Arguing with myself and sounding like a fifth grader. That had to be a
new low.

“Forty-two minutes, Stella.” Christian’s eyes flickered with the soft
glow of rising danger. “I have a business deal to close, so if you insist on
holing yourself up like a scared hermit, tell me now so I can terminate our
deal.”

Scared hermit. The words slithered down my spine like a taunt.

Was that how he saw me? Was that who I was ? Someone so thrown off
by one anonymous note that I let it rule my life?

Where was the girl from the morning after, the one who’d marched out
of the house and vowed not to let fear win?

She was as ephemeral as morning rain and dreams of perfection.
Always fighting to live and always dying by the blade of my anxiety.

The doorknob slipped against my hand.

“Fine.” The word rushed out before I could change my mind. “I’ll go.”

If only to prove that I wasn’t as weak as the world thought I was.

No smile, but the glow of danger dimmed until mere embers remained.
“Good. Forty minutes.”

My lips pressed together. “You are, without doubt, the most insufferable
countdown timer that’s ever existed.”

Christian’s laugh followed me into my room, where I flicked through
my closet before settling on a silky camisole under a blazer, jeans, and
velvet flats.

Apprehension tore at my nerves, but I kept my expression neutral as I
reentered the living room.

Cool, calm, collected.

Christian didn’t say a word when he saw me, but his stare pressed
against my body in a way that warmed me from the inside out.

We rode to the gallery in silence except for the soft classical music
piping from the speakers. I was grateful he didn’t try to make conversation.



I needed to gather all my energy for a night out when my body had already
been in home relaxation mode.

My nerves intensified when the gallery came into sight.

I’m fine. You’re fine. We’re fine.

I was with Christian, and my stalker wouldn’t attack me in the middle of
a public party.

I’m fine. You’re fine. We’re fine, I repeated.

Luckily, the gallery opening was less crowded than the fundraiser.
There were three dozen guests max, encompassing a mix of creative and
high society types. They milled about the stark white space, talking quietly
over glasses of champagne.

Christian and I circulated the room, making small talk about everything
from the weather to cherry blossom season. I pitched in where I could, but
unlike at the fundraiser, I let him take the lead.

I was too tired to be witty and charming, though it did feel nice to be in
public again for the first time in a week.

I stuck by Christian’s side until Wyatt arrived with his wife.

“You do what you have to do,” I said. “I’m going to check out the rest
of the exhibition.”

There was no way I could listen to them talk business without falling
asleep.

“Interrupt me if you need me.” Christian leveled me with a dark stare. “I
mean it, Stella.”

“I will.” I won’t. The thought of interrupting someone mid-conversation
gave me hives. It was awkward and rude and I would rather throw myself
into an ice pool in the dead of winter.

While he spoke with Wyatt, I made my way through the exhibit one
piece at a time. The artist Morten (first name only) specialized in abstract
realism. His paintings were lush, sometimes haunting, and always beautiful.
Bold strokes of color depicted the darkest of emotions: rage, envy, guilt,
helplessness.

I stopped in front of a canvas half-hidden in the corner. In it, a gorgeous
young girl stared off to the side with a wistful expression. Her face was so
realistic it could’ve been a photograph had it not been for the streaks of
color dripping down her cheeks and onto her abstract torso. The streaks
coalesced into a dark pool of water at the bottom of the painting, while her



black hair curled away from her face and faded into a rendition of the night
sky.

The piece wasn’t as big or flashy as the other paintings, but something
about it tugged at my soul. Maybe it was the look in her eyes, like she was
dreaming of a paradise she knew she’d never reach. Or maybe it was the
melancholy of it all—the sense that despite her beauty, her life was more
dark days and lonely nights than it was rainbows and sunshine.

“You like this one.” Christian’s voice startled me from my reverie.

I’d been staring at the painting for so long I hadn’t realized he’d
finished his conversation with Wyatt.

I didn’t turn around, but the heat of his body enveloped mine at the
same time goosebumps peppered my arms. It was a paradox, much like the
man standing behind me.

“The girl. I...” Relate to her. “Think she’s beautiful.”

“She is.” The soft, meaningful dip in his voice had me questioning
whether he was talking about the painting or something else.

A seed of awareness blossomed at the prospect, and it only grew when
he rested a hand on my hip. It was so light it was a promise more than a
touch, but it thrilled me all the same.

I couldn’t remember the last time I wanted a guy’s touch.

“Did you close the deal?” The catch in my voice sounded painfully
obvious in this quiet corner where nothing existed except for heat and
electricity and anticipation.

The bright lights dimmed, then faded into blackness when my eyes
fluttered shut at the slow slide of Christian’s hand up the curve of my hip
and onto my waist.

His soft rumble of satisfaction vibrated through my body and settled
low in my core.

“Yes.” He grazed the other side of my waist with his hand before that
one, too, rested against my side.

I shouldn’t have closed my eyes. In the absence of visual distraction, he
consumed me. My world had narrowed to the weight of his hands on my
skin, the scent of him in my lungs, and the velvety caress of his words as
they worked their way down my neck, over my aching breasts, and to the
pulsing need between my thighs.

My earlier annoyance toward him disappeared, replaced with a desire so
fierce and unexpected it left me breathless.



“Are you still thinking about the painting, Stella?” Knowing amusement
deepened into something darker, more wicked.

The brush of Christian’s mouth against my neck sent another wave of
goosebumps scattering across my skin.

A soft moan rose in my throat and burst, unbidden, into the thick,
languid air.

Mortification flushed my skin, but that, too, evaporated when he slid his
hand from my waist to my stomach. His knuckle rasped down the silk of
my top, from just below my breastbone to just above my jeans.

The pulses of desire intensified, so hard and insistent my thighs
clenched in an attempt to ease my need.

It only made it worse.

I was seconds away from unraveling, and Christian had barely touched
me.

A shiver skated down my spine at the thought of what he could do if he
actually tried.

The curve of his lips branded my neck with male satisfaction. “I’ll take
that as a no.” He dipped his thumb, ever so briefly, in the tiny gap between
my stomach and the waistband of my jeans.

“Open your eyes, Stella. The photographer’s watching.”

My eyes flew open right as I heard the distinctive click of a camera
shutter.

The event photographer.

The sound came from my left, which meant the angle was perfect for
capturing an intimate couple moment between me and Christian without
showing Christian’s face, which was buried in the right side of my neck.

An icy bucket of realization doused the fire in my blood.

This wasn’t real. None of this was real, no matter how good of an actor
Christian was.

This was business, and I would do well to remember that.

I shrugged him off me and finally turned to face him.

“Nice job.” I smoothed a hand over my front, trying to wipe away the
lingering memory of his touch. “That was the perfect setup. Do you think
the photographer will let me post the picture? With credit, of course.”

Christian’s eyes narrowed. A faint flush colored his sculpted
cheekbones, but sardonic coolness laced his reply.

“I’m sure he will.”



“Perfect.”

Awkward silence filled the previously charged air before his gaze
drifted back to the painting over my shoulder. “You don’t like it just
because it’s beautiful.”

It wasn’t a question, but I welcomed the change in topic. It was safer
than whatever had transpired between us a few minutes ago.

Already, the breathless, lust-driven woman who’d melted beneath a
simple touch seemed like a fever dream gone awry.

I didn’t lose my mind over men. I didn’t think about their hands on me
or wonder how their kisses would taste.

“It’s the piece that speaks to me most,” I said after a brief hesitation.

I ached too much for the woman in the painting to consider it a favorite,
but it entranced me in a way few things did. It was like the artist had
crawled inside my mind and splashed my fears onto canvas for all to see.

The result was equally liberating and terrifying.

“Interesting.” Christian’s tone was unreadable.

“What about you? What’s your favorite piece?” A person’s taste in art
revealed a lot about them, but he hadn’t shown more than a cursory interest
in any of the gallery’s works.

“I don’t have one.”

“There has to be one you like more than the others.” I tried again.

His stare could’ve frosted the inside of a volcano.

“I’m not an art enthusiast, Stella. I’'m here purely for business, and I
have no desire to waste time assigning preferences to objects that mean
nothing to me.”

Okay, then. I’d struck a nerve, though I had no clue which one.

Christian wasn’t an expressive person by nature, but I’d never seen him
shut down so fast. All traces of emotion had disappeared from his face,
leaving only practiced blankness behind.

“Sorry. I didn’t realize art was such a touchy subject,” I said, hoping to
warm the sudden chill in the air. “Most people love it.”

At the very least, they didn’t hate it.

“Most people love a lot of things.” Christian’s tone said all he needed to
say about his thoughts on the subject. “The word is meaningless.”

Don'’t worry, Ms. Alonso. I don't believe in love.

His words from the night of our arrangement floated through my mind.



There was a story there, but extracting blood from stone would be easier
than getting that story out of him tonight.

“Not an enthusiast of art or love. Noted.”

I didn’t look at another piece, and Christian didn’t speak to anyone else.
Instead, we walked toward the exit, bound by an unspoken agreement that it
was time to call it a night.

It wasn’t until we stepped outside that his shoulders relaxed.

He slanted a sideways glance at me during our walk to his car. “It feels
good to leave the house, doesn’t it?”

I sucked in a lungful of cold, fresh air and tilted my head up at the sky.
The moon shone high and bright, bathing the world in silvery magic.

The night lurked with dangers, but those shadows seemed to disappear
whenever Christian was around.

Even when he was moody and intractable, he was a source of security.

“Yes,” I said. “It does.”
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DESPITE MY RELUCTANCE TO ATTEND LAST WEEK’S ART GALLERY OPENING,
it did break my self-imposed ban on not leaving the house.

I also hadn’t heard a peep from my stalker since the first note, which
helped. By the time the following Wednesday rolled around, I’d relaxed
enough to venture into public on my own again.

That was the thing about humans. We were hard-wired for survival, and
we took every opportunity to convince ourselves that our problems weren’t
as bad as we thought they were.

Hope and denial. Two sides of the same coin. They kept us from falling
into a well of despair even in the darkest of times.

I visited Maura, shopped for groceries, and met Lilah for coffee, where I
picked her brain about everything fashion design-related.

The only person I didn’t see was Christian, who was busy with work. At
least, that was what he said. Maybe he was as discomfited by our
interaction at the gallery as I was.

My pencil paused at the memory. The roughness of his voice, the heady
scent of leather and spice, the way his touch seared through my clothes and
into my skin...

Restlessness bloomed in my chest.

I shifted in my seat and shook my head before I channeled the ceaseless
buzz into the task at hand—a stack of unfinished fashion sketches I’d dug
up from the depths of my drawer after my meeting with Lilah.

I’d collected dozens of them over the years. I started each one intending
to finish and make it the piece that would launch my brand, but inevitably,
self-doubt and imposter syndrome would hit, and I’d abandon it for another



photoshoot or a blog post. Things I knew I was good at and that had a track
record of success.

But not this time.

Trying and failing is better than not trying at all.

Lilah’s words from our meetup haunted me. It was the first time
someone had ever told me it was okay to fail.

Failure hadn’t been an option growing up. It was straight A’s or nothing.
Once, I’d been so anxious about an eighty-nine percent I got on a math test
I broke out in hives and had to go to the nurse’s office.

Thayer hadn’t been much better; the school swarmed with Type A
overachievers. As for D.C. Style ...well, look what happened the last time I
made a mistake.

But I didn’t live at home anymore, I wasn’t in college, and I didn’t work
for anyone except myself.

I could do what I wanted, especially with the partnership deals I was
getting now.

I didn’t want to fail, but the idea that I could without the world ending
unchained my creativity.

I’d been stuck the last time I tried to sketch, tracing and retracing the
same lines until I tossed the entire thing out of frustration.

Now, my pencil flew over the page as I detailed the lace patterns of a
blouse and the elegant silhouette of an evening gown.

It was a different type of creative outlet than my blog and social media.

Those, I did for other people.

This, I did for me.

I'd loved fashion since I snuck a copy of my mom’s Vogue into my
room at age eight. It wasn’t just the clothes themselves; it was the way they
transformed the wearer into whoever they wanted to be.

An ethereal princess, a glamorous CEQO, a badass rocker,f or a vintage
icon. Nothing was off limits.

In a household where rules were ironclad and the path to success cut
straight through the Ivy League toward any one of a dozen “acceptable”
careers, the chaotic, colorful world of fashion had called to me like a siren
song in the dark.

I finished my first sketch and moved on to the second.

A tiny seed of pride sprouted with each sketch I completed. To others,
they were just drawings, but to me, they were proof of perseverance after



years of holding myself back.

Sometimes, victory was as simple as finishing.

I was so engrossed in my work, I didn’t realize how much time had
passed until my stomach growled in warning.

A glance at the clock told me it was already two in the afternoon. I'd
been sketching nonstop since nine.

Part of me was tempted to skip lunch and keep drawing so I didn’t lose
my momentum, but I forced myself to change and pick up some food at the
cafe next to the Mirage.

It was past lunchtime, but the tiny shop bustled with activity.

Since I didn’t feel like venturing further for tea and a sandwich, I took
my spot behind a scowling woman in a gray suit and waited.

Out of habit, I pulled out my phone and tapped into my profile.

My last photo was the one the photographer took of me and Christian at
the art gallery. It was doing even better than our debut picture, and my
follower count was already at 950K. At this rate, I’d hit the million-
follower mark by summer.

Instead of excitement at the prospect, all I could focus on was the image
of Christian’s arms wrapped around me.

We looked so much like a real couple. Sometimes, like when he’d
comforted me the night I found the note or pulled me into his lap after I told
him about my stalker, we felt like a real couple.

Unease squirmed through my gut.

The stalker situation had thrown a wrench into our arrangement. It
connected me and Christian more than we’d originally planned, and [—

An incoming call notification replaced the photo of us on my screen.

Delamonte New York.

The breath stole from my lungs, and all thoughts of Christian fell to the
wayside as I answered the call.

“Hello?” My calm greeting belied my nerves. Hope peeked out from
behind the churning mass, but I forced it back into the shadows.

I didn’t want to get my hopes up only to be disappointed when—if —
Delamonte told me they were going in a different direction.

“Hi Stella, this is Luisa from Delamonte. How are you?”

“I’'m good. How are you?” I wiped my free hand against the side of my
thigh.



“I’m good,” Luisa said. “I apologize for calling you out of the blue like
this, but I figured this would be a good follow-up to the email we sent this
morning.”

My stomach swooped. I’d been so busy with my sketches I hadn’t
checked my email since waking up.

Of course the one day I didn’t check it obsessively was the day I had an
important message waiting for me.

“I’m not sure if you’ve seen it yet. In case you haven’t...” I could hear
the smile in Luisa’s voice. “I want to formally extend an offer for you to be
Delamonte’s brand ambassador in the upcoming year. We didn’t officially
announce the selection process because we wanted to choose our ideal
candidates without getting swamped with unsolicited pitches, but after
much deliberation, we think you would make a wonderful addition to the
Delamonte family...”

A loud buzz drowned out the rest of her words, and I stared blindly at
the chalkboard menu as the line inched forward.

Formally extend an offer...Delamonte’s brand ambassador in the
upcoming year...make a wonderful addition to the Delamonte family...

I wanted to pinch myself, but I wasn’t ready to reenter reality in case
this was a dream.

The campaign meant a ton of money, which meant I could easily pay for
Maura’s care and fund the startup costs for a fashion line, which meant...

The loud whir of the coffee machine dragged me out of my racing
thoughts soon enough to catch the end of Luisa’s statement.

“...look over the contract and let us know. The deadline for acceptance
or refusal is next week, so take some time to think about it.”

I don’t need to think about it! I’ll take it!

“Thank you so much. I will.” The logical part of me knew I shouldn’t
agree to anything without reading the fine print first, even if it was for a
dream deal.

“Excellent,” Luisa said warmly. “I hope we can work together. Your
aesthetic is the epitome of our brand, and your account is doing amazing.
Fifty thousand new followers in just a few weeks! That’s incredible. And...
before I say this, I want you to know this had nothing to do with our
decision...but Christian has always had exquisite taste. I’'m not surprised
that extends to his love life. He’s never had a real girlfriend before, so the
fact you’re dating is quite revealing.”



My smile dimmed. Guilt slowed the tiny effervescent bubbles of
giddiness that had been hurtling through my veins until a second ago.

I’d gained those followers because I’d been lying to my audience.
Granted, it wasn’t a malicious lie, and it didn’t hurt anybody, but guilt ate at
me all the same.

“Like I said, that had nothing to do with our decision. But it’s a bonus.”
Luisa cleared her throat. “Anyway, I have to run to a meeting, but look over
the contract and discuss it with Brady. We sent a copy to him as well, so let
us know if you have any questions.”

“I will, thank you.” T hung up in time to place my order. I’d finally
reached the front of the line, but I was so buzzed I was no longer hungry, so
I just ordered a tea and a croissant.

By the time I returned to the Mirage, I’d drowned my guilt over my fake
relationship with justifications and euphoria from landing the Delamonte
deal.

I was going to be their new brand ambassador. Me, Stella Alonso, the
face of one of the world’s top luxury brands.

Not only was it a six-figure deal, but it’d open doors to more
opportunities than I could dream of. I could up my base rates, network with

The turn of my doorknob sent me crashing back to earth.

It was locked, which meant it’d been un locked before I put my key in.

My high evaporated, replaced with an eerie crawling sensation up the
back of my neck.

I was ninety percent sure I’d locked my door on my way out. Was I
remembering wrong? The Mirage had never had a break-in, but...

I glanced around the empty hallway, the eerie sensation intensifying. I
grabbed my taser from my bag before I unlocked the door and inched
through my apartment. Part of me felt ridiculous; the other part screamed at
me in warning.

I found nothing amiss in the living room, kitchen, bathroom, or Jules’s
old room. The only place left to check was my bedroom.

I slowly pushed open the door.

At first, everything looked normal. Untouched bed, closed windows, no
open drawers or upended furniture.

I was on the verge of relaxing when my gaze snagged on the item
waiting for me on my nightstand.



And I screamed.
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Luisa: FYI, YOUR GIRL GOT THE DEAL.

I stared at my phone, suddenly more interested in Luisa’s text than
Kage’s briefing on the Rutledge situation.

I’d told her to update me when she made a final decision, and she’d
chosen correctly, as I’d known she would.

My only regret was not seeing Stella’s face and the way her eyes
must’ve lit up when she got the news.

We’d have to celebrate later—for appearances’ sake, of course, since
that was what a real couple would do. Maybe dinner in New York or a
weekend in Paris...

“...could keep the Rutledge account, but we don’t know if Sentinel—
Christian, are you listening to me?” A hint of annoyance worked its way
into Kage’s voice.

“Yes. We held onto the Rutledge account, Sentinel will try to steal more
of our clients, and they’re allegedly working on something big, but we don’t
know what it is yet. Continue.” I looked up, my face hardening. “And don’t
question me again.”

Kage’s mouth tightened, but he continued as ordered.

“We’re still gathering intel on Sentinel’s secret project, but we think...”

I dropped my eyes back to my phone and opened Stella’s profile. She
hadn’t posted anything new in the past few days, so I settled for examining
the photo of us at the art gallery.

Even from the side, she was a vision.

Lush dark curls, flawless skin, and long, lean lines that transformed
even the plainest clothing into a masterpiece.



Something tugged low in my gut at the memory of how she’d felt
beneath my hands. Of the way her scent filled my lungs when I buried my
face in her neck and the little hitch in her voice when I’d touched her.

She’d looked so enraptured by that painting I almost hadn’t wanted to
interrupt her, but I couldn’t help myself.

Trying to stay away from her was like the ocean trying to stay away
from the shore.

Impossible.

I rubbed my thumb over the phone screen while Kage droned on.

In truth, I hadn’t needed to convince Wyatt of anything at the gallery
opening. He’d already agreed to hire Harper Security; we just needed to
sign the contract, which I could’ve scheduled during business hours.

But according to Brock, Stella hadn’t left her house since her family
dinner, and she’d needed a push to go outside. She shone too brightly to
stay cooped up out of fear.

“What’s the latest update on the background checks?” I interrupted
whatever Kage was saying to focus on the most important matter at hand:
Stella’s stalker.

As expected, he was lying low, and he’d been careful with all the notes
he’d sent her. They were all infuriatingly generic with not a single shred of
physical evidence to point us in the right direction.

In the absence of new evidence, I’d had Kage pull together a list of
everyone in Stella’s life, including old classmates, coworkers, and other
influencers. A majority of stalking victims knew their stalker in some
capacity, so that was the best place to start.

Kage frowned but wisely didn’t complain. “Nothing suspicious yet. I’ll
let you know as soon as we get a hit.” He hesitated, then said, “Listen, I
know she’s your girl, but we’re using a lot of resources on—"

He was interrupted again, this time by an incoming call on my phone.

Stella.

It was like I’d conjured her with my thoughts.

I picked up, expecting her to tell me about the Delamonte deal. She
dashed those expectations immediately.

“Christian.” Stella’s voice cracked.

Ice doused the warmth that’d flared at the sight of her name.

Something's wrong.



“Where are you?” I skipped the useless questions—are you okay?
what’s wrong? —and cut straight to the heart of the matter.

Despite my calm voice, my hand curled so tight around my phone it
cracked in protest.

“Home.” Her reply was barely audible.

“I’ll be right there.”

I didn’t bother putting on a jacket before I left; the only thing I could
think about was how upset Stella must be to call me.

If she could, she would keep all her problems to herself and try to
handle them on her own. Always helping others and never asking for
herself. The fact she hadn’t...

My heart slowed to a deep, ominous thrum, and my hand flexed with
the sudden need to strangle something before I forced it to relax.

Until I found out exactly what happened, I needed to keep a level head
and not kill anyone—specifically Brock, who was supposed to be looking
after Stella.

Kage gawked at me as I yanked open the door.

I never walked out of a briefing, ever. I liked to know everything that
was happening in my business, even if it was boring as shit.

“Where are you—"

“Briefing’s over.” I slammed the door behind me, cutting him off mid-
sentence.

My footsteps pounded out a cold, furious rhythm as I called Brock on
my way to the garage.

Why the fuck hadn’t he alerted me that something was wrong? What
was the point of having someone shadow Stella if they couldn’t do their
goddamn job?

“Stella. What happened?” I bit out when he answered.

There was a short, startled pause before he answered. “Nothing, sir.”

“Nothing.” My voice dropped to subzero temperatures. “If nothing
happened, why did she just call me, sounding like she was on the verge of
tears?”

Another pause, this one laced with uncertainty.

“She was home all morning. She went to the coffee shop, received a
call, and looked happy as hell. She was still smiling when she returned to
her apartment. I don’t know what happened after that.” I heard an audible
swallow. “You told me not to monitor her when she was inside her house.”



I had, and that was a fucking mistake. Screw boundaries. They didn’t
apply when it came to her safety.

I could practically hear Brock sweating over the line. “Boss, I swear, I
didn’t—"

“We’ll talk about this later.”

I ended the call and climbed into my car. If he didn’t have useful
information for me, I wasn’t going to waste my time talking to him.

My only focus was on getting to Stella as soon as possible.

Fury flickered in my chest, its icy burn a balm to the hot, unfamiliar
panic in my lungs as I sped toward the Mirage.

Between my McLaren and the semi-empty streets, I made it there in five
minutes flat.

When I arrived at Stella’s apartment, I found her in the living room,
staring at a sheet of paper in her hands.

I didn’t have to read it to know it was another note from her stalker.

Crimson edged my vision, but I kept my expression neutral as Stella
lifted her head to look at me.

“I found it in my bedroom,” she whispered. “He was inside my house.
He’s never—this is the first time he’s ever...” Her shallow breaths filled the
ensuing silence.

I recognized their erratic rhythm and the tiny shivers wracking her
body.

She was on the verge of a panic attack.

I crossed the room and eased the letter out of her frozen hands, the
gentle movement at odds with the violent roar of blood in my ears.

A cursory glance revealed three typed words.

I warned you.

The roar intensified.

“He’s not here anymore, but I’ll check the apartment just in case.” 1
forced a soothing note into my voice, even though I wanted to hunt down
the fucker and flay him alive. “Stay here.”

I pulled on a pair of gloves and swept the apartment for other signs of
disturbance. I didn’t find any, but I’d have to do a more thorough check
later.

For now, I needed to get Stella out of here.

I reentered the living room and snapped the gloves off my fingers. The
sweep had settled some of the banked rage in my gut, but the sight of Stella



curled up on the couch, her knees drawn to her chest and her face blank,
brought it roaring back.

“Everything looks clear, but you’re moving into my place until we sort
this out.” My voice was even but firm.

I should’ve listened to my gut and insisted she move in with me after
the first note, but I hadn’t wanted to push her too far, too soon.

But now that the creep had gotten into her apartment, in my building...

My hand flexed again.

I wanted to wrap it around the throat of the perpetrator and squeeze the
life out of them while he begged for mercy. I wanted to watch the light
drain from their eyes at the realization of how badly they’d fucked up.

The soothing images of their torture matched the metallic taste of blood
on my tongue. I could already taste the vengeance.

Once I found the bastard, I was going to enjoy making them regret
every second of their miserable existence.

I breathed through the coldness mounting in my chest and folded the
letter into a neat square that I tucked into my pocket.

I knelt in front of Stella so we were at eye level.

“My apartment is airtight. No one can get in without my permission.
You’ve seen the systems I have in place,” I said, my face softening. “You’ll
be safe there. Do you understand?”

After a long silence, she responded with a tiny, almost imperceptible
nod.

Movement. We were making progress.

When we arrived at my apartment, I took Stella to the only guest room
equipped with bedroom furniture.

Since I never allowed overnight guests, I’d turned the others into
something more useful: a cyber-surveillance center, a second office for
videoconferences, an extra closet for my suits.

With its king-size bed, walk-in closet, and ensuite bathroom, the one
real guest room could’ve passed for a master bedroom, but Stella sank onto
the bed without examining her new surroundings.

“Get some rest,” I told her. “I’ll take care of moving your things.”

No response.

I recognized shock when I saw it. As much as I wanted to stay with her,
the best thing I could do was give her time to process while I sorted
everything else out.



My first order of business after I left her room was another call to
Brock, who I ordered to bring up the essentials—night clothes, toiletries,
that ugly unicorn Stella loved so much.

My next call was to the Mirage’s chief of security.

Charles picked up after half a ring. “Sir?”

“I want all the security footage from the past day sent to me within the
hour.” T dispensed with the niceties and rubbed my thumb over the
turquoise ring in my pocket.

No matter how cold the temperature or how long I left it untouched, the
stone was always warm.

“Of course. For which camera?”

“All of them.” Stella lived on the tenth floor, but the perpetrator had to
have entered and left elsewhere in the building.

“All of them? Sir, that’s—”

“Someone broke into my girlfriend’s apartment today, Charles.” My
easy tone didn’t match the danger rising beneath its surface. “You must
know that already since you’re my head of security. Perhaps you even have
a lead on who broke in. So tell me. Which cameras should I look at if not all
of them?”

Silence thundered for a beat before he responded. “I’ll have it to you in
thirty.”

“Good. And Charles?”

A nervous swallow rattled the line. “Yes, sir?”

“Fire every security personnel who was on duty today.”

I hung up before I had to listen to his tedious protests.

The security team at the Mirage was good, but they weren’t
irreplaceable. There was a reason they were guarding a building and not my
VIP clients.

And if they couldn’t even do that right, then they had no business being
in my employ.

I provided my staff with exceptional pay and benefits, but I expected
exceptional work in return.

Brock showed up soon after my call with Charles with a duffel bag and
the unicorn. He set them down in the living room before he turned and ran a
hand over his buzz cut.

“Boss, [—”

“You’re dismissed for the night.”



My anger had cooled enough for me to recognize that it wasn’t Brock’s
fault the stalker had snuck into Stella’s apartment. His job had been to keep
an eye on her, not her house.

Still, my irritation ran sharp enough to turn my words into blades.

Relief spread across Brock’s face before he tensed again. “Just for the
night, right? Not forever?”

My lips thinned.

“Right. Gotcha.” He nodded and hoofed it out the door. “G’night.”

I exhaled a long, slow breath and pinched the bridge of my nose.

Sometimes, I truly despised people.

And objects.

I glared at the raggedy stuffed animal polluting my living room. I didn’t
understand why Stella loved it so much, or why her followers would rather
cuddle with it than me —I hated cuddling, but it was the principle of the
matter—but since she did, I swallowed my distaste and took it to the guest
room along with her luggage.

“You have a visitor.” 1 dropped the thing on the bed next to her and
resisted the urge to Lysol my hands.

Stella blinked down at the unicorn but didn’t touch it.

“Figured you’d want its company.” Though God knows why. “I also
brought some of your clothes and toiletries.”

A strange awkwardness prickled my skin at her continued silence.

Fuck , 1 hated this. Less than an hour in my house, and she’d already
thrown me further off my equilibrium.

But the discomfort was worth knowing she was safe.

Right now, I didn’t trust anyone or anything to protect her except
myself.

I cleared my throat and nodded at her bathroom. “A hot shower might
make you feel better. Wash off the day.”

No response.

The less Stella reacted, the more the pressure in my chest expanded.

I didn’t know where it came from, but I loathed it as much as I loathed
polyester, incompetence, and dessert.

Since she didn’t seem interested in moving on her own anytime soon, I
opened the bathroom door to start the shower but immediately grimaced.

Christ.



I hadn’t entered this bathroom since I moved in years ago, so I assumed
the foul smell had something to do with the long-unused drain.

My housekeeper kept the marble floors and counters squeaky clean, but
she hadn’t said a damn thing about the smell.

Could no one do their job right?

My teeth clenched as I worked through my options.

Obviously, Stella couldn’t use this bathroom until I fixed the smell.
There were other guest baths available, but they also hadn’t been used in a
while.

After a minute of tortured indecision, I walked to my private bathroom
and turned on the bathtub faucets. I silently cursed the universe as I opened
an unused bottle of bubble bath I didn’t even remember buying and slowly
poured it into the water.

You really know how to fuck a guy over.

I didn’t know how the hell I ended up drawing a bath for someone else
like a damn nineteenth-century attendant, but at least there were no
witnesses to my indignity. If anyone saw me like this, I would never live it
down.

Stella didn’t protest when I returned to the guest room and carried her
into my bathroom along with her toiletries. I set her down on the cushioned
bench near the tub and tilted my chin at the eucalyptus-scented bath.

“All yours until I fix a small issue in your bathroom,” I said. “There’s
also a guest bath across the hall and to your left if you need to use the toilet
at night.”

I turned and was already halfway out of the room when she stopped me.

“Christian. I don’t...” Her small voice shot an arrow straight through
my ribs. “I don’t want to be alone right now.”

Goddammit.

My hand curled around the doorknob until the metal seared into my
flesh.

“What are you suggesting?” My voice pitched low with a warning she
didn’t heed.

Despite my strange desire to shield Stella from danger, I wasn’t a
protector by nature. My version of protection always came wrapped in the
pieces of a snuffed-out life and tied with a bloody bow.

Unfortunately for her, she was too innocent and trusting to recognize
true danger when she saw it.



“Can you stay with me?” Embarrassment colored her request. “Just for
tonight.”

My muscles tightened at the suggestion. I turned, taking in her pale face
and the wary way she eyed the tub, like she expected a monster to emerge
from its depths and swallow her whole.

“The bathroom is clear, and I’ll be right outside the door.”

I wasn’t immune to bad ideas, but staying in the room with her while
she bathed might be the worst idea that had ever existed.

“I know. I just...” Stella faltered. “No, you’re right. That was...I don’t
know what I was thinking.”

A shiver wracked her body. She didn’t move from the bench.

I closed my eyes for a brief moment while my silent curses aimed at the
universe escalated.

I shouldn’t. I really fucking shouldn’t.

I’d already crossed a line by bringing her into my house and into my
fucking bathroom, but the look on her face...

I turned my back again, loathing myself more with every second that
passed.

“Let me know when you’re ready.”

Despite my curt tone, a breath of relief touched my back and made my
jaw clench.

I didn’t shift positions until I heard the splash of her getting into the tub.

Stella was naked in my bathroom.

Under normal circumstances, my brain would’ve latched onto the
obvious—the rosy bloom of her cheeks, the way her skin glistened with
water, the fantasy of the sweet curves that lay beneath the bubbles.

Instead, a deep ache settled in my chest at how small and vulnerable she
looked in that giant tub. No longer the oasis of calm she presented to the
world, but a storm on the verge of breaking.

She reached for her shampoo, but I stopped her before she made
contact.

“I’ll do it.”

Instead of arguing like I’d expected, Stella remained quiet until I pulled
the bench to the edge of the tub and uncapped her shampoo.

“Your suit will get wet,” she murmured.

I didn’t spare my custom Brioni a glance. “I’ll survive.”



I washed her hair, cleaning each strand with painstaking meticulousness
and massaging her scalp with firm, deep strokes until she sank against the
side of the tub with her eyes closed.

Her lashes swept against her cheeks in a dark fan, and her breaths
gradually evened out into a steady rhythm.

Heat steamed up the mirrors and drenched the room in a sultry haze.

Wearing a suit in a hot bathroom was fucking hell, but I didn’t bother
removing my jacket.

It was my first time touching Stella for such an extended length of time,
and I was going to savor every second.

It wasn’t sexual, but the simple glide of her hair against my palms
slowed my pulse to a torturous crawl before kicking it into overdrive.

Touching her killed me, then brought me back to life again.

The quiet roar of my heart thrummed in my ears. I rinsed out the
shampoo and worked the conditioner into her strands.

The irony of me cleaning Stella wasn’t lost on me. She was the purest
soul I knew, and I was neck-deep in blood.

The angel and the sinner.

Two oppositional forces with nothing binding us except a sheet of paper
and the unquenchable need in my soul.

I didn’t deserve to touch her, but I wanted her too much to care.

After I finished washing her hair, I picked up her loofah, dipped it in the
water, and lathered it up.

The gentle lap of the water against the tub tightened low in my gut.

“Lean forward.” Restraint roughened the edge of my voice.

Stella obliged.

I ran the loofah over her back, my eyes tracking every inch of its slow
journey down her smooth, bare skin.

The air pulsed with tangible energy as I dragged it up over her shoulder
and across her front. Low enough to skim the tops of her breasts, but high
enough to keep things appropriate.

Stella’s body went taut when my arm brushed her neck. I paused,
picking up on the renewed rapidness of her breaths.

Its rhythm was different this time—heavier, more weighted.

Heat sparked in my gut, and I stood so abruptly she jumped at the
movement. “We’re done.”



There was something fucked up about lusting over someone who was
traumatized, even for me.

I yanked a bathrobe off where it hung on the wall and held it open, my
eyes averted and my jaw tight.

After a beat of hesitation, Stella climbed out of the tub and slipped into
it.

I cinched the belt so tight it elicited a small gasp, but at least the
oversized robe covered her from her neck to her calves.

I dried her hair briskly and was about to push her through the bedroom
and into the hall when her earlier request resurfaced in my mind.

Can you stay with me? Just for tonight.

A new set of curses scorched my tongue before I swallowed them.

“Do you want to stay here for the night?” I asked gruffly.

She hugged her arms around her waist and, after another moment of
hesitation, nodded.

Fuck my life.

Still, T pulled back my covers and nodded at the bed. “Get some rest.
We’ll deal with everything in the morning.”

It was early in the evening, but exhaustion lined her face and cast
shadows beneath her eyes.

I left the room to grab her nightclothes so she could change into
something more sleep-friendly, but by the time I returned, Stella was
already fast asleep. It was the most at peace I’d seen her in weeks.

I’d never let another person sleep in my bed before. I thought the sight
of her nestled amongst the black and gray silks would be strange, but it felt
right.

I placed the clothes on the nightstand next to her and tried to catch up
on work, but my brain couldn’t focus.

With my building security compromised, the incompetent but annoying
shits at Sentinel breathing down my neck, and a thousand emails to wade
through, all I could think about was the woman sleeping a few feet away.

She’d been in my house for less than two hours, and she was already
wreaking havoc on my life.

I rubbed a hand over my jaw, my aggravation at war with my desire to
protect her at all costs.

I’d been wrong.



Stella wasn’t a distraction. She was a danger—not only to my business
but to myself and the parts of me I hadn’t known still existed.



17

STELLA

I WOKE TO SUNSHINE AND THE FAINT SCENT OF LEATHER AND SPICE.

That was the first sign something was amiss since I exclusively used
lavender scents in my bedroom.

The second sign was the color of the sheets. Slate gray silk, luxurious in
its simplicity and rumpled with sleep, but a far cry from the soft cream ones
I’d bought two years ago.

The fog of sleep lingered as I stared at the dent in the pillow next to
mine and tried to piece together what happened last night.

I was clearly in a man’s room. The dark colors and the watch and
cufflinks on the nightstand were a dead giveaway.

Had I gone out drinking and hooked up with someone at their place?
Unlikely.

Had I stayed the night at Ava’s place? But her guest rooms didn’t look
like this, and—

“You’re awake.”

A scream clawed up my throat at the unexpected voice behind me.

I whipped around, my heart thundering with panic until the speaker
stepping out of the bathroom came into focus.

Dark hair. Whiskey eyes. Chiseled face.

Christian.

This was his room. Why was I in—

Yesterday’s memories slammed into me so fast and hard they knocked
the breath from my lungs.

The note in my bedroom, calling Christian, moving into his place, him
bathing me...



Oh God.

Dread and mortification curdled in my stomach. I would've thrown up
had I eaten anything more than a croissant yesterday.

“You didn’t want to be alone, so I let you stay in my room for the
night.” Christian straightened his sleeve. It was eight in the morning, but he
was already dressed in one of his signature suits and loafers. His hair was
perfectly styled, his face sharp and clean-shaven. “That was a one-time
exception, given what happened, but you’ll be sleeping in the guest room
from now on. It’s there for a reason.”

I frowned, trying to reconcile the cold man in front of me with the one
who’d carried me to his room and taken care of me yesterday.

A flush sluiced down my skin when I remembered the heat of his body
behind me and the graze of his touch against my bare skin.

It hadn’t been sexual, and I’d been too in shock to react much at the
time, but the memory ignited a soft burn that warmed me from the inside
out.

Christian’s eyes darkened like he could see straight into my mind.
“Breakfast will be served in half an hour. I’'ll see you then.”

He walked out before I could respond.

I guess he wasn’t a morning person.

A headache throbbed behind my temple as I tried to make sense of the
past twenty-four hours.

Yesterday morning, I woke up in my own bed feeling fairly optimistic
about the stalker situation.

Now, I was living in Christian Harper’s house because the stalker broke
into mine.

Whoever they were, they knew where I lived and could break into one
of the most secure buildings in the city.

Fear slowed the beats of my heart.

It’s fine. You're fine.

Maybe they could break into the Mirage, but they couldn’t break into
Christian’s penthouse. Right?

I reached for my necklace, only to realize [ wasn’t wearing one.

Christian had brought only the essentials last night, which meant my
crystals were sitting downstairs in my room.

The bite of fear intensified at the thought of returning to my old
apartment. I’d loved that apartment, but I couldn’t imagine going back after



the break-in shattered its sanctity.

I hated my stalker for destroying that peace almost as much as I hated
him for the notes.

After all these years, I still couldn’t understand why he’d targeted me.
Was it my social media presence? My looks? Or was I just unlucky enough
to catch the attention of some creep who had too much time on his hands?

I forced a deep inhale into my lungs.

Everything’s fine. You’ll be fine.

It was broad daylight, and Christian was right outside. As moody as he
was, he wouldn’t let anything happen to me.

I didn’t know why, but I felt the conviction of that in my gut.

You’ll be fine.

I repeated the reassurance in my head as I went to the guest room—
a.k.a. my new room for the foreseeable future—and changed out of my
bathrobe into day-appropriate loungewear.

When I entered the dining room, Christian was already seated at the
head of the table with a cup of coffee, a pen, and that morning’s newspaper
crossword.

The table itself groaned beneath the weight of a full breakfast spread.
Glass pitchers of coffee, juice, water, and tea gleamed next to platters of
every type of breakfast item imaginable: eggs prepared six different ways,
crispy bacon, fluffy lemon ricotta pancakes and Belgian waffles and French
toast.

Croissants, muffins, and scones filled two large woven baskets, while a
make-it-yourself smoothie bowl section boasted every fruit and topping I
could think of.

It was a buffet for twenty, not two.

“Are you hosting a brunch party?” I asked, uncertain why anyone
needed this much food for themselves.

“No, but Nina went all out, so you may as well enjoy it.”

Before I could ask who Nina was, a round-faced woman with a dark
bun and cheerful smile entered the room.

“I’'m Nina.” She gave Christian a disapproving glance before she
handed me a glass of something green and creamy. “Wheatgrass smoothie,
right?”

I relaxed beneath the warmth of her friendliness. “Yes, thank you. How
did you know?”



This must be Christian’s housekeeper slash part-time chef. I’d never met
her, though I knew she was the only person who had the keys to his house
besides me.

“Mr. Harper told me it was your favorite.” She winked at me while
Christian glared at her.

“That’ll be all for now. Thank you.” His polite dismissal only half
masked the razor’s edge running beneath his voice.

Nina suppressed what looked like a laugh before she left.

“I see caffeine hasn’t improved your mood.” I loaded a plate with food
and sat next to him. “I’d hoped it would bring Dr. Jekyll back. Mr. Hyde
isn’t doing it for me.”

He’d always been on the aloof side, but I felt the distance between us
vividly this morning.

“Funny. I see a night of sleep has improved your mood.” Christian
folded the crossword and set it aside before he added, “How are you
feeling?”

“Hungry. I haven’t eaten since yesterday morning,” I admitted.

I knew that wasn’t what he was really asking, but I didn’t want to talk
about the note right now. I just wanted to eat and pretend everything was
normal.

I tore off a piece of my croissant and popped it in my mouth. A sigh of
pleasure rose in my throat.

Croissants were a gift of heaven. I was sure of it.

“Good. I wasn’t sure what you were in the mood for, so I had Nina
make a bit of everything,” he said, his tone gruff.

Warmth flickered to life in my chest.

I gave him a shy smile, touched by the gesture even though he wasn’t
the one who’d cooked the food.

A faint hint of pink colored his cheekbones.

Was he...blushing?

Before I could make sense of the staggering sight, the pink disappeared,
and Christian’s face turned to granite again.

“Since you’re here, we should go over the rules.”

My brow furrowed. “Okay...”

“You’re here because you’re in danger, and since you’re now fully
under my protection, we need to take appropriate steps to secure your
safety,” he said crisply. “Staying here until we catch the person who’s been



leaving you those notes is the first step. My team will move the rest of your
belongings in today. While you’re here, you will sleep in the guest room
and adhere to the house rules. No bringing friends or men over...” His
voice iced at the word men. “And no touching unrecognizable devices.
There’s a fifty-fifty chance they could kill you. Other than that, consider
this your home for the foreseeable future.”

Fifty-fifty chance they could kill me? What kind of devices did he own ?

“Oh.” I forced a bright smile. “Well, who can resist a welcome like that?
You really know how to make a girl feel all warm and fuzzy.”

Christian ignored my sarcasm. “It’s good that you’re not posting where
you are in real time, but I want you to wait twenty-four hours to post
instead of your usual three to four. Vary your schedule and keep it
unpredictable, including the routes you take home. You will also have a
bodyguard. Brock will look after you when you’re not with me. He’ll be
unobtrusive; you won’t even know he’s there unless you need help.
Finally...”

“Oh, good. I was afraid that was it. Go on.”

“You have to tell your friends the truth.” Christian fixed me with a hard
stare. “If they don’t know you’re in danger, they can inadvertently put you
in danger or be in danger themselves. Ignorance isn’t always bliss.”

My smile faded. A protest worked its way to the tip of my tongue before
I squashed it.

Christian was right.

As much as I hated making my friends worry and having a bodyguard
watching every move I made—similar to a stalker, though with less
nefarious intentions—I needed the protection.

Plus, I couldn’t have my friends thinking everything was okay when it
wasn’t. What if the stalker targeted them when he couldn’t get to me? I
would never forgive myself if something happened to them because I didn’t
give them proper warning.

My nails dug angry half-moons into my knees.

Cool, calm, collected.

Cool, calm, collected.

“Okay,” I finally said. “I’ll tell them. But I have a few rules of my
own.”

If this new living arrangement was going to work, I needed some say in
it. Christian was the security expert, but this was my life.



“Of course you do.” Dryness filled Christian’s voice. No doubt he
remembered my insistence on including my own set of rules in our fake
dating arrangement.

“This is your house, and I'll respect your rules. But I also ask that you
respect my privacy. That means no coming into my room without
permission, even when—especially when—I’m not there. Don’t go through
my belongings even if they’re in a common space. Don’t tell me where I
can go or who I can see unless it’s a direct threat to my safety. And...” My
teeth sank into my bottom lip as I contemplated my last request.

“And?” He raised a dark brow.

My nails dug deeper into my skin. “No bringing women home. I don’t
care if you sleep with them, but they can’t be here while I’m here. It’s not...
it won’t look right.”

Exclusivity was implied but not explicitly stated in our contract. I had
no issue maintaining celibacy, but I doubted I could say the same for
someone like Christian. He probably had women flinging themselves at him
every day, regardless of his relationship status.

A strange twist wrung my heart and left it out to dry when I pictured
him with another woman.

I told myself it had everything to do with keeping up appearances and
nothing to do with...anything else.

Christian’s amusement disappeared beneath pools of amber ice. “I don’t
cheat, Stella.”

“It’s not cheating when we’re not really dating.”

What was [ saying? It wasn’t like I wanted him to sleep with other
women. It was too risky, and...

My stomach cramped. I must’ve inhaled my croissant too fast.

Tick. Tick. Tick. 1 watched the muscle jump in his jaw with nervous
fascination. Christian’s anger was a rolling wave, slow and insidious as it
swallowed everything in its wake. But when he spoke again, his tone was as
smooth and placid as a summer lake.

“Noted.”

Noted ? That was the vaguest answer he could’ve given, but I was too
apprehensive to ask for clarification.

We didn’t speak again for the rest of the meal.

That afternoon, while Christian worked in his home office and the
movers hauled the rest of my belongings up from my apartment, I explored



the eight thousand square feet of bachelor luxury that would be my home
for God knew how long.

I came here every week to take care of his plants, but I left immediately
after. I never took the time to study my surroundings.

Christian’s penthouse took up the entire eleventh floor of the Mirage,
which was as high as buildings got in D.C. due to the city’s height limit.

Light gray marble floors, black leather furniture, floor-to-ceiling
windows offering a three-hundred-sixty-degree view of the city. The house
reflected the man: sleek, exquisitely decorated, and beautiful in a way that
was cold but impersonal.

He had the lavish touches one would expect from someone of his
wealth, such as a private rooftop pool and a state-of-the-art gym down the
hall from the den, but my favorite room was the library.

Piles of cushions turned the deep windowsills into sunny reading nooks
while modern orange couches added an unexpected pop of color. Hundreds
of books lined the customized black shelves, and I could tell by their worn
spines that Christian actually read them instead of using them as props.

That was where I chose to bite the bullet and call my friends. I’d been
putting it off all day, but I couldn’t stall much longer.

I called Ava first. Bridget lived in Eldorra with plenty of protection, and
Jules already knew about the stalker, so it wouldn’t take long to update her.

“Hey!” Despite my less-than-ideal circumstances, Ava’s bright voice
made me smile. “What’s up?”

A lot. “Not much. Are you home?” I wanted to make sure she wasn’t in
transit when I dropped the bombshell.

“Yep, just got back.” I heard the closing of a door and a faint masculine
voice in the background. I assumed it was her fiancé Alex.

I felt better knowing Ava had Alex by her side.

Alex Volkov was a force of his own, and while he made me a bit uneasy
—1I was almost certain he harbored psychopathic tendencies—he would put
his life on the line to protect Ava.

“Great.” I twisted the bottom of my shirt. I should’ve scripted how I
would break the news to her, but it was too late now. “How was work?”

“Fun, but beyond busy. We have our annual Best Of feature coming up,
and...”

I half listened as she told me about her latest photography assignment,
her upcoming wedding, and my Delamonte deal.



I needed to discuss the contract with Brady, but with everything that’d
happened over the past twenty-four hours, it’d completely slipped my mind.

Closing the Delamonte deal had consumed me for months. Now that I
finally had it, it was barely a blip on my radar.

The universe had a messed-up sense of timing.

“What else is going on besides Delamonte? How are things with
Christian?” Ava asked. “You haven’t posted about him since the art gallery
photo. That was super cute, by the way.”

There it was. The opening I’d been looking for.

My phone slipped against my palm as I forced my next words past the
lump in my throat.

“About that. I, uh...” I coughed. “I moved in with him yesterday.’

There was a beat of silence before a disbelieving “What ?” boomed over
the line.

I winced and held my phone away from my ear. For someone so small,
Ava had a powerful voice.

“You moved in with him? I thought you were...” She dropped her voice
to a whisper. Alex must be nearby. “Only fake dating. Why are you
suddenly living with him?”

“That’s the other thing.” My chest expanded with a deep, fortifying
breath. “I...”

I have a stalker.

The words sat on the tip of my tongue, but I couldn’t get them out.

I’d been keeping my secret for so long, the idea of sharing it with my
friends made my heart kick like a trapped animal against its cage.

Christian and Jules knew the truth, but only out of necessity—Christian
because he found me the night I discovered the note, Jules because we’d
lived together when the stalker made his first appearance. And she didn’t
know the stalker was back.

“I, um...” Just say it. I stood and paced the room, too restless to sit. “I
moved in because I...I have a stalker. And he broke into my apartment
yesterday.”

The words finally spilled out and landed on the floor with a heavy thud.
The force of it reverberated through my bones, but the ensuing silence was
so thick I could taste it over the line.

“What?” Ava breathed. Softer this time, and dizzy with shock.



I stopped next to the potted fern. The earthy smells of soil and greenery
worked their way into my lungs, grounding me and giving me the fortitude
to explain the situation. I started with the notes from two years ago and
ended with my discovery yesterday.

The more I talked, the easier it was, though a whisper of unease lingered
in my stomach. I hated worrying my friends.

“So that’s why I moved in with Christian,” I finished. “It’s the safest
thing to do while the stalker is still on the loose.”

I rubbed an absentminded thumb over my necklace—amethyst, for
calming energies and stress relief. I’d hunted it down immediately after the
movers brought my stuff up.

I needed all the stress relief I could get.

“Yes, but...” Ava blew out a sigh. “I’'m sorry. I still can’t get over the
part where this started three years ago, and you didn’t tell me. This isn’t a
secret boyfriend or...or a side gig moonlighting as a dancer, Stella. You’re
my best friend, and your life was in danger.” She didn’t sound angry; she
sounded hurt, which was even worse. “I would’ve helped you.”

“There was nothing you could’ve done. If anything had happened to
you because of me, I never would’ve forgiven myself.”

Another long pause. “Do Jules and Bridget know?”

My teeth sank into my bottom lip. “Jules knows about the first batch of
letters since we were living together at the time. Bridget has no clue. The
notes stopped coming after a few months,” I added. “So it wasn’t an issue
for too long.”

Until they restarted.

“God,” Ava breathed. “This is bananas.”

“Not more bananas than getting kidnapped by your boyfriend’s psycho
uncle, right?” I hid my nerves with a shaky laugh.

Despite her sunny demeanor, Ava had lived through more traumatic
events than I have.

“Right. They could make soap operas out of our lives,” she said dryly.
“Listen, just stay with me until you catch this guy. Alex won’t mind, and
he’ll sort things out. Actually, let me get him.” She raised her voice. “Alex,
can you come over here? I have—”

“No! Don’t tell him.” Involving Alex in something like this was a bad
idea. He was as liable to murder someone as he was to help them. “I’ve got



this under control. Besides, Christian is the security expert, and you have
enough on your plate with the wedding.”

“Screw the wedding—crap. Hold on.” Ava must’ve covered the speaker
because her words became muffled. “No, honey, of course I still want to get
married! I was talking to Stella about the, um, wedding planner...no, dont
fire her. She’s great. I was just frustrated in the moment. Bridal nerves, you
know. I’'m fine now. Yes, I promise...why did I call for you? Uh, I’'m
craving those new raspberry lemon cookies from Crumble & Bake. Can you
please run down and get some for me? Thank you! Love you.”

Ava returned, sounding breathless. “Sorry about that. Alex has been so
on edge about the wedding. He made our florist cry the other day.” She
sighed. “We’re working on his interpersonal skills.”

Usually, brides were the ones who obsessed over every detail, but Alex
was type A to a fault.

“Anyway.” Ava turned serious again. “Are you sure you don’t need
help? I know Christian probably has it handled, but Alex knows everyone.”

“Yes, I’'m sure. There’s no need to drag more people into my mess than
necessary.”

The situation had already ballooned out of control, with the move and a
bodyguard and God knew what else. The last thing I wanted was for it to
turn into even more of a circus.

“You’re not dragging us anywhere. We want to be there. You’re our
friend, Stella,” Ava said gently. “If you’re in danger, we want to help. That’s
what friends do. That’s what you would do for us.”

A knot of emotion formed in my throat. Natalia and I were sisters by
blood, but Ava, Jules, and Bridget were my family by choice.

We’d been there for each other through the highest of highs and the
lowest of lows, and even if I’d shielded them from the worst in my life, just
knowing they were there helped me make it through the day.

Sometimes, all we needed was the knowledge someone somewhere
cared about us.

“I know. If I need anything, I’1l tell you. I promise.”

“Okay.” Despite her palpable reluctance, Ava didn’t press the issue.
“Stay safe. And I’m not just talking about the creep sending you notes.”

I’m also talking about Christian.

She didn’t say it, but I heard her loud and clear.

“I will.” T took another deep breath. “I have to go, but I love you.”



I could tell Ava wanted to say more, but she held back. “Love you too.”

I hung up.

One down, two more to go.

I called Jules next. She was going to lose her shit, but she already knew
about the stalker, so maybe she’ll lose less of her shit?

Oh, who was I kidding? I would be lucky if she didn’t show up at my
door wielding a machete and a plan to scour every neighborhood in D.C.
until we found them.

“Hey, J,” I said when she picked up. “Are you home? You’re not near
any sharp objects, are you? Good, because I have something to tell you...”



18

CHRISTIAN/STELLA

[ SPENT THE DAY REVIEWING THE SECURITY FOOTAGE FROM YESTERDAY.
There were hours of useless video, but I kept coming back to the same spot
—a half-hour “technical glitch” which coincided with Stella’s trip to the
coffee shop.

The stalker had not only broken into her apartment; they’d also hacked
into the Mirage’s closed-circuit surveillance system. It should’ve been
impossible, but the thirty minutes of static that’d replaced what should’ve
been a crystal-clear view of the hallway outside Stella’s apartment
confirmed it.

I’d already ordered a full emergency overhaul of the building’s security
system. Every code changed, every nook and cranny swept for evidence of
tampering. They all came back clean, which meant one thing.

It’d either been an inside job, or the stalker had inside help.

My blood iced at the prospect.

Every employee had to pass extensive screenings before I hired them,
but life changed. All it took was a debt or a loved one in danger to make a
person vulnerable to bribery and persuasion.

I would know; I was often the one doing the bribing and persuading.

I eased a breath through my lungs and shrugged off my fury with a
subtle roll of my shoulders.

There was a time and place for business. Dinner with Stella wasn’t it.

I was already running a second round of checks on everyone who
worked at the Mirage and Harper Security. I would know by tomorrow
whether anyone had weaknesses outsiders could exploit.

Until then, I’d keep the ugly details of the investigation to myself.



Outwardly, Stella had bounced back from the break-in, but she was
good at hiding her true emotions.

Even her closest friends thought she was unflappable when the signs of
her anxiety were so clear—the way her breathing changed and her eyes
darkened, the way she twisted her necklace around her finger whenever she
was upset.

She didn’t show any of those signs now, but that didn’t mean she’d put
what happened behind her. It’d only been twenty-four hours, for fuck’s
sake.

“By the way, Luisa told me about the Delamonte deal,” I said, filling the
lull in our conversation. “Congratulations.”

Since the meal started, she’d talked about everything except the break-
in. She hadn’t even mentioned how her friends took the news, not that I
cared. I only cared that they didn’t endanger her by doing something stupid.

But if she didn’t want to talk about what happened, I wouldn’t force her
to.

Instead of sitting next to me like she’d had at breakfast, she occupied
the chair at the other end of the eight-person table.

The distance irked me more than it should have, but a tiny smile
touched my lips when her eyes brightened at the mention of Delamonte.

“Thank you. I can’t believe I got the deal. I still need to talk to my
manager and sign the contract, but...” Her smile dimmed. “Well, you know
what happened. Anyway.” She cleared her throat and took a sip of her
water. “I’m excited. The campaign can open a lot of doors for me.”

“Is that what you want? To work with brands full time?”

From a logical standpoint, moving Stella into my house was one of the
worst decisions I could’ve made.

She was my biggest distraction. My weakness.

That was why I’d tried to keep my distance that morning, but I didn’t
fucking appreciate her telling me she didn’t care if I went out and fucked
other women.

Like I’d been able to focus on any other woman since I met her.

I’d lasted less than a day trying to stay away from her.

“I think it’s good for the short term,” Stella said in response to my
question. “I’m not sure it’s sustainable for the long term. I actually...”

I waited while indecision played across her features.



It was the look of someone who had a secret they were desperate but
afraid to tell.

“I might start my own fashion brand eventually. It’s not a sure thing,”
she rushed out. “Just an idea I had. We’ll see.”

My eyebrows rose, more in intrigue than surprise.

Stella starting a fashion line made more sense than her working at a
magazine.

Some people were leaders, others were followers. Stella might think she
was the latter, but she was too talented and shone too brightly to be
hemmed in by other people’s expectations.

“I think it’s a great idea.”

She blinked, clearly startled by my response. “Really?” She sounded
doubtful.

“You’ve already built one brand with your blog and social media.
Building a second shouldn’t be hard.” My mouth tilted. “Correction. It
shouldn’t be as hard.”

Stella’s brow furrowed. “I never thought about it that way.”

“Trust me. Even if you don’t have a physical product yet, you’re
probably further along than you think.” She had the industry and marketing
knowledge, which was often the hardest part. Creating the actual product
was easy. “Do you have a business plan?”

My calm question betrayed the hum in my blood.

I was dragging out the conversation, but this was the first time we were
talking about something real, something other than my work, her stalker,
and our arrangement.

Stella shared most of her life online, but I wanted to hear about it in her
words. I wanted to understand the way she thought, felt, and saw the world.

I wanted to unravel every thread that made her her and lay them all bare
so I could examine them. Figure out what it was about this woman, in
particular, that entranced me when there were thousands who were
objectively just as beautiful and who desired me more.

“Does sketch, sew, and pray for the best count?”

Another smile threatened to bloom at her hopeful tone. “Impressive, but
I’'m afraid you’ll require something more concrete.”

She sighed. “I was afraid of that. I can do the creative stuff, but I hate
math. Anything more than basic accounting goes way over my head.”



“When you hit a certain level of success, you can hire someone to run
the business side of things for you. Until then...” I tapped my fingers on the
table. Once, twice. “I’ll help you.”

The words hovered between us, as shocked by their existence as I was.

Between the inside leak, her stalker, and Sentinel breathing down my
neck, I already had a million things on my plate. I didn’t need to add a
fucking fashion line to the mix.

But now that the offer was out there, I couldn’t take it back.

And, if I were being honest, I didn’t want to.

Stella’s eyes widened. “You’ll help me. Personally?”

“I believe that’s implied by the word I’ll, yes.”

“Why?”

“Does it matter?”

She hitched a stubborn brow.

I sighed. “I’'m not writing the plan for you, Stella. I’'ll send you a
template and review it as you go. It won’t take much time.”

Depending on how her draft was, it might take a whole fucking lot of
time, but I kept that to myself.

“Plus, I can say I was there from the start when you become the next big
thing,” I added.

“You sound so sure that’ll happen.”

“I am sure.” I’d witnessed businesses come and go over the years. The
ones that thrived were often led by people with the same qualities: creative,
passionate, disciplined, and willing to learn.

Stella had all those qualities in spades. She just needed to discover that
for herself.

Her shy, answering glance sent a strange warmth spiraling through my
chest. “I, um, actually sketched out a few designs. Do you want to see?”

My smile finally blossomed in full, slow and languid. “I’d love to.”

Silence ensconced our walk to her room, where she pulled a stack of
papers from her desk drawer and handed them to me.

“I wanted a line that fits the types of clothes I already cover on my
account. High quality with a mix of price points for different consumers.
And lots of dresses,” she added. “I love dresses.”

Her teeth sank into her bottom lip as I examined the sketches.

“They’re just drafts.” She twisted her necklace around her finger. “I
haven’t sketched in a while, so I’'m rusty—*



“They’re beautiful.”

Stella’s sketches were lush and intricately detailed, full of rich colors
and perfectly cut silhouettes. They were designs that belonged on the
runways of Milan and Paris, not stuffed in the corner of a room in D.C.

She faltered. “Really?”

“Yes, and I don’t lie to spare people’s feelings. If they were terrible, I'd
say so. They’re not.” I handed the sketches back to her. “You’re talented.
Don’t let anyone, including yourself, tell you otherwise.”

Stella’s lips parted a fraction at my words.

It was a tiny movement, but my eyes latched onto it like a magnet to
steel.

The air thickened, suffocating us with a tension that ticked like a bomb
waiting to explode.

“Do you understand?” My voice was low, but it burned between us like
kindling doused with gasoline.

A visible swallow disrupted the delicate lines of her throat.

“Yes.” The soft exhale of her reply brushed my skin and tugged low on
my groin.

She was so close.

I could end the game now, bend her to my will and stoke the embers of
attraction between us until they ignited into flames. Give her a taste of what
she could have if she succumbed to the inevitability of us.

Everything.

“Good.”

I dipped my head and, in a subtle, almost unconscious movement, my
lips touched hers.

Two seconds. One syllable. An electric instant that scorched every inch
of my skin.

Somewhere in the distance, a sheaf of papers fluttered to the floor.

I inhaled Stella’s soft gasp like it was my last ounce of oxygen, and a
groan worked its way up my throat at her sweet taste.

It was barely a kiss. We hadn’t even moved, yet our brief contact
consumed me.

The air in my lungs, the beat in my heart.

In that moment, Stella was the only thing that existed.

I breathed her in. Exhaled. And pulled back.

We stared at each other.



Our almost kiss had lasted no more than a fraction of a minute, yet we
were both flushed and panting like we’d run a marathon.

Surprise and something weightier darkened her eyes into emerald pools.

“Christian...” The sound of my name on her shallow breath poured lust
straight into my veins.

My groin tightened.

I couldn’t believe I had a hard-on after a few seconds of chaste contact,
yet here we were.

“Our first business meeting is next week. Come prepared.” I rolled up
my sleeves, my cool voice at odds with the flames licking my skin. When
did it get so fucking hot in here? “Good night, Stella.”

I left before she could respond.

Every molecule of my body demanded I stay and finish what I’d started,
but it was too soon. Someone broke into her house yesterday, for God’s
sake.

Still, when I stepped into my bathroom and turned the water as cold as it
would go, the burn in my blood remained.

MARrcH 31
IL..
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STELLA

A WEEK AFTER I MOVED INTO HIS HOUSE, I DISCOVERED CHRISTIAN’S DIRTY
little secret.

In a dark corner of his den, tucked between DVDs of Reservoir Dogs
and The Godfather, he owned a collector’s edition of Spice World.

That was right. Christian Harper, the CEO of Harper Security and
possibly the most terrifying man I’d ever met, owned a special edition of a
movie featuring a nineties girl band that, coincidentally, was one of my
favorites for no reason other than its pure campiness.

I didn’t know people still owned DVDs, but I wasn’t giving up the
opportunity to rewatch one of my childhood obsessions on his state-of-the-
art flatscreen.

Based on what I’d observed of his schedule, Christian wouldn’t be
home for another two hours, so I allowed myself to let loose.

I sang and danced along to the movie, only stopping to take a bite of the
ice cream sitting on the coffee table.

I wasn’t the greatest singer or dancer, so I probably looked ridiculous,
but I was too happy to care.

It’d been a good day.

I'd officially signed the contract with Delamonte, and our first shoot
was scheduled for next week in New York. It was a small shoot, hence the
short notice, but I was excited to start the partnership and visit the city
again.

I’d also finished another set of sketches and started filling out the
business plan template Christian sent me. It wasn’t as boring as I’d feared,



though some parts, like the financial analysis and production plan, gave me
a headache.

Neither of us mentioned our almost/sort of kiss since it happened. We’d
kept our conversations strictly to small talk, work, and my fashion line,
which was just fine with me.

In fact, things had been so normal between us I questioned whether the
“kiss” really happened. Maybe it’d been a figment of my imagination, born
of the same craziness that’d compelled me to show him my sketches.

I’d never shown them to anyone before.

Meanwhile, fears of my stalker had receded, locked behind the
bulletproof glass and steel-reinforced walls of Christian’s penthouse. If T
thought too much about it, the anxiety came rushing back, but I was busy
enough that I didn’t have to think about it. I could lose myself in my bubble
of self-delusion for...well, not forever, but for a while.

So, like I said, it’d been a good day.

I spun, an ice cream spoon in my mouth and feet bare against the cool
marble floors.

I was so caught up in my song and dance I didn’t notice anyone had
entered until I glimpsed a dark figure on my next spin.

A surprised scream exploded into the air before my brain processed the
lean, muscled frame and tailored suit.

The spoon clattered from my mouth to the floor and dripped melted
dulce de leche ice cream down the front of my shirt.

“Not the usual greeting I receive from women, but an improvement to
your prior yodeling.” Despite the wry insult, amusement softened the finely
chiseled lines of Christian’s face.

His eyes, however, were anything but soft. They were blades swathed
with black silk, their edges so cold they burned hot against my skin.

They traced the lines of my throat down my torso to my bare legs and
feet before sliding back up to my face.

Slow and leisurely, like a cat toying with a mouse.

All the while I held still, afraid any movement would slice me open and
bare my wild, beating heart to the electric air.

I was suddenly hyperaware of how short my shorts were, how much
skin my cropped sweatshirt bared, and how ridiculous I must look with gel
eye patches on my face and leave-in conditioner slicked in my hair, to say



nothing of the fact that I’d been dancing and belting along to freaking Spice
Girls in his living room.

Mortification chased the flames left behind by his scrutiny, but I clung
to the tattered edges of my dignity with bloodied fingertips.

“I wasn’t yodeling. 1 was exercising my vocal cords.” I bent and
retrieved the sticky spoon from the floor as gracefully as I could. “I also
thought I was alone. You never come home this early.”

“I didn’t realize you paid that close attention to my schedule.” The
velvety drawl brushed against my skin like the most sensual of caresses.

Christian peeled away from the shadows and walked toward me. He
wore head-to-toe designer business wear, but those bright amber eyes and
the predatory grace with which he moved reminded me of a panther lazily
stalking its prey. A beast drawing out the inevitable because he’d grown
tired of the ease with which he captured what he wanted.

“I don’t, but we’ve lived together for a week. I don’t have to study your
comings and goings to know your schedule.”

Christian was an early riser. So was I, but by the time I went up to his
rooftop for sunrise yoga every morning, I already heard his shower running
and smelled coffee brewing in the kitchen.

He left at seven-thirty on the dot and returned twelve hours later,
looking as polished as when he’d stepped out the door.

It was unnatural.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

My pulse banged against my wrist and chest and in my ears when he
stopped in front of me.

Spice and leather. Crisp black lines and silver cufflinks. Intimidating in
their perfection but comforting in their familiarity.

“Do you know why I came home early today?” Christian lifted his hand,
and for an exhilarating, terrifying second, I expected him to cup my breast.

Instead, he rubbed his thumb over the spot of ice cream above my
chest.

The light touch scorched its way through my veins and pooled between
my legs.

“No.” I barely heard myself over the storm brewing in the air.

The sounds from the movie had long faded, replaced by the frantic drum
of my heart.



“We have an appointment.” Amusement filled his eyes at my frown.
“Our first business consultation.”

I blinked, my brain too hazy to process his words in real time.

Business consultation...

I’ll schedule a weekly meeting and add it to your calendar. Come
prepared.

“Oh. Oh.” My business plan. The one I’d only half filled out.

Reality washed the film of pheromones off my vision and returned my
breaths to normal.

“I haven’t completed it yet,” I admitted. “It’s only half done.”

Thinking through what I wanted for my business took longer than
writing it down.

I braced myself for a lecture or at least a sigh of disappointment, but all
Christian said was, “Let me see what you have so far.”

I retrieved the papers from the coffee table and handed them to him.

The phantom of his touch lingered on my skin, but the tension from
earlier dissolved into nerves as I waited for his feedback.

After an interminable silence, he handed the document back to me.
“Good.”

“Good?”

Thats it?

“Yes, good. The executive summary is clear and succinct, and you’ve
clearly done your market research. It could use a few tweaks, but we’ll do
that after the full draft is complete.” His lips curved. “I didn’t expect you to
put together a full plan in one week, Stella, especially since you haven’t
done one before.”

Relief loosened the knot in my chest. “You could’ve told me that earlier.
You nearly gave me a heart attack!”

I was the student who’d always completed her homework on time. The
thought of missing an assignment made my skin crawl.

Disappointment. Failure.

I shook off the insidious voices before they could dig their claws into
me, but their echoes remained, dampening my enthusiasm.

“If I told you, would you have gotten as much done?”

I sighed at his logic. “Probably not.”

“Exactly.” Christian’s gaze slid to the TV. “Though I’m sorry I
interrupted your thrilling Spice Girls performance. You truly missed your



calling as a girl band member.”

I narrowed my eyes, well aware that my middle school music teacher
had once compared my vocal skills to that of a dying cat.

She hadn’t been a very nice teacher.

“My performance was for me, not you. You were intruding.” I removed
my under-eye patches as casually as possible. Between the singing,
dancing, and ice cream, I’d embarrassed myself enough without having one
of the patches slide off on its own.

“It’s my house.”

“It’s still polite to announce your presence.”

“I would’ve, but I was too fascinated by the sight of you stumbling
around my living room like a drunken baby elephant.” Laughter rumbled
from his chest at my indignant gasp. I wasn’t the best dancer, but I was a
better dancer than a drunken elephant. Probably. Maybe. “In a charming
way, of course.”

My dignity would never recover from this.

“Of course. That makes me feel so much better.” I lifted my chin and
switched subjects before I exploded from sheer mortification. “Speaking of
performances, I have my first Delamonte photoshoot next week. In New
York.” Christian’s laughter died down, though traces of amusement lingered
around his mouth. “Dates?”

I told him.

“Noted. We’ll take my jet.”

I stared at him, sure I’d heard wrong. “You’re coming with me?”

“The word we does imply that, yes.”

In public, he was so polite and friendly, but in private, he could be a
sarcastic ass.

“Don’t you have a business to run?” He must have more important
things on his plate than accompanying his fake girlfriend to a photoshoot.

“If my business can’t survive two days without me, then I haven’t done
my job as CEO. Not to mention, your not so friendly secret admirer is still
on the loose. Chances are slim he’ll follow you to New York, but we don’t
want to risk it.”

“Brock can accompany me. I like him. He’s nice.”

Granted, I’d met him once and never saw him again, but I felt his warm,
reassuring presence whenever I left the house. Having a bodyguard wasn’t
as bad as I’d imagined.



Plus, I wasn’t tempted to have sex with him, which was a big plus.

Christian’s expression didn’t shift, but the temperature suddenly
plunged twenty degrees.

“Brock will not be accompanying you. I will.” His words contained so
much frost I could’ve used them to carve an ice sculpture. “His job is to
stay out of sight and keep you safe. Nothing else. Has he been doing his
job, Stella?”

I sensed it was a trick question.

“Yes?” I ventured.

I didn’t know what raised Christian’s hackles, but I didn’t want to get
Brock fired.

“Good.”

I was beginning to hate that word.

I crossed my arms, both to hide how unnerved I was and to shield
myself from the arctic waves of Christian’s displeasure.

“Bad day at work?” I asked. “Or is morphing into a mercurial beast part
of your nighttime routine?”

His only response was the press of his gaze on my skin.

I’d been joking, but now that I looked more closely, I observed tiny
signs of stress. Tension tautened the blade of his jaw, and a small furrow
creased his brow. His body hummed with the dark, restless buzz of
frustration.

“Bad day at work?” I repeated, softer this time.

I expected Christian to brush off my concern. To my surprise, he
answered frankly. “Difficult client.”

“I imagine you deal with a lot of those.”

Harper Security’s client list was a who’s who of CEOs, celebrities, and
royalty. That was a ton of ego for one company to handle.

“Not as much as you’d expect.” He slid out of his jacket and draped it
over the back of the couch. His shirt stretched taut over his broad shoulders,
and his muscles flexed with every movement.

Stop. Now is not the time to ogle.

“If someone insists on being a pain, we show them the door, and they’re
never allowed back in. I run a security company, not a daycare. I don’t have
time to babysit inflated egos. That being said...” A wry note crept into his
tone. “Some egos are attached to useful contacts. This client is pissed



because I signed a contract to provide services to their competitor. He’s
threatening to pull his account if I don’t dump the competitor.”

Grown men were truly pettier than high schoolers. “I assume he’s a big
client?”

“One of my biggest.”

“You don’t want to lose the account, but you also don’t want to tarnish
your reputation or set a bad precedent by cutting the other loose,” I
surmised. I chewed my lip, thinking it over. “I mean, it’s a pride issue. He
doesn’t want his competitor to have what he has, so why don’t you offer
him something extra? Upgrade him to a VVIP package and make it clear his
competitor doesn’t have the same level of access.”

VIP was the standard for his clients, but VVIP was the next level.

“I don’t have a VVIP package.”

“Now you do. At least make him think you do,” I amended. “Throw in
some extra security features, take him out for drinks. Tell him to keep the
package quiet because it’s available only to a very select few. Kind of like a
secret club. It’ll soothe his ego, and he’ll be thrilled because he has
something over his competitor. People like that just want to feel like they’re
better than someone.”

It was a lesson I’d learned after years of working in the fashion world.

Christian examined me with a faint smile. “Perhaps you have more
business acumen than you give yourself credit for.” His low murmur
wrapped around my senses like a lush velvet blanket.

“More empathy than business acumen,” I said, embarrassed. “I’m still
terrible at negotiations and accounting.”

Learn how to accept compliments, babe. “Thank you” is a perfectly
adequate response.

Jules’s voice echoed in my head.

I was trying, but some compliments were easier to accept than others.

“Anyway, try it and see how it goes.” I cleared my throat. “In the
meantime, you need to destress. Do you meditate?”

He stared at me.

“It’1l help you sleep better.”

Silence.

Okay, then. I guess that was a no .

“How about yoga?” I tried. “We can do it together. I’'ll coach you
through it.”



Christiaan looked like he would rather drown in a vat of acid. “I
appreciate the offer, but I’ll stick with a hot shower and sleep,” he said
dryly.

“Shower and sleep aren’t enough.” Not with how deep the frown lines
were carved into his brow. Businessmen were all the same, forever chasing
the next big deal with no regard for their health until it was too late.

I snapped my fingers. “Okay, I have an idea. Sit on the couch.”

“I’m not meditating.”

“You already said that.” Not in so many words, but his silence spoke
volumes. “It’s not meditation. Just sit. Please?”

Suspicion lurked in his eyes, but he complied.

My heart hammered hard enough against my ribcage to bruise as I came
up behind him and rested my hands on his shoulders.

His muscles immediately bunched.

“What,” he said, his low voice twined with so much danger I tasted it in
my throat, “are you doing?”

“Giving you a massage.” I forced my stampeding nerves behind a
veneer of calm. This is to help him relax. That’s it. “Don’t tell me you’re
opposed to those, too.”

His jaw tightened.

Night had descended, draping the floor-to-ceiling window across from
us in inky black. Our reflections were so sharp the window doubled as a
MIITor.

“You’re giving me a massage.
impossible to read.

“That’s what I said. Now, relax.” I kept my voice as low and soothing as
possible as I smoothed my palms over his neck and shoulders. His muscles
bunched further, which defeated the entire purpose of the exercise. “The
other kind of relaxing.”

I loved getting massages, but I enjoyed giving them almost as much.
There was something so satisfying about feeling the tension melt beneath
my hands and knowing that I'd helped someone feel better, if only
temporarily.

It took a while for Christian to relax, but he gradually sank into the
couch and tipped his head back, eyes closed.

The air hummed with awareness and the mingled sounds of our soft,
even breaths.

»

The inflection of his words was



I tried to focus on my movements and not on the powerful masculine
form draped insouciantly beneath me, like a panther at rest after a long
hunt.

Christian’s muscles were sleek and sculpted, all sinuous lines and coiled
strength.

Like everything else about him, his body was a lethal, perfectly honed
machine.

My eyes drifted up to his face and the dark sweep of his lashes against
bronzed cheeks.

Firm, sensual lips, chiseled cheekbones, a straight blade of a nose, and a
jaw so perfectly cut Michelangelo must’ve sculpted it himself.

It should be illegal for anyone to possess a face like that.

A lock of thick, dark hair brushed his forehead. Unable to help myself, I
smoothed it back and luxuriated in the soft strands as I gently massaged his
scalp. Christian’s hair was the perfect length—short enough for easy
maintenance, long enough for a woman to run her hands through it while...

Stop. Focus.

I swallowed past the dryness in the throat and the renewed ache in my
lower belly.

Below me, the rhythm of Christian’s breathing changed to something
harsher, more primal.

I slid my palms down his neck and over his shoulder—

A small gasp sliced through the silence when his hand closed over mine,
halting its movements. The iron grip branded my skin with so much heat I
felt it in my bones.

“Enough.”

Rough restraint and whiskey glares.

He’d opened his eyes, and I was already getting consumed by them
when I latched onto my tiny, remaining shred of self-survival and dragged
myself out.

I pulled my hand out from underneath his and stepped back, heart in my
throat, pulse racing with pure adrenaline.

“You’re right. That should be enough. I hope it helped.” Cool, calm,
collected. “Anyway, I—I’ll see you tomorrow. Good night.”

For the second time that week, I fled to my room and locked the door
behind me. I closed my eyes and leaned against the cool wood until my
heartbeats slowed to a normal pace.



What was wrong with me? I’d never gotten so worked up over a guy
before. I even visited a sex therapist once in case my low libido was cause
for concern, but she’d reassured me it was normal. Not everyone
experienced sexual attraction all the time or in the same way.

Unless, apparently, they lived with Christian Harper. I couldn’t pinpoint
what had changed.

I’d always thought he was attractive, but my reactions to him hadn’t
been this intense or frequent until he found me after the first note. Sure, the
night of the gala had been intense, but I thought that’d been a fluke.

Maybe my brain was confused and thought our fake relationship was
real? Or maybe I was mistaking gratitude for something deeper.

Whatever the reason, I wished the strange feelings would go away.

I brushed my teeth and climbed into bed, but sleep remained elusive
thanks to the persistent, throbbing ache in my core.

Finally, I couldn’t take it anymore.

I slipped my hand between my legs, and my mouth parted in a silent
gasp at the first brush of my fingers over my clit.

I didn’t need sexual release often, but that one touch ignited months of
pent-up frustration until the only thing that mattered was chasing sweet,
heady relief.

My back arched off the mattress as I played with my clit with one hand
and my nipple with the other. I was hypersensitive after not touching myself
for so long, and sparks of pleasure raced through my body, lighting every
nerve ending on fire.

Small whimpers mingled with the slippery sounds of my fingers against
my clit while a familiar erotic film unfolded in my mind.

Me tied up, the rough scratch of ropes abrading my skin while a faceless
stranger had his way with me.

Hands collaring my throat, bites on my skin, and a hard, relentless
rhythm that wrenched inhibited screams from my throat.

Dark fantasies I only indulged in beneath the cover of night.

I’d never disclosed them to previous lovers because I’d been too
nervous to share them and because I didn’t trust them to carry out the
scenarios the way I wanted.

Ironically, in my fantasies, it was never about the man. My phantom
lover had remained faceless all these years, an amorphous figure who didn’t
require an identity to provide me with what I wanted—the safe loss of



control and an off switch for the ceaseless worries plaguing my brain.
Nothing but the sharp stings of pleasure and adjacent pain.

But as wetness soaked my fingers and the pressure built between my
thighs, the faceless figure came into focus for the first time since my
fantasies started.

Golden brown eyes. Lethally soft smile. A heated brush of lips against
mine and a ruthless grip that dug into my skin with just enough pressure to
make my head swim.

The knot of pressure exploded with such force I didn’t have time to
scream before I tumbled over the edge, swept up in wave after wave of
orgasmic bliss with nothing to hold on to except visions of whiskey, rough
hands, and a man I shouldn’t want but couldn’t help crave.
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STELLA

I AvoIiDED CHRISTIAN WITH THE DETERMINATION OF AN ESCAPED CONVICT
fleeing the FBI in the week leading up to New York.

It was surprisingly easy, given how early he left in the morning and how
late he returned at night. I suspected he might be avoiding me as well, and I
half expected him to back out of accompanying me to the shoot.

No such luck.

The morning of my Delamonte shoot, I found myself thirty-five
thousand feet in the air, sitting across from a man who seemed as hellbent
on ignoring me as I did him.

Except for a courteous exchange of good mornings, we hadn’t spoken to
each other since we left the house.

I sipped my lemon water and snuck a peek at Christian. He was working
on his laptop, his brow furrowed with concentration. His jacket lay on the
seat next to him, and he’d pushed his shirtsleeves up to reveal his watch and
tanned, muscular forearms.

How had I not realized how sexy forearms were until now?

I stared at where his Patek Philippe glinted against his bronzed skin.
Jules was right. There was something about men wearing watches...

“Something on your mind?” Christian didn’t look up from his computer.

I hadn’t been doing anything wrong, but my heartbeats collided like
he’d caught me stealing.

“Just thinking about the shoot,” I lied. I took another sip of water.

Between the tension on the plane and my Delamonte shoot that
afternoon, I was surprised I could keep anything, even liquids, down.



“What are you going to do while I’'m on set?” I asked. “Go into the New
York office?”

Harper Security was headquartered in D.C., but it had offices around the
world.

“I’m not flying with you to New York so I can hole myself up in another
office.” Christian typed something on his keyboard. “I’ll join you on set.”

Surprise ballooned in my chest, followed by a pinprick of anxiety. “But
the shoot could take hours.”

“I know.”

I waited for an elaboration that never came.

I held back a sigh. Christian was more mercurial than a broken
thermometer.

For lack of anything better to do, I settled deeper into my seat and
examined the luxury surrounding us.

Christian’s private jet resembled an airborne mansion. Buttery cream
leather seats formed intimate seating areas, and an elegant, cloud-like navy
carpet muffled the steps of the two smartly outfitted attendants who looked
like they’d stepped out of the latest issue of Vogue.

Besides the main cabin, the jet also boasted a bedroom, a full bathroom,
a four-person screening area, and a dining table set with magnetic-bottomed
plates and silverware engineered to stay still through turbulence.

[t must’ve cost a fortune.

Christian seemed as comfortable with his opulent surroundings as
someone who’d grown up with a silver spoon in his mouth, but my research
told me he hailed from a normal, upper-middle-class family. According to
the only public interview he’d ever given, his father had been a software
engineer and his mother a school administrator.

“Why did you choose private security?” I asked, breaking the silence.
“You could’ve gone into any field.”

Christian had graduated summa cum laude from MIT. He could’ve
gotten a job anywhere after graduation—NASA, Silicon Valley, the CIA.
Instead, he chose to build his own company from the ground up with no
guarantees of success, in a field few MIT grads touched.

“I enjoy it.” Christian finally looked up, his mouth curving at whatever
he saw on my face. “Rhys says it’s my god complex. Knowing how
important the lives at stake are and that they’re in my hands.”



I’d forgotten Rhys used to work for him. They were so different it was
hard to picture them existing in the same sphere.

Rhys, for all his gruffness, stuck by the rules (unless Bridget was
involved). Christian didn’t seem like he had much use for rules at all unless
they were his own.

“It’s not.” I may not know Christian that well despite living with him,
but I knew he wouldn’t do anything out of pure ego. He was too practical
and calculating for that.

“No, it’s not. Not entirely.” He rubbed his thumb over the face of his
watch. “If T only wanted money, I could obtain it any number of ways.
Stocks, selling proprietary software...which I did, to raise capital for
Harper Security. But once you reach a certain level of wealth, money is just
money. It doesn’t add any inherent value beyond that of ego. What’s more
important is your network. Access. The people you know and the things
they’re willing to do for you.” A smile, equal parts sensual and dangerous.
“One debt owed from a well-placed contact is worth more than all the cash
in the world.”

A shiver of trepidation crept up my spine. What he said made sense, but
the way he said it made it sound more ominous than he’d probably
intended.

“Speaking of business...” Christian switched topics so effortlessly it
took my brain a minute to catch up. “How’s the business plan going?”

“Good.” T wanted to say more, but the brush of his knee against mine
distracted me.

I hadn’t realized how close we’d gotten during our conversation.

Masculine heat and decadent spice stole into my lungs and further
distracted me before I grasped the rest of my near-forgotten words. “But I
don’t want to talk about that right now. Tell me more about you.”

His mini-speech just now was my first insight into how his mind
worked.

Christian wore his expensive suits and charm like armor, and I was
desperate for a chink, for any glimpse into the man behind the mask.

What was his childhood like? What were his hobbies, his goals and
fears? What made him into who he was?

I didn’t know why I wanted answers to those questions, but I knew the
tiny glimpse I’d gotten wasn’t enough. It was too intoxicating, like a shot of
fine tequila straight to the blood of an alcoholic.



“I’'m not that interesting.” It was the smooth, practiced response of
someone who’d spent a lifetime locking his private thoughts and feelings
inside a vault.

“You’re wrong.” Our gazes locked like two pieces of a puzzle sliding
into place. “I think you’re one of the most fascinating men I’ve ever met.”

It was a bold admission, one that had his eyes darkening into a rich,
molten amber.

“One of?” The languid softness of his question stoked whatever wild
alchemy burned between us. Dark flames devoured all the oxygen in the
cabin, leaving next to nothing for my compressed lungs.

“Tell me more about yourself, and I might promote you to the top of the
list.”

His laugh stole into the remaining pockets of air in my chest. “Touché.”

Christian’s eyes dipped to my mouth, and the remnants of his laughter
evaporated. Black swallowed amber, leaving nothing behind except
promises of sin and dark pleasures.

Pinpricks of nervous energy buzzed beneath my skin. The memory of
our almost kiss when I first moved in resurfaced, as it had a bad habit of
doing since that night.

My nails sank into my knees, and I waited, not breathing, not moving,
as Christian lowered his head—

“Mr. Harper, apologies for the interruption. But you wanted me to alert
you fifteen minutes before landing.”

The attendant’s gentle voice sliced the moment into a thousand jagged
pieces.

A cold wave of oxygen rushed back into my chest, followed by the
acrid sting of disappointment when Christian drew back. Face blank, all
traces of desire snuffed as if it’d never existed at all.

“Thank you, Portia.” Perfectly even, perfectly calm, unlike the erratic
heartbeat thundering behind my ribcage.

Portia nodded. Her eyes flitted between us before she disappeared to
another part of the jet.

Christian returned his attention to his computer, and we didn’t speak for
the duration of the flight.

It was just as well.

I couldn’t have formed proper words had I tried. I was too unsettled by
the knowledge that Christian Harper had been about to kiss me again...and



that I’d desperately wanted him to.

As NERVOUS AS [ wAs ABOUT THE DELAMONTE SHOOT, I WAS GRATEFUL FOR
the distraction from my tangled feelings toward Christian.

I wanted him, but I didn’t want to date him (or anyone else).

We lived together, but we barely knew each other.

The world thought we were dating, but we’d barely kissed.

The contradictions were enough to drive a girl mad.

Once I returned to D.C., I needed girl talk with Ava and Jules ASAP. I
was too rusty in the boys department to sort through my mess on my own.

But, for now, I had something more urgent that required my attention:
not screwing up the first Delamonte photoshoot of the most important brand
deal of my life.

When Christian and I arrived at the studio, it was already bustling with
activity. The photographer, makeup artist, hairstylist, and various assistants
and Delamonte staff rushed around, steaming garments, and fussing over
lighting and props. A pop song played in the background, but all
commotion halted when I walked in.

Spiders of anxiety crawled over my skin.

I had no problem doing solo photoshoots or being on camera when I
couldn’t see people watching me. Being the center of attention at an in-
person shoot was an entirely different matter.

“Stella!” Luisa broke the silence and greeted me with effusive kisses on
both cheeks. “You look wonderful. And Christian.” Her eyebrows climbed
up her expertly Botoxed forehead. “This is a surprise.”

“I’m in the city for business. Besides...” Christian rested a hand on my
lower back. “I couldn’t resist attending Stella’s first photoshoot.”

He looked and sounded so believable as a proud, doting boyfriend that I
almost forgot we were pretending.

Almost.

“Huh.” Luisa eyed him with fascination. “Indeed.”

I was more surprised to see her on set than she was to see Christian. As
the brand’s CEQO, supervising photoshoots was below her pay grade.

She must’ve read the confusion on my face because her eyes twinkled
with knowing. “I couldn’t resist dropping by as well. People say I'm
micromanaging, but this campaign is my baby. I’'m determined to make it



the best one in Delamonte history, and you, my dear...” She patted my
hand. “You’re going to help make that happen.”

The sandwich I ate for lunch churned in my stomach.

Right. No pressure at all.

Christian retreated to the back to take business calls while I sat through
hair and makeup and met everyone on set, including Ricardo, the brand’s
in-house photographer. He was a handsome man in his forties, with tanned
skin and a flirtatious smile that he bestowed upon me before it faded.

I followed his suddenly wary gaze to where Christian stood by the exit,
his phone to his ear but his attention fixed on us.

“Your boyfriend is an intense one, huh?” Ricardo let out a nervous
chuckle before he cleared his throat. “No matter. Time to get started,
darling. We have magic to make!”

He was charming enough to pull off such a cheesy line, and for the next
hour, I tried my best to follow his guidance, posing and turning and
contorting my body into strange, unnatural positions until sweat trickled
down my spine.

The lights were insanely hot, and I pictured my makeup melting until I
resembled a crazed clown.

Also, was it just me, or had Ricardo lost some of his enthusiasm? His
encouraging shouts of “Gorgeous!” and “Beautiful!” had gradually tapered
off into “Turn left” and “Too far left.” Soon, only the clicks and whirs of his
camera filled the studio.

No one spoke, but the weight of their stares pressed against me like a
second layer of clothing.

Self-doubt crept into the vacuum left in the wake of their silence.

Pretend you’re at home. Your camera is on a tripod facing you. You’ve
perfected the settings and you’re ready to shoot. You’ve done this a
thousand times, Stella...

“Lift your chin higher.” Ricardo’s instruction interrupted the fantasy I’d
concocted of being alone. “Drop your hand...a little more...relax those
shoulders...”

It wasn’t working.

He didn’t say it, but I could feel it. The thick, sour sting of
disappointment tainting the air. The one I was so used to tasting whenever I
went home.



I was finally working with my dream brand, and I was screwing it all
up.

Tears gathered behind my eyes, but I set my jaw and blinked them back.
I would not cry on set. I could hold myself together until the shoot was
over.

Besides, this was only the first session. There were three more. I'll
practice before the next one and improve...if they kept me on.

The unforgiving fist of anxiety strangled my lungs.

What if Delamonte terminated my contract? Were they allowed to do
that?

My mind rifled through the contract’s clauses, frantic in its search for
one that allowed the brand to dump me if I didn’t perform up to its
standards.

Why hadn’t I looked more closely at the language? I’d been so excited
I’d signed after a quick check with Brady to ensure there were no major red
flags. But what if

“Stella, darling.” Forced patience strained Ricardo’s voice. “Let’s take a
break, shall we? Walk around, drink some water. We’ll reconvene in ten
minutes.”

Translation: you have ten minutes to get your shit together.

Low murmurs broke out, and I spotted a frown on Luisa’s face before
she turned away.

The rush of tears pressed harder against the dam of my willpower.

Cool, calm, collected. Cool, calm, collected. Cool—

Warm, masculine spice filled my nostrils. A second later, the deep black
of Christian’s suit jacket came into view.

He handed me a glass of water. “Drink.”

I did. It cooled some of the sweat inching my spine, but the air was still
too hot, the lights too bright. I felt like a bug buzzing around in a
fluorescent bulb, trying to escape before I burned to death.

“What are you doing?” I asked when Christian took my empty glass, set
it on the nearest table, and returned to stand in front of me. Assessing me,
the way he would a prospective investment or unsolved puzzle.

“Reminding you of why you’re here.” His tone was soft but
authoritative enough to drown out the nasty taunts crowding my head.
Disappointment. Failure. Fraud. “Why are you here, Stella?”

“For a photoshoot.”




I couldn’t summon the energy for a better, less inane answer.

“That’s the what. ” Christian grasped my chin and tilted it until my eyes
met his. “I’m asking you why. Why, of all the people who could be standing
in your spot, are you here?”

“I...” Because I’d spent the past decade cultivating an image that had
become a cage as much as it had a lifeline. Because I was deceiving my
followers and almost everyone I knew to achieve some stupid, arbitrary
measure of success. Because I was desperate to prove I could succeed to
people who didn’t even care.

Thickness clogged my throat.

“Because they chose you.” Christian’s cool voice sliced through my
muddied thoughts. “Every blogger in the world would kill to be standing
where you are, but Delamonte chose you. Not Raya. Not any of the other
women at the dinner or in the pages of magazines. This is a multibillion-
dollar brand, and they wouldn’t have invested in you if they didn’t think
you can do it.”

“But I can’t.” My whisper revealed the heartbreaking truth. I was an
imposter, a little girl playing dress up in a grown up’s clothes. “You see how
it’s going. I’m bombing.”

“You are not bombing.” The guided precision of his statement struck the
shell of uncertainty in my chest. Dented, but not destroyed. “It’s been an
hour. One hour. Think about how much time you invested to get to where
you are now. How much have you achieved? How many people have you
outlasted? You downplay your accomplishments as ordinary when you
would hail them as extraordinary on anyone else.”

Christian kept his grasp on my chin as he brushed his thumb over my
cheek. He was close enough I could spot the gold flecks in his eyes, like
fallen stars swimming in pools of molten amber.

“If you saw yourself the way other people see you,” he said quietly.
“You’d never doubt again.”

Curiosity and something infinitely sweeter and more dangerous
fluttered to life in my heart. “How do other people see me?”

Christian’s eyes didn’t leave mine.

“Like you’re the most beautiful, most remarkable thing they’ve ever
seen.”

The words lit every molecule in my body and dissolved them into a pool
of exquisite, unbearable warmth.



We weren’t talking about other people, and we both knew it.

“This is one photoshoot, Butterfly.” Another brush of his thumb,
another gallop of my heart. “The first half was practice. The second half is
yours. Do you understand?”

It was impossible not to get swept away by Christian’s confidence.

Instead of adding a brick to my worries about not living up to
expectations, his faith in me fortified me enough to lock those ugly,
taunting voices in my head back in the box where they belonged.

“Yes,” I said, my lungs tight but my breathing easier than it’d been all
afternoon.

“Good.” His lips dipped and touched mine in the softest of kisses.

It wasn’t the first time we’d gotten this close, but it felt more effortless.

Less of a kiss, more of a promise.

My nerves settled while everything around me disappeared for one long
moment.

Then the moment was gone, and so was he, but the warmth of his
presence and the phantom brush of his mouth lingered.

Another flutter disrupted my heartbeat.

Cool, calm, collected.

I steeled my spine and faced Ricardo again with a smile.

“I’m ready.”

If the first half of the shoot was a disaster, the second half was a
revelation. Whatever had been blocking me unstuck, and Ricardo’s rapid
shutter clicks filled the studio with renewed enthusiasm.

Snap. Snap. Snap.

And we were done.

I hadn’t moved more than a few inches the entire time, yet my heart
thundered like I’d just ran the New York Marathon.

“Perfect! You are stunning, darling, despite the, ah, rocky start.”
Ricardo winked at me. “You were made for the camera. The final photos are
going to be gorgeous!”

“Thank you,” I murmured, but I barely heard the rest of his gushing.

My eyes searched the stark white room until they found Christian.

He stood in the back corner. Still on a business call, still gorgeous in his
suit and tie, and still watching me with those eyes of whiskey over ice.

Despite the phone pressed to his ear and the hungry stares of every
woman and several men in the room pinned on him, he didn’t look away



when I gave him a playful wink and smile.

It was an off-the-cuff, in-the-moment sort of thing, and not the type of
action I’d usually take with a man I had barely even kissed.

But I was riding high after the shoot, and Christian was so composed all
the time I wanted to knock him off-kilter.

Just once, just a little bit.

Nothing, however, could’ve prepared me for the devastation his lazy,
answering smile wrought on my heart.

The butterflies lying dormant in my stomach went crazy, and I suddenly
knew, with all the certainty in the world, that they were there to stay.
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STELLA

THAT NIGHT, ABSENT OF ANY OTHER PLANS, I ACCOMPANIED CHRISTIAN TO
dinner at his friend Dante’s house.

I’d met Dante before the night of the blizzard, but I’d forgotten how
intimidating he was. Even in a simple black shirt and pants, he commanded
authority in a way that was different from Christian but equally as powerful.

Christian was a finely honed assassin’s blade sheathed in velvet; Dante
was a hammer burning bright with deadly intent. Lethal and striking, with
no ambiguity as to the damage he could inflict if crossed.

His fiancée Vivian, on the other hand, was open-faced and friendly, with
beautiful dark eyes and a warm smile.

Strangely enough, she was quick to grace everyone with that smile
except Dante. The engaged pair hadn’t looked at each other once since
Christian and I arrived.

“I didn’t realize you were dating Christian when I met you.” Dante’s
deep voice pulled me away from my curiosity and sent a pleasurable shiver
down my spine. Italian accents. They did it for me every time. “Now it
makes sense.”

He bestowed a hard stare at Christian, who yawned.

For two people who claimed to be friends, they didn’t act particularly
friendly toward each other.

“What makes sense?” I asked.

“How distracted he’s been lately.” Dante swirled his wine in his glass.
“Wouldn’t you agree, Christian?”

“My record profits this quarter say otherwise,” Christian drawled. He
rested a hand on my thigh, the touch so casual yet possessive it sent heat



arrowing to my core.

“It’s not your business that’s in trouble,” Dante said dryly.

Christian stared back at him with as much interest as someone listening
to an insurance sales pitch. He rubbed his thumb over my bare skin. Softly,
just once, but it was enough to cloud my thoughts.

I was so focused on the warm pressure of his hand I couldn’t focus on
anything else, not even the delicious food.

What is wrong with me?

I’d never lost my head over a guy like this. It was disconcerting.

Vivian cut through the brewing tension with a well-timed interruption.
“You and Stella make a beautiful couple.” She shot him an amused glance.
“I never thought I’d see the day when Christian Harper would get a
girlfriend.”

“Neither did I, but Stella took me by surprise.” The reply was so warm
and intimate, I almost believed it.

My heart rate kicked up as the butterflies in my stomach went wild
again.

I took a big gulp of wine to calm them down.

It’s just for show. It’s not real.

Christian donned casual affection as easily as he did one of his suits.
There was no reason to believe his actions were anything more than playing
into our ruse.

Other than our almost but not really kiss two weeks ago, he’d never
indicated he wanted us to be real.

Sure, he’d gone above and beyond when it came to the stalker, but that
was literally a matter of life and death. It didn’t mean he liked me.

Attracted to me? Possibly, but I didn’t think he wanted anything more
than sex.

My head spun. Everything felt too confusing after he kissed me today,
even if it had just been to distract me from my nerves.

I firmly believed that if someone showed you who they were, believe
them. And Christian had indicated time and time again that he wasn’t
interested in a real relationship.

The day people stopped thinking they could change someone who didn’t
want to be changed was the day fewer hearts got broken.

I wanted a real relationship one day, but I did not think for a second I
could ever change Christian Harper.



It’s just for show. It’s not real.

Luckily, the tension blanketing the table gradually dissolved as dinner
went on, drowned by good drinks and good food.

By the time the entrée rolled around, even Vivian and Dante were
talking to each other, though their conversations consisted mainly of asking
the other to pass the food.

But no matter who was speaking, half of my attention remained tuned
into Christian. He sat inches to my right, his presence a living, breathing
distraction that crowded my lungs and clouded my thoughts.

Easy smiles, teasing drawls, and skin gilded gold by the dim lighting
and wine-fueled haze.

It was my first time seeing him in such a relaxed group setting, and I
finally understood how people could get sucked into his charm and
underestimate him.

For all his care and concern toward me, I’d never once doubted the
ruthlessness that lay beneath his civilized veneer. But here, watching him
laugh and joke with effortless grace, I almost believed he was nothing more
than a wealthy playboy with only money and good times on his mind.

Christian turned to answer a question from Vivian, but his thumb made
another slow sweep over my skin.

It’s just for show. It’s not real.

A tiny bead of sweat formed on my forehead. I was wearing a sleeveless
dress, but I was burning up.

“How did you and Christian meet?” I asked Dante, both to distract from
Christian’s touch and because I was truly curious.

I hadn’t met any of Christian’s other friends (Brock and Kage didn’t
count since they worked for him), and I was dying to know their backstory.

“I was his first client.” Dante leaned back in his chair. “He was a kid
fresh out of college—"

“You’re three years older than me,” Christian cut in.

Our host ignored him. “I took a chance on him. Best and worst decision
I ever made.”

“Worst?” Christian scoffed. “Do you remember what happened in
Rome?” He turned to me while Dante rolled his eyes. “We were
transporting jewels to a new store in the city...”

A smile tugged on my lips as he told the story about how he prevented
the Russo Group from losing millions of dollars worth of diamonds.



Not because the story was funny, but because Christian was the most
unguarded I’d ever seen him.

He was so calculated and in control all the time that seeing him relax
around friends was like getting a peek behind the curtain at the real him.

It was nice.

Better than nice.

If he acted this way all the time...

I took another gulp of wine before I finished my thought.

Don't go there.

“If there’s one thing you should know about him, Stella,” Dante said
after he finished. “It’s that he has an overinflated sense of self-importance.
We could’ve handled the jewels situation without his help.”

“Trust me, I know.” A laugh rose in my throat when Christian slid a
half-amused, half-exasperated glance in my direction.

“Whose side are you on?”

“Easy.” I grinned. “Dante’s.”

The table broke into laughter while he squeezed my thigh and leaned
closer until his mouth grazed my ear.

My pulse skipped.

“Not very girlfriend-like of you,” he murmured.

“If you can’t handle a little teasing, you’re not ready for a girlfriend,” I
whispered back.

His laughter wound through me like a ribbon of dark velvet.

I relaxed into my seat with a lingering smile.

The teasing, the joking, the opening up about his past (even if it was
work-related)...we almost felt like a real couple.

After dinner, Vivian took me on a tour of the penthouse while Dante and
Christian discussed business.

Christian’s house was all clean lines and modern minimalism, but the
Russos’ was a tasteful ode to decadence. Rich velvets, lush silks, and
beautifully cut porcelain, all arranged in a manner that was extravagant but
never tacky. The only thing that looked out of place was the hideous
painting in their art gallery.

I had great respect for all creative works, but honestly, that piece
looked like a cat had vomited all over the canvas.

“I don’t know why Dante bought that.” Vivian sounded embarrassed.
“He usually has more discerning taste.”



The compliment came out grudgingly, like she was reluctant to ascribe
any positive qualities to her fiancé.

I suppressed the urge to ask what happened between them.

It was rude to pry into other people’s business, especially when they
were my hosts and I’d just met them.

We almost made it back to the dining room when we heard voices
drifting from a crack in Dante’s office door.

“...can’t keep Magda forever,” Dante said. “You should be glad I didn’t
throw it in the trash after the stunt you pulled with Vivian and Heath.”

Vivian froze while my brow knit with confusion.

Who are Magda and Heath?

What stunt?

“It’s a fucking painting, not a wild animal.” Christian sounded bored.
“As for Vivian, it’s been months, and it worked out fine. Let it go. If you’re
still pissed, you shouldn’t have invited me to dinner.”

“Be glad things worked out fine with Vivian,” Dante said coldly. “If—”

He stopped when Vivian coughed, her face inexplicably red.

A second later, the door flung open, revealing a surprised Dante and an
impassive Christian.

“I see you’ve finished the tour early.” Dante’s dry tone cut through the
ensuing silence. A faint blush colored his cheekbones as he flicked his gaze
at a silent Vivian.

“Sorry.” My own cheeks warmed at being caught eavesdropping. “We
were on our way to the dining room and heard...” I trailed off, not wanting
to confirm we’d been listening in on his conversation even though that was
clearly what we’d been doing.

“We were just wrapping up,” Christian said smoothly. There was no hint
of the ire I’d heard earlier. “Dante, Vivian, it’s been lovely.”

I said my goodbyes as well, and we rode the elevator down to the lobby
in silence. But when we reached the sidewalk, I couldn’t hold back
anymore.

“What’s Magda ?”

Now that we’d left the Russos, I didn’t bother pretending I hadn’t heard
them.

Christian had said it was a painting, but I didn’t understand why Dante
was holding it for him. Christian didn’t even like art.



“Nothing you need to worry about.” His curt reply was chillier than the
crisp evening air swirling around us.

The warm, easygoing Christian from dinner was gone, replaced by his
aloof twin once more.

I tried again. “What stunt did you pull with Vivian and Heath?” Also,
who the hell is Heath?

Normally, I wasn’t this nosy, but tonight was my best shot at getting
Christian to open up. He’d revealed a sliver of what he was like behind his
perfect mask earlier; I just needed to dig deeper.

“Also nothing you need to worry about.”

“That’s not an answer.”

We arrived at his building, which was only a few blocks from Dante’s
place.

“You know everything about me, and I know nothing about you,” I
added. “How is that fair?”

“You know plenty about me.” Christian nodded at the doorman, who
tipped his hat in greeting. “Where I live, where I work, how I take my
coffee in the morning.”

“Everyone can find those things out with a simple Google search. I just
want—"

“Drop it, Stella.” There was no guise of gentleness anymore, only the
sharp slice of a blade shredding me into ribbons. “I don’t want to talk about
it.”

My jaw tensed.

“Fine.” Despite my cool reply, frustration bubbled hot and unchecked
inside my veins.

I met Christian last year. We’d lived together and pretended we were a
couple for weeks, yet I didn’t know a single thing about him beyond the
superficial.

Meanwhile, he knew things about me I’d never shared with anyone else.
My history with my stalker. My anxiety. My dreams of starting a fashion
line. The small but important bits of my life that I’d kept secret from even
my closest friends.

I trusted him, but he clearly didn’t feel the same way about me.

Something more bitter welled beneath the frustration.

Hurt.



Christian was nothing if not a master at making people believe in things
that didn’t exist.

It’s just for show. It’s not real.

We didn’t speak again until we arrived at his apartment, where I bid him
a stiff good night and retreated to the guest room before he could respond.

I couldn’t sleep, so I lay there staring at the ceiling while the cool, dark
silence peeled away my frustration to reveal the hurt underneath.

I was more attracted to Christian than I’d been to any man in years. Not
only that, I was starting to like him. The way he comforted me after I found
the note in my apartment, the way his smiles spilled butterflies in my
stomach, and the unshakeable faith he’d shown in me during the
photoshoot...they’d all eroded my resistance so slowly I didn’t realize how
much of myself I’d bared until I felt the sting of his rejection.

It burned like acid on raw skin, and it was my fault. I never should’ve
let my guard down.

For all my aversion to relationships, I was a romantic in my most secret
of hearts, and I was terrified that, like everything else I’d kept hidden,
Christian would unravel that part of me until it was impossible to put back
together.

He was dangerous, not just to his enemies but to those close to him.

And the only way to save myself was to make sure I stayed as far away
from him as possible.



22

STELLA

ONE STEP FORWARD, TWO STEPS BACK.

That summed up my relationship with Christian.

I’d thought we were making real progress. Considering how easily he’d
shut me out after dinner at Dante’s, that wasn’t the case.

I didn’t hold a grudge often, but it’d been a week since we returned to
D.C., and I still hadn’t shaken off all my hurt.

There was nothing more upsetting than considering someone a friend
only to realize they didn’t feel the same way about you. The uneven balance
in any relationship made my skin tight.

Drop it, Stella. I don’t want to talk about it.

It wasn’t like I’d asked him to spill his deepest, darkest secrets. Dante
knew what happened with Magda and Vivian, so it couldn’t be that bad.

Granted, I didn’t have as long of a history with Christian as he did, but
still.

I swiped my card at the self-checkout counter with more force than
necessary.

I’d visited Maura that morning and stopped by the grocery store to pick
up more wheatgrass powder for my smoothies on the way home.

Pro tip: Don’t grocery shop when frustrated.

I came in for the powder and was leaving with two bags of popcorn, a
pint of ice cream, a king-size chocolate bar, and a six-pack of Greek yogurt.

The air conditioning was on full blast, but a deeper, eerier chill swept
over my skin when I turned to leave.

Every hair on my arms and the back of my neck stood on end.



The roar of blood in my ears drowned out every other noise as I scanned
my surroundings with a white knuckle grip on my phone.

I didn’t see anyone suspicious, but the ominous shift in the air was so
tangible I tasted it in the back of my throat.

Someone’s watching you. The soft, singsong warning drifted through my
head.

And that someone wasn’t Brock, whose presence was invisible but
always warm and reassuring.

A shiver rattled down my spine.

I hadn’t heard from my stalker since the break-in nor had I received any
updates from Christian. I hadn’t asked for them; part of me didn’t want to
know.

Out of sight, out of mind, except that obviously wasn’t true.

Whoever the creep was, he was out there, probably waiting for another
opportunity to pounce.

I hadn’t mentioned my move on social media, but I was still living in
the same building. If they could break into my apartment...

Stop it. He cannot break into Christian’s house.

He couldn’t hurt me when I was in public, either. Brock was there. I
couldn’t see him, but he was

It’s fine. You're fine.

Still, T forced my legs to move and walked as quickly as I could back to
the Mirage.

The chill evaporated beneath the blaze of the afternoon soon. By the
time I locked the door of Christian’s apartment behind me, I almost felt silly
for how a mere sensation paralyzed me in the middle of a crowded grocery
store in broad daylight.

It’s fine. You're fine.

I twisted my necklace around my finger and dragged slow, deep breaths
through my lungs until the vestiges of fear cleared.

Yes, my stalker was out there, but he couldn’t get to me.

I may have been upset with Christian right now, but I trusted him to
protect me.

He’d find the stalker soon. Then the whole situation would blow over
and I could return to my normal life.

I was sure of it.



MY STREAK OF SUCCESSFULLY AVOIDING CHRISTIAN ENDED THAT NIGHT
when he came home so early the sun still hung low in the sky and spilled
golden washes of light across the light gray floors.

I’d just finished a pre-interview with Julian, the lifestyle columnist for
Washington Weekly. He was doing an in-depth profile on me and my
Delamonte ambassadorship, and we’d spent the past half hour discussing
topics and logistics.

I was sketching in the living room when the front door opened and
every hair on my body prickled with awareness.

I didn’t have to see Christian to feel him. He consumed every room he
walked into.

Don’t look, don’t look—

I looked.

Sure enough, there he was, striding across the room like a king to his
throne.

Broad shoulders. Sharp cheekbones. Expensive suit.

“Slacking off?” I stood and tucked my sketching notebook beneath my
arm. I didn’t like sitting around Christian. It made me feel at even more of a
disadvantage than I already was. “It’s still business hours.”

They were the first words I’d spoken to him since New York, and I
would be lying if I said they didn’t give me a heady rush.

His steps slowed until he came to a halt in front of me. “I figured you’d
want to celebrate.”

Confusion pulled my brows together. “Celebrate what?”

“You hit a million followers, Stella.” Christian watched me, unsmiling,
but his eyes glowed with a faint hint of amusement. “As of one hour ago.”

One million followers.

There was no way I'd hit that milestone already. When I checked last
night, I’d only been at...nine hundred ninety-six thousand, give or take a
few hundred.

Oh my God.

Considering how fast I'd been growing since I started “dating”
Christian, four thousand new followers overnight was fully within the realm
of possibility.

“If you don’t believe me, check for yourself.” It was like he’d read my
mind.



I dragged my eyes away from Christian’s and took out my phone. A
small tremble shook my hand as I tapped into my profile and zeroed in on
the number at the top.

1M.

One million followers.

Oh. My. GOD.

The rush from seeing that number was so strong I grew dizzy.

I’d known it would happen eventually, but actually hitting that
milestone was surreal.

A thrill sizzled down my spine.

I did it.

Idid it!

A grin broke out, and it took all my willpower not to jump and scream
like a twelve-year-old at their favorite pop singer’s concert.

One million had been the goal since I started my account. It wasn’t my
only goal, but it’d been the big one. The golden ticket. The validation I was
a success, that I hadn’t made a mistake pursuing the path I was pursuing
and that people liked my content and liked me .

After years of creating content, and thousands of posts, I'd finally hit it.

I stared down at my profile, waiting for the skies to open up, angels to
sing, and confetti to rain down around me in congratulations.

At the very least, I expected the Instagram gods to pop up and slap a
gold star on my hand for achieving such a huge milestone.

Nothing.

The exhilaration of joining the million-follower club was still there, but
I’d also expected...more.

Some sense of achievement that would validate all the hard work I’d put
into my account and the feeling that I’d made it, whatever it was.

But other than an excited, emoji-filled text from Brady and an inbox
bursting with DMs, I was the same person I’d been an hour ago, with the
same worries and insecurities.

Something jagged and morose punctured my thrill until I slowly floated
back down to earth.

Somehow, it felt worse to achieve something and still feel dissatisfied
than to not achieve it at all.

I had a million followers, yet I’d never felt emptier.

I tucked my phone into my pocket and tried to hide my disappointment.



“I didn’t realize you were watching my follower count that closely,” 1
said.

Christian didn’t take the bait. Instead, he reached into his pocket and
retrieved a distinctive red and gold box.

“For you,” he said. “A congratulatory gift.”

Curiosity and hesitation warred inside me.

Should I take it? I didn't feel right accepting a gift from him when we
were little more than a business arrangement, but what could he have
possibly gotten me? Considering the size and brand, it had to be jewelry.

In the end, curiosity won.

I took the box and slowly opened it, half expecting something to jump
out at me, but my breath trapped in my throat when I saw what was nestled
against the black velvet.

Holy hell.

It was a watch—the most gorgeous, extravagant watch I’d ever laid eyes
on. Diamonds and emeralds formed delicate butterflies on the polished face,
and smaller diamonds studded the platinum band.

“It’s a limited-edition piece that hasn’t hit the market yet,” Christian
said as casually as if it were a plastic toy he’d picked up from the mall.
“There are only five in the world. One of them now belongs to you.”

I ran my fingers over the jeweled face. The watch must be worth a
fortune.

“How did you get it?” The question was a whisper in the dying sunlight.

I knew the answer before he responded.

What Christian Harper wanted, Christian Harper got.

“I have my ways.”

The serotonin boost from holding a stunning piece of jewelry faded,
replaced with wariness.

I couldn’t hold on to any happy feelings these days.

I closed my hand around the watch until the jewels cut into my palm.
“Why are you giving this to me?”

“I told you. It’s a congratulatory gift.”

“You said I didn’t hit a million followers until an hour ago. You
managed to get this watch and come home in that time?”

He responded with an elegant shrug. “I have good contacts.”

My default was trust, but I tasted the bitterness of his lie on my tongue.



The diamonds dug deeper grooves into my skin before I loosened my
grip.

“It’s gorgeous, and I appreciate the sentiment, but I can’t take this.” I
held out the watch.

I wished I could’ve kept it, but I’d always wished for things I couldn’t
have.

Love. Affection. Worthiness. Something deep and unconditional that I
could call my own.

In the grand scheme of things, a watch was nothing. It was beautiful,
and I hated how much I wanted something that meant nothing, but it was
only an accessory. If someone wanted it, they could buy it.

Those other things, no amount of money could buy.

Christian’s expression flickered for the first time since he entered. “I
gave it to you. It’s yours.”

“I’m giving it back. It’s too much,” I said firmly. “This is a diamond
watch, Christian. It must be worth tens of thousands of dollars.”

“Ninety-two thousand, six hundred.”

I flinched at both the number and his cool tone.

“It’s only money. I have plenty of it.” Christian’s brows dipped into a V.
“I thought you’d like it. You said you needed a new watch.”

I had said that. It’d been an off-the-cuff comment I made weeks ago.

I couldn’t believe Christian remembered it.

“If I wear this, I’ll get robbed the instant I step out of the house. Even if
I don’t...” I dragged a breath through my compressed lungs.

The oxygen stoked flames of old frustration until they incinerated my
inhibitions and the rest of my words spilled out.

“It’s not just the watch. It’s everything. Our arrangement, my
bodyguard, living here rent-free, taking your jet to New York. I feel like I’'m
your mistress, except we’re not having sex. You’re not my boyfriend. I’'m
not sure if we’re even friends. So tell me, why are you doing all this? And
don’t tell me it’s to congratulate me on my follower count or because you
feel guilty someone broke into my apartment. I’m an optimist, not an
idiot.”

If it were anyone else, I would suspect Christian was trying to lure me
into some weird sexual arrangement. But he was rich and gorgeous enough
that he didn’t need to lure anyone into anything. People lined up to do his
bidding without him having to ask.



Why was he giving me special treatment when he barely knew me?

Tick. Tick. Tick.

The deafening march of the seconds passing by on the wall clock
matched the muscle jumping in Christian’s jaw.

Not a word, only silence.

He was a vault, brimming with secrets and sealed with a lock not even a
master thief could pick. Danger pulsed around him, screaming at me to stop
and turn back before it was too late.

Like a reckless fool, I forged on.

“I don’t expect you to answer. You never do. But, while I’'m grateful for
your help with the stalker, I can’t take anymore from you than I already
have.”

I held the watch out further. His hands remained at his sides, but the
weight of his stare was a physical press against my skin.

“We signed a contract, but the boundaries have blurred since I moved
in. It’s time we revert to the original terms of our agreement. We’re together
in public only, for mutually beneficial reasons, and we’re housemates until
we find my stalker and put him behind bars. That’s all we are. Nothing
more, nothing less.”

The words stacked up like bricks in the wall I was building between him
and my misguided heart.

Tick. Tick. Tick.

Only my ragged breaths interrupted the agonizingly slow pass of time.

My feet hadn’t moved an inch since Christian came home, but my chest
heaved like I’d just climbed Mount Everest.

“Nothing more, nothing less.” His lazy repetition of my words sent a
shiver of unease down my spine.

My throat was too tight to allow sufficient air through. Everything
around us buzzed with a ceaseless, dangerous hum, like a warning before a
storm.

He took a step toward me. I took an instinctive step back, and another,
and another, until my lower back hit the couch and my heart beat hard
enough to bruise.

“Is that what we are, Stella? Housemates who are seeing each other for
mutually beneficial reasons?” The question was velvety soft, but his eyes
glinted like the edge of a freshly sharpened blade.



Christian’s palms sank into the cushions on either side of me, effectively
caging me in.

It took all my willpower not to shrink into myself so I didn’t touch him.
One graze, and [ would combust into flames. I was sure of it.

But I refused to give him the satisfaction of hiding, so I lifted my chin
and tried not to think about the mere inches separating my body from his.

“That’s all we’re supposed to be.”

“I didn’t ask you what we’re supposed to be. I asked you what we are.”

“You never answer my questions,” I said defiantly. “Why should I
answer yours?”

The hum intensified, sweeping over us like a tidal wave over the shore.
Christian’s eyes darkened until the pupils nearly obscured the molten gold
of his irises.

“Your questions.” The cruel cut of his smile injected ice into my veins,
and I suddenly regretted asking him anything at all. “You want to know
why, Stella? Why I gave you the watch, why I moved you into my house,
my sanctuary , when I've lived alone for over a decade and had planned to
do so for the rest of my life?”

Every word spiked my blood with adrenaline until I was drowning in it.
In him. In this wild vortex I’d sucked us into with no escape route in sight.

“It’s because you haven’t looked me in the eye since New York.
Because you’re all I can fucking think about no matter where I am or who
I’m with, and the thought of you hurt or upset makes me want to raze this
city to the ground.” Soft, almost desperate viciousness coated his voice.
“I’ve never wanted someone more, and I’ve never hated myself more for
it.”

The vortex dragged me deeper, submerging me beneath the waves of a
thousand different emotions. Any words I might’ve spoken were too
tangled up in my chest to escape.

A bitter smile slashed across that heartbreaking face. “That’s fucking
why.”

In a cool brush of air, Christian was gone.

The door slammed shut behind him, and I collapsed against the couch,
the watch dangling from my fingers and the ruins of the world as I knew it
at my feet.



23

CHRISTIAN

VALHALLA ON A FRIDAY NIGHT WAS PURE DEBAUCHERY, BUT INSTEAD OF
partaking in the high-stakes poker game at the casino or indulging at the
gentleman’s club in the basement, I threw back my sixth drink at the bar.

Scotch, self-loathing, and anger burned through my blood while the
brunette next to me chattered on.

Three hours and twice as many drinks hadn’t thawed the black ice
coating my veins since I left Stella alone in the apartment. Neither had the
women fluttering around me, all of them beautiful and accomplished in
their own right.

A cosmetics tycoon. A candy heiress. A supermodel who seemed
unconcerned about abandoning the media magnate she’d showed up with.

“I’m staying at a hotel nearby.” The model leaned closer until her low,
throaty voice percolated through the din and into my ears. “Perhaps you’d
like to join me?”

I ran a thumb along the rim of my glass and observed her in silence.

Her skin flushed a faint red beneath my scrutiny.

Part of me was tempted to take her up on her offer and drown my
frustrations with heat and sex. That had been my plan when I'd started
flirting with her.

But that was the problem. No supermodels or sex could erase Stella
from my mind for a single fucking second.

Aggravation tunneled through my veins.

“Not interested.” My reply came out harsher than usual, and the
aggravation deepened.



I needed to get the fuck out of here. I was too on edge. If I stayed, I was
liable to do something I’d regret.

Before the model could respond, her date finally noticed she’d
wandered off after he finished his conversation with another club member.

He barreled toward us, his face clouded with dark displeasure.

“Anya. I told you to stay by my side.” He closed a proprietary hand
around her wrist and glared at me.

I stared back, bored.

Victor Black, CEO of a media empire consisting of dozens of trashy but
widely read newspapers and websites.

He was also one of the more annoying members of Valhalla.

“Sorry.” Anya didn’t sound sorry at all.

“Harper.” Victor gave me a nasty grin. “Shouldn’t you be spending your
Friday night with your girlfriend instead of flirting with another man’s
date?”

My smile iced at the indirect mention of Stella.

If we weren't in public ...

“You’re right,” I said amicably. “Have fun with your date.”

Victor’s grin wavered at my agreeable response. A hint of panic crept
into his eyes as I stood and dropped a hundred-dollar bill in the tip jar.

“Where are you...”

I left without listening to the rest of his insipid question and made a pit
stop at his prized sports car.

I may not have a gun on me since Valhalla didn’t allow weapons inside
the club, but that didn’t mean I didn’t have other, less obvious weapons at
my disposal.

Two minutes and one planted device later, I got into my car and drove
home.

When I pulled up to the Mirage, I watched the security footage from
outside Victor’s house on my phone. As expected, he’d left soon after me;
his car pulled into his driveway less than ten minutes after I parked.

He and Anya exited the car and entered his house.

I waited until the door shut behind them before I activated the device.

I couldn’t hear the footage, but I could hear the boom in my head as his
car exploded into flames.

By the time Victor ran out, it was already a twisted, blackened hunk of
metal beneath the raging fire.



For the first time that night, I smiled a genuine smile.

Much better.

I tucked my phone into my pocket and straightened my jacket as I
stepped out of the car.

He could probably guess who was behind his car’s untimely demise, but
he wouldn’t do a damn thing about it. He was lucky I didn’t blow it up
when he was in it.

Unfortunately, the relief I gained from fucking with Victor was short-
lived.

Every step closer to my apartment reminded me of what happened with
Stella.

We lived in the same house, yet I could feel her slipping away.

You’re not my boyfriend. I’m not sure if we’re even friends.

My jaw clenched.

I’d bought her the watch in hopes it would bridge the distance that’d
sprung up since New York. That’d backfired.

I’d gone to Valhalla hoping to take my mind off her. That’d backfired as
well.

I could’ve gone home with any woman I wanted, and I chose to come
home to the one who didn’t want me.

A caustic laugh singed my throat.

Fate was a fucking bitch.

I LOOSENED THE KNOT ON MY TIE AS I ENTERED MY HOUSE. MY EARLIER
self-loathing flamed hotter in my chest.

I’d made a career out of not losing my cool, but I’d lost my cool when
Stella attempted to return the watch.

That’s all we are. Nothing more, nothing less.

Why are you doing any of this?

Because I’ve never wanted someone more, and I’ve never hated myself
more for it. That’s fucking why.

The echoes from our conversation swathed the air.

I’d intended to go straight to my room, but I stopped when I caught
sight of curly dark hair peeking out from the top of the couch and the scent
of Stella’s favorite lavender-scented candle. It flickered on the coffee table,
next to long, bare legs and a scatter of drawing pencils.



I dragged my gaze over the expanse of smooth skin and cotton shorts
until I met a pair of wary green eyes.

“You'’re still up.” Alcohol and desire roughened my observation.

Stella was usually in bed by now, or at least in her room. I didn’t believe
for a second that she went to sleep that early.

Why had she been avoiding me? It couldn’t possibly be because I'd
refused to tell her about Magda and Vivian. That conversation had been
trivial at best.

“I couldn’t sleep, so I thought I’d get some drawing done.” She returned
her gaze to her sketchpad. “Where were you?”

Despite her casual tone, visible tension lined her shoulders.

Some of the ice finally melted. The trickles of warmth sluiced through
my veins and pulled a dark smile out of me.

“Why do you ask?”

“You were gone for hours. Curiosity is natural.”

She was good at bluffing; I was better at detecting bullshit.

I crossed the room until I stood behind her. Our reflections gleamed
back at us in the window, so sharp I could trace every detail of her face—
the long, thick sweep of her lashes, the slight tilt of her catlike green eyes,
the delicateness of her chin and the elegant curve of her cheekbones.

“I went out for drinks.” My casual drawl didn’t match the beat of my
pulse.

I wanted to wrap her hair in my hand and tug her head back until those
eyes were on mine. To mark that perfect skin with my teeth and claim her
mouth in a kiss so fucking deep it would erase the notion that we were just
housemates.

My hands flexed before I forced them loose. Not yet.

I’d waited too long to waste all my hard work on one impetuous
moment.

If Stella sensed the danger gathering behind her, she didn’t show it
beyond a further tightening of her shoulders. Her pencil flew over the page,
sketching and shading in the details of a floor-length gown without pause.

“Yes. I can smell the alcohol.” Tightness hampered her casual response.
“Scotch...and perfume?”

“Jealous?” Silk wrapped around my soft, mocking tone.

“I have no reason to be.” She continued sketching, but the strokes were
faster, angrier. “We’re just roommates.”



“That’s not an answer.” I tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear.
My voice turned coaxing while her pencil slowed. “Ask me what you really
want to know, Stella.”

Her lashes dipped before they swept up and her eyes met mine in the
window.

Stella could don a cold facade all she wanted, but she had a soft heart,
and she wore that heart on her sleeve.

I could pick out the dozen different emotions swirling beneath those
jade-colored depths—anger, frustration, desire, and something darker, more
unknown.

“Who were you with?” Indifference clung to her words, but it was
tattered enough for me to spot the underlying vulnerability.

She cared, and that hint of emotion slayed me more than any strike of a
sword could.

“Three women.”

I pressed my hand against her shoulder, forcing her to still when she
jerked at my response.

“They were at the same bar as me,” I said. “I could’ve fucked any of
them. Made them do every filthy, debauched thing I could think of. Their
mouth on my cock, my hands in their hair...”

Stella’s lips pressed together. Pride lit a defiant spark in her eyes, but
rawness stretched her features taut, and I detected a small tremble beneath
my touch.

“Yet I didn’t touch them. I didn’t want to. Not one tiny fucking bit.” 1
lowered my head, my chest on fire from how close she was. Every breath
brought her deeper into my orbit, but I would’ve traded all of them if it
meant I could have her, all of her, for just one moment. “Perhaps I
should’ve. Perhaps then, you’d understand how I feel.”

My breath grazed her cheek as I slid my palm over the curve of her
shoulder and down her arm. “I’m not a jealous man, Stella. I have never
envied someone for what they have or who they’re with, and yet...” My
fingers glided down to her wrist. “I’m jealous of every person you smile
at...” A brush over her fingers. “Every laugh I don’t hear...” My touch
dipped to her knee and made a slow, languorous journey up her thigh.
“Every breeze that touches your skin and every sound that pours through
your lips. It. Is. Maddening.”



I paused at the hem of her shorts. My heart thundered, slipping into a
primal rhythm that matched the roughness of my voice. The air swirled with
uncaged desires so potent they threatened to consume us both.

Stella had stopped sketching altogether. Her pencil lay slack in her
loosened grip, and she was still, so still, save for the frantic music of her
pulse.

I heard it over the hot rush of blood in my veins. It was a siren’s song
beckoning me to my doom, and it was so beautiful I might’ve succumbed
even knowing it would lead me to hell.

“Christian...”

Every muscle tightened at the whisper of my name. It sounded so sweet
coming from her mouth, like it was the sound of salvation instead of ruin.

She was the only person who’d ever said my name like that.

My hand curled around her thigh. Roughness dug into soft flesh before I
released her and straightened, hating myself more with every second.

“Go to your room, Stella.” My harsh command shattered the raw
intimacy of the moment. “And lock your door.”

A beat of hesitation. A ragged exhale.

Then a rustle of papers and a loss of warmth as she fled the room.

I waited until I heard her door close before I released my own leashed
breath.

My steps pounded in rhythm with my heart as I walked to my bathroom,
stripped off my clothes, and turned the shower as cold as it would go.

The icy blasts of water pummeled my skin but did nothing to quell the
desire raging inside me and incinerating everything in its path until only
visions of jade eyes and lush dark curls remained. The phantom scent of
green florals swirled in the shower, as invisible yet tangible as the sensation
of hot silk beneath my touch.

Stella had seared so deep into my consciousness that she was all I could
smell. All T could feel. And, even when I closed my eyes, all I could see.

The need in my groin pulsed harder.

Goddammit.

I bit out a low curse before I caved and fisted my cock. It was hard and
swollen and already dripping pre-cum, and my movements were rough,
almost angry as I worked myself toward a much-needed release.

I could’ve kissed her. I could’ve fisted her hair and branded her with my
mouth until I proved there was nothing fake about the dark fire that burned



between us.

The only thing that’d held me back was a fine thread of self-control,
woven from cold logic and the faintest shreds of my long-destroyed
conscience.

I was well aware of the fact that, should either of us cave, I would be
condemning not only myself but her to hell.

I would be touching her with bloodied hands and kissing her with a
deceiver’s mouth. She would be climbing into bed with a monster, and she
didn’t even know it.

Part of me wanted her so much I didn’t care; the other part was
protective enough that I’d have her sent away to a place where even I
couldn’t find her.

It was a paradox, as were all things in my life that related to her.

But if that thread had snapped...

I closed my eyes, my grip tight and my breath harshening.

She could be beneath me now, her nails clawing my back and my name
a moan in her mouth...

My orgasm coiled at the base of my spine, slowly at first, then faster
until it exploded in one blinding, deafening moment.

“Fuck!”

The force of my release drowned out my curse, but when I came down
from my high, all that was left was cold water and the bright, mocking glare
of the overhead light.

I rested my forehead against the icy tile and counted my deep inhales.

One. Two. Three.

Stella’s room was down the hall from mine. Despite what I’d told her, a
locked door wouldn’t be much protection.

Four. Five. Six.

I kept counting until my heartbeat slowed to a normal pace and clarity
chased away the scotch in my blood and the fog in my brain.

It wasn’t the right night to make a move.

I’d waited this long. I could wait a while longer.

Because when I claimed Stella as mine, I would do it so fucking
thoroughly there wouldn’t be a shred of doubt in either of our minds as to
who she belonged to...or who I belonged to in return.
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STELLA

FOR THE RECORD, I WAS NOT JEALOUS OF THE WOMEN CHRISTIAN SAW LAST
night. I was merely worried about him being gone for hours since he was
my boyfriend—well, fake boyfriend—and it would create a lot of
headaches for me if anything happened to him.

That was all.

My skin prickled with awareness as we waited for Josh or Jules to
answer the door.

It was their belated housewarming, and Christian had finagled an invite
since Rhys and Bridget were in town for both the party and some
diplomatic event. Something about wanting to see Rhys and not being able
to meet up with him separately.

I’d planned to avoid Christian until I sorted through my tangled feelings
toward him, but now I had to spend an entire day with him while his
confession and warning played like a broken record in my head.

I’ve never wanted anyone more, and I’ve never hated myself more for it.

Go to your room, Stella. And lock your door.

My imagination couldn’t resist spinning fantasies of what would’ve
happened had I not left after his warning...or if I hadn’t locked my door
like he’d told me to.

Rough hands. Whiskey kisses. Footsteps in the dark.

Heat arrowed down my torso and pooled between my thighs.

I clutched my housewarming gift closer to me as my breaths quickened.

Despite my love of crystals, tarot, and all things mystic, I didn’t believe
in magic. Not the spells and broomsticks kind, anyway. But in that moment,



I was certain that Christian could crawl inside my mind and pick out every
dirty, wicked fantasy I’d had of him.

His stare burned a hole in my cheek as the crisp April afternoon turned
into a furnace. The sun blazed a ruthless path over my exposed skin and
slowed my heartbeat while the silence wrapped tight hands around my
throat.

I might’ve suffocated right there on the front steps had Jules not opened
the front door and saved me.

“Stella! Christian! I thought 1 heard you guys,” she bubbled. “I’m so
glad you could make it!”

The tension collapsed, pulling Christian’s gaze away from me and
loosening the string holding me upright until I sagged against my boxed
candle gift set with a mixture of relief and disappointment.

“We wouldn’t miss it for the world.” I thrust the box at her, hoping she
couldn’t pick up on my restlessness. Once Jules scented a whiff of gossip,
she chased it down like a dog after a bone. “This is for you. Happy
housewarming.”

Her eyes lit up. She lived for presents. She once told me it was a shame
Santa wasn’t real because, as old as he was, she’d fuck him if it meant she’d
wake up to a different gift every morning.

Granted, that had been after three eggnogs over the holidays, but still.
Jules Ambrose’s mind worked in fascinating ways.

“Thank you! Come in, come in. Everyone’s already in the living room.”
She took the gift with one hand and opened the door wider with the other.
“Just take off your shoes and leave them by the door. I personally don’t
care, but Josh is anal about that.” She rolled her eyes in good-natured
exasperation.

“That’s because I don’t want people tracking city dirt and grime all over
our floors, you heathen.” Josh came up behind her and kissed her cheek
before greeting us with a dimpled smile.

“Hey, guys. Welcome to our humble abode.” He swept a dramatic arm
around the two-story townhouse.

I’d visited before, so I was familiar with the hardwood floors and
charmingly mismatched décor—Jules’s fluffy pink rugs next to Josh’s black
leather furniture, her red lip-shaped pillows offsetting the hideous paintings
strewn on the walls.

Josh was easy on the eyes, but his taste in art was questionable at best.



“Nice art,” Christian drawled.

“Thanks.” The other man beamed. “I picked it out myself.”

“I can tell.”

I shot Christian a quick look, but his expression was impassive.

“I am not a heathen.” Jules was still stuck on what Josh called her. “As
for the grime and dirt, that’s what cleaning is for.”

“Yeah? And who does the cleaning?” he asked as we walked toward the
living room. His lean frame moved easily around the skis propped
haphazardly against the open door of the front hall closet and the empty
Crumble & Bake box half-sliding off a side table.

He was an ER doctor at Thayer University Hospital, but with his tousled
dark hair, tanned skin, and razor-sharp cheekbones, he could play one on
TV as well.

“I do,” Jules said primly. “When I have time.”

“The last time you had time , you spent it giving yourself an at-home
facial.”

“My skin needs pampering. Being a lawyer is stressful.” She tossed her
hair over her shoulder. “Might I remind you that the last time you had time,
you spent it getting your ass whooped at chess by Alex?”

Josh scowled. “I did not get my ass whooped. 1 was getting the lay of
the land. Figuring out his weaknesses.”

Jules patted his arm with a soothing hand. “There, there, babe. It’s okay.
I still love you even if you suck at strategy.”

I swallowed a laugh at their bickering. Some things never changed.

We entered the living room, where the rest of the party sprawled across
two leather couches.

Bridget jumped up and hugged me the instant she saw me. “Stella! It’s
so good to see you!”

“You too.” I squeezed her tight. To the rest of the world, she was a
queen, but to me, she’d always be the girl who I binge-watched The
Bachelor and stayed up late drunkenly discussing the philosophy of life
with when we were in college. “How’s the royal life treating you? Behead
anyone lately?” I teased.

She released an exaggerated sigh. “Unfortunately not, though I was
tempted to sentence the minister of the interior to the guillotine. Rhys talked
me out of it.”



She cast a playful glance at her husband, whose muscled, six-foot-five
frame made the couch he was sitting on look like a piece of doll furniture.

“Half me talking you out of it, half the fact no one uses guillotines
anymore.” Amusement softened his battle-hardened gray eyes.

“I could bring them back. I’'m the queen. What I say goes.” Bridget sank
back onto the seat next to him with regal haughtiness, though her face
glowed with mischief.

A grin split his face. “Of course you can, princess.” He murmured
something else too low for me to hear. Whatever it was, it made Bridget’s
cheeks flush pink with pleasure.

Jules nudged Josh in the ribs with a dreamy sigh. “Why don’t you call
me princess? It’s so cute.”

“Because you’re not a princess. You’re a hellion,” he said, earning
himself a deep glare. “And that’s just the way I like it.” He drew her to his
chest and planted a dramatic kiss on her lips.

Jules made a half-hearted attempt to push him off, but laughter bubbled
from her throat. “Nice save, Chen.”

The lighthearted atmosphere eased my earlier tension as I leaned over to
hug Ava.

She was curled up next to Alex, who eyed the other couples’ sweet
interactions with distaste while he wrapped a protective arm around her
shoulders.

“If you want to engage in PDA too, now’s the time,” I joked.

She laughed. “Noted, but we’re good for now.” Her voice dropped to a
stage whisper. “Alex is allergic to PDA.”

“I am not allergic .” He grimaced when Jules looped her arms around
Josh’s neck and said something that made his face soften. “Merely
disturbed.”

“Alex has performance anxiety,” Josh said without looking away from
Jules. “It’s okay, dude. Happens to the best of us. Maybe you can invest in
the development of a pill that’ll help with your problem. It’ll be like Viagra
for kissers.”

“If I were to invest in the development of anything, it would be a
custom muzzle to keep you quiet.”

A mischievous dimple creased Josh’s cheek. “Alex Volkov spending all
that R&D money on me? I’'m honored.”

Jules buried her face in his chest, her shoulders shaking with laughter.



Ava placed her hand on Alex’s arm. “Don’t kill them,” she warned. “We
can’t lose a bridesmaid and best man this close to the wedding.”

“The term best man is false advertising.” Alex pinned Josh with a dark
glare. “I should swap you out with someone else.”

“You can try, but I’'m your only friend, and who can throw a better
bachelor party than me? That’s right, no one.” Josh answered his own
question. “Besides, I already put down the deposit for the jumbo banana
float and custom poker cards. They’re illustrated with a drawing of Ava and
a robot in a suit.”

I turned my head away so Alex couldn’t see my smile.

Besides Ava, Josh was the only person who could get away with
provoking Alex like that.

Maybe.

“Christian, it’s nice to see you again!” Ava chirped before her fiancé
strangled her brother to death in the latter’s living room. “I didn’t realize
you were coming.”

They’d met once at Bridget’s wedding, but meeting someone once had
never deterred her from treating someone like they were an old friend.

“I wouldn’t miss an opportunity to hang out with Stella’s friends,”
Christian said easily.

He rested a hand on my lower back, and I almost stepped away from the
sheer heat of him before I remembered we were supposed to be dating.

I’d caved and told my friends they could tell their significant others so
everyone here knew we were pretending, even if they didn’t say it.

Still, should I keep up the act for simplicity’s sake or not?

Indecision tightened my muscles.

Christian must’ve picked up on my hesitation because his jaw flexed as
his hand lingered for an extra second before he withdrew it.

Relief and disappointment battled for dominance in my chest.

Meanwhile, the room fell silent as six pairs of eyes ping-ponged
between us. I wasn’t the only one unsure about how to treat our
relationship; I could see the confusion scrawled all over my friends’ faces.

An awkward shadow darkened the room before Jules clapped her hands.

“Since everyone is here, let’s start happy hour! I have a new margarita
recipe I’'m dying for you guys to try...”

No one questioned her, even though it was barely noon.



Several homemade margaritas and way too many chips later, I found
myself on a couch with Ava, Jules, and Bridget while Christian, Alex, Josh,
and Rhys sat across from us.

I’d stuck to my two drinks per party rule, but Josh had been so heavy
handed with his pour that my head swam like I’d downed half a dozen
tequila shots.

“We need a girls’ trip soon.” Bridget leaned her head back and yawned.
“Something fun. I’m so tired of diplomatic trips. I fly thousands of miles to
smile and shake hands with a bunch of old men. I could do the same thing
in Parliament without the jet lag.”

“Yes!” Jules brightened at the prospect of a wild weekend abroad. “Ava,
your bachelorette is coming up. Let’s make it big. Let’s make it
unforgettable. Let’s make it—"

“Safe and legal,” Ava said firmly. “I don’t need to go to jail again.”

Ava, Jules, and I had gotten arrested during Bridget’s bachelorette after
Jules punched some creep in the face for groping Ava. Thankfully, Bridget
had left by then, but our stint in a cold Eldorran holding cell wasn’t one of
my fondest memories.

“Again?” Bridget’s head popped up. “When were you in jail?”

“Uh...” Ava’s cheeks pinked. “That was a figure of speech?”

We’d never told Bridget what happened because she would freak out.
Besides, Alex had bailed us out and taken care of the aftermath—i.e. kept it
out of the press—so no harm, no foul.

“You said again. ” Suspicion darkened Bridget’s elegant features.

“She’s talking about the time we broke into the clock tower in college
and ran into campus security,” Jules interjected. “Anyway, of course the
bachelorette will be safe and legal. I like to live life on the edge, but I don’t
want Alex to murder me, thank you very much.”

We looked over at Alex, who was listening to Josh detail the thirty-six
different uses for a jumbo banana float with a pained expression.

On the other end of the couch, Rhys and Christian were engaged in
conversation, their voices too low for me to hear. Rhys was scowling;
Christian looked amused.

It should be illegal for that much gorgeousness to occupy such a small
space. But while every man was devastating in his own right, my gaze was
irresistibly drawn to the lean form lounging closest to the door.



Christian turned his head at the exact moment my attention landed on
him. Our gazes locked, and an electric current of something primal singed
my blood.

The fogginess clouding my head suddenly had nothing to do with the
margaritas.

“Forget the trip for now.” Jules’s voice dragged my attention back to
her, though Christian’s eyes remained a hot brand on my skin. “What was
that?”

“What was what?” My heart ricocheted in my chest.

The lingering aftertaste of strawberry and tequila dissolved into spice
and whiskey on my tongue. It was how I imagined he would taste—like
heat, sin, and pure, unfiltered masculinity.

“That .” Eyes like hazel blades punctured my feigned ignorance. She
tilted her head a fraction of an inch toward Christian. “The sexual tension is
so thick I can cut it with a butter knife.”

“There’s no sexual tension.” Unless you counted the ache in my core
and the awareness tightening my skin.

“There is. Even I feel it.” Ava lifted her hair off her neck. “If it gets any
hotter, I’'ll have to make Alex revisit his no PDA rule.”

“Exactly.” Jules stood abruptly, drawing the men’s attention and
interrupting Josh as he reached banana float use number twenty-five.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

“Yep. We just need to use the restroom.” She grasped my wrist and
pulled me up and toward the back of the house. Ava and Bridget followed
us. “Don’t eat all the chips while we’re gone!”

“I’'m a doctor, and I still can’t find a medical reason for why girls
always have to use the bathroom at the same time,” I heard Josh muse as we
left.

“You’re an idiot,” Alex said.

Their voices faded when Jules pulled us into the guest bath and shut the
door behind us.

“Why do I feel like this is an FBI interrogation?” I leaned against the
counter and eyed my friends warily.

“Because it is.” Jules planted her hands on her hips and adopted her
lawyer voice. “Now, tell us the truth. Are you, Stella Alonso, having or
have ever had sexual intercourse with Christian Harper?”

“No .”



“Do you want to?”

Two seconds of hesitation was enough to elicit gasps all around.

“I knew it!” Triumph glowed in Jules’s eyes. “I’m so happy for you!
Finally , someone you’re attracted to. Christian is crazy hot, and you’re
living in the same house. It’s like the perfect setup for a sexy fling.”

Bridget was less enthused. “I thought this was a fake relationship,” she
said gently. “What changed?”

“Like Jules said, he’s pretty good-looking.” I instinctively grasped my
crystal necklace. The warm, clear stone was supposed to clear my mind and
help my focus, but my thoughts tumbled in my head like laundry set on
high. “Also...” After another moment’s hesitation, I spilled everything
that’d happened.

New York, Christian’s weird aversion to art, the watch, his confession
about wanting me.

By the time I finished, three eyes pinned me to the marble counter with
varying degrees of shock (Ava), concern (Bridget), and delight (Jules).

“I had a feeling he was into you since the day we met him,” Jules said
sagely. “The way he looked at you when we signed the lease? Whew .” She
fanned herself. “Listen, if you want to leave and bang his brains out, I won’t
be offended. It’s a new season, babe. Time to clear out those cobwebs from
your sex life. It’ll be like spring cleaning for your vagina.”

I winced at the mental visual.

“I wouldn’t jump into anything that fast.” A frown marred Bridget’s
forehead. “Christian is, well, you know my thoughts about him already. I'm
forever grateful he helped me and Rhys with our photo leak problem, but
he’s not someone you turn to if you want a serious relationship.”

“That’s why I said bang, not date,” Jules said. “I bet he’s a beast in bed.
He just has that look.”

Heat stained my cheeks. “What would Josh say if he knew you were
secretly assessing other men’s sexual prowess?”

“He’d say he’s still better than them, and he’d be right. Our sex life is
fantastic.” Jules cast an apologetic glance at Ava. “Sorry.”

“I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that last part.” Ava had accepted the
relationship between Josh and Jules on the condition that they never
discussed their sex life in front of her.

She turned to me, her dark eyes warm with concern and curiosity. “The
question is, do you want just sex with him? Or do you want something



more?”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Jules said. “Stel isn’t interested in dating.
Right?”

The crystal flamed against my palm. I didn’t answer, but my silence
spoke volumes.

“Oh.” Jules’s smile slowly faded into realization. “Oh .”

Oh was right.

I didn’t know if I wanted to date Christian, but I knew I wanted him.

And I knew it was only a matter of time before the dark chemistry
between us exploded into something neither of us could come back from.
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CHRISTIAN

“WHAT THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU’RE DOING?”

“I’m drinking and enjoying your delightful company.” I raised my glass.
“It’s nice to see you again, Larsen.”

“I wish I could say the same.”

Rhys had been grumbling and brooding since I arrived, which wasn’t a
huge departure from his usual demeanor, but now that the girls were out of
the room, he turned the full force of his ire on me.

“One year of being Prince Consort and you’ve forgotten our history.
Our friendship.” I laced my tone with carefully crafted disappointment. “I
thought you were different, but it’s true what they say. Absolute power
corrupts absolutely.”

I used friendship in the loosest sense of the term. Our rocky,
complicated relationship started with Rhys saving my life and him walking
away from Harper Security to be with Bridget. The path between those
points had been riddled with disagreements, barbs, and a strange mix of
mutual respect and suspicion.

“Cut the bullshit, Harper.” Rhys’s glare crackled with irritation. Classic
Larsen. If he brooded any harder, he’d require a plastic surgeon to carve the
frown out of his face. “I told you to stay away from Stella. I don’t care if
it’s fake. She’s living with you, and I don’t trust you under the same roof
with her.”

“You seem awfully concerned about her love life,” I drawled.
“Anything Bridget should know?”

The air dripped with silent danger, but no one seemed concerned except
for the royal bodyguards shifting uneasily in the back of the room.



Josh watched our back and forth with fascination from Rhys’s other side
while Alex scrolled through his phone, looking bored.

“I’m concerned because of Bridget,” Rhys growled. “Stella is her best
friend. You fuck with her, Bridget’s gonna be upset. Which means I’ll be
upset.”

“Ah, I see.” I swirled my drink in its glass before taking a thoughtful
sip. “It must be tiring, having your emotions so intimately connected with
another’s. Does it work the other way around, or is it a one-way leash only
she gets to yank?”

Josh snorted out a laugh.

“You act amused,” Rhys said without looking at him. “Like Jules and
Ava won’t be riding your asses if anything happens to Stella.”

Josh’s smile disappeared. Alex looked up from his phone, those cold
green eyes drilling into my skin for the first time since I arrived.

We hadn’t acknowledged each other beyond an obligatory nod of
greeting.

We didn’ts hide our quasi friendship, but we didn’t announce it to the
world either because there was nothing to announce. Other than our
monthly chess matches and the occasional business interaction, we rarely
saw each other.

“Obviously, I’'m concerned,” Josh said, doing a one-eighty as he
directed his next question at me. “What are your intentions with Stella?”

“I don’t have to explain myself to you. I don’t even know you.”

A lie. Magda had inadvertently fallen into his hands before Dante
bought it off him, which meant I knew every single thing about Josh Chen.
His family background, his grades in med school, his favorite basketball
team and how he took his coffee.

He was a golden boy with a dark streak, but not one I needed to concern
myself with now that Magda was no longer in his possession.

“You’re sitting in my house, dating one of my sister’s and girlfriend’s
best friends, so you do, in fact, need to explain yourself,” Josh said. “If you
don’t like it, feel free to leave.”

I sighed, regretting my decision to attend this damned party.

If Stella hadn’t been so adamant about attending, I could’ve spent the
day doing something more productive, like hunting down her stalker,
reorganizing my library, or finishing yesterday’s crossword.

Anything was better than this insufferable conversation.



“You know...” Rhys’s expression turned speculative. “Bridget told me
about all the things you did for Stella. Lowering her rent, agreeing to the
dating arrangement, moving her into your house when some creep spooked
her.” The speculation morphed into a knowing glint that set off a dozen
warning bells. “Thought you didn’t like people in your personal space. Any
reason you’re handing out special treatment like candy to her?”

“I have my reasons.” I flicked a piece of lint off my sleeve, the picture
of undisturbed calm, even as unease glided through my chest.

Rhys was a royal pain in my ass, not only because he was one of the
few people unafraid to stand up to me, but because he was observant as
fuck and knew me better than anyone except Dante.

My annoyance ratcheted up another notch when he examined me
with...amusement? What the fuck was so funny?

“I’'m sure you do.” Humor lengthened his drawl. “Catching feelings,
Harper?”

“Only that of irritation at being interrogated.” My back teeth clenched
before I caught myself and relaxed. “What I do with my life and time is
none of your business.”

Rhys’s grin widened. “Deflection. Which means I’m right.” His low
chuckle sharpened the edges of my displeasure. “Oh, this is rich. I never
thought I’d see the day.”

Beside him, Josh’s fingers flew over his phone with alarming speed.

My eyes narrowed. “Are you texting Jules?”

“Of course not. But in case you’re wondering, the girls will be in the
bathroom for...” He checked his phone. “At least another half hour.”

Jesus Christ.

Of all the people Stella could be friends with, she had to choose these
people.

“Having feelings is nothing to be ashamed of.” A tiny smile cracked the
ice in Alex’s expression. “You’ll get used to it.”

The Alex Volkov I knew three years ago would’ve never said such a
thing, not even as a joke.

Yet another sign that love turned the most level-headed of people into
fools. It was enough to make a man want to hunt Cupid down and string the
bastard up using his own arrows.

Aggravation expanded in my chest. “Don’t start with me. At least I
didn’t give up my company to follow a girl around for a year in hopes she



would spare me a second glance.”

“Yet I have the girl and you’re sitting on a couch arguing with her
friends’ significant others,” Alex said mildly. “If you don’t have feelings for
Stella, you wouldn’t be so worked up over it.”

“Exactly.” Josh nodded like he knew me even though we’d exchanged a
total of five words prior to today.

My smile was pure ice. “I would spend more time improving your chess
skills and less worrying about other people’s business, Josh. I’ve beat Alex
in chess. Have you?”

Josh’s smile disappeared. “What do you mean, you’ve beat Alex in
chess? When did you play chess together?” He whipped his head toward
Alex. “You’ve been playing chess with someone else ?”

Alex closed his eyes briefly before he opened them and glared at me,
his expression filled with frost-tipped venom.

My smile widened. “We have a standing chess date every month.” I
swirled my drink in my glass. “Didn’t he tell you?”

Josh looked stricken. “You have another, secret best friend ? But...I’'m
your best friend! I bought you a banana float for your bachelor party!”

“I don’t want a banana float, and he’s not my best friend.” Alex’s glare
intensified.

I shrugged, my meaning clear. What can you do? C’est la vie.

It wasn’t my fault he was so antisocial that his best friend freaked out at
him spending time with someone else.

“I can’t believe it. Standing chess date,” Josh muttered furiously. “Was
that why you wouldn’t watch the latest Marvel movie with me? Because
you know I’ve been dying to see that movie for weeks...”

Rhys was too busy laughing to pay attention to the drama unfolding less
than three feet away.

“Wait till I tell Bridget. She’s going to love this.”

My temporary good mood evaporated. “You won’t tell her shit.”

“Sure [ won’t.” His big frame shook with mirth.

My back teeth clenched with aggravation.

If there was one thing I despised, besides incompetence and Valentine’s
Day, it was people digging into my personal business.

Once upon a time, Alex and Rhys would agree. Now, they were too
whipped by their other halves to conduct themselves with a modicum of



self-respect. Alex making a joke? Rhys giving up his privacy for a lifetime
of paparazzi and ribbon cuttings?

It was nauseating.

Stella and I were different.

I didn’t love her, but I wanted her with an intensity that left the flimsy,
overused concept of love in the dust. It wasn’t sweet or saccharine. There
were no rainbows or unicorns, only desire edged with roughness and
darkness.

Hot June days. Secret smiles. Turquoise.

I’d waited a long time.

Eventually, I would catch her, and once I did, I was never letting her go.
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STELLA

I FINISHED THE FIRST PIECE OF MY COLLECTION FOUR DAYS AFTER JOSH AND
Jules’s housewarming.

It hung on the back of my door in a spill of silk and sinuous lines, its
golden color a stark contrast to the dark wood background.

It wasn’t perfect, and the fabric was expensive, which meant I needed a
better wholesale option if I wanted to scale up production, but it was done.
The first tangible evidence my dreams weren’t just dreams and that I was
finally taking concrete steps toward making them reality.

A complete draft, no matter how imperfect, was still better than no draft
at all.

And this was my own pattern, own design. This wasn’t just a quick
Simplicity Pattern dress I’d made over Christmas break one year. This was
mine.

Too much planning is a form of procrastination. Lilah’s words from our
coffee date echoed in my head as I ran my hand over the dress’s bodice. The
smooth glide of it against my skin sent a thrill darting through my blood. If
you want a brand, you need a product. Create a great product, then worry
about everything else.

The “everything else” encompassed pricing, sourcing, outreach to retail
buyers, and a thousand other details that overwhelmed me every time I
looked at my to-do list, but I had a product and a plan.

Everything else will flow from there.

A strange emotion welled in my throat, so unfamiliar it took me a
minute to identify it: pride.



I hadn’t felt it when I hit a million followers or when I woke up the next
day to a flood of brand collab offers. But now, standing in front of a dress
that’d taken me a day to sew and a lifetime to create, the warm glow of
pride crested over me.

My entire life, I’d created for other people. My blog posts were for my
audience, my photos were for my followers, my grades had been for my
parents, and my ideas had been for D.C. Style when I worked there.

This was the first time in a long time that I’d done something for me ,
and honestly? It felt damn good.

Weightlessness expanded in my chest and pulled a huge smile out of
me. [ didn’t even care that my monthly family dinner was that night.
Nothing could bring me down—

My phone lit up with an incoming call from Natalia.

...except for a conversation with my sister.

My smile dimmed, but enough giddiness remained that my voice came
out chirpier than usual when I picked up.

“Hey, Nat.”

“This is a reminder that Mom and Dad are expecting you to bring your
boyfriend tonight.” Natalia dispensed with the niceties. “Remind him to
come prepared with an accomplishment to share.”

Yes, guests were expected to share their accomplishments at an Alonso
family dinner. How else would my family judge whether they were worthy
of another invite?

“Christian can’t make it.” I put Natalia on speakerphone so I could
finish getting ready. I'd lost track of time ogling my dress, and I was due at
my parents’ house in an hour. “He wants to be there, but he got sick last
minute. Fever, chills, the whole thing.”

It was scary how easily the lie spilled from my tongue.

It clattered to the ground with a soft plink, joining the dozens of other
untruths I’d uttered over the past few months.

“Really.” Natalia’s tone went flat with suspicion. “How convenient.”

I twisted my hair into a bun, hoping she couldn’t hear the rapid pitter-
patter of my heart. “It’s unfortunate, but sickness doesn’t conform to our
personal schedules.”

More lies. I could make a killing as a car salesperson if my clothing line
didn’t pan out.



Guilt speared my chest, but I held fast. There was no way in hell I’d
subject even my worst enemy to dinner with the Alonsos. Plus, I required a
clear mind and all my faculties to deal with my parents, and if there was
one thing Christian was good at, it was clouding my judgment.

“Mom and Dad won’t be happy,” Natalia warned. “They were looking
forward to meeting your boyfriend.”

More like they were looking forward to grilling him. Jarvis and Mika
Alonso had a strict list of requirements they expected from a future son-in-
law, and while Christian ticked off almost every box—wealthy, well-
educated, cultured—the interrogation process would be torture.

“You post about him so much. It must be serious.”

My sister was so obvious about her fishing I would’ve laughed had I not
been sick with nerves.

“We’re taking things day by day.” I dusted blush on my cheeks. “I’m
sure Mom and Dad will understand. Besides, you know how Mom is with
germs. She wouldn’t want a sick guest at dinner—”

“Actually, I’'m feeling much better.”

I spun around, my pulse skyrocketing at the sight of Christian leaning
against the wooden frame, his suit jacket off and one hand in his pocket. A
stray lock of dark hair fell in his eye, begging me to brush it back.

“I was out of commission yesterday, but I’'m good as new today.” He
addressed Natalia over speakerphone, but his eyes didn’t leave mine. “So
Stella, darling, I’1l be able to accompany you to dinner after all.”

This wasn’t happening.

Christian would overhear us the one time I put Natalia on speaker.

Someone in the high heavens must hate me. Perhaps I shouldn’t have
skipped church so much since I moved out of my family’s house.

What are you doing? 1 mouthed, hoping my glare conveyed the full
extent of my displeasure.

His only response was a smirk that made me reconsider my stance on
non-violence.

Thou shalt do no harm...unless your fake boyfriend was trying to crash
a dinner with your overbearing family.

Then again, dinner should be punishment enough. One meal with the
Alonsos would send even the mighty Christian Harper running for the hills.

“Oh!” Rare surprise coasted through Natalia’s voice before she
recovered. “That’s good to hear.” The edges of her words softened now that



she knew someone else was in the room. “We’ll see you in an hour, then.”

“Yes, you will. Looking forward to it,” Christian drawled.

I hung up before I voiced the aggravation bubbling in my veins. “What
was that?”

Cool, calm, collected. Cool, calm—

“That was me agreeing to dinner at my girlfriend’s house.” Christian
straightened and ran a hand over his tie. “We’ve been dating for months. It’s
time I met your parents, don’t you think?”

“We’re not actually dating.”

“They don’t know that.” His calm rebuttal only infuriated me more. “I
have to meet them eventually. There are only so many excuses you can
make. This way, we get the meeting out of the way, and they’ll stop
badgering you.”

He had a point. Still, I hated how he’d gone about it.

Dinner was in less than an hour, and I wasn’t mentally prepared for a
meal with Christian and my family.

How would my parents react to him? How would he react to them ? I’d
seen how Christian could charm a table in New York, but that had been with
friends.

The last time I brought a boy home—Quentin Sullivan, high school
prom—my parents had grilled him so relentlessly about his GPA, college
acceptances, and five-year plan that he’d burst into tears during the limo
ride to the dance. The minute we arrived, he mumbled something about
making a mistake and spent the rest of the night dancing with some other
girl.

Christian had no idea what he’d gotten himself into.

OUR RIDE TO MY PARENTS’ HOUSE WAS AS SILENT AS THE ONE TO JOSH AND
Jules’ over the weekend.

His confession about wanting me was the elephant in every room we
were in together, but neither of us addressed it.

I didn’t know how to address it. Maybe it’d be easier if I didn’t want
him too, but every time I tried to bring it up, my nerves got the better of me.

I snuck a peek at Christian. The air between us hummed with a hundred
spoken words. They tightened my lungs and cut off the flow of oxygen until
I grew lightheaded.



The air conditioning was on, but I cracked the window open and sucked
in a small gasp of fresh air.

We stopped at a red light.

Christian didn’t say a word about the window, but the heat of his stare
was like a brand against my skin.

I kept my eyes out the window and away from him until we arrived at
my parents’ house, where bigger worries drowned out our tension.

As expected, my family greeted him the way they would any guest—
polite and welcoming on the surface, but secretly sizing him up with every
move he made and every word out of his mouth.

He’d brought a two-thousand-dollar vintage red from his extensive wine
collection with us, which endeared him to my mother, but my dad was
harder to impress.

“I’ve heard of you.” Jarvis’s tone suggested what he heard wasn’t
particularly flattering for Christian. “Harper Security, correct?”

“Yes, sir.” Christian passed me the bowl of mashed potatoes. He’d
donned a more casual outfit than his usual suits for dinner, but somehow,
the button-down shirt and jeans made him look even more intimidating, like
a wolf in sheep’s clothing. A hint of challenge disguised as a smile flirted at
the corners of his mouth. “I work with the government on occasion. I know
Secretary Palmer well.”

My dad’s face settled into a mask of grim lines at the mention of his
boss. “I’m sure you do.”

The clink of plates and glasses replaced conversation until the main
course. The lull gave me a chance to rehearse my answer for our traditional
sharing of accomplishments.

I finished the first piece of my fashion collection. Oh, did I forget to tell
you? I’m starting a fashion brand. I have a—

“How’s your job at D.C. Style going?” Natalia’s question sliced
through my inner musings.

I still hadn’t told my family I’d gotten fired. Every time I tried, the
words made it halfway up my throat before they withered and died.

“It’s fine.” I raised my water glass to my lips and hoped no one detected
the slight shake in my hand.

“Hmm.” The scrape of Natalia’s fork against her plate sounded like
nails against a chalkboard. “You know what’s funny? I was in the
neighborhood the other day. I had a meeting near your office, so I thought



I’d drop by and say hi. But when I showed up, the receptionist said you
don’t work there anymore. She said you haven’t worked there in almost two
months.”

All movement stopped like she’d pressed pause on the scene. We were
no longer people but wax statues of ourselves, frozen into a grotesque
tableau of shock and denial.

Christian was the only one who showed a hint of life. His concerned
warmth caressed my suddenly icy skin, and the even rise and fall of his
chest steadied some of my nerves.

I’d thought his presence at dinner would throw me off-kilter, but it was
doing the exact opposite.

I couldn’t say the same for my parents, though.

My father’s skin had leached of color, and my mother’s mouth formed a
surprised red O. It took a lot to surprise Jarvis and Mika Alonso, and a
crazy, inane part of me wanted to whip out my phone and record the
moment for posterity.

“I told them it must be a mistake.” Natalia’s eyes pinned me like a bug
to the ground. “There’s no way you got fired and didn’t tell us. Right,
Stella?”

Regret coated the back of my tongue in the form of bile.

The urge to lie again was so great it almost dragged me under its spell,
but I couldn’t keep up the charade forever. Eventually, they’d discover the
truth.

It was time to stop hiding and own up to what happened.

“It wasn’t a mistake. I’m not working at D.C. Style anymore.” Every
syllable scraped my throat on its way out. “I got fired in mid-February.”

Silence clung to the room for another beat before it exploded into curses
and shouts.

“Mid-February! How could you keep this from us for so long?” my
mother demanded in Japanese.

She grew up in Kyoto and reverted to her first language whenever she
was upset.

“I was waiting for the right time to tell you,” I answered in English.

I hadn’t practiced Japanese in years, but its lilt was so familiar I felt like
I was sitting in weekend school again. My parents had been too busy to
teach me and Natalia the formalities, so they’d enrolled us in Spanish,
German, and Japanese classes when we were children. They said it was to



help us connect with our mixed heritage, but I suspected it had more to do
with the fact foreign language proficiency looked good on college
applications.

“And what have you been doing all this time?” The quiet rumble of my
father’s anger seeped into every corner of the room. “You haven’t found a
new job in two months?”

I twisted my necklace around my finger until it cut off my circulation.

Cool, calm, collected.

“I haven’t applied for another office job. I earn a lot of money from my
blog, and I just signed a campaign deal with a big brand. Six figures. I’'m
earning a full-time income.”

“Perhaps, but it’s not a stable income.” Jarvis pressed his lips so tightly
together they were nothing but a slash of white against his brown skin.
“What happens when the deals dry up? Or if you lose your account? What
about an emergency fund? How much do you have in savings?”

He fired the questions like bullets.

“I...” 1 glanced at Christian, who tipped his chin in a silent show of
support. His expression was placid, but something turbulent lurked beneath
his eyes. A shiver scampered down my spine before I faced the firing squad
again.

“I don’t plan on becoming a full-time influencer. I actually...” Just say
it. “I’'m going to create my own designs. For a fashion line. And I have a bit
of savings left, but I’ll replenish it once I get my next payment for the
Delamonte campaign.”

A guillotine of silence hung suspended over the table before it sliced
through the air and triggered another explosion.

“You cannot be serious!” Mika gripped her fork with a white-knuckled
hand. “A fashion designer? Stella, you graduated from Thayer. You can be
anything! Why in the world would you choose design?”

My father was stuck on the other part of my bombshell. “What do you
mean, you have a bit of savings left ? Where did the rest of it go?”

Sweat dampened the nape of my neck.

Go big or go home.

My parents were already pissed at me. I might as well rip the Band-Aid
off my other secret and deal with the consequences all at once.

“I’ve been paying for Maura’s care at an assisted living facility.” I
released my necklace and tucked my hands beneath my thighs to prevent



them from shaking, but my right knee bounced with nerves.

It was a good thing my mom couldn’t see, or she’d yell at me for that
too. According to Japanese superstitions, shaking one’s leg invited the
ghosts of poverty or something like that. It was one of my mother’s biggest
pet peeves.

“She has Alzheimer’s,” I continued. My hand curled around the edge of
the chair for support. “I’ve been paying her room and board for the past few
years. That’s where most of my money has gone.”

This time, the silence wasn’t a blade; it was a boa constrictor wrapping
itself around my limbs and strangling me until my breaths puffed out in tiny
bursts of air.

My mother paled until she resembled a paper cutout of herself. “Why
would you do that?”

“Because she has no one else, Mom. She took care of me—"

“She is not family,” Mika bit out. “We’re grateful for the years she spent
with you girls, and I understand why you have an attachment to her. But she
hasn’t been your nanny in more than a decade, and you aren’t swimming in
money, Stella. You’re unemployed, for Christ’s sake. Even when you
worked at D.C. Style, your salary was pitiful. Spending tens of thousands of
dollars a year caring for a former family employee when you’re not
financially stable is the most irresponsible, foolish—”

Anger lit a match in my stomach and eradicated every ounce of guilt
over my lies.

I hated how my parents dismissed Maura as a mere former family
employee when she’d been so much more. She’d sung me to sleep as a
child, guided me through the turbulent years of puberty, and weathered the
storm of my early high school angst with remarkable patience. She’d been
there for every skinned knee and every teenage heartbreak, and she
deserved more than a passing acknowledgment for all she’d done.

Without her, my parents wouldn’t be where they are today. She’d kept
the household together while they built their careers into legends.

“Maura is family. She was more of a mother to me than you ever were!”
The words burst forth before I could stop them.

Natalia’s gasp drowned out the clatter of her fork against her plate. She
hadn’t said a word since she outed my firing from D.C. Style, but her eyes
were the size of saucers as she gaped at me.



Neither of us had talked back to our parents since our rebellious teenage
years. Even then, our rebellion had been mild—a snarky comment here, a
night of sneaking out to a friend’s party there.

We weren’t the poster children for bad behavior, but I...0h God. I’d
basically told my mother she was a shitty mom. In front of a guest and the
rest of our family. At dinner.

The pasta I ate earlier churned in my stomach, and I faced the very real
possibility that I might throw up all over Mika’s favorite Wedgwood set.

My mother reeled like I'd just backhanded her. If she’d been pale
before, she was a ghost now, her cheeks completely blanched of color like
someone had sucked the life out of her.

For once, Mika Alonso, one of the most feared attorneys in the city, the
woman who had an answer for every question and a rebuttal for every
argument, was speechless.

I wished I felt good about it, but all I felt was nausea. I didn’t want to
hurt her. I hadn’t expected my words to hurt her because they’d been so
obvious. My mother had never been around when I was a child. She’d once
joked herself that Maura was our surrogate mother.

But there was no denying the hurt filling her eyes and twisting her face
into an unrecognizable version of itself.

Beside her, my father’s face was unrecognizable as well, except his was
dark with barely leashed fury.

“You stepped over the line, Stella.” His low voice sent another wave of
nausea crashing against my insides. “Apologize to your mother. Right
now.”

The backs of my thighs pressed against the tops of my hands while my
head swirled with a thousand responses.

I could apologize and smooth things over. Anything to erase my
mother’s hurt and my father’s anger.

The little girl in me still cringed at the thought of making my parents
mad, but anything less than full honesty would only be a temporary salve
for a festering wound.

“I’m sorry if I hurt you, Mom.” The crack in my voice matched the one
splitting my chest. “But Maura practically raised me. We both know that’s
true, and she doesn’t have anyone else to care for her. She spent the prime
years of her life looking after me and treating me like I was her own
daughter. I can’t leave her alone now when she needs me.”



I didn’t look at Natalia, who’d liked Maura but didn’t have the same
bond with her. My parents’ careers hadn’t taken off until I was five and
Natalia was ten. By then, she’d been too old to form the same attachment to
our nanny that I had.

She wouldn’t take my side. She never did.

Other than a small flinch, my mother didn’t react to my words. My
father, on the other hand, grew even angrier.

Jarvis Alonso did not take well to people disobeying his orders.

Thunder swallowed the usually warm brown of his eyes until they
turned a hard, implacable black.

I’d never been scared of my father, at least not in the physical sense. But
in that moment, I was terrified of him.

When he spoke again, it was in a rumbling growl he usually reserved
for discussions about foreign dictators and terrorist cells.

“Stella Rosalie Alonso, if you do not apologize to your mother this
instant, I will—”

“I suggest you don’t finish that sentence.”

Christian’s quiet voice sliced through the toxic fumes of my father’s
anger like they didn’t exist.

Like Natalia, he’d been silent since dinner went off the rails, but the
tension pouring off him said a thousand words.

If my father’s fury was a gathering storm, Christian’s was a dark, silent
tsunami. By the time those in its path scented danger, it was too late.

And as my eyes darted between my father’s pulsating jaw and
Christian’s lethal stare, I had a sinking feeling that the bad evening was
only going to get worse.
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CHRISTIAN

“ARE YOU THREATENING ME IN MY OWN HOME?” A STEEL EDGE RAN
beneath Jarvis Alonso’s voice.

“Not threatening, sir. Suggesting .”

The contrast between my polite tone and the tension crackling in the air
drenched an otherwise deferential address with mockery.

I rested my hand on Stella’s thigh beneath the table, stilling her. She’d
done an admirable job of keeping her expression calm, but tiny shivers
trembled under my touch.

I’d held off saying anything for as long as I could. It wasn’t in my
nature to sit quietly when faced with injustice done to me, and every
fucking slight against Stella was a slight against me. But to her, this was a
personal issue with her family. She needed to stand up to them and say her
piece without anyone else stepping in.

I could deal with her parents getting angry, even though they’d been
pissing me off all evening. But what I would not tolerate was anyone, even
Stella’s flesh and blood, guilt-tripping her into giving an apology they
didn’t deserve.

I fixed Jarvis with a pleasant smile that didn’t match my icy tone.

“If you’re wondering why your daughter would keep things from you,
look in the mirror,” I said. “Look at how you reacted. Instead of supporting
her, you attacked her. Instead of being proud of her drive and passion, you
force her into a box she doesn’t belong in. Stella is one of the most selfless,
creative, and brilliant people I know, yet you belittle her for not conforming
to your limited definitions of success. Why? Because you’re embarrassed to
have a child who dared stray from the rigid path you yourself took? Your



pride matters more to you than her happiness, yet you’re surprised that she
considers the only adult who was there for her growing up to be more of a
parent than either of you were.”

I addressed the last sentence to both her father and mother, who hadn’t
stirred since Stella’s outburst.

The woman must be in shock.

Good. She deserved it.

Rage was a monster in my gut, aimed at both Stella’s parents for
jumping down her throat about her fucking finances without a single
thought about how she was feeling and her sister for exposing her departure
from D.C. Style in such a cruel, vindictive manner.

How many of Stella’s insecurities had stemmed from growing up in
such a judgmental household?

Most of them, I bet.

The only leash on my anger was Stella’s presence and the fact this was
her family. Despite her strained relationship with them, she probably
wouldn’t react well if I drained their bank accounts or targeted their devices
with destructive viruses. There was one particularly nasty code I'd
developed out of boredom last year that could collect and destroy all the
data on an infected device until said device was nothing more than a useless
lump of metal in less than ten minutes.

Jarvis glared at me, a vein throbbing so hard at his temple I expected it
to burst at any second.

“This is a family matter,” Jarvis growled. “I don’t care how long you’ve
been dating Stella. You are not, and never will be, family. I know your
reputation, Christian Harper. You pretend you’re an upstanding
businessman, but you’re a snake in the grass. You’ve got blood all over
your hands, And if you think I’m letting you anywhere near my daughter
after tonight, you’re sorely mistaken.”

I examined him with a faint smile.

Few things amused me more than people trying to threaten me.

He was Stella’s father, which offered him some degree of protection.

But what secrets lurked in the cyber sewers of his digital life? Dig deep
enough, and there was always something. Google search histories, photos,
link clicks and emails and private chat rooms. People’s online lives were
rife with information, most of it tossed out so casually the owner didn’t
think twice about how it could incriminate them.



It was a goldmine for someone like me.

If Jarvis Alonso thought he could hold Stella over my head, he’d find
out how quickly and easily I could expose the skeletons in his closet.

“Leave Christian out of this.” Stella’s soft, fierce voice interrupted my
musings. “I don’t care about unfounded rumors or what you think you know
about him. Here’s what I know from firsthand experience: he’s been
nothing except helpful since we’ve met. He encouraged me to follow my
dreams and believed in me when I didn’t believe in myself. He’s been more
supportive of me in the few months I’ve known him than you’ve been of
me my entire life, and I won’t let you insult him for standing up for me.”

I was so startled I almost flinched before I caught myself.

Something warm and foreign moved in my chest, eating away at the
steel barriers I’d erected.

No one had defended me before. Ever.

I didn’t need or want them to, but Stella had always been the exception
to my every rule, and seeing her so strong and clear-eyed with conviction lit
a match of pride in my chest.

Her conviction was misplaced because I was exactly what her father
accused me of—a snake in the grass, a monster with bloody hands and a
bloodier past. But after seeing myself through her rose-tinted glasses, I
wished, for the first time in my life, that I was the man she thought I was.

Ruthless, perhaps, but honorable at his core.

In reality, the only bits of honor I possessed these days were the ones
reflected in her eyes.

“Get out.” Jarvis didn’t so much as blink at Stella’s speech. His fury
was a quiet thing, but it was all-encompassing in its intensity. There would
be no reasoning with him tonight. “If you would rather side with an outsider
you’ve known for a few months over your family, then you don’t belong at
this table.”

Stella went rigid while her mother sucked in a sharp breath. “Jarvis—”

“Right now, Stella.” He ignored his wife’s broken protest. “Leave before
I throw you out myself.”

Natalia stirred, unease finally sliding over her face at the shitstorm
she’d unleashed. “Daddy—"

“Perfect timing. We were just about to excuse ourselves.” I folded my
napkin into a neat square and placed it on the table before I pushed back my
chair. “Stella.”



I placed a gentle hand on her shoulder, rousing her from her stupor.

She stood and, after a last glance at her frozen family, followed me out
the door.

Silence followed us into the car and onto the road like an unwanted
interloper, but I let it sit until Stella broke it herself.

“He kicked me out.” She stared out the window, sounding dazed. “My
dad has never even yelled at me before.”

“You hit a nerve. He wouldn’t have reacted so strongly if a part of him
didn’t know you were right.”

“Yeah, well.” She let out a watery laugh. “Now you know why I didn’t
want you at dinner. My family puts the dys in dysfunction.”

A grim smile touched my lips. If she thought her family was
dysfunctional, wait till she learned about mine.

Not that she ever would.

“I’ve seen worse.” I stopped at a red light and slanted a glance at Stella,
my face softening. “You didn’t have to defend me.”

“I wanted to.” The conviction in her voice sent a strange pang through
my chest. “You didn’t deserve to be attacked like that. You were standing
up for me, and it’s only right that I do the same.” A hint of red colored her
cheekbones. “Besides, what I said was true. Even though you piss me off
sometimes”—my mouth curved at her uncharacteristic but adorable use of
the term piss me off —“you’re a good person beneath it all.”

I would’ve laughed at her assessment had it not sharpened the pang into
a blade that slotted neatly between my ribcage.

“You put too much faith in people. I’'m not the knight you think I am,” I
said softly.

It was a warning as much as it was a compliment.

I usually scoffed at those who were naive enough to believe people were
inherently good when there was so much evil in the world. One only had to
turn on the news to witness the depths of depravity to which humanity
could and would sink.

But for some reason, Stella’s unwavering belief in the goodness of
people struck a chord inside me I hadn’t known existed.

She wasn’t the only light of optimism around me, but she was the only
one that mattered.

“Maybe not. But you’re not the villain you think you are, either.” The
passing streetlights cast her face in a warm golden glow, highlighting her



delicate features and the trust shining in those beautiful jade eyes.

If you only knew...

The light turned green. My eyes lingered on her for an extra second
before I faced forward and stepped on the gas.

We didn’t speak again during the ride, but at the next red light, I curled
my hand over hers on the center console and kept it there until we arrived
home.
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There’s a fifty-fifty chance my father disowned me tonight. I’ve never
seen him that mad, not even when I scratched his brand-new Benz after I
got my driver’s license and secretly took it out for a joyride. (In my defense,
that curb came out of nowhere).

But you know what the worst part is? It’s not the hurt in my mother’s
eyes or the way my sister outed me. It’s not even my father kicking me out of
the house.

It’s the fact that I wouldn’t have changed what I did even knowing what
the outcome would be.

I’ve always been the quiet, obedient daughter. The one who did
everything my parents asked, who apologized even when I didn’t need it to,
and who bent over backward to make sure everyone was happy.

But every person has a limit, and I’ve reached mine.

I’m pretty sure nothing I do will be good enough for my family, so why
even try? I might as well tell them the truth about how I feel. I should’ve
done it a long time ago. But honestly, I don’t think I would’ve found the
courage to do so tonight if Christian hadn’t been there.

It’s ironic. I didn’t want him to go, but he ended up being the best part of
my night. There’s something about him...I don’t know how to explain it. But
he makes me feel like I can be anyone I want to be.

Better yet, he makes me feel like I can be who I am.

Does that sound cheesy? Probably.

I cringed reading that line over just now, but it’s okay. You’re the only
one who’ll ever see this anyway, and I know you won't judge.



Actually, that describes how I feel about Christian perfectly, like he
won't judge me no matter what I say or do. And in a world where I’'m
constantly being judged—online and in real life—that’s the best feeling in
the world.

DArrLy GRATITUDE:

1. Completing the first piece of my collection
2. The speakerphone function

3. GhristiarEaryrights Christian

“ARE YOU PACKING FOR THREE DAYS OR THREE MONTHS?” CHRISTIAN EYED
my mountain of luggage with a raised brow.

“It’s Hawaii , Christian.” 1 wedged another swimsuit into my
overstuffed suitcase. “My hair care alone takes up an entire bag. Do you
know how much havoc the beach and humidity wreaks on curly hair?”

“No.” His gaze was alight with amusement.

“Exactly.” I stood to catch my breath.

My muscles ached from hours of packing. I’d put it off until the last
minute, but I needed to get it done today since I left tomorrow for
Delamonte’s big photoshoot in Hawaii.

I didn’t mind. Packing was a welcome distraction from the nerves
swimming in my stomach and the specter of my family.

I hadn’t heard a peep from them since our dinner two weeks ago, nor
had I reached out to them.

Old Stella would’ve called them the next morning, apologizing
profusely and wallowing in guilt over what had happened.

Granted, I did feel guilty, but not enough to back down from the silent
battle raging in the Alonso family. While I regretted hurting my parents, I
was stung that they weren’t even attempting to understand where I was
coming from. Plus, I was still stewing over my mother calling Maura a
former employee and my father insulting Christian.

I was more surprised than anyone by how my protective instincts had
surged during my father’s rant. Christian didn’t need help defending



himself. I didn’t even think he’d been offended; insults bounced off him
like rubber bullets off titanium.

Still, I’d hated hearing how my father spoke to him. He hadn’t deserved
that.

“How are you feeling about Hawaii?” Christian asked.

He was working from home today, but he was still dressed in a suit and
tie.

Typical.

“Great.” My voice came out higher than usual. “Excited.”

I wiped my palms on the outsides of my thighs and tried to calm the
rapid pitter patter of my heart.

It was half true. I was excited. Hawaii was beautiful, and the photoshoot
was the cornerstone of Delamonte’s new campaign. The photos would be
everywhere —online, in magazines, maybe even on billboards.

I didn’t want to be a professional model, but the Hawaii campaign could
do huge things for my career. I’d already made enough money from brand
partnerships this past month to cover my expenses for the rest of the year;
the Delamonte print campaign would skyrocket my profile even further.

But such an important shoot also came with a ton of pressure. It
weighed on my shoulders and ate away at my excitement until my head
spun with worst-case scenarios.

I’d gotten more comfortable posing in front of other people’s cameras
since my first Delamonte shoot in New York, but Hawaii was different.
Hawaii was the big one.

What if I froze and didn’t recover the way I had in New York?

What if all the photos came out horrible?

What if I got sick and couldn’t shoot or broke my leg on my way to set
or something?

The brand was spending a ton of the money on the trip, and we only had
three days to get it right.

If I messed it up...

I dipped my head and focused on folding a sundress so Christian didn’t
see the panic in my eyes.

I should’ve known that wouldn’t fool him.

“Nervous?” he asked, eerily astute as usual.

I swallowed past the lump in my throat. “A little.” A lot .



Could Delamonte fire me for incompetence in the middle of the
campaign? I have to talk to Brady and go over the contract again. Maybe
they’ll think they made a mistake and hire Raya instead or—

“Don’t be. You’ll do great.”

“You have too much confidence in me.”

“You have too little.” His voice was closer this time, a velvet touch
against the bare skin of my neck and shoulders.

I turned, my pulse skipping a beat at his proximity.

I’ve never wanted someone more, and I’ve never hated myself more for
it.

The memory of his words sparked like electricity between us. His eyes
flared with something bright and hot before they dimmed again, and my
heart returned to its normal rhythm.

“We leave tomorrow morning at eight.” Christian nodded at my
luggage. “I’ll hire a sherpa for you.”

“You’re exaggerating. I’m not taking that much stuff.”

Two large suitcases, one duffel bag, and one tote seemed perfectly
reasonable for three days in Hawaii.

“We’ll agree to disagree. On a security-related note...” Christian’s dry
amusement faded into something more serious. “The Hawaii shoot isn’t a
secret, but I still want you to hold off on posting you’re there until we’re
back in D.C.”

My stomach swooped for a whole other reason.

Between Christian’s confession, my family dinner, and preparing for the
shoot, I’d pushed worries about my stalker to the back of my mind. Now
they came roaring back in one giant wave.

“Do we have any leads yet?”

I hadn’t asked him for regular updates. The more I focused on it, the
more anxious I got, but I couldn’t resist this time around.

“Nothing concrete, but we’re getting there. He might not follow you to
Hawaii, but it’s better safe than sorry.”

“Right.” I rubbed a thumb over my crystal necklace. “Right.”

Christian’s face softened. “Everything will work out, with the shoot and
the stalker. Trust me.”

That was the scary part. I did.

“Get some rest. We have a long flight tomorrow,” he said. “And Stella?
Leave the unicorn.”



“I wasn’t planning on taking him,” I grumbled at Christian’s departing
back.

After he left, I set Mr. Unicorn back on his perch near my bed. “We’ll
visit Hawaii together another time,” I told him regretfully.

He was my trusty companion whenever I traveled solo, but since
Christian was joining me, I didn’t need to bring him. I just liked having a
bit of familiarity when I visited new places.

I finished packing.

My emotions swung from excitement to dread to nervousness and back
again, but I felt better knowing Christian would be with me.

The butterflies in my stomach fluttered again at the thought of three
days in paradise with him.

It was a work trip, but still.

I had a strange sense whatever happened in Hawaii would change my
life.
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CHRISTIAN AND I ARRIVED IN KAUAI PAST DINNERTIME THE NEXT NIGHT.

Instead of venturing to the hotel’s restaurant, which would take too
much effort, we ordered room service and settled in the villa’s living room.

True to form, Christian had taken one look at the room Delamonte
booked for me and upgraded us to the last remaining villa.

I snuck a peek at him as we ate in companionable silence.

He lounged against his side of the couch, looking infuriatingly sexy
with his rumpled shirt and tousled hair. Neither of us looked our best after
traveling all day, but his dishevelment only made him hotter, not less.

“Like what you see?” he drawled.

“Yes.” I made a point of looking around the gorgeous villa. It boasted
stunning views of the Pacific, and the living room opened onto a furnished
lanai, which in turn led directly to our private beach. “This place is
stunning.”

That wasn’t what he was asking, but there was no need to inflate his
ego. He knew I knew he was hot, so what was the point of saying it?

Christian’s knowing laugh warmed my stomach like decadent hot
chocolate.

There was a certain magic in seeing him outside the confines of D.C.
Like at Dante’s dinner, he’d slipped into a more relaxed version of himself.

No suit, easy laughter.

“I like this version of you.” I held my mug close to my mouth. “You’re
more...” I searched for the right word. “Approachable.”

A smile played at the corners of his mouth. “Am I?”



“Let’s put it this way. D.C. Christian looks like he would murder you if
you cut him off in traffic. Hawaii Christian looks like he would give you a
ride if he saw your car broken down on the side of the road.”

The rich sound of his amusement filled the corners of the room once
more. “We’ve been in Hawalii for less than two hours.”

“Exactly. Imagine what three days in paradise would do to you.” I took
a thoughtful sip of tea. “Dancing in a Hawaiian-print shirt? Joining me for
sunrise yoga? Giving up red meat? The possibilities are endless.”

“Stella.” He leaned forward, his face serious. “The day I wear a
Hawaiian-print shirt is the day cows fucking fly.”

“You never know at the rate technology is progressing. It could
happen,” I said, undeterred. “You know what your problem is?”

“Pray do tell. I'm on the edge of my seat.”

I ignored his unhelpful sarcasm. “You take yourself too seriously, and
you work too much. You should take more vacations, or at least connect
with nature every once in a while. It’s good for the soul.”

“It’s too late for my soul, Stella.”

Despite his light tone, I sensed he wasn’t joking.

My smile faded. “Spoken lik