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        AUTHOR’S NOTE

      

        

      
        Silver Brothers Securities

        Author’s Recommended Reading Order

      

      

      I wrote this series so you can jump in almost anywhere, but if you want the biggest emotional punch, here’s how I recommend reading them (yes, Book 6 after Book 1):

      Book 1: 	Silver Santa — Start here (this one sets up everything and must be read before Silver Fox).

      Book 6:	Silver Fox — Best right after Silver Santa.

      Book 2:	Silver’s Rebel — Can be read as a standalone, full of sparks.

      Book 3:	Silver’s Pawn — Must be read before Silver’s Secret.

      Book 4:	Silver’s Secret — Direct continuation of  Silver’s Pawn.

      Book 5:	Silver’s Trouble — A forbidden age-gap standalone romance (Heroine is secondary character from Silver’s Rebel).

      Book 7:	Silver Hunter — The finale. You can read it as as standalone, but it’s so much better if you’ve taken the whole journey.

      

      However you choose to dive in, thank you for spending time with the Silver family [image: two hearts].

      

      Happy reading,
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        He’s her client.

        She’s his bodyguard.

        And their impromptu Christmas tangles duty with desire.

      

      

      
        
        I wasn’t looking for a fling—and I definitely wasn’t planning to fall for a single dad.

      

        

      
        But spending Christmas in a secluded mountain lodge with James Silver? He’s the kind of temptation that comes in a tailored suit and a sinful smile.

      

        

      
        And he melts through my defences.

      

        

      
        As a bodyguard, I live by three rules: no flirting, no touching, no feelings.

      

        

      
        It almost works—until James pulls me into his world, introduces me to his daughter, and becomes the one risk I swore I’d never take.

      

        

      
        When an avalanche traps us and long-buried secrets surface, the line between duty and desire disappears.

      

        

      
        And if I’m not careful, I won’t just lose my job… I’ll lose my heart.

      

      

      

      
        
        Silver Santa is the first novel in the Silver Brothers Securities Family Saga, and a prequel to Silver Fox. For mature audiences.
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      Be the first to know! Click here to be informed about new releases and future discounts.
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      A high-pitched squeal pierced through the lobby, grabbing my attention. I twisted on my heel, nearly slipping as a little girl darted out of the lodge, bounding over the threshold like a fearless mountaineer. My eyes remained locked on her, marveling at her tiny legs as they darted across the snow-covered terrain until she hit a patch of ice and lost her balance. I sprang forward, swooping her up into  my arms before she hit the ground. “Whoa there, little one! You almost took a tumble.” I held her tightly in my arms, right over my hip, the way I’d seen mothers do.

      Her dark wavy hair blew in the gentle breeze and she looked up. Her brown eyes stretched wide as she took in my outfit. “You’re pretty.” She smiled. “Are you Santa’s helper?”

      “No, but I am part of the Christmas team. I’m a nutcracker.”

      “From Mr. Tchaikovsky’s story?”

      She pronounced the last name expertly, and I leaned back.

      “That’s right. How do you know about Tchaikovsky?”

      “I’ll go get Mrs. Silver.” Allie interjected. We were working security detail for the Silver family and guests, but partnering with my best friend never felt like a job.

      “I saw the play. The girl in the story becomes friends with the nutcracker to fight the evil Mouse King.”

      I’d honestly forgotten the story until she brought it up.

      “And does she run outside and slip on ice?” I tickled her ribcage.

      She giggled.

      “No. Did you know fifty-six percent of kids slip on ice and fall?” she asked.

      “Those are some big numbers for your size. How old are you?”

      She removed her mitten and spread out all of her fingers, stating, “Five.”

      My heart clenched inward.

      “Kensi? Kensi, where are you?” Teresa Silver called from the inside.

      I walked indoors with Kensi in my arms.

      Allie returned to our post.

      “There you are. Kensi, you’re gonna get sick before Santa arrives.”

      Kensi wiggled to get down before addressing her grandmother, . “I wanted to see the snow. And daddy will be here soon. He promised a snowman.”

      Mrs. Silver smiled with kind eyes.

      “Daddy never breaks promises, but he won’t be happy if you catch a cold. Thank you so much for finding her, Ms....”

      “Laura Young.”

      “Aha, that's right. Welcome to the Silver Lodge. Make yourselves at home, ladies. I need to get this little muffin hot tea with lemon and honey before she catches a cold.”

      She gave Kensi a mock-stern look, and the little girl giggled.

      “Thank you for having us.”

      Teresa Silver headed toward the kitchen with Kensi, and I returned to my post outside.

      “Here they come,” I whispered to Allie.

      Across from me, she beamed in her nutcracker getup.

      “Stay still,” she scolded. “I hope I’m half as funny-looking as you.” Her fancy nutcracker outfit clung to her body perfectly, accentuating her curves.

      "You look like...a nut," I said.

      She shushed me and gave me the once-over from the bottom-up. She met my gaze with hers, and screwed up her face like a clown.

      “Stop making me laugh. We’re supposed to be invisible.”

      “Good luck in that costume.”

      She was right. We might just as well be wearing neon signs.

      Eight sets of headlights cut through the darkness, gleaming off the crisp snow that crackled beneath eight large vehicles. The snow was piled so high this winter that making a fortress above the town below appeared to be no feat at all. White Christmas, with its flurry of snowflakes and cold-nipped noses, would make for a glorious sight. And after New Year, I was starting my dream job alongside my best friend and work wife, so life couldn’t get any better.

      The bullet-proof SUVs crept around the bend and parked at the curb.

      The faint hum of the electric engines echoed through the air.

      As the eighth black SUV pulled up to the curb and the first door opened, Allie and I grabbed a door handle each at the lodge's entrance and stepped back. Cheerful holiday music rolled  out from within the lobby. Elaborate decorations of red, green and silver, and sparkling lights strung in elegant patterns, cast a warm and inviting glow. The familiar smell of Gucci wafted through the air, bringing back a distant memory of past visits. I had been here as a kid.

      My parents had sprung for private classes and the best gear money could buy, so skiing was a breeze. This security job they arranged for me before joining the force was not only a bid to maintain peace, but also a step toward full independence.

      When I moved out of their house two years ago, they were upset; they thought I should have become a doctor like them, instead of choosing such a dangerous line of work. Yet, here I was, at this magnificent resort, surrounded by opulence that far surpassed those of the hotels we stayed in growing up. Although Cindy and Karl Young were well-off, none of the hotels we visited came close to this luxurious resort’s level of grandeur. My mother and father might be rich, but there’s a stark contrast between a millionaire and billionaire. 

      “Behave yourself this evening,” Allie uttered under her breath.

      “When do I ever misbehave?” I asked, forcing a deep breath into my lungs. I squared my shoulders, taking my position. We had two hours of security detail left.

      The first bachelor stepped out of a vehicle and held the back door open. His broad shoulders filled out the cotton turtleneck sweater, each bulging bicep visible underneath the fabric. I took in his fitted black jeans and a stunning, tight posterior. Colorado never looked better.

      “Psst, Laura!” Allie whispered and my spine snapped to its original position.

      My heart hammered in my chest, and I shifted to see his reflection in the glass door Allie held steady.

      Another bachelor escorted a woman out of the car, her hand clutching his arm. Dressed in an all white outfit, she gripped his elbow and waited with her chin held high. The furry snow jacket, white leggings, and Wookie boots, though ill-suited, complemented her figure. Her raven hair spilled over the fur in straight wisps. Another woman emerged from the car. This one was a blonde twin of the first, but the exact opposite. Her black jacket, skintight leather pants, and black Wookie boots were a contrast to her sister’s. They each held one of his arms as he slowly led them forward into the fresh snow floating around them. It looked like a scene from a movie, and I couldn’t stop staring. Again. The remaining Silver men left the vehicles, some with partners, others alone, as the first man who strolled toward the entrance, turned around and bellowed. “Hurry up! We’re late as it is.”

      The sound of his deep voice sent a chill down my spine, and as he walked toward the building. His hard lips, chiseled cheekbones, and neatly trimmed facial hair gave him a James Bond look. I gaped as he lifted the aviator sunglasses to the top of his head. His face was gorgeous, and his light blue eyes seemed like they could see into my soul. Nervous flutters filled my stomach the closer he approached.

      Allie must have sensed my unease because she moved the door, cutting off the reflection.

      “Get a grip, Laura. And. Be. Quiet,” she mouthed.

      Right.

      We’d signed contracts and agreements not to disclose details about this event and the attendees.

      Three wealthy families, each with multiple kids and grandkids, had arrived for the holiday—all now part of Silver Securities, et al. They formed the prestigious company of the best private investigators, bodyguards, and lawyers in the country.

      The group strolled from the car to the entrance with grace, elegance, and sophistication befitting them. The twins exuded all the wealth the Silvers had, except it wasn’t theirs. Money wasn’t everything, though. The Silver brothers had class and style, and just enough arrogance to show it off. The smell of expensive cologne filled the air, wafting around us and sucking me into their aura.

      The front man’s strong profile was immaculate - a chiseled jawline, gentle gray stubble and a streak of silver in his hair. He didn’t look like my type. In fact, he looked like everyone’s type. The type you absolutely couldn’t resist.

      The lodge manager came forward to welcome the group.

      “Good evening, Mr. Silver. Your suites are all ready.”

      “Thanks, George. What’s the forecast?”

      “New snow last night and bright skies tomorrow.”

      He scrunched his brow, as if he didn’t enjoy hearing about either fresh snow or sunny days. I pondered what that might mean. Perhaps, he was someone I’d want to stay away from, after all. Besides, he had at least a decade and a half on me, and I was on the job. Mr. Silver was everything I didn’t need.

      “Thanks again, George.”

      I assumed he would go inside, but he turned his head toward me. My heart stopped for a moment.

      “Nutcracker?” He tilted his neck, so I just shrugged.

      Bastard! As per the contract, I couldn’t talk to the Silvers or their guests, and judging by the smirk on his face, he knew it.

      He shook his head and turned to the others by the curb, yelling out. “Who made Hunter responsible for decorations?”

      And without thinking, I blurted, “They’re beautiful inside.”

      The words came out before I could stop them, and my hand flew to my mouth in regret. He focused on my face, and my heart sank—until I noticed his curving lip. The silver strand of hair hanging to just beyond his brow completed his I’d-fuck-you-if-I-wanted-to look. My knees went weak.

      “I’m sorry,” I whispered, and sealed my lips in a thin line.

      “It’s all right.” The corner of his mouth lifted. Thankfully, his other, equally gorgeous brothers and cousins approached to distract him.

      The guy with the twins abruptly let them go and ran forward, sliding on his shoes to a stop beside us. He was a younger version of the guy I’d just offended, and I could tell he would be the life of this Christmas party. He patted who I assumed was his older brother on his back. “You’re welcome to lift the burden off my shoulders next year, James.”

      James. James Silver. Not exactly Bond, but still, an amazing name.

      My attention flew back to the twins, tip-toeing across the snow in their impractical, high-heeled Wookie boots as they made a beeline for Hunter and James. Tittering, they each grabbed one of their arms with a squeal. James sighed, and with reluctance, he and the Silvers walked inside, making a beeline to the welcome table set with eggnog, tea, and other beverages. I let go of the breath I’d been holding. What on earth was going on?

      “Twenty more minutes, and we’re done.” Allie closed the front door.  

      We waited for the bellhop to finish unloading the luggage before pulling the door open for him again. Over the next hour, they unloaded one cart full of suitcases after another. The cars pulled away, and we walked around the building’s perimeter, checking for threats. We were in the middle of the Colorado mountains. The only threats here were mountain lions and bears. And two nutcrackers. My watch beeped, showing the last fifteen minutes of our shift.

      “I can’t believe your parents know the Silvers.” Allie stepped from one foot to the other, trying to warm up.

      “And I can’t believe they gave us a twelve-hour notice about this gig.” My breath left a trail in the air, and I rubbed my mittens together. The temperature had dropped a few degrees since an hour ago.

      “Sometimes, I’m so happy your parents are millionaires.”

      “It’s not as luxurious as it sounds. More money means more problems and less time. Also, the wealthiest one percent own half of the world’s wealth. My parents are insignificant compared to the Silvers.”

      “They still got us this job.”

      “Right.” Despite our falling out, my parents had attempted to reconnect, but I wasn’t ready to forgive them. Setting me up with this job was their way of reaching out. But the scars they drew over my body and my heart were so deep, I wasn’t ready to forgive them. I knew I would never forget. But they were still my parents. And they were trying, so that had to count for something.

      Allie glanced through a side lobby window. “Rumor has it Silver Securities disagreed with one of their partners, so it seems like everyone has issues. Even billionaires.”

      “As long as we’re paid, I don’t care about any of that.”

      We walked around the building and back to the front door, checking for footprints. There were none, but the continuous snowfall covered tracks within seconds.

      “Skiing should be fun tomorrow.” Allie kicked up a patch of snow and formed it into a ball.

      “I know. I can’t wait.”

      “What are you doing with the two grand you earn?” she asked.

      I’d weighed the pros and cons of my current situation plenty: paying off my credit card or saving up for a new car. It had been a while since I’d treated myself to a new pair of heels, and the idea of having a shiny new toy and shoes lit a spark in my chest.

      “I’m not sure. I’ll save some and I’ll spend some. Maybe I should ask Santa for the car I need. What about you?”

      Allie grinned from ear to ear. “I’m more interested in the intel the Silvers can get me. It’s time to map out the road to my happiness. Tristan’s the one who leads the group, so I’ll start at the top.”

      I sighed and shook my head.

      Allie had no intention of finding happiness in a billionaire’s bed. She’d raised too many walls for that to happen. She needed the money, but that wasn’t what she desired most, either. Allie wanted safety, intel, and revenge. And knowing my best friend, she’d get it all. Come January, I would work alongside this kick-ass woman on the police force.

      “I can't wait to take off this costume and soak in a bubble bath”.

      “You soak and I’ll steam. I hear the sauna calling my name.” She winced in pain. 

      “Is your gut still giving you trouble?” I asked.

      She’d been running to the bathroom all day.

      “I think it’s the chicken nuggets from last night.”

      “Still?”

      Her face twisted with pain.

      “It’s a good thing I stuck to my fancy grilled cheese.”

      I couldn't resist ordering the Brie dish my nanny used to make. My indulgence saved me from whatever bug Allie was struggling with—her pink cheeks, kissed by the night’s chill, quickly turned an ashen color.

      “Why don’t you take it easy tonight?”

      She gave me a look that could kill.

      “I can’t take it easy. This is the opportunity I’ve been waiting for. You think it’s a coincidence we got this gig?” She straightened, obviously fighting pain. “It’s fate. Let’s change and mingle. I feel like tequila would help.”

      I cringed at the mention. Allie and her damn tequila! She didn't consume much alcohol, but when she did, it was a battle. She had a good reason to drown her troubles from time to time. I would drink daily if a stalker were after me and my mother.

      “What happened to the ‘keep a low profile’ plan for tonight?” I parroted her words back in an unconvincing falsetto, which made her laugh. I hung up our coats in the lobby and we headed left, away from the crowd.

      “Tequila will surely make me more presentable, don’t you think?” She massaged her hand over her stomach. “And we are officially off duty, so may as well enjoy all the perks. Argh!” She grabbed her mid-section and doubled over.

      “The only perk you’re enjoying tonight is a comfortable bed.”

      I lifted her under her arm and led her to the stairwell. Hindsight twenty-twenty, we should have taken the elevator, but I didn’t want to risk running into anyone in our silly outfits. The wooden steps creaked, and the number of risers appeared to double as we looked back. We’d reached the second floor landing when a deep laugh resonated from the hallway.

      “Hold on.”

      I peered through the door slit.

      There he stood, tall and lean, bracing his arm against a wall near the blonde twin. The other one fiddled with her purse, searching for something. His white shirt was tight over his body, accentuating his broad shoulders. He’d changed into tailor-made pants, which curved around his tight ass.

      James Silver was leaning against the wall, his back straight and his arm resting at his side. He looked like he belonged there. He looked like he belonged everywhere. He didn’t wait for opportunities. He created them. James scrolled through his phone as the blonde took over and fiddled with their key cards. She tried knocking on the door, as if that would help. Her sister finally pushed the door open with a cry of delight.

      “C’mon, Cece. Let’s get the tub filled.” The fair-haired girl grabbed her twin’s hand.

      “Have fun, ladies. Hunter’s on his way up,” James called after them.

      “No, no,” she whined. “You’re coming with us, James.” She pulled on his arm.

      He unclasped her fingers from around his arm. “I’m sorry, but it’s been a long trip. I promise, my younger brother will be here soon.”

      He slowly pulled the door closed in front of her face, and turned toward the elevators.

      Allie gaped. “He left the twins? That’s impressive.”

      “I’m not looking to be impressed,” I said.

      “What are you looking for?” she asked as she pulled the door from the stairwell open.

      “I’m just looking to relax and ski,” I said louder than intended, and he heard me. He stopped, turned in our direction, and our eyes met. I held his stare until he broke it and disappeared inside the elevator.

      “Men like him know what they want,” I whispered to no one.

      As the elevator door closed, the sound that came out of Allie next shouldn’t be wished on one’s worst enemy. Yet, here she was, folding in half, emitting a sound like fingernails on a chalkboard, amplified by a thousand.

      The high-pitched shriek made me jump. “We should get a doctor.”

      I helped her stand up.

      “No need. I’ll be okay. I just need to rest.”

      “I know your appendix is gone…”

      “I already said—it’s those nuggets inside me that need to come out. And I think they're coming out right now.”

      She moaned like she was dying, but made it to the toilet in time. I held her hair as she threw up, then helped her into the shower, followed by her pajamas.

      “Let me get you some tea. Stay here, okay?”

      “Not yet. Maybe later.” Her voice was faint, and her lips pale. I ran my fingers through her hair and checked her burning forehead. A few more breaths passed before she was sound asleep. I grabbed an ice pack from the small fridge in our room, wrapped it in a towel, and set it gently over her forehead. I tucked her in, shed my nutcracker costume and put on a dress, and went to find tea, but when I opened the door, I bumped into a solid chest.
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