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To everyone who needs a little push or motivation.

Don’t allow others to cheat you or take from you.

Stand up for yourself and go after what is 

rightfully yours, without any hurt to others.

Block those out that have nothing nice to say about you.

Remember that you are worthy.

Never listen to someone that says you are not.

Because you know you are.





To GOD,

because without you, 
I just would not be.








  
  Chapter 1
Bertie’s Beauties
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Amar


I’m sprawled out comfortably in my private jet. I glance at my Rolex. We should start our descent into Lake Geneva, Wisconsin any minute now. Then, it’s straight to my family’s high end jewelry store, Berisha’s.  
My phone rings. 
“Have you arrived?” my dad asks, straight to the point as always. As a first-generation American from Eastern Europe, his number one priority is taking care of his family. That includes being up in my business even though I’m forty-five.
I chuckle and stretch out my long, muscled legs. I’m wearing business slacks and designer dress shoes with a tight white polo shirt. My dad taught me to always look expensive and dress like I’m ready to close a business deal, no matter where I’m headed. 
“Almost. Did you miss your favorite son already?” I have two brothers, but only I have carried on in the family business. 
He scoffs. “You will reach that status when you open more jewelry stores and present a wife to me.” 
“Nah, that’s too easy. You’ll expect at least a kid or two from my wife and me first.” I laugh to myself. My dad is a traditional man. 
“This is true, Amar. You are too old to live alone. It’s time you settle down.” 
I raise an eyebrow. I’ve heard this lecture weekly ever since I turned thirty. “You’re calling about the manager position, right? Did you find a suitable candidate?” 
“I can’t believe Max left you like that. Imagine it; my son, a businessman and billionaire performing the duties of a manager. I won’t stand for it. I’ll find someone. I trusted Max. He’ll be hard to replace.” 
“You could just let me find someone local to do it. Running our jewelry store isn’t that complicated,” I suggest, knowing he’ll resist. 
“No. Your time is better spent closing the deals on the gemstone mines in Africa. I want us to supply the jewels by the start of next year.” 
I hear papers rustling about. My dad is old-school and writes everything down. “No locals. Lake Geneva is known for its wealthy visitors and tourists, son, not for any wealthy residents. We built an opulent image for Berisha’s. We need an international manager who can interact with every type of customer.” 
I shrug. “Let’s just do it fast. I don’t want to spend one more day in my hometown than I have to.” 
My dad laughs outright. “It’s hardly your hometown when I sent you to boarding school in England.” 
I stride to the plane’s gleaming white bar and grab a bottle of water, waving the stewardess away. 
“And then Harvard,” I say with no small degree of pride. My father did his utmost to see that I had the best. “How are Theo and Mat?” 
My father sighs. “Your little brother Theo is too eager, Amar. I don’t like it. Always pushing and pushing.” 
I chug the water. “He’s impatient because he’s thirty-one and you treat him like a baby. He’s ready, Dad. Give him a project to make him happy.” 
My dad swears. “I will do that and then he’ll be back asking for two. He’s ambitious but not grounded. And Mat, well, he never wanted to take over the business. He uses his marriage as an excuse.” 
I sit up a little straighter in my seat. My father relies on me to pull through on every part of his businesses. I know I’ll inherit the lion’s share of everything he has one day. It’s a lot of responsibility. 
The stewardess signals that we’ve begun our initial descent. I nod. 
“I agree with you about Mat. Let’s just leave him be. He’s happy living on his allowance.” I glance out the window again, a grin taking over my face as I see us swinging around part of the lake to make a smooth landing on the small runway at the private airport. 
The water of Lake Geneva is deep blue and clean. It’s just before tourist season so the weather won’t be warm enough for people to be frolicking on the white sandy beaches just yet. The town as I remember it is split into two sections, the tourist area with tourist accommodations and then the locals’ area. 
I haven’t been back here in three years, and that was just to make an appearance at the jewelry store to see that operations were running as smoothly as our manager Max said they were. 
Max had to have known that leaving the way he did meant that he’d never be employed at any of my family’s many companies again. I shake my head, the weight of responsibility falling on me. 
“I’ll catch up with you soon, Dad. I’ve got to get going.” 
“I’ll count on your success, son,” he booms in his deep voice. 
I place my phone in the pocket of my sports jacket, leaning back in the luxurious seat. The landing is smooth. I gather my bags, insisting I don’t need help and descend the steps. 
The waiting car is a standard private sedan. I’d arranged for my family’s estate, my estate now that it’s signed over to my name, to be fully stocked with food, my favorite designer clothes, and a minimum of three luxury cars. This sedan I’m getting into better not be one of the cars. 
“Mr. Berisha,” the driver says crisply. 
I nod, noticing the man’s slight Wisconsin accent. I don’t see any reason we can’t have a local person running Berisha’s. As long as they are educated, what’s the harm? 
He drives in silence, the soothing strains of classical music lulling my mind into a relaxed state. 
“When does tourist season start?” I ask abruptly, wanting to know how long I have to settle into my role as manager of my own store before the onslaught of tourists hits. 
He whistles absently. “I’d say we still have another month, maybe six weeks.” 
My brain kicks up into high gear at that. Not only do I have to bring myself up to speed on the store’s operations by then, but I also have to be so well versed that I can train the new manager my father finds. I press my full lips together. This is certainly not how I want to be spending the next month. 
I’m used to traveling every week, going to Dubai where my father and younger brother are, and where the family offices are for many of our companies. Or trotting down to Africa, one of my favorite places in the world with its raw and unspoiled beauty, to continue to buy into diamond and other gemstone mines there. 
But instead I’ll be stuck here in Lake Geneva, a place I barely have memories of. I lean forward in the back seat. 
“Take me along Main Street. I want to approach Berisha’s the way a tourist would. It’s been five years since we redid the store’s front,” I say and let my voice trail off as we turn toward Lake Geneva and onto Main Street. 
The lake is gorgeous with its alternating shoreline, part sandy beaches and part small cliffs. The water laps against the sand, leaving peaked wet stains behind. Hotels hover near the beach along with ancient touristy restaurants and ice cream stands. A few newer buildings that have been renovated stand out, making the traditional spots look shabby. 
This whole place needs to be redone. I glance around and frown. And I’m not talking just a paint job.
It makes me wonder how much these old places are bringing down the property values around them. I glance at the side of the street that leads away from the water, deeper inland. Individual buildings line the street, some in a Victorian design and others in a square, plain design with painted cement block siding and tall front windows. 
“Slow down, please,” I say to the driver as Berisha’s comes into sight. A smile reaches my face at my gigantic, gleaming white building with its floor to ceiling front showroom windows and glossy silver logo. My building takes up the whole block, basically, and is pretentious enough to bring in flocks of tourists who want exotic designs and rare gemstones in their jewelry. 
A car honks behind us and we pick up the pace. Commotion going on ahead on the right catches my eye. It’s one of the Victorian style houses that’s been turned into a business. It looks like there is a crew of men painting and sanding down some new flooring for the porch. 
I look at the place critically. It’s perched on the corner of the block directly next to Berisha’s. Compared to my carefully designed building, this place looks archaic and cheap. 
“That place should be torn down,” I mutter. 
Then two things happen at once. First, a group of preteen boys come racing down the sidewalk in a cluster, one of them kicking his legs out to show off to his friends. The sidewalk tent sign made of cheap plastic goes flying in front of the sedan. 
The driver curses and eases onto the brakes, and thankfully the cars behind us stop without incident. We gently bump up against the sign. 
Second, my gaze is captured by the authoritative movements of a stunningly beautiful woman who is directing the crew working on the old building. She’s petite and curvy, her light brown hair pulled back into a high ponytail. When she turns to see what the commotion is about, I can see blue eyes and a smattering of freckles across her smooth cheeks. Her full pink lips turn up in a lenient smile as she waves the boys away as if to say, no harm done. 
I like her instantly. A smile turns my own lips up. My gaze lingers on the swell of her ass as she turns back to her work. In her faded jeans and Converse tennis shoes, she’s certainly not dressed like the socialites I tend to hang around, but to me, she’s perfect. 
“I’ll just hop out to move the sign. Then we can be on our way,” my driver says. 
But I’m already a step ahead of him. I don’t want to miss this chance to speak to the pretty girl in old blue jeans. I slide out of the back seat. As if she can sense my presence, she turns to face me. Her blue eyes roll down my six foot three frame, taking in each detail. The intensity of her gaze is turning me on, so I extend a hand to her. 
“Amar. Amar Berisha.” 
She doesn’t take my hand right away. Instead, her eyes flick over to my jewelry store and she nods in recognition. 
“So you’re the mysterious Berisha who is too good to visit the town that put your brand on the map,” she quips, finally taking my hand. 
Her skin is smooth and her hand is small. I can tell by the fire in her eyes that she’s only half teasing. I laugh softly. 
“Not quite true on either point,” I say noncommittally. 
She shrugs, taking a moment to direct the one crew member still working on painting. I assume she’s the project manager, so I give her a moment. 
“That’s right, Sam. I want that part to be pure white. Bertie opened this place over fifty years ago. Let’s make sure her name stands out.” 
I follow her gaze, barely acknowledging my driver as he sets up the sidewalk sign and then returns to stand by the driver’s door of the car, waving for the three vehicles behind the sedan to pass by. 
The paint reads, “Bertie’s Beauties.” It’s surrounded by vines and yellow flowers, making it obvious that this is a flower shop. 
That’s a small town name if ever I saw one, I think with a hint of disgust. So many parts of this place are stuck in yesteryear. And it’s hurting my business. We need to do something about it if Lake Geneva is going to reach its full potential as a swanky tourist hotspot. 
“Cute,” I say dryly. “If we were living in the 1920s. You should paint over that and name it something modern. The owner will thank you, trust me. That name is dated to an extreme.” 
I know I’ve made a mistake when a pair of angry blue eyes land on me. 






  
  Chapter 2
Oh the things I’d let him do to me
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Julia


I stare up at Amar, his hazel eyes meeting mine unabashedly. It’s clear he stands by his words, but he has no right to talk about my flower shop that way. I almost stomp my foot in anger.  
Everyone in town knows about the hoity toity Berisha family and their decision to move away from town after profiting from our tourists by building a huge jewelry store in the heart of the tourist district. It’s annoying. They don’t realize how bad it looks to do something like that in a town this size. 
Amar’s eyes soften at me, and I’m suddenly aware of butterflies flitting around in my belly. He is devastatingly handsome with his black hair, broad shoulders, and kissable lips. 
Stop it, Julia, I chide myself. He just dissed the flower shop your grandma gave you. What a rude man. 
But as I stare at him, wrapped up in his masculine presence, my anger quickly dissolves. I tear my gaze away. 
“Oh, yeah? And what would you name it, since you know it all,” I say tersely, feigning anger. 
He smiles, revealing perfect white teeth. 
Damn. The things I would do to him… Then, I smile to myself. The things I’d let him do to me. 
“Depends on the types of flowers being sold and your target audience.” He pauses. “I’m sorry, I didn’t quite catch your name.” 
I look up at him, amused by how dapper he is, even down to his manners. “Julia,” I say briefly. 
He gives me another heart-stopping smile and then says, “I better get going. I’ll see you around, Julia.” 
I try not to die on the spot at the way he says my name, his voice deep and strong. I offer him a fake smile, waving politely as his sedan ushers him away. 
“What a man,” I mumble, needing a moment to gather my senses. The gentle aroma of his cologne still swirls in the air. I breathe it in, wanting to capture the memory of him. 
“Like this, Julia?” the painter calls out. 
I give the painted logo a critical look. It’s exactly what I asked for, but suddenly it looks a little too plain and a little too, dare I think it, dated. I glance at Berisha’s, my longtime neighboring business, and see their sleek and elegant lines in a new light. 
“Looks great,” I say with a polite smile at him. 
I head inside my little shop. I couldn’t change the logo anyway without my grandma Bertie’s buy in. Sure, I bought the place from her last year after I graduated with my undergrad in business, but she still influences a lot of my decisions. I couldn’t have made it this far as a business owner on my own. 
The store’s cat, Meredith, circles my ankles. I reach down to pick her up, noticing the old, scraped up wooden floorboards beneath our feet. 
“Damn that man. Making me second guess everything,” I gripe quietly. I snuggle Meredith for the two seconds she’ll allow me before jumping down and scampering away. 
This old place has a lot of charm, but what it’s lacking in are decent margins. The cost of flowers from my suppliers is rising, but my sales aren’t rising enough to do much more than stay afloat. That’s always the danger of trying to operate a business in a tourist area. 
Seasonally my sales are okay, but without figuring out a way to make them excellent, I doubt I can keep this place going another two years. 
“Yoo-hoo, Julia. It’s me,” my grandmother, Bertie, says as the little bell above the front door rings. 
She walks around the full sized white marble statue of an archangel, an imposing figure almost wild in appearance.
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