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“YOU SHOULD DANCE WITH him,” Mom says.

A frown appears on my face when I look in the direction of Mom’s pointed finger. “Mom, that guy is, like, 80.” A few decades ago, the old man’s suit likely fit him perfectly, but now, he is practically swimming in the fabric and has a black cane to match his outfit. He stumbles, but luckily, one of his handlers catches him before he hits the floor.

“Mr. Lee is only 75,” Mom says with a straight face.

I roll my eyes. “Oh, he’s merely 53 years older than me? That means he’s an entirely age-appropriate match for me then.”

My mother’s eyes turn into slits. “I don’t appreciate your sarcasm, Violet. Mr. Lee might be significantly older, yes, but he’s also more than significantly wealthy.”

My stomach twists.

Growing up, I lived in luxury with my parents. We had a mansion that resembled a fairytale castle, we ate fresh abalone and bird’s nest soup on a regular basis, and I went to Dartmouth College with the intention to major in English.

In other words, I was a spoiled little rich girl.

Then two years ago, my father went on a trip to the Cayman Islands and never came back. With my father’s disappearance came the appearance of creditors who all claimed my dad owed them money. A lot of money. It turned out my father had a gambling addiction, and on top of that, he had made some poor investments. And instead of staying in the United States to face the consequences of his actions, he’d taken whatever liquid assets he could get his hands on and fled overseas, leaving Mom and me to deal with the financial fallout.

We had to trade the castle for a tiny one-bedroom apartment (Mom sleeps in the bedroom while I sleep on a futon in the living room), abalone and bird’s nest soup for instant ramen and bologna sandwiches, and English classes at Dartmouth for practical medical coding classes at community college.

It took me a while, but I grew to accept my lot. My mother, on the other hand, hasn’t quite gotten over the loss of our luxurious lifestyle. Hence, why we’re at some high society charity ball and why she’s trying to get me to seduce a geriatric millionaire.

“I’m going to finish my medical coding program in a few weeks,” I say. “After that, I can get a decent job, and we can move into a nicer and bigger apartment.”

She lets out a sigh. With that single breath, she might as well be saying, That’s great, dear, but can your medical coding job bring back the mansion or shopping sprees at Nordstrom or bowls of caviar or your father?

I suppress my own sigh. “I’m going to get some food. Do you want anything, Mom?”

She shakes her head. “No, thank you.” Just as I start to walk away, she grabs my arm. “Actually, could you get me some of those little cheesecakes?”

I nod. “Okay.”

I take a step toward the refreshment table, but she grabs my arm again. “And could you get some olive tapenade with crackers?”

I nod. “Sure.”

I start walking, but she snatches my arm again. “And could you see if they have any meatballs?”

I exhale. “Cheesecakes, olive tapenade with crackers, and meatballs...is that it, Mom?”

She taps her chin, then says, “That’s it.”

This time, I run away–or because I’m wearing these damn heels, briskly walk away–before my mother can continue to hold me back from getting food.

When I reach the refreshment table, I have to stop myself from drooling at the sight of the hors d’oeuvres. There are little cheesecakes, olive tapenade, and meatballs plus cupcakes, shrimp cocktails, crab cakes, bacon-wrapped dates, et cetera. I grab two plates and quickly fill them up.

Though I should wait to sit down and eat, my stomach growls impatiently, and I can’t resist stuffing a crab cake into my mouth. Bliss enters my body. God, it's been so long since I've eaten food like this.

"Hello."

I nearly drop my plates when a guy invades my personal space. I lift my head, my heart beating a little faster when I see a guy who isn’t 75 but still seems significantly older than me. Not thrice my age but maybe twice.

He’s also significantly handsome.

Gazing into the greenest eyes I’ve ever seen, I say, “Hi,” then wince after I belatedly remember that my mouth is full of crab cake.

He laughs. “You should swallow first.”

Why do those words sound kind of dirty coming from his lips?

As I chew, I sneak a few more glances at him. Salt and pepper hair that frames a chiseled face, a strong and tall body that looks really good in his dark gray suit, and big hands that make the devil on my shoulder wonder how big other parts of his body are.

“I’m Teddy,” he says once I finish my crab cake.

“I’m Violet,” I say, involuntarily making my voice breathy.

He reaches his hand out to me, and I’m about to shake it, but he wraps his arm around my waist instead.

“Want to dance?” he asks.

I look around the ballroom. Literally, no one is dancing. “Um, thank you, but I should take this food back to my mother.” Like me, she gets cranky when she’s hungry. Also, though Teddy is good-looking, he makes me nervous with the way he seems to think he can touch me so casually despite having met me a mere few minutes ago.

It takes a beat too long for him to unwrap his arm around my waist. “All right, it was nice meeting you, Violet. I’ll see you around.”

I mumble, “It was nice meeting you too,” before rushing back to my mom.

Instead of being grateful for bringing her food, she hisses, “What are you doing? You should’ve stayed with him!”

I knit my brow. “With Teddy?”

She gives an exasperated sigh. “Do you know who he is?”

“Uh, no.”

“He’s Teddy Malone. Do you know what his net worth is?”

I say dryly, “Let me guess, a very big number.”

“$3.4 billion, to be exact. He would be even richer, but he’s apparently a big philanthropist. He donated 10 million dollars tonight to...” She knits her brow. “Tonight is for saving the whales, right?”

I roll my eyes. “Tonight is for supporting STEM education for underprivileged elementary school students.”

She waves away my correction. “Go back to Teddy,” she says, taking my plate of food away from me.

“But Mom–”

“Listen to your mother.”

When I see the look in her brown eyes, I know she’s all but prepared to drag me by the hair to the billionaire. “All right,” I say.

As I walk away, I curse out my mother in my head. I swear, she would put me up at an auction and sell me to the highest bidder if it were socially acceptable.

Teddy lifts an eyebrow at my reappearance. “Hello again, Violet Liang.”

I lift an eyebrow of my own. I know I never told him my last name. I wonder if someone gossiped about me to him. My father had his share of people who absolutely hated his guts and who reveled in his family’s downfall, and many members of high society have noticed my mother’s rather obvious attempts to get me romantically attached to a rich man.

“Hi, Teddy,” I say.

“Did you change your mind about dancing?”

I look around the ballroom. Still, no one is dancing. I swallow. “Yes.”

My heart beats hard against my chest when he puts a hand on the small of my back. “Glad to hear that,” he says.

Instead of drawing me to the center of the ballroom, he pulls me away from the crowd and to a secluded hallway.

“We’re not going to dance in the ballroom?” I ask.

He shrugs. “You don’t seem like someone who particularly likes a lot of people watching you.”

He’s right about that, but I’m also not someone who particularly likes being alone with a strange man.

A shiver climbs down my spine when he caresses the back of my neck. A part of me is definitely a little scared of him.

But another part is definitely more than a little attracted to him.

I ask, “Did you actually take me here to dance? Or did you have something else in mind?”

In lieu of answering, he lowers his head. Is he going to kiss me? Do I want him to kiss me?

Before I get answers to those questions, my stomach growls. Loudly. The single, skinny crab cake was not enough to satisfy it.

“How about we get out of here and I take you to dinner at a nice restaurant?” he asks. “Maybe the Empress’s Palace?”

My mouth nearly waters at the mention of the restaurant. Until my family got kicked out of the 1% and dining at Olive Garden became a luxury we couldn’t afford, the Empress’s Palace used to be my favorite place to get (expensive) dim sum.

“Um, I don’t have my wallet on me,” I say. All of my ex-boyfriends liked to go Dutch, which isn’t a practice that I have a problem with but isn’t something I can afford to do at a place like the Empress’s Palace.

My words seem to amuse Teddy. “Do you think I would’ve let you pay for dinner?” he asks, placing his fingers under my chin.

"Let me go tell my mom–"

Before I can finish my sentence, my phone beeps.

"Do you mind if I check that?" I ask.

"I don't mind as long as it's not a text from your boyfriend."

Huh? "I don't have a boyfriend."

He nods, pleased.

Weirdo. I pull out my phone.

Mom: You're still with Teddy, right?

Me: Yes. He wants to go to dinner.

Mom: !!! You said yes, right? You better have said yes!

My mother needs to chill.

Me: I said yes. See you at home later.

Mom: Unless he asks you to come home with him ;)

Me: OH MY GOD, MOM! I'll see you at home later TONIGHT.

She sends me























































































































































[image: ]



















































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
'TRAPPING THE
BILLIONAIRE

AN AGE GAP ROMANCE
ISLA CHIU





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





