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  Fake Marrying the Billionaire
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Dear Mysterious Woman in Jail Cell Next To Mine, 
You’re the one. The woman I am meant to marry. The fact that I don’t know what you look like or even your name, is no concern of mine. Well, maybe a little. But you sound hot.
Wait, that doesn’t sound right, let me try again. I’m a billionaire. Even the huge gossip site, Masked Eyes, calls me devilishly handsome and billionaire I’d like to bang.
My publicist is telling me to erase the previous paragraph but I don’t think I will because I want you to know that I got a lot going for me. Someone that many women would love to marry but I am choosing you.
Will you marry me? No pressure, but I need to know soon. I have an inheritance depending on it.
Yours Matrimonially,
Hamish Blackwell






  
  Get The Newsletter

[image: image-placeholder]

When you sign up for my newsletter, you get a  FREE BONUS SCENE from Fake Marrying the Billionaire. Read even more about Jami and Hamish. Not just that, but an additional hot billionaire story just for my readers.






  
  Chapter 1
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Hamish 
The moment I removed my sunglasses and stepped into the Hard Grind coffee shop, I couldn’t help but notice all eyes turned toward me. A few mouths fell open, but that was to be expected. I had been labeled as devilishly handsome and the billionaire I’d like to bang by the gossip site, Masked Eyes.
I nodded to a few people seated at a nearby table. I hadn’t the faintest idea who they were, but they obviously knew me by how they lowered their voices and whispered, “Oh my god, it’s him.”
I had been dealing with fame and recognition since I was a little boy. It came with being one of the richest men in America—as in the continent, not the country.
One woman pointed, so I politely waved. When I was young, my tutor taught me to appreciate the attention. That I should see it as something to humble me. Their praise was worth more than any dollar I had in the bank, and I had billions.
Did I mention I was a billionaire?
Born rich and with good looks, I had it all. But I refused to let it go to my head. Here I was, at a regular coffee shop, amongst the non-billionaires, grabbing a regular morning coffee. The elite would never come to an establishment like this. They would head over to the Blue Bean over at the exclusive resort down the street or, more likely, have their assistant grab their morning beverage for them.
But I thought of myself as a regular guy who just happened to possess money, and lots of it.
I frowned when the line of people waiting to order parted as I approached. That wasn’t necessary. I’d happily wait like anyone else.
But if they insisted…
With a sigh, I placed my hand on the dark wooden counter. The woman with long chocolate curls that fanned over her shoulders blinked up at me.
She was clearly nervous, and really, who could blame her? I was positive she had never met someone as wealthy as me before. I sometimes wondered if people thought my abundance would rub off on them. It won’t, but it was a nice fantasy.
“Can I… uh, help you?” Her eyes slid to the side, refusing to meet mine.
“I’ll take a cup of your premium roast.”
“Of course. Yes. I just have to head into the back to grab a bag. It may take a few minutes. Why don’t you have a seat and wait?” She waved at the now-empty tables that dotted the shop floor.
That was odd. I turned my back for less than a minute, and the place emptied out. I shrugged. It must be that everyone needed to head to work.
“Don’t I have to pay first?” I asked, fully aware of how transactions worked.
“What?” She appeared surprised by my question. Her fingers played with her lower lip. “Right. Uh, okay.”
The woman was quite attractive now that I had a good look at her. Her cheeks were a healthy pink, and her hair was thick and lustrous.
I was considering asking her out after I have my coffee. I smirked as I thought about how she’d gloat to her friends that she got to date a billionaire.
My friend James Diaz, the Vidtuber, recommended this coffee shop to me, and now I knew why. Excellent service and a pretty lady behind the counter, with no formality to be seen. It was refreshing yet curious, like an Edward Hopper painting.
She tapped away at the register. Once she told me the price, I slipped her my card.
She held it up, examining it closely. “Hamish Blackwell,” she muttered.
“Yes, in the flesh.” I waved a hand at myself amusedly.
She swallowed, her hands shaking, but she went back to what she was doing.
“I never caught your name?”
She had no nametag, and I wanted to know her name before I asked her on a date.
“Uh, Susannah.” She refused to look at me as she slid the card toward me on the counter, along with the receipt.
I picked up both, shoving them into the pocket of my wool slacks.
Perhaps I wouldn’t ask her out. She was too nervous for my liking. As much as I appreciated a woman I could impress with a nice dinner or a ride in my custom-made Lamborghini Estoque, I wasn’t about to go out with someone who wouldn’t even look me in the eye.
“I’ll be at the table by the window.” I pointed over.
She nodded and then dashed into the back. The plastic drape flapped as she pushed through it.
I shook my head. The whole morning had been odd. My PR manager kept trying to call me, which was silly since she knew I never answered the phone before ten in the morning. My lawyer, Jenner, left a few messages too.
My grandfather had passed last week. His will was being read this morning. I skipped it, much to Jenner’s chagrin, but I already knew what it had to say.
I would receive the bulk of my grandfather’s money. His homes, the various businesses he owned, and definitely the Castle Ridge land. That was the most important part to me. He knew it, and so did I.
My father died when I was five, and my mother, well… I hadn’t seen her in years. Last I heard, she was finding herself somewhere in the Western Ghats mountain range.
The only other family member who had a chance of inheriting anything from my grandfather was my weasel cousin, Dickinson Isaac Conan Kerry. Since his first name matched his acronym, I always called him Dick. He hated that because deep down, he knew he would always be a tiny, shriveled dick.
My grandfather hated him too, but he knew the importance of family. I was sure Dick would inherit something. Perhaps our great-great-great-grandmother’s set of golden phalluses she acquired from Queen Victoria. They’d be perfect for Dick.
I settled into the small wooden chair that gave a view of the main street of this tiny mountain town of Castle Ridge. My grandfather owned most of the land. The shop owner probably had no idea I now owned the land her shop was on. Susannah might be the owner, but I wasn’t sure. Maybe she was just an employee.
Wait. James told me he was dating the owner, but he said she had red hair. I glanced back toward the counter. The woman was still in the back.
I guessed Susannah wasn’t the owner.
My phone buzzed in my back pocket. I groaned and took it out. It was a text from Jenner. It was just past ten in the morning, so I could respond now.
Was it wrong to want mornings free of stress? No. I was a billionaire, and I deserved a perk like that.
When I swiped the phone to life, the text popped up as urgent. I rolled my eyes. Jenner thought everything he had to tell me was urgent.
Tapping it open, I noticed he had texted me ten times this morning. “Jesus,” I muttered.
Scrolling to the top of the texts, I read them. My eyes widened as I realized why my lawyer was urgently trying to reach me before ten in the morning.
“That fucking weasel.”
I quickly tapped the phone icon and called Jenner. It didn’t take long for him to answer.
“You got my messages, Hamish?” 
“Yes.”
“Good. I lost my phone a few days ago and had to get a new one. I was worried my texts weren’t getting through.”
I shook my head. “Are you sure that’s right, Jenner? Not about the phone, but about the will. Grandfather was old-fashioned and sexist and, if I’m being honest, a racist, but he would never expect me to do that for his inheritance.”
It was antiquated and completely ridiculous.
“Those are the terms. And it’s your grandfather. You know the will is iron-clad. There’s no lawyer you could get on Earth, me included, who has any hope of challenging it. This will, Hamish, was written a decade ago and hasn’t been updated since.”
I frowned. “But his mental state wasn’t really sound over the past few years.”
“Like I said, it was drawn up ten years ago. He was completely in his right mind then. Once your mother ran off to the other side of the world, the only family members left whom he accepted were you and your cousin Dickinson.”
“There must be a law against this? It’s the twenty-first century. There’s no way I’m doing that.”
I had my pride.
“Then Dickinson gets everything, and you get nothing,” Jenner said without an ounce of emotion.
“I have money. My own money. My own businesses. I’d still be a billionaire,” I said as my nose flared.
I watched as people strolled past, dried leaves crunching under their feet. Those lucky jerks didn’t know how good they had it. They weren’t being threatened by a dead man to marry against their will.
“Barely. I hate to say it, Hamish, but your businesses aren’t making the money they once did. And the Brazilian government seized your rainforest hotel last month after the Rainforest Rights Activists kidnapped your guests.”
I groaned and rubbed my forehead. “I admit, that hotel was a mistake. I was kind of drunk when I came up with the idea. And being a few years ago I believed all my ideas were perfect. I had a bit of an ego back then.”
“You still do,” Jenner mumbled.
My brows pinched. “What did you say?”
“Nothing. The point is, your thirtieth birthday is in three weeks. That is your deadline. Get married by then or lose everything.”
“And if I don’t, Dick gets it.”
That was madness. Dick was a millionaire and was always jealous of my billions. He hated that Grandfather loved me and only tolerated him. If he got the inheritance, he’d never let me live it down.
“Yes, and Hamish?”
“Yes?”
“Dick would then be richer than you.”
No. I shook my head. That toad licker couldn’t be the one with all the money. I wouldn’t allow it. It wasn’t so much my ego that would take a hit—even though it would very much take a hit from him having more money. Dick was the type of guy who loved money and power. He loved to hurt people. He would own this beautiful little town and tear it apart, piece by piece, until it was nothing but a giant crater where a mountain once stood.
Thankfully, my grandfather never brought him to his estate here. Shit, Dick would inherit that too.
Susannah wouldn’t have the coffee shop to go to every day for work. Those people walking by on the sidewalk? There wouldn’t be any sidewalk to crunch leaves on anymore. I’d seen what Dick did once he got his hand on any property in the past. He either turned things into shopping malls or parking lots. That was what Castle Ridge, Virginia, would turn into. One giant mall with a huge parking lot.
Easy money in his eyes, with little maintenance.
He hated people and loved to ruin lives. He was greedy, vindictive, and got his kicks bullying whoever stood in his path.
Did I want my grandfather’s money? Of course, I did; I was human, after all. We all wanted more than we needed. But what was more important to me was making sure Dick didn’t get anything.
“And if I do marry, he gets nothing. Not even my grandfather’s special penny collection.”
My grandfather, in his last years, started to collect pennies. Not old or collectible pennies, just pennies he found on the street. Like I said, he wasn’t all together there at the end.
“Not even the pennies.”
“What about Dick? Is there anything that could disqualify him from inheriting the money?”
My cousin was no saint. Perhaps there was something in his past that would make it impossible for him to get the money.
“Only if he committed tax fraud. Then it would automatically go back to you, whether you were married or not.”
“What? What about murder or rape or any number of horrific things that I am blanking on right now?”
“Nope.”
“He’s probably committed tax fraud. It’s Dick. So, no marriage.” Hope rose in my chest.
“You would think, but I met his latest tax attorney at a party two months ago. Apparently, his old one died. Anyway, he told me Dick wanted everything by the book. And his new attorney was your grandfather’s old attorney, so he’s a good one.”
Damn it.
I took a deep breath and watched as an orange leaf floated to the ground right outside the window. These people deserved better than what my cousin would offer them.
“Do I have to stay married to her?”
“For at least two months. That’s the timeframe in the will.”
I nodded, even if Jenner couldn’t see me. It wasn’t forever. By early January, I could start the divorce proceedings and be a free man once again by spring. Maybe even sooner if we got the right judge.
This wasn’t my life, just a few months. No big deal. I forced a smile, and I swallowed the bullshit I was telling myself.
“Okay. I’ll get married before my thirtieth birthday.”
Why did it feel like I was losing a limb?
“There’s one very important detail about who you should marry that’s in the will.”
“Oh, for fuck’s sake. Is it bad? He’s not making me marry one of my exes, is he?” Because the women I dated in the past were more like Dick in their lust for money. I was blinded by their beauty and charm. Okay, maybe it was their tits… but I was young.
Since I turned twenty-five, I vowed never to be in a relationship with a woman again. I slept with them, went out on dates occasionally, but never anything long-term.
“No, not one of your exes. But he does require that your new wife be a, uh…”
“Just spit it out.”
“A virgin. She must be a virgin on your wedding night. And twenty-one years of age.”
My palms began to sweat, and I nearly dropped the phone. “A twenty-one-year-old virgin? I’ve never dated a twenty-one-year-old virgin in my life, even when I was twenty-one.”
I had a thing for older women. They knew what they were doing in bed. I enjoyed being with someone who knew how to pleasure me and reveled in the pleasure I gave back.
Right as I was about to refuse Jenner and accept that my asshole cousin would own this town, the door to Hard Grind opened with a bang.
I glanced up in surprise as several police officers ran into the shop with guns raised and surrounded me. I heard Jenner calling out as I dropped my phone.
“Stand up very slowly, Hamish Blackwell, and put your hands behind your back,” one of the cops said.
“What the hell? I think you have the wrong Hamish Blackwell.” I stood and put my hands in the air.
One of the cops tilted his head toward a corkboard that held an array of fliers. “You look an awful lot like the Hamish Blackwell on the wanted poster right there.”
I narrowed my eyes as I scrutinized the photo in the flier. I gasped when I realized it was my business photo—the same one used on my biography on several of my corporate sites. There I was in a suit, smiling for the camera.
“What the hell am I wanted for?” My brain raced to figure out what would cause my arrest.
Was this about the hotel in Brazil? I let the Brazilian government take control of that a month ago when all the kidnapping happened.
“You’re wanted in the death of Tiberius Endicott.”
I felt the blood drain from my face as an officer forced me to turn and slapped cuffs on my wrists.
I was wanted for murder?
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Jami 
“What’s his name?” the officer asked, petting my rooster.
I pushed my glasses up the bridge of my nose. “Nancy.”
Thinking about Nancy and Nathan made my heart pump faster in my chest. I twirled some strands of my blond hair around my finger, then I released the hair before grabbing another lock and starting over again. The repetition helped me not collapse into a puddle on the jail cell floor.
After what I did, I wondered if I’d ever be let out. Julia wasn’t going to be happy, and I couldn’t blame her. I thought I could care for her son, but I was wrong. And now I was paying the price.
“That’s a girl’s name,” the officer who arrested me said as his brows pinched.
People did that when they were confused, which happened a lot around me. My sisters and parents were the ones who rarely did that with me. They loved me as I loved them. But now they might pinch their brows at me too, disappointment replacing the love in their hearts.
My ears burned. I needed Nancy.
“It’s his name. He helps me.” I stared at the wall, unable to watch him with Nancy. I knew Nancy didn’t like to be held like that. It pained me to watch him hold my rooster and crush him like that.
“You a farmer?” he asked.
I shook my head. “Where’s Nathan?”
“Don’t worry, Ms. Nutters. Your son is being looked after by Officer Henry.”
“He’s not my son. He’s my nephew.”
He was about to say something when there was some commotion coming from down the hallway.
Castle Ridge wasn’t a big town, and the police station’s size reflected that. There were only two cells. The arresting officer told me the one I was being held in was reserved for females.
The other, which was immediately to my right, separated by a cement wall, was reserved for men. While I couldn’t see if anyone was in the men’s cell, I suspected it was empty since there was no noise coming from it.
I had only ever seen jail cells on the true crime shows I watched with Laura. She was always so amazed at how I figure out the criminal so quickly.
It was just like figuring out a puzzle. I just needed to put all the right pieces together.
I lowered my head into my hands. How had I screwed up so badly? I had read the manual thoroughly before I took off in my sister’s car. There should have been no reason for the car to break down.
While I didn’t want to break the law, I knew it was a necessary evil so my nephew could get to the doctor.
The noise grew louder, and I heard a man shouting. I heard something about how the police were making a mistake and that he owned the town.
There was a bang, and I lifted my head. The sound of metal scraping metal. There was an officer—a different officer—off to the right speaking to someone in the men’s cell.
“Okay, big guy. You got your phone call, and now you wait. If your friend can bail you out, you can go, but know the judge set the bail at a million dollars, so I doubt—”
“I’m a fucking billionaire. That’s nothing to me.” His voice was deep, and for some reason, it made me shiver.
Even weirder, heat bloomed between my legs, and my cheeks warmed. Thoughts of when my sister, Julia, explained fuck-me voices to me filled my head. He had one.
She was always comparing men about sex. How good they would be at it or if they were hot enough.
“Well, Daddy Warbucks, quit your complaining because you’ll be home soon enough.” I recognized the cop as he sneered at the guy in the cell. It was Officer Johnson. He had been on the force for ten years and was about my oldest sister Julia’s age, which was thirty.
Once Officer Johnson saw me, he smiled. “Hey, Jami, what are you doing here?”
I began twisting my hair around my finger again. “I don’t have a license.”
“Okay. But why would you be in the holding cell for not having a license?”
My eyes fell to his feet. His shoes were black and scuffed up, and there was a permanent wrinkle that arched his toe line.
“I was driving Laura’s car.”
“Oh, well, you shouldn’t drive without a license, but I don’t think that means you get thrown in jail. Let me talk to Sheriff Lana, I’m sure—”
“The car. It caught fire. And then Officer Kolsti wanted to take Nancy from me, but I wouldn’t let him. And when he tried to take Nathan, I yelled… at him.”
I was embarrassed. I hadn’t lost my temper in a long time. Over the years, I had worked hard to accept what I could not control. Nancy helped with that.
And Nathan… well, he made me realize that love and acceptance were more important than any irritation, like a change in plans or a different routine.
“Look, I’m sorry,” he said, and I glanced up into his blue eyes. “Officer Kolsti is new. He’s not used to how things are done around here, ya know?”
I shrugged. I didn’t understand, but I learned over the years that it was best to shrug when it seemed everyone else knew what was going on, even if I didn’t.
“I’ll call your sister and make sure Nathan is okay.”
I nodded.
“And, hey,” he said with a whispered tone. 
I glanced over at him, and he waved me over. I stood from the blue plastic bench and walked up to the metal bars that separated us.
“I’ll get Nancy for you. There’s no reason you can’t keep him in here with you until Julia arrives.”
“Yes.” I nodded, but then scrunched up my face. “I mean, thank you.”
Officer Johnson stared at me for a moment, and with a wink, he walked away.
I never understood winks. Laura, my middle sister, always told me they meant a secret. But then Julia told me it was men being sexy. When I asked if women were allowed to wink, she said yes. So was Officer Johnson telling me a secret, or was he just being sexy?
I sighed. At least I’d get Nancy back.
“He sure does like you. I wish I had a friend on the force,” the guy in the cell next to mine said.
“He’s not my friend.”
“Oh, yes, he is. And based on what I heard, he wants to be more than a friend, if you know what I mean. He’s letting you keep your friend Nancy with you.”
I shook my head. “No, Nancy is a rooster.”
There was silence for a few moments.
“A rooster? Are you a farmer?”
“No, I’m not a farmer.”
“So, she’s a pet?”
“Nancy is a male. Roosters are males—”
“Look, I’m not judging. I’m the last person to judge you or anyone when it comes to what type of pet you have, or if you have some friends on the inside, or dating or sex. I meant no offense.”
“I’m not dating him, and I’ve never had sex with a guy.”
My sister always got upset when I told people everything about that part of my life, but I never saw the problem with it. They called it too much information, but I just called it being honest.
I believed a lot of problems would be solved if people were honest with each other and stopped pretending or lying to one another.
“Oh, so you’re a lesbian?”
I tilted my head. “Why would you think that?”
“You just said you never had sex with… Wait, are you a virgin?”
“Yes. Are you?”
There was silence.
It was surprisingly nice to talk to someone without seeing them. Refreshing even. I didn’t have to worry if I should smile or frown. It wasn’t always easy to figure out when someone was joking or being serious.
I found it best to assume they are being serious. That way they wouldn’t take offense.
“How old are you?”
I noticed he didn’t answer my question.
“I turned twenty-one on June eighth this past year.”
“Holy shit. You’re a twenty-one-year-old virgin. This must be a sign.”
“What?”
“I meant that… You know what? It doesn’t matter. How about we get to know each other? I’m—”
“Okay, you’re free to go. Your sister’s in Sheriff Lana’s office. And here’s Nancy,” Officer Johnson said as he pulled open the cell door and held out my rooster.
I gasped, my heart racing as I set eyes on my wonderful rooster. I scooped up Nancy, and he instantly nuzzled his beak into my armpit.
Most of the anxiety washed away the moment I held him. I knew it wasn’t normal to have a pet rooster, but I loved that bird.
Officer Johnson directed me out, but as he did, the man in the cell next to mine yelled something. I couldn’t hear what he said, but I assumed he was telling me goodbye.
“Goodbye,” I called back.
Once I was in Sheriff Lana’s office, I saw Julia with Nathan in her arms. Relief consumed me, and I flopped into the chair next to Julia.
“Is he okay?” I asked, unable to take my eyes off my nephew.
“He’s fine. Needs a change, though.” Julia wrinkled her nose.
I set Nancy down and held out my arms. “I can do it.”
“We don’t have a changing room at the station, Jami,” Sheriff Lana said.
I glanced around her office. She had a small couch against the wall, a metal filing cabinet against the other wall, and a round woven rug in the middle of the hardwood floor.
I pointed to the rug. “I can just do it right there. I tucked some emergency diapers and wipes in Nathan’s carrier.”
Both women glanced at each other. Julia turned back to face me, placing a hand on my arm.





OEBPS/cover.jpeg
L\
USA JDA

7’(//(’

ESTSELLING AUTHOR

BETH LYNX





OEBPS/images/c7b829c7-5e21-4e77-9ea3-bbdc0a90b9db.png







