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			Dedication:

			To all the girls who wished that Catherine would have chosen Heathcliff in Wuthering Heights, this is for you.

		

	
		
			

			Author’s Note:

			Dear Reader,

			Whether you’re new here or have stuck around for a while, welcome! This is my first adult romance, and I’m super excited to share it with you. Cain and Brea are one of my favorite couples I’ve ever written. If you love anti-heroes, Cain is going to be your guy. He is Heathcliff, Christian Grey, and so many others wrapped into one handsome package, but without any adult content. Please enjoy and dream about finding a brooding billionaire of your own.

			Happy reading and good luck out there,

			Abby
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			Chapter One - Calm Before The Storm

			Brea

			Mila stared at me from across the room, her bright blue eyes glimmering with a hint of mischief. I shook my head, trying to convince her not to do whatever she had in mind. Mila had always been the adventurous type. We’d been best friends since middle school, when she had decided to pull me into her (now our) friend group; I still had no idea what inspired her to do so. But seventh grade had been almost a decade ago, and now we were adults, at least theoretically.

			Mila, with her long blond curls falling down to her waist and wearing a tiny black dress, crept up behind our mutual friend, Evan. I frowned, which only made her smile grow. While Evan was busy texting, Mila slowly reached out to grab his Sprite, swapping it with a simple glass of ice water. Evan was blissfully unaware of her actions, but when he reached down and took another sip of his drink, he almost spit it out.

			“Really, Mila?” Evan said. “Hilarious.”

			She smiled at him. “Just keeping you on your toes.”

			If I hadn’t known Evan for years, I might have thought the expression on his face was one of annoyance. But the truth was, he adored her attention. While Mila still refused to accept the truth, Evan was desperately in love with her. He had been since we were all kids. But between seventh grade and the summer before our sophomore year of college, not much had changed. He still looked at her like a star-struck schoolboy. Despite my constant hints, she still didn’t view him as anything more than a brother. Honestly, I would have loved for them to end up together, but I didn’t see that happening anytime soon.

			Evan and his twin brother, Enzo, were unquestionably my two best friends, apart from Mila. Like me, Evan and Enzo had always been shy and more than a little bit nerdy. Mila was the exact opposite. She seemed to collect introverts wherever she went and add them to her pack. It had paid off, at least during school, since she probably wouldn’t have made it through Algebra without Evan’s…assistance. Now, we were just a group of old friends who still managed to find the time to hang out during summer breaks.

			“Hey Evan, come check out this girl that just messaged me,” Enzo said.

			Mila made it to Enzo’s side before Evan had taken a step in that direction.

			“Let me see,” Mila said.

			Enzo handed her his phone. “She’s cute, right? And she’s a barista. What could be better? You know I love brunettes.”

			Mila shrugged. “She needs a new wardrobe, but that can be resolved. Bring her around sometime, and I can make her sparkle like a diamond straight from the jeweler.”

			“I don’t think I should tell her that,” Enzo said, frowning.

			Mila rolled her eyes. “No, Enzo, obviously not.”

			Evan looked away, rolling his eyes. I gave him a sympathetic smile. Although Evan had never actually told me about his feelings for Mila, we had a sort of unspoken understanding.

			“Brea, you start your new job tomorrow, right?” Mila asked.

			“Bright and early,” I replied.

			Evan pursed his lips. “Remember what I said about Cain, Brea. He can be a real pain. If he’s too hard on you, just let me know. I’ll talk to him.”

			My new boss for the summer, Cain Kingston, was Evan and Enzo’s cousin. They were the reason I got the internship in the first place. I never should have been made personal assistant to the CEO of a luxury jewelry brand before my sophomore year of college, but when Evan and Enzo offered me the job, I couldn’t say no. After all, their father was the founder. Evan had originally been intended to take over the company after his father retired, but he and Enzo were far more interested in philanthropy than money-making. Lucky for them, they had enough of a fortune to spend their lives throwing as many charity functions as they wanted without ever worrying about supporting themselves. Mila was from a similar situation. She was the only daughter of a well-respected fashion designer. Scholarships were the only reason I had ever been able to attend the same private school as the three of them. But they had never made me feel left out or lesser because we were in different tax brackets.

			“I don’t know why you two would have even set Brea up for the job when you know Cain is going to be mean to her,” Mila said.

			“Because it pays more than she ever would have made working a normal summer job,” Evan said, “and you know as well as I do that Brea would never take money from us.”

			I rolled my eyes. “I don’t need charity, guys.”

			Enzo rolled his eyes. “Don’t be so dramatic, Brea. We just want you to be able to retire while you still have breath in your lungs. Early childhood education isn’t known for its high-paying salaries.”

			That was the truth. None of my friends supported my dream of owning and operating a preschool for disadvantaged children. Well, at least not under my terms. Evan and Enzo had both offered me lump sums of money to establish my school, using the excuse that they could write the donation off on their taxes. I didn’t want to take money from my friends, though. It would drastically change our relationships.

			“Andddd she won’t just let us give her the money,” Evan added.

			“Ugh, come on, Brea,” Mila said. “If you just accept the loan, we could spend the summer sunbathing instead and getting a nice tan. And I don’t want to go bikini shopping by myself.”

			I shook my head. “Nope, I’m doing this on my own. And you can’t exactly call it a loan when all of you refuse to let me pay interest.”

			“That is an entirely irrelevant detail,” Mila said, rolling her eyes.

			I rolled my shoulder, accidentally letting out a long yawn. 

			“Oh no,” Evan said, “someone’s tired.” 

			“You’d better get home and go to sleep,” Enzo added.

			“You could just crash here,” Mila interjected. “The guest room is always open to you. We could have a sleepover.”

			I shook my head. “Nope, I need to get some real sleep tonight. Whenever I stay here, I never end up going to bed until after midnight. I need energy for tomorrow, especially if Cain is as much of a nightmare as Evan says.”

			“Oh, trust me,” Enzo replied, “he is. I could never work for him.”

			I grabbed my purse off the kitchen island, walking to the door of Mila’s apartment. “Don’t worry, I won’t give up so easily.”

			“Goodnight, Brea!” Mila called.

			“Goodnight,” I responded, closing the door behind me.

		

	
		
			

			Chapter Two - Red

			Brea

			I stared at myself in the mirror, gently running my fingers through my cocoa-colored hair to give the curls a more relaxed look. Even though I was typically confident, or at least content, with my appearance, I was still nervous since it was my first day on the job. There really wasn’t any need to be concerned, though. My eyeliner was perfectly applied, and my natural lashes were long enough that they only required a little mascara to make them look full and defined. The black pencil skirt and sky-blue blouse I had selected was one of my favorite outfit combinations, so it seemed like the ideal choice for such an important day. To give the look an elegant finish, I decided to wear a pair of black kitten heels. I felt both professional and confident, which was just what I needed.

			After driving the fifteen-minute commute to the Kingston Headquarters, I gave myself a few moments to sit and admire the building. I had visited the monstrosity of an office building before, but the dark, gothic architecture looked far more intimidating now that I was officially an employee. After taking a deep breath, I stepped out of my car, grabbed my briefcase, and headed inside. As my heels clicked against the concrete, I gathered my confidence and mentally prepared to meet my slightly terrifying new boss.

			After entering the building, I walked straight toward the elevator and hit the button for the tenth floor. The only person in the lobby was a receptionist sitting behind a desk, and she didn’t even look my way. It was just a few moments until I heard a chime, and then watched as the doors opened. As soon as the elevator stopped moving and I stepped out, I was immediately blown away. Although I had visited the lower levels before, I had never been allowed access to the top floor, where Cain’s office was located. While the entire building was beautiful, this was a whole other world. The floors of the flawless black marble and the walls were painted a deep, luxurious crimson. Hanging from the ceiling was a startling silver chandelier that illuminated the entire space with a soft glow. The overwhelming display of wealth certainly didn’t help calm my nerves.

			“Can I help you?” A sweet voice asked.

			Directly in front of me was a beautiful woman, likely only a few years older than me. She sat at an executive-style desk with nothing other than a large desktop computer in front of her. 

			“Oh, yes. I’m Mr. Kingston’s new personal assistant. I wasn’t given any directions other than to come to the tenth floor,” I replied.

			She smiled at me. “Brea, it’s so nice to meet you. I’m Olive, Mr. Kingston’s secretary. I answer emails and do all of the other boring stuff. If you ever need help with anything, you can just let me know. I’m sort of like the oil that keeps this crazy machine running.”

			“It’s nice to meet you, too,” I said. “Do you know where I should go?”

			Olive nodded, pointing toward a set of large double doors. “His office is just through there. It’s unlocked, but I always knock before going inside. Sometimes it’s best not to enter when he’s…in a particular mood.”

			I raised my eyebrows. “What does that mean?”

			She bit her lip. “You’ll understand soon.”

			“Should I be concerned?” I asked.

			“Oh, no. You’ll be fine. Just try not to upset him,” she replied.

			I nodded. “Right, I’ll do my best.

			“Good luck!” she replied.

			

			“Thanks.” 

			As I approached the double doors, I attempted to stop my hands from shaking. The fact that Cain had a temper certainly wasn’t a surprise to me. Still, I hadn’t known that it was so bad that his secretary would warn me about it right off the bat. Maybe this whole thing was a mistake, I wondered. I shook my head, no, you can’t let yourself think like that. Taking a deep breath, I raised my right hand to knock on the door.

			I jumped a bit when a deep, booming voice replied. “Come in.”

			The handle clicked as I opened the door and stepped into Cain’s office. Once again, I was stunned speechless. This room was even more shocking than the last. From floor to ceiling, every surface was black. The only light came from red LED lights that lined the walls. I felt goosebumps begin to pop up on my arms. There were just a few pieces of furniture in the room: a large, leather couch, and a desk with an armchair behind it. 

			The most breathtaking thing of all, though, was the man who stood in front of me. I had seen pictures of Cain before, but none of them did him justice. He was, without a doubt, the most gorgeous man I’d ever seen. With silky black hair, olive-toned skin, and piercing blue eyes, Cain looked like he’d just stepped out of a painting. He wore black pants with a half-unbuttoned white shirt. Even leaning back against his desk, Cain still towered over me. It took a few moments before I finally realized I was holding my breath.

			“Ms. Paige,” he said, “welcome to Kingston Headquarters.”

			I blinked a few times, trying to clear my mind. “Thank you, sir. I’m happy to be here.”

			He nodded. “Good.”

			A few moments of silence passed as Cain simply stared at me. I looked down at the floor, waiting for him to speak. With each breath, I grew more and more anxious. His gaze felt like fire blazing across my skin. The man radiated dominance.

			“What are you wearing?” he asked.

			I looked up in confusion. “Just…clothes.”

			He shook his head. “You’ll need to change.”

			I began to panic. “Is there something wrong with what I’m wearing? I wasn’t given any guidelines or information about a uniform.”

			He rolled his eyes. “I should have known my cousins wouldn’t tell you anything. You’ll need to wear a red dress.”

			“Today?” I asked.

			“No,” he replied, “every day.”

			I attempted to hide the confusion in my voice. “Um, why?”

			His eyes met mine, annoyance beginning to show. “Because it’s what I want.”

			I bit my lip. “I don’t have any red dresses.”

			“That’s fine,” he replied, “I’ll send Olive to go get some for you.”

			He turned and walked to sit behind his desk.

			“Mr. Kingston, I don’t really have a lot of extra funds to spend at the moment. That’s kind of why I’m working a summer job.”

			He almost laughed. “That’s fine, Brea. I wasn’t expecting you to pay for them. Olive has access to my personal account; she’ll use my card.”

			My eyes grew wide. “Oh, uh, thank you.”

			“Don’t worry about it,” he replied, “anything you need for this position, I’ll cover.” Cain reached into his desk and pulled out a manila envelope. He motioned for me to sit on the couch facing him. “Please, sit.”

			I sat on the couch, placing my briefcase on the floor beside me. Cain handed me the envelope. I took it from him, unsure if I was supposed to open it. For some reason, I couldn’t seem to function properly around him.

			“Inside you’ll find your advance, as well as some paperwork you’ll need to sign. Most of it is typical, apart from the NDA,” he said.

			I raised my eyebrows. “NDA?”

			“Nondisclosure agreement,” Cain replied.

			“I know what it is, but why do I have to sign one?” I asked.

			He leaned forward, resting his elbows on the desk. “You’re the personal assistant to a billionaire, Brea. All of my staff are required to sign one.”

			“Everyone in this building has signed an NDA?” I replied, shocked.

			He shook his head. “No, just everyone who lives in my home.”

			My jaw dropped. “Excuse me?”

			“They didn’t tell you that either?” Cain asked, his voice full of frustration .

			I shook my head. “No.”

			“Well, don’t worry, it’s only temporary. Of course, you’ll have your own bedroom, bathroom, and living area. After you vacate the position in August, you can move back to your apartment,” he replied.

			“But…I haven’t agreed to live with you yet. What about all my things and my apartment? I can’t just pick up and move with no warning,” I said.

			Cain tilted his head to the side. “Do you want the job, Brea?”

			I nodded, anxiety coursing through me. “Yes.”

			“Then you’ve agreed,” he replied.

			I sat perfectly still, utterly speechless. The entire situation was completely absurd. I’d had jobs before, but none like this. Moments later, the door opened. A man wearing a black suit stepped inside. His face was completely expressionless.

			“Brea, meet Wolf. He’s my bodyguard and driver. He’ll take you back to my home now. We’re done for today,” Cain said.

			I looked between the two men. “What?”

			Cain nodded. “As you didn’t bring anything with you, I’ll have all the personal items you might need for the next few months delivered to the house. Just look over the paperwork and prepare for tomorrow. It’ll be a busy day.”

			Wolf opened the door and motioned for me to follow him. “Please come with me, Ms. Paige.”

			Having no other choice, I took one last look at Cain before following Wolf away from one of the strangest experiences of my life. Focus on the money, Brea, I thought to myself. That’s all that matters.
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