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In this novella in the New York Times bestselling series, Hunter and Gretchen are finally tying the knot – but their wedding may not be quite the easy fairy tale they’ve dreamed of . . .

Someone’s out to ruin Gretchen’s happy-ever-after on the eve before the big day. Can she trust Hunter, the man she’s given her heart to? And can she rely on her sister Daphne (the least reliable person of all!) to help her salvage things? Or is this marriage going to go down in flames before Gretchen and Hunter ever get to the altar?

Want more irresistible romance? Look for the rest of the Billionaire Boys Club titles, starting with Stranded With A Billionaire, as well as the sizzling spinoff series, Billionaires and Bridesmaids, starting with The Billionaire And The Virgin.






 


“Goodness gracious, what is that?” Maylee’s southern drawl sang out to Gretchen as she entered the Buchanan Real Estate office downtown.

With a foot holding the door open, Gretchen carefully hauled her tray inside, careful not to hold it too close and get red-and-white icing all over her black sweater. “Happy holidays to you, too.”

Maylee giggled, trotting out from behind the desk and hurrying forward to get the door. “It’s not every day the boss’s fiancée shows up with a doughnut mountain. Y’all will have to forgive me if I’m a little startled.”

“It’s called a religieuse l’ancienne—it’s a three-foot-tall centerpiece made from éclairs. It’s supposed to look like a nun. Or a cone. Or something.”

“Well, you’ve definitely got the ‘something’ part down. It looks more like Santa Claus.” Maylee hurried forward to give Gretchen a hand.

Gretchen brightened. “That’s exactly what I was going for. Santa Claus . . . or a nun. At any rate, I saw it on a TV show and wanted to try making one.” Or three. Well, it was more like four, since the first two fell apart, but she wouldn’t share that with Maylee.

The other woman was giving her a sympathetic look. “Stress-baking again?”

“Is it obvious?” Gretchen set the tray on top of Maylee’s desk and smoothed her hands down her too-tight-fitting pants. All the pre-wedding diets were a disaster, mostly because when Gretchen was anxious lately? She baked. Cookies, tortes, pies, pralines, you name it.

And lately? She was really, really stressed.

“It’s not obvious,” Maylee said in a sweet voice, “other than the fact that this is the third time you’ve been here this week to drop off some cookies.” She poked a red éclair with a pink fingernail. “This stuff edible? The cleaning crew will be wantin’ to know. They love it when you’re stressed.”

“Should be, unless I totally fucked it up.” She stared down at the éclair mountain. It was a French monstrosity meant to be a centerpiece to a bakery window or a Christmas display, but hers just looked . . . well, it did look like a stack of éclairs. Or Santa Claus. “I’m going to tackle Yule logs next. Actually, I was thinking of making several different Yule logs—all in different flavors with different swirl patterns and different sizes—and stacking them together and adding some marzipan flames on top. Or maybe some sugar-work flames. What do you think?”

Maylee clutched the sides of her tweed skirt. “I think I’m getting fatter just thinking about it.”

“Yeah, me too.” Didn’t mean she wouldn’t be making it, of course. That was how she rolled lately—over caffeinated, over sugared, and completely stressed out.

“You should be relaxing. Only a week before your wedding!”

“Oh god, don’t remind me. I might have a nervous puke all over the floor.”

Maylee fell silent, looking troubled. “Weddings are supposed to be wonderful, Gretchen.”

Yeah, they were, but this one was starting to feel a little cursed. “How’s yours going, by the way?”

The sweet smile returned to Maylee’s round face. “Oh, I really don’t know. Griffin’s great-aunt and his cousin Alex want to organize it all since he’s an earl.” She shrugged. “I mostly need to just show up and not look like a doofus.”

“Lucky bitch,” Gretchen teased, and Maylee giggled again. “Can we switch weddings? That sounds perfect to me.”

“Hands off. Griffin’s mine.”

“Well, I didn’t say I wanted your bridegroom. Just the wedding planning.” Gretchen wouldn’t trade Hunter for all the earls in the world—especially not stuffy, incredibly proper Griffin, who was the polar opposite of his frizzy, countrified fiancée. “Speaking of, where’s my one and only?”

“Conference call,” Maylee said, pulling an éclair from the top of the religieuse l’ancienne and nibbling delicately on it. “Should be done in a minute. And this is amazing. Bless your heart for baking this all up.”

Gretchen sighed and picked up a magazine from a nearby table. “I’ll wait.” Hunter was doing his best to clear his calendar so they could go on a honeymoon immediately after the wedding, but with the holidays nearly arrived and the usual end-of-year business items that had to be wrapped up, he was extremely busy. It made it hard when she was feeling needy and wanting to talk to him, but she was content to wait for a bit. He’d make time for her. He always did.

She flipped through the magazine idly and then gazed down at the ring on her hand. A week from now, it would be paired up with a wedding band. The wedding that was both the pride and plague of her last year would finally happen. She’d be married to the man of her dreams.

They just had to make it until then.

Gretchen flicked past another page in the magazine, too distracted to pay much attention to it. It wasn’t that there was a problem between her and Hunter. Hunter was perfection, and she counted herself as the luckiest woman on earth to have him. But for most of this year, it had felt like one problem after another leading up to the wedding. She’d had bridesmaids get knocked up by her groomsmen. She’d had groomsmen drop and others take their places. Heck, even her agent had bailed on the wedding. Kat was supposed to be a bridesmaid but had moved to Europe a few months back to be the assistant to some big German author, so she’d had to replace her, too. And then Gretchen had had to move the date from spring to fall because of Hunter’s work or Audrey’s baby. After that, the date had been pushed yet again, and here she was, getting married on Christmas Eve, because at some point, she’d decided that was a good idea. And she’d gone through so many bakers and caterers that she was pretty sure there weren’t any left in New York State that she hadn’t fired. Her wedding planner had taken off to Vegas for an entire month. And on top of it all? Buchanan Manor had water damage in the ceiling and an entire wing had been closed off. The workers had promised her and Hunter that they would be done in time for the wedding—which was going to be taking place at the manor—but she wasn’t so sure.

Heck, she wasn’t sure of anything anymore, except that she desperately wanted to just be married and move on to the next chapter in their lives. To be able to relax and just enjoy being together.

The door opened and a small woman walked in. Gretchen looked up automatically, and the woman visibly recoiled at the sight of her. Well, okay, that was different. Did she have flour on her face? Gretchen surreptitiously licked her thumb and brushed it over the corners of her mouth just in case.

The woman moved to the front desk, a large manila envelope clutched in her hand. She leaned in over Maylee’s desk, her hair nearly touching the poor, mangled religieuse. “I’m here to see Mr. Buchanan.”

“Did you have an appointment?” Maylee pulled out her planner.

“I don’t, but he’s going to want to see me.” She looked over at Gretchen again, then leaned farther in toward Maylee. Her voice dropped. “It’s imperative.”

Okay, well now Gretchen was curious. She pretended to flip another page, watching the woman out of the corner of her eye. The woman was pretty, with cute little nude heels that showed off her perfectly tanned calves despite the fact that it was winter. She wore a black turtleneck over a short red skirt and had a Christmas tree pin over the breast of her sweater. It was a very cute, very together look that Gretchen would have never been able to pull off.

Maylee gave the woman an uneasy look, her gaze flicking to Gretchen. “Mr. Buchanan just finished his call. I don’t think—”

Down the short hallway, the door to Hunter’s office opened. He stepped out, adjusting his jacket, and Gretchen felt a little flutter at the sight of him. He was so handsome. God, just looking at him did all kinds of dirty things to her. Some people might not like the heavy scars across his face, but they revved her engine like nobody’s business. Just thinking about him made her all hot and bothered, and she crossed her legs so she could squeeze her thighs tight. She’d worn sexy underwear today, since she’d planned on coming in to the office. Maybe a lunchtime quickie was in the works . . . but his office was all windows. So . . . maybe not.

Damn it.

His eyes lit up at the sight of her in the lobby, and then his gaze moved to the woman waiting at the counter with the envelope. His expression grew cold, distant.

And that was odd. Gretchen felt a weird prickle of alarm.

“Mr. Buchanan,” the woman said, stepping forward. “I need a moment of your time.”

His jaw clenched in the way it did when he was pissed, and then he nodded. “Get in here.” He pointed at his office, then glanced back at Gretchen. “Give me a moment.”

“Sure,” she said, bewildered at his stiff tone and rude treatment of the woman. This wasn’t like her Hunter. Her sweet, thoughtful, romantic Hunter was always gracious, always kind. But the look he was shooting the woman who smugly strolled into his office was full of disdain and even dislike.

What . . . what was going on?

The moment Hunter’s office door closed, Gretchen got to her feet and put the magazine down. She tiptoed over to the door, ignoring Maylee’s small protest. She was going to be the boss’s wife—she could do what she liked. And right now, she wanted to know what was going on.

So she put her ear to the door and snooped.

***

Hunter couldn’t hide his frustration at the woman standing in his office. “What are you doing here?”

Ms. Kenler stepped toward him, ignoring his bad mood, and held out the envelope. “I brought the pictures. I thought you might want to see them before things proceed.”

Her superior attitude irritated him. That, coupled with the fact that she’d showed up to his office even after he’d specifically told her not to? It made his mood rather foul. “I’m paying you good money, so I might as well see what I’m getting out of this.” He held his hand out.

She placed the envelope in his hand. “I think you’ll see the pictures are as we agreed.”

He’d be the judge of that. Trying to surprise Gretchen for their wedding was trickier than he’d anticipated, mostly because, well, he planned big. He’d tried to think of the perfect gift to give her, and one concept had come to mind—a replica of Ina Garten’s Barefoot Contessa kitchen. She loved cooking shows and loved baking for the recipe book she was working on, but it kept them apart during the daytime. So he wanted a new kitchen for her in Buchanan Manor. Upstairs. Next to his office. So he could be near her all day long instead of a floor and half the manor apart. So he could walk next door and kiss his wife if he wanted to.

And because he liked spoiling her, he might have gone overboard and requested the same kitchen for the private island he’d purchased her as a second wedding gift. The money wasn’t the problem.

The contractors he was working with? They were a fucking pain in the ass. For one, they weren’t on time with anything. For two, they were terrible at keeping things under wraps. He’d wanted it to be a surprise for Gretchen, but so far he’d had to make up an excuse about water damage to keep her out of that wing of the house, and now the interior designer was showing up here at his office?

He’d have fired her fucking ass except for the fact that they were a week away from completion. Theoretically. That was, providing the crews she’d sworn would be done last month would in fact, be done by Christmas. He didn’t believe Ms. Kenler, but he didn’t have a choice at this point. It was too late to hire anyone else.

So he pulled out the pictures and began to flip through them. He could watch the progress of the work on his house, but for the island? He was having to rely upon pictures. And since the woman seemed to constantly have trouble with her email, she kept showing up to his office. He’d have thought she was fishing for attention if it weren’t for the fact that he’d told her quite specifically that the specialized kitchens were for his fiancée, and the fact that he wasn’t much to look at. But still, sometimes he wondered. “And the price?”

“A bit higher than we thought, but it’s going to be necessary if we’re going to make things happen.”

He grunted. “Why am I not surprised?” Contractors. This was the fourth time she’d raised the estimated price on him. “Just get it taken care of. And never come to my office again. I don’t want my fiancée to get suspicious. I don’t want her to know about this.”

Ms. Kenler gave him a sweet smile. “Of course not. Shall we move forward with the deal?”

“Do I have a choice?”

***

Gretchen moved away from the door. She felt numb with shock. This wasn’t something she’d have ever expected, but how could she possibly come to any other conclusion?

A strange woman bringing photographs to her fiancé and demanding money?

It was clear that her sweet, noble Hunter was being blackmailed. Someone was trying to ruin their happiness before they got to the altar. She walked slowly back into the lobby, sat down with her magazine again, and began to flip through it once more as if nothing was wrong. All the while, her brain was whirling.

Clearly it was something Hunter was ashamed of, or else he’d have told her about it. What could it be? Maybe someone from his deep past that had to do with the incident that scarred him? Rumors about his father? Financial problems?

She didn’t care. All she knew was that if someone was coming after her man, she’d make them pay. Hunter Buchanan was hers, and she loved him more than she loved life itself. If she had to play dirty to protect him from these assholes trying to blackmail him? She would.

She needed a plan.

But what?

Maybe Audrey would have ideas. She resisted the urge to text her sister, though; Audrey was always busy, juggling her husband, her new baby, her job, and her second pregnancy. That wasn’t what made Gretchen pause, though. When it came to scheming? Audrey was less of a sneak and more of a Dudley Do-Right.

For the first time in a long, long time, Gretchen wished that Daphne was around. Daphne was the sneaky, clever twin. Daphne was the one who didn’t play by the rules. Daph would know what to do when it came to someone blackmailing Gretchen’s man.

But Daph was out of the picture. She’d just have to think of something on her own. Frustrated and unhappy, she went to Maylee’s desk and plucked a red-iced éclair off the religieuse and took a hearty bite out of it.

If ever a woman needed to cheat on her diet, now was the time.

***

“You sure you’re all right?”

Gretchen gave her fiancé a tired smile in the mirror as she squirted toothpaste onto her toothbrush. “Just been a long day.”

He put down his floss and moved to her side of the palatial bathroom, leaning in to press a kiss onto her shoulder. “They’ve all been long days lately. You’re working too hard.”

“Working too hard? All I did today was bake.” She snorted and began to vigorously brush her teeth. That wasn’t entirely accurate, though. She’d baked, and she’d stewed. She googled the fuck out of private investigators and contacted a law firm to see what options she had if her billionaire fiancé was maybe being blackmailed. Sadly, all the lawyers wanted to talk about was whether or not she wanted a prenup. Which made her freak out just a wee bit more.

Hunter kissed her shoulder again, his scarred fingers brushing over her bare skin. “I know you, Gretchen. You have that look on your face that says you’re stressed. You need to tell me what’s bothering you.”

She leaned over to rinse and spit, making sure to push her ass against his cock as she did, because hey, she was human and her fiancé was superhot. “I’m not stressed,” she protested again. “Okay, maybe I am, but it’s just wedding stuff. It’ll all be done soon.”

The look he gave her in the mirror was affectionate, even as his hands slid into the waist of the pajama pants she’d just put on not five minutes ago. “You fired another caterer, didn’t you?”

“Maybe. I mean, if they don’t know how to make a decent croquembouche, I can’t exactly have them catering my holiday-themed wedding, can I? Also, did you notice that our colors aren’t holiday? I’ve got to figure out how to meld the pinky-purple of the bridesmaid dresses with the new decor and—”

“And you’re changing things at the last minute,” Hunter chided, tugging the pajama pants down and exposing her panties. “We’ve had this conversation. Let it go.” He knelt and began to kiss the curve of her ass from behind, sending tingling shock waves of lust through her body.

Damn, and here she thought she’d be the one distracting him. Gretchen tossed her toothbrush down on the counter and shoved her pants down to help him out. They’d been together for over a year now, but the sex was just as intense and consuming as it was on day one. And when Hunter’s mouth began to move lower down her hip, even as he turned her around so he could pay attention to her front? The breath left Gretchen’s body entirely.

She twined her fingers in his hair and moaned when he began to kiss toward the patch of curls shielding her sex. “God, I love you.”

His chuckle skittered across her skin like a feather. “You always say that when I’m about to go down on you.”

So she did. Like that was a problem. She meant it, though. And as he kissed his way between her parted legs, she vowed that nothing was going to come between them.

Not crazy weddings, not blackmailing assholes, nothing.

***

“Come on. Let’s do another thirty burpees.”

Daphne groaned and remained flat on her yoga mat, staring up at the ceiling. This was hell, right? This had to be hell. Unfortunately for her, hell came around at seven every morning to put her through an intense workout, and then shadowed her for the rest of the day. “We just did fifty crunches,” she panted.

“Which is why we need to get your heart rate back up,” Wesley—aka Satan—said. He patted her arm and then sprang to his feet as if made of air. “Come on. Thirty burpees and then we’ll do some weight training.”

“I don’t have another thirty in me,” she whined, even as she crawled to her feet and put her hands on her hips, glaring at her trainer.

“You do,” Wesley said cheerfully. “You’re strong. Come on, now.” And he jumped into the air, indicating she should follow along.

“Fucking hell. This is what I get for showing up at the studio in sweatpants,” she grumbled, but flung herself into the air. Thirty burpees. She could do thirty. Hopefully. “Fucking . . . label. . . . thinks I’m too fucking . . . fat . . .” she panted as she went through the motions of each burpee. Arms in the air and jump, then fling herself back down to the floor into a push-up, then fling herself back onto her feet again. It was torture. It didn’t help that Wesley—gorgeous, studly, workout god Wesley—did them like he was born to it. He bounded through each one while she limped along, huffing and puffing like she was dying.

But then the thirty was over, and she bent in half, groaning.

He patted her sweaty back. “You’re doing great, Daph. Drink some water and then we’ll get on the free weights.”

She headed to her water bottle and towel while Wes did a few more sets of burpees. Since he was her trainer and personal shadow, he took a bit more time in the gym every morning—and that was after being up and running for two hours—to keep his gorgeous physique in shape. She sipped her water and leaned against the wall of her private gym, trying not to stare as he put an arm behind his back and started to do one-armed push-ups. His tank top was open on the sides and loose, showing ripped abs and rock-hard muscles. Dear god, she was going to start drooling if he kept that up. She dabbed at her face and forced herself to look away, out the window into the gray Manhattan morning.

It was wrong to be crushing on her trainer and life coach. Seriously, a very bad idea, and even Daph—who excelled at poor decisions—knew it was bad. He was her nutritionist, bodyguard, trainer, and constant companion. When she’d gotten out of rehab four months ago, the label had paid through the nose to assign Wesley to her. This was what he did for a living—he shadowed troubled celebrities and helped them get their lives back on track, and then he moved on to the next. And so, even if he was the most mouthwatering of beefcakes, he was not for her.

Which was for the best, she told herself, watching him work his way through another set of backbreaking reps that only showed how fit he was. Wesley was smart and funny, and intensely disciplined. He was also completely different than anyone she’d ever met. He never drank anything stronger than green tea, never smoked, never lit up, never partied, nothing. She didn’t even think he ate anything with sugar. In fact, she was pretty sure he didn’t, because ever since he’d moved in, she didn’t get sugar, either, and he ate the same things she did. It was all egg whites and asparagus and so much fucking plain water she thought she’d float away.

Every time she wanted something unhealthy, Wesley took it out of her hand. Cigarettes were a gateway drug back to the crack. Sodas were bad for you and led to sugar addiction. Cronuts? Absolutely fucking not. Coffee? Only black and decaf. And Wesley even went through the groceries her housekeeper brought back and threw out ‘poor choices’. He drove Daphne crazy. He drove her housekeeper crazy.

The label? The label fucking loved him, of course, because his methods worked. And she’d been clean as a fucking whistle since he’d come into her life, which was good, she supposed.

The problem was that being clean meant she couldn’t hide from all her issues. And somewhere in the last few drug-filled years, she’d scared everyone out of her life. She told everyone she was fine with it. That fans filled the hole of loneliness. That she didn’t mind that her old partying friends didn’t call now that she was sober, and her family had given up on her a while back. That was okay.

She had Wesley and her music, and most days that was enough.

Except once this Christmas album was in the can for next year, the label wanted to evaluate how she was doing. If she was doing great? Wesley would move on to another client.

And she’d be all alone again.

Her fingers twitched and she slumped against the wall. Just thinking about all that made her really, really want a cigarette. She licked her lips hard and stared out at the skyline again, as if it’d have answers.

“Daph, come on. Time for weights.” He hopped to his feet and moved to the rack. “Let’s start with twenty-fives and see how we handle that, all right?”

“Sure,” she said listlessly, and followed after him.

Wesley paused, frowning over at her. “What’s wrong?”

She marched in front of him, irritated. “What do you mean, what’s wrong? I said I’d lift the fucking weights.”

He handed her a dumbbell. “Yes, but you didn’t bitch about it. Something’s wrong.”

She snatched it from his grasp. “Oh, fuck off, Wesley.”

“Bicep curl, alternate,” he instructed, crossing his arms to watch her. “And tell me what’s bothering you.”

Daphne curled one weight obediently, ignoring his second request.

“Daphne,” he warned as she continued to flex the weights silently. “This is part of our agreement.” He pointed at her and then himself. “We work out problems. We don’t bottle them up, remember?”

She gave him a snarl. “I’m just tired, okay? I’m tired of weights and working out and eating Bibb lettuce instead of Chinese takeout and I’m tired of everyone being on my ass twenty-four-seven.” She thrust the weights back at him. “I’m tired of fucking Christmas music and tired of Manhattan. I’m tired of all of this shit and I want to go back to California. I hate it here. I hate working out, and I really, really want a fucking cigarette.”



OEBPS/image/pub1.jpg
et





OEBPS/image/author.jpg





OEBPS/image/title.jpg
Beaidy

BILLIONAIRE:
7%. WEDDING

JESSICA CLARE





OEBPS/image/abt.jpg
Beaidy

BILLIONAIRE:
7. WEDDING





OEBPS/font/Shift-BoldItalic.otf


OEBPS/font/Shift-Light.otf


OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
* NOVELLA - ;

h
A

" BILLIONAIRE:

vs /% WEDDING
‘W e T Y L

NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR

@ JESSICA CLARE





OEBPS/font/Fort-Book.otf


