
[image: ]

Copyright Page

Typing the Heir (Billionaire Messages)
By Natalia Rosewood
All Rights Reserved ©2025 Natalia Rosewood.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Author’s Note: All characters in this story are fictional and 18 years of age or older.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: The Mistyped Message

Chapter 2: Terms of Engagement

Chapter 3: The Countdown

Chapter 4: Past Due

Chapter 5: No Headlines This Time

Chapter 6: The New Normal

Chapter 7: Echoes in the Walls

Chapter 8: A Life in the Margins

Chapter 9: The Storm We Chose

Chapter 10: In the Silence Between

Chapter 11: The Shape of Stillness

Chapter 12: Pages Unwritten

Chapter 13: The Pause That Matters

Chapter 14: Where the Light Lands

Chapter 15: The Home We Built

Chapter 16: Something Like Always

Chapter 17: Thread by Thread

Chapter 18: The Seasons We Carry

Chapter 19: The Unwritten Future

Chapter 20: The Practice of Forever

Chapter 21: Holding the Middle

Chapter 22: Tending What Remains

Chapter 23: Again and Again

Chapter 24: The Grace of Staying

Chapter 25: Until the Quiet Ends

Sign up for Natalia Rosewood's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: The Mistyped Message
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Graham Caldwell didn’t make mistakes. Not in meetings, not in numbers, not in billion-dollar mergers—and certainly not with his phone. He was the kind of man who calculated risk like he calculated calories: precisely, aggressively, and always with a backup plan. But even the most disciplined of men had their moments, and this particular one would be stamped into his legacy in ways he couldn’t yet imagine.

He sat alone in the corner of Lorne & Ash, a private bar perched on the fiftieth floor of the Caldwell International building. He favored the place for its silence and scotch. The walls were sleek steel, the lights dim, and the city skyline reflected in every surface like a panoramic gallery of his empire.

He glanced at his phone and tapped a message.

Need a woman I can trust for a six-month fake engagement. NDA, discretion, no drama. Make it happen fast.

He hit send, tossed the phone onto the leather couch beside him, and leaned back, watching the amber swirl of his drink. The text was meant for Clarissa, his assistant—razor-sharp, efficient, and entirely immune to his charm. She would find someone suitable: a model perhaps, or a socialite accustomed to contractual relationships. This wasn’t romance. This was a business transaction with a tight deadline. Caldwell Energy’s board had made it clear—the merger with DynaTech hinged on Graham presenting a stable personal life. Specifically, a fiancée.

He didn’t flinch at the idea. Love had no place in his life plan. Not after what happened with Harper.

A name he hadn’t let cross his mind in years echoed, uninvited, through his thoughts. Harper Quinn. The girl who burned brighter than a summer bonfire and left ashes in his wake. The one he ghosted. The one he never stopped remembering.

His phone buzzed. Then buzzed again. The first was a text alert. The second, a call.

Frowning, he picked it up. One text stared at him from the screen. It wasn’t from Clarissa.

You’re kidding, right?

His heart paused. The name attached to the number hadn’t graced his screen in half a decade. Harper Quinn.

She called. He didn’t answer. Then she texted again.

Graham. You can’t possibly think I’m your assistant. Or that I’d help you fake a relationship when you couldn’t be bothered to text me back five years ago.

He exhaled, stunned.

He’d mistyped the number. Or maybe his phone had auto-filled from an old contact. A ghost of his past now staring him in the face through glass and pixels.

Panic didn’t register. Graham didn’t panic. He processed. Calculated.

And texted back.

That message wasn’t meant for you. But now that it’s here... what would it take for you to consider it?

She didn’t respond right away. Not for hours. Long enough for Graham to finish two more scotches and run through the possible ramifications: embarrassment, distraction, maybe a lawsuit if she went public. But Harper had never been vindictive. She was fire, yes—but controlled, purposeful.

When she finally replied, it was a single sentence.

We talk. My terms.

Graham smiled, something between relief and danger crossing his face. He hadn’t seen her in five years. Hadn’t dared hope he ever would. And now she was texting him as if he hadn’t disappeared from her life like a coward in the middle of August.

He scheduled the meeting for the next day.

Harper Quinn lived in a rent-controlled apartment in Brooklyn that she barely afforded, but loved anyway. It smelled like books and cinnamon and ambition. Freelance writing didn’t pay what it used to, but she was clever—stringing together magazine assignments, copy gigs, and the occasional ghostwritten speech. Her real love, though, was fiction. Characters who did what they said they’d do. Men who didn’t vanish without a word.

When she’d seen Graham’s name pop up on her phone, she thought it was a prank. Maybe one of her friends was messing with her. But the number was real. The message was real. The audacity was real.

She couldn’t resist replying. Not because she wanted to help him. Because she wanted to see him. Face him. Maybe, finally, understand.

The last time she saw him, they’d been in Montauk, tangled in each other, trading secrets on sun-soaked afternoons. She gave him everything—heart, hope, future. And he left without even a goodbye.

The meeting took place at a café in Midtown. Neutral ground. Harper arrived ten minutes early. Graham arrived exactly on time.

He hadn’t changed.

Same tailored suit, same confident stride, same impossibly blue eyes that once made her lose her train of thought mid-sentence. But his expression—measured, cautious—spoke of a man who’d seen more than boardrooms since they last met.

“Harper,” he said. Just her name. But it landed like a confession.

She crossed her arms. “So, fake fiancée?”

He nodded. “Yes. Six months. There’s a deal on the table. A very large one. The board wants stability. A personal life. A narrative.”

She tilted her head. “And you thought, why not Harper? The woman I ghosted after a summer of making her believe I actually cared?”

Graham didn’t flinch. “I did care.”

“Past tense noted.”

He leaned forward. “Look. I messed up. I won’t insult you with excuses. I didn’t know how to say goodbye without unraveling everything I’d built. So I didn’t say it. That’s on me.”

Silence fell like ash between them. Then Harper leaned back, her eyes assessing.

“You’re not just asking me to play dress-up. You’re asking me to play with fire.”

“I know.”

“And what do I get?”

“Anything you want.”

It was a dangerous promise. One she didn’t believe. But it stirred something inside her. Not revenge. Not even curiosity. Control. She wanted control over a story she never got to finish.

“My own apartment,” she said. “Not a guest room. In your place, but mine.”

“Done.”

“A contract. NDA for both of us. If this blows up, I don’t want my name dragged through the press.”

“Of course.”

“And I write about it. Later. Fictionalized. You don’t get to say no.”

His mouth twitched. “That’s bold.”

She shrugged. “So’s faking love with an ex.”

He looked at her for a long moment. “Deal.”

The contract was signed within forty-eight hours. Harper moved into the penthouse suite of the Caldwell Tower’s residential floor—a palace of steel, glass, and unspoken expectations.

They were photographed together within days. Staged dinners. Public appearances. She wore his ring, he whispered the right things. The press ate it up. Gossip sites exploded. Old college friends sent Harper awkward congratulations, and her inbox filled with brand partnership offers.

But the real drama wasn’t in the photos. It was in the shadows between them. In the words unsaid, the glances too long, the memories too alive.

One night, two weeks in, Harper stood by the floor-to-ceiling windows of the penthouse, watching the city. Graham poured her a drink, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar.

“You never asked me why I agreed,” she said softly.

“I figured it wasn’t for nostalgia.”

She turned to him. “No. It was for closure. For making you look me in the eye. For proving to myself that I’m not the girl you left behind.”

He walked toward her, slow and steady. “You never were.”

Their glasses clinked. A truce. A truth.

But neither of them knew that beneath the illusion, something very real was already burning. Not just attraction. Not just old wounds. But something that neither merger nor money could control.

And it all started with a mistyped message.

Harper hadn’t imagined this version of herself. Playing a part in a corporate fairy tale, dining with billionaires, draped in designer fabric she couldn’t pronounce two months ago. It was surreal. Yet, strangely, she fit. Not because she molded herself to the image—but because she refused to change who she was for the cameras. And Graham... Graham was watching.

They developed a rhythm. Public Graham was hand-on-the-back Graham. Polished, charming, dangerously convincing. Private Graham was quieter, a little more careful, as if each moment with Harper reopened a vault he once swore shut.

Late nights became their neutral ground.

He'd retreat to the kitchen after she returned from an event or finished a deadline, two fingers of bourbon in his glass, barefoot and shadowed by the soft underglow of his penthouse. He never invited her to talk. But she always did.

“I saw your father’s interview,” she said one night, settling on a bar stool. “He practically called me a PR stunt.”

“He sees everything as leverage,” Graham replied, pouring her a drink. “Including me.”

“You ever wonder who you’d be if you didn’t have to be a Caldwell?”

He handed her the glass. “You ever wonder who you’d be if I hadn’t left?”

The question landed with a strange tenderness.

“Maybe worse,” she whispered. “Maybe still in love with you.”

Silence.

Then Graham set his glass down. “Harper—”

“Don’t,” she cut in. “I don’t want to talk about the past. Not unless we’re burning it.”

But it wasn’t just the past they danced around. It was the creeping presence of the present, the proximity of unspoken longing. They shared a home. A routine. Sometimes, Harper caught herself humming in the mornings while brushing her teeth, like this was normal. Like he was hers.

The charade was slipping. And neither of them knew how to stop it.

Three weeks in, they attended a gala for a nonprofit tied to the merger. Paparazzi waited in a gauntlet outside the venue, their flashes like lightning. Harper’s dress shimmered silver, cut low in the back and high at the thigh. Graham held her hand with quiet conviction, fingers threading through hers with the ease of an old lover.

Inside, it was all speeches and clinking glasses. Harper stood beside him, smiling like she belonged. Until she didn’t.

Across the ballroom, Clarissa gave Graham a look. Subtle, sharp. Trouble.

He excused himself. She followed.

“Problem?” Harper asked when they slipped into a side hallway.

Graham’s jaw was tight. “One of the DynaTech board members saw something. An old photo of you. An article you wrote about corporate hypocrisy.”

Harper winced. “Years ago. College journalism.”

“It’s enough to make them nervous.”

“So what now? I get silenced?”

“No,” he said, softer now. “I protect you. That’s the deal.”

“You’re not used to protecting people like me, are you?”

He didn’t answer. But the tension in his eyes said everything.

After the gala, they barely spoke. Harper went to bed early. Graham stayed out on the terrace, jacket off, tie undone, city wind in his hair. She watched him from behind the curtains. For a man who orchestrated power like a symphony, he looked so... alone.

The next morning, Harper was packing for a weekend retreat—another PR necessity—when she found the photograph.

Tucked in the back of Graham’s desk drawer, it was sun-faded and frayed at the corners. A snapshot of them from that summer in Montauk. Laughing on a beach towel, his arm around her, her head tilted back, eyes closed.

She hadn’t known he kept it.

When he returned, she held it out. “You kept this?”

He stared at it. Took it gently from her fingers.

“I told myself I’d throw it away,” he murmured. “But I never could.”

The quiet between them thickened.

“You think this is going to work?” she asked. “Us pretending?”

“We’re not pretending very well anymore.”

And in that moment, it was true. The lie had cracked somewhere between her sleeping in one of his T-shirts and him buying her favorite coffee without asking.

They were walking the edge.

Still, the retreat came. A mansion on the coast. Wine tastings. Interviews. A cozy fire for photos. And a single room with a shared bed.

They didn’t argue. Didn’t separate.

At night, lying inches apart, Harper whispered, “Do you think they know?”

“That we’re faking?”

“That we’re not faking anymore.”

Graham turned on his side, eyes meeting hers.

“I don’t know what this is,” he said. “But I know I don’t want it to end.”

“Then why did you let it end before?”

A beat. Then another.

“Because I thought you deserved better than me.”

Her breath caught. “And now?”

“I still think that,” he admitted. “But I want to try anyway.”

She didn’t reply. Just reached for his hand under the covers.

And held on.

The next morning, Harper woke first. She sat up, watched the light break across his face, and realized with terrifying clarity that she still loved him.

The real him.

Not the man the world photographed. Not the heir. The boy who kissed her shoulders and saved sun-worn pictures in drawers he never opened.

But loving Graham Caldwell came with a price. It always had.

And soon, the cost would come due.

The day after the retreat, headlines exploded.

An anonymous source. A tip. A rumor about the engagement. “Staged for profit,” it said. “Caldwell’s
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