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        The Billionaire Needs a Fake Engagement.

      

      

      
        
        Since he struck it big with the Powerball, Adrian Landry has been dodging women. Only problem is that he needs an escort for the rodeo ball season, one without any expectations. And when he gets what he wants, it backfires on him, big time.

      

        

      
        Accomplished lawyer Madison Benton yearns to return home to Oakdale, Texas, and abandon her high-powered career. When she learns of Adrian's predicament, she proposes a deal. She will be his date for the season if he assists her start-up legal firm. No strings attached.

      

        

      
        Is it possible for two people to pretend to be engaged without becoming emotionally attached? Particularly when they've been friends forever.
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      Adrian Landry knew he should have brought a date to the Burnett’s roundup ball. Since his divorce two years ago, women seemed to think he was an open target – a billionaire in need of companionship. And Norma Jean Radcliffe had set her sights on him. All night she’d been flirting, buying him drinks, and laying her hands on him.

      Problem was he knew her type of woman and wanted nothing to do with her. And yet, his manners insisted that he not act rude.

      There was safety in numbers, so he did his best to remain in a crowd of men, talking cattle, horses, rodeos, and the current price of beef on the hooves.

      The man next to him snickered. “Adrian, you’re one lucky son of a bitch.”

      “Yes, I am,” he admitted, wondering what brought this up.

      Five years ago, Adrian won the Powerball. As a broke, about-to-lose-his-ranch cowboy, he’d stopped at a convenience store, and on a whim, bought a ticket. At the time, he’d thought why the hell not?

      The next day when he heard on the news that someone in Callahan County had won the Powerball, he remembered he’d purchased a ticket. To his complete disbelief, he discovered the one little stop had changed his life forever.

      First, he made the Kissing Oaks Corporation. Then he’d informed his brothers they were all going to college. They wouldn’t receive their part of the money until they held a college diploma in their hands.

      Next, he’d paid off the debts the ranch had incurred and even brought in a man to help him make the Kissing Oaks Ranch successful. And the man had helped him turn their inheritance into one of the richest spreads in Texas, right up there with the Burnett Family Ranch.

      Finally, he’d let Laurie Brown convince him they were ready to marry. It seemed logical, but sometimes logical and practical didn’t go together. And love? He’d been fooled by that emotion.

      Now he knew better than to believe in that nonsense.

      “Why am I lucky?” he asked the man.

      “First, you win the Powerball, and next you have beautiful women throwing themselves at you.”

      “That’s not luck,” a man standing next to him in a custom tuxedo that looked like western wear said. “That’s the power of money. Women can smell a rich man a hundred miles away. Adrian, here, is covered in the scent and they’re on the hunt to catch him any way they can.”

      Adrian laughed. “You’re right. I’ve already been caught once. She hooked me big time. But I’m older and wiser and way more jaded now. Once burned, twice shy.”

      The men nodded.

      “Yes, but the sweet perfume of money is a potent attraction,” the man in the tuxedo said. “Look at the gaggle of women standing over there staring at you. You’re a wanted man.”

      Adrian was about to walk away. He didn’t like to talk about his personal life or be the center of attention, and since he’d won the lottery, people tried to attach themselves to him. It was hard to know if people were his friends or just lured by the money they knew he had.

      “Saw your interview in the Rancher’s Magazine,” Travis Burnett said. “Good information.”

      “Thank you,” he replied, remembering how the reporter kept asking questions about his personal life and how he’d side-stepped most of them.

      “Sorry to hear about you and Laurie,” Joshua Burnett said.

      What could he say? His ex-wife had found she didn’t like being married to a cattleman. She’d expected a life of luxury and traveling the world in a private jet. But he had a ranch to run. A business. He was determined to be successful. And that meant working long hours.

      So she’d found refuge in another man’s arms.

      Half a million dollars later, she was out of his life for good. But now he was back on the meat market and women wanted to latch onto him and drag him to the altar.

      One thing Laurie did was make him very aware of how easy it would be to fall prey to a pretty face and a woman’s well-rounded curves.

      “Thank you. But what these women don’t realize is that I’m off the marriage market. I’m done.”

      The men chuckled.

      “How many of you have ever said that?” Mr. Smartass in a tux asked. “I’ve certainly said it a number of times and then a pretty woman walks by and I’m a goner.”

      Cameron Burnett shook his head. “I’ve watched my cousins meet women and fall in love. As for me, I’m trying to build my own business. I’m looking to find a piece of property and turn it into a place where people can spend their vacation time. Sort of an exclusive B&B for the wealthy.”

      Tuxedo man shook his head. “Don’t you Burnett’s own enough of that market?”

      “No, we cater to families. This would be for wealthy people. An adult getaway. Not families. A specialty western wedding venue. Weddings are big money.”

      The men were silent for a moment and Adrian was just about ready to tell them all goodnight when the tuxedo man started to laugh.

      “Look out, Adrian, Norma Jean is headed this way with a determined glint in her eyes,” he said, smiling. “Damn, I’d like a taste of her.”

      Adrian was really starting to dislike this guy and even wondered why he was here. But Adrian was networking and had made several lucrative deals with men he’d met at these events. This was business. Not personal. Yet the man’s comment was uncalled for.

      “Excuse me, gentlemen,” Norma Jean said with a purr, dark lashes flickering over her brown eyes focused on Adrian. A pouty smile filled her full lips. “Adrian, would you dance with me?”

      His mother, God rest her soul, had taught him to be a gentleman to all women. And as much as he didn’t want to, he couldn’t turn down Norma Jean’s request in front of everyone.

      “Yes, ma’am,” he said, setting his drink on a tray. After this, he was leaving. He’d had enough for one evening. Time to go home to the quiet, soothing sounds of cattle.

      Taking her into his arms, he swept her onto the floor to a waltz.

      “How long have you been divorced,” she asked him as they glided around the floor to the sounds of the band.

      “Two years,” he said.

      She nodded and he realized she knew how long he’d been divorced. She was just laying the trap that he was certain she was about to spring on him.

      “How long since you’ve been with a woman,” she asked her voice a velvety purr.

      A bear trap. And if he wasn’t careful, he’d get caught.

      How did he respond to that brazen question? It had been way too long, but he wasn’t about to give in now. Not to the man snare she was setting out.

      “Darling,” he said with a low throaty growl, “where are you going with this question?”

      She gave a little pout. “You’re lonely, I’m lonely. We’re two adults with needs. We can satisfy each other’s desires.”

      There was no doubt she could satisfy him and probably half the men in the room, but he wasn’t going to let his baser needs overtake his better judgment. She’d been around the block a time or two, and he was not going to be her next victim.

      He twirled her on the dance floor, maneuvering them around other couples to the sound of the music. “I’m sure that any man in this room would love for you to make that offer to him. But I’m not available.”

      It wasn’t a complete lie. He wasn’t available emotionally or physically to any woman. That tap had been turned off.

      “Oh, you’re seeing someone? I hadn’t heard.”

      Now he would have to lie.

      “Yes,” he said, thinking maybe he should hire an escort service for a woman to go with him to the balls coming up. It was the beginning of the rodeo season. Tonight was the first gala, and he wasn’t looking forward to turning down a woman each time.

      A frown crossed her face. “Adrian, I have admired you from afar for years, and after waiting for your divorce to be over and for you to become available, I learn that you’ve already been snatched up.”

      Not really, but it was all right. Besides, he remembered her turning up her nose at him when he was a struggling rancher with little to no money. It was only now, post-wealth, that she had taken an interest in him.

      It was a big temptation to remind her of how she’d ignored him until she learned he’d won the lottery. But again, he could hear his mother’s voice reminding him to be polite regardless of how other people acted.

      “Darling, I’m no catch. Just ask Laurie. I couldn’t make her happy,” he said.

      She ran her hand up his chest, her fingers trailing along his muscles. “Some women are stupid. You would make me very happy.”

      A marriage took two people, and as much as he didn’t want to admit it, he’d caused a fair number of problems that sent Laurie running into another man’s arms. At the time, he’d been going to college, learning from the man he hired to run the ranch, and determined to make the Kissing Oaks Ranch the best.

      In the end, his hard work had been rewarded.

      “And some men are just cruel,” he said, doing his best to discourage her from acting like a fool for him.

      A grin spread across her face. “Honey, a woman like me can tame a cruel man. When I’m finished with you, you’ll be begging me for more. You’ll be a kitten waiting for me to stroke you.”

      Damn!

      What happened to letting the man pursue a woman? Even if he was interested, her actions were turning him off.

      Thankfully, the music came to an end. Like a gentleman, he escorted her from the dance floor, his hand on the small of her back as he guided her toward the side.

      Spinning around, she faced him.

      “I don’t know who you’re seeing but drop her. I’ll make it worth your while. You won’t regret being with me,” she said as she leaned in close to his ear. “My pussy is tight and my tongue is wicked.”

      Did the woman really believe that was going to entice him into spending the night with her? If he was going to attend any more balls, he had to do something to keep the vultures at bay. And he really needed to go to these events if he wanted to keep abreast of the ever-changing ranching business and valuable connections.

      When they were off the dance floor, she leaned in and pressed her body into his, and he smelled the sweet perfume she wore. His dick hardened and she grinned, knowing what she was doing to him. It was a natural reaction to a beautiful woman, but nothing more.

      At the moment, he felt nothing for this woman, except maybe contempt.

      “Honey, follow me home and I’ll take care of that for you. Whoever your mystery woman is, she’s not doing her job. That would never be a problem if you were my cowboy.”

      This was not how he wanted a woman. Two years ago, he’d given up his dreams of a wife and family. Two years ago, his wife had broken his heart and ended his hopes and dreams of a happy marriage like his parents.

      This was not how he’d ever imagined his wife would act. Norma Jean was not the woman he wanted sharing his bed at night or day. Laurie had ruined him from ever finding a happily ever after.

      He leaned in close to her. “Darling, you can quit trying so hard. It’s not going to happen.”

      A red flush filled her face and her sapphire eyes flashed angrily and she grabbed his bolero and pulled him in close. “No man tells me no.” She reached down and rubbed her hand on his cock, even though they were in a crowded room. “Sooner or later, you’ll say yes. They all do.”

      She released him and smiled. “Goodnight, Adrian.”

      With a swish of her silk evening gown, she turned on her stilettos and walked away, her hips swaying with an open invitation.

      People stood in small groups talking, and hopefully, no one had noticed that she’d done her best to persuade him to spend the night with her.

      Standing speechless, he watched as she walked away, telling his cock to stand down. For the next ball, he’d have to do something different. Anything to help him ward off the vipers like Norma Jean.
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      Madison Benton pushed her long blonde hair away from her face and listened to the real estate agent explain the terms of the lease.

      “This space is right on Main Street and you’d have not only foot traffic, but also phone traffic. We only have one attorney in town. You’d be the second. You would be in the center of our small town.”

      The time had come to move back to her hometown of Oakdale. At the age of seventy, her mother was beginning to have health problems, though she continued to work. Plus, Madison was tired of living in the overcrowded, sprawling city of Dallas. Yes, she was fortunate that she worked with one of the largest law firms in the state, but she longed for her own practice.

      She longed to return to small-town living.

      The man droned on and on about the little city of Oakdale, and she’d grown up here. She’d graduated from high school and went to Baylor three hours away. But at the age of twenty-nine, she wanted to be closer to her mother to help if she needed anything.

      After her mother had a minor stroke, Madison decided it was time to go home. It hadn’t been a hard decision when she realized the time had come. Her mother nor she had any idea where her father had gone or if he was dead or alive. And frankly, she didn’t care. The two women had done fine on their own.

      And now all she needed was ten small clients or one large one for her private practice to make it. And she knew one person who could help her. They’d been friends for years, but she seldom saw him since he’d won the lottery.

      Still, maybe he would help her.

      “I’ll take it,” she said, knowing it would be at least a month or longer before she could move in and work permanently from this location. First, she had to finish up a big case she was on, then give her notice before she moved back to where she’d grown up.

      “Great. Let’s go back to the office and sign the contracts,” the man said with a smile.

      Afterward, she would visit her mother and tell her the good news. She was coming home.

      Failure was not an option, but if she didn’t have enough clients within a year, she’d have to make some hard decisions about returning to the city. But for now, she could live off her savings.

      An hour later, she got in her Jeep Wrangler Sport and unsnapped the top to let the sunshine in even though it was late January. Yes, it wasn’t a glamorous vehicle, but it was a lot of fun. She’d gone off-roading with it, taken it to Colorado, and even to the beach on the National Seashore on Padre Island. The jeep had been her first major purchase out of college and she loved her vehicle.

      Strapping in, she backed out of the real estate office lot and hurried out of town. Fifteen miles later, she turned down the road that led to the Kissing Oaks Ranch. It had changed so much since Adrian won the lottery. He’d made significant improvements, adding security and a very distinct iron gate with the silhouette of a tree.

      The Kissing Oaks tree.

      She stopped at the intercom and pressed the button. A camera swung in her direction. “Hi, Roger. It’s me Madison. I’m here to see my mother.”

      “Sure, Miss Benton. I’ll open the gate for you.”

      The gate swung open and she hurried on down the road. Years ago, the ranch had been nothing, but now a brand-new fancy house sat at the end of the lane. Since her mother’s stroke, Madison had been trying to get her parent to retire, but she loved living out here. After working for the Landry brood for over twenty years, she considered them family.

      “Who will cook for them?” she had said when Madison mentioned retirement.

      “They’re rich; they’ll find someone,” Madison told her, but her mother refused.

      Frankly, Madison didn’t care. They were grown men, and yet her mother loved taking care of the six guys who were scattered about the ranch. The men’s mother and father had passed away over ten years ago when Adrian was only eighteen, a senior in high school.
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