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Blurb

 

I joined a billionaire bachelor reality show to find a wife.

And the last thing I expected was to find the woman I'd left years ago.

 

So many years have passed, but I'm in love with her as soon as I see her again.

The heat between us is still lava hot. Passion was right back to where we left it.

We separated once, and I'm not letting that happen again.

But I forgot to tell her that I'm engaged.

To make things worse, my college sweetheart slams me with a secret she's kept for 13 years.

And after revealing I'm a father, she disappears.

 

Do I pretend she never told me what she did, or do I find her and make her mine again?


Chapter One

 

Theo

 

This must be some kind of joke.

“So, you think I would want to be on some reality show where I end up getting married?” There was not even one part of me that wanted to entertain the thought of getting married. And to a virtual stranger to boot? No thanks!

“Hear me out, Mr. Decker.” Randy had introduced himself to me as the producer of a hot, sexy, new reality series. Although he tried desperately to keep my attention, the word “marriage” had any interests I might have had waning at supersonic speed. “Imagine yourself on a secluded tropical island paradise, surrounded by gorgeous women, all of whom only want one thing from you.”

“My money.” That had to be what the women who had signed up for this thing wanted. No one could actually fall in love in such a short amount of time. Especially not me.

“Well, no, that’s not what I was going to say.”

“You are only asking billionaire bachelors to do this thing. The women who agree to come on the show are all looking for one thing. Money.” I was not some foolish young kid believing anything anyone told me. 

“Love,” he said, as if correcting me.

Which was truly absurd. “Bullshit.”

“No bullshit,” he countered. “These women have been thoroughly interviewed. None of them are in it for the money. They merely want the chance to connect with men, maybe fall in love, maybe even end up married to a man who has experienced success to a higher degree than normal. These women want the father of their children to be at the high end of the gene pool. Surely you can understand how some women want only the very best for their children.”

Now he’s bringing up kids?

“Look, you are barking up the wrong tree here.” Marriage was bad enough, but kids too? Forget about it. “Randy, you do not know me. I am a busy man, and this appointment is over.”

“I do know you, Theodore Decker.”

“No, you do not. People who know me—”

He quickly interjected, “Call you Theo. Yes, I know that. I know more about you than you even realize. You graduated summa cum laude thirteen years ago. By the time you were twenty-six, you had made your first billion.”

“Anyone with a computer who knows how to use Google can find that stuff out.” I was not impressed. I drummed my fingers on the dark oak finish of my one-hundred-year-old desk. I had grown bored of this conversation. “You can see yourself out.”

He leaned forward—it was obvious the man had training in sales and did not know how to take no for an answer. “Theo, being on the show does not mean that you have to get married.” Steepling his fingers, he rested his elbows on the desk and propped his chin on them, obviously trying to look studious. “There will be an awful lot of grade A, prime ass on that island. Those girls will do anything to gain a husband. You get where I’m going with this?”

Laughing, I couldn’t help but be amused by the man. “Randy, if you are insinuating that I need help getting my sexual needs met, you could not be more wrong. I practically have to beat the willing females off with a stick, if you get where I’m going with this.”

“And that’s why you would be perfect for this series. The girls are going to fight like hell to be the one you pick in the end. You’ll get to date as many of these women as you want. Then you will narrow them down to just a few, then two, and then just one—the one you will spend some alone time with.”

That was not anything I even remotely wanted. “I’m good. Thanks for the invitation, but this is not for me.”

“Having beautiful women at your beck and call is not for you, Theo? Come on. Tell me the real reason you’re turning down the opportunity of a lifetime.”

I had to hand it to the man—he was persistent. “Randy, I like your style. Unfortunately for you, I am also a well-trained salesman. I haven’t sold thousands of properties by taking no for an answer. But you are in over your head with me. Sorry. When I say no, I mean it.”

He shook his head, it seemed I had finally gotten through to the man. But then he opened his mouth and out spilled words I had not expected to hear, “You’re in your mid-thirties. There have been no long-term relationships in your past. What are the chances that in the next five or even ten years, you’ll find a woman who you want to have a real relationship with?” He held up his hand, gesturing that he was not finished telling me what he thought of me and my situation as a single man. “Don’t try to answer that because you don’t have the statistics that I do. Chances for a man who is thirty-four and has never had even one serious relationship are phenomenally low…”

I had to stop him there. “I have had serious relationships.”

He cocked one dark brow at me. “Not on record, you haven’t.”

“I had a life before I became a success in the real estate industry.”

“So, what are the names of these women you had serious relationships with?” He looked a little too eager to hear this information.

“I have no intention of telling you about the women who were in my life so many years ago. They have lives now, and I don’t think it would be right of me to bring their names to light.”

“So, these relationships are more than…let’s say…thirteen years old?” he asked with an expression that indicated he was busily doing mental math. 

“I am not going to discuss that.”

His eyes narrowed in on mine. “Theo, if it’s been that long since you have been in a serious relationship, then the chances of you ever finding true love, lasting love, the kind of love that stays with you all the way through your entire life, are slim to none. Come on the show. You might be surprised to find that some feelings have been lying dormant inside of you.”

I had no desire to feel things that I had not felt in many years. “Again, thanks for the invitation, but I do not want to go on television, play footsie with a bunch of hot chicks, then leave without a wife, breaking more hearts at once than I have ever broken. I am not an animal. I do care about women’s feelings. The kind of women I keep company with are like-minded individuals who have too much going on in their business lives to spend much time on personal relationships.”

“That sounds like a pretty empty life if you ask me.”

“It’s not empty at all. I can have a date within minutes. If I want one.”

“Sounds like you’ve been hiring escorts.”

“Not at all. I don’t need to pay for my dates. There are plenty of women who will drop everything to spend some time with me.”

“What about love?” he asked with dancing eyes, thinking he could intrigue me with those three little words.

“Love,” I whispered, letting the word slither around my tongue as it escaped my lips. It had been a very long time since I last uttered the word. Once upon a time, I had said it many times each and every day. For two years, I had told one young woman that I loved her. And she had told me the same thing.

Our love was true. It was the kind of love that a person never forgets. It was an honest love. It was a purely unselfish love. Loving that woman made me the man I was today. 

We let each other go when I graduated from college. She had two more years to go before she graduated. Neither of us wanted to get in the other’s way of making a success of ourselves. Our breakup had been amicable, and we wished nothing but the best for each other.

The last day I saw her was the last time the word “love” came out of my mouth. 

“So, what do you think about love?” he asked, pulling me out of my reverie.

“I have experienced it.”

“Was it a good experience? Or did it end badly, making you never want to feel like that again?”

“It was the best experience I’ve ever had. And to be honest, I don’t think any woman can make me feel the way she did.”

“And her name is?”

I had to laugh. “I am not going to tell you that. And why do you want to know anyway?”

With a slight shrug, he said, “No reason, really. Curiosity, I suppose. Theo Decker has never had a serious relationship with anyone, as far as the records on you state. If there was one that got away, that might make a good story too.”

“She did not get away. We were young, with our futures ahead of us. We didn’t want to get in each other’s way. Our careers took us in different directions, that’s all. But the love we shared was the purest kind of love. She didn’t have a selfish bone in her body, and she made that happen within me too. She had this way of making me feel good all the time. Honestly, she made me a better man. Even when I had to leave her to pursue the right path for me, she left me with a smile and a wave, the words ‘I love you’ on her sweet, plump, pink lips. She was perfect. No woman has ever stacked up against her.”

“Ah ha!” He jumped to his feet, slamming his hands down hard on my desk. “That’s it. You are pining away for this woman who you felt you had to leave behind. No woman will ever be able to take her place! I knew there was some explanation for your bad boy ways.”

My bad boy ways were kind of a funny thing. I had never acted that way before I met my one and only love. Maybe Randy was right. Maybe I was afraid that no one could live up to the woman I had loved. “Well, none of that matters. And I’m not pining away for anyone. I’m sure she’s not pining away for me either.”

“But how do you know that for sure?” he asked as he sat back down. “Have you tried looking her up on social media?”

“I am much too busy for that sort of thing. I have accounts that one of my assistants takes care of, of course. I have to keep my name out there, and that’s the best way to do it.”

“I wonder if she’s one of your followers,” he mused.

I hadn’t even thought of that. “I don’t know. I have this guy who takes care of that sort of thing, and I don’t ask about things like the names of my followers. But I would assume that if she were following me on any social media, she would reach out. And my assistant would relay the information.”

“Are you sure about that?”

“Mostly.” Social media was not on my radar. “Anyway, like I said before, thanks for asking me, but the answer is still no.”

Pulling out his phone, he swiped the screen, then slid it across the desk to me. “Here are some of the women we already have lined up to be on this series. I just thought you should see what you’re missing out on.”

Going through the photos, I had to admit that the ladies were indeed lovely. “I see you’ve found some of the hottest girls on the planet.” Looking up, I asked, “How many billionaire bachelors have signed up for this thing?”

“We have ten, so far. We are only bringing on twelve. So, if you don’t accept now, you might miss the boat on this series. Think about it.”

Ten men in the same league as me had signed up for this thing. Is it possible they know something that I don’t?

My cell rang, and I saw that it was a friend of mine and fellow billionaire investor calling. “This is my friend, Jay Briggs, calling. Let me run this idea by him before I say anything else to you, Randy. He’s a wealthy investor just like me and got married not too long ago. Maybe he can tell me if this is something I should do or not. I respect his opinion on most matters.”

	The smile the man wore told me he was happy that I was finally contemplating his offer. But it was not a done deal yet. “Hey, Jay, I’m actually glad you called.”

“Are you not always glad when I call you?” He laughed throatily.

“Yes, I’m always glad to talk to you. So, I have this guy in my office right now, and he has made me this really weird offer.”

“Like what kind of offer?”

“He wants me to come on this televised reality series. The objective is to find a wife out of the many women they bring onto this island.”

“Marry a stranger?”

“Yeah.”

“I don’t know…”

“Yeah, me neither. I’ve said no.”

“Don’t be so hasty,” he said. “You haven’t had anyone in like forever. As a married man with kids, I can tell you that there’s a lot to be said for having a partner in life. Have you asked him if you can just quit the show if it’s something you don’t like?”

“No, I haven’t asked that.” Looking at Randy, I asked, “So, if I don’t like doing the show, then what happens?”

“You can leave at any time, Theo. We’re not going to force anyone to stay and participate, especially someone who doesn’t want to. And if you don’t pick one girl by the time that’s supposed to happen, you’ll be going home anyway.”

“You know what, Randy, you should have opened with that information.” I could only shake my head at the man. “So, did you hear what the man said, Jay?”

“I think you should try it, Theo. You have nothing to lose. Married life can be great, if you find the right woman for you. And so far, all you have found are wives for the night. Maybe it’s time to go about things another way.”

The grin on Randy’s face told me he was about to be a very happy man once he had my answer. “Come on, Theo. Your friend is right. You have nothing to lose and so much to gain by being on this show.”

“I can’t believe you made me change my mind, Randy. It’s not common for me to switch a no into a yes, at least not this fast.”

“So, that is a yes then?” he asked with hope in his dark eyes.

Nodding, I gave the man what he had come for, “That is a yes. I’m in. Hey, what is this show going to be called anyway?”

“Matches Made in Heaven,” he said with a beaming smile. “You know, ‘cause the island is like paradise, and Heaven is paradise.”

“Well, Jay, I’ll let you know how things go. Hope your advice helps the way it has so far.”

“Me too, Theo. Me too.”

I hope this doesn’t bite me in the ass.


Chapter Two

 

Beverly

 

Torching the fiftieth and last crème brûlée that morning, I looked up as a woman entered the kitchen. “You must be Meagan, here to talk about your upcoming wedding. I’m just finishing an order, I’ll be right with you. Please, take a seat at the table there. I will wash up, then be right there.”

“Um, well, okay.” She took a seat, clasping her hands in front of her and resting them on the table. “It smells amazing in here.”

“Crème brûlée has such an intense aroma when freshly torched.” I loved the scent myself. “They should make a perfume out of it.”

“I agree. But it would leave me feeling hungry all day, I’m afraid.”

“You’re right—it might do that to most women. There’s coffee in the carafe. I filled it up just before I got started with these. Help yourself, Meagan.”

“I…um, well…okay. Thanks.” Picking up the coffee cup in front of her, she filled it up and then held the cup in her hands, inhaling the thick stream of pale white steam. “You are Beverly, right?”

“Yes, I’m Beverly. My business partner, Delaney, is out today. She’s buying fresh veggies from the farmer’s market. Our catering company, Savoureux, is known for using only fresh ingredients. I’ll be helping you with the menus for your big event. You said it was in May of next year, right?” I came and took the seat across from her, then pulled my laptop off the chair next to me and placed it on the table. Looking over her shoulder, I recalled that she had said her fiancé would be attending the meeting with her. “Oh, should I wait for Josh to join you?”

“Who?” she asked, taking a sip of the hot coffee.

“Your fiancé, Josh.” I found it amusing that she had forgotten the man she was to marry in less than a year’s time.

“Oh.” Looking a bit sheepish, she put the coffee cup down before going on, “I’m not Meagan. I didn’t make an appointment. I’m not getting married.”

Confused, I said, “You asked if I was Beverly, so you must have come to see me for some reason.”

“Yes, I did come to see you specifically.” Extending her hand across the table, she said, “I’m Jasmine Winters. I’m an assistant producer on a reality television show that is due to begin filming in two months.”

“So, why do you want to see me? I didn’t sign up for anything like that. I’m not really a fan of reality television.”

“Oh,” she said with a frown. “Well, I am sorry to hear that. See, it took us a while to track you down. We have signed on a man from your past. You do remember dating Theodore Decker when you were in college, right?”

Whoa! Talk about a blast from the past!

“Theo?” I asked. “He’s going to do some reality show?” I had not really thought about the man in a long while. But then again, he was lingering in my mind and heart at all times. It was a strange thing, my feelings for the man.

“Yes.” She wore an enthusiastic expression. “See, he is going to be one of our bachelors.”

“That sounds a lot like you plan on hooking him up with some woman.” I was not interested in being that woman either.

“That’s the plan. I mean, he gets to pick which of the women he wants to marry—if he picks any of them at all. Anyway, the thing is that if he does end up picking one woman to marry, we are going to throw in a plot twist to make things interesting. And you would be that plot twist. You called him Theo, right?”

“Right.”

“Anyway, we would toss you into the picture to mix things up a bit. It’s going to make great television. I can assure you that you’ll have the absolute best time too. The island is like paradise. You will have your own room, of course. And all the food and drinks you want. Anyone would love to be on this show, I can promise you that.”

“Great,” I said with a smirk because there was no way in hell that I was going to be on this stupid show that seemed like it was just about ruining people’s lives. “If anyone would love to be on the show, then it won’t be hard for you to find someone else to get in Theo’s way of finding love.”

“But we want you, Beverly. Randy—that’s my boss—gave explicit directions that I am to get you to agree to be the ex that we bring in for Theodore. I mean, Theo.”

“Well, I am not going to do that.” I was not one to be ramrodded into doing anything. “Let me tell you something about me. Once I put my foot down, I do not move it. The answer is no. I have a lot of work to do, and my real appointment should be showing up any time now.”

“Beverly, I’m sorry I sprang this on you like this. I can give you time to think things over. We haven’t begun filming yet. No one has even been brought to the island. There’s still time to think this over. I mean, do you not want to see Theo again after all these years?”

“No.” I had good reason not to want to see that man again.

“From what my boss said, Theo had nothing but nice things to say about you.”

“Yes, I would think so. We got along very well. To be perfectly honest, he was the love of my life. But that was a very long time ago.”

“Yes, it’s been thirteen years since you last saw each other,” she said. “That’s what Randy said. He found you by looking up the registry of the college you and Theo attended. You were a couple of years behind him. He graduated, leaving you behind. The breakup was amicable, I believe is what Randy was told by Theo.”

“It was, yes. We were young, with bright futures ahead of us. But there was no way to connect those futures. He must be doing amazingly well if you guys invited him to your little television show.”

“He’s a billionaire,” she blurted out.

I was stunned—I had no idea he had become that successful. “Well, good for him! Wow! That is amazing news. And he’s still not married?” I hadn’t seen that coming. The man was sexy, handsome, clever, funny, regal in many ways, and now rich to boot. How could he not be married by now?

“He has never married,” she informed me. “And he has been tight-lipped about the women he has dated.”

“But he told you about me,” I said.

“No, he didn’t tell anyone about you. My boss is amazing at digging up things on people. He said he found some pictures of you guys in old newsletters from the college you two attended. Apparently, you and Theo were active in the college community, even taking starring roles in one of the plays your theater group put on.”

“I was Sandy, and he was Danny in Grease. Those were fun times.”

“I bet they were. You with your blonde hair and deep blue eyes and him with his dark hair and ice-blue eyes must have been a real match made in heaven. That’s the name of the show, by the way—Matches Made in Heaven—a Sloan Brothers production. Have you heard of them?”

I shook my head. I hadn’t heard of much in the reality television world. “Are they big names in that particular genre of entertainment?”

“Like, the biggest. They like to put on the drama. Heavy on the sex too, if you know what I mean.”

“I get what you’re saying. Theo will be having sex with many different women.”

Looking a little embarrassed, she said, “Well, who knows, really? It’s not like anyone is made to have sex. But if it happens, it happens.”

“And your cameras will be right there to capture it, right?” I was not interested in being a part of what I thought of as basically soft porn. “Hope he has fun.”

Sex with Theo had been off-the-charts amazing. He knew how to handle a woman. Well, he knew how to handle me anyway. I couldn’t vouch for any other woman because while I had been in school with him he was only with me, and I was only with him.

My body heated with the memory of our last night together. His hands on my flesh, leaving scorching trails of heated lust all over my body. His mouth, hot on mine, even hotter on my sex. He had driven me over the edge that night.

That last time, we did it all night, over and over again. I lost count of the times we brought each other to the most powerful climaxes.

Even now, thirteen years later, I could still smell our combined scents. Sex had filled the air of my tiny dorm room. Sultry, heady, wonderful—I cried when I had to clean that scent away the next morning before my roommate came back.

Drawing in a deep breath to slow my racing heart, my skin tingled, as well as my core. The idea of seeing Theo again—of being intimate with him again—made my heart ache. 

“Your cheeks have turned red, Beverly,” Jasmine informed me.

I touched them, feeling the heat that the mere memory of us had caused. “The man used to be raw sexual magic. I hope your viewers are ready for what he’s sure to give them.”

“What we would really like to give them is the heat between you and Theo. I can tell you now that you are radiating sex yourself. And that’s only from the memory of the man who obviously tooted your horn.”

That heat is a bit too much for television!


Chapter Three

 

Theo

 

Day one of Matches Made in Heaven began with me standing in a line with eleven other men just like me. Randy, along with his assistant, stood directly across from us. The man who had talked me into doing something I had never thought I would do led the initial meeting. “So good to see all you gentlemen again. I hope your flights to the island went well.”

“I was not exactly cool with not being able to bring my own private plane and pilot with me,” one of my fellow bachelors complained. “Why is it that you people don’t want anyone we know to know our exact whereabouts?”

Randy merely grinned. “We want this experience to be completely secluded from anyone who is not a part of this experience. That means none of the participants can have anyone with them. Pilots included.”

“I would have sent him right back home, Randy,” the man argued.

With a nod, Randy held his arm out, gesturing to the man who was already not happy with things. “This is Montgomery Federline of the New Hampshire Federlines. His family has known wealth for three generations. Please, excuse his rather pious attitude. He was born with a silver spoon in his mouth. Hence why he’s here today.”

Montgomery dipped his head full of blonde curls in a sheepish manner. “Yes. My upbringing has left me a bit spoiled, I’m afraid. Not many ladies love a spoiled grown man.”

I had to laugh. “So, how’s coming here supposed to help you?”

The man lifted his head to look at me with a slight glare. “And you are?”

“I’m Theo Decker. Real estate mogul.”

“Well, Theo Decker, real estate mogul,” Montgomery said with a sneer, “Randy told me that there would be people here to help us make much-needed changes in ourselves so that we will be able to find love and a suitable mate.”

My eyes moved to Randy’s. “I was not told about this.”

“Yeah,” Randy said swiftly as he pointed at me. “So, this is Theodore Decker. He likes to be called Theo.” He nodded at the man who stood next to me. “Next to Theo is Trevor.”

The man next to me lifted his hand as if waving to the others. “Trevor Jenkins. I’m from Kentucky. If you wear shoes, then you are one of the reasons I’m a billionaire. I invented shoe inserts, which are used in most shoes on the market today.”

Randy looked at the man next to Trevor. “And next to Trevor, we have Bastian Langston. Care to tell them who you are, Bastian?”

“I call London home,” Bastian said with a British accent.

All the girls are gonna love him based on his accent alone.

“Unfair advantage,” I quipped with a grin.

Bastion gave me a nod. “Agreed, Theo. My accent has left many a young lady in a helplessly romantic state. But my gift is also my curse.”

“Can’t see how that is,” Trevor said. “That voice could melt even the hardest of hearts.”

“Yes, but too much if it can turn women away. And I have trouble knowing when to shut up. My previous relationships ended for that same reason. Apparently, I don’t know when to shut up and listen.”

“So, I will stop you right there, Bastian,” Randy said, “and introduce the man standing next to you. Gentlemen, this is Sylvester Smith. He likes to be called Sly.”

Sly waved at the rest of us. “Sly is the name, and being sly is my game. I invented real-life spyware that any regular person on the street can use to spy on others.” Pulling off his black, horn-rimmed glasses, he held them up. “These are no ordinary glasses. While wearing them, not only can I see people behind me, but I can hear them talking too. To date, I have sold more spying gadgets than I can count. Unfortunately, my spying nature has been proven to turn off the ladies.”

I could definitely see women not wanting to be with a man who was destined to spy on them. “Maybe don’t use your products on the women you date, Sly,” I advised.

“Yeah, easier said than done, Theo.”

Randy merely laughed as he went on, “So, next to Sly is Zeke. Zeke is an oil billionaire.”

“I inherited a piece of land from my late grandfather. One day, a man came to me, telling me he was from the land office and an oil company wanted to lease my land. I didn’t have anything else going on with it, so I leased it to them. And within a year I had made over a million. The next year took me into the billions. My problem with women is that I was not born rich. I did not work to get rich. So, I’m like this redneck with money, and I attract all the wrong sorts of girls. I’m looking for a lady who can turn me into the wealthy gentleman I feel lingers somewhere deep inside of me.”

“A man who is looking to be changed?” I asked with surprise. “A rare sight indeed.”

Everyone laughed as Zeke took a bow. “As rare as they come.”

“Archer,” Randy said. “Tell the boys about yourself.”

“Archer Campbell.”

Zeke chuckled. “Say no more. We all know the soup.”

“Yes, that’s me,” Archer said with a nod.

The man next to Archer quickly took over. “I am Ramon Aguilar. My family hails from Mexico City, where we have made a name for ourselves with our tequila company.”

“Tequila!” everyone shouted.

Laughing, Ramon added, “Although times are always good in the Aguilar household, finding the right woman for me has not gone so good.”

“We hope to fix that for you, Ramon,” Randy said. His eyes moved to the next man in line. “This is Bach, everyone.”

The tall, slender man nodded as he looked at each one of us. “I am Bach.”

He said nothing else and merely looked at the man standing next to him.

“Oh, okay, you’re done, Bach?” the man asked. Bach nodded, so the man went on, “Well, okay then. I’m Crane Mathews. Coding video games is how I made my billions.”

The man right next to him interrupted, “Man, we are gonna be best friends, Crane! I’m a gamer. And I’m also into investing in all sorts of things. I started with the million bucks my late great-grandmother left me. I love investing. It’s so easy, and it gives me time to do what I really love—play video games. Oh, name’s Dash, by the way. Richardson. Sorry, I get sort of mixed up on my speech sometimes. Dash Richardson, investor extraordinaire.”

“And last, but certainly not least,” Randy said, “we have Wyan Reeves. And no, before you ask, I do not have a speech impediment. It is Wyan with a W.”

“My mom wanted to name me William, and my father wanted to name me Ryan, so the compromise was Wyan. I am in the lucrative business of vending machines. I’ve got them all over the United States, and we are soon to venture into Europe.”

For a lineup of billionaires, we certainly were diverse. “It is an honor to meet you all,” I said as I gave each of the other men a smile. “I’m sure we will all end up the best of friends.”

Randy held up his hand. “You might want to wait before you express your willingness to befriend any of these men. You all will be in direct competition with each other.”

“Bros before hoes!” Sly shouted.

But none of the other men said a word. It seemed that everyone but me and Sly knew that we were about to become enemies. “Damn,” I muttered.

“Yes,” Randy said. “This is not some friend-making reality television show. You twelve men are here for a very important purpose—to seek a wife. And when a man looks at a woman he sees as his future wife, testosterone is sure to boil when another man encroaches on his territory.”

I was not sure how I felt about that. I hadn’t thought about us becoming enemies. Spending the next few months with people I might end up hating sounded pretty much like hell to me.

Randy took a step back, and the woman nearest to him stepped up, taking over. “I’m Jasmine Winters. I’ve had the pleasure of booking onto the show the women who might become some of your future wives. I would like to settle the tension Randy started by telling you that you twelve men will start out sharing a twelve-bedroom mansion built with billionaires in mind. You will have an all-male staff to tend to you. In this home, you men will become friends. You will learn a lot about each other. This will not make it easy to compete. After all, bros often do come before hoes,” she said with a laugh. “In this experiment, we will push the boundaries. I’m sure you all will be able to handle the pushes we give you with little to no struggles.”

Randy stepped up next to her. “Or not. Some of you will flourish, while some will break. Some will be victorious where others will fail.”

“You know, this sounds like some sort of emotional torture,” I said.

“Torture?” Randy asked with a skeptical smile. “Only if you make it that way, Theo. You, and only you, can decide the way you handle any situation that comes your way. You can argue. You can fight. You can get angry. Or you can accept things the way they are. It is entirely up to you gentlemen to decide what route you want to take with this thing.”

Bastian looked around at us all. “I am sure we can remain gentlemen with each other.”

Most of us nodded, but a few had vacant expressions. Randy took advantage of the differences as he said, “No two men are exactly alike. And when attraction toward a female comes into play, you might find that the gentlemanly part of you takes a step back to let the primal part come out and play. This will be interesting, I have no doubt.”

“This might be dangerous,” Ramon added. “Playing with the emotions of men could turn into something your audience might not want to witness. I know that I will fight for a woman if I feel love for her.”

“So will I,” Zeke said as he eyed each of us. “Make no mistake. If I say a woman is mine, then you all should leave her alone.”

“Hey, it’s been like five minutes since we met,” I jumped in. “Let’s settle down and see if we can find a way to leave the drama out of this thing.”

The way Jasmine and Randy busted out laughing had us all giving them our full attention. When they finally stopped, Jasmine said, “Drama will be abundant on this tropical island paradise. If none of you bring the drama, the women surely will. You were all chosen because you have more than one great quality. Not only are you wealthy, but you all are devastatingly handsome in one way or another. Let me tell you that the women I have brought to this island will fight tooth and nail for any of you.”

I so did not sign up for this!
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