
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: image]

[image: A silver letter in a circle

Description automatically generated]

THE MONTGOMERY BILLIONAIRES

––––––––

BOOK FOUR

––––––––

JULIETTE N. BANKS


COPYRIGHT

Copyright © 2025 by Juliette N. Banks. All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system without the written permission of the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a review.

This book is a work of fiction and imagination. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely one of coincidence. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products and music referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication and/or use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

––––––––

Author: Juliette N. Banks

Editor: Julie Schrader

Cover design by: EMCAT Designs


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Juliette is an independent author who has taken the romance genre by storm, writing hot heroes readers fall in love with.

Juliette also has a vast background in consumer marketing and previously published with Random House. She lives in New Zealand with Tilly, her Maine Coon kitty.

––––––––

[image: image]


Juliette N. Banks website

Instagram

Facebook

[image: A black and white text

Description automatically generated]

ALSO BY JULIETTE N. BANKS 

BLACK HAWKE SECURITY

Steamy Military Romance

The SEAL - FREE

The BODYGUARD

The MARINE 

The SOLDIER

The RANGER

The MARSHAL

––––––––

[image: image]


THE DARK KINGS OF NYC

Dark Mafia Romance/ Military Romance

The Darkest King - FREE

The Ruthless King

The Savage King

The Avenged King

The Merciless King

The Gangster King

––––––––

[image: image]


THE DARK ALLIANCE SERIES – NEW

Dark Billionaire Romance

ASHES of SIN

ASHES of SAINTS

ASHES of CHAOS

––––––––

[image: image]


THE OBSIDIAN CLUB - NEW

Dark Billionaire Romance

Resisting Mr. Remmington

Obeying Mr. Kingsley

Taming Mr. Winters

––––––––

[image: image]


THE DUFORT DYNASTY

Steamy Billionaire Romance

Sinful Duty - FREE

Forbidden Touch

Total Possession

Desire Unbound

Dark Surrender

Ruthless Temptation

Naughty Festivities

Wicked Praise

Beautiful Ruin

––––––––

[image: image]


THE MONTGOMERY BILLIONAIRES

Steamy Billionaire Romance

DIRTY Seduction

DIRTY Temptation

DIRTY Player

DIRTY Billionaire

––––––––

[image: image]


THE MORETTI BLOOD BROTHERS

Steamy Paranormal Romance

The Vampire Prince - FREE

The Vampire Protector

The Vampire Spy

The Vampire’s Christmas

The Vampire Assassin

The Vampire Awoken

The Vampire Lover

The Vampire Wolf

The Vampire Warrior

The Vampire’s Oath

The Vampire’s Fate

The Vampire’s Obsession

The Vampire’s Storm

The Vampire’s Soul

Related books in the Moretti universe 

The Vampire King

The Claimed Wolf 

The Alpha Wolf



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


CHAPTER ONE 


[image: image]




[image: A silver letter in a circle

Description automatically generated]

WARD

––––––––

[image: image]


I’M NOT SURE WHAT SEMI-retirement means exactly, but that’s my official status. 

I’m a few months from turning fifty and recently stepped down as the CEO of Montgomery Enterprises—the company I built from the ground up.

It was a big life decision.

Actually, it wasn’t. 

When Tina, my wife and mother of my children, died a few years ago, it shocked us all. It had broken my heart into tiny shards. Tina and I had plans to grow old together and do a million things. 

God, I have so many regrets.

During our life together, I worked long and hard while she raised our children. 

At the time, it seemed like a sound plan. Bella and the boys were our priority, and my company was thriving. In fact, it is now a billion-dollar empire that provides us the freedom to live a life that most people couldn’t fathom.

I don’t take it for granted, but I did take the time with my wife for granted and that is one thing money can’t buy.

Time.

Or time fucking travel.

Grief changes you. It’s turned me into a philosophical man, wondering if you can really live your life always worrying it may end. Or if those you love might never walk through the door again.

That would make you crazy.

I enjoyed every part of growing my company, seeing two of my adult sons step into it and thrive. It was as much a creative expression of myself as a financial success.

Would I swap it all to get Tina back?

One day I say yes.

Another, I would answer no.

The heart and brain are at a constant tug of war. Some days I feel numb, others I go about my life feeling happy and normal. Then guilt whacks me over the head.

I’m well aware my own life could be taken from me in an instant, and that can send me on a spiral now that I have tiny grandchildren who I want to see grow.

I also wish Tina was fucking here to see them.

Ah, my good friend, anger. It’s always close at hand, and there’s always something to be fucked off about when it comes to the loss that we all live with each day.

Or rather, she doesn’t live.

We were supposed to have forever.

Tina was the love of my life. The moment I met her and stared down into Bella’s, my stepdaughter’s eyes, I fell for them both. 

Then she blessed me with my sons Knox, Atlas, and Levi.

They’ve all got beautiful partners. Knox married Payton, and she recently gave birth to their son, Daxon. Atlas and Molly are pregnant with twins. Levi’s now engaged to Kaylee, his college sweetheart. 

Bella married Blake Dufort, and they have a daughter, Jamie, who looks so much like Tina.

She’s missed it all and I’ve had this weight on my shoulder to be both their mother and father. 

Fuck, it’s hard.

I celebrate with them. I tell them how proud I am. Then I climb into bed and the tears stream down my face.

Tina should still be here with me. With all of us. Beside me, grinning stupidly at each other at how proud we are for creating such wonderful little people.

Our offspring.

God, she would’ve loved to see Levi’s face when his name was called out in the NFL draft. Tina was the one who told me to let him play with that ball when I thought he should focus more on math.

“Not all our kids are going to end up in the boardroom with you, darling.”

She was right. 

While Levi’s team didn’t win the Super Bowl this year, I have no doubt in the years to come they will.

Montgomery’s always win after all.

The question is, who the hell am I now?

A father and grandfather, yes. A businessman with the majority shareholding in my company, who still attends every board meeting and is closely watching the CEO I put in place while Knox matures enough to take over.

He’s still a little mad with me for not automatically giving him the position, but he wasn’t ready. Also, I may have projected a little. I felt his focus should be on Payton and their little bundle of joy. I want to tell them to enjoy every second with their partners and forget their careers, but that’s not how I raised them. 

I can’t put my shit on them. They lost their mom too. I am not the only one grieving her.

In fact, I think they’re faring better than me.

It’s been over two years now and people have starting asking me about dating. 

Daring fuckers.

I clench my teeth and tap the indicator with my finger, turning the Bentley onto my road. The gate technology recognizes me and is open by the time I reach my mansion.

Dating.

Pfft.

Fuck that. I’m forty-nine and in great shape, so my doctor tells me. It’s obvious. I have a strong muscular body, all my hair and teeth, and go to the gym almost every day.

One of my daughters-in-law told me my salt-and-pepper hair and short beard is sexy. To which my children replied gross. 

Dating is just a topic I’m not happy discussing.

That doesn’t mean I’m not attracted to women. I am. Very. I was when I was married to Tina despite being unconditionally loyal to her.

My focus is on the kids.

Having someone else in our lives feels...wrong.

Not having Tina in our lives feels fucking wrong. When consciousness hits me in the morning, I no longer roll over and pull her against my chest, waiting for her sleepy groan, which always made me smile. I no longer slide her annoying silk sleep pants aside and slip my thick cock inside her.

And I no longer get to wait for her face to lift and lips to meet mine as I watch her come.

I can’t remember how many times we worried we might get a later in life surprise, but Levi was our last child.

I would’ve been happy. 

I love my children more than life.

Now, I wake up, roll onto my back, stare up at the ornate ceiling of my bedroom and wonder if today will be the day I feel ready to love again.

Or if I ever will.

After twenty-something years, I really doubt it’s possible to love again. Not in the way I did with Tina. I’ve surmised that it’s likely to be more of a companionship than true love.

Is that even what I want?

I park the Bentley and climb out, lifting my sunglasses onto my head.

“Afternoon sir,” Hank, my butler, says, stepping out of the front door and holding it open for me.

“Hank.” I nod at him then turn back to the driveway. “I thought Bella would be here already.”

“Mrs. Dufort, Bella, had to leave. Jamie was unwell, so she said she would message you,” he says. “It was very noisy.”

I laugh as I slap him on the shoulder. “Babies are noisy, Hank.”

They also fill the home with delicious joy, smelly diapers, and a whole bunch of washing. To be fair, I never dealt with much of that. We were able to hire help, and Tina was a hands-on mom.

I’m disappointed to not see my daughter, but Bella is an excellent mother, and I know she will have done right by Jamie.

I pull my phone out of my pocket and dial.

“Dad, I’m sorry.” Bella answers and I can barely hear her through the screaming.

“Is Blake home?” I stop walking.

“Yes. The doctor is on the way,” she says. “I’ll call you tomorrow.”

“Or if it's serious.” 

“Yes. Love you, Dad.” She hangs up.

I try not to worry or show the kids, but the thought of losing any of them is so much more pronounced now. 

Esmeralda greets me as I walk into the kitchen and drop my keys.

“Afternoon...or nearly evening, sir.” Esmeralda smiles.

“Looks like it’s just me tonight.” I tell her. “Jamie is unwell.”

“I heard.” Esmeralda grins. “Great lungs that kid has.”

I roll up the sleeves of my shirt and glance at my Rolex. It’s not even six but it’s cold outside, even for early February, and the board meeting dragged on today.

“I’ll have an early dinner. In the library, Esmeralda.”

“Certainly. I’ll bring it through in about ten minutes,” she replies.

Walking through the enormous house, I wonder for the hundredth time if I should sell it. The echoes of my wife are in every tile on the floor, on every painting on the wall. In the kids’ rooms. The living areas. In our bedroom.

Jesus, how could I date? 

How could I bring another woman home to our house or into our bed? I know for a fact I can’t. I have spent a sum total of one night with another woman since Tina died.

Penelope.

Beautiful Penelope.

We went to her house and spent hours pleasuring one another. It’s tormented me ever since.

I crave her body. I crave her mouth on my shaft again. I want to see those green eyes of hers pleading for release.

And I despise myself for all of it.
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PENELOPE
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“NO. TELL THEM IF THEY want accreditation from us, then they need to be audited.” I tell my farm manager. “What don’t they understand about certification?”

Jesus.

“They say they meet the government standards and that should be good enough.” Tucker shrugs.

I roll my eyes and adjust my laptop monitor. The glare from the floor to ceiling windows behind me is bad today. If I just pulled my blinds...but I’m too busy to even stand up and do that.

Stupid busy, I call it.

Running a non-profit organization is not for the fainthearted. We don’t have the budgets that corporations do which would allow us to hire a full team. So, we all work ten times harder.

I might be the CEO, but that doesn’t mean I do less work. Quite the opposite. 

Then there’re all the networking and events to make sure we get donations from key wealthy individuals and keep the door open to opportunities.

People do business with people, as my father once taught me.

He was right.

I don’t think he ever expected me to end up working for a non-profit, but it’s what my heart wants to do.

I’m fortunate to be able to choose it. I have a trust fund that allows me to make decisions other people may not be able to.

“Well, it’s not enough, Tucker. Consumers want to know their animals have been farmed humanely. That’s what the blue heart logo we provide them with for their packaging means. No audit. No logo.”

I feel like a stuck record.

“So tell them?” Tucker asks, scratching the back of his head.

Oh, my god.

Tucker is new, so I know he’s just looking for direction, but I am so busy and my patience is thin. 

“Yes. No. One of my team members will. But in the future, if someone stops you going on a farm, tell them they either get audited or they don’t. The end.”

“Got it. Okay.” Tucker nods, and when my marketing manager joins us, I let out a sigh of relief.

She understands how it works.

“Jenny, can you please give the owners at CluckaDale Farms a call? They refused to let Tucker on the farm today to be audited.”

She frowns. “They have to.”

I know!

I nod and stare at the email I’m trying to write. We’re lobbying the government for better conditions for farm animals—like many charities around the world are constantly doing—and I have to get this in by tomorrow.

I glance up when no one says anything, lifting my brow in question.

“Why do they even want accreditation if they don’t understand they need to be audited?” Jenny asks. 

I need her to take the lead on this.

I’m clearly not the person to ask. The farmers are.

Please go and do your jobs, people.

“Exactly.” I nod, tired. “Tucker went all the way out there today, only to be turned away. Please find out who originally spoke to them and make sure that our onboarding process is tighter.”

As in, there should’ve been no discussion because the expectations were made clear in the first place.

“Recommend you get payment first,” Tucker helpfully says. “I can’t not charge you. As much as I’d like to.”

All our auditors are contractors. Which means the longer he stands here, the more hours he’s going to put on our invoice.

I get it.

But I need to make sure this never happens again.

“Thanks, Tucker. We’ll call you when we have another audit to be booked. Jenny, can you please call the farm and sort this out?”

Part of me wants to tell CluckaDale to take a flying leap, but we do this to help the animals.

They have both layer hens and poultry chickens on their farm, and while I know their animal welfare is pretty good, there are changes that will need to be done to meet our standards—high welfare standards.

It’s likely why they don’t want to be audited.

The cost of farming is hurting everyone. 

But this is about quality of life for the animals and something I am very passionate about.

Once they meet the standards, which are basically a list of things like making sure the animals have enough water, food, shelter, and other things pertinent to that species, they can put our charity’s blue heart logo on their packaging. 

Then consumers can see it when they buy their eggs, chicken, meat, and other produce in the supermarket. Our marketing efforts educate them on what it means. That the logo indicates our auditors have been on the farm and approved them.

The animals lived a happy life.

No audit. No logo.

CluckaDale knows this, and it sounds like they’re just trying to skirt the process.

No way.

“See you next time, Penelope,” Tucker says, wandering off.

I lean back in my chair.

“He’s right. We should bill them first. I’ll find out who booked it,” Jenny says, rubbing her fingers along her chin. “The website is very clear.”

“Tighten the process,” I say, then push away from the desk and unplug my laptop from all the cords.

I’m not going to be able to focus today.

Tonight, I’m attending a networking event and Ward Montgomery is going to be there. The man I spent a scorching night with a few months ago.

He’s so emotionally unavailable I should’ve lost interest by now. Yet, every time I hear his name or speak to him, my body lights up like a Christmas tree.

The things he did to me...my god.

He might be eight years older than my forty-one years, but his body sure doesn’t show it. Ward has one of those powerful jawlines, well-defined abs, and towers over me with wide, confident shoulders.

This isn’t the first time we’ve seen each other since, and it won’t be the last. We dance around each other, his brooding stares burning me from across the room, his deep whisky-sounding voice sending shivers through me when he’s nearby. 

I shudder now in anticipation.

“I’m going to work from home, then head to the event from there,” I tell Jenny.

“Okay, have fun. I’ll sort out the CluckaDales.” She disappears and leaves me to my thoughts. 

I don’t know why I can’t move on from the sexy billionaire. Well, apart from the fact I’ve never orgasmed so hard in my life. 

Do I want another night with him?

When I learned that his wife had died years before, it explained why he ghosted me after our night together. If that makes me sound clingy, I make no apologies. I’m not a one-night type of woman. 
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