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“Ready, Mr. Winters?” the producer asks from the doorway.

The makeup person whips off the cape, brushes the fine fabric on my Tom Ford blazer shoulders, glances at me one more time in the mirror and nods at me.

“Yes.” I swivel in my chair and stand while smoothing my pants. 

Claire, the producer, smiles, her cheeks warming—a sign of attraction—but I ignore it. I own the Obsidian Club, New York’s most exclusive sex club, so it takes more than a woman blushing in my presence to get my cock hard. 

A lot more.

Everything works fine downstairs, for the record. I just see a lot of tits and pussy.

“Follow me.” Claire flicks her hair, gives me a coy smile and walks out into the hallway, swaying her hips, and I follow her towards the studio.

The studio where the show is being filmed. 

I haven’t told the guys about this, but when they hear they’ll have a field day. The guys being Zander, Drew, Sebastian, and Mason. My best friends since college. Harvard. We’re all enormously successful and have net worths in the billions, so it’s not unusual for us to be quoted by the media. 

This is different.

This is a reality TV show.

Today I’m a guest judge on The Venture Vault and have had makeup applied to my face. That makes me a prime target for their ribbing.

They can try.

So the fuckers can find out like everyone else when I post the teaser on my social media.

The Venture Vault is a show where five judges sit on a panel while young entrepreneurs present their business plans and ask for investment—aka money—from the judges. 

I had to front a few mil when I was invited. It was a last-minute request after one of their regular judges fell sick and couldn’t drag his rich ass into the studio.

Something about being contagious. 

What’s in it for me, you wonder? 

Handing out a few million just because I have it isn’t something I do often. That’s bad business. Occasionally, I mentor individuals, and this show is something I enjoy watching.

So, I said yes.

It seemed fun. And fun is one of my core principles. Ask my stuck-up father who paid for Harvard and is still devastated I left and opened a bar. Then... insert gasp... a fucking sex club.

Although he’s somewhat ignorant of the latter.

The fact I demand six-figure membership fees didn’t impress him either.

Then again, both he and Mom are anesthesiologists.

“No offense, Daddio, but I think people have more fun at my workplace than yours.” I popped a cherry tomato into my mouth and grinned the night I told him a little about what I’d created.

The other investments in my portfolio are no one’s business.

“Chew with your mouth closed,” my mother replied, shaking her head. “And stop calling him that. You’re a grown man now.”

“Only in shoe size.” 

And my cock, but yeah, I wasn’t saying that out loud. I might be cheeky, but I’m not stupid. In fact, I have above average intelligence. I think that’s why I like doing things off the beaten track. I get bored.

Life is so...predictable. 

Anyway, I was twenty-five at the time that conversation took place. Now I don’t indulge them. My business is my business. 

That doesn’t mean the old man keeps his mouth shut about his investment in my future and how I could have done more.

“I have nine figures in the bank, pops. Think I’ll be fine.”

“It’s about more than just money, Colt.”

Exactly.

I enjoyed investing funds, mentoring other people, owning a bar and restaurant...and sex club. It offered fun, variety and...a lot of pussy.

“Mr. Winters, we’ll have you come over here.” Claire guides me past the cameras, and my smile widens when I see a familiar face.

“Colt.” George stands and shakes my hand. “Good to see you.”

George was one of the top real estate agents in the country before starting his own company and disrupting the market. Now he holds the top spot with a TV show and an enormous merchandise line.

I bought my penthouse from him eight years ago, and we occasionally see each other at events. 

“Ready to give my team another sale?”

No.

I love my penthouse. I might never move.

“Do you ever stop selling?” I laugh, then get introduced to Hank, the creator of the show and another judge. 

He was a hedge fund investor, blah, blah. Pitched the idea to the network, and it’s been running for three years.

Glancing to my left, I wink at Daniella Dell, the beautiful brunette who is seated in one of the five plush leather seats we’ll be filmed in. She owns a Forbes 500 company that sells luxury goods and is a regular judge.  

We slept together once, and without question, I know she’d drop her thousand-dollar panties and let me fuck her right now—cameras running—if I gave her the word.

“Colt.” She smiles demurely.

George glances between us, giving me one of those almost imperceptible looks which says bro, you’ve had your face between her legs, haven’t you.

Then I spot Zade, surprised to see him. 

“I didn’t know you were on the show.”

“I’m a guest judge tonight, also.” Zade clasps my shoulder, despite me having a couple of inches on him. “How ya been?”

“Great. Haven’t seen you at the club lately.” My words are spoken low after glancing around. One thing Obsidian Club offers is complete discretion.

He lifts his hand displaying a gold band and I almost, almost, roll my fucking eyes.

“Married.”

Jesus. 

Zade might not be in my inner circle, but it feels like everyone around my age is starting to shack up. Guess that happens when you hit thirty-four. Sebastian is marrying Emily, his former PA, in a few weeks, so it’s pretty close to home now.

“Must be something in the New York water.” I chuckle.

“Gentlemen.” 

We’re directed to take our seats, and Zade and I promise to catch up soon. 

I doubt I’ll be seeing him back at the club unless Mrs. Zade has some kinks. Could happen.

We’re given a list of the contestants and information about their companies, including the entirety of their financials. Which we were also emailed a few days in advance to review. Like any investor, we aren’t going to be handing out cash without knowing all we need to know.  

We’ll ask about these during the show, as if we didn’t know a thing, for the audience’s sake.

Most are doing well, or better than well, and a couple are inexperienced...with interesting products.

Like the tone-deaf singers on the music reality shows, this is to add some color and entertainment to The Venture Vault.

It gives the snack-munching-sofa-surfers who think they’re business experts something to engage with. 

I love a good snack in front of the screen myself, but you don’t get abs—or keep them—by doing that every night. Plus, it wouldn’t be a good look if the owner of an erotic club was walking around with a beer gut. 

I shudder at the thought of no longer being able to see my cock. Not sure it would attract the kind of women I’m after either.

Those who enjoy sucking said cock.

Then leave.

“Everyone ready?” our blushing producer asks, her eyes flicking to me.

I wink at her in answer, and Daniella rolls her eyes. Rubbing my hand over my mouth to stifle my smirk, I get a little stiffy.

This is fun.

The cameras roll, and we’re introduced one by one. A brief but very complimentary bio on each of us shared by the presenter of the show.

My ego triples in size. 

I stick with the wink theme I have going on, giving the audience back home one. The media will love it, and it’ll piss Sebastian off. 

Because he will watch. 

He just won’t ever admit it.

One by one, the contestants present to us and the camera, and I find myself enjoying it even more than I expected. I pass on business tips, offer four-hundred thousand of my million-dollar budget to two of them, then settle in for the next person.

I wasn’t prepared.

I really wasn’t.

Did I mention that those contestants who are here for purely entertainment purposes have not been shared with us in advance. 

I’m about to realize why.

Jane walks on stage wearing long striped socks up to her knees, a denim skirt with overall straps, and long mousy blonde hair. She’s not much older than twenty-two at a pinch.

Glancing behind her, I’m confused at what I’m seeing.

A toilet?

“Hi, Jane,” Daniella says. “What do you have for us today?”

With her arms spread wide, as if she’s about to start a Broadway musical, Jane begins. “Meet the WEE-WEE!”

Silence.

It continues until a slight awkwardness sets in. 

I consider saving Jane with a joke or even a bunch of money, but she wore those godawful rainbow socks that are assaulting my eyeballs, so she’s on her own.

I also don’t know what we’re looking at here. 

The image of a toilet with a big red X crossed over it, along with images of a contraption even the kinkiest at my club would have trouble working out are displayed on large banners.

Zade and I share a baffled look. 

Like him, I don’t know whether to laugh or hide behind my chair.

“Tell us about how Wee-Wee works,” Hank says with a straight face, and I realize he’s a better man than me.

“Well,” Jane starts, striding over to the table where she has her packaged products displayed. “Many women today are choosing blue-collar trades as a career choice, and...” she clears her throat. “Unlike men, they can’t just duck into the bushes while on a job.”

That’s why we have porta potties, Jane.

She leans forward and whispers. “For a pee.”

Oh, boy.

Jane pulls the contraption out of the box, and I start to get nervous for her. 

Meanwhile Daniella leans forward, her brows bunched. “Is that...?” 

Jane nods emphatically. “Yes. A portable female urinal.”

Oh god.

Daniella, always the lady—except that night with me—relaxes back into her seat. “How...interesting.”

It’s not.

It’s horrible.

Also, if I’m going to do this show again, I’m going to need a lip-chap budget. The number of times I’ve rubbed my mouth to cover my smirks and sins is...let’s just say, I need lubricant. Making this job not dissimilar to my other one.

No woman in her right mind would use one of these painful-looking units. I’m almost certain it would require a contortionist to use.

Which has me thinking.

And because my fellow judges and the crew are a little on edge, I decide to up the ante.

“How does it work?”

Zade chokes as he sips his water and it goes spraying out in front of him. Claire shuffles awkwardly on her feet and gives me a dark look.

“Oh, well, I have a video.” Jane chirps.

Of course she does. 

I couldn’t be more delighted.

“Did we know this?” Claire asks an octave higher than normal.

“Have we vetted the video?” Hank steps in.

As the production crew pause filming and start bustling around, I cross my legs and tap my feet with glee, shooting a grin at my fellow judges.

This is the most fun I’ve had in ages.

I hope Jane demonstrates it.
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RILEY

A few weeks later
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Glancing around the yard, I rub my forearm over my forehead, wiping away the sweat. It’s the middle of summer and hot as fuck. Still, this is Melbourne, Australia, and at any point it could rain or turn cold. Just because it wants to. 

I swear I should move to Sydney where the weather is more stable. We have better shopping, though, in my opinion. 

Plus, everyone I love is here.

I glance down at my long shorts covered in dust, my knees with little stones indented in them, and my socks and boots. 

Yeah, I’m not exactly a fashionista.

Still, my team would probably be surprised to find I’m wearing sexy lingerie underneath. 

It’s my little secret.

Everyone thinks I’m a bit of a tomboy because I chose to be a landscaper instead of, I dunno, a PA or marketer or nurse.

It’s only at work that I get that look. 

After hours, I’m just a normal twenty-eight-year-old. Although my red curls are long and hard to manage, so I wear them up in a messy bun ninety-nine percent of the time. My toes are always painted pink, and when I’m not with my friends and family, I’m probably buying more lingerie online.

But yeah, at work, I have boots on and mud on my shins. You see, I’m the owner of Garden of Riley, a landscaping business.

It’s not some multinational...yet.. and we only service a few of the inner suburbs in Melbourne, but I’m very proud of myself.

And I love what I do.

I employ seven guys, and I’ve purchased my own home—no mean feat for a single person in this part of the world where house prices are enormously out of proportion and interest rates insane. 

I’ll be honest, it keeps me up at night worrying about the economy, how I’ll keep the business afloat, pay my team, get more customers, pay my mortgage...just like all of us.

“Looks good.” Jeb sidles up, pulling off his gloves.

“Yeah, it does.” 

We both take in the planting we did today. It’s a mix of native and tropical plants the customer wanted dotted along the fence line and on the bank which leads down to a river.

She also wanted a water feature and a small path which leads to a cute wooden garden sofa. We were able to get it all done this week.

I whip out my camera and start taking photos for the website and client. Not that she and her husband won’t see it when they get home, but adding a before or after to invoices speeds up the payment process. 

It’s a little trick I tried, and it worked.

“Boys and I are taking off.” Jeb thumbs over his shoulder. 

“Make sure you take all the rubbish. Do a second look over. I want it perfect.”

“Yeah, yeah.” He grins.

I lift a brow, emphasizing that I’m serious. I learned in the beginning to keep a fine line between employee and employer. It’s difficult to have those tough conversations when someone doesn’t respect you as their boss.

That’s who I am. I’m the one who transfers their pay from my bank account to theirs each week.

I am the boss.

Plus, the buck stops with me. Customers will ask for discounts on the smallest of things. Rubbish being left included. So it’s me who has to go back and remedy it...or pay one of my team to do it, which cuts into profits.

Profits pay their salaries.

It’s the circle of life.

And I’m not exactly plush. That profit has to keep the website going to attract customers, pay for the equipment, materials up front, holiday pay, and so on.

Money doesn’t grow on trees.

Ensuring I’m successful is important to me. My father is the CEO of one of Australia’s biggest telecommunications organizations, and he thinks my career choice is lacking long-term vision.

“Listen, I think it’s admirable that you took your love of working in the garden with grandma and turned it into a little company, but unless you either get an investor—and it’s not your mom or I—so you can expand, you’re going to be working hard all your life.” Dad said to me a few years ago when he realized I wasn’t going to give up on the idea.

It wasn’t the first time he’d told me the business was a bad idea. That day his comments hit me hard, and I pushed back.

“I don’t need an investor.”

“Okay, Riley, then what are you going to do when you have kids?”

“I’ll work that out when it happens.”

The glance between my parents grated at my nerves.

“And when you’re in your forties and fifties, ready to slow down? There’s no scale plan in what you’re doing. It’s physical hard work,” Dad continued.

As if I didn’t know. Some days we worked six days a week. The demand was there, but Dad was right in some ways. I was scared to scale. That involved buying more equipment, hiring more people... It was scary.

Especially when I needed to pay my mortgage.

“So, you think I should just get a job? Work for someone else?” I huffed.

“It’s not a prison sentence, Riley. There are great perks to working for someone else. Four weeks holiday. You don’t work on weekends. Retirement.”

“Dad is right,” Mom had chimed in. “You’re constantly stressed and have less time to enjoy in your private life than your friends.”

“I love what I do! How many people can say that?”

Dad rolled his eyes while Mom said. “You’re young. You should be out dating, shopping, partying.”

“I hate shopping.”

That wasn’t true. I shopped online mostly, like most people my age, but I felt like being argumentative.

It hurt that they weren’t being supportive.

Still, I had enough commercial nous to understand what my father was saying, but it was his mother, my grandma, who I’d spent hours in the garden. Who told me to follow my passion. That I could do anything I dreamed.

I had.

And I was proud.

My parents weren’t my only critics. Being a woman in a man’s world took courage to face the questions and judgement. Not just in the beginning, but every day.

Maybe that was why I had two drawers full of pretty, sexy lingerie. While I had dirt under my nails, I could feel the lace against my skin.

It was the balance I needed to still feel feminine.

Landscaping was a hands-on and creative job, even if Dad referred to it as ‘digging around in the dirt.’

Sometimes I wonder if he was adopted. My grandma had been so much more open-minded.

I think, like all of us, I was going to marry Simon. We’d met when I was doing my landscaping degree, and I don’t think anyone thought I’d start my own company.

Simon had helped me to buy my truck and loved my dress style, which consisted of Roxy cut-off jeans, canvas sneakers, boyfriend jeans, and bikinis in the summer.

He told me I was sexy.

I just wore what I wore. 

I knew I wasn’t exactly cut out for one of those polished office jobs. I can’t imagine being glued to a desk eight hours a day and having to wear suits and fancy dresses.

Then, when I donned my first pair of work boots, which were a health and safety requirement, his tone changed. “Babe, you’re not one of the guys. It looks like you’re going to work on a building site.”

“I am. But outside in the garden. I have to wear them.” 

“Well, at least I don’t have to worry about anyone hitting on you.”

Ouch.

I guess coming home covered in dirt and plants, tired and grumpy as I was learning to manage customers and employees, Simon lost interest.

Which explains why he cheated.

Apparently. He told me it was my fault, that sexy panties didn’t make up for a woman dressing like a guy much of the time. He wanted a feminine woman.

“Then why didn’t you tell me how you felt? Or end our relationship? Instead, you sneak around with your friend's sister. That’s disgusting, Simon.”

“Disgusting is you not sucking my cock for two months, Riley.” 

My mouth had fallen open.

Not in offer to remedy but because I couldn’t believe what a jerk he was being.

“Are you serious?”

“Two. Months.” He gripped his dick over his jeans. “I’m a red-blooded man. I have needs.”

“Yeah, well, I’m going to need you to pack your things and leave.” I’d turned from him, angry tears threatening to slide down my face.

Fuck him.

It had been years since I’d dated after watching Simon drive away. Well, that’s not entirely true. I thought dating someone in the industry would remedy Simon’s sexist comments. 

James, a concrete layer, asked me out. I said yes. Mostly because he had these muscular shoulders I was eager to get my hands on. 

Wasn’t worth it in the end.

James literally licked his lips when he saw me in my white lacy teddy and whipped out his phone. He took a couple of photos and said he wanted them to enjoy privately.

I should have been smarter.

I took it as a compliment after Simon, the jerk.

Well, a few days later, I found out James had shared the photos around. I was horrified. It was one of my employees who told me.

I had no one to blame but myself.

And I didn’t feel like I could trust any man.

So I stopped dating.

I grab my gloves, water bottle, and the wheelbarrow, then head out to the truck, which has Garden of Riley sign written along the side. Tossing everything in, I climb into the cab and start the engine, preparing myself for the late afternoon Melbourne traffic.

I select a podcast on my phone, groaning when an advert immediately pops up. “Bloody ads.” I wait the long five seconds, but something catches my eye.

Wow.

I stare at the gorgeous man winking at the camera and wonder who he is.

“Christ, you’re hot.”

The ad is promoting a US TV show I watch, The Venture Vault. The judges are angel investors who help small businesses. I love it but haven’t seen this man before.

The camera shoots back to him as he rubs a hand over his mouth, covering a grin. On his hand is a black ring, and I swear I spot a tattoo.

Sexy.

Then I see it. The leather on his wrist. If the camera hadn’t zeroed in, I would never have spotted it. There’s something rebellious about the piece of jewelry that says he’s far more than a rich guy in a suit.

I can’t look away.

I let the ad play and wonder again who the dark-haired man in the suit, which likely costs the same as my monthly mortgage payments, is. The sparkle in his eyes tells me he’s a bad boy.

God, what I wouldn’t do have his clearly ripped body on top of mine. It’s been a couple of years, and I swear I have cobwebs down there. 

“Who are you, hottie?” I ask out loud as I turn on the air.

As if on cue, the voice-over says, “With guest judge Colt Winters.”

Colt Winters.

A shiver rushes through me, which is strange because he lives on the opposite side of the globe and will never know I exist.
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“You still wearing that thing?” Mason asks as I roll up my sleeves to the top of my forearm. He sends a pointed look to the leather strap around my wrist. 

“He’s never taken it off.” Drew sips his coffee.

“Nope. Don’t you have yours?” I ask my friends. 

“Mine is in a box along with all our other mementos from that trip with Jack,” Sebastian replies, diving into his meal. “I guess it’s in one of my storage cupboards.”

Zander lifts a shoulder.

I have never taken mine off. It’s my way of honoring our late friend, Jack, and knowing he’s still with us in some way. 

My promise to him that I won’t forget him.

“Anyway, are we going to discuss the elephant in the room?” Drew grins.

Here we go.

“Get it off your chests.” I lift the menu, hoping my four best friends sitting around me will do so quickly.

They don’t.

Clearly, they’ve seen the advert for The Venture Vault as I knew they would and are going to enjoy every moment of this.

Zander takes his turn. “That pink blush really brought out your green eye—”

“The fact that you know I have green eyes is just one step away from wanting to suck my cock.” I lower the menu and glower at him.

The entire table bursts into laughter. 

The motherfuckers.

“Are you going to run for president in a few years? I want to clear my schedule.” Sebastian grins, loving this.

I drop the menu and wave my hand out in front of me. “Blah, blah, I’m on The Venture Vault. I’m a star now. Whatever.”

“Let me state for the record...” Zander sips his coffee. “I do not want your dick anywhere near my mouth, and we’ve known each other for over ten years. Of course I know your eye color.”

“What are mine?” We all turn, and Mason has his eyes closed.

“Blue,” Sebastian says dryly. 

“Weird that you knew.” Mason opens his eyes and flutters his eyelashes. “I’ll warn Emily.”

“I also noticed you had a fucking nose. Get over it.” Sebastian shakes his head. “By the way, how’s Lexi?” 

Mason starts shaking his head. “She’s a problem, that’s what she is.”

They’ve fucked. Obviously.

Lexi is Mason’s PA and Emily’s best friend. 

I picked up on it at Sebastian and Emily’s engagement party. Mason dragged her away from a friend of ours who was paying attention, clearly staking a claim on her.

Lexi was having none of it.

But she’s hot for him, so I don’t know what he’d done to piss her off.

“That happens when you’re naughty with your employees,” I snort. 

Trust me, I keep a solid line between me and mine. Owning a sex club means you need to be extra vigilant around topics of consent and power.

As Mason starts ranting about how professional he is, Drew turns to me. “I want to hear more about The Venture Vault. How did that happen?”

It hasn’t aired yet. 

An advertisement has been playing across digital channels, and it’s a doozy. Featuring the lovely Jane and her Wee Wee product line.

I’m not surprised.

It’s going to have people tuning in to see that shitshow of a moment.

“I know the director of the production company. I owed him a favor.” I sip my coffee. “Took up more time than I’d factored, but overall, it was fun.”

My meal arrives. I arrived late, so the others are nearly finished.

“Certainly different from your day to day.” Drew, a finance tycoon, laughs. 

He’s usually managing aggressive takeovers and high-risk investments, so our jobs are very different. That is, when I’m not playing the stock market, which I do more than my buddies know.

Not that it’s a secret, but it makes for boring breakfast banter.

“I don’t hear you complaining on Friday nights when Tegan sits on your lap,” I tease.

“And you never will. That girl knows how to sit very well.” Drew chuckles.

“So, is this your foray into Hollywood, or was that a one and done?” Zander asks, entering the conversation. “Not sure I can deal seeing your ugly mug in my action films. Please, no.”

Mason chokes on his coffee and spits it down the front of himself. “Fuck, Zander. Save your one-liners until I’ve swallowed.” 

“That’s what she said.” Zander smirks as Mason starts dabbing at his Armani shirt.

Sebastian and I share a look, laughing.

This is why these weekly catch ups are important. My boys keep me grounded, and we have a lot of fun. Even if we do roast each other frequently. 

With busy lives like ours, it’s easy to let weeks go by. I see it with other people. We’ve always made our friendships a priority. Hence the regular breakfast dates.

“After what he said to that poor wee-wee girl, I doubt Hollywood is going to come knocking,” Sebastian says.

“What?” I feign shock, slapping my hand on my chest. “I just told her the truth.”

A bunch of eyebrows lift along with a mix of groans.

“Oh, come on! What woman in their right mind is going to shove a contraption like that between their legs and urinate in public?”

I know women. 

I own a damn sex club. 

The people who work for me are arguably some of the most liberal, open-minded women in the country.

And anyway, all I did was ask how it worked. 

That seems to have the internet all up in arms.

Wait until they see what happens next. When Jane plays her video, leaving all five judges perplexed and lost for words. 

Even me.

Then...then (!!) she asked if we wanted her to demonstrate.

I said yes.

Daniella lost her mind, climbing to her feet to stop Jane.

Fuck, it was hilarious.

But then we had to give Jane feedback. So, holding back my tears, I had to say the line that has now gone viral. “Jane, nobody is going pee pee in your Wee Wee.” 

“I thought it was good.” I smirk at my friends.

Jane was crushed, and her little face added to the fifteen second clip. 

I’m the bad guy, whatever.

I did feel a little mean, but in ten years she’ll thank me when she realizes I stopped her from wasting her money. And time. 

Daniella leaped to save the girl's pride and is funding her project.

Idiot.

I’m almost certain it was an act of personal vengeance. Apparently dressing and telling her my driver was waiting after multiple orgasms was not how she saw our night ending.

Well, if she thought she was going to tie me down, then it’s on her if she wants to fund a stupid vagina potty.

Still, I will admit, Jane and her invention got me more attention than I was prepared for after the show.

Since then, one of the biggest names in reality TV production called me yesterday and invited me to be on another show.

One I would never have dreamed I’d consider.

“Are you serious?”

“Deadly. Think about it. We do a huge amount of research into the contestants, and all you have to do is show up and decide which one you like,” Todd Baker said.

It was such an out-of-body experience discussing it. I haven’t mentioned it to a single soul.

Not my friends.

Not my family. 

Even meeting with him was a strange choice, but curiosity killed the cat and all that.

“This is season five of The Final Rose—Manhattan.” Todd added, “I want you to be our Bachelor.”

I’d never even watched an entire episode. Sure, I’ve flicked past the show while surfing and got caught up in a scene where the guy was kissing one girl then on a date with another. 

Lucky guy, I’d thought.

Until you realize he’s being followed around by cameras, and it’s broadcast out to the world.

So why did I meet with him? I still don’t know.

“Thanks Todd. I’m flattered, but it’s not my thing.”

He didn’t accept my response and told me to think about it.

“I think you’d be amazing, Colt. You’re in the prime of your life, unmarried, extremely wealthy and good looking.”

Keep talking.

“Our show has matched over seven happy couples during its run, and all of them have remained married.” 

Blink.

“Really?”

“Yes. From athletes to entrepreneurs. Each of them not able to find the time to date as many women as you do in this high-speed show, and with the ability to investigate everything about them...without offense.”

My brows had lifted.

“It’s for the show and its reputation,” Todd had said, lifting his glass to his lips, holding my gaze. “But for a man like you, it gives a lot of reassurance, wouldn’t you say?”

Yeah, it would.

I couldn’t argue with that.

Not after what I had in life. Watching my friend Jack marry a woman who killed him and stole his family's wealth.

Sebastian had been lucky with Emily, but would the rest of us?

“Tell me more.” 

He did, going into detail about their research team, who have legal contracts with all the women and access to everything about them. Everything. 

“But there is a commitment required at the end of the show. There is a ceremony.”

“A fake one.” I spun my glass on the table.

“No, it’s a legally binding ceremony,” he shared.

Nope.

I was not marrying a woman I met on a TV show.

“Sorry, Todd, no can do. I have some confidential business dealings I can’t divulge and, fuck, marrying one of them...no. Shit no. I’m not your guy.”

“Think on it.”

“Who else do you have lined up?”

“That’s confidential. But yes, we do have a couple of bachelors we’re talking to. You’re our preference.”

I rubbed my forehead and glanced mindlessly around the restaurant. The Final Rose Manhattan. I was not seriously considering it, was I?

I’d never fall in love with a contestant with cameras around. And not fucking them until a certain stage? I almost laughed out loud at the concept.

“No,” I said firmly.

“I’ll call you in a week,” Todd replied. “We have time to sort out contracts, wardrobe and PR if you can give me an answer then.”

This guy was a hound dog, and I respected him for it. 

“You’ll get the same answer.”

“We’ll see. My team will send you more information to read through, along with the social profiles of our previous happy couples.”

He’d left me sitting at the table alone, feeling a raft of emotions. 

There was no way I was doing it.

My mother would be horrified, for one.

Plus, I wasn’t some sad, unmarried bachelor living in the Big Apple. 

Todd was right about a few things: I’m handsome as fuck, almost have a six-pack, am a billionaire four times over, and have dozens of gorgeous women on speed dial.

I could have a date every night of the week, but instead I own a sex club and can just fuck one of them there without flowers or having to buy them dinner.

Pretty sure I have more orgasms than the average man every week because, as Mason likes to say, I have pussy on tap.

But.

With Sebastian getting married, it has stirred something within me. The five of us pledged after Harvard not to marry unless we found true love. 

Seb has with Emily. 

I wasn’t as affected by the death of our friend Jack just after college. He married Sandy, an obsidian viper who suddenly showed an interest in him when he inherited an insane amount of money. No prenup. Sadly, although we have no proof, we believe she murdered him. 

To make sure we never forget, and one day destroy her, we’ve all incorporated Obsidian into our company names. 

The Obsidian Club is mine. Sebastian, with Remington Obsidian Holdings. Mason owns Obsidian Nexus Technologies. Drew has Obsidian Capital, which also belongs to Drew and Zander, with Obsidian and Partners—his law firm.

Does she know?

“You’re a black snake, Sandy. We will be watching you,” Mason said the day of Jack’s funeral as we held him back.

She wiped an invisible tear from her eye and then she showed us a glimpse of truth when the corners of her lips turned up. 

A flash, and then it was gone. 

After leaving the restaurant that I’d met Todd at, I’d headed back to my penthouse and strode through the vast space. Upstairs in my master suit, I had stopped in front of the mirror and shaken my head.

Was I insane?

“Do I want a wife?”

The reality is, I am considering it.
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