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cycle through them all every day.”

 


—Ranata Suzuki

 



 


 


 


LOST AND FOUND

 


Suzy Shearer

 


Copyright © 2021

 


[image: tmp_c90389c8441ed4656a9d9cbf5b40c448_4oLZcs_html_m2f557912.png]


Chapter One

 


“What the fuck do you mean, you can’t find
her?”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Maxwell, but with so little
to go on…” The nondescript man facing Oliver shrugged his
shoulders, his arms apart in a gesture of defeat. He looked
hesitant as he added, “I mean we don’t even have a last name, and
you told me you can’t even be sure she lives in this city.”

Oliver’s deep growl escaped his throat
without warning then he sighed. He knew the private investigator
was correct, but it didn’t sit easily with him. He had to let go of
his anger.

He drew in several deep breaths then nodded.
“I understand completely, and I’m sorry. I do know you’ve done your
best.”

“If we just had something else.” The
plaintive note in his voice wasn’t lost on Oliver. “Even a last
name, a suburb, a place of employment. Anything.”

Hundreds of times each day, Oliver wished he
had the same things as he replied, “Thanks. If I discover any of
those you’ll be the first to know.”

Both rose and shook hands, with the PI
scuttling as fast as he could from the office. Yep, he’s glad to
leave. Oliver sank back onto his chair, laying his head on his
hands. He’d tried everything he could think of during the past
three weeks to find his mystery woman to no avail. He had to face
facts—she was gone.

I need you, where are you?

One night, that’s all they had, just one
night. But it would be burnt into his memory forever. No other
woman would, or could, ever come close to her. His life had been
forever changed by one chance encounter. Oliver’s mind went back to
that night, as it had done so often in the last three weeks.

He still couldn’t remember why he’d gone
down in the elevator … probably something to do with the charity
auction he’d been involved in. When the doors opened on the ground
floor, a vision in cream entered the carriage. Oliver couldn’t
move, he just stared at her. She looked over at him, her vivid
green eyes widened, and he felt a jolt somewhere around his heart.
She pressed a button.

Her melodic voice sent shivers down his
spine as she asked, “What floor?”

“Wherever you’re going.”

Her mouth had opened slightly as she
continued staring at him, taking one step toward him as if pulled
by a huge magnet. It was as though they were the only two people
left in the world. The doors began to close and Oliver quickly
pushed forty as he stepped closer to her, his arm brushed against
hers and she gasped. They both just stood there, so close to each
other, staring into each other’s eyes. The elevator stopped and its
doors began to open on the twentieth floor. She ignored the
beckoning hallway and stayed looking at him. Upward they rode until
they heard—ding, the fortieth floor.

To this day Oliver had no idea why he did
it, nor why on earth she accepted, but he held out his hand and
stood in the open elevator doorway. She looked at his upturned
hand, then back to his face and with a smile that could have sunk a
thousand ships, she put her hand in his. They walked in silence
down the corridor.

Somehow he managed to pull his key-card from
his pocket, then open the door to his hotel suite. He kicked it
shut as they entered and the next second they were in each other’s
arms. Her kisses were as frantic as his. They both tore at each
other’s clothes until finally both were naked.

Her body was amazing. She seemed the perfect
height for him, maybe five seven. Lush, full breasts, her dark
nipples stood out against her porcelain colored skin. She had the
kind of body that drove him crazy, well-padded, lots of lovely
curves, with a neatly trim bush—a genuine redhead.

He kept kissing her, backing her toward the
bedroom until she fell onto the bed. He followed her body down, his
hands trying to touch every part of her at once. Hers grabbed hold
of his cock, stroking it tenderly while one of his hands reached
between her legs. Her juices gave easy access as he rubbed a finger
against her clit. Oliver sunk his head onto one of those gorgeous
nipples, almost devouring it. She moaned as he sucked harder then
nipped. The sound of her groans drove him ever crazier and he
pushed her legs apart to thrust into her tight hot cunt

She screamed ‘yes’ as he roughly plunged
back and forth, both their movements uncoordinated. Neither seemed
to be able to control what was happening as both climaxed almost
simultaneously. When Oliver’s cock grew flaccid, he slipped out and
settled between her legs. Her cream and his cum mixed together as
he sucked on her swollen nub. Her hood had pushed back allowing him
to draw her clit into his mouth. He licked and sucked, reveling in
how sweet she smelt, how she tasted like honey. He felt her legs
tense then she shouted incoherently as an orgasm rolled through her
cunt, her hands fisted in his hair. He kept sucking, thrusting two
fingers inside her, making her climax last as long as possible. But
even when it stopped he couldn’t bring himself to leave, he kept
sucking, thrusting, tapping—until she came once more. He felt her
flinched a little as he pressed against her red and swollen
clit.

Climbing up her body, her gathered her in
his arms and kissed her.

“Who are you?” she whispered.

“Oliver.”

“I can’t believe I just did that!”

“Neither can I. It was magical.”

“Unbelievably wonderful.”

She snuggled against him as he idly ran his
fingers across her body while nibbling on her neck and ear. It
didn’t take long before they fucked again, this time more leisurely
as they enjoyed each other’s body. When she fell asleep, Oliver had
quickly dressed and raced down to the auction, amazing himself that
it was in time to thank people for coming. He made his escape
without bothering to check if he was needed—his PA Grace would
handle things easily without him. He’d gone back to his mystery
woman and lay with her in his arms until she woke.

They continued exploring each other’s
bodies, making amazing love until the small hours of the morning.
At some point she’d told him her name was Simone. He learned she’d
been celibate for a couple of years. She told him she had no idea
what had just happened, only that she knew she had to be with him.
That it felt as if she’d die if she didn’t. Oliver had agreed,
telling her it was as if they were destined to be together. They’d
both fallen deeply asleep at that point, but when he woke Simone
was gone.

He didn’t know if it was lust or love, but
what he did know was during those few hours they had together she’d
stolen a huge part of his heart that he could never get back. She
was his soul mate and he wouldn’t rest until she was back in his
life, and his arms, where he knew she belonged.

“Where the fuck are you, Simone?”



Chapter Two

 


For almost eight months Oliver tried,
without success, to push aside all thoughts of the woman who’d
caught his heart. His best friend Stuart McClain thought he was
crazy, but he couldn’t forget her—and truthfully he simply didn’t
want to. That night’s magic had woven its spell and he had no wish
to ever break it.

He finished signing the pile of paperwork
his PA, Grace, had left for him and wondered, for the billionth
time, what Simone was doing. Does she ever think of me? Think of
the night we had? A tap at the door had him shaking the
thoughts away as Stuart entered. Oliver stood and the two men did a
man hug.

“Hi. How was the weekend away?”

“Perfect, although Jenny went crazy with the
credit card buying a couple of pieces of local art.”

“And I bet you encouraged her.”

“For sure. I love that woman. So coming to
lunch?”

“No, not today, Stuart.”

“Fuck, Oliver. Get real!” Stuart’s face
filled with anger. “You never go out anymore. You’re moping over a
fucking woman you had sex with one night months and months ago!
She’s probably forgotten all about you. You scratched an itch for
her and that’s all.”

“That wasn’t all!”

Stuart flung himself onto one of the visitor
chairs and looked steadily at Oliver who sat back behind the desk.
The anger had gone from Stuart’s voice as he tried to reason with
him.

“Ollie, be sensible. You tried to find her
and you couldn’t. You know nothing about her except her first name.
Chalk it up to a wonderful night and move on. You have to accept
there’s no way you can locate her. You gave it your best shot, but
it didn’t work. I’m sorry, I love you like a brother, but you
honestly need to get past this. It’s eating you up.”

“But that’s just it, Stu, I just can’t. I
can’t forget her.” He thumped his chest. “She’s here, in my heart,
and honestly, I don’t want to forget her.”

He saw the compassionate look Stuart gave
him then watched as he shook his head. Oliver understood Stuart’s
concern, but it didn’t change the way he felt—nothing could. Stuart
must have got the hint because he changed the conversation.

“I saw there’s going to be a big art auction
in a month or so.”

“Yeah, I heard something about that.”

“Some paintings from St Ives are
included.”

“They are? Oh, I didn’t know that.” Oliver
glanced at one of the moody seascapes of the artist’s on the wall
in front of him. “I love his work.”

“I know, that’s why I’m telling you, plus
they’re damn good. Apparently one of the pieces is being donated by
St Ives with all the proceeds from its sale going to some charity
for single mothers, or abused women, or something about females.”
He did a kind of ‘I don’t know’ shrug. “Anyway it’s a big
canvas.”

“Did you get a catalogue? Might see if
there’s anything I like.”

“No, but I just asked Grace to track a
couple down for us. There’s two going up from a painter I like.”
Stuart looked at the two paintings on the wall then back at Oliver.
“Say, did you hear the rumor that St Ives is actually a woman?”

“Yes, I read that the other week. Wouldn’t
be surprised, the works have a very ethereal quality about them,
they seem to have a kind of feminine undertone. But then some male
painters achieve that, too.”

“True. Anyway whoever it is, I like their
work, although not as much as you. How many pieces have you got
now?”

“There’s these two here and I have six at
home.”

The two men spoke about art for a while,
then Stuart got to his feet. “I’m off for lunch. Sure you don’t
want to come?”

“Nah, I’m fine. Anyway, I’ve got to finish
up these papers—they need to go out by two. Grace is picking me up
something to eat from the deli over the road.”

“Okay. Talk to you later. Don’t forget
you’re coming to dinner at my place on Saturday. Jenny’s promised
to cook your favorite chocolate cake for dessert.”

“I’ll be there. Beats me why your beautiful
wife puts up with you, though.”

Stuart merely shook his head and grinned.
Oliver watched as his friend left the office. They’d been mates for
almost forty years, since they met in school, and were more like
brothers than friends. They’d done stupid things together, gone to
university, chased girls and grew their businesses. Now both were
sitting on the top of their respective piles, both worth well over
three hundred million. Stuart’s money had come from construction
while his had come from his financial expertise. He now handled
Stuart’s investments and finances as well as those of several other
friends and associates.

Oliver knew Simone had become an obsession
and that he was addicted to finding her somehow. I have to find
her. Each day he scanned the faces of people passing as he rode
to work—he couldn’t help himself. But each night he’d go home
disappointed. Maybe in a few years he might be able to forget, to
repair his broken heart, but at the moment it was impossible.
No, that’s not true. I doubt I’ll ever get over her.

“Mr. Maxwell, here’s your lunch and the
papers you need to sign for the Rigby account.”

“Thanks, Grace. I’ve almost finished with
these documents for Gerald Stone, too.”

Oliver worked steadily through that day and
the next. When he arrived in the office on Thursday morning he
dropped his briefcase on the visitor coffee table then sat behind
his desk. Grace had put the morning mail on his desk in three neat
piles—urgent business, business, and personal. He glanced through
the personal and tossed most into the bin. The reminder from his
mother about her upcoming charity event he put to one side. He’d
make sure Grace jogged his memory closer to the date. Then he
tackled the urgent business pile. By the time he sorted through all
the mail it was close to 10:45. Grace tapped on the door and
entered. She placed a coffee alongside his right hand and then gave
him a large glossy booklet.

“Mr. McClain asked me to get a couple of
copies of the art auction catalogue. I’ve couriered one over to him
and this is yours.”

“Thanks, Grace. Anything nice in there?”

“There are, and there’s even a Turner up for
auction.”

“Wow, they don’t surface very often.”

“I know. Plus there are a number by your
favorite local artist, St Ives.”

“Yes, I want to look at those. Thanks,
Grace.”

Sipping his coffee, Oliver flicked through
the pages. This catalogue was much more informative than some he’d
seen. They had a small bio and a colored picture of each artist as
well as a page for each work on offer. The Turner took pride of
place at the beginning, as it should. Oliver admired the work and
read the bio that was underneath then turned the pages trying to
find the St Ives works. He put his coffee cup down with a loud
bang, coffee splashing over the rim and onto some of the papers on
his desk. Oliver stared at the picture in front of him.

It can’t be!

But there in front of him under the bio for
St Ives was his mystery woman—Simone. He devoured the bio.

Simone Trudi Ives has been painting since
her teens. She is single, has lived in the area since her early
teens and is now forty-six. Her contemporary-traditional work often
has a moody atmosphere and has been increasing substantially in
value over the past eight years with all now available in the
six-figure range. She continues to be a most sought after artist
whose work has garnered a great deal of interest and excellent
sales worldwide.

The next few pages gave information on the
works that would be auctioned and the donation of one piece, of
which the proceeds would be wholly given to the Greenhills Trust,
an organization that helped abused women.

Simone. It was his Simone! It’s
her!

Leaping to his feet, he grabbed his
briefcase and tore from the office.

Grace stared at him in shock as he stormed
past shouting, “Cancel anything I’ve got on, Grace. I have to go.
Sorry about the coffee mess.”

Oliver jabbed the elevator call-button a few
dozen times, impatiently tapping his feet at the same time. When he
entered, he pushed the button for the garage and pressed a hand
over his heart. It pounded in his ears, as if shouting her
name—Simone, Simone, Simone! It was her, he’d found her at last!
Fortunately, his driver was drying off the car having obviously
just washed it.

“Trevor! Get in, we have to leave.”

“Uh. Sure, boss.”

Oliver practically threw himself into the
car as Trevor tossed aside the drying cloth, climbed behind the
wheel, and started the car. They sped out. He’d been with Oliver
for almost twenty years and Oliver knew he was used to some of the
crazy antics he’d gotten up to when younger.

“Take me to the St Ives gallery.”

As they sped through the streets Oliver
noticed his hands wouldn’t stop shaking, his mouth felt dry and
fuzzy as he tried to swallow. What would she say? Will she
remember me? Would she let him get to know her? More
importantly would she fall in love with him? What if she ignores
me, tells me to leave?

His pounding heart sped up as Trevor said,
“We’re here, boss. What next?”

“Not sure, just wait for me.”

Oliver raced into the gallery and searched
around. No Simone, but there was a middle-aged woman who’d been
seated at a desk but stood when he entered. She came toward him
with a bright smile, hand extended. This wasn’t the usual woman
he’d seen here, but she’d know where Simone was.

“Hello, can I help you? My name is
Maureen.”

“Yes, Maureen. I need to see Simone. Is she
here? If she isn’t, is Dane? It’s urgent.”

“Simone? I’m sorry she’s not here and
neither is Dane. But Dane will be here tomorrow.”

“Not here? Hell.” He scrubbed his face.
“Where is Simone?”

“I imagine she’s at home at this late
stage.”

“Home?”

“Yes.” She gave a little giggle. “Probably
just sitting in her studio.”

“Where is it? It’s imperative I speak with
her. Can you give me the address?”

“I’m sorry I can’t do that.”

“Please. You don’t understand. It’s
personal, but I must speak with her urgently.” He crossed his
fingers as he added, “It’s a matter of life or death.” My life
or death.

“I’m not sure.” He could hear the waver in
her voice as she added, “I don’t want to lose my job, I’ve only
been here a few months.”

“Look, I promise you won’t, but it is
vitally important I speak with her immediately. Like I said it’s
urgent, but I’ve lost her home address.”

“Maybe I should ring her.”

”No!” He couldn’t stop his yell. He held up
his hands in a gesture of peace. “Sorry, no. I don’t want her
getting upset or panicking with the phone call.”

“Oh, yes, I can understand that at the
moment. Um … okay. As you know her apartment is over
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