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RATING THE BILLIONAIRE

By Jordyn LeFay

RATING THE BILLIONAIRE

Ex Rated: Book 4

Blurb:

What if you could go back in time...for a one night do-over with the one that got away? Would history repeat itself, or be forever changed? 

When sleeping with these high-profile men had already blown Naomi’s world apart, would she risk losing it all to up the score?

We went to preschool school together.

To the same elite elementary and high schools.

Even the same exclusive college.

As the girls with the least powerful families, (and the smallest bank accounts, comparatively) we knew what it was like to never really belong. Excluded from everything, we became the side piece for guys who didn’t have the balls to choose who they wanted in their lives. Guys who either were too caught up in their fame, to settle down, or too controlled by their families to have a choice in who they spent forever with.

Sometimes, being excluded...just hurt. And after graduation, over a pitcher of margaritas, we took that pain and turned it into a massive money-making blog. Ex Rated became a super-secret multi-million-dollar business we cooked up after yet another night of being screwed then screwed over, by yet another guy deemed way out of our league. Spilling all the graphic deets of who did what and how well, was equal parts vengeful and cathartic. But what we didn’t know was while we were sharing our anonymous ratings of the nameless high-rollers we’d slept with over the years, someone was posting names. Ours included.

Whoever said there's no such thing as bad press never got outed for kissing and telling in vivid detail about some of the most famous and infamous men in the world. We lost our revenue and our book deals, because they were powerful enough to have all our accounts shut down...the blog included. But sometimes the end of one story is only the beginning to another... here’s what happened next.... 
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Rating the Billionaire ©2022 Jordyn LeFay

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

For all the ones that got away, here’s a chance to vicariously relive your very own what if....

Love Jordyn xo
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Chapter One
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Giselle

I stare at the report on my desk. It was supposed to be with the Chief Financial Officer an hour ago, but I just can’t bring myself to open the file. My company was a dream, born from years of watching my father in the field. His papers and research over the years earned him a number of accolades and made him a world-renowned environmentalist. Like him, I want to make a difference. I thought this would be the way to do it. My company could help other big firms to improve their carbon footprint. That was the plan anyway. 

It hasn’t exactly gone to plan.

Things are moving slower than I would like. I thought I would have taken over the world by now. 

I need to find new avenues, new business opportunities if my venture is going to succeed. 

Ignoring the file, I notice something in the tray on my desk. Another file that wasn’t there this morning. I open it up and the first page is a list of companies with low energy rankings—potential clients I can pitch. I’d asked my assistant for this research earlier in the week, so I can start making calls.

Letting my eyes move down the list, I make a note of companies with the worst carbon footprints and those I think I can help. 

I stop on a familiar name. Washington Holdings. How the hell did a company that big and that successful not have a solid environmental ranking? They were the worst on the list—by a mile. I wrinkled my nose. There is nothing that irks me more than a corporation shirking its environmental duties, especially a billion-dollar corporation that can afford to make changes. 

If I can turn around a company as big as that it would make my business more successful. 

It would put me on the map. 

I quickly pull up the internet browser on my computer and type the name into the search engine. The website for Washington Holdings pops up. I spend the next twenty minutes going through everything I can find on there and working out strategies for how I can help improve their image. 

I pick up the phone once I’m done and dial their switchboard. When the receptionist answers I ask to be put through to whoever handles their environmental policy in the company. She doesn’t know who that is, which tells me everything I need to know. They need my help. Desperately.

Eventually I’m patched through to the head of operations. 

I have a long conversation with him and he agrees to speak to the CEO of the company. I hang up and start on the report. 

It’s an hour later when I get an email back from Washington Holdings and an invitation to talk to the CEO in the morning. 
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I’M NOT NERVOUS ABOUT pitching my business. I’ve never had nerves about it. Probably because I’m passionate about the environment. I always wanted to make a difference. After seeing how much my father changed the world, I realized that was the path I had to walk too. I am so inspired by my father’s work. I know my business does a fraction of the work he achieved over his career, but if I can clean up even just one company, I consider it a good day.

Washington Holdings is located in a huge tower block. The carbon footprint of the building must be astronomical. The research I did into the company told me most of their waste comes from the redevelopment of existing building stock. Tearing down walls, throwing out old kitchen units, ripping out windows to replace them with more modern designs. There’s a lot that can be done to reduce this waste and to ensure their company is more environmentally sound. The fact I managed to get this meeting with the top guy tells me their CEO is at least open to the idea, which is all I need. Particularly as once I get talking, I can explain how the cost short term will lead to long term savings for the company.

I’d done a little digging on the head of Washington Holdings. Kai Washington was young to be in charge of an organization as substantial as this one. He was in his late twenties and already a billionaire, so I guess business is good.

The more I’d read about him the more I’d come to dislike everything he stood for. There were no pictures of him online, but that was a good thing. From what I could see he had a habit of tearing down green spaces to build concrete high-rises. Developers were a scourge for ecosystems. So many habitats are destroyed to make way for urban sprawl. It is infuriating to me. The damage being done to the environment is something that can’t be fixed. So many species gone because of humans.

Knowing that is why I’m so passionate about my job. Being an environmentalist means fixing what humans are destroying. 

So Kai Washington was already on my shit list. 

His lack of care about the land he’s developing made me want to slap him around the head. I wasn’t sure why he’d agreed to meet. He didn’t seem to have any interest in the environment. His company’s emissions were higher than others in his industry. It is not a good look in a society that is increasingly aware of these things.

I push through the rotating door and into the foyer of the building. There’s a large reception desk on one side of the space and some plants and other decor.

My heels click against the floor as I head for the reception area. 

The woman behind the desk is on the phone as I approach, so I wait while she finishes up the call. On the wall behind her is the list of companies in the building and what floor they are located on. I notice a lot of smaller businesses reside here and that Washington Holdings has three floors worth of office space. I wonder if they can cut that down. 

The receptionist finishes the call and smiles up at me. “How can I help?”

“I have a meeting with the CEO of Washington Holdings.”

“I’ll call up. Two moments.” She picks the phone back up and speaks to someone on the other end. Mentally, I prepare myself for the upcoming meeting. I know my facts and figures. I can reel them off verbatim, but the skill in what I do is understanding the client and how much I can push them. Some people can’t be reached, but some can be gently advised on how to improve things. I suspect I will have to use all my skills with this client. 

The receptionist hangs up the phone. “Take the elevator to the sixth floor. Mr. Washington is expecting you.”

“Thanks.”

Making my way over to the elevator, I wait with a group of other people until the doors slide open. I step onto the elevator and press the sixth-floor button. 

For some reason, I’m a little nervous. This is unusual for me so I don’t know what to do with the fluttering in my belly as I wait for the doors to open on the right floor.

When I step off it
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