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            HITCHED TO A BILLIONAIRE

          

        

      

    

    
      Hitched to a blue-eyed billionaire . . .

      It was supposed to be a simple, easy marriage of convenience arrangement.

      A few months being married to my grumpy boss so he’d gain control of his company, and I’d walk away with enough money to take care of myself and my mother well into the future.

      After two years of lusting after my hot boss, the deal seemed like a no-brainer.

      Except for the part about falling into his bed when I swore I’d keep things platonic.

      Or finding out that there was a kind, caring side to him beneath that gruff exterior.

      Or allowing my heart and emotions to muddle the situation.

      I wasn’t supposed to fall in love with my fake husband, especially knowing that he was a man who avoided real commitment like the plague.

      But here I was, setting myself up for heartache . . .

      Maybe it was time to re-negotiate the terms of our agreement.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

        

      

    

    
      Logan

      

      My mouth watered as my grandfather’s maid set a plate of braised short ribs in front of me. Lately, this had been the highlight of my week. My brothers and I had been gathering at our grandfather’s home for a family dinner every Sunday for the past month, and the food was excellent every time. It was something we should have been doing for years, but it took a devastating medical diagnosis to make happen.

      That was the way it went sometimes.

      “This looks amazing,” my brother, Dylan, said from the other side of the long dining room table. “I swear, Hilda, you know the way to my heart.”

      Hilda rolled her eyes with a small smile on her face. She’d been working for my grandfather since before I was born, so she was used to Dylan’s endless charm. Few people knew the Reid boys better than she did.

      “You know I don’t prepare the food,” she pointed out. “I just serve it. But I’ll tell the chef how you feel.”

      “I’m sure Harold will appreciate knowing that he has access to your heart by way of short ribs,” our other brother, Hayden, chimed in from his seat next to Dylan.

      Dylan elbowed Hayden in the ribs, and our grandpa chuckled from his spot at the head of the table.

      “Do I have to separate you boys like when you were little?”

      Dylan and Hayden grumbled in response while I dug into my food. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the slightest tremble in my grandpa’s hand when he reached for his own fork. Concern flooded me. Was this another symptom of his condition?

      It was possible. It was hard to know exactly how the tumor in his brain would affect him. All we knew for sure was the end result.

      He’d be gone within six months.

      And that was the doctor’s most optimistic prognosis. It could be sooner.

      They called it glioblastoma, and there wasn’t much that could be done. The location of the tumor made it impossible to remove surgically. Still, when we found out about his diagnosis, I pushed for grandpa to look into all the experimental treatments, insisting that he try anything he could to prolong his life.

      I was met with resistance. Instead of spending his last days being poked and prodded and sickened by radiation that would probably only give him a few extra months anyway, he decided to manage his pain and get his affairs in order. He wanted to spend the end of his life doing things that made him happy. Anything that brought him joy.

      That included spending as much time with me and my brothers. Hence, the weekly dinners.

      I wasn’t happy about his decision not to seek other treatment, but I respected the man too much to argue with him. I couldn’t change what was going to happen, no matter how hard that was to accept, and the last thing I wanted was a bunch of negative memories because of fighting that wouldn’t do anything.

      “Have you heard from mom?” Dylan asked Hayden as we ate.

      She didn’t come to these meals. I knew that grandpa extended the invitation each week, but she always managed to be too busy to attend. Since my father had passed away a decade ago, she’d put the wealth he accumulated to good use, throwing herself into philanthropic efforts that took up a lot of her time. Sometimes, she expected us to attend, too.

      “Yeah, she’s at the ceremony today,” Hayden said around a mouthful of food. “She’s presenting this year’s scholarship at the school.”

      I didn’t even know that she was at her alma mater. Unlike Hayden, I didn’t have a particularly close relationship with her. Or my father, when he was alive, although that was for different reasons.

      “That’s great,” Grandpa said, wiping his mouth with a napkin. “She might not have been born a Reid, but all of her charity work certainly adds some respectability to our family name.”

      I didn’t think we necessarily needed her for that, but I wasn’t going to argue with him. He’d always treated my mother like a daughter, even after my dad died. I knew she cared about him too. He was like the father she never had.

      As the meal came to an end, I expected all of us to go into the living room to unwind as we usually did. But Grandpa’s hand on my arm stopped me from heading in that direction.

      “Come into the study,” he said with a grave look on his face. “We need to talk.”

      Dylan and Hayden paused for a moment, staring at us.

      “This needs to be a private conversation,” Grandpa added.

      Hayden shrugged at Dylan and the two of them went into the living room. I heard the TV turn on as I followed Grandpa into his study. Once I stepped inside, he closed the door behind me.

      “You want a drink?” he asked, crossing to a cart of hard liquor against the wall.

      “No, thanks.”

      He took his time pouring himself a generous measure of whiskey while I sat in a brown leather chair. I’d always liked this study when I was a little kid, and not just because it had extra appeal as the one room that I wasn’t technically allowed to be in alone. The walls of the study were lined with shelves, and full of books. I always felt like there was a hidden world here in the pages of the books, especially the oldest ones, bound in leather and the most forbidden to be touched. I imagined adventure and mystery to be hiding here, if only I could find it.

      Grandpa settled into the chair facing me, his drink in his hand. I took a moment to study him while I waited for him to speak. He’d lost weight recently, and I knew it was because the terrible headaches he’d been getting made him feel nauseous from the pain. But aside from that, there was no physical indication that he wasn’t well. He looked the same as always, with his grey hair side swept and his pinstriped suit free of wrinkles.

      “I’ve been meaning to talk to you about my will,” Grandpa started.

      I groaned and scrubbed my hand down my face. I didn’t want to do this. I wasn’t ready to know his final wishes.

      “Don’t worry about it,” I said, putting my hands on my knees and standing. “I’ll be the executor, and I’ll make sure that whatever you put in there gets done. I don’t need to know in advance…”

      “Sit down,” he ordered.

      There was no denying him when he used that firm tone of voice. I planted my ass back in the chair and stared at him.

      “You need to know something about my will. The way things stand right now, I’m not sure if I’m going to leave you the company.”

      That comment was like being punched in the center of my chest. This was the last thing I ever expected.

      “But…why?”

      I’d been the CEO of KeenTech since my grandfather retired six years ago. I devoted my life to running the company, growing it to even greater financial success than ever before. As the oldest son, I always assumed that I’d inherit it one day.

      “I need you to get married first,” he said, before taking a drink of his whiskey.

      I blinked, trying to process his words. “Married?” I repeated, as if I’d heard him wrong.

      Grandpa sighed. “It’s time for you to settle down, Logan. Believe it or not, there’s more to life than just work.”

      He’s officially lost it. That was all I could think. Maybe the illness was affecting his ability to be rational.

      “That’s insane,” I told him, hoping to get him to think clearly. This ultimatum was crazy.

      “I know it’s difficult to understand, but I’ve done a lot of thinking about this over the last few months,” he said, his eyes bright and lucid at the moment. “When I’m gone, you’ll be the head of the family. Someone for your brothers to look up to…and I think it’s important that you set this example. And I want the family name to continue on. I know I won’t be around to see any grandkids, but if you’re married by the time I go, I can move on with hope that they’ll exist someday.”

      “You can’t be serious,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. “You want me to find someone to marry in the next couple of months?”

      “I knew your grandmother was the one on our first date,” he said with a shrug. “When you know, you know. I believe that. You just need to open yourself up to the possibility of it.”

      “And if I don’t?” I asked defiantly, but I already knew the answer.

      “Then, I won’t be leaving the company to you.”

      The anger and resentment coursing through me was overwhelming, and I didn’t know what to say. I’d never felt this way about my grandfather before. I was caught completely off-guard by this stipulation of his.

      The worst part was the betrayal I felt. How could he do this to me? Get married now? As if I didn’t have enough emotional baggage to deal with right now?

      Even if a wife was something I wanted—which it definitely wasn’t—I couldn’t imagine focusing on cultivating a relationship while I was trying to grapple with the mortality of the only person I’d ever really respected.

      No. No way. This isn’t happening.

      I stood again, seething. “I’m not playing this game. You can’t force me into this ridiculous stipulation. After everything I’ve done for the company…I can’t believe you’d do this to me.”

      Turning away from him, I stormed off. I could feel his eyes on me as I left the study, but I didn’t turn around. I needed to get out of here before I said something I’d regret.

      Hayden and Dylan saw me pass by the living room on my way out the door, but I didn’t stop to talk to them. I wouldn’t even know how to explain the old man’s criteria for my inheritance.

      It was too absurd to even consider.
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        * * *

      

      “Come in,” I called out when I heard three sharp taps against the door of my office the next morning.

      My efficient assistant barely waited until the words had left my mouth before she was pushing the door open with an oversized coffee cup in one hand and an iPad in the other. Mia set the coffee on the corner of my desk without looking up from the device in her hand.

      I took a moment to look her over, knowing damn well that I shouldn’t.

      Because she looked good today, with her scoop-neck silk blouse and her tight black skirt accentuating her curves. Her chestnut brown hair was pulled back in a bun, showing off the slender column of her neck. My gaze traveled up until I met her eyes, brown with flecks of gold and surrounded by dark eyelashes.

      I’d noticed the depth of her eyes from the moment we met, at her interview. I’d been attracted to her even then, and it almost kept me from hiring her. But Mia was easily the most qualified candidate that applied, with her bachelor’s degree in business and past experience as an administrative assistant at a different tech company.

      She ended up being the best assistant I’d ever had.

      The problem was that I couldn’t help noticing how sexy she was. I hated that I was so aware of her, because it drove me crazy to be so close to her all the time when I knew that I needed to keep my hands to myself. I shouldn’t even consider crossing that line, no matter how tempting it was when I breathed in the lavender and peach scent of her perfume and my eyes focused on her full, kissable lips.

      There was just something about her that heated my blood, and it wasn’t even just about her looks. Mia was more than just an efficient, dependable assistant. I had a reputation for being moody and unapproachable, but she dealt with my grumpy ass better than anyone else I’d ever worked with.

      She was smart and didn’t take anything I said to heart, which was good because my frustration with my own attraction to her came out in the wrong way at times. I was short with her when I shouldn’t be, but she always took my temperament with a grain of salt.

      That just made me want her more, for reasons that I didn’t understand.

      “I just finalized your itinerary for the day,” Mia said, finally looking up from her iPad. “I needed to move a few things around because John Helt needed to change your meeting from eleven o’clock to two in the afternoon.”

      “Thank you, Miss Carter,” I said, just as I heard a ding coming from my computer as my calendar updated those changes she’d made.

      I picked up my coffee and took a sip. It was perfect, as usual.

      Suddenly, the door of my office opened again, without a knock this time. Only two people here would do such a thing, so it was no surprise when Dylan and Hayden came strolling in.

      “You ran out of Grandpa’s house awfully quick yesterday,” Hayden commented. “Like your ass was on fire.”

      I glared at Hayden for a moment before turning my attention back to Mia. There was a grin pulling at the corners of her mouth, and her eyes glinted with amusement.

      Fuck, she’s beautiful.

      Why couldn’t I stop noticing that?

      “Give us a few minutes alone, Miss Carter,” I said, and she nodded.

      I didn’t speak again until she was gone, with the door closed behind her.

      “What did Grandpa tell you?” I asked, surprised that they were here asking me what happened.

      I was sure that grandpa would have filled them in on his conditions for my inheritance. It affected them, too. Dylan, with his knack for numbers and organization, was the company CFO. Hayden held the position of COO, making him the president of the company, in the position directly beneath me. We all had an equal stake in KeenTech.

      “He didn’t say much, just told us to ask you about it,” Hayden said, taking a seat in one of the two chairs across from me. He propped his feet up on my desk and ignored the glare I set his way. “He was really shady about it too.”

      “So, what’s going on?” Dylan asked, still standing.

      I sighed and rubbed my fingers across my forehead. I didn’t really have a reason to hide the truth from them, and as unreasonable as my grandpa was being, I wasn’t sure that I was willing to lose something as important as the family company by defying his decree.

      “Grandpa wants me to get married.”

      A moment of silence followed my statement until Hayden chuckled.

      “To whom?” Dylan asked.

      “Apparently, I’m supposed to find someone to fall in love with in the next few weeks,” I said in a dry tone. “Oh, and she has to love me back enough to marry me.”

      “He’s barking up the wrong tree for that.” Hayden shook his head.

      “Yeah, well, he’s not exactly asking,” I said, my annoyance at the situation evident in my voice. “If I don’t get hitched soon, he won’t leave the company to me.”

      Dylan’s jaw dropped at the implications of that possibility. “You’re fucking kidding me.”

      “I wish I was. He made it clear. He wants to know I’m in a happy marriage before he…passes on.” My chest hurt just thinking about my grandpa’s condition. “I don’t know how the hell he expects me to manage that.”

      “Well, you know what you have to do so we don’t lose the business,” Hayden chimed in, looking unconcerned. “Man up and do it. Find a woman to marry.”

      “You think it’s that easy?” I asked incredulously. “Make someone fall for me that quickly?”

      “No, not with your grumpy attitude,” Hayden went on. “But you can definitely find someone to pretend to love you.”

      Dylan’s eyes lit up at the idea and he nodded. “Yeah, that makes sense.”

      “None of this makes sense,” I pointed out, and ran a hand through my hair in frustration.

      “Okay, no it doesn’t,” Dylan agreed, then shrugged, as if that didn’t matter. “But you have to do what’s best for the company. Just keep that in the front of your mind. You’re the oldest and supposed to be in charge. It’s your birthright. I’m only interested in finance and we both know Hayden is well-suited for the day-to-day operations and administrative stuff, but you are the glue that holds this place together.”

      “Yeah, so just open your wallet and pay off someone to marry you for a few months,” Hayden said, as if it were that simple. “It’s not like you can’t afford it.”

      I narrowed my gaze at my brother. “That’s easy for you to say. You’re not the one that has to actually do it.”

      “It won’t be real,” Dylan pointed out.

      “No, but I have to act like it is if I’m going to convince Grandpa that I’m a happily married man,” I grumbled. “Trust me, with the way he was talking, I’m going to have to make it seem real.”

      That was the part that really bothered me. The idea of faking it occurred to me last night, but that would mean that I would have to find someone that I could live with for around six months. That seemed nearly impossible.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

        

      

    

    
      Mia

      

      Something was going on with my boss.

      Logan always had the whole moody and broody thing going for him, but he was worse than normal today. It was unusual for both of his brothers to visit him since the three men ran this whole company, and that kept them all rather busy in different departments, but they stayed for nearly half an hour, shut up in the office and discussing something private.

      After the two men left, I went back into Logan’s office to bring him a contract that needed to be signed.

      “Cancel my meeting with Helt,” he said the second I walked in the door.

      “Do you want me to reschedule?” I asked.

      “Did I say reschedule?” he snapped.

      His sharp tone made me pause halfway to his desk. I put my hand on my hips and arched an eyebrow at him. “Excuse me?” I said, calling him out on his rude reply.

      Logan put down his pen and rubbed his eyes with his thumb and forefinger. He knew that I wasn’t going to do a damn thing while he was snapping at me like that.

      “Ah, hell. Sorry,” he muttered. “Just tell John I’ll call him next week. I don’t have the energy for our meeting right now.”

      Yep. Something was up.

      “Got it,” I said, placing the contract on the corner of his desk. He didn’t even look at it, just turned back to his computer and focused on the screen with his furrowed brow causing a deep crease in the center of his forehead.

      Of course, he still looked good today, with his strong jaw and those captivating blue eyes that all the Reid brothers possessed. His hair was thick and dark brown, and I often wondered what it would be like to run my hands through it. Not to mention how well he filled out his tailor made suits.

      I forced myself to look away. No good could come from ogling my boss, especially when he was in a foul mood. Walking out of the office, I found the head of the research and development department waiting for me at my desk.

      Eric was a tall and thin man with a high IQ and not a lot of social skills. He looked nervous when he met my eyes and that was confirmed a second later when he started fidgeting with the paper in his hands.

      “Good morning,” I said in greeting, coming around behind my desk and sitting down. I folded my hands on the desk in front of me and looked up at him.

      “I, uh, was wondering… Is today a good day to speak with him?” Eric asked, nodding toward Logan’s office door.

      “Not especially.”

      That was an understatement, but I knew the jittering man didn’t need to hear that Logan was in a worse mood than usual today. He’d spread the word, and it would put everyone on edge.

      It wasn’t that Logan was some kind of monster. It was just that he wasn’t the type to sugarcoat things, and he never bothered to hide his displeasure about anything. He had high standards, and that was part of the reason that the company was so successful in the last few years. Logan expected more from his employees, and he usually got it.

      He was also short with the employees on a regular basis until most of them decided it was easier to go through me. That was how a big part of my job became running interference between Logan and anyone that needed something from him.

      It worked out well for both parties. As for me, I didn’t mind being the middleman. Not only could I handle Logan, but it kept what could have been a boring office job interesting.

      “I need him to approve a budget increase on the Model X prototype,” Eric said, holding out a document for me to look at.

      The Model X cell phone was supposed to be a huge release next year, and I knew that the company had a lot riding on it being a success.

      I took the paper and scanned the information. I could understand why Eric would be nervous to make such a request. Budget matters could be a hot-button issue, even in a multi-billion dollar company like this one.

      “I see you got Dylan to sign off already,” I said, giving Eric an encouraging smile.

      The tension eased out of his shoulders slightly as he nodded.

      “That’s good. I’ll talk to Mr. Reid and get back to you by the end of the day.”

      “The end of the day?” Eric frowned slightly. “But this is a high-priority project, and the sooner the—”

      “Timing is everything with things like this,” I interrupted, then inclined my head toward Logan’s closed office door. “Unless you’d like to take your chances now?”

      I knew that Logan would likely approve the budget increase either way, but I couldn’t help having a little fun with the man. And if he went in there now, Logan would be angry at both of us, so I’d prefer it if that didn’t happen.

      “No, that’s fine,” Eric said quickly, already taking a step backward, toward the elevator. “Whatever you think is best.”

      I smirked as I placed the budget proposal on my desk. Dealing with employee issues myself was a somewhat unconventional part of my job, but I was well-suited to doing it. I wasn’t intimidated by Dylan the way that most people were. I’d always had a knack for not taking things personally. It also helped that I was paid incredibly well to put up with him when he had a bad attitude.

      And his sexy good looks? Well, I considered them to be a fringe benefit. No matter how surly the man was, he still played a leading role in my nightly fantasies.

      I wasn’t sure what that said about me.

      The morning went on in a mostly uneventful fashion. Logan stayed in his office, responding to inter-company emails and taking a conference call just before lunch. He didn’t call me into his office to take his lunch order like he usually did. Today, Hayden showed up and insisted on taking him out for a meal. This was also unusual, and my curiosity was officially piqued.

      While they were gone, my cell phone rang. I tried not to take personal calls at work, but when I saw my mother’s name on the caller ID, I answered.

      “Hey, mom,” I said, cradling the phone between my shoulder and my ear while I stood at the filing cabinet behind my desk and flicked through the folders, looking for one that Logan would need this afternoon. “What’s up?”

      “Where do you keep your teabags?” she asked.

      “Right where you’d expect them to be,” I replied. “In the cabinet next to the coffee that I showed you yesterday.”

      There was a brief pause, and I heard movement on the other end of the line.

      “Oh, I found them. That’s good.” She exhaled a sigh of relief. “I was worried you didn’t have any.”

      I smiled slightly. I wasn’t going to tell her that I bought a box of her favorite tea just for her when we decided she would be moving into my apartment last week. She wouldn’t be happy that I’d gone to the trouble since she already felt like a burden for needing to live in her daughter’s spare bedroom.

      “I’m glad you found them,” I said. “Honey is on the same shelf. Did you need anything else?”

      “Do you think you’ll be home for dinner tonight?” she asked. “I was planning to make baked chicken.”

      That was another thing that I liked the most about working at this office. Logan was a hard worker and demanded the same from his employees, but he was firm about quitting time. We left the office every day at five in the evening, no matter what work there was still left to be done. Logan had quickly taught me that there was nothing at the office so important that it couldn’t wait until tomorrow.

      “I’ll be home,” I said, closing the filing cabinet with the file I needed in hand, and resuming my seat at my desk. “You know I’d never pass up a home cooked meal.”

      “Well, it’s the least I can do, since you’re letting me stay for a while.”

      “You don’t have to do anything, Mom.”

      I’d told her this before, but I knew her well enough to be sure that she wouldn’t listen. She was stubborn like that.

      “I know, but I want to. Just be home by six.”

      We hung up the phone and I leaned back in my chair, letting out a long sigh. My mother had always been a hard-worker, and that led her to opening her own antiquities store a few years ago. It was supposed to be her chance to be her own boss, do her own thing. She’d been so proud of her accomplishment.

      The problem was that she’d trusted the wrong person to be her business partner. The woman screwed her over a few months ago, disappearing and leaving my mom with a mountain of debt. It got so bad that she lost her home, and I quickly offered her a place to stay until she was able to get back on her feet again.

      I would do whatever I could to help her out. The woman already sacrificed so much to raise me as a single parent when my dad neglected to even pay a dime in child support. Now, I saw it as my turn to provide for her in her time of need.

      The elevator doors opened, and I straightened in my seat as Hayden and Logan stepped out.

      “I can’t believe you did that,” Logan said to Hayden in a testy tone as they passed by my desk. “I never would have gone to lunch with you if I’d known what a pain in the ass you would be.”

      “That woman was already checking you out and giving off interested vibes,” Hayden replied. “Would it have really been so bad to ask her to help you out?”

      Logan let out a sound similar to a growl and glared at his brother. “I haven’t agreed to grandpa’s stipulation,” he said.

      I listened closely, hoping that he’d elaborate, but at that moment, his gaze shifted to me.

      He scowled and returned his eyes to Hayden. “Let’s talk about this later.”

      Damn.

      I didn’t get to witness a lot of office drama sitting outside of Logan’s office all day, and I’d been hoping to learn something interesting.

      Was Hayden trying to set Logan up? In the two years that I’d been his assistant, Logan had dated a few women, but they never lasted long. Just when it seemed that a relationship might have a future, he’d abruptly end things.

      But why would being set up make Logan so angry? I couldn’t figure that part out but I was definitely curious.

      I thought about it a couple more times throughout the rest of the day, but I tried to make myself focus on my job. Logan wasn’t big on sharing his personal life at the office, so I’d likely never get the full story anyway.

      As five o’clock drew near, I was eager to just get home and relax. Kicking off my heels and soaking my feet in some steaming hot water sounded like heaven. Getting up from behind my desk, I straightened my skirt and headed into Logan’s office. I’d already had him sign the budget increase for Eric, so I just needed to make sure there wasn’t anything else that needed to be done before the end of the day.

      I knocked three times and when Logan called me in, I found him standing at the window, looking out at the New York skyline, his hands buried in the front pockets of his navy slacks. He’d removed his suit jacket after lunch, and the sleeves of his white dress shirt were rolled up to just below his elbows, revealing his strong forearms.

      He didn’t turn around when I came in. “Mr. Reid? Is everything okay?”

      He didn’t respond for a moment, and I started to worry. He was acting so strangely…

      “Yeah,” he said on a sigh, finally turning to look at me. “I’m glad you’re here. I need to talk to you. Take a seat.”

      He looked stressed, with his clenched jaw and tense muscles. I did as he said, lowering myself into a chair in front of his desk, wondering if I was about to be fired. What else could possibly make him look so serious?

      Logan came around to the front of his desk and leaned against the edge, his arms folded across his chest. “I have a proposition for you.”

      I blinked at him in surprise. “A…proposition?”

      “Well, more like a proposal.” He almost smirked. “I want you to marry me.”

      What?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER THREE


          

        

      

    

    
      Logan

      

      I couldn’t believe how nervous I was about this. I wasn’t asking Mia to spend the rest of her life with me or confessing undying love. I just needed a favor.

      A really big favor.

      Mia stared at me with wide eyes, trying to comprehend the words I just said. I couldn’t blame her. A marriage proposal had to be the last thing she expected.

      I was almost surprised by it myself. I had been thinking about my conversion with my brothers all day, trying to figure out what to do. They had a point. Faking a marriage to get my inheritance was probably my best option. Once I accepted that, it was easier to wrap my mind around the idea.

      I didn’t like the thought of lying to my grandfather, but he wasn’t leaving me much choice. Besides, seeing me married would make him happy, which I cared about a lot, especially with his health rapidly declining. It was a win-win.

      The more difficult part of all this was choosing a woman to fill that role. I briefly considered asking one of my exes, but none of my relationships had really ended on good terms. It was usually my fault, so I doubted any of them would want to help me out.

      I never went into my relationships intending to break a woman’s heart, but commitment wasn’t easy for me. I just couldn’t imagine spending my life with anyone like that. So, most of my relationships reached a point where the woman I was dating wanted to talk about the future, maybe move in together or discuss marriage. That was when I ended things. I tried to be nice about the break up, but there were a couple of women scorned.

      I was sure that none of them would want to pretend that we were happily married, even for a short period of time.

      There were a limited number of other women in my life, but there was only one candidate that I could imagine actually asking to do this with me. It was probably a terrible idea, but the more I thought about it, the more that Mia seemed like the perfect person to be my temporary wife.

      She was smart and beautiful, so she’d be completely believable to my family as a woman that I’d legitimately fallen for. She was also never afraid to call me out on my bullshit, which I hoped meant that she would have no problem handling this arrangement. Because if she agreed, we’d be spending a lot of time together until I officially inherited the company.

      I needed someone that was strong and independent, yet soft and caring when it came to grandpa, and I knew that Mia was all those things, and more.

      She was still staring mutely at me, so I continued on before I lost my nerve. “I can tell that I’ve caught you by surprise, so let me explain. You know my grandpa’s sick, that he doesn’t have long. Yesterday, he…” I trailed off, chuckling despite the fact that this wasn’t funny at all. “He told me that I won’t inherit the company unless I get married before he dies so . . . yeah, I was thinking that maybe you and I could, well, tie the knot.”

      Mia’s jaw dropped open. I didn’t think it was possible for her to look more shocked than she already did, but she managed it.

      Then, she narrowed her eyes at me. “Is this a joke?”

      “I wish it was.” I rubbed a hand along the back of my neck. “I think we both know that I’m not going to find a real wife anytime soon. So, the way I see it, my only option is to find someone to fill the role temporarily.”

      “You mean, you want a fake wife?”

      “Exactly. Someone that will pretend to be in love with me, play the part as needed. And in exchange, you’ll never have to worry about money again.”

      “Worry about money?” Mia frowned at me. “Why would you say that?”

      “I know about your mom’s money troubles.”

      Before this, I was pretty sure that she had no idea I was aware of what happened to her mom’s business or the fact that the woman had to move in with her. But Mia was my assistant, which meant that she worked closer with me than anyone else did. She was in a powerful position within the company because of it. I had to put my trust in her, so I made sure that I knew as much about her as possible, to be sure that I could.

      “So you see, this could be a mutually beneficial arrangement for us,” I went on. “If we can convince my family that we’re a happily married couple, when I get my inheritance, I’ll pay you for your trouble. You know I can give you enough so that you and your mom are well taken care of. You’ll never have to work again.”

      That meant losing Mia as an assistant, which I hated, but I knew that I needed a wife and this was the only thing I could think of to convince her. Money was something that everyone wanted, and I had more than enough to get just about anything I wanted. I would hire someone else to be my assistant, and it would be fine.

      Mia didn’t speak for a long moment, and I couldn’t tell if I’d offended her or if she was actually considering this. It could go either way.

      I was still nervous, for some reason. I knew that I could ask someone else if she said no, but it didn’t feel like that was true. I knew Mia, and I needed her.

      “So, when you get your inheritance, we get divorced?” she asked tentatively.

      I felt the tension drain out of my body, certain she was going to agree. “Yes, but until then, we have to put on a show. That means living together, spending time together in public and with my family, kissing each other…” I swallowed hard as a shiver went down my spine and landed in the vicinity of my dick. “Only my brothers will know the truth, that it’s a marriage in name only. No romance or feelings involved. You know I don’t do the whole ‘love’ thing.”

      Mia rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I’m aware of that.”

      But she didn’t say anything else. I knew that I’d just dumped a hell of a lot of information on her, and she needed time to process.

      Just not too much time.

      “Think about it,” I said, moving back toward the window to give her space. “But I need to know soon.”

      Mia stood, hesitating before leaving. “Goodnight, Mr. Reid.”

      I couldn’t help smiling at her. “Mia, I just asked you to be my wife. I think you can start calling me Logan.”

      “Oh, right.” Her cheeks tinted pink. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Logan.”

      I watched her leave, waiting until she closed the door behind her to turn back to the window. There was something about this view of the city that made me think about my position within this company and how important it was to me. It always had been.

      I’d never seen another path for my life. My grandfather started this company and ran it when I was a kid. My plan had always been to follow in his footsteps, and I’d done it.

      I couldn’t lose it all now. It meant too much to me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FOUR


          

        

      

    

    
      Mia

      

      There was no way I was doing this. I couldn’t marry my boss. It was too weird to imagine acting like a happy couple, kissing, and living together.

      He had to be out of his mind to even ask this of me. Surely it would be an issue with HR, if I decided to complain.

      I knew I wouldn’t do that though. There was something about the desperate look in Logan’s eyes when he explained what his grandpa wanted from him that kept me from feeling offended by his proposal.

      He was desperate, that much was clear.

      The two of us weren’t even close, not really. In the entire time I’d been working for him, our relationship had been nothing but professional. That was why it came as such a surprise that he knew about my mom’s money troubles.

      I drove home on autopilot, my thoughts a jumbled mess in my mind. Despite my decision not to agree to Logan’s proposal, I couldn’t stop thinking about it in general. He mentioned kissing, and I had to admit that the idea made a warm desire rush through me.

      I wanted him, but did I want to play house for six months with a man I was so strongly attracted to?

      No way.

      Arriving at my apartment, I opened the door and immediately forgot all about Logan. The sound of gut-wrenching sobs reached me, and I dropped my purse on the floor as I rushed into the living room, following the sound. I found my mom sitting on the couch, her face buried in her hands.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked, my heart breaking as I took a seat on the sofa beside her. I’d only seen her cry like this one other time in my life, and that was when my grandmother died.

      “Oh, Mia…” she lifted her face and tried to wipe away her tears, looking embarrassed. “I didn’t hear you come in. Dinner isn’t ready yet…”

      “Don’t worry about that,” I said, waving away her concern as I reached over to the coffee table and grabbed a box of tissues. I offered it to her, and she wiped her nose and cheeks. “Just tell me what happened.”

      “It’s just my car,” she said, trying to sound nonchalant and completely failing. I hated that she felt the need to minimize her problems for me, like I was still a child and she was trying to protect me. “It broke down today. The mechanic says it’s the transmission. According to him, it’s not worth making such an expensive repair on a car that’s almost twenty years old.”

      Shit.

      I understood why she was so upset. She used to have a much nicer car, but it was repossessed when she lost her business. The old sedan she was driving now was the only thing she could afford from the buy-here-pay-here car lot. It was a hunk of junk, and we knew that, but I had hoped she’d have the thing for longer than two short months before something serious went wrong with it.

      “It’s okay,” I said, but we both knew that wasn’t true.

      “How am I supposed to get to work?”

      My mom had just started a new job to get back on her feet a few weeks ago. It was a management position at a greeting card store, and I knew that losing the job because she didn’t have reliable transportation would be another blow to her self-confidence that she wouldn’t take well. I couldn’t let that happen.

      “I’ll figure something out,” I promised her. “You have tomorrow off, so let’s not worry about that now.”

      “You don’t need to figure it out for me, Mia. I’m the parent here, and you’ve already done too much. What kind of a mother am I if I depend on you to solve all my problems for me?”

      I hated that she felt like this about herself. I had to do something about it.

      “Don’t worry, Mom. I have a plan,” I assured her, forcing a smile onto my face at the realization of what I was going to do. “I promise. By the end of the year, I’ll have enough money to take care of everything.”

      Her brow furrowed into a frown. “But how?”

      “I’ll tell you later,” I said, patting her arm. “How about we just order a pizza tonight? You can make that chicken tomorrow.”

      “Okay.”

      I was glad to see that her tears had stopped. And I meant what I said. I was going to have the money soon. I was going to do what I had to do to take care of my mom.

      I was going to marry Logan Reid.
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        * * *

      

      I had nerves of steel the next day as I walked into Logan’s office with his morning coffee and a plan. For once, I didn’t bother to knock. I knew he was alone inside, and I wanted to make a point right off the bat. If I was going to pretend to be his wife, I was going to be his equal in this arrangement.

      Setting down his coffee, I took a seat in front of him, keeping my back straight and meeting his eyes. I could see the curiosity burning there, and something else. Intrigue, maybe.

      Attraction?

      It doesn’t matter. You’re here for a reason that has nothing to do with that.

      I was probably imagining it anyway.

      “I will help you. I’ll be your wife,” I said, the words seeming strange coming out of my mouth. “But I have some conditions.”

      Logan’s relief was quickly followed by a wary look on his face. “Such as?”

      “Let’s start with my compensation,” I replied, smoothing my hand down the front of my skirt—and couldn’t help but notice that Logan’s gaze dropped to my bare legs before flicking back up to my face. “I’m happy to take a payment at the end of the marriage, but I want something from you right now.”

      Logan smirked as he leaned back in his leather chair. “Tell me, Mia. What is it you want from me?”

      Okay, there was definitely an erotic edge to his words. Maybe I didn’t imagine the attraction in his eyes after all.

      Electricity seemed to crackle in the air between us, and I felt my core clench. There were so many ways I could answer his question, dirty words that I never even imagined actually saying out loud to this man, despite the thoughts of him that filled my mind in the dark of night when I used my vibrator beneath the sheets.

      “I…” I blinked and forced myself to remember what I had planned to say when I came in here. “I want…a car.”

      “A car?” he repeated in surprise.

      I nodded. “A brand new one. Today.”

      Logan barely paused to think about it. “Okay. We’ll go get one this afternoon. Anything else?”

      Once again, I was thrown off track. This time, the distraction came from his easy agreement. It struck me just how wealthy this man was. Of course, I always knew his family was filthy rich, but I never thought about it much in terms of being able to afford, well, anything.

      Now, looking at him in his expensive tailored suit and Patek Philippe wristwatch, and remembering the Audi R8 Spyder sports car he drove, I couldn’t help thinking that it was amazing that he could so nonchalantly agree to spend thousands of dollars on a car when my mom had been so worried about it just last night. There was such a huge financial gap between us, and it was mind boggling.

      “Mia?” Logan’s low, husky voice snapped me out of my thoughts. “Anything else?”

      “Uh…yeah.” I put on my business woman hat, since this was a contracted negotiation and I needed specifics. “I want to know how much money you plan to offer me for this. I mean, you’re asking a lot of me. Months of acting like a happy, doting wife around the clock, even living with you.”

      Logan steepled his fingers together as he thought about it for a moment. “How about two million?”

      My lips parted in shock, but I couldn’t seem to breathe for a moment. Two million dollars? Holy crap!

      “That’s too much,” I said when I found my voice. I was just participating in a fake marriage for a few months. I couldn’t take that much money from him.

      “I’m a billionaire,” he reminded me. “Trust me, a couple million dollars isn’t too much for me in exchange for what I’m getting in return.”

      But that amount would change my life, and my mother’s. I fought back the urge to hyperventilate.

      “Any other conditions?” he asked when I was too stunned to speak for a moment.

      I thought about what else I needed to make this work for me. “My mom needs to know the truth about our arrangement. I’ll pretend whatever you want me to with your family, but I won’t lie to her.”

      “I don’t want to lie to my family either, but I have to,” Logan said, suddenly defensive. “I won’t lose the company just because my grandpa decided he wants me to magically fall in love in a few short months.”

      “I didn’t mean anything by it,” I assured him.

      Logan dropped his head back and sighed. “I know. I just…I don’t want to do this, to be honest. I feel like I’m jumping through hoops to get something that I’ve already earned.”

      This was the first time Logan had ever opened up to me in such a personal way. It was small, but I felt an unexpected connection to him because of it. Would being his wife bring more moments like this, where he’d let down his guard and share deeper pieces of himself?

      “I just have one more condition,” I said, moving on from those thoughts. “I want to keep working here at KeenTech until we’re divorced and I have my money.”

      “Why? You don’t need to do that.”

      My chin lifted in a stubborn manner. “I won’t be dependent on my husband while we’re going through this charade,” I explained. “That’s not the kind of wife I am or want to be portrayed as, and you might as well learn that right now.”

      “Okay,” he said, smiling slightly. “Is that it? Any other conditions?”

      I thought about addressing our physical relationship during the marriage, knowing that I should probably draw a line that would keep us from going too far, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. It was reckless, but a part of me wanted to see what would happen between us.

      So, I shook my head. “No, there’s nothing else.”

      He sat up in his chair. “Then, I think we have a deal. I’ll have my lawyers draw up the contract.”

      He held out his hand and I shook it, feeling a tingling sensation run up my arm as we touched. Butterflies fluttered in my stomach as I realized that this was just the first of many touches between us. This man was going to be my husband.

      It was hard to believe that I was doing this, but we’d just come to an agreement, and I wasn’t going to back out, no matter what.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER FIVE


          

        

      

    

    
      Logan

      

      I wasn’t sure what to expect when Mia came into the office this morning, but she managed to surprise me with her conditions. I found that I respected her for the precise way she laid out her terms, and while some of those requests shocked me, nothing was a deal breaker.

      I was officially engaged.

      It was a strange notion, but there was nothing romantic about it. I had my personal lawyer draw up the paperwork, detailing everything about our deal, which included the money she was going to receive if she stayed married to me until I’d inherited the company. It didn’t take long, and the contract arrived in the afternoon.

      “This just came through on the fax machine,” Mia said, walking into my office with the papers in hand.

      “Look it over,” I said, picking up the phone on my desk. “I’ll get Dylan in here to watch us sign the contract.”

      “Dylan? Why?”

      “He’s a notary. If we’re going to do this, I want to do it right.”

      Mia took a seat and read over the three-page contract while I called Dylan’s office and told him I needed him to notarize a document. I’d already received an email copy of the agreement, so I knew everything was in order.

      There was a heavy silence in the room as she read the terms. This was her last chance to back out of the deal, but I had a feeling she wouldn’t. Mia wasn’t an indecisive person. She didn’t do things without thinking them through first. It was one of the things I liked about her. It made her dependable.

      When Dylan arrived, he looked between the two of us, confused. I hadn’t told either of my brothers about my plan to have Mia stand in as my wife, waiting to see what her answer would be first.

      “What’s going on?” he asked.

      “Mia’s the one,” I said. “We’re getting married.”

      “The one?” he repeated.

      “Not in any romantic sense. She’s just the woman I’m marrying,” I clarified. “She’s agreed to help me get my inheritance.”

      “Are you shitting me?” Dylan nearly gaped at me, his expression incredulous. “You asked your assistant to be your fake wife? Are you nuts?”

      “I think Mia’s a good choice,” I said, shrugging. “Grandpa will like her.”

      “Can you guys stop talking about me like I’m not here?” Mia huffed in annoyance.

      We both turned to look at Mia, who was glaring at us.

      “Sorry,” Dylan muttered.

      “I just need you to notarize the contract,” I said, gesturing to the documents in Mia’s hand.

      “This is really happening then?” Dylan asked, but neither of us responded. There was no need.

      We both signed the agreement, Dylan stamped and notarized the contract, and the deal was sealed in a matter of minutes. Grandpa was going to get what he wanted, in a manner of speaking.

      “Okay,” I said, standing as Dylan left the office. “Let’s go get you that car.”

      “Now?” she squeaked. “It’s only two in the afternoon.”

      “You said you wanted one today, and I agreed. You’ll learn that I’m the kind of husband that fulfills his promises.”

      “Was that a joke?” she asked with a smile that lit up her pretty eyes, which captivated me for a moment. “You’re full of surprises lately.”

      I laughed, remarkably relaxed for a man who just secured himself a fiancée, when I never thought I’d get married—even if this situation was an exception to my preference to remain single. “Don’t women like that kind of thing?”

      “I know I do.”

      We locked up the office, headed to the parking garage, and I drove us to a BMW dealership. Getting out of the car, she looked around at the dozens of new cars around us, the bright sunlight glinting off the exteriors.

      “Pick anything you want,” I said with a sweeping gesture of my arm.

      Maybe I was jaded from years of people using me for my money, because I expected her to go straight for the most expensive and flashy options on the lot. There were sports cars and SUVs that I would have been interested in myself, but those weren’t the ones that Mia gravitated toward.

      She headed straight for the lower end, sensible sedans. I followed along, watching her walk along the rows of cars, reading the information taped to the windows about the vehicles. I had no idea what she was looking for, but she eventually stopped at a white car with tinted windows.

      A salesman approached us as she opened the door to look inside, checking out the black leather interior. Since I was just the man with the money, I didn’t say much as the other guy took a seat on the passenger side and started selling her on the car’s features.

      Good gas mileage, heated seats, built-in navigation system. I could tell that Mia liked what she was hearing. One fifteen-minute test drive later, and I was in the finance office, informing them that I would be putting the vehicle on my limitless black card.

      When we walked out of the dealership, I glanced over and saw a serene grin on Mia’s face. It was a peaceful expression, like I’d taken care of a big worry for her, and I liked knowing that I’d given her that sense of relief.

      It was unexpected, but it seemed that making her happy…made me happy. I’d never really felt that for anyone else before, and I didn’t know how to react to it. It felt like the kind of thing that could really complicate our fake marriage.

      I forced myself to stop staring at her beautiful smile and hand over the keys to the car. “Do you want me to have your old car towed somewhere? You might be able to sell it to the dealership if you want.”

      She shook her head. “No, I’m going to keep it.”

      “Why do you need two cars?” I asked curiously.

      I owned six, but I was a billionaire. It was my understanding that most people just owned one.

      “I don’t. I’m giving this new one to my mom.”

      I didn’t expect that reply. I knew that she must have had a good relationship with her mother since Mia let her move in with her, but to give the woman a brand new car? That was a level above generosity.

      “You had me buy this for your mom?” I asked, just to be sure. “But why?”

      “She needs it. Hers broke down yesterday, and I’m sure you know her credit is ruined after the failure of her business and foreclosure of her home. It’s not easy for her to just buy a new vehicle.” She shrugged, as if her mother’s welfare was all that mattered to her. “Besides, you take care of people you care about.”

      That’s what I was trying to do.

      That thought made me pause. Did I care about Mia like that? Was that why I agreed to buy this car?

      My eyes landed on her happy smile again, and I realized that it was possible. I knew I was attracted to her. I knew that I respected her for being a strong person and appreciated her hard work at the office, but this felt different.

      Shit.

      I needed to be careful, because starting a real relationship with Mia could ruin everything. This was the line I was trying not to cross while I fought against my own desire for her over the last two years, but now that I’d started us on this fake marriage journey, I wasn’t sure I could rein it in any longer.

      But I meant what I said when I told her I didn’t do “love.”

      The last thing this fake marriage needed was the epic failure of yet another romance because I couldn’t give a woman what she really wanted outside of the bedroom.

      “Thanks for the car,” Mia said as we reached the shiny new sedan. “I’m going to be honest. At first, I thought you’d lost a few marbles when you asked me to do this fake marriage thing, but now…I don’t know. This is the first time we’ve spent any time together outside of work, and it’s been kind of fun. I think you might make a great fake husband.”

      The teasing grin on her face made me want to kiss her.

      I jammed my hands into my pants’ pockets and took a safe step back instead.

      “I’m glad you feel that way, because I need you to clear your schedule for tomorrow night. You’re coming to meet my family after work.”

      “Already?” She bit her lip nervously, which in turn made me want to skim my teeth across that plump lower lip.

      “We have a time limit to sell this romance to them,” I said instead. “Don’t worry, you’ll be fine.”

      I spoke with confidence, and I hoped it was the truth.
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        * * *

      

      “I asked Mia to marry me,” I announced to my brothers.

      Hayden laughed loudly until he realized I was serious. His eyes darted to Dylan, who nodded in affirmation.

      “It’s true,” Dylan said. “They signed a contract and everything.”

      “But she’s your assistant,” Hayden said, sounding almost confused.

      “No shit,” I said, tossing each of them a cold beer from my refrigerator before grabbing one for myself.

      We were in my remodeled basement, which was outfitted as a game room, complete with a pool table, dart board, fully stocked bar, and a huge, flat-screen TV. Hayden was sitting on the couch waiting for the football game to start, while Dylan tossed darts at the board, trying to improve his abysmal game.

      “That’s a terrible idea, man,” Hayden said, twisting the cap off the bottle of his beer. “You don’t shit where you eat.”

      I frowned at him. “That’s a disgusting image, and I don’t remember asking for your opinion, asshole.”

      Dylan tossed a dart before glancing back at me. “You’re in a crappy mood for someone that just got engaged.”

      “You know this isn’t a real marriage, right?” I asked, taking a seat on the couch opposite Hayden. “And it’s temporary. Let’s not make a big deal out of this.”

      “Yeah. Sure. It’s just marriage,” Dylan said, rolling his eyes before returning his attention back to the dart board.

      I took a long drink of my beer, then glanced at Hayden, who flashed me a devilish grin.

      “So…have you told Mom that you’re getting married?”

      I cringed at the question. “Not yet, but I told Grandpa, and I’m bringing Mia to his house tomorrow night to meet him, so I need you all to be there for support.”

      “And Mom,” Hayden said, no longer smiling. “Do you have any idea how pissed she’ll be if you don’t invite her to meet the woman you’re going to marry?”

      “You know he’s right,” Dylan chimed in.

      I couldn’t help feeling gang up on. They were both momma’s boys.

      “You’re both a pain in the ass,” I mumbled, but I knew they were right. My mom and I didn’t have the best relationship – not like her deep bond with Hayden, the baby of the family – but I couldn’t leave her out of this.

      The problem was that I knew she was going to be difficult about it. She would have too many questions about our relationship, especially since she was well-aware that I’d never so much as lived with a woman, much less shown an interest in a life-long commitment.

      “Oh, and you have to invite Aunt Linda,” Dylan said, taking a seat in the recliner now that he was finally done with his game.

      I groaned, barely resisting the urge to smack my palm to my forehead. That was going to be a whole other set of problems.

      I wasn’t even married yet, and this was turning into a huge headache.

      “Fine. I’ll call Mom and Aunt Linda tonight,” I said to appease them. “But you two had better be there too. I don’t want Mia to feel too overwhelmed, so I need you to help out. Intervene if things get awkward since she knows both of you.”

      “I’m more than happy to keep a close eye on your fiancée,” Hayden said, pumping his eyebrows up and down and grinning suggestively.

      I flipped him the bird. “Not if you know what’s good for you.”

      “Are you planning to sleep with her?” Dylan asked, much more serious than Hayden. “I mean, I’ve seen the way your eyes linger on her, even if she doesn’t notice it herself. And I was definitely picking up on some sexual tension in your office earlier today when I came by to notarize the contract.”
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