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Yacht Owner
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Chapter 1 – The Tourist

[image: ]


The sun hung low over the turquoise waves, painting the sky in shades of gold and pink. Emma adjusted her wide-brimmed hat, squinting against the glare as she snapped another photo of the coastline. She had always dreamed of traveling somewhere far from her desk, her routine, and the endless hum of emails. This was supposed to be her escape—a week of sea breeze, adventure, and maybe a little indulgence.

Her friends back home would call her crazy for choosing a solo excursion, but Emma loved the freedom. No one to impress, no one to answer to, just her and the endless horizon. She inhaled deeply, the salty wind filling her lungs and sweeping away the remnants of her city-life stress.

The small boat bobbed gently as it glided through the calm water, her captain chatting idly about hidden coves and local legends. Emma barely listened, already lost in her own thoughts. This trip was about rediscovering herself, about taking chances.

And maybe, just maybe, about something—or someone—unexpected.

She leaned over the edge, trailing her fingers through the water, letting it ripple through her hand. That’s when she saw it: a sleek, white yacht cutting through the distance, its polished decks gleaming even in the fading sunlight. It was the kind of yacht she had only seen in magazines, the kind that belonged to someone who didn’t just have money—they lived a life most people only dreamed about.

A sudden gust of wind made her clutch the railing, and she laughed nervously. Adventure, she reminded herself. Always adventure.

But the calm didn’t last. Dark clouds began to gather on the horizon, their shadows creeping over the water faster than she could blink. The wind picked up, tossing the small boat like a toy.

“Uh... Captain?” Emma’s voice was a mix of nervousness and thrill. “How... how fast is that storm coming?”

He frowned, scanning the sky. “Faster than we thought. You should probably head back...”

Too late. The first fat drops of rain splashed across her shoulders, cold and startling. Emma gripped the railing tighter, heart racing—not from fear, but from the sudden surge of adrenaline. She had always chased the thrill, but something about this storm felt different. Dangerous. Unpredictable.

And through the chaos, she saw it again—the yacht. It was coming closer, slicing through the waves with precision, its presence commanding and undeniable.

Emma didn’t know who he was yet. But somehow, she had a feeling that this storm wasn’t going to be the only thing that changed her life.
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Chapter 2 – The Yacht Owner
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Alexander Drake ran a hand through his dark hair as he surveyed the horizon from the polished deck of his yacht, Elysium. The storm was coming faster than he had expected. A sharp frown tugged at his brow, but there was a calm precision to his movements, the kind that only came from years of experience navigating both seas and business deals.

Wealth, he often thought, had a funny way of isolating people. Out here, surrounded by endless blue and the gentle hum of luxury, he should have felt free, but the truth was, even the finest champagne couldn’t fill the quiet spaces of his life. The yacht, the parties, the high-profile events—they all sparkled on the surface. Yet underneath, there was a solitude that money could never erase.

Alexander had built his empire from nothing, a fact he rarely let others see. That had taught him one thing: trust sparingly, reveal even less. The world, he knew, was quick to take advantage of someone who showed vulnerability. So he wore charm like armor, and confidence like a shield. And for the most part, it worked.

Tonight, though, that confidence would be tested.

The storm darkened the sky in angry shades of gray, and a small boat bobbed precariously in the distance. Alexander squinted, tightening his grip on the railing. Something about it drew him in—not just the danger, but the unmistakable glint of someone utterly alone against nature’s fury.

“Uninvited guest in trouble,” he muttered to himself, a faint smile tugging at his lips. He didn’t hesitate. Every decision he made in life had been calculated, but this one was instinct.

Within moments, he was issuing orders to his crew, his voice calm but authoritative. The yacht responded, sleek and powerful, slicing through the rising waves as Alexander guided it toward the small boat.

Even as he focused on the rescue, his mind wandered briefly. He wasn’t used to caring—really caring—about anyone. It wasn’t in his nature. But something about this solitary figure, battling the storm, stirred a protective impulse he hadn’t felt in years.

By the time he closed the distance, the first drops of rain were spattering across the deck, but Alexander remained composed, every movement precise. Luxury could buy comfort, power could buy influence, but courage—real courage—was something entirely different.

And as the storm swirled around him, Alexander felt something he hadn’t in a long time: anticipation. Not for a deal, not for a party, not for the next headline... but for the unknown person he was about to pull from the storm.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3 – The Storm Approaches
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Emma’s small boat bounced over the waves, each movement sending sprays of cold seawater across her sunburned arms. The wind had picked up suddenly, tugging at her hat and whipping her hair across her face. What had started as a serene afternoon on the water had quickly turned into something wild, unpredictable—and terrifying.

“Captain, are you sure this is safe?” Emma shouted over the roar of the wind.

He didn’t answer right away, his eyes scanning the horizon. Then he gestured toward the clouds gathering like dark mountains. “It’s coming faster than expected. We need to turn back now!”

Emma’s stomach dropped. She had always craved adventure, but this felt different. Her heart pounded as the first fat raindrops splashed her face. Lightning split the sky in brilliant, jagged streaks, followed almost instantly by the roar of thunder.

The small boat rocked violently, threatening to capsize. Emma gripped the railing with white-knuckled fingers, fear and adrenaline surging together. Panic flickered in her chest. Alone on this tiny vessel, surrounded by an angry sea, she felt more exposed than ever.

And then she saw him.

Through the driving rain and the swelling waves, a sleek yacht appeared like a ghost on the horizon. Its hull cut through the water with precision, glinting even under the darkening clouds. Emma squinted, shielding her eyes. Whoever was on that yacht seemed... unshakable, calm, untouchable.

Her mind raced. Could he even see her? Would he come closer? Part of her wanted to panic, but another part—the part that had been craving excitement—thrilled at the sight of a savior appearing like something out of a dream.

The boat lurched again, throwing her against the railing. She swallowed hard, holding back a scream as another wave threatened to tip the vessel. Her fingers dug into the wet wood. She had no choice but to hope. Hope that the man on that yacht noticed her. Hope that he would come.

Alexander’s figure appeared on the deck, calm and commanding despite the storm. His eyes locked onto the small, struggling boat, and something inside him stirred—a protective impulse, immediate and undeniable. Without hesitation, he moved to the helm, issuing orders to his crew with smooth authority.

From his vantage point, he could see every detail: the way the boat rocked, the way the woman clung to it, the sheer terror and determination on her face. She wasn’t just helpless; she was brave, alive, and unafraid of showing it.

“Hang on,” he muttered under his breath, more to himself than anyone else. “I’ve got you.”

The yacht surged forward, cutting through the waves toward her. Emma’s heart skipped a beat—not just from fear, but from the sudden, inexplicable certainty that someone had come for her. And somehow, in the chaos of the storm, she felt a strange flicker of trust.

Even if she didn’t know his name yet.
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Chapter 4 – The Rescue
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The storm hit full force. Rain pelted Emma’s face like icy needles, and the waves towered around her small boat, tossing it like a toy. She clung to the railing, teeth chattering, heart hammering in her chest. The captain was shouting something she couldn’t hear over the roar of wind and waves. Panic threatened to swallow her whole.

Then, a beam of light cut through the gray, and she glimpsed it again—the yacht, sturdy and commanding, moving like a predator through the tempest. And at the helm, a man’s dark silhouette, steady and unwavering, guiding the vessel with absolute control.

Emma’s breath caught. She had never seen anyone so composed, so fearless in the face of nature’s fury. Her fear didn’t vanish, but it was replaced with awe, and, unexpectedly, something warmer... curiosity, maybe even admiration.

“Hold on!” a commanding voice rang out over the wind. Alexander’s voice. Calm, precise, impossible to ignore.

The yacht surged closer, cutting through the waves, its hull glinting even in the storm. Alexander leaned over the rail, his eyes scanning every movement, every flicker of danger. He was deliberate, every action measured, yet every movement carried an intensity that made Emma’s pulse quicken.

The yacht was nearly alongside her now. “Grab my hand!” he shouted. His voice was steady, confident, almost magnetic.

Emma hesitated only for a moment before reaching out, her fingers brushing his. Strong, warm, and steady, his hand was a lifeline in the chaos. Alexander’s grip was firm, unwavering, and he pulled her toward the deck with a controlled force that sent her heart racing.

The small boat lurched away as the yacht passed, leaving the stormy waves behind for a brief, terrifying moment. Emma stumbled onto the deck, drenched, shivering, and utterly disoriented. Alexander’s hands didn’t leave hers immediately; he steadied her with a closeness that made her pulse skip in ways she wasn’t expecting.

“You’re safe now,” he said, his voice low, reassuring, and somehow... intimate. The storm still raged around them, but on that deck, it felt like the world had narrowed to just the two of them.

Emma’s teeth chattered, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away from him. There was bravery in his stance, yes, but also something else—confidence that didn’t demand attention, power tempered with... care. And for the first time that day, she allowed herself to feel something entirely new: the pull of attraction.

“Thank you,” she managed, her voice barely audible over the wind.

Alexander offered a faint smile, just a twitch at the corner of his lips, acknowledging her gratitude without words. “Don’t thank me yet,” he said, a hint of teasing in his tone. “We still have a storm to get through.”

Even as the yacht surged forward, battling the waves, Emma felt a strange thrill—not just from surviving the storm, but from the man who had saved her. Someone confident
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