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        Her godmother, who was a fairy, said, "You would like to go to the ball, is that not so?”
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      Hello Fairytale Lovers!

      I’m so thrilled you’re continuing the Once Upon a Billionaire series with me! While each book in the series has its own new twist on a different fairytale—and they can be enjoyed on their own—the books do, in fact, build on one another.

      So if you’re just starting the series now, you may want to jump back to book one so you don’t miss anything! (Plus, the chemistry between Goldie and Adrian is *chef’s kiss*.)

      Ella and the Billionaire’s Ball isn’t your typical Cinderella story. Sparks fly between Ella and her boss, but their fairytale faces an unexpected dilemma—an unfair accusation that could turn their romance into a scandal.

      I can’t wait for you to see just how hard Hawk falls for her and the cute things he does to show it.

      The content in these books is what I call “sizzle without spice,” so you’ll find only kisses (and a seriously swoony Christmas Eve) and irresistible chemistry between these two as Ella tries to hide how she really feels!

      Xoxo,

      Catelyn

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: Sigma Phi Rho]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        [image: Carroll Family Tree]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            ONE

          

          
            ella

          

        

      

    

    
      I had to draw the line somewhere.

      Don’t get me wrong, I was happy for my newfound cousin. Ever since Gabby had contacted me several months ago, she and I had hit it off and become fast friends.

      Of course, I wanted to be a bridesmaid at her wedding. I’d wear the shoes, the dress—but flying to Montana with the groom’s best friend?

      A man who not only owned the building I cleaned, but who Gabby and Adrian had been trying to set me up with?

      That was going too far.

      “I don’t know, Gabby,” I said, sinking back on my couch and staring at the leaves rustling outside my window. Living on the second floor of this apartment complex gave me a direct view of Vermont’s flaming fall foliage.

      “Is it flying you don’t like?”

      “I’ve never been on a plane,” I said.

      If that was the excuse I needed to get out of this, so be it.

      “Then you’re going to love it, especially in something like this. It’s so fast⁠—”

      “I’m not in a hurry. Addie and I will leave in plenty of time. I love road trips.”

      “—and maybe you two will hit it off.”

      There it was. I’d asked her—I didn’t know how many times—to leave it alone. To her credit, Gabby hadn’t mentioned setting me up with Hawk Danielson again since I’d met her and her fiancé in person for the first time back in June.

      But I’d known she wouldn’t give up that easily.

      “I clean his office,” I said, fingering the edge of the gray couch’s armrest. “I know the details and contents of his garbage can and closet more intimately than any person rightly should.”

      “Ew,” Gabby said.

      “My point exactly.” It wasn’t that I’d found anything questionable in either case, but still. “He’s no harmless, down-to-earth do-gooder.”

      He couldn’t be. Not like I wanted to find.

      I’d been in plenty of botched relationships—and not just romantic ones, either. The situation with my family right now was anyone’s nightmare.

      If I ever let myself get close to a man, I had to be sure he was the kind of guy who wouldn’t tear my heart out at the first sign of drama.

      “Being rich doesn’t mean he’s not a good guy,” Gabby argued. “Look at Adrian. Hawk is his best friend, and I can vouch for his taste. Why not give him a chance?”

      “No,” I said.

      “Come on—he’s handsome, suave, a little silly⁠—”

      I hadn’t expected that adjective. “Silly?”

      “I mean, he’s flirty.”

      “Just what I’m looking for,” I said, hoping she heard my sarcasm. “Silly and flirty.”

      How did he ever get to be the CEO of a successful candy company?

      For some reason, Willy Wonka came to mind. I wondered if Hawk Danielson went around breaking into song and quoting random poetry no one knew, or if he had a handful of orange-skinned minions who caused disaster and berated children for their shortcomings.

      At least he didn’t look like Gene Wilder. I didn’t consider myself a shallow person, but maybe I was.

      I knew for a fact Hawk Danielson was eye candy of the highest caliber. He was blond and tall with swagger. If that combination wasn’t enough to steam my blood, I didn’t know what was.

      All the more reason to keep my distance.

      Men who looked like that couldn’t be trusted. He had all the right things about him, which could only mean there was something else wrong with him, something I couldn’t see, and I didn’t want to find out what that was.

      “Addie and I are driving,” I said, looking at my suitcase sitting near the TV as though it agreed with me.

      “I’ve made that trip before,” Gabby said. “It’s a long one.”

      “We’ll keep each other company. We’ll listen to audiobooks and eat snacks. It’ll go by in no time. In fact, I’m all packed and ready to go as soon as Addie gets here.”

      My cousin Adelie lived in a house across town with her sister. She was currently a nursing student at the University of Vermont.

      When Gabby had first reached out to tell me we were related and asked if I was interested in getting to know her, it had taken me a few days before I decided to reply.

      She had reached out to Addie as well, but as far as I knew, Addie hadn’t responded to Gabby at all until she and Adrian had flown out here to meet us five months ago.

      From the prolonged pause on the other end of the line, I could tell Gabby was pouting.

      “Why don’t you want to meet him? You’ve never told me. You should give Hawk a chance.”

      Really? She was still trying to push this?

      Strain pinched just beneath my temples. What could I say so she could understand?

      I couldn’t explain that I wanted my own kind of bliss. I wanted a man who was better than any I’d ever known—and considering how even my own father wasn’t the most ideal standard, I doubted the kind of man I dreamed of existed at all.

      Why get my hopes up, only to find out later what I already knew?

      I didn’t want the disappointment. I didn’t want the heartache. I’d had enough of both.

      “It’s a free flight,” Gabby said in a singsong voice. “He wouldn’t even charge you.”

      “Is he that desperate to get a date?”

      “What? No, he⁠—”

      I narrowed my eyes. There had to be more to this insistence that he and I go out.

      “Does he know you’ve been trying to push the two of us together?” I asked.

      “I don’t think so. I’ve never said anything. I just suggested you ride with him because you live in the same town. He’s already flying here from Westville. I figured you and Adelie might as well catch a ride.”

      That much made sense, at least.

      “That’s sweet of you,” I said.

      For a moment, I was tempted. I needed every penny I could keep my hands on.

      I’d been looking into the Garson School of Fashion Design and had been gearing up for my move to New York City after the new year.

      Saving money would be a perk.

      The more I thought about it, the more the situation began to glimmer in a new light. Why couldn’t we catch a ride? Who said I had to interact with Mr. Eye Candy, anyway?

      Small planes like the fancy one he had would have close quarters. I’d probably have to talk to him.

      And thanks to the repeated hints about blind dates, there would be all kinds of expectations about the two of us once we got there for the wedding.

      Then again, maybe if I met him and there was no interest between us, that could get Gabby off my back about it!

      The future looked suddenly promising.

      “When is he leaving?” I asked.

      “In a few days, I think. He can’t come until the rehearsal dinner. Why? Are you—Are you thinking of going with him?”

      Shuffling sounds arrived outside my door, and then a knock followed. “That’s Addie. I’ll call you back, okay?”

      I couldn’t make this decision lightly and certainly not without talking to her about it. As a fellow bridesmaid, she was my partner in crime.

      “Okay,” Gabby said, sounding uncertain before I ended the call. “But you’d better call me back.”

      “I will.”

      I sprang from the couch and hurried to answer the door.

      Adelie smiled softly. She was blonde, petite, and extremely pretty, with green eyes and beautiful skin that always made me a little jealous. I’d called her Addie since we were kids.

      “Ready to go,” she said, strolling in wearing a t-shirt with a big red truck on the front and jeans.

      Addie hadn’t been sure about meeting Gabby in the first place. She was as shy as they came. But once I started chatting with Gabby and grew to like her as instantly as I did, Addie opened up to her, too. Her sister, Suzie, had plans this weekend with her boyfriend and wouldn’t be able to come. So, it was just Addie and me.

      Her suitcase was probably still out in her car. She and I had already made plans for a three-day road trip. Would she be upset if I suggested we wait and go in a few days on a jet plane with a hot stranger?

      I guess I’d have to ask her.

      “Hey,” I said, clapping my hands and glancing around my too-messy apartment. Clothes, newspapers, last year’s Christmas cards dangling on the mantel, a basketful of who knew what.

      I cleaned for a living. The last thing I wanted to do was come home and clean some more.

      My roommate was good with it—I figured everyone else could be, too.

      “What would you say about a change of plans?”

      Addie’s brow crinkled. “What do you mean? Are you not going anymore? If you don’t go, I won’t either.”

      “No, that’s not it.” I held out my hands to placate her and tried to think of how to phrase this. “It’s just—you know how Gabby and Adrian have been trying to set me up with their rich friend?”

      “The one who owns Ever After Sweets?”

      Cringe.

      “Yeah, him.”

      All the reasons I didn’t want to do this sprang forward all over again, but the appeal of a trip lasting a few hours rather than several days—and saving money on said trip—was too good to turn down.

      “He’s Adrian’s best friend, and it turns out he’s flying out for the wedding, too. Gabby said if we wanted, we could catch a ride. For, you know, free.”

      “Are you kidding?”

      Addie’s expression improved. Her smile spread, emphasizing the light in her eyes as well as her sheer likeability. She wasn’t just sweet—she was easy to get along with.

      “A free flight to Montana? Are you sure we don’t have to pay anything?”

      Gabby wouldn’t have said it otherwise. Because billionaires.

      “I’m sure.”

      “That sounds amazing!”

      I winced. So much for my insistence on loving road trips.

      The truth was, a quick flight sounded way better than being stuck behind the wheel for days. My backside was getting tired just thinking about it.

      “So…You want to?” I asked.

      “Sure, why not?”

      “It means we won’t leave for a few more days.”

      She smiled and shrugged. “Works for me.”

      She plunked onto my couch and stared at the window that had captivated my attention moments before. Her expression still held a distant satisfaction.

      “This is perfect,” she went on pensively. “Suzie and I were trying to come up with ways to cover our bills this month, and this will help more than you know. Good thing Gabby’s marrying a rich guy.” She giggled.

      “Okay, then. We’re on board with this?”

      The time to back out was now. She was my saving grace. If she agreed, that was it.

      “Yep!”

      Ugh. She agreed far too readily.

      I worked up a smile. I mean, I tried. The corners of my mouth wouldn’t respond, though.

      A jittery, fluttering sensation developed in my stomach. It spread into my chest and tingled down to my fingers as I held my phone and attempted to work up the courage to call Gabby back.

      I’d do it. I’d tap her number. I’d tell her we were changing our plans.

      Addie and I would fly to Montana with my gorgeous, off-limits boss. Mr. Danielson and I would have no chemistry beyond that of friends, and then I could show Gabby there was absolutely no chance any kind of romance was going to spark between us.

      Because there wasn’t.

      I’d make sure of that.
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      This was a long flight. And I liked to avoid those. It was why I had a private jet.

      In all reality, it only took a few hours to get from Vermont to Montana, but with these two additional passengers along this time?

      We’re talking eons.

      I drummed my fingers on the end of the arm rest and diverted my gaze from the fluffy cluster of cottony clouds out the jet’s rounded windows toward the two women currently sitting in the beige leather seats across from me.

      Adrian had told me Ella and Adelie were pretty, so I’d prepared myself for that. He’d also told me Ella and I would make a great pair, and the more I looked at her, the more I was sure he was right.

      Her head was bent as she looked toward the tote bag settled at her hip in the wide, cushy seat. She had the longest lashes, a pert nose, and the prettiest curve to her mouth. Her shoulder-length brown hair had strands of red every time the sun caught it. And she seemed about as interested in me as a person was in amputation.

      Something stirred in my chest. The air agitated with a charge that laced my lungs with every breath, and the jet’s cabin, the coffee table between us, and the TV screen at her back both fogged and lightened around her.

      We’d boarded and had been in the air for at least an hour, and her reaction to me hadn’t changed.

      I drummed my fingertips on my knees.

      I hadn’t had this reaction to a woman since I’d dated Amelia from Production, and the attraction for her had built over time. This response to Ella was instant, and that was startling enough.

      Her knitting needles clicked every few seconds. The pink thing she was working on gradually grew and developed more patterns the longer the flight went.

      She ignored every attempt I made at conversation. Ella would answer my questions and then keep her attention raptly on her knitting in her lap. Beside her, her cousin Adelie would smile at me as if in apology—and I knew she was purposely ignoring me.

      It made me want to pester her.

      Call me immature all you want—maybe I was. I was like a kid sitting behind her in class, and her braid was dangling there, begging me to pull it.

      That did it.

      Life was too short to be serious and silent. Before this flight ended, I was determined to get her attention. Before this flight ended, I would get her to smile at me.

      I sank deeper into my seat and bounced my heels against the floor. I was never one to back down from a challenge.

      “So, Ella,” I began.

      Again.

      Her eyes flashed warily at me. Her needles’ little clicking noises slowed.

      I’d already tried asking her questions about herself. She’d responded with one- or two-word answers and hadn’t asked me anything in return.

      Trying to figure out what to say, I decided to stay away from personal questions until she got more comfortable around me.

      “Have you ever played truth or dare?”

      Her forehead furrowed, and she lowered the miniature blanket in her lap. “Not since I was in junior high.”

      I waited for her to ask me the same question. I should have known she wouldn’t.

      “What about you, Adelie?”

      Ella’s cousin, whose hair was the lightest color of blonde I’d ever seen, smiled. She was pretty, too, but a little too on the delicate side for my tastes.

      While Adelie was tender and attentive, I sensed Ella was full of pep and grit.

      Adelie was the rose—and Ella?

      She was the thorn.

      “No, I haven’t.”

      I slapped my hands on my knees. “Then let’s play.”

      “I’d rather not,” Ella said without looking at me. Her pink lips were pressed together as if in distaste.

      “I won’t give you any crazy dares if that’s what you’re worried about,” I said.

      That pink mouth twitched. She flicked her gaze at me and lowered her knitting again, giving me the most direct glance she had since we’d met on the runway more than an hour ago.

      It made my heart high-five my ribs.

      “I can’t make the same promise,” she said.

      Yep. This girl was feisty.

      “Now we have to play.”

      “I wouldn’t recommend it.” Ella inclined her head toward her cousin. “Adelie is even more vicious than I am.”

      Adelie’s cheeks colored. She folded her arms. “I’m really not.”

      I grinned. I rose to my feet and strolled toward the cockpit and back. Checking the time on my phone, I pocketed it again.

      “We have about forty-five minutes left until we get there. We might as well do something fun to pass the time.”

      “Don’t you have work you need to do or something?”

      My grin cracked. “Finally.”

      Her brow bent. “What?”

      “You’re talking to me. I’ve been trying to get you to do that this whole time.”

      Ella’s lip twitched. Not a smile, but it was movement, nonetheless.

      Something told me her smile would be magic.

      Still, it didn’t count.

      “I guess a game won’t hurt,” she said, lining her knitting needles together and tucking them and the rose-colored blanket she’d been working on into the bag at her side. She then placed the bag at her feet.

      “You in?” I asked Adelie.

      “I’ll watch,” she said sweetly.

      “Oh, no,” Ella said. “You’re playing.”

      “It’s on.” I took my seat across from the two women, eagerness spilling into my bloodstream. I couldn’t wait to get this woman to drop all her secrets, to get her to loosen up, kick back, and do something crazy.

      “Mr. Danielson,” Ella began.

      A groan leaked out. “Don’t call me that.”

      “You—what should I call you then?”

      I may be the CEO of a company, but that didn’t mean this was a formal occasion. Was that why she’d been so quiet this whole time? Did I come across as being a stuffed suit?

      “We’re not at a business meeting. I want to be your friend. Call me Hawk.”

      Her eyes thinned. She considered this for a moment, twisting her lips in a way that made them far too absorbing.

      “Okay, then. Hawk. Truth or dare?”

      My entire body went alert. “Dare. Hit me with it.”

      “Just like that?”

      “Let’s see what you got.”

      She inhaled and gazed around the cabin, leaving me in suspense.

      Was she going to make me dance? Remove items of clothing? Call someone? There wasn’t much we could do from fifteen thousand feet up.

      The sounds of soaring through the air filled the pressurized space around us. Clouds drifted along the window to my right, and the jet’s wing was also visible.

      “Is there ice in there?” She gestured to the miniature fridge in the kitchen area behind me. “Take ice cubes and put them down your shirt.”

      I fluttered my lips, rose, and opened the freezer door. My hand delved into the frigid cubes. After retrieving a handful of ice from within the freezer, I faced the two women.

      Adelie chewed her lip and watched me eagerly, while Ella’s brow was skeptically raised.

      The smart aleck in me considered taking off my shirt, letting them ogle while my muscles flexed, and then dropping the cubes in the fabric as I held it away from me.

      I was out to make Ella squirm, yes, but I also wanted that smile.

      She’d barely talk to me with my shirt on. If I took it off, she’d probably open the plane’s side door and shove me out of it without a parachute.

      I pulled back my shirt collar and then let the ice slide down my chest. The cold cubes were stark and sharp, trailing goosebumps down my skin.

      One lodged at the top of my pants, making me squirm. The two women laughed as I danced around to keep it from invading—and soon the ice was on the carpet. I bent for the cubes, tossed them into the sink, and sat again.

      “Not a bad start,” I said, still feeling the arctic trail on my chest.

      She lifted her chin, smug, but still didn’t crack her lips.

      Payback time.

      “Ella, truth or dare?”

      I hoped she picked Dare. That ice was cold.

      “Truth.”

      “Coward.”

      Her brows raised, and she met me stare for stare. Eye contact was good. A smile would be easy now that she was loosening up and giving me her attention.

      I linked my fingers together and twined my hands. Pushing them away from me, I tried to think of the most random question I could.

      “If you were suddenly arrested for no reason, what would your family and friends assume you did?”

      Adelie snorted. At least the question had made her laugh.

      Ella’s mouth twitched again. Was that a sign of amusement?

      “I don’t know,” she said. “Theft, maybe.”

      This surprised me. “Do you often steal things?”

      “Not once.”

      “Really? Not even candy bars or small toys as a kid or something?”

      I mean—okay. I’d stolen a candy bar once.

      What can I say, I’ve always had a thing for Twix bars. My company had a knockoff that was better, if I said so myself.

      “Not once,” she repeated, lifting that pert nose.

      “Then why would your family assume you were a thief?”

      She raised a single shoulder and glanced at Adelie, who, for some reason, gave her a sympathetic glance. “I don’t know. I wouldn’t put it past them.”

      Was there some kind of issue between her and her family? Before I could ask, the pilot’s voice came over the speaker.

      “Mr. Danielson, we’ll be arriving soon. I’d like to ask that you and your guests put your seatbelts on as we prepare for landing.”

      Disappointment registered, dousing the excitement that had been building between the three of us. I bit back the frustration pouring through me along with it.

      I should have started our game sooner. When would I get the chance to talk to her like this again?

      The women and I clicked our seatbelts into place, and before I could ask Ella more about her family, she turned to Adelie.

      “Truth or dare?”

      Adelie smiled. “Do you have to ask?”

      “Okay, then. Truth. What’s your deepest fear?” she asked her cousin.

      I was surprised Ella didn’t already know the answer to that. Maybe she hadn’t known what else to ask in front of me.

      Adelie hugged herself, looking timid and unsure, the bud closing with the oncoming of a storm. Her eyes flicked to me.

      I gave her what I hoped was a reassuring nod. “Friend, remember?” She could say whatever she wanted to in front of me.

      More color swarmed her cheeks.

      “Being in a crowd,” Adelie said. “I don’t like being around a lot of people.”

      “Good to know,” I said, wanting to put her at ease. “There’s nothing wrong with that.”

      Adelie smiled at me. I inclined my head at her and then met Ella’s curious glance, waiting, hoping she might do the same. This flight was almost over, after all, and she still hadn’t granted me the expression once.

      She analyzed me as though wondering what made me say what I said. Then Adelie turned her attention on me.

      “Hawk?”

      “Truth,” I said before she managed to present my options.

      Ella folded her arms. “Who’s being a coward now?”

      I winked at her.

      Adelie shifted and looked at me seriously. I got the feeling she was straightforward like this all the time. She showed her feelings easily and was often quiet and shy but kind, too.

      “What’s a secret you’ve never told anyone?” she asked in her soft voice.

      I fought the snort. Like I was going to answer that one honestly.

      Several stupid memories from my frat days with Sigma Phi Rho flashed to mind, but I wasn’t going to share anything like that. The only people who knew many of those stunts were the guys, who I was looking forward to seeing again. Adrian knew me better than anyone else did.

      I looked right at Ella. She met my gaze with beautiful scrutiny of her own.

      “A secret,” I said, musing.

      We lost altitude. Adelie clutched the armrests, and Ella continued staring at me coolly. I didn’t need a dare to unravel me. She was doing that well enough with a single glance.

      We’d be landing soon. I had one last shot at getting that smile.

      “My secret is that I’m going to make Ella here like me before the end of this trip.”

      Adelie released a little, “Aw.”

      Something told me she was the more romantic of the two cousins.

      Ella folded her arms. “Who says I don’t like you now?”

      I leaned forward, wishing I didn’t have to remain buckled. Even so, I rested my elbows on my knees and gave her my most bedeviled smirk. “Do I make your blood race?”

      “No.”

      “Your palms sweat?”

      She lifted her hands. “Dry.”

      “How about your stomach? Butterflies?”

      The plane lost more altitude, giving me that exact sensation.

      “None,” she said, composing herself.

      I sat up and pressed my back against my seat once more. “That settles it. There’s my secret. I want you to feel exactly all three of those things about me.”

      “That’s so cute,” Adelie said, placing her hands on her chest.

      Patches of pink smattered Ella’s cheeks. I trapped her gaze with my own as the sounds in the cabin increased and the wheels hit the runway.

      Ella didn’t speak to me the rest of the time, not even when I handed her bags to her or when I gestured for her to take the stairs off the plane first. Adelie gave me an apologetic grimace and thanked me for the flight.

      A sleek, bright blue Hummer pulled onto the runway. I shook hands with the pilot and tipped him. By the time I joined the others, Adrian was loading the women’s luggage into the back of his car, and Gabby was greeting her cousins with little squeals of excitement, her blonde hair piled on top of her head in a messy bun.

      Ella bestowed on her a ravishing smile. It lit her entire face, and my resolve settled back in once more.

      I was determined to win one for myself, to get her to flutter like that over me.

      I just wasn’t sure how.

      I’d shown my hand. Now, it was time to make the next play before the wedding tomorrow was over.
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      I was the worst liar in existence.

      Hawk’s questions as we were landing didn’t just hit the bullseye. They’d struck me dead center.

      Every time his gaze caught mine, every time he smiled, every word he spoke to me—throughout the entire flight—I did every single one of them:

      My stomach burst with butterflies at the directness of his blue eyes.

      When my name touched his lips, my blood sprinted.

      And the clamminess in my palms hadn’t stopped.

      He had more of an impression on me than I wanted him to, and I had no doubt he would render me the consistency of sap if he made good on that secret of his.

      I had to steer clear of him.

      “It’s so pretty here,” Adelie said, gazing out at the golden wheat fields as we bumped along the gravel road.

      She, Hawk, and I were wedged into the backseat of Adrian’s Hummer, and I was only glad Adelie was in the center. I could smell Hawk’s cologne even from here, and it didn’t help the situation in the slightest.

      “I love the fields,” Gabby said in agreement.

      “We’re almost to the ranch,” Adrian added.

      “The ranch?”

      “It’s where his mom’s bed and breakfast is,” Gabby explained.

      “Is that where the wedding will be?” Adelie asked.

      Gabby rotated in her seat so she could see us more directly. She was pretty on a regular day, but the lovestruck gleam in her eyes made her glow. Her blonde hair had more of a golden shade to it than Addie’s platinum.

      “We’re getting married in the woods. By his cabin where we first met.”

      “Dude,” Hawk said in admiration. “Sounds amazing.”

      “It will be.”

      “You two ready to tie the knot?” Hawk asked.

      Gabby beamed at Adrian, who smiled back at her and reached for her hand. “So ready,” she said.

      Montana was flat; its fields were golden, green, or recently harvested. We passed through a tiny town called Two Pines that had a stoplight, a gas station, and a grocery store.

      On the outskirts, we passed more fields and then took a dirt road toward a pair of houses, a large brown barn, and an impeccable log structure that was too big to be called a cabin.

      After retrieving our things from the back hatch, Hawk handed Addie and me our bags and then paused to gape at the house.

      “It looks exactly the same as it did the last time I was here,” he said. “Are you sure you’ve been that busy?”

      “Ha ha,” Adrian said, falling into step beside his friend.

      “Are any of the others here yet?” Hawk asked.

      “Several,” Adrian said, mentioning a few names I didn’t recognize.

      I wondered who they were. Friends from college? Or had these two grown up together?

      I stopped the questions in their tracks. I did not care.

      I didn’t want to know any more about him.

      The parking lot was packed tightly with cars and pickups. I hefted my suitcase and followed the others toward the log house’s generous wooden porch and into a quaint reception area.

      It smelled like newly cleaned carpets. Beyond the reception desk was a large dining and seating area. Everything was accentuated with rustic, country décor—wood finishings, antler chandeliers, and all. Even the tall chimney sweeping up to the second-story level felt country.

      “You have rooms up here.” Adrian carried Adelie’s and my bags up the stairs, and Hawk and I followed. Hawk was shown to the first door.

      He smirked at me before stepping inside.

      “And you girls are here,” Gabby said.

      Gabby showed us the next room. It had another gaudy antler chandelier and a queen-sized bed with bear accents on the bedding and curtains.

      My stomach gave another little annoying flip at the thought that we’d be so close to Hawk. Was he really going to make good on that promise of his?

      What was he going to do?

      I shivered at the prospect and dreaded it at once. That was all I needed, to have a fling during this trip with the attractive owner of the company that my stepmother’s company worked for.

      I wasn’t technically his employee—it was worse than that. I was part of Malus Custodial Management who cleaned the offices, bathrooms, and every crevice of every floor of Ever After Sweet Shoppe’s corporate building.

      It wasn’t that I didn’t want him knowing I was a custodian. It was that I wasn’t going to remain in that occupation forever.

      As soon as I hit the five-year mark of working for my stepmother, I could get my educational stipend. I was going to school in New York. I would be leaving. There was no sense in letting anything between Hawk and me start, not when I would be leaving Vermont after Christmas.

      Staying wasn’t an option. I had to leave Westville, my family— everything—behind.

      I refused to have any ties to that place, and that meant not creating any connections with handsome, flirtatious billionaires.

      Gabby whispered with Adrian for a few moments, and then she skipped inside our room, closed the door, and pulled me into another gigantic hug. She smelled like wind and something fruity.

      “You came! How was the flight?”

      It was almost like she’d held back her excitement in front of the guys, and now that we were alone, it gushed out of her. I couldn’t help but mirror it.

      She’d been friendly and perky like this from the minute she first contacted me several months ago. I’d liked her instantly, and the feeling hadn’t changed.

      The smile I’d been withholding on the flight broke free.

      “Good,” Addie said as Gabby swept her into a hug, too.

      “Hawk’s jet is amazing,” I said.

      She slid her inquisitive glance in my direction. “Just the jet? Anything else?”

      Fire. In my face.

      “The pilot was really nice.”

      “I liked the leather seats,” Addie added considerately. “It was so posh.”

      Gabby rolled her eyes and flung back her shoulders. “You’re killing me here. Ella, what did you think of Hawk?”

      Adelie giggled. She’d known Gabby and her bear had been trying to set me up with Adrian’s best friend from the start, and she didn’t mind in the least.

      Being more reserved, Addie said knowing he wasn’t into her put her more at ease.

      “He’s okay,” I said, wishing my body would act as unaffected as I wanted it to.

      My only advantage here was that Gabby didn’t know me all that well yet. Undoubtedly, Addie could see right through me, but I hoped I could remain stone-faced enough to fool my cousin.

      “Are you kidding? Come on. You were on the flight with him for hours—and that’s all you have to say?”

      “What else do you want me to say?” I said with a little laugh.

      That he was flirty, attractive, well-built, and beautiful? That his direct gaze made me feel as though he were exactly the kind of quicksand I didn’t want to wander anywhere near?

      Gabby smiled at the two of us for a minute more before she gasped and grasped our wrists. “We have about an hour before the rehearsal dinner. Do you want to see my dress?”

      Something told me she wasn’t talking about her getup for that night.

      No, she was talking about the dress.

      Adelie squealed. I was excited too, but she was lapping all of this up.

      From the time we were small girls, Addie was the one who dreamed of a prince charming and being completely swept off her feet. Not that I didn’t want a hero, but I’d learned that you couldn’t rely on anyone but yourself—including a man.

      Every man in my life had let me down and then some. I was pretty sure the ones I hadn’t met yet or the billionaires I was getting to know would all be the same way.

      I was tempted to warn Gabby away, but based on the stars in her eyes, she wouldn’t listen anyway.

      “Leave your bags,” Gabby said, all but pushing us toward the door. “It’s at the Bears’ house.”

      Together, the three of us scampered down the stairs, out the door, and into the sunshine.

      Harvest was in full swing. A combine was visible in the distant wheat field.

      The walk to Adrian’s home on the property wasn’t far. It was a scenic home just past the barn, where several people were leading out a pair of horses and preparing to climb onto the saddles.

      Gabby talked as we walked. “Adrian and I have been staying here at his mom’s house while we planned the wedding and waited for our house to be built on the property his dad left for him.”

      “Where is that?”

      “Not far from here, but just far enough to give us a decent distance.”

      “Don’t want in-laws dropping in at all hours?” I said.

      “Definitely not,” Gabby said. “Don’t get me wrong; I love them. Adrian’s family is amazing. Even his mom, now that she’s finally nice to me,” she added with a laugh.

      I guessed there was an inside story in there somewhere.

      The three of us entered, and the home was well-kept and clean. She led the way down the hall toward the back bedroom.

      “Adrian’s brother, Jordan, has left for college, so I’ve taken his room. For now.” She grinned but staggered back as Adrian stepped out of the door of a different room.

      He looked dashing in a suit and tie. His dark hair was such a contrast to her blonde, and yet from the devotion in his gaze, I could tell the two of them were a perfect fit.

      I didn’t know much about how they’d met or how long they’d been together, but the two of them had an everlasting look that made me the slightest bit envious.

      “You’re here?” she said to him.

      “Just had to stop and grab some things.” He looked her over, slipped an arm around her, and pressed a kiss to her temple. “We’ll be heading out soon.”

      “Sure,” she said. “We’ll be ready. I just wanted to show the girls my dress.”

      Adrian’s eyes lit with interest. “Don’t mind if I do.”

      He turned on his heels and strode past her toward the back bedroom that we’d been heading toward.

      Gabby laughed and caught his arm. Pulling him to a stop, she then dashed forward to block the way. “Not you.”

      Adrian tried pushing past her again.

      With her hands on his shoulders, Gabby pinned him against the wall and called over her shoulder. “I’ve got him. You two get in.”

      Laughing, Adelie skipped past the love birds. I smiled and scurried into the room as well. Gabby retreated and barred the door. Growling, Adrian lunged toward her.

      She giggled and clung to him as he dipped her back and kissed her.

      He muttered low in her ear, but I was close enough I overheard.

      “I’m so done waiting,” he said.

      “One more day,” she replied, gazing deeply into his eyes.

      Adelie and I exchanged a grin, and from the glint in her eyes, I knew she had the same thought I did—we were instantly forgotten.

      I was about to say something when a voice sounded from down the hall.

      “Adrian? You in here? Oh—hey.”

      Hawk strode toward us. The playful mood instantly tightened.

      Or maybe that was just the nervous effect he had on me.

      Gabby and Adrian still beamed at one another as though they were the only ones here before Adrian slipped free and, still holding Gabby’s hand, greeted his friend.

      “What’s up?” he asked.

      Hawk’s blond hair had a devastating swoop to it. I found myself enraptured by his features and how well the combination of eyes, nose, and mouth went together on him.

      “Just got settled in. Your mom said you were here. Actually, she told me to tell you and the bride to stop messing around and get ready so you won’t be late.”

      Adrian chuckled and dipped his nose toward Gabby’s hair as though he couldn’t get enough of her. “That sounds like her.”

      Gabby beamed at him and then grimaced and turned to Adelie and me. “Sorry, girls. You might have to wait to see the dress until the big day.”

      “Even better,” I said. “Then we’ll get the full effect during your big entrance.”

      Her teeth flashed. “Eek, I can’t believe it’s tomorrow. I’m marrying the love of my life tomorrow!”

      Hawk elbowed Adrian at this pronouncement.

      “Yeah, that’s⁠—”

      She cut me off with another hug, then another for Addie. “And I’m so glad you’re both here. You’d better get back so you can be ready in time.”

      She shuffled us to the door, and Hawk wasn’t far behind as we said goodbye and made our way back into the sunshine once more.

      “Those two are kind of disgusting,” I said, kicking a rock from the sidewalk and staring at the barn. The couple we’d seen out here earlier had mounted their horses and were leading them in the pasture.

      “They’re adorable,” Adelie said. “I can’t wait to fall in love.”

      “You can have it.”

      Hawk seemed interested in this. He quickened his pace to fall in beside Addie, but his attention was on me. “You don’t want to fall in love?”

      Ugh, why did I open my mouth?

      “Love is fine for other people.”

      But for me, love meant obligation and family and getting hurt.

      “Don’t mind her,” Addie said, smiling at Hawk as we left the barn behind and approached the larger B & B. “She’s just bitter because her stepsister⁠—”

      I glowered at her. “Shh.”

      What was Addie thinking, opening up to Hawk Danielson like that?

      “Uh-oh,” Hawk said, hooking his thumbs into his belt loops and swaggering closer to Adelie. “Did her stepsister steal her boyfriend or something?”

      “I’ve been sworn to secrecy.” Addie grinned at him.

      “Sounds like we need another round of truth or dare on the flight back.”

      If there was a flight back. I’d hitchhike at this point if that was what it took to keep his pesky, obnoxious questions out of my life.
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      I pounded up the porch’s wooden steps in exasperation, threw open the door, and scrambled up the stairs. Hawk and Adelie laughed about something behind me as I stepped into the room Addie and I were sharing, and just before I closed the door, Addie entered, her eyes sunny with mirth.

      I hurriedly closed the door and rounded on her.

      “What are you doing? Don’t encourage him.”

      Her bemusement didn’t fade. “You never get this bent out of shape over a guy. He likes you.”

      A fist closed around my stomach. “Please. He’s just a wealthy player looking for his next hookup.”

      “I don’t think so.”

      I looked at her. “Do you like him? Is that why you’re stabbing me in the back like this?”

      Adelie laughed. “I’m not stabbing you in the back. I was being nice. You might try it sometime.”

      “I am nice.”

      “Not to Hawk.”

      That wasn’t the point.

      “You like him,” I said, turning this back on her. “Admit it.”

      Adelie shook her head. “You know if I liked him, I’d never dare look in his direction, right?”

      That was true. That had happened too many times to count. Like Ross Cooper in high school who’d tried getting her to go out with him. He’d been performing in a play she was working as stage crew for, and when she caught wind of his interest, she’d hidden in the rafters every evening until he’d left.

      She was acting extremely comfortably with Hawk. She hadn’t even blushed when I’d accused her of liking him.

      She was only this comfortable with her friends.

      Didn’t she get that he was the enemy?

      “I just wanted to show you he’s nice and easy to be around.”

      First Adrian and Gabby, now Adelie? I groaned and dug my dress out of my suitcase. “Don’t tell me you’re buddying up to him for my sake.”

      “What if I am?”

      “I don’t want a relationship, Addie. You’ve seen my family.”

      She clasped her hands in front of her. Sympathy cloaked her expression. “I know.”

      I slipped out of my jeans and shirt and strung my arm through the sleeve before sliding the dress on over my head. Gabby had offered a selection of coordinating dresses for us to choose from, all in shades of soft neutral browns and creams. I’d selected the one-shoulder maxi dress because I knew the fabric wouldn’t wrinkle easily.

      The dress hung on my slim frame and was comfortable, yet stylish, too. Adelie had opted for one of the frillier options, which fit her more flowery personality. It was a lighter shade of brown than mine and had an accentuated bustline and delicate fabric hanging from her shoulders rather than an actual sleeve.

      “I just think there’s more to him than he’s letting on,” Adelie said, folding up her pants and setting them nicely on her side of the bed.

      I kicked past my jeans, which were still on the floor, on my way to the mirror.

      “Like what?”

      “Like he’s the wealthy owner of a company, and maybe that makes it hard for him to make friends. Maybe he’s lonely.”

      I concentrated on twisting my mahogany hair around the back of my head. “He has friends. He has Adrian, at least. And the attention he was paying me on the plane wasn’t from loneliness. The cocky guy had been flat-out flirting with me.”

      “Maybe so.”

      “Trust me,” I said, finishing the twist and securing the hair around my ear with a tie. “A guy like that is used to getting whatever—and whoever—he wants. He’ll keep flirting with me and every other woman he comes in contact with while we’re here, and then the minute we’re back home, he’ll forget I ever existed.”

      Adelie hmmed and joined my side, watching as I dusted some fresh powder on my cheeks and added some lip gloss. She saw to her makeup as well, though she didn’t wear more than a swish of mascara. Adelie went for a more natural appearance, and with her pretty features, she could get away with it.

      I wasn’t sure what the rest of the evening would bring, but I knew one thing. I’d keep Hawk at arm’s length for as long as I could.
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      Light glimmered on the lake’s glassy surface. Tables were set up in the center of a clearing about a hundred feet from the shore. From here, the mountain ascended. A stairway made of railroad ties led up to Adrian’s family’s cabin and the location of tomorrow’s wedding.

      Cream fabric hugged the back of every chair and coordinated with the glass table settings and the napkins doing origami yoga on every plate.

      I examined the name cards on each elegant place setting and found my spot. Sure enough, I’d been seated right next to Hawk.

      “Oh, no, they don’t.”

      Darting a quick peek to either side to make sure no one was looking, I snatched my plate’s name card and swapped it with Adelie’s.

      Once the deed was done, I searched the crowds and waited for my clandestinely racing pulse to slow back down again.

      Very few people were sitting yet. Most were gathered together in clusters, catching up and chatting.

      Hawk stood in a collection of guys, and the sight of so many handsome men dressed sharper than blades on a saw was disarming, to say the least.

      Addie joined my side, her jaw hanging slightly agape as though she were having the same thought.

      Her state of distraction helped pull me from mine.

      “I’ll give you ten bucks if you go in the middle of that group and ask one of them to dance,” I said.

      She snorted. “The fact that I’m here at the wedding at all should earn me more than that.”

      “I thought you liked any excuse to get dressed up,” I said.

      “Yeah, I do.” Her smile was so bashful and cute, I couldn’t help but return it.

      Gabby approached. She wore a slim gown of cream that hugged her curves in all the right ways, which was evidenced by how often Adrian glanced in her direction.

      “We’re just about to eat,” she said.

      Sure enough, Mrs. Bear announced that dinner was served. Addie and I converged toward our seats—only, I stopped.

      Hawk frowned at the plates. Had he noticed we’d been sitting side by side before?

      Something told me he did because he made a joke about mix-ups and the idiot swapped his card with the place beside the one I’d switched to.

      He’d put things right back to the way they were before.

      The jerk.

      I was affronted, but I couldn’t say as much. He was ridiculous.

      “You’re changing my seat?” a man who’d been part of Adrian’s posse said as he approached the table.

      “Just thought you might like to sit here instead,” Hawk said, winking at me. “Ella, have you met Maddox? He’s another one of the groomsmen.”

      Maddox reached out a hand and shook mine and Adelie’s.

      “Duncan couldn’t make it?” Hawk asked Maddox as he sat down next to me.

      Beneath the table, his leg brushed against mine, and my nerves tightened. These chairs were situated much too close to one another. Addie gave me a curious glance, but I shook my head at her.

      “Nah, he said weddings weren’t his scene.”

      “I think it’s that assistant of his, if you ask me. If she doesn’t go, he doesn’t go.”

      Hawk snickered. “Yeah, Adrian mentioned inviting the whole crew, but he didn’t want the groomsmen to outnumber the bridesmaids.”

      Just how many friends did Adrian have?

      We all took our seats, and the meal was served. Prime rib with au jus, slices of ham, pasta salads, and fruit. It all tasted delicious.

      A card was situated in the center of the table every few feet or so.

      “What’s this?” I asked, lowering my fork to pry it from its stand for a closer look.

      It was labeled Kissing Menu and listed several suggestions those in the crowd could do in order to earn the honor of watching the bride and groom smooch.

      These suggestions included serenading them with a love song, sharing a memory those in attendance have of either of them, or offering a toast to their future together.

      Hawk leaned in. His musky scent drifted closer to me, clear and unwanted.

      I glared at him. He didn’t seem to notice.

      Or maybe he did. Maybe that was why his grin widened.

      “We should give this one a try,” he said, pointing.

      This option on the Kissing Menu read: Kiss. Show the couple how it’s done.

      In spite of myself, my stomach knotted. I brushed it off. “Aw, that’s sweet. You mean you and Maddox?”

      Hawk narrowed his eyes, and I answered the look with a smirk of my own.

      Take that.

      I dug back into my dinner when something else caught my eye.

      “Looks like you have one stashed away for later,” I said.

      “Hm?”

      I pointed with my fork to the half-hidden envelope hidden beneath his plate. The corner poked its head out. “Your plate. There’s something underneath it.”

      “You leaving me love notes already?” He slid the paper out.

      I gestured to the Kissing Menu. “You’re hiding one to take home? Aw, that’s cute. You need tips on how to woo women.”

      His expression was either angelic or devilish, and I couldn’t figure out which it was before he said, “Trust me, I know exactly how to woo women.”

      My neck burned. For some reason, I didn’t doubt that in the slightest.

      “Must be some other gimmick the bride and groom have going on,” he muttered, sliding his finger into the envelope to open it.

      The card inside was a piece of lovely stationery with gold embossment curling around a single flower. The longer he read, the deeper the crease between his brows grew.

      “What is it?” I asked, curious.

      “That’s weird.” Hawk handed it to me.

      I took the card and read:

      Bad things happen to those who go back on their promises.

      “That’s kind of creepy. Some kind of wedding advice for the bride and groom? Are you supposed to read that to them at some point in time?”

      I doubted it was a gimmick to get the bride and groom to kiss. I’d think this was part of another game to come, except that it held such a blatant threat.

      “Not as far as I know. Dude, River. Look under your plate.”

      One of Adrian’s other groomsmen, a good-looking man with olive skin and dark hair, did so, lifting it. Sure enough, an envelope was tucked beneath his as well.

      “What’s it say?” Hawk asked a little too loudly.

      His question gathered the attention of others around us. Gabby’s aunt stilled, gripping her knife and fork in the act of cutting to give us an interested glance.

      “Bad things happen to those who go back on their promises,” River read aloud, sounding confused.

      “Weird. That’s what mine said, too.” Hawk frowned.

      “Mine too,” another man with brown hair and thick-rimmed glasses said. Maddox nodded his agreement, a card in his hand as well.

      “Did everyone get one? What about you?” Hawk turned to me and reached for my plate, pausing before asking, “May I?”

      “Sure.”

      I was intrigued, too. Did everyone get a cryptic envelope with a sinister message on it?

      Beneath my plate was only a glimpse of the white tablecloth. Brow furrowed, Hawk pushed away from the table, taking not only his card, but Maddox’s, the glasses man’s, and River’s with him as well.

      He strode to where Gabby and Adrian were seated. Smiling at the guests seated around them, Hawk bounced a few words of what I could only guess were playful banter with them before jutting his chin toward the plate in front of Adrian.

      Brows bent in confusion, Adrian lifted his plate. What do you know? An envelope was situated beneath it. He opened it and read.

      Gabby leaned in for a peek, and then the two men laughed about something before Adrian passed the card to Hawk, who then tucked the stack of them into his jacket.

      One hand on his lapel, eyes glinting with mirth, Hawk strode back to our table and sank into his chair.

      “Well?” I prodded.

      The atmosphere between us had shifted. It was now no longer a private match of verbal badminton where he served and I volleyed. Instead, it was more defensive, as though someone had made a clever play that Hawk didn’t quite know how to respond to.

      I could tell by the lines near his mouth and eyes. For whatever reason, these little notes had unsettled him.

      “It’s a mystery,” he said.

      We made enough of a ruckus about it, others around us lifted their plates to check as well, but so far, the recipients were only the groomsmen and Adrian.

      Strange.

      What did Adrian think of this? I watched the groom for signs of wariness. Sitting beside him, Gabby chewed her lip. She stroked the side of her plate with trembling fingers.

      I couldn’t help but wonder why. Who had sent these strange cards? And what did the writer mean about breaking promises?
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      I played off my discomfort the best I could through the rest of dinner, but the warning on that card wouldn’t leave my mind.

      Once the dinner was over and after guests mingled and talked about the excitement of the wedding the following day, the boys and I all huddled into Adrian’s Hummer for a bachelor party.

      I took the wheel since I not only knew the way better than anyone else, but I’d also been dubbed the designated driver. Adrian had requested no girls, which the rest of us were good with, but we had a keg, and someone needed to make sure the groom made it back for his big day.

      Might as well be me.

      We coasted up to the ski resort I’d purchased that spring. My PA had it all equipped. The lodge had enough space to accommodate skiers and snowboarders in hordes, but it was now silent and more like a rustic getaway—with a ski lift.

      The couches and chairs in the main lodge had been pushed closer to where the fireplace crackled. A coffee table was laden with chips and dip, popcorn, breaded pickles and cheese curds, and several other appetizers.

      I cranked up the sports channel on the big screens, and Adrian, Maddox, River, Wesley, and I sat by the fire with plates of food in our hands.

      Nostalgia swept through me. These had been my homeboys during college. We’d lived together, eaten together, hung out, laughed, joked, and gotten into the occasional fights, too.

      These guys were the closest thing I had to brothers.

      “Can’t believe you’re the first one from Sigma Phi Rho to tie the knot,” River said. “I mean, aside from Grey, but he got kicked out, so I’m not sure he really counts.”

      He lounged on the couch with a beer in one hand and his feet propped on an adjacent chair. River had been quiet and studious, but occasionally back at the frat, he’d let himself be the life of the party. I wondered if he’d show his wild side tonight.

      “Believe me, after what Will did to him and Bria, it counts. Besides, I doubt I’m the first,” Adrian said with a laugh. He sat across from me on one of the chairs surrounding the coffee table. “The fraternity’s been around a lot longer than we have.”

      “She’s hot,” River said. “Where’d you say you met her?”

      Adrian and I exchanged a look. He’d told me all about how he’d nearly lain right on top of Gabby because he didn’t know she was sleeping in his bed after she broke into his cabin last spring.

      He relayed the story again, and River whooped and lifted his glass bottle. “Finding hot women in your cabin, I’ll drink to that.”

      We all tipped back our bottles. The vanilla taste of cream soda swirled on my tongue.

      I didn’t
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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/frat-image-1612-X-2475-px-7.jpg
SIGMA PHI RHO

OFFIGERS

PRESIDENT - SEAN DAYTON
VICE PRESIDENT - ADRIAN BEAR
SECRETARY - HAWK DANIELSON

TREASURER - ULRICH PHILLIPS

SOCIAL CHAIR - WILLIAM RYERS

FRATERS

WESLEY BASSETT GREY PHILLIPS
HUNTER BRADLEY KNOX ROBINSON
MADDOX HATTER HENRIK VON FROSK

DUNCAN HAWTHORNE RIVER YEVIN






OEBPS/images/frat-image-1612-X-2475-px-6.jpg
AMILY TR

GRANDMOTHER

JAX MIA NEIL

ABBY'S FATHER ELLA'S MOTHER ADELIE'S FATH

ELLA

DAUGHTER/COUSIN

ABRIELLE ADELIE & SUZIE

DAUGHTER/COUSIN DAUGHTERS/COUSI

BILLIONAIRE

£ ROMANCES %





OEBPS/images/ellaandthebillionairesball_ebookv2_amazon.jpg
BILLIONAIRE S
o» BAL Ltz

CATELYN MEADOWS






