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        “I write to escape.

        If I want reality, I’ll step out the front door.”

      

        

      
        —Robin Knight
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      Snowflakes. There’s no arguing how truly delicate and beautiful they are; the ultimate demonstration that nature is indeed capable of creating something unique, pristine and perfect. They are something to be admired, adored and looked upon in awe.

      Unless of course you slip over on the first ice-slicked pavement of the season, going head over turkey in true cartoon fashion with your legs in the air and your arms spinning like the sails of a windmill before you land BAM! flat on your ass in front of a parade of passing traffic on Ninth Ave.

      That’s when snowflakes go from something to be looked upon in awe to⁠—

      “Aw, fuck! Jesus Christ! Seriously? Fuck me, that hurt!”

      “Matthew Darcy! Stop taking the Lord’s name in vain?” said Mrs. Mulroney as she stepped out of her Little Flower Shop right behind me and, instead of helping me up, snapped off one of her gloves and started hitting me with it. “If I’ve told you once I’ve told you a thousand times, blasphemy is a one-way ticket to Hell and I’ll be damned if you drag me down with you as an accessory to your sins. It’s Christmas time, for fuck’s sake. You’re supposed to be celebrating the birth of the Baby Jesus, not cursing his name just because you’re too much of a first-class klutz to walk when it’s snowing.”

      “Have you ever listened to yourself speak? You may or may not have noticed but Jesus features very heavily in your exclamations,” I said, trying to pull myself off the slippery pavement. “Now if you’re quite finished would you mind helping me up? I think I may have dislocated my pelvis.”

      “Oh, don’t be dramatic. There’ll be plenty of time for hip-popping when you’re my age. In the meantime, pick yourself up and get these flowers delivered. It’s the last drop off before I close up shop for you-know-what!”

      As Mrs. Mulroney handed me the flowers to be delivered she proceeded to do a happy dance without so much as sliding an inch on the snow—as if making the point that I was indeed a first-class klutz, while I struggled to feel the same excitement she did over ‘you-know-what’.

      Over the past couple of weeks, I’d been feeling kind of down, and my refusal to show it was making me feel even more annoyed and deflated on the inside. In the lead-up to Christmas, most people are abuzz while as the snow starts to fall, halls are decked, lights are hung and trees are trimmed with countless shimmering decorations. To let my inner-grumpiness show at this time of year would have made me seem like, well, an absolute grinch. So, I had decided to keep my melancholy on the inside, kind of like a bottle of fizzy soda only without the fizz. So, what was making me feel so down? The answer was pretty simple. I’d sent my new manuscript out to every publisher in the country over the past six months, and all I’d received back so far was one rejection letter after another. Meanwhile, Cal was going from one success to the next, buying up businesses, merging corporations and of course, paying for everything in our lives in the process. He paid the bills, he took me to fancy dinners, he splurged on flowers and chocolates and gifts I didn’t need, just to show me how much he loved me. And of course, I loved him. But measuring up to Cal’s success and generosity was getting harder and harder by the day, and I was quickly starting to feel useless, worthless and utterly rudderless. To make matters worse, the ‘you-know-what’ that had Mrs. Mulroney happy-dancing in the snow was nothing short of a week-long trip to a chalet in the mountains that Cal had organized for all of us in the lead-up to Christmas. He thought it’d be a wonderful way to celebrate the season by roasting marshmallows by the fire and building snowmen with Angus, Tilly, Mrs. Mulroney and Mr. Banks. And while everyone else was thrilled by the idea, on the inside I was feeling more down in the dumps than ever.

      Now I know what you’re probably thinking—I’m married to a billionaire. A kind, funny, smoking hot billionaire. What more could I possibly want? After all, I’d just won the lottery of love. In the weeks following our wedding, Forbes magazine even wrote an article on Cal titled No Longer The World’s Most Eligible Bachelor. Yep, I had scored the man of everyone’s dreams.

      But what exactly had Cal scored?

      “Well, come on then,” said Mrs. Mulroney, “where’s your smile? Aren’t you even a little bit excited about our trip to the mountains?”

      I faked my best smile. “Of course I am. I just haven’t packed yet or done any shopping for Christmas gifts.”

      “Oh, don’t worry about that. I’m sure your rich husband has all that in the bag… or in Santa’s sack as the case may be,” she winked.

      “I’m sure he has,” I agreed, knowing full well that Cal had indeed made a list, checked it twice, then sent Lydia out to buy everyone a Christmas gift they would cherish forever.

      For Angus he had bought a fortune cookie factory in Shanghai and employed three of China’s most renowned fortune tellers to write the words of wisdom and destiny to be sealed inside each cookie.

      For Mr. Banks he had bought a silver fountain pen and a blank, leatherbound journal once owned by Mark Twain but never used, so Mr. Banks could finally write down his own adventures.

      For Mrs. Mulroney he had bought an emerald-encrusted hipflask that had been found in the sunken wreck of Ireland’s most notorious—and drunk—pirate king, Seamus the Shameless.

      And for Tilly—whose mother had taken the opportunity to work double shifts and earn some extra cash over Chritsmas—Cal had bought a complete set of encyclopedias with each volume personally signed by people Tilly considered to be among the greatest minds of the twenty-first century including Noam Chomsky, the Dalai Lama and, oddly enough, Betty White.

      I had no idea what he had bought me. To be honest, there wasn’t anything in the world I wanted… or needed for that matter. Except maybe one little acceptance letter from a publisher, just to give my sense of self-worth the boost it seriously needed right now.

      Who knew, maybe there was a letter waiting for me at home right now. Maybe after I delivered the bunch of white roses in my hand my writing career would finally change for the better.

      The thought gave me a glimmer of hope in this sea of despair on which my raft of self-respect was slowly coming undone, one frayed rope at a time.

      As I stared blankly at the snow on the ground, deep in thought, I heard Mrs. Mulroney say,

      “You know you could have had those roses delivered by now, the address is just around the corner.” Suddenly her voice grew concerned. “Matthew, are you all right? Did you suffer a brain injury in the fall and now you can’t move? If so, wriggle your nose for me. Just try not to thaw out the trickle of snot crystalizing in your left nostril. I need time to adjust before I start wiping up after you.”

      “Mrs. Mulroney, I’m fine. I was just… thinking about things.”

      “Well why don’t you think a little less and move a little faster before those roses snap off in the cold and die. Meanwhile I’m going to lock up the store, pack my bags and I’ll see you in the limo in the morning.”

      With that she happy-danced her way back into the store and shut the door behind her, hanging a sign in the window that read Closed for the Holidays.

      As the drift of snow grew heavier I turned left and started making my way cautiously along the pavement as a thousand delicate snowflakes hit the concrete and began to turn the streets of New York into an ice-skating rink.

      Three blocks away I arrived at a narrow apartment building with trash cans piled high out front and a broken glass panel in the front door that was being kept in place by gaffer tape.

      I looked at the name and apartment number on the card and buzzed number seven.

      After a few moments a voice came over the intercom, impatient and abrupt, with lots of little voices yelling in the background. “Yeah? What do you want?”

      “Oh, hi there. I’m looking for a… Rashida Jefferson?”

      “This is she, now what the hell do you want?”

      “I have a delivery of flowers for you.”

      “Oh shit,” said the woman over the intercom. “It’s that day already? God, that came around fast.” For a moment her voice became more distant as she obviously turned away from the intercom to yell, “Deshaun, what did I just tell you! A-ha, that’s right… you do not play with light switches, not unless you wanna go straight back to heaven without passing Go!”

      I hesitated at the intercom, then asked, “Is now a bad time?” I kinda hoped it was as the snow grew heavier outside and all I wanted to do was get home and check the mail.

      “No, don’t go. I just didn’t realize what day it is. Please, come in.”

      The door buzzed and I pushed it open and hurried into a lobby that was just as cold as the temperature outside. I raced up the stairs to try and warm myself up until I came to a door with an upside-down seven on it.

      Even from the other side of the door I could hear the chaos inside.

      When the door opened, the noise only got louder, so much so that I actually took a step back, just in case of emergency.

      Instantly a four-year-old boy came sprinting out the door, giggling maniacally before someone caught him by the back of his hoodie and hooked him back into the apartment.

      As the child was yanked out of sight, a large African American woman with a look on her face that screamed exasperation stepped out.

      “Hi there,” she said with a strained smile as a cacophony of noisy kids filtered out from the apartment.

      “Um… hi,” I said back. “Is everything okay in there?”

      “Oh yeah, nothing to worry about here. I’m just in the middle of a yoga class.”

      “Really?”

      “Seriously? You have to ask that? Of course not, I’ve got three screaming children inside trying to invent new and creative ways to meet their maker.” To prove her point she turned her head back to the apartment and shouted, “Yee Sung, if you try to throw that hair-straightener into the kitchen sink one more time…!”

      “Oh, gosh. It sounds like you better get back in there.”

      “It’s okay, really. They just like to push their luck, that’s all.”

      “Are they all yours?”

      “Do I look like I have a child named Yee Sung?”

      “No, I suppose not. I guess you run some sort of home daycare center?”

      Rashida ignored me and turned back to the fray. “Jermaine, I swear to the Almighty above, put down that Zippo or you will see how fiery my temper truly is. Now quiet!” she screamed so loud I swear the walls actually shook.

      It worked. Just like that the noise from inside came to an abrupt halt.

      Rashida sighed with relief. “I give them three minutes. Now, where were we.”

      “Your delivery,” I said, holding the flowers out to her. “I hope it’s a special occasion.”

      Rashida smiled and took the roses. “Oh, it is. I get these on the first day of snow every year.”

      “How sweet! From your husband?”

      “Oh no, I’m not married. These come from the woman upstairs.”

      I glanced up the stairwell to the next floor and the penny dropped. “Oh, you’re a lesbian. Good for you. I’m the same.”

      “You’re a lesbian?”

      “No.”

      “Me neither.”

      Awkwardly I tried to shrug off my embarrassment. “Well, I guess she doesn’t mind all the noise from downstairs.”

      “Oh, she minds. She’s just big on forgiveness. Especially at this time of year, Christmas and all. Speaking of which… Merry Christmas, and thanks for the roses.”

      “Merry Christmas to you too.”

      I turned to leave, but before I made it more than a step toward the stairs Rashida said, “Oh by the way, do you wanna know why the woman upstairs gives me white roses every year?”

      I shrugged. “Sure.”

      Rashida plucked off a single petal and threw it up into the air. “Because they remind her of snowflakes,” she said as the petal fluttered to the ground. “When you catch a snowflake in your hand, you have to make a wish before it melts. Only then will your wish come true.”

      At that moment I felt like I desperately needed to catch that petal. I reached for it… but missed.

      The petal fell to the floor.

      Rashida smiled and gave a shrug. “Maybe next time.”

      With that the calamity started up once more and Rashida stepped inside, screaming at Deshawn or Yee Sung or Jermaine to put down the knife before she slammed the door behind her.
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      Every day since we had moved into the lavish apartment building on Fifth Avenue I had taken the stairs. I would forever be grateful that I was on hand to help deliver Camilla’s baby the day we looked at the place and got stuck in the elevator, but what if next time the elevator stalled between floors it wasn’t a pregnant woman trapped with me? What if I was stuck in there with a serial killer or an asylum escapee or Roseanne Barr? It was a chance I was not willing to take. On the upside, the forced exercise was keeping me fit. On the downside, I have no idea where all my endorphins were going. Everybody says that exercise releases the same chemicals as the ones that bring you joy and happiness, like letting them loose to have some massive street party in your brain. Evidently my endorphins were all sitting in the library reading Sylvia Plath.

      As I reached our floor and slid my keys into the lock, I could clearly hear two people whispering on the other side of the door.

      “I think he’s coming,” one voice said.

      “Take your position,” another voice dramatically replied. “The enemy approaches.”

      “You got enough ammo?” said the first voice.

      “Enough to send him back to hell in a handbasket.”

      The not-so-secret conversation was followed by the not-so-quiet shuffling of feet on the floor, and I could only assume Angus and Mr. Banks were hiding behind the hall stand and the cloakroom door, ready to ambush me.

      I gave a sigh of resignation, braced myself, then swung the apartment door open.

      The second I set foot inside the apartment, a war cry rang out as a barrage of white socks—each pair folded up in a ball—came flying through the air at me with surprising force, thumping into my face, chest, stomach and crotch.

      I jolted and staggered backward. “Jesus! Ow! What the fuck?”

      “Aim for his nuts,” shouted Angus. “That’s his weak spot!”

      “No prisoners!” cried Mr. Banks as though he were Lawrence of Arabia himself. “No prisoners!”

      “Guys! Stop! Quit it now!” I shouted back, doing my best to shield my face and my balls at the same time. “What are you doing upstairs, anyway? We have rules.”

      As their ammunition dwindled and my attackers ran out of socks to throw, Angus and Mr. Banks came out from their posts. “We told Paulina we wanted to greet you when you got home so we let ourselves up here,” Angus said.

      “You call that a greeting?”

      “Actually, it was more like practice for the snow fights we’re planning for the next week. If you think socks hurt, wait until you get hit in the nutsack by a snowball.”

      I cringed visibly at the thought. “You guys, we’re supposed to respect each other’s boundaries. You live downstairs with Paulina, I live upstairs with Cal. We don’t mind you guys popping in for dinner every now and then or dropping by to say hi, but we also need to be a little more considerate of each other’s privacy.”

      Angus and Mr. Banks looked at each other as I reminded them of our agreement for the one-hundredth time... before they both burst out laughing just as they always did.

      “We’ll respect your privacy,” said Angus, producing one last pair of socks from behind his back. “Just not your private parts.”

      With one final, forceful hurl I took a direct hit, falling to my knees in pain while Angus and Mr. Banks ran for the door leading downstairs.

      “Victory is ours!” Mr. Banks cried. “Long live the King!”

      As they ran off laughing, I called after them, “You’re not even going to pick up your socks?”

      The answer was clearly ‘No’ as the mischievous pair vanished downstairs.

      Wincing, I pulled myself back to my feet and walked inside the apartment, closing the door behind me and kicking the balled-up socks out of my path as I made my way as quickly as I could to the kitchen, heading straight for the small stack of mail I knew would be there.

      As she did every day, Paulina had collected our mail and left it on the kitchen countertop. The second I saw it I swooped like a seagull on a half-eaten French fry. I gasped with excitement as I plucked out three letters addressed to me, all from publishers around the country, one from San Francisco, one from Boston and one from here in New York.

      I tore open the one from New York first and read: Dear Mr. Darcy, Thank you for your submission. Unfortunately, at this time…

      “Fuck,” I cursed under my breath before ripping open the letter from Boston.

      Dear Mr. Darcy, Thank you for considering our press for your publication, however…

      “Fuck,” I swore even louder before hacking open the letter from San Francisco.

      Dear Mr. Darcy, We regret to inform you…

      “Fuck, fuck, FUCK!” I shouted at the ceiling.

      Gritting my teeth, I held my breath as though trying to smother and suffocate my own frustration. At that moment I wanted to screw the rejection letters up into a tiny ball and shove them up the ass of the Universe. But I knew holding my breath and trying to fist the cosmos was going to get me nowhere.

      Instead I let out a deep sigh and headed for the mausoleum of my writing career.
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      “Honey, I’m home!” called Cal from the front door of our apartment. He was trying to be funny, but tonight he picked the wrong audience. “Where are you?”

      “I’m up here,” I called from my darkened study.

      The sun had long set and the glow of the city lights shining in through the window was the only thing

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Author Quote
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        SNEAK PEEK
        
          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


        


      


      		
        MY BILLIONAIRE
      


      		
        Want More?
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Trademark Acknowledgment
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		MY BILLIONAIRE


    


  



OEBPS/images/robin-logo-1.jpg





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/the-billionaires-wish_new-cover.jpg
MY BILLIONRIRE BOOK THREE ’_ e

"‘mf BI[[I[INIIIHE’S ~
| MSH

b ' 4 _‘{,' «
k _
: _
y
| lln
H L FH
o B | r
N/ e
i Y =
Y —
=
:





