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  Dating Disaster with a Billionaire
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Win a Date with a Billionaire! 

Everyone wanted me to enter. The reason I shouldn't? I was a walking, talking, dating disaster.

My name's Marika. I ran a coffee shop in a small town. Things were fine until that fancy resort, The Blue Spot, that catered to the wealthy moved in down the road. They stole all my customers with their posh coffee shop open to the public.

How could I compete with the rich and powerful? Perhaps if I entered their Win a Date with a Billionaire contest, I could win enough money to help my business. I wouldn't tell them about my horrible dating history or especially about that one guy who ended up in the hospital. They didn't need to know that, did they?

As a VidTube star, most people had heard of me. I was Jokin' James. Everyone except the woman I was falling for, Marika. I had been coming by her coffee shop for almost a year, but she had no idea who I was or that my brother owned the resort that was stealing her customers.

We were friends, but I wanted more. I was all ready to ask her out when she entered the contest my brother was running. Not only that, but the resort wanted me to be a part of the contest. Now she would discover that my family owned The Blue Spot. And worst of all, that I wasn't from that small town at all. That I was a celebrity billionaire.

A sexy, funny, small-town billionaire romance involving mistaken identity, dating disasters, and a picnic so bad even the ants ran in fear.








  
  Get Your Bonus
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When you sign up for my newsletter, I will give you a  Dating Disaster with a Billionaire BONUSE SCENE. Not only that, but you'll get to read a hot billionaire romance for FREE!






  
  Chapter 1
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Marika 
“Isn’t it obvious?” I asked my best friend and only employee, Susannah, in vexation. 
Her long, brunette curls fluttered around her shoulders as she shook her head. 
“My vagina is cursed.” I stressed my point by waving my hands around my nether region like a game show model who graduated top of her class at game show presenting school. 
Susannah tried to one-up me by rolling her eyes and flapping her lips with the release of a frustrated breath. Despite both of us being twenty-five years old, we enjoyed acting half our age when upset. What’s the point of arms if not to flap them around and look like a seagull on hallucinogenics? 
“It’s not like it’s killed before, Marika.” Susannah grabbed the metal steamed milk pitcher and made her way to the sink before she stopped. Uncertainty thinned her lips as she placed the pitcher in the sink and turned. “It hasn’t killed before . . . has it?”
I blew out a relieved breath and responded, “No, thankfully, not yet. Though Doug ended up in the hospital. That wasn’t a good night. Face it, I’m a dating disaster.” 
That was the night I realized I should not date. 
Dating wasn’t fun. That was a fact. The awkwardness of first dates. The uncertainty of wondering if he’ll reach out for a second date after days of no response, despite promises of texting you later. And if the second date happened, was he one of those guys who skipped the meal and went straight for Movie ’n Chill? Or did he want more than an escape from his stressful life? Did he want more than a wham-bam-my-roommate-doesn’t-like-women-so-you-have-to-leave-at-two-in-the-morning? 
All these things had happened to me, but they weren’t the reasons I fell out of love with dating. 
It was what I did to the men when everything went well. 
“That was one night. And his penis healed a few weeks later,” Susannah pointed out while she grabbed the cleaning rag and wiped down the faucets. 
I sighed and gazed around my almost empty coffee shop. My parents’ pride and joy. They opened it the year I was born. Castle Ridge may not be a sizeable town, here in the Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia, but people were loyal and always in need of coffee. 
But things had gone downhill this past year. There were only two customers, one of whom asked for a small tea, and the other bought the cheapest thing on the menu so he could sit at our table and eat his bagged lunch. 
This was becoming our new normal. The lunch rush. 
If this kept up, it would force me to let Susannah go and cut back the café hours. Hard Grind, for the first time in twenty-five years, wouldn’t be open seven days a week. 
“What about that guy who comes in every month? You seem to like him.” 
Warmth bloomed up my neck, and I turned away from Susannah, pretending to be busy refilling the napkin dispenser. 
James. I liked him, and I had a feeling he liked me too. 
“He’s okay. But he doesn’t seem to take life seriously. He’s always talking about running away from here and building his own house, living off the land.” I snorted and turned back to face her. 
James was hot. Super sexy. The looks of a model. And he must have worked out because he was certainly built. I had to admit, my heart did a little boogie when he showed up. He was usually only in town because he finished a job and then turned right around to leave for another one. 
I didn’t blame him. If you got work, that was a magnificent thing. I knew many people who struggled and would love to be readily employed. 
“Is he a farmer?” 
I shook my head. I wasn’t sure what he did exactly. He never went into specifics. 
“I think he’s a miner, but I’m not positive. I’ve known some miners, and they always have dirt under their nails. James has better nails than you.” 
Susannah’s head went back in surprise. “These beauties? But I get them done every other week. No one has better nails than me.” 
If there was one thing Susannah was known for, it would be her appearance. As the former Miss Castle Ridge and Miss Blue Ridge Dogwood, she spent a lot of time on her nails, hair, and whatever else was needed to maintain her appearance. 
Some people thought the way she kept up her looks was superficial, but not me. She judged no one on how they looked and consistently found something about them to compliment. Susannah always had a saying about makeup or hair or beauty that fit any situation—like life being a box of chocolates, but with nails. 
“I hate to say it, Susannah, but he’s got beautiful nails.” 
One thing about men in these parts, they never had pretty nails. Not that I cared, but I found it unusual that he put so much effort into his appearance. 
I watched Susannah process what I had told her about James. Her face contorted from shock to hurt to, finally, acceptance. 
“I think it’s wonderful that he puts so much time into his nails. You know they say eyes are a window into your soul? Well, only strong, healthy, well-maintained nails can scratch the word ‘help’ on the window if that soul ain’t right.” 
I never said her sayings made sense. 
“Enough about dating and James. My biggest concern is the sale.” I waved my hand across the room, showing off my terribly maintained nails. “As you can see, it’s not going as I expected.” 
Susannah nodded. “I thought for sure half-priced scones with any coffee would bring in a few more people. Did you post it online?” 
I shook my head and bent under the counter to grab another bag of our house roast—not that we needed it. I hadn’t sold a single coffee today.  
“Did you start that ISnapIt account like I told you to?” Susannah’s voice grew louder as she walked up behind me. 
“It’s not me.” I didn’t move, just stayed in my crouched position, afraid to see the disappointment on her face. 
“Ugh, Marika. It’s not difficult. How could you have spent most of your life in this century and be afraid of social media? It’s great. Especially VidTube. I admit, I only watch makeup tutorials on it, but there’s so much stuff on there. And ISnapIt is the perfect site to show off what you sell here. A pretty picture of coffee and baked goods. People will drool over that. Trust me, traffic will pick up once you develop a following.” 
That was the problem. All those terms. VidTube. Following. ISnapIt. I understood the concept, but it sounded like marketing to me, and I hated that stuff. I didn’t want to push my coffee on people; I wanted them to come in here and enjoy the atmosphere. Discover this little gem for themselves. 
That’s why I invested in a redesign last year once my dad turned the business over to me. I wanted to modernize the place. 
I knew an inviting place to hang out or get some work done while drinking coffee was just what this town needed. 
But then The Blue Spot opened several months ago, and everything changed. A redesign of Hard Grind was nothing compared to the fancy resort that had a café open to the public. 
How could I compete with Italian marble, crystal chandeliers, and top-shelf coffee? 
They were probably on ISnapIt. 
“Stop blaming The Blue Spot,” Susannah said. 
I hated the pity in her eyes every time we talked about this.  
She could always tell what I was thinking. It was impossible for me to keep any secrets from her. I once sat in the high school library when we were seventeen thinking about Mark Grayson. She took one look at me and said, “Oh my God, Marika, why didn’t you tell me you had a crush on Mark?” 
I rubbed my lips together before I murmured, “My father made a mistake trusting me with this place.” 
“Nonsense.” A deep, scratchy voice came from the other side of the counter. I stood to discover my father leaning against his red walker with a scowl on his face. 
“Dad, I told you I would pick you up to take you to your doctor’s appointment in an hour.” 
His lips thinned as he conveniently ignored my response. “Look at this place; it’s gorgeous, just like my baby girl.” 
“I haven’t been your baby girl in years.” 
He smiled and gazed in my eyes for a moment. I knew he was thinking of Mom. Whenever he stared like that, his eyes grew misty, and he commented how much I looked like her. 
“You remind me so much of—” 
I waved him off. “I know. I know. I’m so much like Mom.” I glanced around the counter and found a napkin and wiped up nonexistent crumbs. Except, I wasn’t like my mom at all. She was wild. Rarely planned anything. And if poor planning and optimistic hope made people smart, then my mom was a genius. 
I may not have been like my mom, but I looked a lot like her. 
“I would say an ox. Stubborn.” 
Susannah snorted from behind, and I looked back to find her covering her mouth. 
“Hardy, har har. If I’m stubborn, then I got that from you.” I pointed at him and narrowed my eyes. 
I loved my dad; he never sugar-coated anything. He was the definition of a cranky old man, shaking his fist and telling people to get off his lawn. 
His crankiness grew from life. Supporting a family. Not having a child until he was fifty. Dealing with the deaths of the people he loved. Feeling helpless when help was needed most. I understood because I went through a lot of that with him. 
“If I’m so stubborn like you, then why am I on ISnapIt?” 
My eyes widened, and Susannah mumbled, “Way to go, Bob.” 
Everyone called my dad Bob, except for me. He complained he was no mister, and he didn’t trust anyone who refused to use his first name. 
“When? I thought you only played solitaire on the laptop?” 
He held up his chin. “About a month ago. I post pictures of Bernard.” 
“Our dog?” 
We had a very large Saint Bernard, hence the name Bernard. My parents let me name him when we got him six years ago, and I thought I was so clever. I wasn’t. I was basic, so very basic. 
“Oh yeah, people love him. My most popular posts are the ones when I put hats on him.” 
“Bernard. You’re talking about our dog? He runs when I try to put a leash on him, yet he lets you put on hats and sits still for a picture?” 
My father and our dog shared some secret language. Sometimes I walked into the living room, and my father would say, “Shh, she’s coming.” As if I knew crazy-man-dog speak. 
“Yes. He’s a wonderful dog.” My dad snapped his fingers together and pointed at me. “Why don’t I bring Bernard here? We could put on one of his hats and pretend like he’s drinking coffee out of a cup. That would be hilarious.” 
“People would eat that up,” Susannah said. 
Had my friend drunk some of my dad’s wake-up juice? 
“You two can’t be serious? A dog pretending to drink coffee would be the last thing that would attract customers. Maybe the health department, but not customers.” 
“All I’m saying is you talk about making this place modern, yet you aren’t using modern tools.” 
My dad had a point. 
I grumbled, “Fine. Tonight, when I get home, I’ll open an ISnapIt account.” 
“No need, I’ve already done it for you.” Susannah shoved her phone in front of me. I glanced at a picture that took up the top third of the screen—a cup of coffee with some scattered coffee beans. Below it was Hard Grind’s name and location with some buttons I didn’t recognize. I pressed one and saw it was my dad, Susannah, and Bernard all making weird faces in front of the café. 
“You two planned this from the beginning.” I looked up to their sly smiles. “I had no chance. How many other things have you two done behind my back?” 
I noticed they looked to the floor as they both, rather rapidly, responded with, “Nothing.”






  
  Chapter 2
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James 
“What about this eggplant? I bet I could do an entire show about an eggplant,” I said with my best straight face.
It was the same expression I used while filming my prank show on VidTube called Joke’in James. I loved coming up with ridiculous ideas and watching someone’s reaction when they found out it was a joke.
Most people were good sports. They got it. But a rare few threw a fit and threatened to sue me, though they never followed through with it.
Chef Laura’s face turned pink as she tried to hold back a laugh. She didn’t have the practiced discipline of a VidTube star such as myself. It took talent to keep in a laugh.
“I’m afraid to ask, but how would you use the eggplant?”
She placed her hands over her face to hide. How cute. No wonder my oldest brother, Rock, had the hots for her. She was gorgeous, an exquisite chef, and ran my brother’s resort restaurant like a pro.
Technically, it was my resort too. Rock came up with the idea for The Blue Spot years ago but put his dreams on hold to help our middle brother, Monty, with his app company and then me with my VidTube channel.
We lost our parents about ten years ago, and he took over as the father figure. Our abuelita was more like our mother after that terrible time.
But when she passed two years ago, something happened to Rock. He became determined to make his dream a reality—a little too determined if you asked me. It’s almost embarrassing to think about, but Rock was celibate for at least a few years. He denied it, but I knew better. We were blood. It was a brotherly sixth sense.
That’s why I liked Laura. She was good for him, made him realize there was more to life than work.
“I’m glad you asked, oh curious one.” I waved my hand around the eggplant like a magician as more kitchen staff meandered over.
They should probably be prepping food or marinating or whatever they did, but I felt it important to add joy to life, even at work. The white-tiled walls and stainless-steel tables and appliances reflected the light just right to make it seem like a spotlight was on me.
“I was thinking of taking an eggplant and sticking it inside the—”
“I think that’s enough.” Rock’s deep voice rumbled from behind me as his hand gripped my shoulder.
“Come on, Rock.” I turned to find him frowning, which was his usual M.O. “Things were just getting good.”
The staff had scattered back to their spots, and even Laura backed away slowly.
“No, they weren’t. You were taking time away from their work. Don’t you have a show to film?”
I sighed and thought about putting the eggplant back but changed my mind. This vegetable represented my life—used and devoured for people’s enjoyment.
“I’m keeping the eggplant and showing it the love it deserves,” I announced to everyone in the kitchen, holding it high because it should be seen.
There were a few chuckles and snorts. No one realized I was truly curious about the fruit. No one understood that I was more fascinated with growing this fruit than making them laugh. 
Rock frowned and shook his head. “My God, James, have you sunk so low?”
“Get your mind out the gutter. Mom always said you weren’t right in the head.”
“I’m not the one cradling an eggplant like a newborn baby.”
“That’s a splendid idea, let me see if . . ..” I lifted my shirt and moved the eggplant toward my nipple.
My brother grabbed me by my shirt and pulled me out of the kitchen. “What the hell?” Rock growled without letting go, tugging me along.
I finally yanked out of his grip. “It was a joke. I had an idea for the show, pretending the eggplant was a baby to see people’s reaction to it.”
“Obviously, it’s an awful idea, and no one would react well.”
I shook my head and strolled past my brother. “And that’s why I’m a VidTube star and you run a glorified hotel for assholes.”
“That’s not true.” Rock ran up beside me with fear in his eyes. He was an inch taller and had more muscle, but all that muscle slowed him down. I had the added benefit of out-running just about anyone. Except trained athletic runners . . . They did that for a living, so they’d beat me.
Right now, I was speed walking, and he was having trouble keeping up.
“I’m sorry, I meant rich assholes.” I stopped, and his enormous Goliath body almost mowed me over. Staring straight into his dark golden-brown eyes, I asked, “Am I wrong?”
He glanced around the ornate hallways filled with oil paintings, thick carpeting, and everything you’d expect in a turn-of-the-twentieth-century estate turned resort. He supposedly updated the décor, but I couldn’t see it.
My brother leaned closer and whispered, “Not totally wrong. But there are some pleasant guests.”
I lifted a brow and kept staring.
“Your VidTube friend, Steele Carson, stayed here a few months ago. He seemed considerate.” My brother smirked. “Not at all like you.”
“I agree with you there, Rock. Steele’s a great guy.”
My brother narrowed his eyes. He was on to me. I quickly rambled about nothing in particular. “Did you know that eggplants are fruits, not vegetables? I’d love to be a farmer and work with my hands.” Which was true, but there was no point in talking to my brother about anything I really cared about.
“You never agree with me. What’s this about?” He glanced around, and his eyes widened. “Please tell me you aren’t filming this . . . This isn’t for your show, is it?”
It saddened me that everyone, including my brother, always thought anything I did was about Joke’in James. I had fun doing my show, but this fame thing was terrible. What I wouldn’t give to lead a quieter life.
Everyone either wanted something from me or assumed I was using them.
“No, I’m not here to film you or your resort. I own part of this place, you know. It’s not all yours.” I turned and kept walking.
“I know, but when you invested in The Blue Spot, you specified that you might never visit and wanted no say in the running of it. And ever since October of last year, you’ve stopped by for a few days every month.”
“I have a proposal for you. Let’s discuss this in your office.”
“Oh, no,” Rock grumbled as he trailed behind me.
We passed the lobby, with its mosaic-tiled floor and large, stained-glass domed ceiling. I rolled my eyes at its decadence, but billionaires loved that sort of thing. I guess if you were trying to attract the elite to your resort, you’d decorate the first thing they saw like a tycoon’s wet dream.
After making our way down some halls, we walked to a desk just outside my brother’s office. His assistant, Mia, stood and said, “Mica Angrov from Fire Lake Coffee will visit next month to renegotiate the coffee agreement.”
“Right. We need more. People can’t get enough of it. Contact our lawyers so they can start working on the new contract.”
I pushed past my brother as he continued speaking with Mia and made my way through a pair of double doors that led to my brother’s office. I strolled across the thick carpet to nestle onto his gargantuan black leather couch. I sometimes wondered if my brother was compensating for something . . .
I noticed he was a little short of breath as he sat behind his enormous mahogany desk.
“You’re out of shape, old man.” I smirked.
My brother was thirty-two, hardly an old man, but it was my brotherly duty to make fun of him.
“I get enough exercise.” The corner of his mouth ticked up for only a moment.
“Ah. Wink. Wink. Nudge. Nudge, huh?”
I watched a lot of Monty Python growing up, which is why I wanted to do something that made people laugh when I became an adult.
“What’s your proposal?” Rock asked as he glared at me.
“I’m thinking of going on hiatus from Joke’in James. Take the rest of the year off. Help here more.”
His eyes spoke a thousand words, though his mouth said nothing. Rock flipped through so many expressions I didn’t realize he could make.
“That’s why I’m here. To see what needs to be done. Maybe help with your social media, considering my background.”
The more I spoke, the weirder his face became. It worried me that maybe I finally broke him.
“Are you having a stroke? Blink once for yes and five times for no.”
“I’m not having a stroke. I’m just trying to figure out why you would give up what you love doing? You begged me to help you start a VidTube channel after you dropped out of college five years ago.”
I groaned. “You’ll never let that go, will you? College wasn’t for me. I barely got accepted as it was, and the only reason I could afford to go was because that crane landed, killing Dad. Didn’t really make me excited to be there knowing blood money paid for it.”
My brother stood and stomped over to me, the floor shaking under him. “Dad would have been happy to know that one of his sons went to college. It was your chance to get an education. and you whined about it because you didn’t like one of your professors.”
I rose to his challenge and shoved two fingers in his face. “It was two professors. One was a snob who was doing his best to fail me . . .” My brother shook his head because he didn’t believe me. “And the other found out I was dating his daughter. I had to leave.”
“Dating? Were you really dating his daughter?”
“I use the word dating loosely.”
He groaned, turned, and threw up his arms. “I give up, James. The college thing is over. That was five years ago. I thought you grew up since then, but I was wrong. I helped you from the beginning. I may not have been perfect, but that was because I was young and grieving, too. But you had a dream, and I helped you. Now you want to throw it away?”
I shook my head. “Not throw it away. Press pause.”
Rock had years to think about what he wanted out of life. I was young and naïve when I started my channel; I understood why Rock was frustrated. He still saw me as that youthful punk who got into a lot of trouble and had wild dreams.
But I had grown up. Now it was time for me to think about life. Wonder if there was more to it than fame and entertainment.
He wanted to serve rich dickwads for a living. Maybe I wanted to serve people too. Or maybe I wanted something different. I needed time.
“Pause? Oh, well, why didn’t you say so?” His voice went up an octave as he strolled around the room. “It’s just that easy to tell all your followers to wait until next year, and maybe you’d come back. I’m sure when you do, they’ll be right there.”
I frowned at his sarcasm. “I know I’ll lose a few but—”
“A few? Try at least half. It will almost be like starting over. All that money you make now, gone in an instant. No more trips to that ridiculous stylist of yours. Or those outrageously priced clothes that look like you grabbed them from a flea market. No more eating out all the time.”
“I’m a billionaire, just like you. I think I can withstand six months of stopping my VidTube channel without going broke. There’s no need to be mean about it.”
My brother rubbed at his face, and his shoulders slumped. “You aren’t like them.” He waved toward the doors to his office. “You didn’t grow up wealthy and spoiled. You know better. You may not lose a lot of money in six months, but what happens then? What if you never want to go back? What if you live off your money, and something happens out of your control, and one day you wake up to all the money gone? You know you can easily wind up like Dad, taking a terrible job—a deadly job—because you need the money.”
My jaw tightened, and I lifted my chin. “So, if it ever came to that, you’d abandon me? No handout to your own brother, I see.” I cleared my throat. "Maybe I don't want this money."
He let out a loud sigh and walked over to me. Throwing his arm over my shoulder, he said, “I’d help you. You’re my brother; I love you. But I want you to be able to take care of yourself. It crushed Dad that he struggled to support his family. He would never get rich working in construction, but for a while, he had a decent job. He took pride in that. But once he was forced out, the only ones available to him were worse jobs in a field he’d worked in for over a decade. That pride deteriorated until there was nothing left. I don’t want that to happen to you.”
My brother was right, but he didn’t realize that it was already happening to me. I felt the cracks in my heart for the pride in my work. They had formed, and unless I found something else, I worried what I would turn into.
More importantly, I had met a woman. Someone local. Someone who my brother didn't know about. She was the real reason I was back here and wanted to take a break from the VidTube life.
She grew up here. The only problem was, she didn't realize what I did for a living. I overheard her complain about my brother's resort and mention her dislike for the wealthy so I pretended to be something I wasn't. I never told her about all my money or that my brother owned the place she detested.
But if I admitted that to my brother, it'd break his heart. This was his dream. Here I was pretending I didn't know him. I came here today to get his advice on what to do, but he still sees me as the disgrace of the family. The guy who screws everything up.
“I understand. You don’t have to worry about me, Rock.”
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