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      Making bets with other billionaires is a bad idea.

      Especially when it consists of falling in love and getting married.

      

      I am the head of StormFronts. A company I built literally from nothing.

      

      My friend and father think It's time for me to settle down and start a family.

      

      They are right. But first, I need to find the perfect woman.

      

      Someone who could satisfy all of my fleshly desires.

      

      And I found her. Her name is Jessica.

      

      We met when I gave a commencement address at her college.

      

      The attraction between us was unbearable. I had to have her.

      

      So I invited her to dinner and took her back to my penthouse, where I dominated her body.

      

      She's what I've been looking for all of my life, and I need to prove to her that I'm not just a hit-and-run type of man.

      

      But just when she was starting to fall for me.

      

      Her father stepped in and told her to go back home without telling me why she had to leave.

      

      Now I'm all alone again, thinking if she was the one for me.
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      It might have been the fourth glass of bourbon, or the fifth or the sixth. Theo Storm wasn’t sure. All he remembered was making a dumb bet with Max who, with mischief in his eyes, shook Theo’s hand, muttering ‘Good luck with that’ under his breath.

      Theo opened his eyes and stared up at the ceiling of the hotel room. God, why was it every time he went drinking with Max, he turned into a loud mouthed asshole who thought that he ruled the world? The trip to Vegas had been to celebrate the opening of their latest boutique apartment building – and to thank Max for working every hour of every day to get it done. Theo had promised himself that he wouldn’t get trashed. He never came out on top when drinking with Max. The guy had hollow legs, for Christ's sake.

      

      ‘Jesus.’ A headache shrieked around his skull and Theo groaned. He rolled out of bed onto the floor and briefly considered staying there for the rest of his life. Reluctantly he staggered to his feet and into the bathroom, stepping under a too-hot shower and sighing with relief as the water hit his tired body. After he’d dried himself, he wrapped a towel around his waist and stood at the small sink to brush his teeth, studying himself in the mirror. Almost forty years old and he still acted like a twenty-year-old college kid, partying nearly every night. He knew what his dad would say, with disappointment in his eyes. Settle down, son. Grow roots. Make a home, a family. Theo sighed. It wasn’t enough for his dad that he was the head of StormFronts, the company that Theo had built from literally nothing. That he’d been top of his class at MIT or that he’d designed, built and paid for his dad’s retirement home in the Florida Everglades (thankfully a continent away from his own Seattle penthouse).

      Theo rinsed his mouth and then threw back a couple of glasses of tap water to combat his hangover. He'd been moaning about his Dad’s attitude last night at a staggeringly unsympathetic Max, who merely rolled his eyes and called him a poor little rich boy. Max was right, he knew. He just had to ignore the parental pressure but still… it was probably why he’d made that ridiculous bet with Max.

      I will find the love of my life within three months.

      Theo shook his head at the thought of it. Why the hell had he made that bet? Hubris and hyperbole. He shrugged – it wasn’t as if Max would hold him to it in the cold light of day.

      

      ‘I am absolutely going to hold you to it,’ Max told him on the plane back to Seattle. Theo groaned and slumped back in his seat. His hangover wasn’t abating at all and now he was on the way to give the Commencement speech at Seattle’s most prodigious college. Theo was used to public speaking in his job, not that it was his favourite thing to do, but he’d agreed to it back when he’d been dating a girl from Tacoma – whose name he couldn’t remember, he thought now with a jolt of shame – whose cousin was part of the graduating class. The speech was written, his custom-made Armani three piece pressed and waiting. He’d even managed to shave this morning. Outwardly, he’d look the part of the billionaire mogul but inside… he swallowed a wave of nausea. Idiot. Why get hammered the night before the speech?

      

      Theo definitely wasn’t in the mood for another grilling from his best friend. Max fixed him with a serious glare.

      ‘You promised me you’d find the one. I want you to, at the very least; try to have a social life. You haven’t dated anyone since Lorelei.’

      Theo grimaced and Max sniggered. Lorelei had been a sweet girl but her obsession with the healing power of crystals had doomed that relationship very, very quickly. Theo chuckled at the memory.

      ‘Yeah, see? ‘

      Max rolled his eyes. ‘That’s not a reason to avoid the whole dating thing. You can’t write off the whole thing just because your last girlfriend thought she could talk to the spirit world. It’s an important part of life and besides, you’re not getting any younger.’

      ‘Thanks, dude.’

      Max grinned at Theo’s sarcastic tone. ‘I’m serious. I want you to meet someone who’ll make you happy.’

      Theo studied his friend. ‘You say that with all the smug complacency of the happily settled.’

      Max flashed him his cheesiest grin. ‘What can I say? I got lucky with Joel. Now if only you’d embrace your inner gay guy, I’ve got a hundred friends panting to meet you.’

      Theo grinned. ‘Ah, your ongoing campaign to turn me. Sorry, dude, I appreciate it but…’

      ‘You worship at the Alter of Vadge, I know.’

      Theo sniggered. ‘Charmingly put.’

      Max sighed dramatically. ‘Well, a guy can dream. How long has it been since you were serious about someone?’

      Theo didn’t answer – mostly because he couldn’t remember ever being serious about anyone. ‘Can we drop this?’

      ‘Nope,’ Max was grinning wildly, ‘I tell you what, I’ll make this interesting. You get married before Christmas – I’ll work for you for a year for free.’

      Theo’s eyebrows shot up. ‘You’re serious? Married? Not going to happen.’

      Max nodded, leaning forward in his chair. ‘Dude… you’re my best friend and I just want you to slow down. You work, work, work, which is all good but you’re missing out on so much. Meet someone, fall in love, and get married. Hell, I’d be happy if you just dated someone. Come on, help an old romantic out. Besides…’ he sniffed huffily, ‘I really don’t want to find you dead of a stress-related heart attack at your desk. We’d never get the smell out of the carpet.’

      Theo grinned at his friend but as Max pulled a blanket over himself and turned away to take a nap, Theo stared out of the window of the plane at the sparkling blue waters of the Pacific, the craggy beauty of the West Coast and wondered if Max was right. Maybe it was time for something more, something real. Thing was… he didn’t even know where to start, what he was looking for, or who he wanted as his partner in life.

      

      He glanced over to his sleeping friend and knew his friend was right. Theo grinned to himself and settled back into his seat to enjoy the rest of the flight.

      

      ‘I hate to ask.’

      

      Jessica Wood narrowed her eyes at her boss. Professor Gerry Land grinned sheepishly and shrugged as they sat together in the college’s refectory, empty coffee cups in front of them. Jess sighed. She knew this wheedling tone of old. Gerry had been her mentor, her champion for four years through college and when she’d applied to be his research fellow to pursue a Ph.D., he’d pulled strings to make sure that she’d gotten the position.

      Occasionally though, like now, he’d call in the favor.

      ‘Yeah, yeah, what now?’

      Gerry smirked, knowing that he had her. ‘Commencement.’

      Jess made a face. ‘Oh, no way…I did it last time.’ Their Art department was supposed to send a representative to the ceremony and while they both appreciated the true meaning of the tradition, it was deathly boring – sitting for hours, applauding everyone, listening to some celebrity rambling on about how the graduating students should ‘reach for the stars’. They actually had a tally on how many of the illustrious guests used clichés like that.

      

      ‘Please? I just have so much work to do….and this funding application isn’t going to write itself.’

      Jess made a face at him, knowing that he’d won. If she didn’t go to the ceremony, Gerry would dump the application process on her and no way – no freaking way – she was getting into that.

      ‘Fine.’

      Gerry nudged her shoulder with his. ‘I owe you one.’

      

      ‘You owe me many.’ But she smiled. At twenty-four, Jessica Wood was exactly where she wanted to be – immersed in a world of art and study. She wasn’t rich. That world belonged to her step-brother, Jules. Her mom had married Jules’ French millionaire father but now, after they’d both died, it was just her, Jules – and Jules’ never ending puppet strings. That was the one thing wrong with her life. She worked for Gerry and part-time in a one of Seattle’s artisan coffee houses and still only managed to make enough to cover her rent and food. She was okay with that but Jules still managed to exert his influence over her life in so many different ways.

      She pushed the thought of him away now, and fought the heavy dread that always followed when she thought of her step-brother and went to get changed for the ceremony.

      

      Her apartment was less than a block from the college and she quickly showered and slipped into her go-to dress; a dark burgundy silk sheath that shimmered down and hugged her curves. At five foot four, she wasn’t the tallest woman, but the dress flared out at her waist, showing off her surprisingly long legs. Her dark mahogany hair fell almost to her waist and she pulled it up over one shoulder. The lightest of make-up was put on, then she added a delicate gold chain which lay against her dusky skin and fell into the valley of her full breasts. Glancing in the mirror, Jess nodded once. She knew people considered her attractive but… ‘They can’t see the damage within’, she thought. She dismissed the thought and scooted out of the door.

      

      Back at college, she made her way to the ceremony, held in the wide courtyard. She glanced at her watch and saw that she was early. She grinned to herself and decided to call Gerry to pass the time. She ducked into a quiet corridor and pulled out her cell phone.

      ‘I’m calling to issue you an official death threat.’

      Gerry chuckled. ‘Hey look, at least you get to hear about how the world is indeed a shellfish-based opportunity for our students.’

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      
      

      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      

      
      
      

      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      

      
      

      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-89739649_287719032211399_5589875759373090816_n.jpg
Stormfront Book 1





