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“Just what is she doing?”
Tristan uttered an oath under his breath and narrowed his eyes as
Isabelle tucked the small white box under her arm, glanced both
ways, and pushed away from her desk. He tilted his head to the side
and watched as she pulled a Speedy Gonzales down the hallway,
disappearing as she rounded a corner.

He sat back with a drawn out breath.
Week after week, like clockwork, Isabelle signed for a little white
package, no bigger than a foot long and wide, then hightailed it
from her desk, disappearing for an hour. It had been going on for
weeks, months.

Approaching her hadn’t given him any
answers either. She just dismissed his questions with a gesture of
her hand as if she were waving away stale smoke, stating, “Nothing
important.”

Bull. Shit.

Something had his secretary appearing
secretive and he wanted to know what. Isabelle had worked for him
for three years and not once – not even when they landed the
marketing campaign for Ciroc, a deal of a lifetime – had she shown
an ounce of excitement. She was always cool, calm, and
professional. A perfect assistant.

He glanced at the clock.

Too perfect. Until now.

Out of patience, he walked out of his
office, ignoring the blinking light on his phone and his full inbox
of emails waiting for responses. Instead, he went on a hunt to find
out just what had gotten his above-reproach assistant sneaking
around as if she were hiding something. She was acting secretive,
as if she were a spy. That thought made him pause, his steps
faltering as he mused it over.

A spy? His assistant? Would she dare?
Was she unhappy working for him? Ignoring the others walking past
him in the hall, his mind scrambled to identify if Isabelle would
want to move on from his company. He pushed each and every one of
his employees, wanted them to achieve their full potential. He
strived for success, built the empire that was Snow Media from the
ground up. He hadn’t gotten where he was – owning a multi-billion
dollar company – by giving only half his best, by being a pushover,
or by allowing any slack to weave its way into his life. No, he
hadn’t done any of that. He busted his balls from day one, starting
his own company out of his one bedroom apartment at the young age
of nineteen. It took him ten long years of sweat, tears, and blood
– yes, blood – to get here. And he never looked back.

Reaching out blindly, he grabbed the
first body to pass him and pulled the form to a stop. He turned and
met the eyes of Stephan from accounting.

The shorter man pushed his silver
rimmed glasses up his nose, drawing attention to the wide-eyed orbs
sitting just behind the lenses. “Sir?”

“Stephan, I’m going to ask
you a question and I want you to answer me honestly. No matter
what. I won’t take offense. Do you understand?”

The male shifted his feet, and then
brushed his hands through his thinning hair.

Tristan narrowed his eyes on Stephan’s
hair, the strands sticking out haphazardly. Hmmmm. Maybe he did
push his employees a little too hard.

“Y-yes, Sir.”

Tristan’s gaze snapped back to
Stephan’s. “Are you happy working here?”

Stephan’s eyes widened. “Why, yes, Mr.
White. Of course.”

Tristan lifted a brow. “I don’t push
you too hard?”

Stephan shook his head vehemently.
“No, Sir. Not at all. It’s for the good of the company.”

Both of Tristan’s brows popped up at
this but before he could say something, Stephan cut him off. “We
all like working here, Mr. White. I’ve been here since the
beginning. If I’ve done something wrong, then let me know. I’ll fix
it. Immediately.” A hint of desperation entered Stephan’s tone.
“Just tell me.”

Tristan lifted his hands and took a
step back. “Now, hold on, Stephan. There isn’t anything you’ve done
wrong.”

The breath of air Stephan let out was
almost visible.

“It was only a question,
Stephan. Thank you for your honesty.”

Tristan turned and continued down the
hallway. Perhaps he needed to loosen things up around the office.
He rounded the corner Isabelle disappeared around earlier and
looked around. No exit existed this way. Cubicles lined the windows
overlooking mid-town Manhattan, facing out toward the Hudson River.
To the left was a row of doors, including the men’s and women’s
restroom.

Hmmmmm.

Tristan’s dark brows drew down with a
frown and he stepped forward, opening the first door he came to.
Nothing but office supplies in the small room. He shut the door and
stepped down to the next door, opening it. A flick of the switch
illuminated the empty conference room.

Where was she?

He stepped back and closed the door
before continuing down the hall, passing the two restrooms to his
left. He lifted his gaze to the right and found several employees
watching him with perplexed looks on their faces. As his eyes met
each of them, their gaze dropped down and they jumped back into
whatever tasks they had been working on.

Not one of them spoke a word. Not one
offered to help.

Opening the next door, he
poked his head in and saw stacked chairs, broken down cubicles, but
no Isabelle. His frown grew more pronounced, and he felt his own
blood pressure start to rise. Where in the
world was she?

He stepped back, shut the door, and
eyed the remaining one down the hall, sitting at the very end. The
window sitting in front of him signaled there was no other place to
go and he hadn’t seen Isabelle pass him, so that left only one
viable answer. She was in there.

He stepped forward and stood outside
the door, wrapping his big palm around the knob to the room. He
tilted his head towards the wooden door. He didn’t know what he was
listening for, but came up with nothing. Not a sound. Clamping his
teeth together, he felt the beginning of a migraine settle at the
base of his skull.

He turned the knob and froze. Time
stopped. The world ceased to spin.

Isabelle stood inside, her back to
him. The long bag of a skirt was pulled up to her knees, revealing
shapely legs which seemed to go on for miles. He had never seen
Isabelle’s legs, even on hot summer days, where the city became a
sauna. Isabelle always covered herself, hid deep inside of her
clothing as if it would shield her from the world.

Her brown hair, normally held up in a
tight bun and plastered to her head, was now hanging down her back.
The tendrils fell in loose curls, each piece seeming to caress
against her body like sea serpents staking their claim. None of
that really shocked him. It grabbed his attention, yes. It wasn’t
what sent his blood pressure roaring, wasn’t what sent
unprofessional images through his head, and wasn’t what had lust
slamming into his veins.

His eyes latched on to her tiny feet,
wrapped delicately in leather. Shoes, the color of cherries, stood
out starkly against her olive skin. Five inch heels held the arch
of her foot, drawing his eyes up her smooth legs to calf muscles
that bunched and released with every little movement she made. He
swallowed hard, trying to force the action through his suddenly dry
mouth. He must have made a sound, or she must have felt his
presence because one minute she was turning in a circle and the
next, a shocked gasp pushed through his haze-filled
mind.

His eyes snapped up to hers and behind
the widened eyes of Isabelle, stood a pair of the most beautiful
green pupils he had ever seen.

Why had he never noticed how beautiful
they were before?

****

Utter mortification, like a heavy
hammer, washed through her. Tristan was standing in the door way,
his dark, smoldering looks holding something akin to shock in his
features. She felt her legs start to shake, to wobble in the five
inch heels she wore. As she released her skirt, the fabric fell,
brushing against her ankles. Just the feel of the cloth brought her
chin higher, her cloak tighter.

Tristan took a step forward and the
door shut behind him.

Oh dear, God, what was she
going to do? Why isn’t he saying
anything?

She cleared her throat. “Mr. White,”
she began.

He cut her off, lifting
his hand, palm out. The action snapped her head up. His eyes bore
into hers, a perplexed expression on his face. He was staring at
her with such a look, the only thing she could compare it to would
be two strangers passing one another on the streets. As those two
people passed one another, they’d catch each other’s attentions and
feel as if they knew one another. That look, as if he had seen her
somewhere before but she was a stranger now. It was projected
across his face.

She frowned. “Mr. White…”

Once again, that palm came up. “Stop
speaking, Isabelle.” His palm fisted tightly and his gaze left
hers. He dropped his hand and turned in a slow circle.

She followed his gaze, cringing as she
took in what he was seeing for the first time. Shoe box upon shoe
box, white, black, pink and red, all stacked and lined against the
walls. The shelves were full of them, overflowing in
abundance.

As he turned back towards
her, she caught his slack jaw, his wide eyes and braced for
it. What…is…he…thinking?

Tristan stepped forward and knocked
the lid off of a box, revealing tissue smothering black lace pumps,
sitting there waiting for her.

Oh those were so pretty. A small,
contented sigh left her mouth as she took in the sight of those
shoes. They felt like heaven on her feet, despite the four inch
heels. Combined with the inch platform, the Mary Jane strap and the
peep toe, they made her feel like a woman, like a vixen begging to
be let out. She tore her eyes from the shoes and glanced back up at
Tristan.

His hazel gaze wasn’t on the shoes
anymore. No, they were watching her, studying her mouth.

She watched as his gaze roamed down
her body, the touch of his eyes feeling almost physical. The heat
held behind his gaze had never been directed at her, but now it
blazed. As his eyes landed on her feet, he took a step forward and
on instinct, she stepped back. Her foot wobbled as she hit the lid
to the box of shoes she was wearing now. She felt her ankle give
out and then her weight shifted as she fell back.

Her arms flapped wild. Her foot kicked
from beneath her. Through her own panicked state, she heard a grunt
as steel arms wrapped around her waist and caught her before she
hit the ground. Her body was bent backwards, her face pressed
tightly to his neck. She leaned her head back and looked
up.

Tristan’s pain-filled face filled her
gaze, his complexion turning an unreasonable shade of purple. He
promptly lifted her, keeping his grip on her hips as he bent at the
waist. Deep breaths racked his large frame, heaving sounds pushing
from deep within him.

“Mr. White?”

His hands tightened on her
waist, then dropped as he stood. His shoulders hunched forward and
drew her gaze down, to stop on the bulge…in between…his
legs. Oh dear, God, no!

Breath pushed in and out from between
his pursed lips and his coloring grew more normal, from purple to
red and then to pink again. After a few terse moments
























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































cover.jpg





tmp_d86a52e103ce314a4e74329bc2488dfb_IjhPC1_html_m38726f3.jpg





tmp_d86a52e103ce314a4e74329bc2488dfb_IjhPC1_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





