



Taylor Morgan TM

The billionaire clause  a contracted hearts romance









                    
                    
UUID: 22ac4571-693b-441d-8649-87fc5e99da39

This ebook was created with StreetLib Write

https://writeapp.io








    
    Table of contents


	
The Billionaire Clause: A Contracted Hearts Romance



	
Taylor Morgan TM



	
Chapters



	
Chapter 1 – The Day Everything Unraveled



	
Chapter 5 – The First Public Lie



	
Chapter 10 – The Weight of Old Scars






landmarks


	
Title page



	
Table of contents



	
Book start






        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        The Billionaire Clause: A Contracted Hearts Romance
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 















 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Taylor Morgan TM
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapters
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    



 










 










 









  

    
The
    Day Everything Unraveled
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Man Behind the Glass Office
    


    
  










  

    
A
    Contract I Never Wanted
    


    
  










  

    
Terms,
    Conditions, and Boundaries
    


    
  










  

    
The
    First Public Lie
    


    
  










  

    
When
    Pretending Feels Real
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Price of Vulnerability
    


    
  










  

    
Whispers
    in the Boardroom
    


    
  










  

    
Lines
    That Shouldn’t Be Crossed
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Weight of Old Scars
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Cost of Walking Away
    


    
  










  

    
A
    Deal on the Brink
    


    
  










  

    
The
    Truth We Can’t Ignore
    


    
  










  

    
When
    the Contract Expires
    


    
  










  

    
Choosing
    More Than Safety
  





 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 










 








                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                    
                        Chapter 1 – The Day Everything Unraveled
                    

                    
                    
                

                
                
                    
                    
                    

 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 







  
The
  day my life fell apart didn’t arrive with thunder or drama.
  



  It came quietly, dressed like an ordinary Tuesday.




  
I
  woke up to the familiar hum of traffic outside my apartment
  window,
  the pale morning light sliding across the ceiling. For a few
  seconds,
  I stayed still, listening to the city breathe. Cars. Distant
  sirens.
  Someone laughing on the street below. The world was moving
  forward,
  unaware that mine was about to stop.




  
I
  reached for my phone on the nightstand.




  
Six
  missed calls.
  


   Three from my mother.
  


   Two from the
  hospital.
  


   One from a number I didn’t recognize.




  
My
  chest tightened.




  
I
  sat up too fast, dizziness washing over me. The room felt smaller
  than usual, as if the walls had shifted closer during the night.
  My
  phone vibrated again in my hand.



“

  
Hello?”
  My voice sounded thin, unfamiliar even to me.



“

  
Ms.
  Carter?” The voice on the other end was professional, careful.
  “This is St. Elora Medical Center. We’ve been trying to reach you
  regarding your father’s treatment plan.”




  
The
  words that followed blurred together—procedures, extended care,
  complications. All I heard was the cost. The number landed like a
  physical blow, knocking the breath from my lungs.



“

  
I…
  I don’t have that kind of money,” I whispered.




  
There
  was a pause. A soft sigh, almost apologetic. “We’ll send you the
  details by email. Please contact our billing department to
  discuss
  options.”




  
The
  call ended.




  
The
  room felt too quiet.




  
I
  stared at the wall, my thoughts colliding into each other. My
  father’s illness had been unpredictable from the beginning, but I
  had convinced myself we would manage. I had a job. I had
  stability. I
  had a plan.




  
Or
  at least, I thought I did.




  
My
  phone buzzed again. This time, it was my fiancé.



“

  
Hey,”
  I said, forcing warmth into my voice. “I was about to call
  you.”




  
There
  was silence on the other end—longer than comfortable.



“

  
We
  need to talk,” he finally said.




  
Those
  four words never bring good news.



“

  
I’m
  running late for work,” I replied, suddenly aware of the clock.
  “Can we talk later?”



“

  
No,”
  he said. “It can’t wait.”




  
The
  edge in his voice made my stomach twist.




  
We
  met in the small café near my office. The one where the barista
  knew
  my order and the tables wobbled if you leaned too hard. It had
  always
  felt safe. Neutral. Now it felt like a stage set for a breakup
  scene
  I hadn’t auditioned for.




  
He
  didn’t look at me when I sat down.



“

  
I
  met someone,” he said.




  
The
  sentence hung between us.



“

  
I
  didn’t plan it,” he continued. “It just… happened.”




  
My
  hands curled around the coffee cup, heat seeping into my palms.
  “We’re engaged,” I said quietly.



“

  
I
  know.”




  
That
  was all he offered. No apology. No regret. Just a flat
  acknowledgment
  of the fact we had planned a future he no longer wanted.



“

  
I’m
  moving out,” he added. “I already packed some things.”




  
The
  café noise rushed in—clinking cups, low conversations, the hiss
  of
  the espresso machine. Everything felt distant, unreal, like I was
  underwater and the world was happening somewhere above me.




  
I
  nodded because crying in public felt like a defeat I wasn’t ready
  for.




  
By
  the time I reached my office building, my chest felt hollow. The
  elevator ride to the twenty-third floor passed in silence, my
  reflection in the mirrored walls looking back at me with eyes
  that
  seemed older than they had been that morning.




  
At
  my desk, my inbox was full.




  
Most
  of it was routine. Internal memos. Deadlines. A meeting
  reminder.




  
And
  then the email that changed everything.




  
Subject:
  Organizational Restructuring




  
I
  opened it with the detached curiosity of someone who assumes bad
  news
  always belongs to someone else.




  
It
  didn’t.




  
My
  position had been “eliminated.”
  


   The wording was polite.
  Corporate. Final.




  
I
  stared at the screen until the letters blurred. The job I had
  relied
  on to carry me through my father’s illness, through my own
  uncertain future, was gone in a single paragraph.




  
Three
  hours later, I was standing on the sidewalk outside the building,
  a
  small box of personal belongings pressed against my chest. A
  stapler.
  A photo of my parents when they were younger. A notebook filled
  with
  ideas no one would ever read.




  
The
  city moved around me, indifferent. People hurried past, talking
  into
  phones, stepping around me like I was just another obstacle on
  the
  pavement.




  
I
  didn’t cry.




  
Not
  yet.




  
I
  walked until my legs burned and my thoughts slowed to a dull
  ache. My
  phone buzzed again. My mother this time.



“

  
Sweetheart,”
  she said, her voice tight with worry. “The landlord called. He
  said
  your fiancé came by and cleared his name off the lease.”




  
The
  words landed slowly, each one sinking deeper than the
  last.



“

  
I’ll
  figure something out,” I said, even though I had no idea
  how.




  
When
  I reached my apartment, half of the closet was empty. His books
  were
  gone. His shoes. The quiet he left behind felt louder than any
  argument we’d ever had.




  
I
  sank onto the edge of the bed and finally let myself
  breathe.




  
This
  wasn’t just a bad day.
  


   This was a collapse.




  
My
  phone lit up with a notification. An email from an unfamiliar
  address.




  
Subject:
  Temporary Contract Opportunity – Blackwood Holdings




  
I
  almost ignored it. Another corporate message in a day full of
  them.
  But something about the name caught my eye.




  
Blackwood
  Holdings was legendary in financial circles. Untouchable.
  Powerful.
  The kind of company people whispered about in hallways.




  
I
  opened the email.




  
It
  was brief. Formal. A temporary communications contract.
  High-pressure
  environment. Immediate start.




  
The
  timing felt cruel. Almost mocking.




  
Still,
  I stared at the screen, my heart beating a little faster.




  
I
  had lost my job.
  


   I had lost my relationship.
  


   I was on the
  edge of losing my home.




  
The
  city outside my window hummed with life, unaware that I was
  standing
  at the beginning of something I didn’t understand yet.




  
I
  closed my eyes and exhaled slowly.




  
Maybe
  the day everything unraveled wasn’t the end.




  
Maybe
  it was the first crack in a life that needed breaking before it
  could
  be rebuilt.
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The
  cameras found us before the champagne did.




  
Flashes
  erupted as soon as we stepped onto the red carpet outside the
  charity
  hall, the night air filled with sharp clicks and murmured
  speculation. My hand rested lightly on Elliot’s arm, exactly as
  rehearsed. Not too close. Not too distant. The space between us
  was
  measured, deliberate.



“

  
Smile,”
  he murmured.



“

  
I
  am smiling,” I replied through clenched teeth.



“

  
Relax
  your shoulders,” he said. “You look defensive.”



“

  
I
  am defensive.”




  
He
  didn’t comment on that. He simply adjusted his pace, slowing just
  enough to match mine. It was subtle. Controlled. The kind of
  attentiveness that meant nothing and looked like
  everything.




  
Inside,
  the room glowed with soft gold light. Crystal chandeliers
  reflected
  in polished floors. People moved in clusters, laughter spilling
  easily from lips that had learned how to perform warmth.



“

  
This
  is absurd,” I whispered as we handed our coats to an attendant.
  “We’re lying to all these people.”



“

  
We’re
  presenting a narrative,” he corrected. “There’s a
  difference.”



“

  
I’m
  pretty sure philosophers would disagree with you.”




  
The
  corner of his mouth lifted slightly. “Philosophers don’t manage
  public perception.”




  
We
  were introduced to donors, board members, and journalists. Names
  blurred together. Faces smiled too quickly. Compliments were
  offered
  as currency.



“

  
And
  how did you two meet?” a woman asked, her eyes bright with
  curiosity.




  
I
  froze for half a second too long.



“

  
At
  work,” Elliot said smoothly. “We discovered our personal values
  aligned.”




  
It
  was vague enough to sound private. Polished enough to be
  believable.



“

  
That’s
  lovely,” she said. “Power couples are always inspiring.”




  
The
  phrase landed awkwardly in my chest.




  
Power
  couple.




  
We
  moved on, the lie settling into place with unsettling ease. Each
  question built on the last, each answer reinforcing the illusion.
  I
  nodded when appropriate. Smiled when expected. Laughed when
  silence
  threatened to become suspicious.




  
At
  one point, a journalist angled a camera toward us. “Mr.
  Blackwood,
  the public rarely sees you with a partner. Care to
  comment?”




  
Elliot’s
  hand settled lightly at my waist. The contact was brief,
  strategic.
  My pulse spiked anyway.



“

  
I
  prefer privacy,” he said. “But some things are worth
  sharing.”




  
His
  gaze met mine for just a second—long enough to signal
  timing.



“

  
She’s
  important to me.”




  
The
  words were simple. Effective. Dangerous.




  
I
  smiled, because the role required it.
  


   The flash went off.




  
We
  found a quiet corner near the balcony doors. The city lights
  shimmered beyond the glass, distant and forgiving.



“

  
You’re
  good at this,” I said quietly.



“

  
I’ve
  had practice navigating scrutiny,” he replied.



“

  
I
  meant lying.”




  
His
  expression tightened almost imperceptibly. “This is not about
  lies.
  It’s about controlled disclosure.”



“

  
Call
  it whatever helps you sleep,” I said.



“

  
I
  sleep fine,” he replied. “Efficiency is restful.”




  
I
  studied him for a moment. The calm in his posture. The certainty
  in
  his eyes. He wasn’t pretending the way I was. He was executing a
  plan.



“

  
Do
  you ever feel strange about it?” I asked. “Performing a version
  of yourself?”




  
He
  considered the question. “Performance is part of
  leadership.”



“

  
That’s
  not an answer.”



“

  
It’s
  the only one I have.”




  
A
  soft chime signaled the start of a speech. The crowd gathered,
  attention shifting toward the stage. Elliot leaned slightly
  closer.



“

  
Stay
  near me,” he murmured. “It maintains consistency.”



“

  
I’m
  not your accessory,” I replied.



“

  
No,”
  he said. “You’re my partner. Publicly.”




  
The
  word echoed differently than the others.




  
Partner.




  
As
  the speech droned on about philanthropy and future initiatives,
  my
  attention drifted. The room felt smaller, the air heavier. The
  lie we
  were selling had weight. It pressed against my ribs, made
  breathing
  feel intentional.




  
After
  the applause, a man approached us with a knowing smile.
  “Congratulations,” he said. “It’s good to see you humanized,
  Blackwood.”




  
Humanized.




  
Elliot’s
  jaw tightened. “We’re not a branding exercise.”




  
The
  man laughed. “Everything is branding. You just don’t like
  admitting it.”




  
We
  excused ourselves and stepped onto the balcony. The night air was
  cool, grounding.



“

  
I
  don’t enjoy being used as proof of your humanity,” I said.



“

  
I
  didn’t design that perception,” Elliot replied. “But I’m
  aware of it.”



“

  
You
  benefit from it.”



“

  
Yes,”
  he said simply.




  
The
  honesty caught me off guard.



“

  
Do
  you ever worry this will get… complicated?” I asked.



“

  
Our
  agreement is clear,” he said. “Complications arise from emotional
  misalignment.”



“

  
And
  you think emotions follow contracts?”



“

  
No,”
  he said. “I think discipline can manage them.”




  
I
  looked out at the city, the lights forming patterns that felt
  more
  honest than anything inside the ballroom. “You’re very
  confident.”



“

  
Confidence
  reduces uncertainty,” he replied.



“

  
And
  what about connection?” I asked. “Does that fit into your
  equations?”




  
He
  was quiet for a moment.



“

  
Connection
  is unpredictable,” he said. “Which makes it inefficient.”




  
I
  laughed softly. “You talk about people like they’re
  software.”



“

  
And
  you talk about strategy like it’s a betrayal,” he replied.




  
The
  tension between us wasn’t hostile. It was… charged. Two
  worldviews colliding without clear winner.




  
Inside,
  music swelled. The gala continued without us.



“

  
We
  should go back,” he said.



“

  
In
  a minute,” I replied. “I need a moment to remember who I am when
  I’m not pretending.”




  
He
  studied me, his gaze steady but thoughtful. “You’re not
  pretending to be someone else,” he said. “You’re choosing how
  much of yourself to reveal.”



“

  
That
  feels like pretending with better marketing.”




  
A
  faint smile touched his lips.




  
When
  we returned to the crowd, the lie slipped back into place as
  easily
  as a well-fitted coat. Hands brushed. Smiles returned. The
  narrative
  held.




  
But
  something had shifted.




  
The
  first public lie had been easy.




  
What
  unsettled me was how natural it had felt.
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The
  past has a way of resurfacing when you least expect it.




  
For
  me, it arrived on a quiet Saturday morning, disguised as a
  familiar
  voice I hadn’t heard in months.



“

  
I
  saw you on the news.”




  
I
  froze with my phone halfway to my ear. The voice belonged to
  Daniel—my ex-fiancé. The man who had walked out of my life and
  left me to piece together what remained.



“

  
You
  shouldn’t be calling me,” I said.



“

  
I
  know,” he replied. “But I was surprised. You and some
  billionaire? That was… unexpected.”




  
The
  word stung.



“

  
You
  don’t get to comment on my life anymore,” I said, forcing calm
  into my voice.



“

  
I
  didn’t mean it like that,” he said. “I just wanted to check
  in.”



“

  
Check
  in?” I laughed bitterly. “You left. You don’t get to check
  in.”




  
Silence
  stretched between us, thick with unfinished sentences.



“

  
I’m
  sorry,” he said finally. “About how things ended.”



“

  
Sorry
  doesn’t undo damage,” I replied.



“

  
No,”
  he admitted. “But it’s all I have.”




  
I
  ended the call before he could say more. My hands trembled
  slightly
  as I set the phone down. The apartment felt too quiet, the echoes
  of
  his voice lingering like fingerprints on glass.




  
I
  dressed quickly and left the apartment, walking without
  direction.
  The city was alive with weekend energy—laughter spilling from
  cafés, music drifting from open windows. The contrast to the
  heaviness in my chest felt almost cruel.




  
My
  phone buzzed.




  
Elliot:
  Are you alright?




  
The
  timing startled me.
  


   Me: Why would you ask?




  
Elliot:
  You missed the scheduled call with communications.




  
Me:
  I needed air.




  
Elliot:
  Understood. Do you want company?




  
I
  stared at the screen, the question simple and dangerous.




  
Me:
  No. I just needed space.




  
The
  reply came after a pause.




  
Elliot:
  I’ll respect that.




  
I
  wandered until the city softened around me, the streets narrowing
  into quieter neighborhoods. My thoughts drifted to my father, to
  the
  hospital rooms that smelled of antiseptic and quiet fear. To the
  life
  I thought I was building before everything collapsed.




  
By
  the time I returned home, exhaustion weighed heavily on
  me.




  
That
  evening, there was a knock at my door.




  
I
  opened it to find Elliot standing in the hallway, a small paper
  bag
  in his hand.



“

  
I
  said I didn’t need company,” I said.



“

  
You
  said you needed space,” he replied. “This is
  space-adjacent.”




  
Despite
  myself, a small smile tugged at my lips. “You’re terrible at
  respecting boundaries.”



“

  
I’m
  good at reading silences,” he said. “You sounded… off.”




  
I
  hesitated, then stepped aside. “Five minutes.”




  
He
  entered, taking in the sparse apartment with a brief, thoughtful
  glance. He set the bag on the table. “Food,” he said. “You
  haven’t eaten today.”



“

  
You
  don’t know that.”



“

  
I
  do,” he replied. “Your calendar shows no breaks.”




  
I
  exhaled slowly. “You track my calendar now?”



“

  
I
  manage resources,” he said. “You’re a resource.”



“

  
Careful,”
  I said. “That almost sounded like concern.”




  
He
  met my gaze. “It was.”




  
The
  honesty disarmed me.



“

  
My
  ex called,” I said quietly.




  
Understanding
  flickered across his face. “Did you want him to?”



“

  
No,”
  I replied. “But he found me anyway.”



“

  
He
  doesn’t get access to you anymore,” Elliot said.



“

  
That’s
  easy to say,” I replied. “Old wounds don’t disappear just
  because someone walks away.”



“

  
They
  scar,” he said. “Scars don’t bleed forever.”



“

  
You
  speak like experience,” I noted.




  
He
  was quiet for a moment. “People I trusted once turned my
  vulnerabilities into leverage. I learned not to offer them
  again.”




  
The
  admission was unexpected. Personal. Raw in its own controlled
  way.



“

  
That’s
  why you don’t let anyone close,” I said.



“

  
That’s
  why I let very few people close,” he corrected.



“

  
And
  where do I fall in that category?” I asked, the question escaping
  before I could stop it.




  
He
  studied me. “You complicate the categories.”



“

  
That
  sounds like a warning.”



“

  
It
  is,” he said. “For both of us.”




  
We
  stood in silence, the space between us charged with things we
  weren’t
  supposed to acknowledge.



“

  
I
  don’t want to be your vulnerability,” I said.



“

  
You’re
  not,” he replied. “You’re… a reminder.”



“

  
Of
  what?”



“

  
That
  not everything valuable is efficient,” he said.




  
The
  words settled softly, heavier than they sounded.




  
After
  he left, the apartment felt quieter than before. Not emptier—just
  still.




  
I
  sat on the edge of the bed, my thoughts circling old scars I
  hadn’t
  realized were still tender. Daniel’s voice. My father’s fragile
  health. The contract that had rearranged my life into something
  unrecognizable.




  
Old
  wounds had weight.




  
They
  shaped how I reacted to kindness.
  


   How I mistrusted stability.
  



  How I hesitated at the edge of something that felt like
  care.




  
And
  as much as I wanted to pretend I was unaffected by the past, I
  knew
  the truth.




  
You
  don’t walk into the future unmarked.




  
You
  carry your scars with you.




  
And
  sometimes, the heaviest ones are the ones you never show.



 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






 






                    
                    
                

                
            

            
        

    






