

  [image: Cover]




Shannon Amy

Mr. Billionaire’s Frozen Heart


A Grumpy Sunshine Billionaire Romance





  

  Copyright © 2026 by Shannon Amy


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters, and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Shannon Amy asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Shannon Amy has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks,      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        Chapter 1
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 2
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 3
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 4
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 5
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 6
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 7
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 8
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 9
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 10
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 11
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 12
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 13
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 14
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 15
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 16
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 17
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 18
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 19
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter 20
        
      

    
      	
        Epilogue
        
      

    
    


  




  
  
  Chapter 1

  
  
    
    chapter-seperator
    
        
            
        
    

  




The Ice King

“Three point four seconds.”

My voice didn’t echo. The acoustics in my office were engineered for absolute absorption, just like everything else in Glass Peak. It was designed to kill noise. To kill distraction.

On the massive ultra-high-definition screen mounted on the floating wall of slate, the man in the suit—Harrison, my VP of Operations in Chicago—was sweating. I could see the beads of moisture forming on his upper lip in 8K resolution.

“I… I’m sorry, Mr. Frost? I don’t understand,” Harrison stammered.

“The lag time on the new executing algorithm,” I said, leaning back in my leather chair. I didn’t raise my voice. I never raised my voice. Volume was a tool for people who couldn’t command attention with silence. “It’s lagging by three point four seconds behind the projection I gave you last month.”

Harrison laughed nervously. “Sir, with all due respect, three seconds is negligible. The market fluctuates more than that in a—”

“In high-frequency trading, three seconds is an eternity, Harrison. Three seconds is the difference between a billion-dollar profit and a rounding error.” I tapped a single key on my glass desk. “And I don’t deal in rounding errors.”

“We can fix it,” Harrison said, his voice pitching up an octave. “I’ll have the dev team work through the weekend. We’ll pull an all-nighter.”

“No, you won’t.”

I tapped the key again.

On the screen, Harrison’s video feed flickered. A notification popped up in the corner of his display—I could see it reflected in his glasses. Access Revoked.

“Your clearance has been terminated, Harrison. Security is already at your office door to escort you out. Your severance package—which is generous, considering your incompetence—has been wired to your account. Do not try to log in again. The biometric scanners will flag you as a trespasser.”

“Mr. Frost! You can’t—Cillian, please! It’s just three seconds!”

I swiped my hand through the air, and the screen went black.

Silence.

Beautiful, heavy, expensive silence.

I let out a slow breath, feeling the tension in my shoulders uncoil. Dealing with humans was always the most exhausting part of my day. Code did what it was told. Code was logical. Code didn’t have excuses, or families to feed, or egos that needed stroking. Humans were messy variables in an otherwise perfect equation.

I stood up and walked to the window.

“Window” was too small a word for it. The entire south wall of the penthouse was a seamless sheet of reinforced, heated glass. From here, at nine thousand feet, the world looked like a model set. The jagged peaks of the Aspen mountains stretched out in every direction, a sea of white and grey.

Down there, in the town, people were rushing around. They were buying overpriced lattes, bumping into each other on the sidewalks, engaging in meaningless small talk, and pretending to be happy.

Up here, the air was thin and clean.

“System,” I said.

The house AI responded instantly, a soft, genderless voice that permeated the room. “Yes, Mr. Frost.”

“Status report on the perimeter.”

“Perimeter secure. No vehicles detected on the access road. Main gate locked. Sensors are reading a rapid drop in barometric pressure.”

I looked up at the sky.

Usually, the view from Glass Peak was crystal clear, a piercing blue that hurt the eyes. But today, the sky was a bruised purple, heavy and swollen. The clouds were descending like a lead curtain, swallowing the tops of the neighboring peaks one by one.

The Storm of the Century. That’s what the news feeds were calling it. A blizzard that was predicted to dump five feet of snow in forty-eight hours. Roads would be closed. Power lines would snap. The entire state of Colorado was in a panic.

I took a sip of my sparkling water, watching the first few flakes drift past the glass. They were fat and heavy.

“Forecast?” I asked.

“Severe winter storm warning in effect,” the System replied. “Road closures are imminent. Isolation probability is ninety-nine percent.”

A rare, faint smile touched my lips.

Isolation.

It was the only luxury money couldn’t buy in the city. In Chicago, everyone wanted a piece of me. They wanted my money, my name, my approval. They wanted Cillian Frost, the prodigy, the billionaire, the broken man.

But the storm… the storm was a wall. A glorious, impassable wall that would keep the world out for at least three days. No meetings. No unexpected visitors. No expectations.

Just me, the silence, and the cold.

“Lock it down,” I whispered to the empty room, watching the whiteout begin to consume the world. “Let it snow.”

I turned my back on the view, ready to get back to work, confident that for the next few days, absolutely nothing could touch me.

I was the King of the North, and my castle was finally impenetrable.

Or so I thought.
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The Sunshine in the Snow

“Come on, Betsy. You can do it. I know you’re tired, old girl, but just think of the view at the top!”

I slammed my palm against the dashboard of my 2010 Honda Civic as the engine sputtered, coughed, and let out a whine that sounded suspiciously like a dying cat.

Betsy was not happy. To be fair, neither was I.

Outside the fogged-up windows, the world was rapidly turning into a snow globe shaken by an angry toddler. The road up the mountain was winding, treacherous, and rapidly disappearing under a layer of fresh white powder.

I cranked the volume on the radio. Katy Perry was telling me to roar, and I was doing my best to believe her, belting out the chorus at the top of my lungs.

“I got the eye of the tiger, a fighter!” I sang, slightly off-key, gripping the steering wheel so hard my knuckles were white.

I needed the noise. If I turned the music off, I’d have to listen to the silence in my own head, and that silence was filled with the echoing words of the conductor from three days ago.

We’re going in a different direction, Elara. Your technique is… spirited. But we need precision. We don’t have a chair for you this season.

Spirited. That was code for “messy.” It was code for “you feel too much when you play, and it makes us nervous.”

I shook my head, my bright marigold-yellow wool scarf flopping over my shoulder. I refused to cry about it again. I had a plan. Well, I had a gig, which was basically the same thing as a plan when you had seventy-four dollars in your bank account and rent due in Chicago.

The Job: House-sit a luxury estate in Aspen for two weeks.

The Pay: Enough to cover rent for two months.

The Perk: Complete isolation to finally write my own concerto without hearing my neighbors argue about whose turn it is to take out the trash.

“It’s going to be great,” I told the rearview mirror. My reflection looked skeptical. My blonde curls were frizzing in the dry mountain air, and there was a smudge of coffee on my chin. I wiped it off with my thumb. “It’s going to be perfect. Just me, the violin, and a fireplace.”

The agency had said the owner—some tech mogul named Frost—was away in Tokyo for the month. The house was empty. It was basically a paid vacation.

The road leveled out, and the trees cleared.

“Whoa,” I breathed, the lyrics dying on my lips.

The GPS said, You have arrived, but it felt more like I had landed on another planet.

The estate didn’t look like a house. It looked like a fortress carved out of ice and steel. It was all sharp angles and dark stone, with a wall of glass that reflected the storm clouds above. It was beautiful, in a terrifying, super-villain sort of way. It sat on the very edge of the cliff, staring down at the valley like a predator watching its prey.

“Okay,” I muttered, shivering despite the heater blasting at full force. “A little intense, but I can work with intense. Gothic inspiration. Very brooding.”

I steered Betsy toward the massive iron gates that blocked the driveway. They were twice the height of my car and looked heavy enough to stop a tank.

“Just get me to the keypad, Betsy,” I cooed, easing my foot off the gas. “Just ten more feet.”

Clunk.

The sound came from deep within the bowels of the engine. It was a heavy, final sound. Like a hammer hitting an anvil.

“No,” I whispered.

Hiss.

Steam—thick, grey, and smelling of burnt rubber—erupted from under the hood, instantly blinding me.

“No, no, no!”

The car jerked once, twice, and then rolled to a stop. Right in front of the gate.

The engine died. The heater died. And, most tragically, Katy Perry died mid-note.

Silence rushed in, heavy and cold.

“Betsy?” I tried the key. nothing. Not even a click. “Betsy, please! Don’t do this to me! We are literally at the finish line!”

I slammed my forehead against the steering wheel. The steam was clearing, drifting away in the biting wind, revealing the imposing iron bars of the gate just a few feet away. Snow was already starting to pile up on my windshield.

I grabbed my phone. No Service.

Of course. Because why would the universe give me a break today?

I looked at the house beyond the gate. It was dark, silent, and intimidating. It was at least a quarter-mile walk up the driveway from the gate to the front door, assuming I could even get the gate open.

I grabbed my yellow scarf and wrapped it tighter around my neck, like armor. I buttoned my cream coat, grabbed my violin case—I wasn’t leaving her in the freezing car—and shoved the car door open.

The wind hit me like a physical slap, stealing the breath from my lungs.

“Hello?” I yelled at the intercom box mounted on a stone pillar. The wind tore the word away instantly.

I pressed the buzzer.

Nothing happened.

I pressed it again. Harder. “Come on! Is anyone… well, no, no one is home. That’s the point.”

I looked back at my dead car, rapidly turning into a snowdrift. Then I looked through the bars at the dark, silent mansion.

I was stuck on top of a mountain, in a blizzard, with a dead car and a house that looked like it ate people for breakfast.

“Okay, Elara,” I said through chattering teeth, forcing a smile that felt frozen on my face. “Think positive. At least the view is… white.”

I reached out and pressed the buzzer one more time, holding it down.

BZZZZZZT.

Suddenly, a light flickered on in the house. High up. In the penthouse window.
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