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Camilla
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I LOST MY ABILITY TO speak.

It was 9:00 pm on a Friday. My hair looked like a bird's nest, my clothes had mud stains on them, my mouth hung open, and I couldn't say a single word. 

This wouldn't be the first time it happened, nor would it be the last. The first time, I was just sixteen. He was a measly eighteen-year-old boy. But this person who stood in front of me was NOT a boy. Oh no, this was a man and extremely handsome.

I wanted to say something, make a sound, anything, but I couldn't move. He had grown taller, his hair was as dark as midnight, and his face was that of a Greek god. His shirt fit him like a glove with muscles threatening to rip thro—

A finger snapped in front of me.

"Hey!"

Startled, my eyes shot up.

He smirked at me. 

"H-hey," I cleared my throat. "What are you doing here?"

He cocked a perfectly shaped brow, "Last time I checked, this place belongs to me. The question is, who are you?"

He didn't remember me. Of course, he didn't. That short time obviously meant nothing to him. The pompous bastard! I wanted to strangle him, tie him to one of the horses, and watch him get dragged around like a—

"Hey!!!" Another finger snapped.

"Would you stop doing that?" I scoffed. "I’m Camilla, and I’m guessing you must be Noah?”

“Yes, that’s me. Now, if you would excuse me,” he pushed past me and went straight to the living room.

“Where do you think you’re going? You can’t just barge in like you own the place!”

“Uh, I kind of do.”

“That’s not the point!” I took a deep breath and said, “Let’s start again, shall we? Hi, my name is Camilla Walker.” 

He froze. Gotcha. 

“Camilla?” he breathed out.

I smiled, unable to stop myself. “Idiot. Yes, it’s me, same old Camilla.”

He shook his head in disbelief, “You run this place now?”

I turned around to drag his suitcases in. So heavy. I stiffened when I felt his hand on the small of my back. “Here, let me help you.”

“Thank you.” I cleared my throat and stepped away from the heat of his body.

Once I had cleared everything out of the way, I shut the door and made my way back into the living room. 

He stood off to the corner, watching me with dark eyes. “You haven’t answered my question,” he stated.

“Yes, I do.” I sat down on a couch and gestured for him to do the same. “Your grandfather handed over to me few days before he died.” I sighed and continued, “He never really told me why. All he said was he trusts that it’s in good hands.” I smiled as I recalled that day. “And you? What are you doing here? It didn’t seem like you care enough to come back,” I squinted my eyes. “You weren’t even at his burial.”

He looked away and raked his fingers through his hair, “I was. I didn’t stay for long, though. That was probably why you didn’t see me.”

“Why?” I cocked my head. “Hiding from someone?”

He chuckled lightly and nodded, “Something like that.”

“And as for why I’m here...let’s just say I ran away,” he said.

I leaned forward and wiggled my eyebrows, “What? You’ve got a crazy ex stalking you?”

“I’m sure you’d love that, wouldn’t you?” he laughed. “I just needed a break from everything. Being in the spotlight can be stressful, you know?”

“I actually don’t, but yeah, I think I can understand.” I stood up and led him to his room.

“How long do you plan on staying? Your suitcases are far too heavy for just a few days’ visit. And judging by what you said, I assume you have a business of your own to run. Who’s going to do that for you?”

I heard him grunt as he climbed the stairs behind me.

“My assistant will keep me updated.”

We turned a corner and stopped in front of his room. It’s the same one he used the last time he came. We stepped in, and he audibly gasped.

“It’s a bit dusty but don’t worry. I’ll have someone come clean it up for you.”

“Thank you.”

“Well,” I tucked my hands into my pocket. “If that’s all, I shall take my leave now.”  I had almost made it to the door when he called me. 

“Good night, Camilla.”

I left without an answer.

When I got back to my room, I landed on the bed with a thud. I tried my best to hide it when I was with him, but my heart was racing. I never thought I would see him again, not after such a long time.

At Paul’s funeral, I searched for him. It wasn’t that I still had feelings for him, no. I just wanted to know how he was doing. He was pretty close to Paul, and I knew Paul’s death must have affected him badly. So imagine my surprise when he didn’t show up. I was a little upset with him then, but over the years, I stopped thinking about it.

I wondered if he was single as I got up to change into my pajamas. His response earlier didn’t seem like he was in a relationship. Although, it didn’t seem like he wasn’t either. 

After changing, I went into the bathroom to brush my teeth and wash my face. It was a routine I was particular about. I wasn’t in the city, but I still had to have smooth skin.

After I finished, I was surprised when I saw the time. I was so lost in my thoughts that I didn’t realize it was 12:30 am already. I closed the curtains, turned off the lights, and went to sleep. 
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Noah
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TRUE TO CAMILLA’S WORD, a maid came to clean my room. She didn’t take long to do everything as the room was not that big anyway. When she finished, I took a desperate shower and ate the leftover snacks I bought on the way here. 

She didn’t offer me food, was all I could think about as I ate. 

When I left New York for Kansas, it never crossed my mind that I would meet Camilla. Especially not at the ranch. The last time I saw her was the summer after high school. We were close and had feelings for each other during that time, but it was nothing serious as we both knew I was leaving for college. It was still one of the happiest moments in my life. 

Back then, she was just a cute teenager. The person I saw last night was a full-grown, beautiful, and sexy woman. She still had a smart mouth, though. She was always like that, calm and polite when necessary but never afraid to speak her mind. She was never scared to call out my bullshit. Apart from grandpa, she was the only one who could. That was the trait that attracted me to her in the first place. That and her pretty face.

Once I had rested enough, I stretched out my limbs and climbed out of bed. I got dressed then went out in search of Camilla.

I went to the living room. It looked cleaner than last night, so I assumed Camilla must have woken up early to do it. 

“Camilla! Camilla!?”

Where is she? I thought as I wandered to the kitchen. “She’s not here either,” I muttered to myself. Perhaps she’s at the ranch.

“She could’ve woken me up at least,” I grumbled underneath my breath. “I should ask for her number next time.”

Since I was alone, I decided to look around the house and give myself a mini-tour. 

The place had changed since I’d last been here. Before, when it was just grandpa, it looked a bit...bare. Now it was easy to tell a woman lived here. In place of plain white walls were cream ones with pictures and artwork adorning it. The once U-shaped couches had been replaced with L-shaped ones with a love seat beside them.

I made my way into the kitchen and admired the red print wallpaper on one side of the wall. A little four-legged table served as a dining table with two chairs, one on each side. On the windows sat two flower vases, each with a different flower: Yarrow and Marigold. The flowers looked healthy; one could tell she looked after them. The windows had a nice view of the ranch, and I walked closer to feel the cool breeze flowing through. It got a little cold, so I closed the windows and went up to my room.

At first, I was going to watch a movie, but I had a company to run, so I decided to check on it. I left my college buddy, Jason, in charge. He was more than capable of handling things, but it wouldn’t hurt to check.

He picked up on the third ring. “Well, well...if it isn’t New York’s most eligible bachelor and multibillionaire. How may I help you today, sir?”

I rolled my eyes. “Cut the crap. How’s my company doing?”

“Hello, how are you?” he said. “Ouch, Noah! I’m really hurt. And here I thought you missed me.”

“Jason,” I gritted my teeth.

“Okay, okay,” he sighed. “Everything is going well. A few investors wanted to know your whereabouts and if you’re doing well after the whole fiasco.”

Ah! The main reason why I ran away.

After that, Jason filled me in on every other thing that had happened in the company. As expected, the gossips grew, my staff wondered where I was, and the media churned up even more stories as to why I just “went off-grid.” Their words, not mine.

We went on to talk some more about personal stuff, and I told him about Camilla.

“Wait, the same Camilla you wouldn’t shut up about for months?” he sounded shocked.

“Yeah, man, the same one.” I chuckled. “Imagine me coming here, thinking I would meet a dude or some old lady, and boom! It turns out to be her.”

“She’s got nice racks?” I could feel him smirking through
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