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Blurb

 

 

A steamy interview was the last thing I expected.

But it was exactly what I got and needed from the gorgeous billionaire.

 

This was the first time I had ever met someone like Wylder Mohsen.

A man of so interesting, smart and good looking.

I was attracted to him immediately.

That’ how love grew between us.

I promised to be with him during the good times and bad times.

But I just hope I don’t end up killed by the man that wants to destroy our love.


Chapter 1

 

Tandy Lee almost purred when she stepped off the plane into the Southern California heat. She’d been on assignment in cold and frigid London for a month and so now, feeling the warmth seep into her bones, she smiled to herself. One last foreign assignment before she could go home to Italy and settle in for the holiday season.

“Speaking of which,” she murmured to herself as she got her papers out for the immigration officers. She pulled out her notebook to look through while she waited to be let into the country. She thought this assignment would be little more than a puff piece. A rather eccentric young billionaire called Wylder Mohsen was about to open America’s first theme park based entirely around the Fall/Winter holidays: Halloween, Thanksgiving, Christmas, and New Year’s. Tandy had no interest in amusement parks – she loathed rollercoaster rides and ghost trains and haunted house bullshit. But the fact was she was doing a favor for an old friend by covering the opening – Tandy’s travel writing was more hard-hitting, going to places off the beaten track. But when Greta, her colleague and friend at the magazine, had come to her and asked to do the piece because she had just discovered she was pregnant, Tandy shrugged and said okay. She did love California, its sunny outlook, its beautiful coastline. Thankfully, at least for Tandy, she would be traveling to just outside San Francisco rather than staying in LA.

She passed through customs without a problem and went to the car hire place. In an hour, she was on the 101 North, top down on the convertible and headed towards San Francisco.

 

The theme park entrance was a huge wrought iron gate, decorated with cast iron ivy and holly, dusted with white and silver, and Tandy grinned. Nice touch. It gave the entrance a slightly spooky feel, as if she were going back in time. She announced herself, and slowly the gates creaked – they actually did creak, Tandy laughed to herself – open. She drove in and immediately entered a different world. A winding drive led past woods so dense that she shivered a little, fake fog being pumped into them to make them look forbidding and murky. Occasionally she would see small fairytale cottages, lit up and welcoming, or dark and foreboding dotted between the trees. Despite herself, Tandy grinned. She realized Wylder Mohsen had put a lot of time and effort into making this an entire experience. She passed into a clearing where she saw large haunted houses dotted around a square and lit up, almost Dickensian in nature. She stopped her car alongside some others and stepped out to explore the place. Soon she realized these houses were the attractions – step through the door of each and find something different. If this was just the Halloween part of the park, the place was massive. None of the attractions were up and running yet – opening night was in two days – Halloween night.

“What do you think?”

Tandy shrieked as the voice came from behind her and startled her. Behind her stood a grinning man. “Sorry,” he said, not sounding sorry at all, “I couldn’t resist.”

Tandy knew from his photo that this was Wylder Mohsen himself, but as she recovered her composure, she realized the photograph had not done him justice at all.

Tall, about six feet, dark brown hair and beard, bright blue eyes, and a mischievous grin that made Tandy’s belly flutter. His body was well-sculpted underneath his dark red sweater and chinos. He was gorgeous. Tandy drew in a deep breath and smiled. “Sorry, hey there, Mr. Wylder. Tandy Lee from Domani magazine.”

“I know,” he said, his tone chatty and friendly. “I looked you up. Love the hair, by the way.”

Tandy put her hand up to her bright blue hair, so long now she had to stick it up in a bun. “Matches your eyes,” she said and then blushed. What the hell? But Wylder grinned, easing her embarrassment.

“So it does. Do you think I could pull blue hair off?”

Tandy couldn’t help but grin back. He was so warm that she liked him immediately. “Nah, keep the dark, dude. It’s working for you.”

Wylder laughed. “Glad you think so. Well…welcome.”

He shook her hand, holding for a beat too long, his eyes twinkling. A flirt, she decided, not that she minded. “Tandy, would you like a tour of the place? Then I thought we could chat over lunch.”

“Love to.” In truth, she had just come to check the place out before she interviewed him properly, and the jetlag from the flight was catching up with her. But now that she’d met him, she decided, she would be damned if she’d say no to spending time with him.

“Let’s golf cart it, to begin with,” he said as she followed him out of the haunted house, “then perhaps we can go back to the places you find more interesting later.”

In the golf cart, they sat unnervingly close in the tiny vehicle, and Tandy could feel his body heat and smell his scent; a subtle cologne of spice along with freshly laundered linen. She breathed a deep inhale, letting the heady scent tingle in her senses. Wylder smiled at her. “So, obviously this is Halloween…we set this up mainly for kids, but there are a few houses that we only let adults in, where we can go a little darker if we like. Murder mysteries that they can solve, etc. We have a cast of actors who perform jump scares and dress up and perform skits for all ages and of course, we have a ghost train.”

“No rollercoaster?”

Wylder grinned. “Impatient.”

Tandy laughed. “I just always expect to see one in one of these places.”

“Fair enough, but we will get to that later on. In each of the themed spaces, we also have hotel rooms for people to stay in. We expect the Halloween ones to be most popular.”

Tandy was surprised. “You do?”

Wylder winked at her. “They find the horror sexy.”

Tandy laughed. “These young kids today.”

“Pesky young kids…if it hadn’t been for them…”

They both laughed. Wylder steered the cart along a long-paved driveway into the next scenes. “Ah,” said Tandy recognizing the scene immediately. “Thanksgiving.”

“Of course.” Wylder stopped the cart, and they got out. A large ship, a copy of the Mayflower, dominated the square based on Plymouth where the Pilgrims had landed, then smaller dwellings housed museums and amusements. “This has been our most challenging part of the park. After all, this is actually based on American history, and we’ve had to be careful to honor both sides. There were ninety Wampanoag Native Americans at the first Thanksgiving, but still, some see it as exploitative of their culture, a whitewashing of history. So, it’s a delicate balance. This is really the reflective part of the park; it’s to calm down, get some food and think about what Thanksgiving means, really. We also provide food for local homeless shelters too, and on Thanksgiving Day, we have our own parade.”

As he talked, Tandy studied him. He looked far too young to be in charge of this project, far too fun-loving to have built all of this from nothing. She knew he had a business partner but would bet all her money that
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