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Summary

Petra King and Tristan Calloway have perfected the art of disliking each other. Their families’ century-long feud, and their competing soda empires, demand nothing less. 

But when a viral video of them saving an elderly woman’s life turns them into reluctant internet sweethearts, they’re roped into Hometown Hero Showdown, a reality competition where rival CEO and heirs must work together for charity. From disastrous knitting challenges to judging talentless children, each ridiculous task forces them closer, despite their best efforts to maintain their distance. 

Working together out of spite wasn’t part of the plan, but it is certainly something they would do and very much in line with their petty values. The rest of it though, throws both of them off their game. Like how Tristan is far from disturbed about having to share a hotel suite with Petra. Or how Petra’s usually snarky comebacks have started sounding dangerously close to flirting.

...Or how Tristan’s gaze lingers on Petra when he thinks no one’s watching. 

As eliminations mount and tensions rise, Petra and Tristan face the real challenge: fighting against their growing attraction to each other, on national television. 
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Chapter 1: A driven feud
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Petra King sighed as she sat in her car, massaging her temples. 

The conference should have been a relaxing day away from the office, but since the representative for her company had come down with a bad case of endometriosis, Petra had been an emergency add-on to the ‘Food Industry Leaders’ panel. A little annoying but nothing she couldn’t handle. Right until she found out she was to be seated right next to Tristan Calloway, heir to Calloway Cola and, publicly, the ‘bane of her existence’. 

Perhaps if he’d had the good sense to be unattractive, she wouldn’t have had such a tough day. It had taken a lot to keep from staring at him since he’d done something new with his hair; short at the back, barely brushing the top of his collar, and a little longer at the front. Petra had a good mind to find his barber and smack him in the face with a rolled-up wad of cash as thanks for his service. 

Ugh, what is wrong with me?

This was clearly a problem she needed to fix soon. It had already been several months since Tristan no longer resembled the toad she’d always seen him as. 

As a child, she’d disliked Tristan out of loyalty to her grandfather who insisted that Kings and Calloways needed to hate each other for the good of the city. As a teenager, she’d disliked him because he was stuck-up and arrogant. And then as an adult, she disliked him because he’d given his speech first when they were co-valedictorians for their graduating year at university. He’d taken so long that if she’d gone on with her speech, it would have ruined everyone’s day. She’d had to keep it short and sweet, and though the applause afterward clearly stemmed from the audience’s newfound freedom, she’d basked in it anyway and smirked at Tristan, not wanting him to know how annoyed she’d been that she hadn’t gotten to say the speech she’d been practicing for weeks. She still held a grudge. That part was tradition.

The Kings and Calloways had been feuding for almost a century, their rivalry as much a part of Livingstone’s landscape as the Victoria Falls mist that rolled in during the rainy season. It started with the theft of a cow by the Calloways, and their denial even when everyone saw it right there on their field. The Kings retaliated by stealing several of the Calloways’ rare albino peacocks in the dead of the night, and blatantly lying to their faces when they asked, saying they’d just hatched some fully-grown fancy new chickens.

It had carried on from there, with the townspeople eventually enjoying it as part of their cultural history. When their companies had been established, obviously with the first being King Fizz, the rivalry had continued. Now even their employees took part. 

For all that, their families were friendly, at least away from the public. Petra and Tristan saw each other more often that she would have liked, especially since they hosted dinners at each other’s homes every now and then. 

Someone (probably her sister, Lisa) maintained a weekly scoreboard online and King Fizz had been in the lead for weeks. Petra had managed to mention it once or twice during the open Q-&-A session.

She’d escaped the Meet and Greet, brushing past Tristan with a brisk ‘Goodbye Calloway’, lest anyone say she’d been anything but polite. 

Petra adjusted her rear-view mirror before she put her car into reverse and backed out of her parking space, and immediately gasping at the screeching, crunching sound of metal hitting metal. 

Petra stepped hard on the brakes and seconds later was out of the car.

She groaned when she realized what had happened. The car that had been behind her had been reversing as well and she hadn’t realized since she’d been moving while they’d been backing out at the same time.

Oh no. I should apologize and—

“Are you who they’re referring to when they say women can’t drive?” a deep, silky-smooth voice drawled.

Petra bristled immediately.

Tristan Calloway.

She’d hit Tristan’s car. Of course.

All thoughts of apologizing were drawn and quartered, and kicked out of her head. She had half a mind to get back into her car and ram him properly, go the whole mile. She bet he’d look good in a hospital gown.

“It looks to me like you didn’t check your mirrors before trying to race out of here,” she admonished. “I’d have thought your mother would have taught you better.” 

Tristan’s mother had foregone running his family’s company in favour of becoming a race car driver, and in her heyday, she’d won the country’s circuit titles several years in a row. That made his insult about women drivers particularly irritating, like Petra was going out of her way to undo his mother’s progress in the male-dominated sport.

“She did,” Tristan said curtly, drawing her back to their conversation. “Unlike some people, I was raised with impeccable driving skills.”

“Then explain this.” She gestured dramatically at the crunched bumpers.

Tristan studied her from under heavy-lidded eyes. She could admit he looked... alright, with his slightly tousled hair.

I must find that barber. Is he a wizard?

“I pulled out first,” Tristan said pointedly, nodding at his car. 

“I’m sure all your paternity tests agree with you,” Petra replied, sounding impressed. “But this time, you didn’t.” 

She decided to ignore the fact that his car was slightly further along than hers. 

He probably just drove faster than me getting out.

Tristan’s lips twitched and he took a step closer, his voice lowering as he spoke. 

“I always suspected you had a strange fixation with my sex life. Seems I was right.”

Petra scoffed. “Please. Like I care where you put your phallus.”

“Phallus?” He raised an eyebrow.

“It means dick,” she said, ignoring his amused look. “Now, I’ll need your insurance details so you can pay for this.”

Tristan’s amusement vanished immediately. Kings and Calloways didn’t joke about money.

“Why don’t you give me yours since you backed into me?” he asked.

“We could check the security cameras,” Petra said, feeling confident he was at fault.

“Yes, let’s.”

“Um, excuse me?” a voice said.

“Yes?” they both asked sharply, turning to the old woman who was standing there with a warm smile.

“I saw what happened,” she said.

“Wonderful,” Petra said winningly, giving her a bright smile. “Then you could help us with our little problem.”

“Yes, please, do tell,” Tristan added, with a shark-like grin.

“You rammed into each other at the exact same time,” the older woman said. “You both seemed a little distracted, to be honest. People these days never use their mirrors for anything but selfies-”

Their smiles dropped and they both turned away from the woman.

“Let’s go find that footage,” Petra said with a respectfully hushed tone usually reserved for funerals. “Her eyesight’s probably failing, poor thing.”

“Her cataracts must have blocked her view,” Tristan agreed with a sigh.

“You’re probably right. I, for one, am appalled at the number of senile old people roaming the streets.”

“And with such bad eyesight, too. Someone should really do something about that.”

“I can hear you both, you know,” the woman said, sounding halfway between amused and irritated.

“She’s trying to trick us,” Tristan whispered in a lower voice.

Petra hummed her agreement and they continued walking back to the building.

“Wait!” the woman called out.

They kept walking.

“Please-!”

Her cry was sharp and abruptly cut off. Petra and Tristan exchanged a glance and then both turned back to the woman who was clutching at her chest and reaching out for them. They hurried back to her without a second thought. The woman kept clutching at her chest, eyes half-shut in pain.

Tristan called emergency services while Petra checked the woman’s breathing. 

There were short gasping breaths and Tristan asked, “Heart attack?”

“Think so,” Petra said, tilting the woman’s head and undoing the buttons of her blouse. “You take her mouth if she goes into cardiac arrest.”

Tristan nodded.

“Yes, hello?” he finally said into his phone. Petra put one hand over the other and placed them both on the woman’s breastbone, in the middle of her chest. 

“A woman is having a heart attack,” Tristan said, looking around. Petra tried not to look for people as well and just focus on her task. Where the hell was everyone? “I need an ambulance right away.”

He gave their address and stayed on the line. “Yes, we’re administering CPR but...”

Petra shot him a dark look when he hesitated, as if he was questioning her life-saving skills. They had both been well trained in emergency care, in case anything happened to their grandparents while they were with them. She pressed down firmly, nervous that she would hear some bones break but she kept going, relaxing and repeating to the tempo of the Bee Gee’s ‘Stayin’ Alive’.

She thought she heard Tristan humming it but he stopped when she looked up at him.

Sirens rang out in the distance and they exhaled in unison, continuing the compressions until the paramedics arrived. The whole thing should have been forgotten within a week. Just another encounter in a life full of them. Except someone had recorded the moment and by that evening, the internet had turned Petra and Tristan into their newest obsession.
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Petra and Tristan sat in the hospital waiting room, locked in an unspoken competition of who could pretend the other didn’t exist the hardest. Tristan, ever the multitasker, was aggressively typing on his phone. Meanwhile, Petra, phone-less and bitter about it, was staring blankly at a muted game show on the TV, where a contestant just lost fifty thousand dollars because he didn’t know the capital of Canada.

Tristan swore under his breath and turned toward her.

Petra didn’t even blink. “No.”

He frowned. “You don’t even know what I’m about to say.”

“And yet, I feel very confident in my answer.”

Ignoring her, he shoved his phone in front of her face.

Petra groaned. “If it’s another one of those ‘Am I The Asshole?’ threads, I swear—”

Then she saw it.

The video.

Her brain stuttered for a moment, unable to process what she was seeing.

“You.” She turned sharply toward Tristan, scandalized. “What did you do?!”

Tristan eyed her like she was insane. “This is not my fault.”

That was a bold claim from a man whose entire life was a long, unbroken string of being at fault. At least to her.

And if it wasn’t him...

Then someone, some lunatic, had uploaded a video of them, well, her, performing CPR on the old woman and Tristan on his knees beside her, calling for an ambulance. But the video was no ordinary bystander footage. It had editing. There was a soft-glow 80s-style filter, with Fantasia’s ‘When I See U’ playing in the background, and Petra glancing briefly at Tristan in slow-motion while he was talking to emergency services.

The video looped.

Petra barely registered the views—already in the tens of thousands and climbing—before another video auto-played. This one had a different song. And a different filter.

“There are remixes,” she whispered in horror. She’d seen fan-cams before so she had an inkling of what was going on but it didn’t make any sense.

Tristan was scrolling through the comments, his expression dark. “I love a pair of good-looking people looking good together... Chemistry is off the charts... I just know they argue while making out...” He frowned. “What is this?”

Before Petra could respond, a nurse came up to them.

“Ms. King? Mr. Calloway? The doctor has seen Mrs. Statten, and she’s doing well. Your quick action saved her life. She asked for you so you’re free to see her before you leave if you’d like.”

Petra sighed, relieved. At least she knew the woman’s name now, and that she hadn’t accidentally killed her via CPR. 

A haggard-looking intern led them to Mary Statten’s room and left. Petra had expected a solemn scene or a quiet one, perhaps the old woman fast asleep or something. But Mary Statten was watching TV and frowning at some old soap rerun.

She wasn’t too engrossed because she quickly noticed the two of them at the door and smiled brightly.

“There my heroes are,” she said pleasantly. “Come in!”

Petra stepped in with Tristan close behind. After greeting her and introducing themselves, unnecessarily because she made it clear she knew who they were, she thanked them profusely. 

“If it weren’t for you two, who knows what would have happened.”

“Death probably,” Tristan said and Petra elbowed him hard.

She was surprised when Mrs. Statten laughed instead of getting upset. “That’s probably true. Anyway, I just wanted to thank you. You haven’t changed much, personality-wise.”

Petra blinked. “Sorry?”
Mrs. Statten nodded with a smile. “I was the principal when you were in primary school. You were excellent students.”
Petra opened her mouth to say thank












[image: ]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
A Romantic Comedy

Win or Bust

Cali Burem





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





