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“That son of a bitch!” William Moore snapped
as he shot to his Gucci-clad feet. His fists balled at his side as
he glared at the lawyer, and he ignored the shocked stares and
gasps of the other men and women who’d gathered in the sitting room
to attend the will.

He didn’t give a damn what they thought
about his reaction—it was perfectly justified. The lawyer wasn’t
fazed; he simply pushed his spectacles up the bridge of his nose
and shuffled the documents in his hands—documents that had the
power to both ruin his life and make him rich beyond his wildest
imagination. “Mr. Moore, please sit down. I’m not yet done with the
reading of your grandfather’s will.”

“You might as well burn it,” Will replied
between gritted teeth as he threw himself back down into his chair.
“That way the old man won’t be able to control me from the grave
anymore.”

The lawyer arched a brow, and the others
who’d gathered to hear the reading watched the clashing of wills
the way a rapt audience watched a tennis match, with their heads
constantly swiveling back and forth between the opponents. “Yes,
and then you’d be left poor as a pauper, Mr. Moore. Of course if
you’d rather not see a penny of your inheritance, we can certainly
sit down afterward and discuss—”

Will cut him off with an irritable wave of
his hand, his teeth clenched tightly together - jaw tight. “Finish
the reading.”

When it was done he stood, waiting silently
for the other attendees to file out. A few of them looked as though
they wanted to come up to the lawyer and have a word, but a cold
stare from Will was enough to make them rethink the wisdom of that.
His reputation would have been enough to make them think twice; the
anger simmering beneath the surface of his icy gaze ensured that
they cleared out quickly.

As soon as the last person was ushered from
the room, he rounded on the lawyer.

“Give me those,” he demanded, snatching the
papers off the small table. “I want to read it myself.” Part of him
hoped that there was some mistake, or some clause left behind that
would save him.

“You can read it until your eyes are
burning,” the lawyer said, a snooty edge entering his tone now that
they were alone, “but it’s not going to change the fact that your
grandfather demands you marry by your 25th birthday if
you wish to keep the empire he left for you.”

Will gritted his teeth. His late
grandfather, owner of the vast conglomerate that was Moore
Enterprises, was a traditionalist at heart, and believed that the
Company should stay in family hands. He’d been grooming Will to
take over for him for years, but in the last year before his death
they’d had heated words when Will had revealed he was going to
handpick someone from the business to train as his successor when
the time came for him to do as his grandfather had. Good old Jacob
Moore hadn’t taken it well, but Will hadn’t expected him to go so
far as to tie marriage into his inheritance. In this modern day,
such a thing was unheard of.

“Here,” he said, stabbing at a line on the
paper. “It says that I only have to be married to the woman for a
year. That if I decide to get a divorce afterward I get to keep my
money.”

The lawyer pursed his lips. “Yes. Your
grandfather realized that it was possible you would try to renege
on a marriage, so he stipulated this length of time so that you
would be forced to actually try to make a go of it.”

Will shrugged, a smile tugging at his lips
for the first time that day. “Oh, I’ll make a go of it alright. And
as soon as those 365 days are up, I’ll be a free bachelor.”

“Wives aren’t meant to be available on a
rent-your-own basis,” the lawyer said tightly as he placed the
papers in his briefcase and snapped it shut. “The woman you marry
has the right to expect a life-long commitment from you.”

“Yeah, well she can get that from someone
else after I’m done with her.” Will turned on his heel, the wheels
already turning in his mind. “I’ll be in touch to have a pre-nup
drawn up shortly.”

“So quickly?” The lawyer’s tone had turned
downright frosty. “Isn’t it required that you first find a woman
that is willing to marry you?”

Will glanced over his shoulder with a cocked
grin. “You don’t know me that well, do you?”

 


~ * ~ * ~

Rachel Madison hummed under her breath as
she walked through the doors of Pierce and Samson Inc., a cup of
Starbucks coffee in one hand and her satchel in the other. She’d
started getting used to the big, steel and glass building, the
thousand dollar suits, the million dollar deals being wheeled
between the walls of the Fortune 500 company, and no longer felt
like an imposter.
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