
[bookmark: _o2fur2udcpxh]young adult energy, sensitive, feels too much, romance novel, kind, sarcastic, literary depth
[bookmark: _xplqo2e87i5h]young adult energy, morally grey, suppress emotions, humourous, romance novel, man, sassy 


 
   


“ To the ones who love burning in fire with a heart that desires  more.”

Chapter 1
Viella
I  should start cutting down on my caffeine intake. That thing makes my stomach act like
I'm in a war.
And having an upset stomach would be the last thing I would want before going for an almost life-changing interview. The pay is crazy. I've been a personal assistant for the last five years at an average company, and this pay is higher than I've ever seen. It makes me wonder if they will ask me to do illegal stuff or something? But that's just absurd because it's Veyran Tech, the most successful company in New York. And the interesting fact? It started not more than 6  years ago. 
The CEO was just a university student at that time, and honestly, I hate overachieving fuckers. 
Anyways, I wa already here to apply for the job of  PA of a fucker like that because hey. I need to earn money to stay alive. And going back now? That's not an option because if I did, I'd be homeless in 2-3 months, and trust me, that's not the vibe I'm going for.
While walking through the gigantic structure, I realised it's so massive that a murder could be taking place somewhere, and I would be completely clueless about it. The thought sent shivers down my neck.
I glanced at my watch, which I think I have to switch soon, and let out a cursed sigh. What a wonderfully dreadful day it is. I've got mere 10 minutes left before the interviews kick off, and I find myself utterly lost in this godforsaken maze of a building.
I glanced around, hoping for a divine intervention to lead me to the right room. Instead, I found a rather exhausted and visibly annoyed employee. My bad for adding to your woes. With a heavy sigh, I made my way over to her. 
She glanced my way and immediately straightened her posture and slapped on a smile that was as genuine as a three-dollar bill. The daily grind of employee antics. I paused right in front of her, my own smile just as fake, and greeted her with all the charm I could muster.
“Hello. Good morning to you,” I said, putting on my best cheerful face.
“A very warm good morning to you. How can I assist you today?” she replied, her tone dipping with feigned enthusiasm. 
I shot her a fleeting look, my mask nearly slipping off. But I managed to pull it together.
“Hey, so I'm here for an interview, and I'm kind of lost. Can you guide me or tell me where this whole thing is happening?” I asked her in one go, keeping my words to a minimum because, really, who has time to chat?
She looked at me as if I were a total idiot. And honestly, can you really blame her? Who gets lost on their own interview?
“Of course, I'll show you the way,” she replied
Thank goodness! Because if she had continued to look at me like that for another two seconds, I would have died of embarrassment right then and there.
She took off ahead of me, and I followed her like a puppy who lost its way. But really, who even cares? I just had to make it there because if I didn't, I'd be living off instant noodles and my savings after I quit that hellhole of a job. That company was a total nightmare. We finally made it to a hall that felt like it took forever to reach, but it was really just a couple of minutes. The hall was buzzing with interviewees, all looking as lost as I felt.
I spun around to express my gratitude, but she just gave a little nod and dashed off, probably thinking I'd actually turn into a puppy and start nipping at her heels. As soon as she vanished, the interview began. I settled into my seat, trying to calm my racing thoughts. Sure, I had some experience under my belt, but seriously, the anxiety just loves to make everything a million times worse for me.
Thanks a bunch, Mom and Dad.
They started ringing up people one by one, and with each entry and exit, my heart was thumping like it was in a race. The expressions on their face when they step out? Sweet heavens, if i didnt know this was an interview, I'd assume someone has delivered the most devastating news imaginable. And honestly, that's just adding fuel to my anxiety fire.
Just when I thought I could make a quick trip to the washroom so that I avoid shitting in my pants in there, the receptionist had to call my name. Clearly, the universe has it out for me today. I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment, releasing a heavy sigh. I rose from my chair with all the elegance I could show while trying not to pee in my pants.
“Yes! Right here,” I exclaimed loudly, before heading towards what felt like the door to my doom. I suppose.
I stood right in front of it, practically begging someone to give me the green light to step in. Just then, a voice drifted from inside the room.
“Send the next one.”
The chill in that voice was enough to freeze my blood. I had only a heartbeat to compose myself before the door creaked open. With a practised grin plastered on my face, I squared my shoulders and strode in with confidence that was almost convincing.
With a deep breath, I looked up and noticed a panel of three evaluators, though one was notably absent– probably off on a pee break. At last, a little something to calm my racing heart. I offered them a confident smile and settled in my chair.
I braced myself, ready for the questions that were bound to come my way. My gaze settled on the two individuals seated across from me. A middle-aged man, likely in his early forties, stood out with his thinning hair that hinted at the onset of baldness. Clad in a meticulously tailored suit that exudes the air of luxury. He was not handsome, yet his face carried an unmistakable kindness that softened every edge. The type of man you'll picture strolling through a park, holding hands with his grandkids. He glanced at the profile resting on the desk before him, then shifted his gaze towards me. His warm, gentle smile reached across the tension, lending me a small sense of ease as I sank slightly into my chair.
“Good morning, Miss Viella Cruz,” he greeted, his voice carrying that familiar gentle tone.
I cleared my throat.
“A pleasant morning to you as well, sir,” I replied warmly, mirroring his gentle tone.
I shifted my gaze to the woman beside him, seemingly a bit younger, who looked like she'd rather be anywhere else, until she caught sight of my profile. Her eyes sparkled with amusement, and I knew this was coming. But instead of letting that throw me off, I forged ahead with my introduction.
“I'm Viella Cruz. I graduated from Crestmore University with a degree in international relations and an executive assistant certification. With five years of experience, I'd say I'm more than qualified for this job,” I stated confidently.
The man nodded, his interest clearly piqued, and started to question me about my previous job and the work I had done. To my surprise, despite the anxiety gnawing at me, I answered with a confidence that almost felt foreign. I was convinced I had charmed both of them, even the woman who had seemed as disinterested as a cat in a dog park. Just when I thought I had dodged the bullet, she hit me with a question I had been praying she wouldn't ask.
“Miss Cruz, I must say, I'm impressed by your skills, but I have a question since I reviewed your profile,” she said, her voice smooth as silk while her eyes skimmed over my credentials.
I swallowed hard, feeling a lump rise in my throat.
“I see you were pursuing a law degree, which you dropped halfway through. You didn't bring it up when you introduced yourself. Can I ask why?” she pressed on, and by the time she finished, my anxiety had crept back in like an unwelcomed guest.
I was desperate to respond, but my voice was playing coy. I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment, trying to pull myself together, clenching my fist so tightly that my nails began to dig into my palm, and I feared they might start bleeding. And when I finally opened my eyes to respond.
“Actually, the reason–” I was cut off mid-sentence, this time it wasnt my anxiety that held me back.
Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed a man stepping into the room. When I turned my gaze towards him, everything around me faded into silence.  I could only hear the thumping of my heart like it's going to burst any moment.
I couldn't hear a thing, couldn't move a muscle, not even blink. My blood turned to ice, freezing in my veins. My mind became a foggy mess, all I could think was.
Why is he here?
Why, why is Caelan here?
In that instant, it felt like the very thing I had been desperate to escape had finally caught up to me, wrapping around me like a vice, suffocating me.



Chapter 2 
Caelan
The worst blunder I pulled today was to let Adrian talk me into this ridiculous interview. I should have just bailed. Now here I was, stuck in a doorway like a fucking statue. My limbs were frozen solid, and blood was racing down my spine. My pulse knocks once against my ribs, but I shove it back down where it belongs.
She wasn't supposed to be here. Fuck, we were never even supposed to meet again. But whatever, the universe loves fucking with me. I kept my face blank, though my pulse spiked for a second when our eyes clashed. She went pale like a horror movie victim. It felt as if her worst nightmare had just walked in. I looked down at her hands. She clenched her fist so tight that her knuckles turned white. And I loathed that I was aware of every single detail.
I tugged at my already perfect blazer and cleared my throat as I brushed past her, the familiar scent of her perfume hitting me like a physical blow. Fantastic. 
“Caelan! You should definitely see the profile of this young lady,” Michael exclaimed, his voice grated against my eardrums like nails on a chalkboard. 
I dropped into my seat. Jaw clenched. I just gave Michael a nod. I should have just stayed out longer. Even if it meant listening to an asshole blabbering about how fucking successful he is, on the call.
Across from me, Viella's eyes were fixed on her white-knuckled fists as if she was physically holding herself together. 
Before I could get a word in, Clara’s voice sliced through the air.
“Miss Cruz, I asked you something.” Not a question. Just cold, flat words from her perfect mouth. For fucks sake, these two couldn't shut up if their lives depended on it.
Viella’s chest rose from a deep inhale as she lifted her gaze. The smile she forced onto her face looked like it physically hurt her to maintain.
“Yes, ma'am,” she managed, her voice starting strong before crumbling at the edges. “The reason for that is a bit... personal,” she somehow finished.
“Personal? You do realize this is a professional setting, and we have the right to know about your qualifications, don't you?” Clara insisted. Fury surged within me. Her persistent questioning felt like a breach. I had dedicated my life to maintaining control and strength, but at that moment, the boundaries began to blur. 
“Everyone carries a history,” I said, my tone calm and firm. “It shapes who we are today.”
My eyes darted to Viella, wanting to see if my words had any effect on her. Our eyes locked, but all I could find was confusion, hatred, and an indescribable feeling that eluded me.
Whatever Clara asked made Viella’s face drain of colour. I flipped through her resume with practised indifference until something made me stop cold. My eyes narrowed at the page.
She abandoned her law degree halfway through? It never happened in front of me?
“Caelan,” Michael’s voice cut through my thoughts. “Don't you want to ask her something? Shes the best candidate so far,” he laughed–the executive chuckle that made my skin crawl.
I shook my head, not because I wanted to avoid her but because the questions piling up in my mind weren't the professional kind.
Clara grilled her with more questions before the interview finally came to an end. Viella stood up, her chair scraping against the floor, and walked out without so much as a backward glance. I gave it five seconds before I was out of there, too. I was done for the day. I stalked towards my office, yanking at my tie, which felt like a noose around my neck with every heartbeat. Employees scattered like roaches, not a single soul wanting to cross paths with me. Smart move on their part. I reached my cabin and kicked the door shut, shrugged off the blazer, and threw it at the couch. It missed. Perfect ending to a perfect day. I collapsed into my chair, the leather protesting beneath me.  
Memories of the past flooded back–her laughing at a stupid joke someone from our group had made. I thought I had buried those memories deep, convinced they wouldn't resurface. Yet here I was, trapped in them. 
Just when I thought the day couldn't possibly descend further into hell, the door to my cabin opened and closed with a soft click. 
“Heard you had a rough morning,” Adrian’s voice sliced through my thoughts. He bent down, scooped up my blazer with two fingers like it's contaminated, and tossed it onto the couch before settling beside it with unnecessary care.
“Thanks to you,” I replied, keeping my voice deliberately flat. “And, what the fuck do you want, Vance?”
“Just checking in,” he said, his voice flat as concrete.
I kept my eyes on my fingers as they tapped the table in frenzy, almost like I was losing my mind.
“Look i know you saw her today,” Adrian leaned back a little.
I cocked a brow at him.
“Viella. I know you saw her,” he added.
The mention of her name made my muscles tense up.
“Its been six years, Caelan. Maybe it's time for a conversation?” he pursed his lips.
My jaw tightened. I looked up, letting the silence stretch until he shifted his weight.
“Sure,” I said finally, my voice clipped. “Tell me, what part of my life requires her input, exactly?”
Adrian crossed his arms. “The part where seeing her for five minutes made you lose your shit,” he gestured vaguely at my rigid posture.
Something cold slithered down my spine. Because as much as I'd like to deny it, he was right. She still gets under my skin like a splinter i cant remove.

 

Chapter 3
Viella
I shouldn't have come. My heart was thumping wildly in my ribcage; all I wished for was to leave this building. Somehow, I dashed out of there and stopped right in front of the building to catch my breath. I absolutely need to get back to the apartment. There's no way I'm going to faint on the street, for heaven's sake. I caught a taxi and climbed in. As soon as I settled in and told the driver I wanted to go, I rummaged through my bag for my medication. And of course, I forgot them. I never should've come to New York. Caelan was the kind of nightmare that I never dared to imagine, the one I prayed to never cross paths with, let alone sit across from him. My mind betrayed me, dragging up memories i didnt want to remember. 
All those memories of Caelan and me–sharing stolen glances, those accidental eye contacts that sent my heart spinning, and the fleeting moments we spent together.
No. i didnt want to relive them. At least not now.
I was deep in my thoughts when the driver’s voice broke through.
“Ma'am?” he called, “We’ve arrived at the destination.”
I exhaled a shaky breath, stepped out of the car, handed him the fare, and rushed inside, the world around me swirling like it had a heartbeat of its own.
I entered and quickly shut the door behind me. 
Sienna burst out of her room, her smile bright, but it vanished the moment she saw me. I crumpled onto the porch. 
“Ella?!” she shouted my name and rushed towards me.
She wrapped me in her arms, and I leaned into her warmth.
“Hey? Whats wrong?” she asked, worry etched on her face.
But i was too lost to say anything, and thank goodness for Sienna, she sensed it. She led me into my room and helped me settle onto my bed. I curled up like a ball. Her gaze was heavy with worry as she let out a long sigh. But quietly slipped out of the room, leaving me alone with the whirlwind of thoughts I really needed to process.
Sienna and I met at Crestmore University, and I felt incredibly fortunate to have her as my roommate. Even though we were in different majors, we just clicked. And she's also one of the few who know what went down between Caelan and me.
The quiet in my room began to wrap around me like a heavy blanket, making it hard to breathe. I lay flat on my back, staring up at the ceiling, tracing the familiar patterns I'd memorized over countless sleepless nights. But today, it wasnt the nightmares that kept my mind racing, it was him.
Caelan. 
Six years. For god’s sake, six fucking years of reconstructing my life, picking up whatever pieces he left behind. Six years of convincing myself I had moved on. And yet all it too was one look– one painfully haunting look– and suddenly I was twenty-two again, weeping in Sienna’s arms, struggling to breathe. 
His eyes. God, those eyes. They'd always been intense, the kind of stormy grey that looks right into your soul and bends it in a way you'd prefer to avoid. But today, they seemed to hold something, was it regret? Perhaps recognition? 
It was something that made my heart ache with longing I had no claim to feel.
I pressed the heels of my palms against my eyes until I saw stars. This was ridiculous. I was ridiculous. He'd made his choice six years ago, and I'd made mine by walking away. By leaving that university, by leaving him. Through some bizarre twist of fate or sheer coincidence, we’ve crossed paths again, but it doesn't erase the fact that Caelan Verona was there to see me fall, and I'd hit the ground hard enough to shatter.
A soft knock interrupted my spiral.
“Ella?” Sienna’s voice was gentle. “I made the tea. The one you hate but always drink anyway.”
I didn't reply for a moment, so she just walked into my room anyway.
The door opened, and Sienna entered carrying two steaming mugs, the scent of chamomile tea and honey filling up the space between us. She was wearing her favourite oversized sweater– the grey one with paint stains on the sleeves from her graphic design projects– and her caramel hair pulled into a messy bun. She looked comfortable, grounded, everything I wasn’t in the moment.
She handed me a mug and settled cross-legged at the foot of my bed, her brown eyes searching my face with concern.
“So?” she said quietly. “Do you want to talk about it, or do I need to unleash my terrible acting skills and pretend everything's okay?”
I wrapped my fingers around the mug, feeling the warmth seep into my skin. “I saw him.”
Sienna’s eyes widened before settling into their usual calm. She didn't need clarification. Her expressions shifted to protectiveness. “At the interview?”
I nodded, unable to trust my voice.
“Ella..” Her shoulders dropped, and she reached out to gently squeeze my ankle beneath the blanket. “Are you okay?”
I swallowed hard at her question, somehow mustering the courage to respond.
“He was right in front of me, Sia, right across from me. It felt like no time had passed at all, like I was thrown back to the moment everything fell apart and I–” my voice cracked. “I couldn't breathe.”
Sienna moved closer, wrapping an arm around my shoulder. I leaned into her, grateful for her anchor presence.
“Did he say anything?” she asked carefully.
“No. well yes. Not more than a sentence.” I laughed, but it sounded hollow even to my ears.
“He acted like we were strangers.” I took a long, shaky breath. “And maybe that is what we are now.”  
“You don't believe that.” 
She was right. I didn't. I could never. Because strangers didn't look at each other the way Caelan had looked at me–with that mixture of regret and longing. With something that made his typically emotionless face twist with ache, an ache I couldn’t quite understand. 
“I don't know what I believe anymore,” I admitted, “the thought of seeing him again, especially every single day, feels like too much to bear.” I set my mug on the nightstand, my hands trembling slightly.
Sienna wrapped me in her embrace for a bit longer as we sat in silence before she finally released me
“What are you going to do?” she finally asked. 
“I don't know,” I replied in a faint voice. 
Sienna was quiet for a moment, then asked the question I'd been avoiding, “Do you want the job?” 
Do I? It was a good position, better than anything else I'd been offered, the benefits excellent, the opportunity to get back to legal work–even tangentially–was something I'd been craving. But alongside Caelan? Witnessing that expression every single day? Seeing his face, exchanging those fleeting glances again, I would completely lose my sanity.
Yet, I won’t let him wreck my life once more. 


Chapter 4
Caelan
The whiskey burned going down, but not enough to erase the image of Viella’s face when she saw me. I poured myself another glass, the amber liquid glinting in the light streaming through the floor-to-ceiling window of my penthouse office. The city sprawled below like a dazzling constellation of lives I'd never be part of.
“Youre sulking,” Adrian’s voice cut through my thoughts. He stood in the doorway, tie loosened, jacket slung over one arm, looking every bit the concerned friend rather than a business partner. “And drinking alone, which is never a good sign.”
“What? Don't you have your own place? Or you didnt find a date tonight?” i retorted, a bit too sharply.
Adrian was the kind of guy women should steer clear of, but somehow, they never do. He fucks more than two women a day and somehow never seems worn out. I honestly don't get how he's still standing. It's as if he survives off sex.
He shrugged his shoulder, a casual move that made me want to roll my eyes. “I put off my plans to check on my dear friend.” he stepped into the office, shutting the door behind him.
I couldn't care less. He plopped down on the couch. Just like before, this bastard is always invading my personal space. 
“So,” he continued. “What are you going to do?”
“I'm thinking of offering her the job.” The words came out flat, emotionless, though inside I was anything but.
He cocked a brow at my decision. 
“
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