

    
        
          The Billionaire's Secret Baby

        

        
        
          Jane Banks

        

        
          Published by Mickey Bolton, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BILLIONAIRE'S SECRET BABY

    

    
      First edition. May 27, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jane Banks.

    

    
    
      Written by Jane Banks.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Billionaire's Secret Baby

Chapter 1: One Night in Paris

Chapter 2: Two Years Later

Chapter 3: The Interview

Chapter 4: Old Wounds, New Tension

Chapter 5: The Almost Kiss

Chapter 6: Secrets Unravel

Chapter 7: The Aftermath

Chapter 8: The Threat

Chapter 9: The Bond

Chapter 10: His Family Now


The Billionaire’s Secret Baby

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: One Night in Paris
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Cassie West adjusted the neckline of her borrowed gown for the tenth time as she stood awkwardly near the back of the opulent ballroom. The golden chandeliers overhead glittered like a thousand stars, casting warm light over tables lined with champagne flutes, crystal candelabras, and people who didn’t know the price of anything because they already owned everything.

She didn’t belong here.

She was a last-minute stand-in for her firm’s senior executive who’d fallen ill just hours before the Paris gala. “You’ve got a sharp mind and you clean up well,” her boss had said as he handed her the embossed invitation. “Try not to spill on the investors.”

Too late for that, she thought grimly, gripping the flute of bubbly she’d barely sipped.

It wasn’t that Cassie lacked confidence—at twenty-four, she’d already outworked half the men in her building—but nothing about her New York hustle had prepared her for this kind of room. Wealth like this shimmered. It didn't walk. It glided.

And that was exactly what the man across the ballroom did.

Tall. Broad-shouldered. Perfectly cut tuxedo. Dark hair with the barest hint of wave. His face was all sharp lines and shadows, the kind of jaw that could have been carved out of stone and cheekbones that didn’t belong on a mortal man. Women watched him as he passed like he was a walking secret, and when his gaze landed on Cassie—it hit her like a punch to the ribs.

Their eyes locked. He tilted his head slightly, like he was studying her. Amused. Curious.

Cassie instantly looked away.

Great. Staring at strangers like a creeper. That’s classy.

She turned, ready to disappear into the crowd—and crashed right into a waiter holding a tray of drinks. Her elbow knocked a glass off its base and sent golden champagne flying.

Straight onto someone’s sleeve.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry—”

A low chuckle made her freeze.

“Now that’s an entrance,” the man said, smiling down at her.

Cassie blinked.

Of course it was him.

He looked even more striking up close—olive skin, stubble dusting his jaw, and eyes the color of dark honey, gleaming under the ballroom lights.

“No harm done,” he added, casually brushing droplets off his black cuff.

“I didn’t see you— I mean, I wasn’t trying to—”

“Ruin my suit?” His smile widened. “It’s just Tom Ford. I’ll survive.”

Cassie flushed. “Maybe I should disappear before I do any more damage.”

“Or,” he said, offering his arm, “you could let me buy you a drink and we’ll call it even.”

She hesitated.

Then surprised herself by sliding her hand into the crook of his arm.

They found a quiet table near the edge of the room, tucked beneath velvet drapes and out of sight of the main crowd. He ordered a scotch. She asked for water—mostly to stay sharp.

“You’re not drinking?” he asked.

“I like to stay in control.”

His lips quirked. “Interesting philosophy for someone in a gown that doesn’t quite fit.”

Cassie blinked, then laughed. “It’s not mine.”

“I figured. You’re not like the others.”

“What others?”

“The ones who came here to be seen.” He looked at her more closely. “You’re trying not to be.”

She shifted in her seat. “Why does that matter to you?”

“Because I hate this world,” he said, eyes darkening. “But I built my fortune in it.”

That shut her up.

“You’re... not just an investor, are you?” she asked carefully.

He extended his hand. “Nico Moretti.”

Her heart skipped.

As in Moretti Capital—the name that appeared in headlines, Forbes lists, and tech boardrooms. A billionaire. Her firm’s most influential partner. She had slept on a flight and woken up sitting across from a literal empire.

“Cassie,” she said. “Cassie West.”

He repeated her name softly, like he was trying it out on his tongue. “Pretty name for a woman who looks like she’s always waiting for the other shoe to drop.”

She arched a brow. “And what do you look like?”

He leaned forward, eyes intense. “Like I always know when I want something.”

The words sat between them, unspoken and charged.

They talked for hours—about ambition, pressure, the loneliness of success. She told him how she’d lost her father young, how she fought for every internship, every promotion. He listened like no one ever had. And when the music faded and the crowd thinned, Nico offered her his hand.

“No strings,” he said. “Just one night. No expectations.”

Cassie hesitated.

Then stood.

His suite was massive, high-ceilinged, with glass walls overlooking the Seine. They kissed the moment the door closed, and her body pressed to his as if it had been waiting to fit there.

He was all heat and control—his hands in her hair, his mouth on her throat, the soft growl in his chest when she whispered his name. He stripped her slowly, like he was memorizing the shape of her. And when they made love, it wasn’t just hunger—it was something aching beneath it.

Something neither of them dared name.

She woke to an empty bed.

A note from the concierge sat on the table: “Mr. Moretti was called away urgently. He left his apologies and arrangements for your return.”

That was it.

No goodbye. No number.

Just silence.

Cassie stared at the skyline for a long time before she packed her dress into a crumpled ball, walked out of the suite—

—and didn’t cry.

But when she stepped into the cab and rested her hand on her stomach, something in her body whispered to her.

It was just the beginning.
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Chapter 2: Two Years Later
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Cassie West jolted awake to the shrill cry of her toddler before the alarm could do its job.

“Leo,” she groaned, throwing the blanket aside as her bare feet hit the hardwood floor of her tiny Brooklyn apartment. “I’m coming, baby.”

She shuffled across the hallway, rubbing sleep from her eyes as her son’s cries echoed off the walls. The room smelled faintly of baby powder and warm milk. Leo stood in his crib, clutching his favorite stuffed elephant, his curls wild and cheeks flushed from sleep.

The moment he saw her, his face lit up.

“Ma!”

Cassie smiled despite herself. “Yeah, yeah. You’ve got my attention now.”

She scooped him into her arms, his tiny fists gripping her t-shirt as he buried his face in her shoulder. His body was warm, solid, and familiar. The weight of him always brought her back to earth.

He looked so much like Nico, it sometimes hurt to breathe.

Those amber eyes. That exact smile.

She’d spent nearly two years trying not to think about it.

Twenty minutes later, Leo was munching Cheerios off his highchair tray while Cassie balanced a half-dead laptop on one knee and a cup of strong coffee on the other.

A freelance logo client had ghosted her. Again.

The rent was due in six days. Her bar shift was at 7 p.m. Leo had daycare until 5:30, and her backup babysitter — Maya — was already booked with finals. It was going to be one of those weeks.

Cassie pinched the bridge of her nose and opened her email.

Subject: URGENT BRAND CONSULTATION REQUEST — MORETTI GROUP

She blinked.

Moretti?

Her stomach flipped.

She clicked it open. The message was brief. Formal. From a luxury branding director she didn’t know. It asked if she was available for a limited-scope, high-value freelance project for a rebranding campaign. Flat fee: $8,500 for two weeks of work.

Cassie stared at the screen.

That was enough to cover two months of rent and get Leo a better daycare slot.

She scrolled further.

Attached was an NDA, basic project outline, and a scheduled time and address for an in-person kickoff meeting at the Moretti Group’s Manhattan office.

“Jesus,” she whispered.

Leo smacked his tray. “Mama!”

She looked at him. “Oh, baby... I think the past just sent an email.”

Cassie spent the next hour pacing her apartment, arguing with herself while Leo watched cartoons on the living room floor.

She hadn’t heard from Nico Moretti since that night in Paris. No calls. No contact. She’d Googled him once—just once, late at night when the guilt felt heavier than the baby she was carrying—and saw he was even richer than before. More powerful. Still unattached.

Her heart had hurt, then hardened.

He hadn’t known about Leo.

And she had made sure it stayed that way.

But now?

She was being offered work through his company. She doubted he’d ever even see her name. He probably had a
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