
Aria Moonworth

Married by Contract to the Billionaire Stranger


A Dark Billionaire Secret Baby Romance





  

  Copyright © 2026 by Aria Moonworth


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Aria Moonworth asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Prologue
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 1: EVERYTHING’S FALLING APART
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 2: The Offer
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 3: The Morning After
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 4: The Secret
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 5: Eight Months Later
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 6: I Know Those Eyes
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 7: The Kid and the Secret
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 8: Forbidden Curiosity
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 9: Memories and Misunderstandings
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 10: Ice and Fire
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 11: A Stranger’s Truth
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 12: The Baby Is Mine
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 13: A Kiss That Shouldn’t Happen
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 14: Mia Returns
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 15: The Past Collides
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 16: Broken Pieces
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 17: Chasing Her Back
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 18: The Funeral and the Future
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 19: The Real Proposal
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER 20: Full Circle
        
      

    
    


  




  
  
  Prologue

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




I never meant for any of it to happen.

Not the dress I borrowed.

Not the third glass of champagne.

Not the way his eyes locked onto mine from across that ridiculous casino bar.

And definitely not the ring that ended up on my finger by sunrise.

We didn’t exchange names.

He called me “trouble.”

I called him “dangerous.”

There were no promises.

No futures.

Just dim lights, whispered gasps, and the way his lips trembled when they kissed the inside of my wrist like it meant something.

It felt like something.

And maybe that was the problem.

Because I woke up alone.

In silk sheets.

In a penthouse I didn’t belong in.

With a wedding band on my finger and a note by the bed:

“Don’t ask questions. The money’s yours. Disappear.”

I told myself it was just a night.

That the way his voice curled around my name didn’t matter.

That I could forget him the moment I walked out the door.

And for a while, I did.

Until the pregnancy test turned positive.

Until I gave birth to a boy with his storm-colored eyes.

Until I gave him up—quietly, painfully—because I couldn’t give him more.

And I disappeared.

Until fate twisted back.

Until I stepped into a penthouse for a job interview months later…

And came face-to-face with the man I never forgot.

The man who never knew I was already his wife.

And the father of the child he adopted… never realizing he was his.

Now?

Now I can’t run.

Because I’ve seen the way our son looks at me.

And I’ve felt the way Damien looks at me—like he’s trying to remember something we both lost in the dark.

And I know it’s only a matter of time…

Before the past we buried comes back to burn us.
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Excuse me!”

Her voice was sharp. Sharp enough to cut through steel—and my last nerve.

I turned, already forcing a smile.

“Yes, ma’am?”

She pushed the cup toward me with two perfect fingers like it was poison.

“This coffee is cold. I asked for hot. Not… whatever this is.”

I nodded. “Sorry about that. I’ll get you a fresh one.”

“You better. I don’t have time for incompetent service.”

I bit down on my tongue. Hard. Not today. Not when my tips were already garbage, and I had twenty bucks to last the week.

I turned to the machine. My hands moved fast, but my head? A warzone.

Mom’s meds. The overdue power bill. Rent in two days.

My brain screamed, but the machine hissed louder. Steam rose. Like it was mocking me.

“Lane!” my manager’s voice boomed from the other side of the counter.

I flinched.

“Yes?”

“Table five wanted strong. You gave decaf.”

Crap.

“I’ll fix it,” I muttered.

“Fix it faster. This isn’t a playground.”

He stormed off. I held in the scream bubbling inside.

I finished the coffee, grabbed the cup, and walked back to the woman from hell.

“Extra hot. Just like you asked,” I said, keeping my voice sweet. Barely.

She sipped.

She winced.

Then she spat.

Right on the floor.

“Oh my God,” she snapped. “Do you people even know what you’re doing?”

My smile dropped.

You people?

Lady, you’re in a crusty diner with a flickering sign. Not the Four Seasons.

“I’m sorry,” I said, trying one last time. “Would you like something else?”

“Yes. Someone with a functioning brain.”

That was it. That was the line.

I stared at her. “Maybe the manager can help. He’s got brains. I left mine in the break room.”

She blinked. “Excuse me?”

I tilted my head. “Oh, you’re excused. After you stop throwing fits over coffee.”

The whole place went silent.

The busboy froze with a tray of ketchup bottles.

The old man in booth three choked on his eggs.

Even the jazz music from the back cut off like it was scared.

“Aria.”

My manager’s voice was low. Angry.

I turned, already knowing.

“Yes?”

“My office. Now.”

I sighed. Dropped the towel on the counter. Followed him.

Inside his tiny office, he shut the door. His face was tomato red.

“You’re done,” he said.

“I need this job.”

He didn’t look at me.

“So do I. And you’re not helping.”

“But she—”

“Doesn’t matter. You don’t talk to customers like that.”

“She insulted me. She spit on the floor—”

“I don’t care. You’re fired.”

That was it. No lecture. No sympathy. Just gone.

I stepped out, numb. I walked back to the locker, grabbed my bag, and slung it over my shoulder.

My apron dropped to the floor like it was happy to be free.

I walked past the counter, past the booths, past the people who watched me like a trainwreck.

And then I stepped outside.

The cold air slapped me. Wind whipped across my cheeks. I hugged my arms.

No job. No backup. No clue what to do.

My phone buzzed.

I pulled it out with frozen fingers.

Balance: $63.52.

I stared at the number until it blurred.

The coffee machine hissed behind the wall.

I took one step down the sidewalk.

Then another.

I didn’t know where I was going.

I just knew I was done pretending I had it together.

“Mom?” I called out, kicking the door shut behind me.

No answer.

I tossed my jacket over the chair, dumped my bag on the floor, and peeked into the living room.

She was there—curled up like a baby on the couch, under that old blue blanket with the sunflowers. Her oxygen tube was still in place. Her chest rose and fell slow and steady.

Still breathing.

I sighed.

“Hey,” I whispered, walking over. “You okay?”

She didn’t stir.

I brushed a hand over her forehead. A little warm. But not fever-warm. Just… tired warm. Her lips were dry. I made a mental note to bring water.

The table beside her was stacked. Mail. Bills. The universe’s way of saying, Let’s ruin what’s left of your day, Aria.

I picked up the envelopes. The top one was thick. That meant bad.

I opened it. Just like ripping off a Band-Aid, right?

Medical Invoice. $4,312.00 due immediately.

I blinked. Read it again. And again.

“Last week,” I whispered. “That was just from last week?”

I sank into the nearest chair.

The paper shook in my hand.

I hadn’t even paid rent.

Rent…

My eyes shifted to the front door. There it was.

Big red letters.

EVICTION NOTICE. SEVEN DAYS TO VACATE.

My mouth went dry.

I stood up. Walked over to it like maybe, just maybe, I read it wrong. Nope. Still real.

My hand reached for it. I peeled the tape slowly. Like it mattered. Like removing the paper would make the problem disappear.

“God,” I breathed, the word catching in my throat. “What now?”

I felt like the walls were caving in. Like the ceiling was about to fall and crush me. And honestly? I wouldn’t even fight it.

I reached for my phone and pulled up my bank app.

$63.52.

I laughed. Not because it was funny. Because it was stupid. Hilariously, painfully stupid.

“Perfect,” I muttered. “I’m rich.”

My knees buckled, and I sat on the floor. Legs stretched out, back against the fridge.

I leaned my head against the cold metal.

“Mom…” I whispered. “I’m trying. I swear I am.”

I closed my eyes.

Her voice came to me from memory. Gentle. Stronger than it sounded now. “Aria, everything will be fine. You’re my girl. You always figure it out.”

Yeah. I always figured it out. Until now.

A knock made me jump.

I scrambled up, brushing my hands down my skirt.

Another knock.

“Coming!”

I cracked the door.

A delivery guy stood there, holding two brown paper bags and a receipt in his hand.

“Uh… delivery for Aria Lane?”

I frowned. “I didn’t order anything.”

He checked the slip again. “Aria Lane, yeah. It’s all here. Paid. Says it’s from… Nathan?”

I blinked. “Nathan?”

He nodded. “Yeah. Message says: ‘You looked hungry. Hope this helps.’”

My throat tightened.

Nathan.

The quiet guy from the diner. Always tipped more than he had to. Always sat in the same booth near the window. He used to say I had the kindest eyes he’d ever seen.

I once gave him a free muffin when he came in soaked from the rain.

That was three months ago.

He remembered.

I reached for the bags, my fingers trembling a little.

“Thank you,” I said softly.

“No problem. Have a good night.”

He turned and left.

I closed the door behind me, slowly.

Set the bags on the table.

I didn’t touch them at first.

I just stared.

Someone thought I looked hungry. That’s how bad it had gotten.

I opened the first bag. There was soup. A sandwich. A brownie wrapped in foil.

I opened the second. A hot container of mashed potatoes and fried chicken.

It smelled like comfort. Like kindness. Like something I hadn’t felt in a long time.

I grabbed a spoon and sat down.

No prayers. No thoughts. Just food.

I ate slowly. Chewed with care. My stomach growled halfway through, but I ignored it.

Halfway through the mashed potatoes, I heard her voice.

“Aria?” Mom mumbled from the living room.

I wiped my mouth and stood.

“Yeah, Mom. I’m here.”

She smiled at me from the couch, eyes barely open. “You eat?”

“Yeah.”

“Good girl.”

She drifted back to sleep.

I walked over and sat on the floor beside her.

My head rested against the edge of the couch.

“I’ll figure it out, Mom,” I whispered. “I always do.”

But I didn’t believe it this time.

I had no idea how.

And that terrified me more than anything else.

I stared at the ceiling.

Dark. Silent. Cold.

The heater had died two hours ago.

My fingers were stiff.

My toes—numb.

The floor was harder than I remembered.

The light above flickered once, then quit.

Perfect.

“Come on,” I mumbled. “Just one break.”

I pulled my legs tighter. Bills crumpled around me like confetti. My stomach growled, but I didn’t care.

My phone screen lit up again.

Still no emails.

Still no missed calls.

Still no job.

I let it fall on the floor beside me.

Worthless degree. Useless résumé. Empty fridge. Eviction notice. Four grand in medical debt.

“Aria Lane,” I whispered to myself. “Professional failure.”

Mom coughed again from her room.

That sound.

It broke me every time.

“You okay, Mom?” I called.

No answer.

Just more coughing.

I dropped my head against the cabinet.

I wanted to scream. Or punch something. Or vanish.

Instead, I cried.

Not loud. Not pretty.

Just quiet, ugly sobs with no energy behind them.

Tears hit the floor.

I didn’t even bother wiping them.

I let them fall.

Then I whispered, “I need a miracle.”

The phone buzzed.

My head jerked up.

One new message.

Unknown number.

My chest froze.

I picked it up.

If you’re ready to change everything, come to The Rose Room. Midnight. No questions. One offer. One chance.

I blinked.

Read it again.

What?

I sat up straighter.

The Rose Room?

Who—

No name. No details.

Just that.

My eyes darted to the clock.

11:04 PM.

I stared at it.

Twenty-five minutes ago, I was sobbing on the floor.

Now…

A message?

From nowhere?

Could be a scam.

Could be dangerous.

Could be worse than anything.

But what did I have?

Nothing.

No job. No food. No power. No plan.

I stood.

My legs wobbled.

I grabbed the chair for balance.

My eyes locked on Mom’s room.

She was asleep. Breathing soft.

I walked over.

Kneeling beside her, I touched her fingers.

“Mom,” I whispered. “I’ll be right back.”

She stirred but didn’t open her eyes.

I stood again. Quiet.

Pulled my hoodie over my head. Slid on sneakers. No socks.

Keys. Phone. That was it.

I opened the door.

Cold wind slapped me again.

I didn’t flinch this time.

I stepped out.

The streets were mostly empty.

One drunk guy yelled at a lamppost.

Cars passed. Fast and loud.

I walked.

Fast.

No thinking.

Just one foot. Then the next.

The Rose Room.

I’d heard of it.

One of those places you don’t ask about.

Expensive. Secretive. Rumored to be owned by someone big.

I didn’t know where I was going, but my feet kept moving.

Ten minutes later, I saw it.

Tucked between two tall buildings.

No lights. No sign.

Just a black door with a gold handle.

And a rose etched into the glass.

I stared at it.

My hand hovered over the knob.

My heart was hammering.

This could be bad.

Really bad.

But staying broke and useless?

That was already bad.

I pushed the door open.

A rush of warm air hit me.

Soft music played inside. Jazz. Real jazz.

Candles flickered on the walls.

Velvet everywhere.

Gold. Red. Shadows.

A man in a black suit stood at a desk.

His eyes locked on me.

“Miss Lane?” he said.

I froze. “How do you—”

He smiled. “Right this way.”

I didn’t move.

“Wait. Who are you?”

He didn’t answer.

He just turned and walked down a hall.

I looked back at the door.

Then followed him.

The hallway stretched longer than it looked from outside.

We stopped at a black curtain.

He pulled it aside.

“Go in. He’s waiting.”

“He?”

But the man was already gone.

I looked at the curtain.

Breathed in once.

Then stepped through.

The room was dim.

Smelled like leather and spice.

A tall man stood by the window, his back to me.

Broad shoulders. Sharp suit. Still as a statue.

“Hello?” I said.

He didn’t turn.

“You came,” he said.

His voice was smooth. Low. Expensive.

“Who are you?” I asked.

Still not turning.

“I’m the one offering you a way out.”

I narrowed my eyes. “Out of what?”

“Debt. Stress. Desperation.”

That word. Desperation. It stung.

“You sent the message?” I asked.

“Yes.”

My fingers curled into fists. “Why?”

“Because I can,” he said.

He turned.

His face was shadowed, but his eyes…

They caught the candlelight.

Deep. Cold. Curious.

“You need help, Miss Lane,” he said.

“And you just… give it?”

“No,” he said. “You earn it.”

I took a step back. “I don’t do—favors.”

He smiled. Slow. Not kind.

“This is business.”

“What kind of business?”

“A deal,” he said. “One year. No questions. No love. Just your name on paper.”

I stared.

“You want me to marry you?”

“Not really. Just wear the ring. Play the part. Say yes when asked.”

I blinked. “Are you insane?”

He walked closer. Smooth like he owned the ground.

“I’ll pay your debt. Cover your rent. Your mother’s care. Everything.”

My throat closed.

“But in return,” he said, “you belong to me. For one year.”

My voice cracked. “Why me?”

His eyes didn’t blink. “You were chosen.”

Chosen.

Like I was a prize.

Or a pawn.

“This is crazy,” I whispered.

“Is it?” he said. “Or is it your miracle?”

I looked down.

My hands shook.

My heart screamed no.

But my lips?

They didn’t move.

He handed me a pen.

And a single piece of paper.

“One year,” he said. “No questions.”

I reached.

And signed.
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Another?” the bartender asked, already reaching for the bottle.

“Double,” I muttered, tapping the rim of my glass.

He poured. “Long day?”

I chuckled. “Try long life.”

He slid the glass over. “Want to talk about it?”

“Nope.” I threw back the shot. It burned, but I welcomed it. I needed it to hurt a little.

“Bad breakup?” he guessed.

“Worse,” I said. “Bad everything.”

He wiped the counter. “You don’t look like a girl who gives up easy.”

“Funny,” I said, spinning the glass in a circle. “’Cause I feel like I’ve already lost.”

My phone buzzed again. I didn’t check it. I already knew. No calls. No jobs. Just debt reminders and maybe a new ad for a loan I’ll never qualify for.

I turned the screen over, facedown.

Then I felt it.

That prickling on my skin.

That slow kind of stare you can’t explain but can’t ignore.

I looked up.

He was across the room. Alone. In a booth tucked into the shadows.

Black tailored suit. Crisp white shirt. A silver mask covered his eyes. Like something out of a dark fairytale.

What kind of man wears a mask in a Vegas bar?

He lifted his drink to me.

My spine straightened.

I turned away fast. “Great,” I muttered. “Now I attract the rich weirdos too.”

The bartender followed my gaze. “He’s been here an hour. Ordered one drink. Never touched it.”

“Creepy.”

“Rich,” he corrected. “This place don

































































































































































































































































































































































































