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      Dear Readers,

      Thank you for purchasing this ebook.  Hopefully you will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it!  At the end of this story you will find two bonus stories The Bet (Billionaire’s Bed Vol. 1) and Desire (The Billionaire Affair Vol. 1).

      If enjoy the book please consider leaving a review.  Thank you so much!

      

      XOXO,

      Mindy Wilde

      

      Find me at:

      www.mindywilde.com

      www.facebook.com/mindywilderomance

      twitter.com/mindywilde

      

      You can sign up for my monthly new release mailing lists:

      Mindy Wilde Mailing List
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      Oh that tastes so good…

      The steam slowly rose from the creamy hazelnut brew.

      The smell was intoxicating. I grabbed the mug with both hands as the warmth radiated through my skin.  The view out these windows was absolutely breathtaking and I didn’t want this morning to ever end.

      After fighting for a short time to fall asleep, I eventually slipped into a deep slumber last night and did not awake until the chirp of a winter bird outside my window summoned me.

      I reached down and touched the outside of my pajama pants, reveling in the soreness.

      Yesterday had been an insane, crazy journey and not the way I would have pictured my first time…but it was perfect.

      I felt empowered somehow.  It felt nice for the fear and anxiety that had built up for so long to finally melt away.  It had been painful, exhilarating, and everything I could have hoped for.

      Most importantly, it had been with him.

      It was obvious that I didn’t know the first thing about Erik and yet I felt connected to him in a way that I had never felt with any other man.

      He had gone from rough and angry to caring and gentle with what seemed like the flick of a switch.  I didn’t understand the motivation behind his cravings but his touch was that of the man I had fallen for in the first place.

      The steam filled my nose as I pressed the warm ceramic edge to my lips.  The hot creamy brew slid over my tongue and flooded my tastebuds with an amazingly pleasurable sensation.  It seemed that ever since last night my senses had been heightened.  I felt almost as if I was experiencing the world through someone else’s body.

      The sun was rising higher in the sky bathing the valley floor in it’s warmth.  The sun’s rays bounced off the crystals of snow which seemed to make the ground come to life with a twinkle.  I looked at the clock and knew that my time here was quickly coming to a close.

      This private mountain lodge seemed like heaven on earth and I hoped that Erik would call me back here again.

      I felt a tear form in the corner of my right eye but quickly brushed it away.

      In the back of my mind I knew that I wanted more.  I wanted to be more than Erik’s call-girl.  I wanted to come back here with him and share this kitchen table with the view.  I wanted to talk, to laugh.  I wanted to have another lunch with him where we went toe to toe on shots of whiskey and beer.

      …I wanted him.

      I realized this was impossible and that I was extremely lucky to have anything at all.  It wasn’t long ago that my life was crumbling around me.  It wasn’t long ago that I had nowhere to turn.

      No…I would not be that girl.  I was not going to get all emotional about this and ruin the good thing that had come into my life.  I still had seven thousand dollars in my pocket and another ten coming next month.  I had a cabin…a home, that would now be mine forever.  I had a car far beyond anything I deserved that would easily last me more than a decade.

      Nope…I would not let myself get sucked in.  I was Erik’s call-girl and I should be damn grateful for all that he had already given to me.
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      After a pot of coffee and a shower, I felt like a new woman by the time my ride arrived.  I tried not to think too much as we proceeded back the way we had come.  The drive and the flight home were uneventful and I did my best to focus on the amazing scenery that surrounded me.

      By the time we arrived back at the airport, the sun was going down and a cold wind had begun to blow.  I felt this first-hand as I stepped out of the jet onto the stairway and felt a blast of cold air blow up my skirt.

      “I should have worn the fucking pajamas home,” I mumbled as I stepped down the stairs.

      Never again would I pack so inappropriately for these trysts with Erik.  At a minimum I would bring an overnight bag with some options so I wasn’t doing the walk-of-shame in a little black dress at sub-zero temperatures.

      There was a red carpet which had been rolled out to the bottom of the stairway and at the end of it was a running car with the hot exhaust condensing as it rolled out the tailpipe.  It took me a moment to process the fact that this was my car and someone had obviously already warmed it up for  me.

      My arrangement with Erik may have been a strange one but I could definitely get used to the treatment!

      I scurried down the red carpet until I reached the open driver’s door.  A well dressed man grabbed the outside handle and caught my attention.

      “Is there anything else we can do for you this evening Ms. Adams?”

      The seat-warmer pumped hot air against the bottom of my legs as a curtain of warm air bathed me from the well appointed dash.

      “No, thank you.  I really appreciate it.”

      The man smiled and then made a move indicating I should stay clear of the door.  A quick push and the snap of a locking latch indicated the end of this first adventure and I pulled out the phone to map my way back home.

      “Holy shit…” I said with wide eyes and a growing giggle.

      “HOLY FUCKING SHIT!”
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      I arrived back at the cabin to find it just the way I had left it, which of course included several lights I had forgotten to turn off.  It was the middle of the night when I had been summoned to the airport and flown to some mysterious place to go lose my virginity to some man I barely knew and so I decided to forgive myself.  Maybe I needed a checklist for next time.

      My stomach growled as I came down from the high of my adventure and settled back into normal life.  I hadn’t eaten since the beginning of the flight home and I realized now that I was getting pretty damn hungry.

      Food…

      What the heck was I in the mood for?

      I remembered the big wad of cash I had looked at not too long before.  There was a part of me that felt the need to splurge, to spend the money I was working so hard to attain.  But my stomach had other ideas…

      Pizza!

      I wondered with everything else in town shut down for the winter if my favorite local pizza place still delivered.

      I grabbed my phone and searched for the number.  According to it’s meager online presence the restaurant appeared to be open so I tapped the link and waited for the phone to ring.

      “Alessandros…”

      His words were orgasmic in my ears.

      “Um…yes…hi.  Are you guys delivering tonight.”

      “Oh course,” came his quick reply.

      “We deliver three hundred and sixty five days a year.”

      Now that was going to be a valuable piece of information.

      “You are my favorite person in the world right now,” I quipped back which met with laughter.

      I gave him my order and he promised delivery in thirty minutes.  I hung up the phone and decided that it was definitely time for a drink.  Normally with pizza I would have a beer but there was something about tonight that was calling for the wine rack.  I went over and perused my options.

      My eyes locked on to one bottle in particular.

      “No…I shouldn’t.”

      It was a bottle with a silver label.  A very special bottle.  This was a gift my parents had received as a house warming present after moving up to the cabin.  It was expensive…very expensive given our family’s means and my parents had refused to open it on the idea it should be saved for a very special occasion.

      There was a part of me that wanted to follow their edict, that felt guilt over my wants.  However, my brain quickly rationalized this away…

      “What occasion could possibly be more special than this?”

      I had been through a lot in the past month and yesterday I had finally “sealed the deal”.  I had saved the family cabin and I had saved myself.  I deserved that bottle of wine and I honestly didn’t think that my future could hold anything more amazing than the circumstances I currently found myself in.

      The bottle kicked up some dust as I slid it off the rack.  I stared at that silver label for a moment before pulling open the drawer and withdrawing the corkscrew.

      Tonight was going to be a night of indulgence.

      I poured a glass, pulled out my computer, and clicked through to the university website.  On the second page was a list of all the majors offered by my new university.

      “Ok Emma, time to figure out what exactly you want to do with the rest of your life.”
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      Three Weeks Later…

      

      Absolutely fascinating.

      I had never really considered studying finance until I met Erik but after visiting the Archer cabin and being flown on a private jet across the country to an even bigger cabin, I became fascinated with their wealth.

      How does one family create billions in net worth within the span of a single generation?  How do they maintain it?  What kind of power does that money actually provide?

      These were just a few of the topics I was exploring as I continued my studies this semester.  I had finally found a topic that I was interested in.  I wanted to know what it took to have that kind of security.  What did it take to have the kind of money to buy a cabin for your call-girl while setting her up on a ten thousand dollar a month allowance?

      As I read ahead in my textbooks and studied all the publications I could get my hands on it became clear that one thing was true about getting rich…it was not easy.

      First, you needed to find the income to allow for investments that might actually grow into real big money.  Once you had the revenue stream you then had to make tons of calculated risks everyday which could exponentially grow you net worth or wipe out your savings depending on which way the wind decided to blow that day.  The more money you gained, the more people were out there trying to take it from you.  Advisors, opportunities, scammers, and competition were all coming after you twenty-four hours a day, trying to move the money from your bank account into their’s.

      Quite frankly it was amazing that anyone could keep their heads about them long enough to create sustainable wealth and that they could sleep at night once they had.  It was a game and after being on the losing team for most of my life I was ready to win.

      Luckily for me I already had my initial seed funding coming in the form of ten thousand dollars a month for “services rendered”.  I just had to pay for my schooling and figure out how to leverage those dollars so that I would never have to worry about security again.

      In the meantime, I devoured every piece of financial literature I could get my hands on.  I learned about compounding interest and dividends.  I read about boot-strap startups and venture capital.  But one thing I read about more than anything else was Archer Construction.

      It was a privately held company owned solely by the Archer family.  This meant that good numbers were hard to come by.  However, there was enough information to learn that Erik’s company was much larger than I had originally thought.  Archer Construction likely had annual revenues in the tens of billions with many affiliated arms of the business reaching into sectors all over the world.

      There did not appear to be any large debts on the company that were known about.  This of course meant that the Archer family’s net worth was huge.  I had no idea how much Erik made a year but I had to imagine it was millions and millions of dollars.  Those numbers were jarring and still didn’t match the flannel shirted image in my head, but then again there seemed to be nothing ordinary about Erik Archer.

      I promised myself that by the time my contract with Erik was over, I would know how to make my own money and that I would never be helpless again.
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      Ding-dong…

      “What the hell?”

      I searched my brain for recognition of the sound.

      Ding-dong…

      “Oh shit,” I blurted out as I realized it was the doorbell.  In my short time living here I had never heard anyone ring the doorbell yet so the sound was foreign to me.

      I jumped up from the kitchen table where I had been doing work on the computer and ran towards the door.  There, framed in the glass of the door, was Ellen Archer.

      I froze.

      My brain raced as I felt panic grip my body.  Had she found out?  Was she coming over to scream at me for the things I was doing with her son?

      I tried to will my legs to move but they felt as if they were cemented to the floor.

      What if….oh no.  What if I lose everything?  The house, the car, the money…  Was it all about to be taken away?

      Adrenaline surged through my body as I considered the consequences of what might be coming.  My heart felt as though it was ready to leap from my chest and I was steeling myself for the confrontation when I noticed that Mrs. Archer was staring at me, smiling.

      Ellen was not mad.  Instead, she looked genuinely excited to see me.

      My body relaxed.

      Finally, my feet began to move again and I walked towards the door.  She waved through the glass as I turned the knob and pulled it open.

      “Hi dear, how are you?”

      I smiled back instinctively and remembered the care she had shown me on that dark day in her kitchen.

      “I’m good.  How are you?”

      She waved off the question as if it was unnecessary.

      “Oh I’m fine.  I just wanted to come check on you and see how everything was going.  Erik told me that he had helped arrange some financing for you so that you could keep the cabin.  I was so glad to hear that.  Your parents would be so happy to see you living here.”

      I couldn’t help but laugh.  If only she knew what kind of “financing” Erik had helped me with she might not be so pleased.

      “Come out to the car and help with some bags sweetie.”

      I complied with her directions and followed her out to the car.  This sweet, casually dressed woman who called me “dear” and “sweetie” did not seem like she could be the matriarch to a billion dollar family.  It occurred to me in that moment that I still had not met her husband, Erik’s father, and had no idea what kind of man he was.

      “Here we go…could you carry these two bags?”

      I grabbed them from her hands.  They were extremely heavy.

      Mrs. Archer reached back into the car and grabbed two more bags before heading back into the cabin.

      It appeared to be…groceries?

      “I wasn’t sure how you were getting settled in over here so I went ahead and bought some food for you.

      Did she ever!  The four bags contained what looked like a sampling from every gourmet offering the store had.  Things that I would never have thought to buy for myself now looked mouthwateringly tempting as we unloaded them from the bags.

      “Thank you so much Mrs. Archer but you didn’t…”

      “Oh hush dear, it’s the least I could do.  Your Mom is not here to look out for you so I am going to.  If I lived here full-time I would come over every week but we are just so busy down in Chicago I…”

      This woman genuinely seemed like a saint and it troubled her that she was not literally giving me the shirt off her back.

      “It’s ok Mrs…I mean Ellen.  This is great and I am doing fine.  I really appreciate you bringing this over.”

      She smiled and seemed somewhat relieved.  We were finishing emptying the contents into the pantry when she pulled out the last item, a bottle of Stag’s Leap cabernet sauvignon.  I had tried the brand once and knew how tasty, and expensive it was.

      “I know it’s a little early but what do you think about having a pre-dinner cocktail hour?”

      Ellen gave me a devilish grin and a wink.

      “Absolutely,” I responded, no longer worried about the fact I was still underaged.  I may not have have been twenty-one quite yet but I had long ago earned the right to imbibe…at least that’s what I told myself.

      [image: ]

      Two generous pours later Ellen and I sat down at the kitchen table facing across from one another.  I took a sip and my tastebuds quickly stood at attention.  The red velvety goodness was just as amazing as I had remembered.
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