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My mother always warned me not to fall in love with my boss—but she never met Darren Grace.

He’s not only a billionaire with princely tastes and an honorable reputation, he’s also the kindest, gentlest man I have ever met.

He could steal my heart in an instant and claim my body whenever he pleased... Yet, he’s about to marry the most unbearable woman in all of Boston.

It’s clear Darren is miserable about his engagement to heartless social climber Crystal Hiltman.

He wants more... He deserves more... I can give him more, all but money and status. 

I can’t measure up to Crystal there and that’s what his upcoming marriage is about—but then we share a night snowbound in a remote cottage in the Taconic Mountains.

Now Darren’s pet restoration project is our shelter from an early-season blizzard—and the only place I can keep warm is in his arms and in his bed.

When the storm blows over, everything has changed.

With a significant chunk of Darren’s fortune on the line along with his reputation, I’m obliged to hide our affair to protect him.

Nevertheless, how am I supposed to hide his baby?
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Cheyenne

––––––––
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What a predicament. My boss, Dr. Darren Grace, is leaning on my desk, his charcoal and gray suit straining deliciously across his sculpted back, one hard buttock hitched up on the heavy wood—close enough to touch. He’s oblivious, of course, as he always is, but at least with his back to me, I can look at him as much as I want.

“Yes, Crystal. Of course, Crystal. No, I’ll be back in Boston as soon as I close the deal.” He sounds strained behind the false cheer. No wonder he’s talking to the worst woman in the world.

Crystal Hiltman is a genuine bitch. But not in that “I’m assertive and strong, and men can’t handle it” way. That I could respect.

She’s the kind of bitch who can watch her father abuse his servants without so much as blinking. She’s the kind of bitch who wears her wealth, and the wealth of her beleaguered fiancé, and who sneers and sniffs her way through every interaction. And worst of all...

She’s the kind of bitch who, three months from now, will make Darren the unhappiest man in the world. 

If I can’t pardon her attitude, I’m sure not going to forgive her for marrying him. Not when he would be happier with me.

I can’t give him money, though. Crystal definitely can. She’s wealthy. Her father is Darren’s biggest rival in the American pharmaceutical industry.

Their marriage is like an alliance of two powerful nations, and she’s the princess on offer. An ice princess with a raisin-sized heart and, apparently, the sex drive of a lizard in winter. The only thing she can give him is money—but I could give him everything else.

If only.

My eyes trace from the thick, rippling mane of his blond hair, down his shoulder, and along the powerful arm bracing against my desktop. The desk is a boat—solid oak that probably outweighs him—so there’s plenty of room for him to lean and me to work. However, who could work with a view like this?

“...What? No, I’m just bringing my assistant. It will probably take the afternoon to hash out the deal. After that, I’ll drive back, drop off my paperwork, and join you.” His voice is warm and reasonable, but his annoyance at constantly having to reassure her is there. 

Of course, she’s paranoid and controlling on top of everything else. In her heart, she probably acknowledges she doesn’t deserve Darren—not one bit. 

He’s gone quiet. He turned his head partway in my direction, and I caught a glimpse of a scowl. She’s bad-mouthing me again. 

“Crystal, there’s no need to be concerned.” He winces as her voice snaps faintly. “No. Yes, of course, I’ll be home in time for supper. It’s only nine in the morning, we have plenty of time to get things done.” Did she give you a curfew? It’s impossible to tell what gnaws on me harder: my pity for a man who deserves so much better letting himself be drawn to heel by a golden leash or my frustration of having no chance with him at all.

I tap away at the keyboard, reviewing the day’s itinerary while pretending not to be distracted. We’re spending the day in the mountains to close a deal on a few pharmaceutical patents developed by a Dr. Abrams, one of his dad’s old partners. The man is as eccentric as he is brilliant, and he refuses to come into the city, so we’re meeting him near his home, at Darren’s hunting lodge.

The idea of spending an entire day with Darren away from the office had my fantasies running wild for almost a week. It was lying awake nights, restless and tingling, my skin unsatisfied by the imaginary caresses of his powerful hands. It’s ridiculous, of course; he’s promised to another, and he never treated me as anything besides his assistant and confidant.

But a girl can still dream. Or not dream. This frustrated desire has given me insomnia. I stifle a yawn, re-examining the specifics of the patents.

Dr. James Abrams is very ill and refusing treatment. He has cancer—the same disease he spent his career developing new chemotherapy drugs for. He shocked everyone, including Darren, by insisting on staying up on his mountain instead of seeking treatment.

So up onto the mountain we go to make a transaction before he dies, and the patents become up for grabs. Darren already explained that one of his rivals—maybe even Hiltman—will buy them and sit on them if we don’t. I can’t imagine anyone unprincipled enough to pull needed medicines from the market because it’s more lucrative to sell other options. Apparently, a move like that is common in Darren’s world. He’s the only billionaire who is different; he has a problem with keeping medicine from the sick. As a result, I have no problem heading up the mountain with him in late October to back his play.

Darren hangs up on Crystal with a grunt of disgust and turns to me, his beautifully curved lips twisting wryly. His eyes are an arresting deep gray, like the sky before a storm. “Come on, let’s pack up and get out of here before she decides to tag along!”

I laugh politely, shutting down my desktop and scooping up my briefcase. “Ready when you are, boss.”

Underneath, I sadly wonder why in the world you are marrying her for the hundredth time. He’s about to spend the rest of his years living in spite of his wife instead of because of her, stealing scraps of happiness, friendships, and intimacy behind her back and starving for them the rest of the time.

I want to grab and shake him! Is this really necessary? Money isn’t the best answer, not when he is already prosperous. He noticeably doesn’t love that atrocious woman, or her predatory pus-ball father.

This just isn’t typical, I think, putting my coat on. October has been unseasonably cold this year, and there is no way I’ll go by Mount Greylock without an extra layer on. “Darren, don’t forget your coat, okay?”

He lets out a laugh. “Yes, Mom.” His tone teases me gently. 

I chuckle. “If you get pneumonia and die, I’ll lose my amazing job and a good friend. Come on now.”

He grins as he puts on his leather coat and belts it around his lean waist. “Good thing I put the liner in. What is with all this crazy weather the last few weeks?”

“Weird jet stream. It dipped again, and Boston got Canadian weather.” I smooth the forest-green wool swing coat in front and pull my matching hat on over my auburn braid, hoping that will be enough protection. It’s forty degrees and dropping instead of rising, and the wind’s picking up. 

“Good thing I’ve got the SUV.” He gives my cap a playful tug as he walks past. “Let’s get going.”

I follow him, ignoring the hint of his spicy cologne riding the air. My fingers flex, itching to touch him, but I keep them firmly at my sides.
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Darren

“So where is this meeting place?” sweet little Cheyenne asks in her musical voice, turning a shy smile that warms me like the missing sun. 

It’s amazing, going alone with her for once. Amazing, exhilarating... dangerous. Every time traffic brings us to a stop, I drink her in. She’s pixyish and delicate, with high cheekbones and enormous sea-blue eyes. Her shampoo smells like tangerines and leaves flame highlights in her autumn-colored hair. Sitting in my black Mercedes SUV, fighting the Boston traffic on our way out of town, she gives me a soft gaze whenever she thinks I’m not looking; she’s relaxing me just by being present.

“My hunting lodge has been in the family for six generations. It was just sitting there vacant on the side of the mountain for twelve years. It was a mess when I came three years ago. 

“The renovations are almost done now. Should be all done by the end of spring.” My voice is calm and cheerful, ignoring what those gentle, stolen looks are already doing to my libido.

I’ve wanted her for two and a half years—to carry her around a room with my cock inside of her. I want to pin her hands and ride her until she orgasms and screams my name. I want to give us both what we crave—and not for just one night.

Unfortunately, circumstances in my life don’t give a shit about what either of us want. That pisses me off sometimes. Especially when my ear still rings from Crystal’s interrogations.

“Where are you going? Who are you going with? When are you getting back?” Shit, we’re not even living together, and she’s already like this. Crystal’s neurotic about our engagement, and with good reason. We all know it’s happening because her vicious, greedy father is forcing me. 

Her attempts to control every aspect of my life are driving me up the wall almost as fast as her verbal nastiness and dead-fish sex drive. This marriage will be a nightmare. 

And yet, I can’t see a way out of it.

“The lodge sounds lovely,” Cheyenne remarks thoughtfully. “Do you work on it to get away from the city?”

Cheyenne often asks about my woodworking hobby; I restore and create objects from wood. It relaxes me. She’s aware that Crystal is on me to quit, calling my hobby “plebian.” 

Yet another reason why I long to toss the bitch out of my life and take up with someone I really like. Someone like Cheyenne. “That’s pretty much it, yeah. I’m hoping that proving my rustic side will encourage him to sign since he loves it so much up here.” 

Abrams is kind of a crackpot. When you’re ready to die, he withdraws into the wilderness instead of going to Boston or any other city large enough to have a cancer center. It’s hard not to consider that irrational.

I go quiet, navigating us through a traffic clog. A guy in a red Lexus up is showing some signs of road rage, swerving from lane to lane and stepping on the gas pedal. The blaring horn echoes back at us.

“He’ll sign anyway if you tell him Crystal’s father’s plans.” The tiny edge in Cheyenne’s voice makes me glad that she’s on my side. She’s a smart and fierce little lady. 

Makes me want her even more.

She’s also right. Dr. Brian Hiltman, my future father-in-law, also my greatest rival and the biographer of my dismal fate, wants to keep anything off the market that might constitute a definitive cancer cure. Because of my father’s murder and his partner’s abrupt retirement, Abrams’ patents are for medicines whose potential has never been fully explored.

Hiltman Pharmaceuticals makes fifty-eight percent of its profits on drugs used to treat various forms of cancer. All of them have a success rate of seventy out of a hundred, but their mediocre results mean more treatments, which means more drugs sold. A new chemotherapy regime with a high enough success rate would kill Hiltman’s market share. 

That’s why I’m doing this. Or at least, the selfish part of why. I’d rather see more people free of cancer without going bankrupt in the process, but watching Hiltman’s corporate stock tank so I can buy the company out from under the old prick sounds like fitting revenge for what he’s doing to me.

Too bad I can’t make it happen before the marriage is official.

“You’re right, as usual. He needs to meet me on what is still technically company property. And he insisted we stay out of the city.” I watch as the road maniac tangles with an old Ford LTD that suspiciously looks like a retired cop car.

“I wonder why,” she muses.

“Abrams will not talk about why he wishes to stay out of towns larger than a thousand people. But he won’t go near them, and he won’t enter a hospital. He’d rather let the cancer take him and... I have no idea why.” 

I can’t keep the grim tone out of my voice. We all went somewhat crazy after my father’s poisoning. But Abrams never recovered. 

The red car bounces off the speeding truck and swerves uncontrollably for a moment, trailing sparks and bits of shattered fender. I slow down and change lanes to put more distance between us. 

“Holy crap,” Cheyenne utters as she watches the red car bounce off the median and speed away. “Do you think they were drunk?”

“No, this is Boston. Drivers get riled up over nothing.” I let the road rager drive out of sight before speeding up and getting back into the fast lane. “Don’t worry. I’ll get us there safely.”

“I don’t have a doubt,” she says with a tender warmth, and it catches me off guard in the wake of the driving stress. My dick stirs slightly in my pants as I’m reminded again that the woman I really want sits beside me.

Why didn’t I take you when we had the chance? Our interest in each other—perceptibly and deliciously mutual—has always been there. Somehow, something was always in the way that kept me from sealing the deal.

First, it was the age difference. And she was my employee as well. I was also dating a succession of petite girls and secretly screwing them to avoid being perceived as a predatory boss. And now it’s too late.

“We might run into some rain and wind coming down the mountain, but things should go smoothly otherwise. We’ll grab a snack while we’re there. I stocked the place for my cousin last weekend.” The traffic thins as we get further away from Boston, but I still feel broody and tense.

I kept making excuses not to fall deeper for Cheyenne. Then Hiltman showed up six months ago with his predatory frown and some solid blackmail material. He was there to make certain if he couldn’t own my company, his grandson—my future son—would.

So, I’ve been taking steps. But I’m still trapped into this wedding. Right after Christmas no less. My favorite time of year will be ruined anticipating that. 

"Darren...look." Cheyenne hesitates. I brace myself, knowing
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