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A MILLIONAIRE’S HEART | CHAPTER 1: THE GIRL IN THE BLACK CAR

Sophie: Are you coming home soon?

Ethan: Soon. Go to sleep.

Ethan: I’m on my way. Don’t wait up.

Sophie: You always say that.

Will I see you again?

CHAPTER 2: A WORLD MADE OF GLASS

Will I see you again?

Because I wanted to.

CHAPTER 3: THE INVITATION

Because I wanted to.

Hello, Ethan. It’s Isabella.

I hope this isn’t strange. I got your number from the restaurant delivery information.

I wanted to ask you something.

What?

Would you like to come to dinner tonight?

Would you like to come to dinner tonight?

Where?

My home.

No.

Why?

Because I want to talk to you.

About what?

About you.

I’m not sure that’s a good idea.

Neither am I.

But I still want you to come.

Fine.

Really?

You invited me. | I wasn’t sure you would say yes. | Neither was I.

I’ll send you the address.

But I still want you to come.

CHAPTER 4: THE SECRET IN THE PHOTOGRAPH

Will I see you again?

Do you know what his father did?

Isabella: Good morning.

Good morning.

Did you sleep?

Yes.

Not really.

Me neither.

Why not?

I was thinking about last night.

The food was good.

I wasn’t thinking about the food.

The garden? | Maybe.

You’re using my word now. | I like it.

I want to see you again.

Where?

Somewhere normal.

You know normal places exist? | I have heard rumors.

Brothers forever.

CHAPTER 5: THE MAN WHO KNEW HIS FATHER

I met a millionaire’s daughter, fell for her, and discovered that her father knew my dead father?

Are you okay?

No.

What happened?

I talked to my mother. | About your father? | Yes.

What did she say?

She knew your father.

What? | She said my father betrayed yours.

My father betrayed your father? | That’s what she said.

I will find out the truth.

Your father told you to stay away from me. | I know. | My mother told me the same thing. | Then maybe we should listen.

But I don’t want to.

Neither do I.

Good.

Daniel Hart. | Michael Carter.

You promised we would build it together.

You promised we would build it together.

CHAPTER 6: THE NIGHT OF THE ACCIDENT

You have no idea who your father really was.

We need to talk.

Who gave you my number?

That doesn’t matter.

Then what does?

Come alone.

If anything happens to me, find the account in Zurich.

LOCAL BUSINESSMAN DIES IN CAR ACCIDENT.

Victor Hale.

CHAPTER 7: THE NAME IN THE ENVELOPE

317.

Clara Morgan.

Ethan, if you are reading this, then I was unable to tell you the truth myself.

I do not know who you will become when you find this. I do not know if you will hate me. Perhaps you should.

There are things about my life that I kept from you and your mother. I told myself I was protecting you. The truth is that I was afraid.

Daniel Hart was once my best friend. We built a business together. But money changed everything.

Daniel believes he destroyed my life. Perhaps he did. But he was not the only person involved.

He was not the only person involved.

There is a man named Victor Hale. Do not trust him.

Victor Hale is more dangerous than Daniel. Daniel wanted money. Victor wanted control.

If something happens to me, find Clara Morgan. She knows the truth.

Trust no one until you find her.

I opened the envelope. Who is Clara Morgan?

Good morning.

Good morning. | Did you sleep? | Not really. | Me neither.

Who is she? | Clara Morgan. | Do you know her? | No. My father did.

Where did you get the photograph?

Three days before his death.

Your father did not die alone.

C. MORGAN

LOCAL WOMAN DISAPPEARS AFTER BUSINESS SCANDAL.

Authorities believe Clara Morgan left the country voluntarily.

She did not leave voluntarily.

Who was with Michael Carter the night he died?

CHAPTER 8: THE FRIEND WHO KNEW TOO MUCH

Stop looking for Clara Morgan.

You are already too close.

12.

Listen alone.

Even the people closest to me may be lying.

We need to talk.

Where?

The old garage.

VICTOR HALE.

CLARA MORGAN.

The truth is hidden where the story began.

CHAPTER 9: THE WOMAN WHO CAME BACK FROM THE DEAD

C.M.

17-04-98.

You want to know where Clara Morgan is?

Come to the old hotel. Midnight. Alone.

Midnight. The old hotel.

Bring the notebook.

And bring Alexander.

CHAPTER 10: THE PRICE OF THE TRUTH

Your father should have killed Michael when he had the chance.

Your mother is safe.

For now.

The truth is not in the notebook.

Ethan, | If you are reading this, then you are old enough to know the truth.

Your mother did not betray me.

Daniel did.

But not in the way you think.

Daniel did not give Victor the documents.

He gave them to your mother.

I asked him to.

Because I knew I was going to die.

The person I could not trust was not Daniel.

It was someone in my own home.

Someone who knew every secret.

Ethan, if your mother is not with you when you read this, do not trust—

CHAPTER 11: THE SECRET IN THE MEMORY CARD

MICHAEL CARTER — FINAL RECORDING

17-04-1998.mp4

04171998

Richard Morgan was not the man who betrayed Michael.

He was the man Michael believed had betrayed him.

The real traitor is someone else.

Someone who was present when Michael recorded this message.

You found the recording.

Now find the woman in the red dress.

She is closer than you think.

CHAPTER 12: THE WOMAN IN THE RED DRESS

PLAY ME.

THE WOMAN IN THE RED DRESS WAS A WITNESS.

THE KILLER WAS THE WOMAN IN THE DOORWAY.

You have the wrong woman.

The woman in the red dress is not Isabella.

It is Clara.

Bring the notebook to the old mansion. | Come alone. | Or Clara dies.

The truth is not in the notebook.

Ask her what happened to the woman in the red dress.

CHAPTER 13: THE WOMAN WHO NEVER DIED

THE TRUTH IS NOT IN THE NOTEBOOK.

CHAPTER 14: TWO MOTHERS

CHAPTER 15: THE FATHER WHO CAME BACK FROM THE DEAD

CHAPTER 16: THE HOUSE OF SECRETS

THE CARD IS NOT THE ONLY EVIDENCE.

COME TO THE CITY ARCHIVES.

COME ALONE, ETHAN.

BRING YOUR FATHER.

CHAPTER 17: THE BROTHER IN THE SHADOWS

CHAPTER 18: THE SON WHO BETRAYED HIS FATHER

ETHAN CARTER.

THE CHILD MUST NEVER KNOW THAT SARAH CARTER IS NOT HIS MOTHER.

CHAPTER 19: THE HEIR OF TWO FAMILIES

I was his prisoner.

CHAPTER 20: THE BROTHER NO ONE KNEW

WELCOME HOME, LITTLE BROTHERS.

COME BEFORE MIDNIGHT IF YOU WANT TO SEE VICTORIA ALIVE.

CHAPTER 21: THE GRANDFATHER WHO NEVER DIED

CHAPTER 22: THE WOMAN IN THE BURNING HOUSE

ETHAN AND LUCAS — BORN AT 11:42 PM.

You are already like me.

CHAPTER 23: THE SHOT THAT CHANGED EVERYTHING

Only one of them can inherit.

THE EMPIRE BELONGS TO THE ONE WHO KNOWS THE TRUTH.

ETHAN CARTER.

ETHAN ALEXANDER CARTER.

ELEANOR CARTER.

MICHAEL CARTER.

THE ORIGINAL SUCCESSION AGREEMENT.

LUCAS CARTER.

CHAPTER 24: THE MAN WHO OWNED EVERYTHING

IDENTITY VERIFIED.

SUCCESSION TRANSFER INITIATED.

ERROR.

SECOND HEIR REQUIRED.

SECOND IDENTITY VERIFIED.

TRANSFER IN PROGRESS.

SYSTEM OVERRIDE.

TRANSFER RECIPIENT: ETHAN CARTER.

ALL ASSETS TRANSFERRED.

GLOBAL ASSET LIQUIDATION: 87% COMPLETE.

CHAPTER 25: THE BROTHER WHO BURNED THE EMPIRE

GLOBAL ASSET LIQUIDATION: 92% COMPLETE.

GLOBAL ASSET LIQUIDATION: 95% COMPLETE.

ASSET DESTINATION: PUBLIC TRUST.

GLOBAL ASSET LIQUIDATION: CANCELED.

ALL RECOVERABLE ASSETS RETURNED.

ASSET CONTROL OVERRIDE.

SARAH CARTER.

CONTROL TRANSFER INITIATED.

CHAPTER 26: THE WOMAN WHO WAS NEVER SARAH

SARAH CARTER.

CONTROL TRANSFER INITIATED.

CONTROL TRANSFER: 12%

CONTROL TRANSFER: 31%

CONTROL TRANSFER: 48%

CONTROL TRANSFER: 55%

CORE ACCESS REQUIRED.

IDENTITY REQUIRED.

DNA VERIFIED. | IDENTITY VERIFIED. | MEMORY KEY REQUIRED.

MEMORY VERIFIED.

WELCOME, ALEXANDER CARTER.

ALEXANDER CARTER — PRIMARY ACCESS.

ALEXANDER CARTER.

IDENTITY ACCEPTED. | ETHAN CARTER. | PRIMARY ACCESS GRANTED.

EXTERNAL ACCESS DETECTED.

GLOBAL CONTROL ACTIVATION: 09:59

08:42

07:59

CONFIRM DELETION OF PRIMARY IDENTITY?

YES. | CHAPTER 27: THE MAN WHO DISAPPEARED | YES.

PRIMARY IDENTITY DELETION CONFIRMED.

07:42

ACCESS DENIED.

ACCESS DENIED.

CANCEL DELETION?

YES. | NO.

06:58

06:12

05:34

FILE REMOVED. | FILE REMOVED. | FILE REMOVED.

04:21

03:47

03:02

SECONDARY ADMINISTRATOR: LUCAS CARTER.

02:14

01:36

01:00

PRIMARY ADMINISTRATOR: ETHAN CARTER. | SECONDARY ADMINISTRATOR: LUCAS CARTER.

CONFIRM TOTAL SYSTEM DELETION?

YES.

SYSTEM DESTROYED. | IDENTITIES DELETED. | FREEDOM RESTORED.

UNKNOWN PERSON DETECTED.

YOU DESTROYED THE SYSTEM. | BUT YOU DID NOT DESTROY US.

THE BLACK COUNCIL IS COMING.

CHAPTER 28: THE WORLD FORGOT HIS NAME

THE BLACK COUNCIL IS COMING.

ALEXANDER.

YOU WERE TOLD YOUR FAMILY DIED. | YOU WERE LIED TO.

YOUR DAUGHTER IS ALIVE.

UNKNOWN.

YOU WANT TO FIND ISABELLA?

COME ALONE.

BRING ALEXANDER.

NO ONE ELSE.

OR ISABELLA DIES.

YOU SHOULD HAVE COME WITH HIM.

BECAUSE WE KNOW WHAT YOU DID.

WE KNOW YOU WERE THE ONE WHO BETRAYED US.

CHAPTER 29: THE DAUGHTER OF THE SHADOWS

CHAPTER 30: A MILLIONAIRE’S HEART

He owns her.

UNKNOWN IDENTITY DETECTED. | ACCESS GRANTED.

PRIMARY USER: UNKNOWN. | SECONDARY USER: UNKNOWN.

DESTROY HALCYON?

YES.

I love you.
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​A MILLIONAIRE’S HEART

​CHAPTER 1: THE GIRL IN THE BLACK CAR
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The rain had been falling over London for almost three hours.

It was the kind of rain that made the entire city look like a painting left unfinished. The streets were shining beneath the yellow glow of streetlights, red buses moved slowly through the darkness, and the windows of expensive restaurants reflected the blurred figures of people rushing to escape the cold.

Ethan Carter stood beneath the broken roof of an old bus shelter.

He had been waiting for twenty-three minutes.

He knew because he had checked the time on his phone exactly seven times.

11:47 p.m.

The last bus was supposed to arrive at 11:25.

Of course, it was late.

Everything in Ethan’s life seemed to be late.

The bus.

His salary.

His dreams.

Sometimes, even hope.

He pulled the zipper of his black jacket higher, trying to protect himself from the cold. The jacket had once belonged to his father. It was too large around the shoulders and too short around the sleeves, but Ethan had never replaced it.

His father had worn it for years.

Now Ethan did.

That was how life worked.

People disappeared.

Their clothes remained.

Ethan looked down at his shoes.

The left one was beginning to fall apart. There was a small hole near the sole, and every time he stepped into a puddle, cold water found its way inside.

He sighed.

Tomorrow, he would need to buy new shoes.

He had been saying that for almost six months.

His phone vibrated.

Ethan took it from his pocket.
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Sophie: Are you coming home soon?
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He smiled faintly.

Sophie was always waiting for him.

Even when he told her not to.

Ethan began typing.
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Ethan: Soon. Go to sleep.
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He stared at the message.

Then he deleted it.

Sophie would not sleep.

She would wait by the window, just as she had done many times before.

So Ethan typed again.
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Ethan: I’m on my way. Don’t wait up.
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He sent the message.

A few seconds later, another message appeared.
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Sophie: You always say that.
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Ethan smiled.

Despite the cold.

Despite the exhaustion.

Despite the fact that his entire body hurt after working almost sixteen hours.

His little sister could still make him smile.

He put the phone back into his pocket and looked toward the road.

Nothing.

No bus.

No taxi.

Only rain.

Ethan worked two jobs.

During the day, he worked in a small restaurant near the center of London. At night, he delivered food whenever he could find extra work.

It was not the life he had imagined when he was younger.

When he was seventeen, Ethan had believed he would become an architect.

He had loved drawing buildings.

He had spent hours designing houses in the back of old notebooks.

He had believed that one day, he would design something beautiful.

Then his father died.

His mother became ill.

And Sophie was still a child.

Dreams had suddenly become luxuries.

Ethan had learned that people like him did not always have the privilege of chasing what they wanted.

Sometimes, they simply did what was necessary.

He looked at the road again.

And then he saw the car.

A black Mercedes moved slowly through the rain.

It was beautiful.

Perfect.

Completely out of place beside the old bus shelter.

The car stopped directly in front of him.

Ethan frowned.

The rear door opened.

A woman stepped out.

For a moment, Ethan forgot about the rain.

She was wearing a long black coat that looked more expensive than everything he owned.

Her dark brown hair fell over her shoulders, and the wind pushed several strands across her face. She held a black umbrella, but the strong rain made it almost useless.

She looked beautiful.

But that was not what caught Ethan’s attention.

It was her expression.

She looked tired.

Not physically tired.

Something deeper.

The kind of tiredness that came from carrying something nobody else could see.

The woman walked toward the bus shelter.

“Excuse me,” she said.

Ethan looked behind him.

There was nobody else there.

“Me?”

She gave him a small smile.

“Yes. You.”

Ethan stood up straighter.

“How can I help you?”

She glanced toward the black car.

“My car has stopped.”

Ethan looked at the vehicle.

A man in a dark suit was standing beside the open hood.

“You have a driver.”

“Yes.”

“And he can’t fix it?”

The woman looked toward the driver.

“He says he needs help.”

Ethan raised an eyebrow.

“Then why did you come to me?”

The woman looked at him.

For a second, she seemed to consider the question.

“Because you look like you know what you’re doing.”

Ethan glanced down at himself.

His wet jacket.

His old shoes.

His tired face.

“That’s a strange way to describe me.”

“You look like someone who has had a difficult day.”

Ethan looked at her.

He was not sure why those words affected him.

Most people looked at him and saw his clothes.

They saw the old jacket.

The cheap shoes.

The tired eyes.

They saw a poor man.

But this woman had looked at him and seen something else.

“Having a difficult day doesn’t mean I know how to fix a car,” he said.

“No.”

She paused.

“But I was hoping you might.”

Ethan looked at the car again.

He knew a little about cars.

His father had been a mechanic.

Before everything changed, Ethan had spent most of his childhood in his father’s garage.

He had learned how engines worked.

He had learned how to change tires.

He had learned that machines, unlike people, usually gave you a clear reason when something was wrong.

Ethan stepped into the rain.

The woman followed him with her eyes.

“What’s the problem?” he asked.

The driver immediately walked toward him.

“We don’t need help.”

Ethan looked at him.

“That’s good.”

The driver frowned.

“Good?”

“Yes. Then you can fix the car.”

The man stared at him.

The woman covered a smile.

Ethan opened the hood.

He examined the engine.

The rain grew heavier.

Within seconds, his hair was completely wet.

The woman stood nearby, holding her umbrella.

It did not cover him.

Ethan did not expect it to.

He had not expected much from life for a long time.

After several minutes, he found the problem.

“The battery connection is loose.”

The driver stepped closer.

“Are you sure?”

Ethan looked at him.

“No.”

The driver blinked.

Ethan continued.

“I just enjoy standing in the rain and pretending to understand cars.”

The woman laughed.

It was a beautiful sound.

Ethan looked at her.

For the first time, he saw her smile properly.

And for a moment, the rain seemed quieter.

He turned back to the engine.

The driver said nothing.

Ethan tightened the connection.

The car started.

The engine roared to life.

The woman looked impressed.

“You fixed it.”

Ethan closed the hood.

“I tightened a cable.”

“Still.”

She smiled.

“You fixed it.”

Ethan shrugged.

“Try not to break it again.”

The driver looked offended.

The woman laughed again.

Ethan looked at her.

He did not know why he noticed every small thing about her.

The way she smiled.

The way she looked at him.

The way she seemed completely comfortable in a world he could never enter.

He stepped back.

“Well, your car is fixed.”

“Thank you.”

“Sure.”

The woman reached into her purse.

Ethan immediately shook his head.

“No.”

She stopped.

“I haven’t said anything.”

“You were going to give me money.”

She looked surprised.

“How did you know?”

Ethan gave her a look.

“Because people like you usually do.”

The woman lowered her hand.

“People like me?”

Ethan immediately regretted his words.

“Forget it.”

“No.”

She looked at him with curiosity.

“What do you mean by people like me?”

Ethan looked at the car.

Then at her coat.

Then at the expensive watch on her wrist.

“People who don’t have to check their bank account before buying dinner.”

The woman stared at him.

Ethan expected her to be offended.

Instead, she smiled.

“That was very direct.”

“I wasn’t trying to be rude.”

“You were definitely being rude.”

“Sorry.”

She looked at him for another moment.

Then her expression softened.

“It’s fine.”

She put her purse away.

Ethan nodded.

“Good.”

A strange silence settled between them.

The driver stood near the car.

The rain fell around them.

Ethan suddenly realized how strange the situation was.

He was standing beside a luxury car with a beautiful woman who was probably worth more money than he could earn in a hundred lifetimes.

He should leave.

So he did.

He turned around.

“Wait.”

Ethan stopped.

He looked back.

The woman was watching him.

“What is your name?”

He hesitated.

“Ethan.”

“Ethan what?”

“Carter.”

She nodded slowly.

“I’m Isabella.”

Ethan smiled slightly.

“Isabella what?”

She raised an eyebrow.

“Just Isabella.”

“That’s suspicious.”

She almost laughed.

“Why?”

“People who say ‘just Isabella’ usually have a very long last name.”

The woman looked away.

For the first time, Ethan noticed discomfort in her expression.

Then she looked back at him.

“Isabella Hart.”

Ethan’s smile disappeared.

He knew the name.

Everyone knew the name.

The Hart family was one of the richest families in London.

Daniel Hart owned hotels, restaurants, companies, and luxury properties across the country.

His name appeared in newspapers.

His face appeared on television.

People talked about him as if he were more powerful than politicians.

Ethan looked at the woman again.

Isabella Hart.

The daughter of Daniel Hart.

A millionaire.

Perhaps even a billionaire.

Ethan looked at the car.

Then at her expensive coat.

Then at his broken shoes.

“So you’re rich.”

Isabella raised an eyebrow.

“That was your reaction?”

“What should I have said?”

“I don’t know.”

“Nice to meet you, Miss Hart?”

She smiled.

“You could have.”

“I don’t think people like being reminded that they’re rich.”

“Most people don’t.”

Ethan nodded.

“Then I suppose I did you a favor.”

She laughed.

“You are very strange.”

“I’ve heard that before.”

“I’m sure you have.”

Ethan began walking away again.

“Ethan.”

He stopped.

He turned back.

Isabella was still standing beside the car.

“Will I see you again?”

The question surprised him.

He looked at her.

The rich girl.

The expensive car.

The perfect coat.

The lonely eyes.

She was from a world completely different from his.

A world of luxury hotels, private dinners, expensive parties, and people who probably never had to wait for a late bus in the rain.

Ethan was from a world of unpaid bills, cheap food, long shifts, and broken shoes.

Their worlds had nothing in common.

“London is a big city,” he said.

“That wasn’t an answer.”

“No.”

“Then what is the answer?”

Ethan looked at her for a moment.

He wanted to say no.

He should have said no.

But something about her made the word difficult.

So he smiled faintly.

“Maybe.”

Isabella smiled.

“Maybe?”

“Maybe.”

Then Ethan turned and walked away.

Isabella watched him disappear into the darkness.

She did not know why she continued looking.

She did not know why she remembered the sound of his voice.

She did not know why she was thinking about his eyes.

He had not looked at her the way other men did.

Most men looked at Isabella Hart and saw money.

They saw her father’s name.

They saw expensive dinners, luxury cars, and opportunities.

Ethan had looked at her and seen a tired woman standing in the rain.

Nothing more.

And somehow, that was exactly what made him different.

“Miss Hart?”

Isabella finally looked toward the driver.

“Yes?”

“Are we going?”

She looked down the empty street.

Ethan was gone.

“Yes,” she said quietly.

She stepped into the car.

The door closed.

Inside, the warmth surrounded her.

The leather seats were soft.

The windows were dark.

The world outside immediately became distant.

Isabella leaned back.

She should have felt comfortable.

She always did.

But tonight, she felt strangely restless.

“Where to?” the driver asked.

“Home.”

The car began to move.

Isabella looked out of the window.

The city passed by in blurred lights.

For some reason, she thought about Ethan’s broken shoes.

She thought about the way he had refused her money.

She thought about the way he had said her name.

Not Miss Hart.

Not the daughter of Daniel Hart.

Just Isabella.

She smiled faintly.

Then the smile disappeared.

Because she suddenly remembered something.

She had never told him where she worked.

She had never told him where she lived.

And yet, she had already begun wondering when she would see him again.

Across the city, Ethan finally reached home.

The apartment was small.

Too small for three people.

The walls were old.

The heating system worked only when it wanted to.

The kitchen light flickered.

But when Ethan opened the door, Sophie was sitting on the sofa.

She was wearing an oversized sweater and holding a book.

“You’re late,” she said.

Ethan took off his wet jacket.

“The bus was late.”

Sophie looked at his shoes.

“Those shoes are getting worse.”

“They’re fine.”

“Ethan.”

“They’re fine.”

Sophie sighed.

“You always say that.”

He smiled.

“And you’re always awake when I tell you not to wait.”

“Because you always come home late.”

“That’s not my fault.”

“You work too much.”

Ethan walked toward the kitchen.

“Did you eat?”

Sophie looked at him.

“Did you?”

Ethan opened the refrigerator.

There was almost nothing inside.

A carton of milk.

Half a loaf of bread.

Some cheese.

He closed the door.

“Yes.”

Sophie knew he was lying.

But she did not say anything.

Instead, she watched him.

“You look happy.”

Ethan turned.

“What?”

“You look happy.”

“I am tired.”

“That isn’t what I said.”

Ethan said nothing.

Sophie smiled.

“Who was she?”

Ethan froze.

“What?”

“The woman.”

Ethan stared at her.

“How do you know there was a woman?”

“Because you look like someone who met a woman.”

“That makes no sense.”

“It makes perfect sense.”

Ethan shook his head.

“Go to bed, Sophie.”

She smiled.

“So there was a woman.”

“There was a car.”

“A woman with the car?”

“Yes.”

“Was she beautiful?”

Ethan walked toward the hallway.

“Good night, Sophie.”

She laughed.

“That’s a yes!”

Ethan entered his room and closed the door.

He leaned against it.

For a few seconds, he stood there in silence.

Then he looked at his reflection in the small mirror beside his bed.

He looked exactly as he felt.

Tired.

Wet.

Poor.

He should have forgotten Isabella Hart.

She belonged to another world.

A world where people like Ethan did not belong.

But when he closed his eyes, he saw her smile.

He heard her laugh.

And he remembered her question.
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Will I see you again?
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Ethan sat on the edge of his bed.

He looked at his broken shoes.

Then he smiled to himself.

“Maybe,” he whispered.

Across London, Isabella Hart stood in front of the enormous windows of her bedroom.

Her room was larger than Ethan’s entire apartment.

The walls were decorated with expensive paintings.

The furniture had been designed especially for her.

A diamond necklace lay on the table.

She had received it that evening from her father.

She had not even looked at it properly.

Isabella stood in front of the window.

Rain covered the glass.

Somewhere out there, Ethan Carter was probably walking through the same city.

She wondered where he lived.

She wondered what he did.

She wondered why he had refused her money.

She wondered why she cared.

Isabella touched the glass.

For the first time in years, someone had looked at her without wanting anything.

And that frightened her more than she wanted to admit.

Because money had protected her from almost everything.

It had protected her from hunger.

From fear.

From uncertainty.

But it had never protected her from loneliness.

And now, a stranger with broken shoes had appeared in the rain.

A stranger who did not know her world.

A stranger who did not care about her family’s name.

A stranger who had looked at her as if she were simply a woman.

Not a millionaire.

Not an heiress.

Not the daughter of Daniel Hart.

Just Isabella.

She turned away from the window.

She did not know it yet, but the man she had met beneath the rain would soon become the most important person in her life.

And Ethan Carter did not know it either.

He did not know that the girl in the black car would change everything.

Their lives had collided for only a few minutes.

But sometimes, a few minutes were enough.

Enough to begin a story.

Enough to create a question.

Enough to make two completely different worlds move toward each other.

And when those worlds finally met again, neither Isabella nor Ethan would be ready for what came next.

Because love was coming.

But so was the past.

And the Hart family had secrets.

Secrets powerful enough to destroy everything.
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​CHAPTER 2: A WORLD MADE OF GLASS
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Three days passed after the night in the rain.

For Ethan Carter, life returned to normal.

Or at least, what he called normal.

He woke up at six in the morning.

He worked until the afternoon.

He ate something quickly.

Then he worked again.

By the time he returned home, the city was usually quiet and dark.

The memory of Isabella Hart slowly became something he tried not to think about.

He was successful for approximately ten minutes at a time.

Then he would remember her smile.

Or the way she had looked at him when he refused her money.

Or the question she had asked him.
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Will I see you again?
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Ethan had told himself that it meant nothing.

People said things.

People smiled.

People asked questions.

It did not mean anything.

Especially when the person was a woman like Isabella Hart.

She belonged to a world made of glass.

A world where everything was beautiful, expensive, and carefully protected.

Ethan’s world was different.

His world had cracked walls, unpaid bills, cold mornings, and people who worked until their bodies could no longer move.

Their worlds were not supposed to meet.

That was what Ethan told himself.

But life had a strange sense of humor.

On Friday morning, Ethan received a phone call from his manager.

“Ethan, I need you to do something for me.”

Ethan was standing in the restaurant kitchen, carrying a box of vegetables.

“If this is about covering another shift, the answer is no.”

His manager, Marcus, laughed.

“You haven’t even heard what I need.”

“I can guess.”

“You’re going to the Hart Hotel.”

Ethan stopped walking.

For a moment, the noise of the kitchen seemed to disappear.

“The what?”

“The Hart Hotel.”

Ethan slowly placed the box on the counter.

Marcus continued.

“We have a large delivery for their private event tonight. I need someone to take it there.”

Ethan stared at him.

“Send someone else.”

Marcus looked surprised.

“Why?”

“Because I said so.”

“That isn’t a reason.”

Ethan looked away.

He knew it was ridiculous.

The Hart family owned dozens of hotels.

There were probably thousands of people named Hart.

The possibility that he would see Isabella again was almost impossible.

And yet, the thought of walking into one of her family’s hotels made something uncomfortable move inside his chest.

Marcus folded his arms.

“You have a car.”

“It barely works.”

“You know how to drive.”

“Unfortunately.”

“And you need the extra money.”

Ethan sighed.

Marcus smiled.

“Exactly.”

Ethan hated when Marcus was right.

He grabbed the delivery list.

“What time?”

“Six.”

“Fine.”

“Thank you.”

“Don’t thank me.”

Marcus smiled.

“Try not to fall in love with anyone rich.”

Ethan looked at him.

“That is not going to happen.”

Marcus laughed.

“That’s what everyone says.”

At six o’clock, Ethan arrived at the Hart Hotel.

The building was enormous.

It stood in the center of London like a palace.

The entrance was covered by a large glass roof. Luxury cars were parked outside, and men in black suits opened doors for wealthy guests.

Ethan parked his old van at the service entrance.

He looked at the hotel through the windshield.

This was the kind of place where one night cost more than his monthly rent.

He shook his head.

“Just deliver the food,” he muttered.

He carried the boxes inside.

The kitchen staff immediately began unloading everything.

A woman with a clipboard checked the order.

“Is this everything?”

“Yes.”

She looked at Ethan.

“Name?”

“Ethan Carter.”

She looked down at the list.

“Carter?”

“Yes.”

“Fine.”

She turned away.

Ethan was about to leave when a familiar voice stopped him.

“Ethan?”

He froze.

He slowly turned around.

Isabella Hart stood at the entrance of the kitchen.

She was wearing a dark green dress.

It was simple.

Elegant.

Expensive.

Of course.

Her hair was tied back, revealing her face.

For several seconds, neither of them spoke.

Ethan looked at her.

Isabella looked at him.

Then she smiled.

“Maybe.”

Ethan stared at her.

“What?”

She walked closer.

“You said maybe.”

Ethan understood.

The night in the rain.

His answer.

“London is a big city,” he said.

“And yet, here you are.”

“I work here.”

“You work here?”

“No.”

He pointed toward the delivery boxes.

“I delivered food here.”

Isabella looked at the boxes.

Then back at him.

“That’s unfortunate.”

Ethan raised an eyebrow.

“Why?”

“Because now I have to admit that I was hoping to see you again.”

Ethan did not know what to say.

Isabella seemed to realize what she had said.

Her expression changed slightly.

“I’m sorry.”

“For what?”

“That was too honest.”

Ethan smiled.

“I don’t mind honest.”

“Good.”

Another silence.

This one felt different.

The kitchen was busy around them.

People moved from one side to another.

Orders were being shouted.

Plates were being prepared.

But Ethan could barely hear any of it.

He was too aware of Isabella.

“You look different,” she said.

Ethan looked down at himself.

“I’m wearing a clean shirt.”

“I noticed.”

He looked at her.

She smiled.

“I’m joking.”

“Are you?”

“Maybe.”

Ethan laughed.

Isabella watched him.

She liked his laugh.

It was not polished.

It was not controlled.

It was real.

She had spent her entire life surrounded by people who carefully controlled every word they said.

Ethan did not seem to know how to do that.

Or perhaps he simply did not care.

“Are you working tonight?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“What are you doing?”

She glanced toward the ballroom.

“There is a charity event.”

“Of course.”

“What does that mean?”

“Rich people eating expensive food to prove they care about poor people.”

Isabella stared at him.

Ethan immediately realized what he had said.

“Sorry.”

She smiled.

“No. You’re not entirely wrong.”

That surprised him.

“You agree?”

“Sometimes.”

He studied her.

“You’re different from what I expected.”

“Is that a compliment?”

“I haven’t decided yet.”

Isabella laughed.

A woman in an elegant black dress appeared behind her.

“Isabella.”

Isabella turned.

The woman was in her late fifties.

Her posture was perfect.

Her clothes were expensive.

Her expression was cold.

Ethan recognized her immediately.

Victoria Hart.

Isabella’s mother.

Victoria looked at Ethan.

Her eyes moved from his shoes to his jacket.

Then back to his face.

The judgment was immediate.

“Who is this?”

Isabella’s expression became more serious.

“This is Ethan.”

Victoria looked at her daughter.

“Ethan?”

“Ethan Carter.”

Victoria’s eyes narrowed slightly.

“Is he one of the staff?”

Ethan felt something inside him tighten.

Before he could answer, Isabella spoke.

“He delivered the food.”

“I see.”

Victoria looked at Ethan again.

“You can leave now.”

Ethan looked at Isabella.

She seemed uncomfortable.

He did not want to make the situation worse.

So he nodded.

“Goodbye.”

He turned away.

“Ethan.”

Isabella’s voice stopped him.

He turned.

She looked at him.

“Will you be here later?”

Ethan glanced at the ballroom.

“I don’t know.”

“I’ll be here.”

He understood what she meant.

He gave her a small smile.

“Maybe.”

Then he left.

Victoria watched him disappear.

“Who is he?”

Isabella looked at her mother.

“I told you.”

“I mean, who is he?”

“A delivery driver.”

Victoria’s expression hardened.

“Why were you talking to him?”

“Because he spoke to me.”

“That isn’t an answer.”

Isabella sighed.

“Mother, I have a charity event in twenty minutes.”

“Isabella.”

Victoria stepped closer.

“I know your father.”

The words were simple.

But Isabella understood the warning.

Her mother and father always knew everything.

Where she went.

Who she spoke to.

Who she met.

What people wanted from her.

Isabella crossed her arms.

“He is just a man I met.”

“Then keep it that way.”

Isabella stared at her.

“Why?”

Victoria looked toward the corridor where Ethan had disappeared.

“Because people like him do not enter our world without wanting something.”

Isabella’s face changed.

“You don’t know anything about him.”

“I know enough.”

“No, you don’t.”

Victoria’s eyes became colder.

“You are twenty-five years old, Isabella. You are old enough to understand that people are not always what they appear to be.”

“And you’re old enough to understand that not every poor person is trying to steal from us.”

For a moment, silence filled the corridor.

Victoria stared at her daughter.

Then she turned away.

“Your father is waiting for you.”

She walked toward the ballroom.

Isabella remained where she was.

Her eyes followed her mother.

She was angry.

But beneath the anger was something else.

Fear.

Because Victoria had not spoken like a mother giving advice.

She had spoken like someone who knew something.

Something about Ethan.

Something about the past.

Something Isabella did not understand.

Meanwhile, Ethan was walking toward the service exit.

He was angry with himself.

He should not have spoken to Isabella.

He should not have stayed.

He should not have enjoyed seeing her.

Most importantly, he should not have felt disappointed when her mother looked at him as if he were something dirty on the floor.

Ethan had experienced that look before.

Many times.

He was used to it.

But this time, it felt different.

Because Isabella had been standing beside him.

And for one brief moment, he had imagined that maybe he could belong in her world.

Then reality had reminded him.

He did not.

He reached the service entrance.

“Ethan.”

He stopped.

Isabella was standing behind him.

She had followed him.

He turned.

“Shouldn’t you be at your charity event?”

“I have time.”

“Your mother won’t like that.”

Isabella smiled.

“My mother doesn’t like many things.”

Ethan looked at her.

“Why did you follow me?”

She hesitated.

Then she answered honestly.

“Because I wanted to.”

That answer surprised him.

He looked away.

“That’s dangerous.”

“What is?”

“Wanting things.”

Isabella’s smile disappeared.

“Why?”

“Because sometimes you don’t get them.”

“Sometimes you do.”

“Not always.”

She studied him.

“You sound like someone who has learned that lesson.”

Ethan looked at the wet pavement outside.

“I have.”

Isabella took a step closer.

“What did you want?”

Ethan smiled without humor.

“A different life.”

She did not say anything.

For the first time, she understood that Ethan’s silence was not emptiness.

It was history.

A long history.

A history he did not talk about.

“What happened?” she asked.

Ethan looked at her.

“Nothing.”

“That isn’t true.”

“You don’t know me.”

“No.”

She smiled faintly.

“But I want to.”

The words hung between them.

Ethan felt his heart beat faster.

He should have walked away.

Instead, he stayed.

“Why?”

Isabella looked at him.

“I don’t know.”

It was the first time Ethan had seen her without an answer.

The first time she seemed uncertain.

The first time she looked less like Isabella Hart and more like a young woman trying to understand her own life.

Ethan smiled.

“That makes two of us.”

Isabella smiled back.

For a moment, the world became strangely quiet.

Then a voice came from behind her.

“Isabella.”

This time, it was a man’s voice.

Isabella’s expression changed immediately.

Ethan noticed.

A tall man stood near the entrance to the hotel.

He was dressed in a perfectly tailored suit.

His hair was dark.

His smile was confident.

He looked like someone who had never been refused anything.

Isabella’s face became distant.

“Alexander.”

The man walked toward them.

His eyes moved to Ethan.

“Who is this?”

Isabella’s shoulders became tense.

“Ethan.”

Alexander looked at Ethan.

Then at Isabella.

“Ethan?”

“Ethan Carter.”

Alexander smiled.

But there was no warmth in it.

“Nice to meet you.”

Ethan nodded.

“You too.”

Alexander turned toward Isabella.

“I’ve been looking for you.”

“I was busy.”

“I can see that.”

His eyes moved toward Ethan again.

Ethan understood the look.

It was not the same as Victoria’s.

Victoria had looked down on him.

Alexander had looked at him as competition.

That was strange.

Ethan had never met the man before.

Why would he care?

Isabella seemed to notice the tension.

“Ethan was just leaving.”

Ethan looked at her.

Was he?

He was not sure anymore.

But he nodded.

“Yeah.”

Alexander smiled.

“Good.”

Ethan looked at him.

The word was unnecessary.

He disliked him immediately.

“See you around,” Isabella said.

Ethan looked at her.

“Maybe.”

He turned and walked away.

Isabella watched him leave.

Alexander watched Isabella.

“You like him.”

It was not a question.

Isabella turned sharply.

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me.”

“You’ve known him for thirty seconds.”

“I’ve known you for years.”

“That doesn’t give you the right to tell me what I feel.”

Alexander smiled.

“You don’t have to tell me.”

Isabella looked toward the exit.

Ethan was gone.

She hated that she could still feel his presence.

She hated that her mother had warned her about him.

She hated that Alexander had noticed something she was still trying to understand.

And most of all, she hated that she wanted to see Ethan again.

“Stay away from him,” Alexander said.

Isabella looked at him.

“Why?”

Alexander’s smile disappeared.

“Because people like him don’t belong near you.”

The words were almost identical to her mother’s.

Isabella felt anger rise inside her.

“People like him?”

Alexander realized his mistake.

But it was too late.

She stepped closer.

“That’s what everyone keeps saying.”

“Isabella—”

“No.”

She shook her head.

“You know what? Maybe the problem isn’t people like Ethan.”

Alexander stared at her.

“Then what is the problem?”

Isabella looked at the glass doors.

Outside, Ethan was walking toward the street.

“The problem is that everyone keeps telling me who I am allowed to love.”

Alexander’s face hardened.

“Love?”

Isabella froze.

The word had escaped before she could stop it.

She looked away.

“No.”

Alexander stared at her.

“You don’t love him.”

“I said no.”

“You barely know him.”

“I know.”

“Then don’t use words you don’t understand.”

Isabella looked back at him.

For the first time, Alexander’s expression showed something beneath his confidence.

Fear.

And Isabella did not understand why.

The evening continued.

The charity event began.

Important people arrived.

Photographers took pictures.

Waiters carried expensive food.

Isabella stood beside her parents, smiling for cameras.

She listened to speeches about helping the poor.

She watched millionaires promise to change the world.

She applauded when everyone else applauded.

But her mind was somewhere else.

With a man in a broken jacket.

A man who had refused her money.

A man who had looked at her mother without fear.

A man who had said that wanting things was dangerous.

Across the city, Ethan drove his old van home.

He was exhausted.

But he could not sleep.

He kept thinking about Isabella.

He remembered the way she had followed him.

The way she had said:

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Because I wanted to.
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He had spent his entire life believing that people like Isabella did not want people like him.

But she had looked at him differently.

That was dangerous.

Very dangerous.

Because Ethan knew something about people.

When someone made you feel seen, you began wanting them to look at you again.

And wanting was the beginning of trouble.

When he arrived home, Sophie was sitting at the kitchen table.

She looked up.

“You saw her again.”

Ethan stopped.

“How do you keep doing that?”

Sophie smiled.

“Your face.”

“What about it?”

“You have the same face you had three days ago.”

Ethan took off his jacket.

“I have one face.”

“No. You have a normal face and an Isabella face.”

Ethan stared at her.

“Sophie.”

She laughed.

“So her name is Isabella.”

Ethan froze.

He had never told Sophie her name.

Sophie pointed at him.

“There. That face.”

Ethan sighed.

“She is just someone I met.”

“Twice.”

“Coincidence.”

“Sure.”

“She is rich.”

Sophie tilted her head.

“Is that a problem?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because our lives are different.”

Sophie looked at him carefully.

“Maybe she doesn’t care.”

Ethan laughed.

“She will.”

“How do you know?”

“Because everyone does.”

Sophie was quiet for a moment.

Then she said:

“Maybe you are the one who cares.”

Ethan looked at her.

He did not answer.

Because maybe she was right.

Later that night, Ethan stood beside his bedroom window.

The city was quiet.

The rain had stopped.

He looked toward the distant lights.

Somewhere beyond them was the Hart Hotel.

Somewhere beyond that was Isabella.

He told himself he would not see her again.

He told himself it was better that way.

But deep down, he already knew the truth.

He wanted to see her.

And Isabella wanted to see him.

The problem was that neither of them understood why.

And while they were beginning to move toward each other, someone else was watching.

Inside the Hart family home, Victoria Hart stood in Daniel Hart’s office.

Her husband sat behind his desk.

“She met him again,” Victoria said.

Daniel slowly looked up.

“Who?”

“Ethan Carter.”

For a moment, Daniel said nothing.

Then the color disappeared from his face.

“Where?”

“At the hotel.”

Daniel stood.

“Are you sure?”

Victoria stared at him.

“Of course I am.”

Daniel walked toward the window.

His hands tightened.

After all these years.

He had believed the past was buried.

He had believed nobody would ever find out.

He had believed Ethan Carter was just another poor young man in London.

But now, his daughter had met him.

Twice.

Daniel closed his eyes.

“Keep Isabella away from him.”

Victoria looked at her husband.

“You know who he is.”

Daniel did not answer.

“Daniel.”

He turned.

His expression was hard.

“Do not ask questions.”

Victoria stared at him.

“What are you hiding?”

Daniel looked toward the dark city outside.

Some secrets were not meant to be remembered.

Some names were not meant to return.

And Ethan Carter’s name had just returned to his life.

The man who had once destroyed everything.

The man Daniel Hart had spent years trying to forget.

The man whose son had just met his daughter.

Daniel looked at the rain-covered glass.

His voice was barely a whisper.

“No.”

He shook his head.

“It can’t be.”

But somewhere deep inside, he already knew.

The past had found them.

And this time, it had brought love with it.
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​CHAPTER 3: THE INVITATION
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The next morning, Ethan woke up with a strange feeling.

He did not know what it was.

It was not happiness.

It was not fear.

It was something between the two.

He had slept badly.

Every time he closed his eyes, he saw Isabella standing outside the Hart Hotel.

He remembered the way she had looked at him.

The way she had followed him.

The way she had said:
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Because I wanted to.
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Ethan had spent most of his life learning not to want things.

Wanting made people vulnerable.

Wanting created expectations.

Expectations created disappointment.

And disappointment was something Ethan knew very well.

He got out of bed and went to the kitchen.

Sophie was already there.

She was sitting at the table with a cup of tea and a book open in front of her.

She looked up.

“You look terrible.”

Ethan opened the refrigerator.

“Good morning to you too.”

“I mean it with love.”

“Thank you.”

“You didn’t sleep.”

“I slept.”

“For how long?”

Ethan took out a carton of milk.

“Enough.”

Sophie watched him.

“Did you think about her?”

Ethan stopped.

He slowly turned around.

“Who?”

Sophie smiled.

“Your face again.”

“I don’t have an Isabella face.”

“You do.”

“I don’t.”

“You absolutely do.”

Ethan poured milk into a glass.

Sophie leaned forward.

“Did she give you her phone number?”

“No.”

“Did you give her yours?”

“No.”

“Then how are you going to see her again?”

Ethan drank the milk.

“I’m not.”

Sophie stared at him.

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s better.”

“For who?”

Ethan did not answer.

Sophie smiled.

“That means you don’t know.”

Ethan put the glass down.

“Sophie.”

She raised her hands.

“Fine. I won’t say anything.”

Ethan nodded.

“Good.”

There was silence.

For approximately three seconds.

“So, when are you seeing her again?”

Ethan closed his eyes.

“Sophie.”

She laughed.

Before Ethan could say anything else, his phone vibrated.

He looked down.

It was a message from an unknown number.

His heart stopped.

For one strange second, he knew who it was.

He opened the message.
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Hello, Ethan. It’s Isabella.
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He stared at the screen.

Sophie immediately noticed his expression.

“Is it her?”

Ethan looked at her.

“How do you know?”

“You have the face.”

He ignored her and continued reading.
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I hope this isn’t strange. I got your number from the restaurant delivery information.
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Ethan stared at the message.

She had gotten his number from the restaurant.

He should have been concerned.

Instead, he smiled.

Another message appeared.
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I wanted to ask you something.
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Ethan typed:
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What?
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The reply came almost immediately.
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Would you like to come to dinner tonight?
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Ethan stopped breathing for a moment.

He read the message again.

Then a third time.

Sophie was watching him.

“What did she say?”

“Nothing.”

“That is clearly not true.”

Ethan put the phone face down on the table.

Sophie stood up.

“Ethan.”

“No.”

“What did she say?”

“Nothing important.”

Sophie walked around the table.

“Give me your phone.”

“No.”

“Ethan.”

“Absolutely not.”

She reached for it.

Ethan moved faster and picked it up.

Sophie laughed.

“You are acting like a teenager.”

“I am not.”

“You are.”

Ethan looked at the message again.
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Would you like to come to dinner tonight?
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He had no idea what to say.

He had never been invited to dinner by a woman like Isabella.

He had never even been inside a place where people like Isabella ate dinner.

He typed:
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Where?
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Her answer arrived.
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My home.
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Ethan stared at the screen.

He immediately typed:
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No.
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Then he stopped.

He looked at the word.

He should send it.

He knew he should.

Instead, he deleted it.

He typed:
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