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Spa Resort Owner

Chapter 1 – Arrival at Azure Bay
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The road to Azure Bay curved along the coastline like a silver ribbon pressed between mountains and sea. Waves crashed far below the cliffs in rhythmic bursts of white foam while sunlight spilled across the Mediterranean in sheets of gold. Every few miles, Ana Maria Reyes passed another polished sign bearing the resort’s elegant logo: a crescent moon floating above calm water.

Luxury had a way of announcing itself long before anyone arrived.

Ana Maria loosened her grip on the steering wheel and exhaled slowly. She had spent the last eight hours driving north in her aging olive-green jeep with the windows down and herbal tea cooling in a thermos beside her. The farther she traveled from the crowded city, the quieter the world became.

By the time the resort finally appeared beyond the cliffs, it hardly looked real.

Azure Bay stretched across the coastline like a private kingdom carved into stone and glass. Terraced villas overlooked the sea. Infinity pools shimmered beneath swaying palms. White marble pathways wound through gardens bursting with lavender, rosemary, jasmine, and olive trees. Everything appeared flawless.

Too flawless.

Ana Maria slowed the jeep near the security gates where two attendants in cream-colored uniforms stood beneath a shaded stone archway. One of them stepped forward politely, though his eyes briefly widened at the sight of her dusty vehicle.

“Welcome to Azure Bay, miss. Your name?”

“Ana Maria Reyes.”

The attendant checked a tablet immediately before straightening.

“Yes, of course. Mr. Moretti is expecting you.”

She resisted the urge to laugh softly at the phrase.

Men like Vincenzo Moretti always expected people.

The gates opened silently.

As she drove farther inside the property, Ana Maria noticed guests wandering the gardens in expensive linen clothing while employees moved quietly through the resort with almost rehearsed precision. The entire place felt carefully controlled, as though even the ocean had been instructed to behave elegantly near the billionaire’s property.

A young valet approached as she parked near the main entrance.

“May I take your luggage?”

Ana Maria smiled politely. “I only have two bags. I can manage.”

The valet hesitated as though uncertain whether guests were allowed to carry their own belongings here.

That alone told her plenty about the resort.

She climbed out of the jeep, stretching her stiff shoulders before glancing up at the towering structure before her. Azure Bay’s main building combined old Mediterranean stonework with sleek modern architecture. Massive glass walls reflected the sea while white curtains moved gently behind open balconies.

Beautiful.

And emotionally cold.

The moment she stepped inside, cool lavender-scented air surrounded her.

The lobby looked more like a palace than a wellness retreat. Marble floors gleamed beneath enormous chandeliers. A piano played softly somewhere nearby while wealthy guests spoke in hushed voices over crystal glasses filled with sparkling water and citrus slices.

Ana Maria adjusted the woven leather strap of her satchel against her shoulder.

A receptionist greeted her immediately.

“Miss Reyes, welcome to Azure Bay. Mr. Moretti asked to meet you personally once you arrived.”

“Personally?” Ana Maria repeated.

“Yes. His office is on the upper terrace.”

Interesting.

Most billionaires didn’t personally greet temporary consultants.

Especially not holistic healers hired to repair wellness programs they probably barely believed in.

The receptionist guided her toward a private elevator lined with dark wood and soft lighting. As the doors closed, Ana Maria caught her reflection in the mirrored wall.

Loose cream-colored blouse.

Simple sandals.

Dark curls gathered into a careless braid.

No designer labels.

No diamonds.

No attempt to impress anyone.

Good.

The elevator opened onto the top floor.

Silence greeted her first.

Not peaceful silence.

Controlled silence.

The hallway overlooked the ocean through enormous glass walls. Expensive artwork hung between polished stone columns, but the space lacked warmth. It felt more like a museum than a home.

A tall silver-haired assistant met her near a pair of carved wooden doors.

“Miss Reyes,” he said politely. “Mr. Moretti will see you now.”

Before she could respond, the doors opened.

Vincenzo Moretti stood beside the window overlooking the sea.

Ana Maria immediately understood why magazines constantly photographed him despite his age.

The man carried power the way storms carried lightning.

Tall and broad-shouldered, Vincenzo wore a charcoal suit with the effortless precision of someone accustomed to expensive things. Silver streaked through his dark hair at the temples, giving him an even sharper appearance. His face was handsome in a severe, weathered way—strong jaw, straight nose, dark eyes that looked capable of seeing weakness within seconds.

But exhaustion sat beneath those eyes.

Deep exhaustion.

Not physical.

Emotional.

He studied her calmly as she approached.

This was not the look of a man greeting a guest.

It was the look of a man evaluating risk.

“Miss Reyes,” he said in a low Italian-accented voice. “You took the scenic route.”

Ana Maria glanced toward the ocean behind him.

“When roads look like this, it seems disrespectful not to.”

For the briefest moment, amusement flickered across his face.

Then it disappeared.

“I expected someone older.”

“And I expected someone less intimidating,” she replied evenly.

That surprised him.

She saw it instantly.

Most people probably tried too hard around him—either flattering him or fearing him. Ana Maria had spent years working with emotionally wounded people from every background imaginable. Wealth changed appearances, not human behavior.

Vincenzo gestured toward the seating area near the windows.

“Please.”

She sat across from him while an assistant silently brought espresso and mineral water before disappearing again.

Vincenzo remained standing.

“Your reputation is unusual,” he said.

“That usually means people disagree with me.”

“You’ve worked at rehabilitation retreats, meditation centers, private clinics, and grief recovery programs.”

“Yes.”

“And yet you refuse long-term contracts.”

Ana Maria lifted one shoulder lightly.

“Healing becomes dishonest when it turns into branding.”

His gaze sharpened slightly.

“You think Azure Bay is dishonest?”

“I think people come to places like this hoping luxury will fix pain that money helped create.”

Silence settled between them.

Somewhere below, waves crashed against the cliffs.

Ana Maria calmly reached for her water.

Most employers would already regret hiring someone who spoke to them that way.

But Vincenzo didn’t appear offended.

If anything, he looked interested.

Dangerously interested.

“You speak very freely,” he observed.

“You asked me to evaluate the wellness programs honestly.”

“I did.”

“And honesty tends to make wealthy men uncomfortable.”

One corner of his mouth shifted slightly again.

Not quite a smile.

More like a warning that he remembered how.

Vincenzo finally sat across from her, loosening his cufflinks with slow precision.

Up close, Ana Maria noticed the faint shadows beneath his eyes and the stiffness in his movements. Tiny details most people ignored. Years of guiding patients through stress recovery had trained her to notice exhaustion immediately.

The billionaire owner of one of the world’s most famous spa resorts looked profoundly unwell.

Ironically, he was surrounded by perfection designed to convince everyone otherwise.

“You’ve already judged this place,” he said.

“I’ve observed it.”

“And your conclusion?”

Ana Maria glanced out toward the pristine infinity pools below where guests lounged beneath white umbrellas while staff moved around them silently.

“It’s beautiful,” she admitted.

“But?”

“It doesn’t breathe.”

His expression hardened slightly.

“What exactly does that mean?”

“It means everything here is controlled. Timed. Managed. Even the relaxation feels scheduled.” She met his eyes calmly. “People heal where they feel safe enough to be imperfect. I don’t think anyone here is allowed to be imperfect.”

For several seconds, Vincenzo said nothing.

Then he leaned back slowly.

“You may be more expensive than my investors realize.”

Ana Maria blinked once before laughing softly.

The sound seemed to catch him off guard.

It changed the atmosphere instantly.

For the first time since entering the office, the room felt less cold.

Vincenzo watched her carefully afterward, almost as though he had forgotten what genuine laughter sounded like.

“You’re staying in the eastern villas,” he said finally. “The staff will accommodate whatever you need.”

“I need access to the gardens, kitchens, and current wellness schedules.”

“You’ll have them.”

“And I prefer working directly with staff instead of management meetings.”

“That may upset certain people.”

“It usually does.”

Another brief silence followed.

But this one felt different.

Less defensive.

More curious.

Vincenzo stood and walked toward the windows overlooking the sea. Sunlight outlined his figure while the ocean stretched endlessly behind him.

“Do you know why I built Azure Bay?” he asked quietly.

Ana Maria studied him.

“No.”

“My mother spent the final years of her life in hospitals.” His voice remained calm, though something heavier moved beneath it. “She always spoke about wanting peace. Fresh air. Quiet. Beauty.” He looked out toward the horizon. “After she died, I decided to create a place where people could recover surrounded by all the things she never had.”

Ana Maria softened slightly.

“And did it work?”

Vincenzo was silent for a moment.

Then he answered honestly.

“For everyone except me.”

The words lingered heavily between them.

Ana Maria suddenly understood something important.

Azure Bay wasn’t just a luxury empire.

It was grief built into architecture.

A monument created by a man who had spent years trying to outbuild loneliness.

And somehow, despite all the marble and glass and impossible beauty around him, Vincenzo Moretti still looked like a man standing alone in the dark.

Outside, waves continued crashing against the cliffs below.

Steady.

Endless.

Like the beginning of something neither of them expected.
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Chapter 2 – The Billionaire Who Never Rests
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Azure Bay woke before sunrise.

Soft golden lights illuminated the stone pathways while employees moved quietly through the sprawling resort preparing for another flawless day. Chefs arranged imported fruit beneath silver covers. Gardeners trimmed lavender bushes with careful precision. Spa attendants folded towels into perfect white squares beside steaming pools overlooking the sea.

Perfection required constant maintenance.

No one understood that better than Vincenzo Moretti.

At five-thirty in the morning, he stood alone inside his private office staring at financial reports glowing across three separate screens. The room remained dark except for the pale blue light reflecting against the glass walls.

His tie hung loose around his collar.

An untouched espresso sat cooling beside him.

He rubbed a hand slowly over his face before reaching for the small amber bottle hidden beside a stack of documents.

One pill.

Then another.

He swallowed them dry without hesitation.

The medication quieted the pressure inside his chest just enough to keep functioning. Doctors called it stress management. Investors called it dedication. Journalists called him relentless.

Vincenzo called it survival.

A sharp knock interrupted the silence.

“Enter.”

Luca Bianchi stepped inside carrying a tablet and several folders beneath his arm. As Azure Bay’s operations director, Luca had worked beside Vincenzo for almost fifteen years. He was one of the few people allowed to witness the billionaire’s exhaustion up close.

“You were here all night again,” Luca observed carefully.

“I slept.”

“For how long?”

Vincenzo ignored the question.

“The investors from Dubai confirmed?”

“They arrive tomorrow evening.”

“And the French acquisition?”

“Still under negotiation.”

Vincenzo walked toward the windows overlooking the ocean. Even from this height, he could already see staff preparing the morning meditation decks near the cliffs.

Ana Maria Reyes.

The unconventional healer had somehow become the topic of conversation across the resort less than twenty-four hours after arriving.

Some guests loved her quiet sunrise breathing exercises.

Others complained that her sessions lacked sophistication.

One woman had apparently requested champagne during meditation.

Vincenzo almost admired Ana Maria for refusing.

Luca hesitated before speaking again.

“You should cancel tonight’s meeting in Milan.”

“No.”

“You haven’t stopped working in three weeks.”

“And yet the company remains profitable. Amazing how that works.”

Luca sighed softly. “You hired a wellness consultant while actively destroying your own health.”

“I hired her for the guests.”

“That isn’t what people are saying.”

Vincenzo’s gaze sharpened immediately.

“What are people saying?”

“That you spent nearly two hours alone with her yesterday.”

The irritation in Vincenzo’s expression returned instantly.

“This is a resort, not a marketplace for gossip.”

“People gossip when powerful men notice beautiful women.”

Vincenzo turned away from the window.

Ana Maria was attractive.

Painfully so.

Not in the polished artificial way he usually encountered among socialites and models orbiting wealthy men. Her beauty felt unguarded. Natural. The kind that became more noticeable the longer someone looked at her.

And worse—

She did not seem impressed by him.

At fifty-eight years old, Vincenzo
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