
ONE YEAR ARRANGED 

HUSBAND

An Arranged Husband Series Novel — Book 1

A Billionaire Marriage of Convenience Romance

 

A Novel

 

Logan Blackwood  

 

— 1 —


Copyright

Logan Blackwood © 2026. All rights reserved.

First Edition

No  part  of  this  publication  may  be  reproduced,  distributed,  or  transmitted  in  any  form  or  by  any means,  including  photocopying,  recording,  or  other  electronic  or  mechanical  methods,  without  the prior  written  permission  of  the  author,  except  in  the  case  of  brief  quotations  embodied  in  critical reviews and certain other non-commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

 

— 2 —


DISCLAIMER

This  is  a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the 

products  of  the  author’s  imagination  or  used  in  a  fictitious  manner.  Any  resemblance  to  actual 

persons,  living  or  dead,  or  actual  events  is  purely  coincidental.  Thorne  Industries  is  a  fictional 

company. All Chicago locations are used fictitiously.

This  novel  contains  mature  romantic  themes  and  depictions  of  corporate  conspiracy  intended  for 

readers aged 18 and over.
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For the ones who look until they see.

And for the ones who finally let themselves be looked at.
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“There is a difference between a mechanism and a reason. I’d expect a litigator to 

understand that.”

— Maya Chen
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PROLOGUE

The Terms

Lucas — Chicago, Illinois. Six months before the contract.

The letter had been read so many times that the paper no longer felt like paper. 

It  had  the  texture  of  something  worn  into  submission  —  the  particular  softness  of a document  that  had  been  folded and unfolded hundreds of times, in hundreds of different states  of  mind,  and  had  absorbed  them  all  without  giving  any  of  them back. Lucas knew every word of it. He had memorized it the night he found it, seven years ago, sitting in this same  chair,  in  this  same  study,  with  his  father  three  weeks  in  the  ground  and  the estate lawyers  waiting  in  the  hall  and  the  specific,  howling  clarity  of  a  man  who  had  just understood that grief was the least of what he was feeling. 

He read it anyway. 

He always read it. 

The  paper  was  ivory  bond, his father's personal stationery, the kind Edmund Thorne had  used  for  correspondence  since  before  Lucas  was  born.  The  handwriting  was  his father's  too  —  the  controlled,  angular  script  of  a  man  who  had  taught  himself  to  write clearly  as  a  discipline,  the  way  he  had  taught  himself  everything:  through  the conviction that precision was a form of respect for the person receiving it. 

Lucas, the letter began. 

If you're reading this before I expected, start with the Board. 

That was the first line. Seven years ago it had hit him like a fist. Now it hit him like a hand  on  the  shoulder  —  still  significant,  but  no longer surprising. His father had known. Edmund Thorne had known, in the quiet, relentless way that he knew everything relevant to the preservation of what he had built, that something was wrong. That the wrong thing was inside the building. That he might not have enough time to address it himself. 

He had been right on all three counts. 
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Lucas  set  the  letter  on the desk. The study was cold — it was always cold in the Lake Forest  house,  even  in  October,  the  kind  of  deep-set  chill  that  came  from  walls  that  had been  holding  themselves  together  since  1927  and  had  decided  that warmth was not their primary  function.  He  had  not  changed  anything  in  this room since his father's death. He had  not  changed  anything  in  this  house.  He  came  here  four  times  a  year,  slept  in  his childhood bedroom with the same navy coverlet, worked at his father's desk, and read the letter. Then he drove back to Chicago and went to work. 

The work was the plan. 

The  plan  was  the  only  thing  that  had  kept  him  functional  for  seven  years,  and functional  was  the  word  he  used  because  alive  felt  like  too  much  credit  for  what  he  had been  doing.  He  had  been  operational.  He  had  run  the  company  with  the  precision  his father had taught him and the ruthlessness the situation had required and the specific, cold patience of a man who understood that moving too fast would get him killed. 

Not literally. Probably. 

But  Edmund  Thorne's  death  had  taught  Lucas  one  thing  above  all  others:  that  the people who had something to protect were capable of anything to protect it, and that they would  dress  the  anything  in  the  appropriate  clothing  —  a  business  decision,  a restructuring, a health event — and present it to the world as reasonable. 

Lucas had been very careful not to be reasonable. 

* * *

The trust document was in the drawer on his left. 

He  had  read  it  nearly  as  many  times  as  the letter, and he knew its contents with the same  precision:  Edmund  Thorne's  personal  shares  in  Thorne  Industries  —  22.8%  of  the company,  held  separately  from  the  operational  holdings,  accumulated  over  forty  years through  the  specific,  disciplined  reinvestment  of  a  man  who  believed  that  personal ownership was the only protection against institutional betrayal — were held in trust. The 
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Edmund  Thorne had put a marriage clause in his trust because he had believed, with the gentle stubbornness of a man who had built his life around a partnership, that his son worked too hard and was too alone and needed the specific civilizing influence of a person who  mattered  to  him.  He  had  not  intended  it  as  a  mechanism.  He  had  intended  it  as encouragement. 

He had not anticipated that his son would need to be married to survive the Board. 

Lucas  had run the numbers four hundred and twelve times. He had considered every alternative.  He  had  looked  at  proxy  arrangements,  at  legal  challenges  to  the  trust, at the possibility  of  building  the  voting  majority  another  way  —  through  acquisition,  through shareholder outreach, through the patient accumulation of institutional support that didn't require a marriage certificate. 

Every path closed. 

The  Board  he  was  dealing  with  was  not  a  Board  that  could  be  moved  through persuasion or institution. Richard Thorne had been working the Board for seven years, the same  seven  years  Lucas  had  been  building  his  case.  His  uncle  was  not  stupid.  He  was charming  and  careful  and  had  the  particular  advantage  of  a  man  who  appeared  to  be grieving a brother while quietly ensuring that the brother's heir never accumulated enough power to ask the questions that needed asking. 

Twenty-two point eight percent. 

With those shares, Lucas held 51.3% of voting equity. With 51.3%, he could restructure the Board. He could remove Richard, remove Marsh, remove Adler. He could bring in the investigators  he'd  been  running  in  parallel  through  a  third-party  firm.  He  could  give  his father's death the name it deserved. 

Without  them, he was three Board votes from being removed as CEO at any moment Richard decided the timing was right. 
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The timing was getting closer. Lucas could feel it the way his father had taught him to feel the room — not through any single signal but through the aggregate of small shifts. The glances  at  Board  meetings.  The  conversations  that  stopped  when  he walked into a room. The  specific  quality  of  Richard's  attention  over  the  past  six  months,  warmer  than  usual, which meant calculating rather than resting. 

Lucas needed to move. 

He needed to be married. 

* * *

He had asked Elena Park to draft the terms three months ago. 

Elena  had  looked  at  him  across  the  desk with the expression she used when she was deciding  whether  to  give  him  her  professional opinion or her personal one, and then had given him both simultaneously: 'This is legal, thoroughly defensible, and the loneliest thing I have ever been asked to draft.' 

He had said: 'Note the objection and proceed.' 

She had proceeded. 

The contract was, as Elena had characterized it, thorough. One year. Public marriage, private  separation.  A financial settlement at term — Lucas had set the figure high enough to  be  meaningful  and  low  enough  to  be  non-extortionate,  because  extortion  was  not something he was interested in adding to his list of behaviors. A non-disclosure agreement covering  Thorne  Industries'  operational  matters.  A  non-disparagement  clause running in both  directions.  Access to his household accounts at a reasonable discretionary level. And one clause that Elena had questioned and that Lucas had retained: a provision allowing the contracted  party  to  bring  immediate  family  members  into  the  residence  if  medical  or financial circumstances required. 

Elena had looked at that clause for a long time. 

She had said: 'You've already profiled candidates.' 
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He had said: 'I've established parameters.' 

The parameters: between 25 and 35. No existing entanglements that would complicate the  public  record.  Intelligent  enough  to  manage  the  social  requirements  of  his  position. Self-sufficient  enough  not  to  require  management  beyond  the  terms.  And — this was the parameter he had added last, the one he had argued with himself about, the one Elena had read and then looked up at him with something approaching hope in her professional face —  someone  who  had  something  real  to  gain,  so  that  the  arrangement  would  not  feel predatory. 

He was not interested in taking advantage of someone. 

He  was  interested  in  a  clean  transaction  that  helped  two  parties  achieve  their respective goals. 

He had run the advertisement for four months. 

* * *

Six candidates. 

He  had  met  all  six  personally, in the legal suite on the 40th floor, because Elena had insisted  that  he  be  present  for  at  least  the  final  interview  of  each  candidate  and because Lucas  had,  after  the  first  two  meetings,  agreed  that  remote  assessment  was  insufficient. The  first  candidate  had  been  a  marketing  executive  who  had  understood  the  financial terms precisely and had asked no other questions. The second had been a graduate student whose  reasons  for  needing  the  settlement  were  sound  and  who  had  been  prepared  to perform the role with professional competence. 

He had declined both. 

He  had  declined  candidates  three,  four,  and  five  for  reasons  he  had  filed  under 'operational  fit'  and  examined  no  further,  because  the  honest  examination  produced  an answer he wasn't ready to deal with. 

The sixth candidate had not come. 
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She had been scheduled for a Thursday appointment and had not appeared, and when Elena's office had followed up, the response had been a brief, formal email: After reviewing the terms, I'm not able to proceed. I appreciate your time. — M. Chen. 

Lucas had looked at that email for longer than it warranted. 

The following Monday, at 7:43 in the morning, a woman had appeared at the security desk of Thorne Tower and asked for Elena Park. She had been carrying a shoulder bag and a  slightly  weathered  portfolio case, and she had the particular quality — his security chief had  flagged  it in the access log, noting it without characterizing it — of someone who had made a decision and arrived to act on it before she reconsidered. 

Lucas  had  been  in  his  office.  He  had  reviewed  the  access  flag.  He  had  taken  the elevator to the 40th floor. 

He had been in the legal suite's inner office when Maya Chen came through the door. 

She  had  not  expected  him  to  be  there.  He  had  seen  that  —  the  fractional pause, the recalibration. But she hadn't stepped back. She had looked at him with the direct, assessing attention  of  a  person  who  was making a decision about a situation rather than a decision about a person, and she had said: 'You're Lucas Thorne.' 

He had said: 'You're late.' 

She  had  said:  'I  was  on  time  last  Thursday.  This  week  I'm  early.'  She  had  sat  down across  from  Elena  without  waiting  to  be  invited.  'I  want  to  re-read  the  clause  about  the family residence provision before I sign anything.' 

He had pulled out the chair at the end of the table and sat down. 

The silence had lasted thirty-two seconds. Lucas had counted. 

Maya  Chen  had  not  filled  the  silence.  Most  people  filled  silences.  She  had  simply looked  at  the  contract  clause  Elena  placed  in  front  of  her  with  the  focused  attention  of someone who was reading it rather than performing the act of reading it. 

That was when he had known. 
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Not  that  she  was  the  one  —  he  was  not  a  man  who  thought  in  those  terms, had not been  a  man  who  thought  in  those  terms  for  seven years. But that she was different. That the variable she introduced into his scenario was not a variable he had modeled. That she was going to complicate his plan in ways he could not yet calculate. 

He had not declined her. 

He  had,  instead,  done  something  he  had  not  done  once  in four months of candidate meetings: he had asked a question that was not on the prepared list. 

He had said: 'What is the bakery worth to you?' 

She had looked up from the contract. Her expression had the quality he would come to understand  as  her processing face — the look she got when she was deciding not whether to  answer  but  how  honest  the  answer  should  be.  Then  she  had  set  down  the  clause  and looked at him directly. 

She  had  said:  'It's  the  last  thing my parents built together. My mother has four good hours  a  day.  During  those  hours,  she  still  knows  every  customer's  name.  The  bakery  is where she is still herself.' A pause. 'What is the inheritance worth to you?' 

Lucas had looked at her. 

Nobody had asked him that. In seven years of running the plan alone, of building the case, of managing the Board and the lawyers and the investigators, nobody had turned the question around. Nobody had thought to. 

He  had  said:  'It's  the  last  thing  my  father  built.  The  only  way  to  protect  it is to take back  control  of  it.  And  to  do  that  —'  He  had  stopped.  He  had  never  said  this  plainly  to anyone. 'To do that I need to be married.' 

She had held his gaze for a long moment. 

Then she had picked up the pen. 

She had not signed immediately. She had read the remaining four pages with the same focused  attention  she'd  given  the  first  clause,  asked  two more questions — both of which 
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Maya Chen. 

Lucas had watched the ink dry. 

He had run 200 scenarios for this operation. 

He  thought,  sitting  in  the  cold  Lake  Forest  study  with  his  father's  letter on the desk and the trust document in the drawer and the signed contract now in Elena's secured filing system, that he had not run a single scenario that ended here: with the particular certainty that the most significant variable in his plan was also the one he had chosen not to analyze. 

He folded the letter along its original creases. 

He  put  it  back  in  the  inside  pocket  of  his  jacket,  where  it  had  lived  for  seven  years, close and constant. 

He stood. He straightened his cuffs. He looked at his father's desk — the desk he had not moved, the chair he had not replaced, the photograph of Edmund and Lucas's mother at their wedding that he had not taken down even when the sight of it in the first year had been a specific, reliable pain. 

His  father  had  put  a  marriage  clause in the trust because he believed his son needed someone who mattered. 

Lucas had spent seven years believing he was using the clause as a mechanism. 

He drove back to Chicago. 

He did not think about Maya Chen's handwriting. 

He thought about it the entire drive. 
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CHAPTER ONE

The Advertisement

Maya

Sophie had sent her the link at eleven-fifteen on a Wednesday night with no context except three question marks and a gif of a woman slowly turning to look at the camera. 

Maya  had  been  elbow-deep  in  the  bakery's  accounts  when  her  phone  lit  up.  She'd looked  at  the  link,  looked at the accounts, and made the reasonable decision to finish the accounts  first. The accounts took until midnight. At midnight she looked at the link again and made the less reasonable decision to click it. 

The  advertisement  was  on  a  private  professional  network  she  didn't  have  a membership  to  —  Sophie  had  accessed  it  through  a  lawyer  friend  who  used  it  for high-net-worth client referrals. The posting read, in its entirety: 

Seeking:  A  professional,  intelligent  woman  between  the  ages  of  25–35  for  a  formal contracted  arrangement  of  one  year's  duration.  Compensation and terms negotiable. Full legal  representation provided. Discretion guaranteed. Qualified candidates should contact the office of Park & Associates, Chicago, IL. 

Maya  had  read  it  twice.  She  had  thought:  this  is  either  human  trafficking  or  an extremely well-funded scam. 

She  had  texted  Sophie:  this  is  either  human  trafficking  or  an  extremely  well-funded scam. 

Sophie  had  texted  back:  it's neither, my friend Diane at Park & Associates confirmed it's  legitimate.  also  the  compensation  range  is  apparently  life-changing.  also  you  have $380,000 of debt called by the bank and I say this with complete love. 

Maya  had  put  the phone face-down on the bakery counter and looked at the flour on her hands and the accounts spreadsheet on the laptop and the photograph of her parents at the  bakery's  opening  that her mother had insisted on hanging above the register and that 
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Maya  could  not  look  at  without  the  particular  ache  of  a  woman  who  had  inherited something she would not let fail. 

She had thought about it for four days. 

On  Thursday  she  had  gone  to  the  appointment  at  Park  &  Associates  and  met  Elena Park, who was sharp and precise and who had given her the contract with the manner of a woman presenting a legal document rather than an offer, which Maya had appreciated. She had  read  the  contract.  The  compensation  was  not  life-changing;  it was life-saving, which was different and more important. The terms were detailed without being demeaning. The residence  clause  —  immediate  family  members  could  be  brought  into the arrangement if medical or financial circumstances required — had made her sit back in her chair and look at the ceiling for a moment. 

Whoever had drafted this had thought about what she would need before she knew she needed it. 

She had not signed. 

She had gone home and spent four more days in a state of internal argument that she processed through a series of paintings she would later destroy: a woman at a desk signing a  document,  a  woman  at  a  desk  not  signing  a  document,  a woman at a desk looking at a bakery that was on fire. The fire painting she kept because it was














































