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To my Canadian girlies who are always reading about a big love story in New York City. Our hometowns are just as sexy.


CHAPTER 1 


Kitty

 

KITTY, GET UP! You’re going to be late again.”

With a start, I jump up and smash my head into my little brother Eric’s head. Sometimes it sucked having to share a room with your fifteen-year-old brother. But sometimes, like today, it was handy. 

Rubbing my forehead, I jump up and grab my clothes making a beeline for the bathroom. I look down at my watch briefly. Fifteen minutes. Not enough time to do anything more than brush my hair. 

Eric holds out my backpack to me, and a bagel.

“Thanks, squirt,” I say as I rub his head and run out the door. I take a big bite into the bagel. Mmm. Strawberry cream cheese, just the way I like it. 

Zipping up my big winter boots, I pull a toque over my head and wrap a big scarf around my neck before shoving my arms into my big ugly winter coat. It was a faded cream that had permanent oil stains from the traffic spray. Finally all bundled up; I pull open the door and am blasted with freezing minus-thirty air. Another balmy winter day in Edmonton.

I look down the quiet street and can see my dad not to far ahead of me. Jogging, I catch up to him in no time. I can’t help but notice his to-go mug filled with the requisite coffee. 

“Late night?”

I sigh. Wasn’t every night?

“I had a major paper due for my philosophy class this morning and my teacher wants it in hardcopy. I figure if I finish it early I can print and staple it at home rather than spend the two dollars to print it at school.”

He nods. My dad of all people would understand, especially since he was a history professor for one of the universities in Edmonton. My rival school, University of Alberta. 

“How about you, dad?”

He pulls another sip, his breath puffing up in a cloud of mist around us.

“I got the midterms marked last night, now I just need to enter them into the system before I hand them back to the students.”

“Good luck with that, I’m sure your office hours this week will be full.”

 Chuckling, he murmured, “Hopefully.” 

That’s one of the things I loved about my dad, he really did love his job and being a full-time teacher. The endless hours marking, and the hundreds of faces that he tried to memorize every class. I had no idea how he did it. I had a hard time remembering the names of all my fellow classmates, and I’d been seeing their faces for four years!

“Good luck with your two midterms today, Katherine.”

“Thanks, dad. See you at dinner tonight.”

He turned with a pained face. 

“Or tomorrow morning,” I replied, waving him off. This semester had been hitting him harder than most, instead of the usual five classes he was doing seven this term since one of his coworkers was on maternity leave. 

I turned and made my way to the Health/Sciences LRT station. Walking briskly, I mentally went through my courses for the day, Philosophy and Classics. My Classics class was a three hundred level world myths course that was fun but not helping me figure out what I wanted to do after school.

The new MacEwan LRT line took me straight to the school in fifteen minutes. Soon I was walking across the tracks and staring up at the familiar four towers. Grant MacEwan University, or MacEwan to us students, had been a second home to me in these last four years. I would miss it. 

The next six hours passed in a blur as I went from midterm to midterm. As I walked out the last one, my brain aching from three hours of intense use, my friend Sarah hooked arms with me.

“Ready to celebrate?” she asked, her chirpy voice lifting a smile from my deadened face. 

“I feel like I just died.”

“Perfect, then we can get a celebratory drink for your rebirth.”

I snorted. One of the things I loved about Sarah was that she got my weird sense of humor and my love of words. My father had warned me against an English degree, citing the lack of jobs as why I should not get one. So instead, I went into an arts degree majoring in Philosophy and minoring in Classics. Looking back, I realize it was probably not my best decision. But I loved the challenges of my major and having grown up with a history professor, I had a healthy dose of love and curiosity for the past.

Sarah steered me through the main hall that connected the university from building nine all the way down to building five. We lurched off the path at the big winding staircase at the clock tower, and from there walked to building six where the bookstore, cafeteria, and, most importantly, the bar was at. 

Aptly named Towers, it was a small space in the corner of our lovely university that served many a stressed student with beers all day long. The only sad part was that they closed early, at seven p.m.

“Hey, Julie!” Sarah called out as we walked past the bar and grabbed a spot near the back. I loved the big windows and watching the traffic and students whiz by. Today big patchy snowflakes fell from the sky, dropping like fragile eggshells before crackling over the frozen ground. There was already a foot of snow piled up on the edges of the path. 

We dropped our bags onto the inside seats, before plopping down onto the uncomfortable metal chairs. Obviously uncomfortable on purpose, they didn’t want students overstaying their welcome. 

“Hey ladies, what are we having today?” Julie asked, her long blonde hair piled perfectly on top of her head in a loose bun. I fingered my own mess of curls, glad the toque hid the fact that I hadn’t showered in two days. It was hard to find time for such menial things like showering when you had to write a three-thousand-word paper in less than twenty-four hours. 

“We’ll have a tall one of your beers on tap, with your sweet potato fries and humus platter,” Sarah recited by heart. We had been ordering the same thing all semester for our biweekly get together. Her Folktale and Fairytale class ended the same time as my philosophy. We usually met up and talked afterward. It was the only time I allowed myself a drink. 

“So…” she huffed, her caramel bangs fluffing out before falling neatly over her right eye. I couldn’t help but be in awe of my friend. Caramel hair, caramel eyes, caramel skin. She always looked good enough to eat. It made me feel even more self-conscious with my own plain looks. I knew I wasn’t ugly, but no one ever turned to do a double take when I walked by. 

“So…” I repeated.

She giggled.

“Can you believe this is our last semester together?”

“No.” I shook my head. It still baffled me how quickly it had all gone. One second, I was walking across the stage, shaking the hand of my overweight principal and the next I was twenty-two years old with no job and no idea what I wanted to do with my life. At least I’d have a degree to my name. I will have accomplished something. 

“Have you heard back from Suncor?” She reached her hand across and squeezed mine. 

Looking down, I simply shook my head. It was pathetic really. Even the jobs that people with just a high school diploma were getting were passing me by. 

“That’s okay. I mean there’s plenty of other jobs out there.”

“What jobs?” I asked, throwing my hands up, “I’ve applied to all the ones that I am qualified and somewhat qualified for. I checked on all the different job websites and nothing. Not even a ‘come in for an interview’.”

Sarah just shrugged helplessly.

“I’m sorry.”

“No, don’t be. I know it’s been hard for you this semester. If my uncle didn’t offer me the job at his firm this summer, I’d be in the exact same boat as you.”

“Doubt it,” I mumbled. Sarah not only was beautiful, but she was also very smart and driven. She was the only girl I knew who had a 4.0 average and still went out to party every Wednesday, Thursday. 

Julie dropped off our beers and fries, leaving us to eat in silence. I didn’t blame Sarah for my problems. I only wished to be as driven as she was. She knew what she wanted to do with her life. She wanted to be a lawyer. Her degree was in communication, and she had been accepted into law school at McGill. After she was done, she would go work at her uncle’s firm where she planned to make partner by the time she turned thirty.

I couldn’t even figure out what I wanted for dinner, let alone figure out what I wanted to do for the rest of my life. But I knew it was time to get it together and figure it out. All three of my older sisters had figured out their careers. Mary-Ann was a computer analyst and Julia was a stay-at-home mom who ran a day care out of her house. Emily had just finished her degree in business and was now working for a small clothing store, doing their marketing and accounts. Even my baby sister knew what she wanted to do, model for Victoria’s Secret and then start her own line of lingerie afterward.

Looking down at my watch I realize the next bus for the other campus is leaving in three minutes. 

“Shit!” I spit some beer out. 

I throw some bills down onto the table and quickly bundle up. 

“Sorry, Sarah, I need to get going.”

“No worries, I’ll pay the difference.”

“Thank you so much,” I yell as I whip around and run out the bar to the nearest emergency exit. I watch as my bus, the number one hundred and eleven, pulls around the turn and slows down at the stop. My breath puffs out as the cold air stings my lungs.

“Wait! Wait!” I yell as the bus picks up and starts again, leaving me behind. I bend over my knees, trying to catch my breath.

“Shit,” I whisper. The next bus wouldn’t show for another twenty minutes, if I was lucky. A half hour if I wasn’t. I turned and slumped over to the meager bus shelter, which was only three walls of glass that stopped the wind, but not the cold. 

 


CHAPTER 2 

Matt

 

DUDE, WHAT THE fuck!”

“That’s what you get for being a fucking Sneaker,” I yell, ramming my fingers against the old Xbox controller buttons. I watched as my teddy bear loaded up before blowing the head off of a squirrel. 

“Fuck!”

I couldn’t help but laugh at my cousin. He sucked at Conker’s Bad Fur Day. But it was a habit now, more than anything. Tuesday beers with big busty squirrels. I loved just sitting on the couch and watching him go through the main story. 

An awful siren started going off from the island. 

“Dude, pick it up!”

I paused the game, flipping him off as I ran and grabbed the phone. I was already walking toward the master bedroom, away from Blake. The ringtone alone already told me who was calling.

“Darling, I miss you. When are you going in for your suit fitting?”

I snorted, “Miss you too mother.”

I could hear her sigh. I half listened to her talking as I checked on my various computers, looking over the numbers and tests for the latest algorithm I was working on. I grimaced at the screen. Something was still off. I would have to tweak it later.

“Are you even paying attention young man?”

I tune back into the conversation, “Always mother.”

“Then what did I just say?”

“Uh…”

She sighed again. “Did you go for the suit fitting?”

“No.” I hated suits. They were always so tight, especially around my shoulders. I felt like a sardine stuffed in a can, ready to pop at the seam. And not in a pretty way. 

“Well, it’s a good thing I called in to check on you, Mon Cher. I’ve already talked to my assistant, and she booked in an appointment for you at Big and Tall. I will get Andrea to email you the details of when and where.”

“Sounds good.” Hopefully that would be the end of the conversation.

“Now about the event, I was talking to Charlise—”

I cut her off before she could end that thought, “I have to go, mom. I have class.” Before she could say anything, I hung up. 

Thank God. That was close. It helped that I lived on the other side of the country. Even then, my mom had a way of getting into my life and trying to take it over. Thankfully, the company’s headquarters were in Quebec and mom didn’t get much time off to come to Alberta and check on me. And I plan to keep it that way for as long as possible. 

My phone starts beeping at me, reminding me of my class. I had exactly eight minutes to get dressed and get out the door or I would be late. I shoved a merino wool sweater over my head and packed my SLR camera into its case and my MacBook mini that I had bought just for school into my other bag. 

As I walked down the short hall, I shoved my Montreal Canadiens toque on my head.

“See you later loser,” Blake called, clearly having moved on from our multiplayer game to something else. 

“See yah,” I called out, saluting him before locking the door behind me. Despite his quirks, I loved living with my cousin. I didn’t have to worry about someone watching my every move. Plus, I trusted Blake. He understood my need for normal. That’s why it worked so well. And he didn’t mind living in a shitty brick apartment complex in a room smaller than my closet back in Quebec. 

I jog down the stairs and make it across the street just in time to catch the number two. It’s full with the evening rush of people heading home for work. I push my way through the crowd until I’m standing near the back door. 

Riding the bus has always been a favorite of mine. People never really watched you; they were stuck in their own heads, in their own lives. I loved the anonymity of it all. Mother hated it. I don’t think she ever rode on public transit. Period. 

I watch as the snow comes down harder and each bus stop slips by in a blur of grey and cold. The one thing I liked about Alberta winters is they never got as cold as back home. Sure, I’d walked outside on a minus forty day with wind chill. But it was a dry cold, it settled like a blanket on my skin. Back home it was wet and moist and would creep into your clothes until it curled around your sweaty neck and chilled you to the bone. 

“Next stop, Jasper Transit Centre.”

I pull out my phone and am surprised to see the numbers five thirty-three blinking back at me. With mothers phone call, I thought for sure I’d be late. 

With a shrug, I walk off the bus and jog the short distance to the great hulking orange monstrosity that is known as the MacEwan Arts Campus. I loved the building; there was no rhythm to it. When I walked inside I could look up two stories and down three. All the windows were from the sky. The strangest part was the open hallways lined by light posts, as if the building were trying to impersonate a bustling British street, complete with small buildings and winding stairs. 

The classroom was dark except for the hum of forty Mac’s sitting at their spots, ready to work. I walked to the back right corner of the room, the one I had staked as my own at the beginning of January. Now it was almost Valentine’s Day and no one dared to challenge me on it. Taking my seat, I logged in then pulled out my camera from its case and fiddled with its settings and the lens. Anything to keep my hands, and my mind busy. 

 

“Alright guys, today is the day.”

I looked up, realizing that the room had filled up and someone had turned on the front lights. There was a sprinkling of ten other people throughout the room. Most of them closer to the front. I couldn’t help but notice that she wasn’t here. 

“Now, because I am all about fair and equal opportunity, I have set up the major project by using a hat and notes.” The teacher, a middle aged man of Asian heritage threw his hand out with a flourish before taking a large cowboy hat out of his backpack.

“In this hat is the name of all the registered students to this course. You will all be working in partners, no exceptions.” He staved off the usual grumbles with a wave before pulling out an Eskimos ball cap.

“In this hat is the name of various high profile companies that you may or may not be familiar with.” With a final flourish, he pulled out an Oilers ball cap. “And finally, the twist. In this hat will be the audience that you are catering your photo spread to.”

I liked the guy, he was fascinating and knew all the technical aspects of every camera that we used in the class. But he did come off a little eccentric. Chills ran down my neck at the thought of having to work with a partner. So far, I had been able to convince him to let me work on my own for every project. I liked working on my own, I worked better that way. But the steely glint in his eyes left a lead knot in my gut. There would be no getting out of this one. 

“Now as for the details of your projects, I will leave it up to your creative minds. The purpose is to create a photo spread that will be used by a marketing team to approach the specific audience into buying a product that your company already has available.” Some groans filled the small classroom. “I don’t want any fake products. Other than that, the world is your oyster.” I shook my head at his poor analogy. 

A crash at the classroom door had everyone turning. The hairs on my neck stood on end and I knew who it was before I had even looked over at the door. There she was. I knew her name was Katherine, because I listened for it every Tuesday, Thursday when he called out the attendance list. 

Today she glistened like a princess diamond, flushed, and cut to perfection. Little snowflakes clung to her toque and the few riotous curls that had escaped from out under her scarf had tangled down to her round ass. I didn’t know what color her eyes were, but I imagined them dark and full of warmth. 

I shook my head. What the hell? I was waxing poetic over a girl’s hair like I’d never seen a naked woman before, or had sex. 

She walked quickly to her desk, front row and closest to the teacher. She didn’t even look up as she slouched into her seat and carefully pulled her scarf and coat off. Besides, she didn’t even know I existed.

“Ah, Miss Katherine. Excellent timing.”

She jerked her head up and I could see the confusion cross over her face as a slight flush reddened her cheeks. She looked like she had just been thoroughly kissed.

Or fucked. 

Shaking my head, I watched as he held out the cowboy hat toward her in one hand and the two ball caps in his other hand.

“Pick out the name of your partner,” he prompted her when she didn’t move.

She reached out delicately, and picked the paper that sat at the top. Not even bothering to mix it. I couldn’t help but grimace at that. 

“Mathew.”

For a second I sat there frozen, her soft voice caressing me even from across the room. Then I watch as she turns those dark eyes on me and gives a little wave. No more than a jiggle of the fingers. I can’t help the smirk, or the salute I give to her in reply. 

She must think I’m an asshole. 

“Now pick out your company and audience.” He held out the two ball caps. Again, she picked the top paper from each, before frowning down at the little folded notes.

She looked up at me with pursed lips before saying, “Polar Ice Limited and University Students.”

My blood ran cold. Shit. 

 


CHAPTER 3


Kitty

 

I TUNE MR. LEON out as I sit in my seat in shock. One second I’m running through the halls with snow trailing me and the next I’m partnered with the guy who never talks. 

Not that I mind, he is pretty hot. 

Mathew. 

That was his name. I noticed him on the first day of class. He hadn’t been in any of my other courses, and I had never seen him around this or the main campus before. I would remember those ice blue eyes. 

“You may as well start getting together with your partners. The rest of the class is planning. On Thursday we will have a presenter come in to talk about design.”

I hesitate. Should I move to him, or would he come sit by me. I turn slightly, peeking through my hair to check if he had moved. 

He sat in the corner, head buried behind a Mac. Not a chance that he was coming closer. I turn and look down at my shaky hands. Taking in a deep fortifying breath, I stand and take my stuff in my arms. I feel his eyes on me the whole short trip to the back of the room. I drop my stuff on the desk beside him before carefully sitting down in the rolling chair. 

“So, I guess we are partners.” I could have hit myself for saying something so bland.

“Yup.”

I can’t help but notice how deep his voice is. I tap my fingers, waiting for him to get into it. Instead, he keeps clicking and tapping away at the Mac.

Well this was going just swimmingly. 

I’d hoped to use this class to boost my GPA. Fat chance that would happen if my partner for the main project, that was worth fifty percent of our mark might I add, wouldn’t even talk. I sigh, loudly, hoping he would get the hint. 

Nothing.

Frowning, I decide to take charge. It’s my mark on the line as well. “So all I know about Polar Ice is it’s some diamond company from the east? Do you know anything about it?”

I turn to watch him. His hair is long enough to curl out slightly, in big messy blonde chunks. I bet he was a cute kid.

“Nope.”

He didn’t even turn to look at me. Great, just great. 

I didn’t have a 3.82 GPA for nothing. Grabbing my bag, I pull out my coil bound notebook, marked ‘Photography’ in big bold Sharpie, then my favorite ballpoint pen that was sleek and black with a big glass diamond on the end. My brother had bought it for me on my twenty-first birthday, as well as a box of Rocky Mountain chocolates.

The chocolates were long gone, but the pen remained. 

I open up the notebook to a blank page and start scribbling down questions. 

Who was the Company? What products were they currently selling?

“They deal mainly in diamonds for manufacturing.”

I jerk my head up and for a moment, I’m lost in a cloudless winter sky. Wow. He has really long eyelashes. 

I blink, shaking my head. “How do you—”

He pointed to his screen, which I noticed was on a Wikipedia page. Awesome, 2 for Mathew 0 for me. 

Turning back to my notebook, I write it down before asking, “What else do they have?”

“Uh… It says here that they just started marketing their diamonds for jewelry, mainly aimed at older women or people of wealth who could afford blood free diamonds.”

I can’t help but look up at him and quirk a brow, “It says all that?”

He shrugged.

“Alrighty,” I say as I write it down. “What about our audience?”

I tap my chin as I think. How are we going to market high-end diamonds to poor university students? I mean if I could afford it, I would totally buy a pair of diamond earrings. As it is I think, the earrings I am wearing right now are those Swarovski fake diamonds. It’s all plastic and a trick of the light. 

“That’s it!”

I wrote furiously as I tried to get every detail in my head down. 

“What is?”

A warm weight squeezed my shoulder, zapping me. I jerked back and am left staring into his icy eyes again. It really shouldn’t be allowed for someone to have such beautiful eyes. 

“Hello?” He waved a hand over my eyes. 

“S-sorry. I
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