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Description

 

She’s my employee, my obsession, and tonight... she's my only hope. One night, one favor, and no more professional boundaries.

 

Cute. Sweet. Deliciously hot. My assistant. My crush.

A man in my position can have any woman he wants. 

Yet, all I crave are those plump lips, long, toned legs and every curve of her body that I can see from across the office. 

I want her to be mine. 

But I come with baggage. A 7-year-old, let’s-play-Moana sort of baggage.

I’ll do anything to keep her safe.

But tonight I need help. A small favor from my assistant. And she says yes. 

I’m in bigger trouble than I could ever imagine...

 

 


Chapter 1

HARPER

 

Of all the perks of working for Christopher Redding, the coffee is one of my favorites.  He's very particular about his.  It has to come from this particular shop downtown, which is locally owned and responsibly sourced and run by people whose clothes are made of hemp and hair is knitted in cornrows.  They know Mr. Redding's order and have it ready when I arrive, and in exchange for me picking it up—even though it's my job as his personal assistant, he lets me tag my order onto his.  I stroll out of the shop and out to my car, inhaling the delicious smell of his hazelnut roast mingling with my butterscotch latte and the sugar from my single cake bite.  It's not the most nutritious breakfast, but I've always had a sweet tooth, and I look forward to this ritual every morning.  

Almost as much as I look forward to driving into work and seeing Mr. Redding first thing in the morning.  When I arrive, he's sitting behind his slick wrap-around polished-oak desk, leaning back in his ergonomic chair, and surveying his morning schedule.  

"Morning, Mr. Redding," I say as I breeze through the door.  

"Morning, Harper," he replies, flashing me that gorgeous smile.  Mr. Redding is older than me—in his mid-thirties—but that doesn't stop me from appreciating his looks, which might fit better on the red carpet than at the CEO’s desk of a sports marketing firm.  His chocolate brown hair is always immaculately combed, and his blue eyes alternate between powder blue and cobalt, depending on what color shirt and tie he's wearing.  

Today it's a pale green silk shirt with an emerald tie, bringing out the darker flecks in his eyes.

Um, not that I'm keeping track or anything.

He continues to grin, revealing his perfect teeth.  "How many times have I told you to call me Chris?"

I balance on one foot, scrunching my face up guiltily.  "Sorry," I say.  "I'm just trying to be professional."

Really I'm trying to keep thinking of him as my boss, who is ten years older than me and totally not going to be interested in a girl straight out of college, new in the city, and not really all that sure how to be, like, a real adult - at least not in any long-term way. Plus, I really need to keep this job.  Between the student loan payments that are coming due and the car payments—you can't really get around Atlanta efficiently without a car—let's just say that if it weren't for my weirdo roommate to split the rent, I might be sleeping in my car just to stay afloat.

Chris—Mr. Redding—shakes his head at me.  "I get called Mr. Redding enough," he says.  "It always makes me feel like my father.  Please.  It's Chris."

I take a deep breath.  "Okay.  Chris."

He smiles, like he likes me saying this, and I feel tingly all the way down to my toes.

No boss should be allowed to be this hot.  It should be a rule, or something.  

"Have you confirmed my meeting with Paul tonight?" he asks.  

"I'll do that first thing," I say.  "Are you sure you don’t need me to reschedule because of the storm?"

We've all been hearing about the hurricane coming up from the south, but the new report is that it's going to miss us.  I'm relieved.  Growing up in California we had earthquakes, but no hurricanes.  I much prefer disasters that are over by the time you realize they're happening to all this anticipation.  

"Nah," Chris says.  "Looks like we're all clear.  We'll probably get rain, but nothing to cancel over."

I smile.  "I'll get out to my desk then and let you know when your first appointment is here."

Chris grins at me, and I'm once again taken in by his eyes, by his smile.  A shiver runs down my spine, and I turn away quickly, hurrying out to my desk.  He's never been anything but professional to me, and I'm glad.  Really I am.  I don't need my first job out of college to be soured by rumors, or finding out that Chris is the kind of boss who likes to sleep with his assistant and then cast her aside.  I don't know much about him other than that he's not married and has a young daughter.  But the fact that he runs this company, and does it well enough that the stock just keeps climbing, makes me very aware.

Mr. Redding is out of my league.




Chapter 2

CHRIS

 

Even though the weather report still says the hurricane is going to miss us, by late afternoon the rain has started in earnest.  I'm sitting behind my desk, clicking the button on my pen—a habit I'm trying unsuccessfully to break.  My brain always gets a bit fuzzy by this time, when the effects of the coffee have worn off and I've spent hours on the phone (and in person) arguing with investors and placating sponsors and thrown enough crunched numbers back and forth to the accounting department that even they are starting to slow down in their answers to my emails.

My door is open, following my last appointment for the day, and I can see Harper sitting at her desk in the lobby, clicking at something on her computer.  Probably next week's schedule.  I know she likes to get that done the week before, so she's ready to go in the morning.  I knew I saw something in her when I hired her—she's fresh out of college with little administrative experience, but she's sharp as hell and impeccably organized.  

At least, I like to tell myself that's what I hired her for, and not because she's one of the most beautiful women I've ever seen.  I lean back in my chair and wish it was late enough that I could justify a glass of wine.  

I don't drink on the job, not the least of which because I need to maintain professionalism, something that isn't always














































