

    
        
          The Focal Point

        

        
        
          The Perfect Interior Design Series, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Lexy Timms

        

        
          Published by Dark Shadow Publishing, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE FOCAL POINT

    

    
      First edition. September 4, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Lexy Timms.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8223829478

    

    
    
      Written by Lexy Timms.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


[image: A black background with a black square

Description automatically generated with medium confidence]

@Copyright 2023 By Lexy Timms

[image: A person and person posing for a picture

Description automatically generated]
[image: A collage of two people

Description automatically generated]

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to an actual person, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

All rights reserved.

The Focal Point

The Perfect Interior Design Series Book #1

Copyright 2023

By Lexy Timms 

Cover by: Book Cover by Design

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​The Perfect Interior Design Series

[image: ]


[image: A row of books on a shelf

Description automatically generated]

Book 1 – the Focal Point

Book 2 – the Mood Board

Book 3 – the Color Scheme

Book 4 – Wreaths & Garland

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Find Lexy Timms:

[image: ]


[image: Lexy Timms Logo black aqua]

Lexy Timms Newsletter:

http://www.lexytimms.com/newsletter

Lexy Timms Facebook Page:

https://www.facebook.com/LexyTimmsAuthor

Lexy Timms Website:

http://www.lexytimms.com

Lexy Timms YouTube:

https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCTr3Qw4JKDg_aHtkXkw3MYw

––––––––
[image: ]


[image: The Boss Box Set BOOKBUB Small1]

Want to read more...

For FREE?

Sign up for Lexy Timms’ newsletter

And she’ll send you updates on new releases, ARC copies of books and a whole lotta fun!

Sign up for news and updates!
http://www.lexytimms.com/newsletter

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Focal Point Blurb 

[image: ]


[image: A collage of two people

Description automatically generated]

I’VE MET THE GIRL OF my dreams... 

She’s an interior designer, and I met her while she was working on my best friend’s house. Now I’ve hired her to redesign my home. Not because I need it but because I want to get to know her.  

The only problem is she’s wary of new relationships thanks to an ex who treated her like garbage. If I ask her out now, I know I’ll get rejected. 

Thankfully, I’m a tech billionaire, and I have a plan—I’m going to buy another house for her to design. Slow and steady wins the race, and I’m going to win her over.

Nothing could go wrong with this plan, right? I’ll tell her... eventually. 

People will stare – make it worth their while
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“YOU HAVE A BREAKFAST meeting at eight with Terry from Meditech—he’s interested in Tom’s new tech and wants to hear more. His assistant intimated that there might be a possibility for a big investment if he likes it.” 

I could hear papers shuffling and the sound of typing on the other side of the phone line as my assistant outlined what the next day would look like for me. 

Flipping the signal on, I slowed to wait for a car to move through the intersection before turning onto the next street. “I’m heading to Tom’s now to look at the prototype.” 

“Great. You know how detail-oriented Terry is.” 

From the way my assistant hesitated before emphasizing “detail-oriented,” I knew other choice words had floated into her head before she had chosen that specific one. 

I swallowed a chuckle. “What else is going on tomorrow?” 

“After your meeting, you have a call with the CEO of Sacramento Memorial to talk about your donation to the children’s hospital—” 

“Right, about that,” I interrupted. “I’ve been thinking I want to add four more units.” 

The typing and paper shuffling stopped, and silence descended on the line for a moment before I heard a prolonged intake of breath. 

“That will take it up to six units, Liam,” she said, reproach clouding her voice. 

“I can count, Gloria,” I chuckled again. 

“Jordan isn’t going to be happy about this.” The reproach became a warning. 

“I will work it out with Jordan. Don’t worry about it.” Gloria was right—my chief financial officer would be far more than “unhappy.” Livid was more like it. But I always found a way to work things out, even if it edged our poor CFO closer toward a breakdown in the process. At least, that’s what she always told me, her mouth a thin line, her eyes rolling toward the ceiling. 

“It’s your company, Liam,” Gloria sighed. 

It was a common refrain from my gray-haired assistant, and I grinned even though she couldn’t see me. I was sure she could see it in her head, though. It wasn’t exactly a rare occurrence. 

“Yes, it is,” I agreed amiably. 

A chuckle echoed across the line, begrudgingly given from the sound of it. But the typing and shuffling resumed. 

“Anything else for tomorrow?” Another turn took me onto a tree-lined avenue of large, modern homes with grassy front yards, hints of large backyards thanks to side gates, and signs of families in the bikes lying abandoned by basketball hoops on the garage doors. 

“A lunch meeting with Miranda Paulson from Tree City Capital, and then a call with John Daily from Fresh Faces. They’re still looking for a venue for their fundraiser, but I think one of the high school kids in his program has an idea he thinks you might find interesting,” Gloria replied. 

“Oh, great!” Of all my meetings, that was the one that had me most excited. Some of the kids from the program had gone on to do great things, and I couldn’t wait to hear what the director had to say. “You know, I think I might know of someone willing to donate a venue. I’ll send you their contact information when I get to Tom’s.” 

“Sure thing, Liam.” 

I clicked the turn signal a final time and pulled across the street and into the driveway of a large two-story with a stone-and-siding façade that was halfway to being a mansion. 

“Anything else?” I asked. 

“No, that’s it.” 

I pushed the button to turn my car off and listened to the typing for a moment more. 

“Gloria?” 

Her distracted answer didn’t come immediately—she had already returned to work even if we hadn’t yet hung up. “Yes?”

“Go home. Eat dinner with Fred. We’ll all be working long hours when we launch the new product next month, so get it in now while you can.” 

Another raspy chuckle. “Fred likes when I stay out of his hair. You know that.” 

“Gloria—go. Home,” I repeated, enunciating each word. “I’ll call the building and have them turn off the power to your office if you don’t.” 

“Oh, all right.” My assistant heaved a sigh. “I’ll log off in a few minutes.” 

“You better keep your word.” 

“I will. See you tomorrow, Liam.” 

“See you tomorrow, Gloria.” 

The smile on my face was one of fondness as I touched the button on the screen to disconnect the call. I didn’t want the older woman to work too hard, but I also didn’t know what I would do without Gloria. She kept me on schedule and on task when my absentmindedness and lack of attention would have me fixated on a single piece of code for hours at a time. When I started my company, I’d missed several meetings with important investors for just that reason. With the possibility of failure hanging over my head, I’d immediately hired an assistant. And so it had been between Gloria and me ever since. 

The front door opened just as I closed the car door, and a black-and-brown shape came barreling out of it at me. A German shepherd puppy, all awkward angles, baby fur, and floppy ears, jumped up and put his paws on my chest, his tongue lolling with a happy grin. 

“Hey, Scout,” I laughed, scratching the puppy’s head. 

“Scout! No!” The shout, too late to do much of anything, came from the guy running after the puppy. 

The German shepherd flopped his head to the side to glance at his owner, but he didn’t move from his position. I had to gently replace his paws on o the ground as Tom grabbed hold of his collar. 

“I see the training is going well.” 

Tom rolled his eyes. “He’s too smart for his own good. He knows what he’s supposed to do and performs perfectly for the trainer. And then he gives me one look and does his own thing the rest of the time.” 

I laughed and gave the puppy, more an adolescent now, another scratch on the head. “Good boy.” 

“Annoying pain in the ass,” Tom groused. 

Scout ran off as soon as we were in the house, though I didn’t know where to, and Tom sighed as he shut the door, sagging against it for a moment. “He’s driving me nuts.” 

“Regret adopting him?” I asked, but I knew Tom, and he would never give an animal up. 

Indeed, a small smile curved at his mouth as he straightened and pushed away from the door. “Nah. He drives me up the wall, but he’s my buddy.” 

I smacked him on the shoulder. “Are you going to show me the prototype?” 

“Do you have to ask?” 

He didn’t, really. Thomas Kinnear and I had been best friends since elementary school, two odd kids who didn’t quite fit in and had somehow found one another. We had been through everything together, ups and downs, failures and triumphs, and I knew his house as well as I knew my own. I still followed Tom as he led me to the kitchen. 

“I installed the pad here since families spend so much time here. I figured it was the best place to put it, although the fully functional product will have a portable touch screen.” 

Tom indicated a tablet-like device on the counter of the island. A swipe brought the screen to life, and he flipped through the various displays. 

“Here you have the monitor for each room—heart rate, oxygen level, status.” 

I saw Tom and myself indicated on the screen, another presence flickering in and out of different rooms—Scout—but there was a fourth indicator, too. Before I could ask, Tom continued his presentation. 

“I obviously haven’t been able to test its full capability personally, but it will monitor anyone in the house for abnormalities—erratic heartbeats, heart attacks, unusual activity that could be a seizure, oxygen levels dropping, and even falls or fainting episodes.” 

Tom turned to me, an enormous grin on his face. “Reports for our prototypes have accuracy at 95 percent, and development thinks it can up that to 97 or 98 percent before our release next month.”  

“Wow, Tom, that’s amazing.” And I truly meant it. I had seen the health monitoring system first on paper as a rough idea, then the tech aspects as it had passed to development and our engineers. And here it was, even better than I could have imagined. And it had all been Tom’s idea. I clapped him on the shoulder so hard he jerked forward, but his grin only grew. “Seriously, amazing. This is going to save so many lives.” 

“Yeah, absolutely.” I was surprised to see a slight flush creeping over my oldest friend’s face. “No watches to wear or charge up, no forgetting a device somewhere. Just constant monitoring and nearly-instant response from emergency.” 

“Wow.” I shook my head. “This is revolutionary, man. Seriously.” 

The flush grew brighter. “Yeah, well—” 

Tom didn’t take compliments well, but he couldn’t find a way out of it this time. 

“What about the instances of false readings?” I asked. 

“About what you would expect. The team is working on the bugs,” Tom replied with a shrug. “There were a few times it caught falls by little kids, which we have to figure out to account for. Another one was for someone dancing.” 

“Dancing?” My eyebrows rose. “Really?” 

It was Tom’s turn to grin. “You would know. Your dancing looks more like a medical condition than what anyone would call ‘moves.’” 

“Excuse me? I don’t think any girl in our high school prom could resist this.” I started my patented dance moves that had, I was sorry to say, done the exact opposite of attracting the opposite sex. But they had Tom laughing as much as they had that night eighteen years earlier. 

He was wiping tears away when he finally shook his head. “I have a growler from the new brewery out in the fridge in the garage. I’ll get it while you get my laptop, and I’ll show you the results and the bugs.” 

“Yeah, sure.” 

I wound my way upstairs and to Tom’s spacious office that looked out over his even more spacious backyard. The door was open a crack, and it swung open when I pushed on it to step through...

...and stopped instantly. 

A woman was leaning over Tom’s desk, her dark hair a curtain hiding her face as she studied a tablet on the surface before her, the black pencil skirt smoothed over curves. The floor creaked as I put my foot down, and she jerked up, the hair falling away to reveal a face that made my heart flutter in a way it never had before, her blue eyes settling on me, the full lips curving into a slight frown. 

“Sorry,” I managed, caught by surprise, stuck between moving into the room and wanting to step right back out. I had entirely forgotten about the fourth presence in the house, but here it was—here she was—and I couldn’t look away. 

I had no idea who she was. Thomas’s new girlfriend? He hadn’t mentioned anything to me. Then again, romance wasn’t entirely his thing. Maybe it was casual, and he was keeping it under wraps.

Whatever it was, I felt a pang of jealousy and had to swallow it away as I stepped farther into the room. Who was the woman? Even if she was Thomas’s girlfriend, I had a sudden urge to know. 
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​​Bailey 
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THOSE DAMN CURTAINS. 

I stared up at them, hands on my hips, my toe tapping on the perfectly polished wooden floor—with which the curtains contrasted perfectly—marking a staccato rhythm. 

“They’re too damn short.” The rhythm became a hard tap as I crossed the room one more time and knelt awkwardly in my pencil skirt, extending the tongue of the measuring tape. Just like the last two times I’d measured them, they were too short by a foot. 

I wasn’t imagining things. 

“I told them I wasn’t imagining things,” I muttered, though no one had said a thing, and no one else was in the room. 

They had implied, of course, they being the textile company I had called to point out the mistake. 

“We double-check our measurements,” the woman on the other side of the phone had insisted, her voice nasal and strident. “And we double-check them against the measurements our clients send.” 

An oblique way to tell me I was the one who had made a mistake, and they wouldn’t do a damn thing to correct it. I had nearly thrown the phone across the room but had instead smiled and replied politely that I would get back to her. 

Then I had hung up and let out a string of curses—but not too loud. The last thing I needed was for my client to hear me swearing like a sailor. 

But what I needed even less was to have a set of curtains that were too short, throwing what was supposed to be a calm, masculine, cohesive space into chaos. Okay, maybe chaos was a bit dramatic, but it felt that way. Even someone who wasn’t an interior designer would notice that something was off, and off wasn’t something I gave to my clients. 

I gave them aesthetic. I gave them professional. I gave them perfection. 

“And this is not perfection,” I growled, stalking back across the room to my tablet on the top of the desk. 

The original measurements had to be in here somewhere—I kept every single piece of information about a client’s design, down to my notes on the elements of the tertiary wall colors. But this simple element escaped me. 

And I had to find it—I had to prove the textile company was wrong. I didn’t make mistakes like ordering the wrong size curtain, and I expected them to fix their error. This client was too important. 

This was my first big client. Big client. 

When I landed the work on Mr. Kinnear’s house, I’d had difficulty believing it was real at first. Yes, I had made it into the Sacramento Daily, the local magazine highlighting our city's best, newest, and most interesting. It had taken a lot of work, not to mention schmoozing and connecting and networking, to get myself a two-paragraph mention and an entire article. I had the two-page spread framed in my office—me posing in a designer dress with my arms crossed and an expression that dared the reader to find a better designer in a living room I had designed for a local radio personality. 

The article even called me a “rising star of the design world.” 

It was all a bluff, of course. The dress had been one of the magazine’s loaners, someone else had done my hair and makeup in a way I would never even attempt, and I barely had a quarter of the self-assurance the woman on the page radiated. More than that, no one had ever called me a “rising star.” 

But there it was, the crowning achievement of my career so far. But I still hadn’t expected the offers to come rolling in—and they hadn’t. 

Until I got the call from Mr. Kinnear’s assistant. Did I know Vitality Venture? Of course, I did—who didn’t in our town? They were one of our startups trying to disrupt Silicon Valley's hold on tech in the region. 

I’d almost told the young woman to shut up, that she had to be kidding like the teenager I had been a decade ago. Thankfully, I wasn’t a teenager anymore, so I had cleared my throat, put on my most professional voice, and told her I would see him on Thursday the 25th. 

Then I had turned and squealed like a kid on Christmas, jumping and laughing around my office with my assistant until we had both collapsed, giggling, into the couch. 

“That will show that asshole.” Kristen, my assistant, had nudged me with her shoulder. 

“One big client isn’t showing anyone up,” I had cautioned, unwilling to give in to overconfidence. “I have to continue to get big clients before that happens.” 

“Oh, whatever.” Kristen had sat up, giving me a mock glare. “You’ve done it, Bailey. This is it. All your hard work has paid off, and your career is only going up. Why can’t you just accept it?”

Kristin was young and fresh-faced, newly graduated from college, and her take on life was refreshing. Except when she turned it on me. 

“I will when I actually get where I’m going.” 

My reply had engendered an exaggerated eye roll as Kristen pushed herself up off the couch. 

“You’re never going to be satisfied as long as that guy is still in your head,” she said with a huff, flouncing off to her desk. 

It wasn’t that I wasn’t satisfied. I just didn’t want to count my chickens before they hatched. Plenty could go wrong before then—Mr. Kinnear could decide he didn’t like my design ideas after the initial consult, and that would be that. Or I could royally screw something up. Or another interior designer could swoop in and take the job, promising more, possibly for less. Maybe Mr. Kinnear wouldn’t like me. I had no idea what he was like—old, crotchety, didn’t like young women? 

I’d worried about it for days until casually mentioning to Kristen that maybe a client this high-profile wasn’t such a good idea. She had rolled her eyes again, put both hands on my shoulders, and looked me in the eye, which always meant she would give me some hard love. 

“Look, Bailey, you’re good. You’re better than good—you’re great. You’re amazing at what you do, and you deserve this job. What could it hurt?”

It could hurt—a lot. 

Kristen must have seen a change in my expression because her sigh was long-suffering. 

“Right now, you are overthinking and letting the asshole-who-will-not-be-named get inside your head. You need to take this. You can do this. If I have to, I will tie you up and drag you over there, but you are not backing out of this job.”

“Who’s the boss here—you or me?” I asked, feeling my mouth turn up into a half-smile. 

Kristen had snorted, tossed her hair over her shoulder, and returned to her desk—her favorite way to end a conversation she thought was ridiculous. 

So I took the job, quaking on the inside, ready to throw up at a moment’s notice.

Despite my fears, however, the job had gone well. Really well. Mr. Kinnear—Thomas, as he had insisted I call him—had turned out to be young, friendly, and often distracted, his mind entirely elsewhere during our meetings. He had loved my designs and, better yet, had stayed out of my way, allowing me the freedom to do some of my best work to date. 

And now, here I was, nearing the end of the weeks-long project, staring at imperfect curtains. 

“What’s up?” 

I could hear Kristen typing in the background as she answered her phone. Music played in the background, some '90s playlist. 

“You know those curtains that came in on Monday? The ones Jerry installed yesterday?” 

“For Thomas’s office?” Her gum snapped before she resumed chewing. 

“Yes, those curtains. They’re too short—about a foot short.” I sighed, rubbing at the bridge of my nose with my thumb and index fingers. I could feel a headache building behind my eyes. 

“No way.” Kristen stopped snapping her gum, and the music quieted. “Seriously?”

“Yes, seriously. I’ve remeasured three times, and they look wrong. It throws the whole room off. I already called the company, and they’re insisting I’m the one who mismeasured—” 

“You don’t mismeasure,” Kristen interjected. 

“Exactly. I know I didn’t send the wrong measurements, but I can’t find the stupid things. Can you check your sent mail and find the form you sent them? Then send it to me.” 

“Sure thing. I’ll get it to you in a few,” Kristen replied, and the call cut off. 

I shook my head, sighing. What an annoying mess.

Kristen would get me the file sooner than a few minutes, I knew that, but I still flipped back through my tablet out of annoyance. Where had those stupid measurements gone? It was like they had disappeared into thin air. 

The floor creaked, sending a shock of surprise up my spine, and I snapped my head up to find a man hovering in the doorway. 

Our eyes met for a moment as we both froze, and the moment of silence stretched. 

“Sorry,” the guy finally managed, his brown eyes not moving. Even though I quickly recovered from my alarm, I couldn’t look away for a moment, either. 

The man was tall and slim in a way that didn’t diminish the breadth of his shoulders under the white button-down he wore. Nor did his glasses take away from the strong line of his jaw or the appeal in the way a lock of his sandy hair, tousled like he hadn’t quite had time to run a brush through it that morning, hung over his forehead. 

I shook my head, turning back to my screen with difficulty. “No worries.” 

A thought popped into my mind, and my head jerked up again, my hand pointing at the door. “Close it before—” 

The sound of a freight train coming down the hallway told me it was too late, and an enormous half-grown puppy burst into the room with a rush of sound and noise and joy, straight toward me. 

“Scout!” I protested, laughing as the enormous paws landed on my shoulders. I managed to extract myself and let him gently down into the floor. He immediately rolled over onto his back, legs in the air, tongue lolling out of the side of his mouth, asking for a belly rub. The only thing I could do was indulge him, kneeling to scratch at the soft fur there.  

“You stinker,” I told him, grinning. “Why am I giving you a belly rub when you ate some of my paperwork this morning?” 

“Sorry. I didn’t realize that would happen.” 

The guy was suddenly kneeling on Scout’s other side, startlingly close. Startingly handsome. And smelling of some woodsy-sandalwood-type scent, either cologne or soap or something. 

“No worries,” I said again, trying to tamp down on the flutter in the center of my chest. “He finds any excuse to come in here.” 

“He must really like you,” the guy offered, his long-fingered hands scratching the puppy’s proffered tummy. 

“He seems to like everyone.” I shrugged. “No discrimination—anyone who will give him attention, and he’s happy.” 

“I’m Liam, by the way.” He offered his hand, and after a moment’s hesitation, I took it. 

“Bailey.” 

His handshake was firm but not crushing, warm and enveloping. It took a lot of willpower not to look at my hand or squeeze it or something once he had released it. 

“Nice to meet you, Bailey.” Liam returned to petting Scout’s belly at the German shepherd’s wiggling insistence, and so did I. 

“Likewise.” 

“So do you like Tom’s house?” he asked. 

It was an odd question, but I nodded anyway. “Yeah, it’s great.” 

“He bought it a few years ago. Hasn’t done a ton with it.” 

The guy, Liam, stood as I did, looking around the room. 

“But this looks nice. Really nice.” 

“I’m glad you like it.” I smiled, unsure what else to do. I didn’t know who he was, why he was here, or why he was sticking around. And I had work to do—I’d seen the email from Kristen pop up on my smartwatch. 

“How did you two meet?” 

“How did we meet?” I reached for my tablet to call up the email, but my hand faltered, and I looked back over my shoulder. “I guess the normal way? We met, and he liked what he saw, so he invited me back.” 

Did I see a slight flush on the guy’s cheeks? He rolled his lips and nodded. “How long have you guys been together? I would have thought Tom would have told me something about you.” 

I blinked, confused by the question. Then my thoughts clicked together, and I couldn’t help the laugh that escaped. Liam chuckled, rubbing at the back of his neck. 

“Did I say something funny?”

I shook my head. “No, it’s just a misunderstanding. I’m not Thomas’s girlfriend—I’m his interior designer.” 

The dark eyes went wide for a moment, then creased with amusement. 

“Yeah, that makes more sense. I really should have asked first.” Now I definitely saw a slight flush, and I had to bite my lip to keep another laugh from escaping. 

We were both quiet for a moment, Scout looking between us, his tongue still hanging out the side of his mouth. Then Liam’s expression creased as something flashed across his mind—some thought, though I couldn’t tell what—and he reached his hand out again. 

“Interior designer, huh? Can I have your card? I might be in the market for one sometime soon. My place needs some updating.” 

“Oh, sure.” I reached behind my tablet’s cover and pulled out my business card, handing it to him with a warm smile. “I offer a free consultation, so you decide whether what I can do for you is something you would like.” 

“Oh, I’m sure I’ll like it.” The comment was off-handed, distracted, as he scrutinized my card. Then he moved over to the desk, swiping the laptop off the top before heading toward the door. A bright, sunny smile had replaced the abstracted expression, and he raised the computer. “I just came in here for this. I’ll give you a call, and we’ll set up a time to talk.” 

“Sounds like a plan.” I returned the smile. It was difficult not to, with it turned on me like a ray of sunshine. 

“Come on, Scout.” Liam patted his leg, and the puppy jumped up and bounded after the man. Just before he cleared the door, though, the guy turned and looked over his shoulder, meeting my gaze and smiling softly in a way that made my heart flutter again. “It was nice to meet you, Bailey.” 

“Same here,” I replied to the sound of his feet moving away from the room. It took me another moment and a deep breath to calm the butterflies enough to return to work. 

But I still had to read the email from Kristen twice before I saw words and not Liam’s soft smile.  
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