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Rick

Rick ran a hand through his hair, his leg shaking as he pursed his lips down at his phone, as if that would make this little problem of his disappear. Why was there such an obsession with his love life? Celebrities, sure, royals, sure, he could understand it—he was a logical guy, after all. But him? He was a scientist who just so happened to be a billionaire after launching his cosmetics company with his sister. Speaking of the devil, she was texting him incessantly. 

Seriously, take a look at this one. You’re on a Best Bachelor list ... if only they knew how boring you were... 

Accompanying the message was a link. Rick clicked on it against his better judgment. Ah, yes, just as Rose said, a list of the top ten eligible bachelors in New York. And there he was, number five. Richard Bell, aged 32, the co-founder, co-owner and co-CEO of Bell Beauty. A photo accompanied it of him posing at an event with Josh, Drew, Heath, and Lucien, at Josh’s charity event. How did they even know which one he was? He scoffed to himself. Maybe that was for the best. He had a pathetic excuse for a social media presence ... he left all that up to Rose. 

Rick shot her a text back. Brilliant, thanks, sis. 

Oh, come on, it’s funny. But seriously, you do need to settle down, else mom will worry. 

He pinched the bridge of his nose, just over his glasses. Else mom will worry ... his mom was perfectly healthy and retired. What did she have to worry about? What was this obsession with seeing him settled? He was settled. More so than he had ever been in his life, thanks to his business. 

Is it not embarrassing to have your little sister get engaged before you? 

Oh, for fuck’s sake, he was ten minutes older than her, and his twin wouldn’t let him forget it. Wasn’t that supposed to be the other way around? Wasn’t the oldest twin supposed to hold it over the other’s head? 

Get back to work, Rose. 

Will do. Let me know how the meeting goes, pretty please. I’m dying to join the club. 

Alana materialized before he could reply to his sister, and he could have picked her up and spun her around. He rose from his seat in Club Billionaire’s bar area, but not before draining the last of his coffee. They really did make the best coffee here. Well, they had the best of everything here. Rick was so glad to be a member, even if it cost him a pretty penny. 

“Hey, A,” he said, dropping a friendly kiss on her cheek. “Drew here today?”

A smile pulled at her lips at the mere mention of his name. She tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. “No, he’s busy with meetings today.” 

As she moved her hand, a glint caught his eye. A big glint. A very fucking big glint. A low whistle escaped his mouth, as he reached for her hand. 

“Well, Drew doesn’t mess around, does he?” 

The pear-shaped diamond practically took over her whole hand. Then again, Rick couldn’t blame him. Sometimes he felt that he had more money than he knew what to do with. He’d provided his mom with a house—a few, actually—lent money out to his friends to help them with their lives in this sucky economy, given copious amounts to charity, reinvested it ... but there was only so far it could go. Mind you, the woman standing in front of him took a large chunk of it, and he couldn’t be happier that she did. 

“Congratulations, seriously,” he said, dropping her hand. “Watching him moon over you for months was particularly painful. I came close to offering him my Xanax.” 

Alana chuckled and began leading the way to her office. Once there she settled behind her desk. The lamps highlighted the purple hues of the room, making it feel homey and cozy. Not unlike the owner, he thought. Alana had become more than just a business partner in recent months, much more like a friend. 

Alana steepled her fingers. “So, how can I help? A recommendation for membership, you said? You know I’m always happy to accept them from you.” She offered him a warm smile, opening her notebook. 

Rick nodded. “Yes, my sister, in fact. Rose.”

Alana’s smile brightened, and she closed her notebook. Purple, of course. “Wonderful, our first female member. I would be happy to accept. Of course, my team will need to go through the basic checks to ensure everything is in order, but I foresee no problems.”

Phew, Rose would be so pleased. Well, pleased was an understatement. Rose would be fucking ecstatic. 

His phone buzzed. “Sorry,” he murmured, pulling it out of his jacket pocket. 

Rose. Again. 

Gavin has friends he could set you up with, you know. I just think it’s sad if my brother shows up to my wedding dateless. 

He sighed, putting his phone away. “Actually, I take back everything I said. My sister would make a terrible, terrible member,” he said, his voice dripping sarcasm. 

Alana’s knowing eyes sparkled. She pushed a button underneath her desk. 

“Two vodkas and lemonades, please.” 

“My angel,” he said, saluting her. 

Alana sat back in her chair, and wafted her hand, signaling for him to explain himself. 

“Well, apparently being single at the ripe old age of 32 is absolutely unacceptable, especially to Rose and my mom. And to be honest, I’m a private person, and I’m getting pretty sick of seeing my face splashed across all these online gossip columns.”

Alana raised a brow. “You’re in the gossip columns?” 

“I know, right? Aren’t there more interesting people to talk about?”

“I mean your story is pretty interesting, Rick, how you and your sister created the company. And you’re not bad looking...” 

“Easy, or I’ll have to tell Drew,” he joked. 

Alana chuckled. “I’m just saying ... it’s not totally surprising.” 

The drinks materialized and he took a big swig. It was a little early for vodka. 

“But the real question is what I can do about it.”

Alana pushed her drink to the side. She was clearly in business mode now. He could almost hear her cogs turning as she mulled over ideas. 

“What? You can stop the articles?” 

She sighed. “Unfortunately, I don’t even have control over the gossip rags. Sure, some, but not enough.” A light sparked in her eyes. “But I can get them to print a different angle of the story. One that benefits you and should keep the wolves at bay.”

He took another sip of his drink. “Oh, yes? Do tell.” 

“You need a wife. And I can get you one.”

He spat out his drink, a few droplets landing on her desk. 

What? Had he heard her correctly? A wife? 

Alana sighed. “Really, Rick, say it don’t spray it.”

She chucked him a napkin and he cleaned himself up. 

“Sorry, just—what?”

“You heard me. I’ve done it before, just a little cover to get the heat off you, the attention, off you for a while. I mean what’s more boring than a marriage?”

Rick gestured to her ring. “Err...”

Alana rolled her eyes. “I mean, if all the press are interested in is your love life, then finding out that chapter has closed, they will get bored.”

Was he actually considering this? This was crazy, but she was right, she had been right about everything so far. Alana had helped him out of some tricky spots during his membership, why shouldn’t he let her help with this one now? 

“And you say you’ve done this before?”

“I have indeed, but you know I can’t tell you any more information. Client confidentiality and all that.”

“So, how will it work?” 

Alana waved a hand. “Let me handle all that.” 

Well, that made his heart speed up. He liked to have all the facts to hand, all the evidence, the plan, you name it, and Alana knew that. 

“Okay, so I’ll do some digging and find a suitable candidate for you. It will cost, of course, as she will want payment. That is something I will negotiate with her, if needed. Then I will draw up a contract for both of you to sign. What typically happens is that there will be key events written in the contract that she will need to show up for, and, of course, she can’t date anyone while this is all in play. It would be sensible for you not to either, lest you want to find yourself the subject of the gossip columns once again, but this time as the cheating billionaire bad boy.”

Rick almost scoffed. Dates? What dates? His last relationship, if you could call it that, had lasted a whopping four months before they grew apart and he realized that he would rather spend more time in his lab, and she would rather spend her time getting off with random guys in bars. To each their own. 

Right. Right, okay, this was all making sense—but events ... what events? Alana slid her notebook and pen over. 

“If you could just write down for me some key events that your wife will need to appear at. I can get that written into the contract.” 

Rick spent the next ten minutes writing a sad two events into the notebook. One was an event for his company and the other for Josh’s charity. He sheepishly slid the notebook back over to her. To Alana’s credit she managed to remain professional. 

“I admire you, Rick. You must be so busy to keep your social calendar to a minimum. I’ll add these to the contract. Now, and it’s just an idea, but something my client has done before, is an interview. A joint one with you and your wife, for a publication of your choosing, that will also highlight your business. In fact, you could even do a joint one with Rose and her fiancé. That will close the chapter nicely, don’t you think? Get the attention back onto what really matters. I know I’m biased, but Ruby works for a reputable publication, and
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