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​Ex Playboy Meets Kind Woman

​Prologue: The Empty King

The music was far too loud. The flashing lights hurt his eyes.

Leo stood on the high balcony of his massive stone mansion, looking down at his giant swimming pool. Hundreds of people were dancing, laughing, and drinking his expensive champagne. Three beautiful women in sparkling dresses stood next to him. They tried to hold his arms and whisper in his ears, but he gently pulled away. He did not know their real names, and they did not know his. They did not know his favorite color, his favorite book, or his deepest fears. They only knew he had a massive bank account and threw the best parties in the city.

Leo walked away from the balcony, went into his huge bedroom, and closed the heavy glass door. The loud music finally became quiet.

He walked over to a large mirror and looked at his own face. He saw a handsome, rich man in a very costly black suit. But his blue eyes looked incredibly tired and completely empty. He felt a cold, heavy pain in his chest.

"Is this all there is to my life?" he whispered to the empty room.

For ten years, he played a foolish game. He was the most famous player in the entire city. He broke hearts without caring. He bought twenty fast cars and filled his huge house with expensive things. But tonight, the game felt completely broken. He realized a dark, sad truth. If he lost all his money tomorrow morning, not a single person downstairs would stay to help him. He was surrounded by hundreds of people, but he was completely alone.

He was so deeply tired of the lies and the fake smiles. He wanted something real. He wanted to find a kind woman who could look past his rich clothes and see his true heart. He wanted someone to offer him complete, unconditional acceptance. But he knew he could never find a pure, honest woman while living in this giant house.

Leo made a strong, firm decision right there in the quiet room.

He slowly took off his heavy, expensive gold watch and placed it on the glass table. He took off his costly silk jacket. He decided to leave the noise behind. Tomorrow morning, he would lock the heavy iron gates of this grand mansion. He would buy a small, quiet place in the city. He would hide his wealth and pretend to be a simple, poor man. He would learn to bake fresh bread and make warm coffee.

He wanted to build a brand new man from the ground up. He wanted to be a good person.

Leo looked out his large window at the dark, heavy rain clouds rolling into the city. He did not know it yet, but this simple, quiet choice was the start of a beautiful journey. It was a journey that would lead him to a small coffee shop, a heavy rainstorm, and a sweet, kind woman who would finally teach him how to truly love.
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​Chapter One: The Rainy Tuesday
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The heavy rain hit the large glass window of the coffee shop. It was a quiet Tuesday afternoon. Leo stood behind the wooden counter, holding a clean white cloth. He wiped the smooth wood slowly, enjoying the peaceful sound of the rain. The smell of fresh, dark coffee beans filled the warm air inside.

Leo looked out at the wet street. A year ago, his life was completely different. He was never alone, and he was never quiet. Back then, people knew him as the biggest player in the city. He went to loud parties every night. He dated a different beautiful woman every week. He was handsome, rich, and charming, and he used that to break many hearts. He never cared about the feelings he left behind.

But one morning, six months ago, Leo looked in the mirror and felt a deep, cold emptiness. He realized he had no real friends and no true love. He was tired of the games. He wanted a quiet life. He wanted something real. So, he changed his phone number. He stopped going to parties. He bought this small coffee shop, learned how to make the perfect cup of coffee, and promised himself he would never play with a woman's heart again. He became a new, better man.

Suddenly, the small silver bell above the front door rang.

Leo looked up from the counter. A young woman walked inside, trying to escape the heavy rain. She wore a bright yellow raincoat. In her arms, she carried a large, heavy box filled with beautiful pink and red roses. Her dark hair was wet and stuck to her cheeks. She was out of breath.

She looked up, and her eyes met Leo's eyes.

It was just a quick glance, but it hit Leo like a flash of lightning. Her eyes were warm, soft, and deep brown. In that single second, Leo felt his breath stop in his chest. The busy street outside disappeared. The sound of the rain faded away. He had never felt this strange, powerful feeling before. It was not just simple attraction. It was a sudden, heavy pull in his heart. He knew, right in that very moment, that he was already falling in love with her.

"Let me help you with that," Leo said quickly. He dropped his cloth and hurried around the counter.

"Oh, thank you," she said. Her voice was soft and gentle, like a sweet song.

"I am Leo," he said. He reached out and took the heavy box of flowers from her cold hands. As he took the box, his fingers lightly brushed against hers.

Clara felt a sudden, bright spark jump between their hands. She looked up at his kind face and his gentle smile. Her cheeks turned slightly pink. She felt a strong, sudden connection, just like he did. "I am Clara," she replied softly. "I own the new flower shop across the street. I wanted to bring some flowers to welcome my new neighbor, but the rain caught me."

Leo placed the box of roses on a small wooden table near the window. "You are very kind, Clara. You are freezing. Please, sit down. Let me make you a cup of hot coffee to warm you up."

"I would love that," Clara smiled. She took off her wet raincoat and sat at the table.

For the next hour, they sat together while the rain continued to pour outside. The coffee shop was completely empty, leaving just the two of them. They drank warm coffee and talked. It was incredibly easy to talk to her. They talked about flowers, about coffee, and about their favorite books. Clara had a bright, beautiful laugh that made Leo's chest feel warm. She was so genuine, so kind, and so pure. Leo looked at her smiling face and knew he wanted to spend every single day making her happy.

"You are very different from the men I usually meet in this city," Clara said softly. She wrapped her hands around her warm coffee mug and looked directly into his eyes.

Leo smiled a little. "How so?"

Clara sighed, her smile fading slightly. "You seem honest. My last boyfriend was not a good man. He was a player. He lied to me every day and dated other women behind my back. I cannot stand men who play with feelings. I think lying and breaking hearts is the worst thing a person can do. I need someone true, someone who respects women."

Leo felt a cold, heavy block of ice drop into his stomach. His warm smile froze on his face. A player. That was exactly what he used to be.

He was a changed man now, but his past was still out there. There were many women in this city who still remembered the old Leo. There were still rumors and stories about his bad behavior. He looked at Clara. She was so sweet and so trusting. He loved her already, deeply and completely.

But a dark fear crept into his mind. What would happen when she learned the truth? If Clara found out about his messy past, about the girls he hurt and the lies he told before, she would walk away. She would never look at him with those warm eyes again. He had to show her he was truly a good man now, before the shadows of his past came back to ruin his new beginning.
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