
Lorraine Hood

‎Mr Billionaire’s Unexpected Twins





  

  Copyright © 2025 by Lorraine Hood


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Lorraine Hood asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        1. Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        2. Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        3. Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        4. Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        5. Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        6. Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        7. Chapter 7
        
      

    
      	
        8. Chapter 8
        
      

    
      	
        9. Chapter 9
        
      

    
      	
        10. Chapter 10
        
      

    
      	
        11. Chapter 11
        
      

    
      	
        12. Chapter 12
        
      

    
      	
        13. Chapter 13
        
      

    
      	
        14. Chapter 14
        
      

    
      	
        15. Chapter 15
        
      

    
      	
        16. Chapter 16
        
      

    
      	
        17. Chapter 17
        
      

    
      	
        18. Chapter 18
        
      

    
      	
        19. Chapter 19
        
      

    
      	
        20. Chapter 20
        
      

    
    


  




  
  One

  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




The security guard’s laugh was a sharp, dismissive sound that echoed in the marble cavern of the Hawthorne Industries lobby. “Honey, there’s no James Morrison here. Never has been.” My palms, slick with a cold sweat that had nothing to do with the July heat and everything to do with the two heartbeats fluttering inside me, pressed against the wool of my skirt. I’d built a career on walking into rooms I wasn’t sure I belonged in and making them mine. But this? This was different. This was the last card in a hand I never asked to be dealt. I opened my mouth to retreat, to fold, when the world stopped. The private elevator chimed, its brushed steel doors sliding open to reveal a phalanx of suits and him. Alexander Hawthorne. His eyes, the exact storm-grey I’d drowned in eight weeks ago, locked on mine. And in that fraction of a second, before his gaze dropped to the protective, betraying curve of my hand over my stomach, I saw it: the same shock, the same stolen-breath recognition that was currently cracking my ribs open.




The dress I’d chosen that morning—navy blue, structured, the one I wore when pitching to skeptical clients with six-figure budgets—now pulled across my middle like an accusation. I’d safety-pinned the zipper halfway up my back. The waistband cut into skin that seemed to expand hourly, a constant reminder that my body wasn’t entirely mine anymore. It belonged to them. The two microscopic strangers who’d turned my life into a ticking clock I couldn’t silence.




“Miss, you need to leave.” The guard’s voice had shifted from amused to annoyed. He was younger than me, maybe twenty-five, with the kind of broad shoulders that came from a gym membership his paycheck barely covered. His uniform was crisp despite the humidity that had turned Manhattan into a pressure cooker. “I can call the police if you’re refusing to go.”




My event planner smile, the one I’d perfected through a thousand interactions with dismissive vendors and entitled clients, slid into place. “I understand there’s been a miscommunication. If I could just leave a message with someone in executive services—”




“Lady.” He leaned forward, his breath mint-sharp and patronizing. “There’s no miscommunication. You got conned by some guy at a bar. Happens all the time. Rich dudes love pretending to be richer dudes. Go home.”




The worst part? He wasn’t wrong. That’s exactly what I’d thought when the pregnancy test had blazed positive six weeks ago. Some finance bro with a fake Rolex and rehearsed lines about his tragic childhood. I’d spent two weeks hating myself for being that stupid. That easy.




Then I’d done what I always did when the world tried to make me small: I got resourceful.




The charity gala where we’d met had been for the New York Children’s Hospital. I’d been hired to coordinate the silent auction, not attend, but the venue coordinator was having a meltdown over the floral arrangements. I’d been elbow-deep in roses and accusations when he’d appeared, offering the kind of calm competence that only comes from actual wealth. He’d helped me fix the disaster, told me his name was James Morrison, and made me laugh for the first time in months. 




After three weeks of digging through donation records I had no business accessing, calling in favors from contacts at other event firms, and one slightly illegal peek at the anonymous donor list, I’d found him. Not James Morrison, real estate developer from Connecticut. Alexander Hawthorne, billionaire, with a penthouse that probably cost more than my entire Brooklyn neighborhood.




The elevator doors had fully opened now. He stood at the center of a constellation of expensive suits, all of them orbiting his gravity. He was taller than I remembered. Six-three, maybe six-four in the hand-stitched Italian shoes that probably cost more than my rent. His suit was charcoal grey, so perfectly tailored it looked like it had been designed for his body specifically, because it probably had been. Dark hair, cut with the kind of precision that whispered old money, swept back from a face that was all hard angles and aristocratic bones.




But it was his eyes that stopped my breath. Storm-grey, the color of the Atlantic before a hurricane. The same eyes that had looked at me across a ballroom like I was the only person in the room worth seeing. The same eyes that had darkened above me in the shadows of his penthouse, his hands reverent on my skin, his voice hoarse with something that felt desperately like truth.




Those eyes saw me now. Really saw me. And the command he’d been issuing to the COO on his left died mid-syllable.




The lobby went silent. Even the security guard felt it, that sudden vacuum of air that happens when something seismic shifts. I watched recognition slam into him with visible force. His expression, so carefully controlled a second before, cracked. Just for a moment. Just long enough for me to see shock, confusion, and something else. Something that looked like hunger.




His hand came up in a sharp gesture. “Dismissed.”




The suits scattered like expensive pigeons. The COO, a silver-haired woman with a leather portfolio tucked under her arm, opened her mouth to protest. One look from him silenced her. She disappeared into the glass corridors that branched off the lobby, her heels a staccato retreat.




He moved toward me with the kind of purposeful stride that parted crowds. The guard took one look at his face and stepped back, suddenly very interested in his computer screen. I stood frozen, my hand still pressed to my stomach, feeling the subtle swell that had become my constant companion. Nausea rolled through me in a wave that had nothing to do with morning sickness and everything to do with the man now standing close enough that I could smell his cologne.




Sandalwood. Something darker. Something expensive that probably had a waiting list and came in a bottle designed by a French architect. The scent punched through my defenses, dragging me back to twisted sheets and whispered confessions in the dark.




I swallowed hard. He watched the movement of my throat, his jaw ticking.




“Sophia.” My name in his mouth was a statement. A claim. He didn’t ask if I was sure, didn’t question my presence. He simply turned and walked toward the private elevator, the doors still open, waiting. His hand gestured once. An invitation. An order.




I followed.




The elevator was a cage of mirrors and brushed steel. The doors closed behind us with a whisper-quiet sound that felt like a coffin sealing. We stood on opposite sides of the small space, the air between us thick enough to choke on. The elevator began its ascent, a smooth glide that made my stomach lurch.




Or maybe that was the pregnancy. The twins had been making their presence known with increasing violence over the past week. Morning sickness was a lie. It was all-day sickness, all-night sickness, constant low-grade nausea punctuated by moments of sprinting to the nearest bathroom. I’d lost six pounds I couldn’t afford to lose. My doctor had used the word “hyperemesis” and prescribed medications I couldn’t afford.




“You look pale.” His voice was low, stripped of the corporate authority that had dismissed his team. It was the voice from that night. The one that had asked if I was sure, if I was okay, if I needed him to stop.




“I’m fine.”




“You’re not.”




I met his gaze in the mirrored wall between us. “I’m pregnant. Pale comes with the territory.”




His reflection went very still. The elevator climbed higher. Sixty floors. Sixty-five. The city began to shrink beneath us, a sprawl of steel and ambition that he owned in ways I’d probably never understand.




“How long?” His reflection asked the question.




“Almost three months.”




I watched him calculate. Watched the exact moment he arrived at the night that had rewritten both our futures. His hand flexed at his side, the only outward sign of whatever was happening behind that controlled mask.




The elevator stopped. The doors opened directly into an office that wasn’t an office. It was a glass kingdom. Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped the entire space, offering a view of Manhattan that felt obscene. Central Park was a green smudge to the north. The Hudson River snaked silver to the west. Everything else was concrete and glass and money.




His desk was a monolith of dark wood and sharp edges, positioned to face the windows. Behind it, the city sprawled like a toy he could rearrange at will. The rest of the space was all clean lines and expensive restraint. A leather sofa in charcoal grey. Abstract art that was probably worth more than my business. Not a single personal item. No photos. No clutter. Nothing human.




He closed the door behind us. The click was final.




He didn’t sit. Didn’t retreat behind the desk to put that barrier between us. He stood facing me, his posture rigid, his hands hanging loose at his sides like he didn’t trust what they’d do if he let them move.




“How did you find me?” His voice was still low, but colder now. The businessman sliding back into place like armor. “I was careful.”




The laugh that escaped me was bitter. “The charity gala roster. You were a last-minute, anonymous donor, but the finance department keeps records. It took some creative phone calls and a favor from a friend who works in donor relations. Your assistant’s name is on the wire transfer authorization.”




Something flickered in his eyes. Respect, maybe. Or irritation that his carefully constructed anonymity had been breached by a Brooklyn event planner with more tenacity than sense.




“Why are you here, Sophia?”




He remembered my name. He’d said it once in the elevator, but hearing it again did something to my chest. Something dangerous and stupid and entirely inappropriate given the circumstances.




“I’m pregnant.” The words came out steadier than I’d rehearsed. Raw and torn, but clear. “It’s yours.”




I watched the color drain from his face. Watched the billionaire who commanded markets and crushed competitors forget how to stand. His hand came up, gripping the back of his neck. He turned away, walking to the windows, his back a broad, impenetrable wall.




The silence stretched. My heart hammered against my ribs. The twins fluttered, barely perceptible movements that reminded me why I was standing in this glass fortress, feeling more exposed than I’d ever felt in my life.




When he spoke, his voice was gravel. “What do you want? A settlement? A discreet arrangement?” He turned back, and his eyes were different. Shuttered. The businessman fully in control. “Name your price.”




The cold calculation ignited something in me. Something fierce and burning that was part wounded pride and part mama bear fury. “I don’t want your money, James.” I spat the alias like poison. “I came to tell the father of my children that he exists. That’s it. I’m not here for a payout or a penthouse or whatever arrangement you’re already calculating in your billionaire brain. I’m here because these babies—” I pressed my hand to my stomach, protective and defiant, “—deserve to know they have a father. Even if he’s a liar.”




His jaw clenched so hard I heard his teeth grind. He took a step toward me, then stopped, his control visibly fraying. “You don’t understand—”




A knock at the door cut him off. Sharp. Professional. The door opened before he could respond.




A man in his forties, impeccably dressed, stepped inside holding a tablet. “Mr. Hawthorne, your eleven a.m. with the Singapore investors is ready in Conference Room A. They’re asking about the third-quarter projections for the—” He stopped mid-sentence, finally registering my presence. His eyes flicked between us with the kind of sharp intelligence that said he knew he’d just stepped into something explosive.




“Mr. Hawthorne.” The name hung in the air like a detonation.




Hawthorne.




The man from the gala wasn’t just a rich stranger. He was Alexander Hawthorne. I’d seen that name in Forbes. On the sides of buildings. On the donor wall of half the cultural institutions in New York. He wasn’t just wealthy. He was a dynasty.




And he’d looked me in the eye and lied.




Alex’s gaze met mine. In that fraction of a second, I saw acknowledgment. Resignation. And something that looked like regret so profound it could drown us both.




The assistant cleared his throat. “Should I tell them you need a few minutes, sir?”




“Yes.” Alex’s voice was rough. “Reschedule. All of it.”




The assistant’s eyes widened fractionally, but he nodded and retreated, closing the door with careful precision.




We stood in the wreckage of the second bomb that had just detonated. The first was the pregnancy. The second was the scope of his deception. He wasn’t some finance guy using a fake name for privacy. He was one of the most powerful men in New York, and he’d fed me a fiction so complete I’d never suspected.




“Sophia—”




I held up my hand. I couldn’t hear whatever explanation was forming behind those storm-grey eyes. Not yet. Not when my world was still tilting on its axis, rewriting itself into something unrecognizable.




“I need to leave.” My voice didn’t shake. Small victory.




“Wait.” He moved between me and the elevator, not trapping, just present. “Please.”




That word. Please. From a man who probably commanded and conquered and never begged for anything.




“Why?” The question was barely a whisper. “Why the fake name? Why the elaborate lie?”




His hand came up, hovering near my elbow but not touching. “Because I wanted one night where I was just a man. Not a fortune. Not a target. Just… me.” His eyes held mine, and the raw honesty in them was more devastating than any lie. “And you looked at me like I was exactly that.”




My throat closed. Because I understood. God help me, I understood.




The assistant’s voice crackled through an intercom I hadn’t noticed. “Mr. Hawthorne, I have Mrs. Sterling on line one. She says it’s urgent.”




Something shifted in his expression. He walked to his desk, pressed a button. “I’ll call her back.”




“She’s quite insistent, sir. She mentioned seeing a woman enter your private elevator.”




My blood went cold. He looked at me, and I saw the exact moment he made a decision.




“Tell her I’m in a meeting that cannot be interrupted.”




Silence from the intercom. Then: “Yes, sir.”




He turned back to me, and the vulnerability I’d glimpsed was gone, replaced by something harder. More desperate. “There are things you need to know. About my life. About what being connected to me means.”




“I’m not connected to you.” My chin lifted. Brooklyn stubbornness meeting Manhattan power. “I’m pregnant with your children. That’s biology. Not a connection.”




His laugh was harsh. “That’s the biggest connection there is.”




The intercom crackled again. “Sir, I’m very sorry, but there’s a situation. Security has flagged a photographer outside the building. They were asking questions about a woman matching Ms. Bennett’s description.”




The temperature in the room dropped ten degrees.




Alex’s face went absolutely still. Then he was moving, pulling his phone from his pocket, issuing commands in a voice that could cut glass. Security. Legal. His PR team. He was building a fortress in real-time, and I was standing in the center of it, feeling the walls close in.




He ended the call and looked at me with an expression that made my stomach drop.




“It’s started,” he said quietly. “And you have no idea what’s coming.”
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Her jasmine perfume hit me first, a ghost from a night that had become an obsession. For eight weeks, I’d had my team scour security footage, charity lists, anything to find the woman who vanished at dawn. I’d convinced myself she was a corporate plant, a clever gambit by a competitor. Seeing her in my lobby, pale and fierce, holding her stomach like a secret, it wasn’t a strategy. It was a gut punch. And when she said she was pregnant, the floor of my billion-dollar empire fell away. Mine. The word was a primal drumbeat in my skull, drowning out reason, silencing the carefully constructed control I’d spent thirty-four years perfecting. But the terror in her eyes when she heard my real name, that was the cost of the lie I’d wear forever.


The gala had been another cage of diamonds and desperation. I’d attended because my assistant James had insisted, his polite but firm reminder that the Hawthorne name came with obligations. The New York Children’s Hospital benefit. A worthy cause wrapped in the kind of performative charity that made my skin crawl. Women in gowns that cost more than most people’s annual salary. Men comparing stock portfolios over bourbon that was older than their marriages. Everyone performing wealth, performing generosity, performing everything except genuine human connection.


I’d been planning my exit when I saw her.


She was arguing with a venue coordinator near the silent auction tables, her hands sketching urgent shapes in the air. No gown. A simple black dress that actually fit her body instead of advertising a designer label. Her dark hair was swept up in a twist that was already coming loose, wisps escaping around her face. She was luminous with purpose, not pretense. Completely unaware that she was the most arresting person in a room full of people trying desperately to be noticed.


The coordinator, a middle-aged woman in too-tight shoes, was shaking her head. “The floral arrangements were delivered wrong. There’s nothing I can do at this hour.”


“There’s always something you can do.” Her voice had a Brooklyn edge that cut through the string quartet’s generic elegance. “We move the auction tables to the east wall, use the natural light from those windows as a focal point, and distribute the flowers we do have as accents instead of centerpieces. We make it look intentional.”


“That’s not what the client approved.”


“The client will never know unless you tell them. Trust me.” She smiled, and it transformed her face from pretty to breathtaking. “I’ve been doing this for six years. People remember how a space feels, not whether the roses were clustered or scattered.”


I found myself walking over before I’d made a conscious decision to move. “She’s right.”


They both turned. The coordinator looked at me with the instant recognition that came with my face being in Forbes annually. Her posture straightened, her demeanor shifting to aggressive deference. “Mr. Hawthorne. I didn’t realize you were here. If there’s anything we can do to make your evening more comfortable—”


“You can listen to her.” I nodded at the woman in black, who was studying me with sharp, assessing eyes that didn’t hold the usual calculation. “She clearly knows what she’s doing.”


The coordinator sputtered agreement and disappeared, probably to find her supervisor and report that Alexander Hawthorne had opinions about table arrangements. The woman in black crossed her arms, one hip cocked, and raised an eyebrow.


“Do you always solve other people’s problems by throwing your weight around?”


I blinked. No one spoke to me like that. No one. “I was trying to help.”


“You were trying to control the situation.” But she was smiling, taking the edge off the observation. “Though I appreciate the assist. I’m Sophia Bennett. Event planner. Currently saving this disaster from itself.”


“James Morrison.” The lie slipped out automatically, a reflex born of bitter experience. “Guest. Currently bored out of my mind.”


She laughed. Actually laughed, her head tilting back, the sound genuine and unguarded. “At least you’re honest about that. Most people here are pretending this is the highlight of their year.”


We fell into conversation the way you do with strangers at parties, except it wasn’t strange. She was funny and sharp, calling out the absurdity of the event while also clearly caring about making it perfect. She loved her work. I could see it in the way she surveyed the room, mentally cataloging what worked and what didn’t. When I asked her opinion on my own fictional charity’s layout, she gave me a twenty-minute breakdown of sight lines and traffic flow that was genuinely brilliant.


The attraction was immediate and inconvenient. But more than that, she looked at me. Not at Alexander Hawthorne, heir to a commercial real estate empire worth eight billion dollars. Just at a man she found interesting.


“Want to get out of here?” The invitation escaped before I could calculate the risk.


She studied me for a long moment, her teeth worrying her bottom lip. “That’s a terrible idea.”


“Probably.”


“I don’t even know you.”


“James Morrison. Thirty-four. Grew up in Connecticut. Currently living in Manhattan and seriously questioning my life choices.” All technically true, even if the name was a fiction.


Her smile was slow and devastating. “Sophia Bennett. Twenty-nine. Brooklyn born and raised. Currently wondering if you’re a serial killer or just really good at reading people.”


“The second one. Mostly.”


She laughed again, and something in my chest cracked open. “One drink. Somewhere that isn’t here.”


My penthouse had been a risk, but I’d wanted her in my space, wanted to see her surrounded by the few things I’d chosen myself instead of inherited. The art I’d collected not for investment but because it moved me. The books I actually read instead of















































































