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        	Intimate personal revelations, especially as presented in a sensationalized form in a book, newspaper, or film.
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            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Barnett

      

      

      

      I’d never seen Eli King furious before.

      My majority owning partner at the publishing house had largely left me to my own devices since he’d bought Book-ish.

      But that was before I’d lost the company a deal with established and bestselling author Madeline Sylvester and she’d gone off to our main competitor.

      Now here I was in my office, but Eli was sat behind my desk and I was in the guest seat, also known as the firing line.

      “Do you not think I have better things to do today than to come in here and ride your ass?”

      That’s what we were calling it was it? I noted the shadows under Eli’s eyes and watched as he then performed the hugest yawn I think I’d ever seen.

      “I’m not impressed that I’ve had to leave my wife’s side when she’s just given birth to our daughter,” he added, in case I didn’t realize this momentous occasion had happened just twenty-four hours or so before.

      I got up and approached the coffee machine in my office. I wasn’t asking him if he needed one because it would have been a stupid question.

      “Eli, once more I apologize. I made a stupid mistake and I won’t make it again. Now let me get you a coffee and after we’ve discussed upcoming business, please go back to your wife and your paternity leave.”

      “You’re damn right you won’t make it again because fraternizing with business colleagues is done, Barnett.”

      I raised a brow, given Eli had married his own assistant.

      “You’ve cost us potentially millions and the company can’t take another blow like this. So though I can’t make you do my bidding, I’m asking you, Barnett, to not sleep with any more people in the publishing business and to instead focus on getting us a deal with an author that’s going to turn around this company’s fortunes. Because right now we’re sliding. BookLover is laughing in our faces and I don’t like playing second fiddle to anyone. Turn the company’s fortunes around, Barnett, or I’ll look at selling up my share and you can put someone else’s business in the toilet.”

      That rattled me. Eli was a great boss and not many left you to do what you wanted. For the first couple of years of the business the publishing company had flourished under my direction, but then I guess I had got a little complacent and let things amble on, my focus more on my appetite for sexual satisfaction than signing up the next JK Rowling.

      After his coffee, Eli left the office with a final warning that he didn’t want to have to come back here before his two week’s paternity leave was up and so I was to behave myself. I once more congratulated him on the birth of Ellie and once I’d closed the door on him, I leaned back against it and sighed heavily.

      I’d fucked up for sure, in every sense of the word. Madeline Sylvester. She’d pursued me and yet I’d got a reputation as a manwhore. Why? Because I had a healthy sexual appetite? It wasn’t like these women had been unwilling and I’d pursued them like a sexual predator. They gave me the come on and I was a guy with a large libido. If two people were willing to enjoy each other carnally, I didn’t see the problem. Everything had been fine until that fucking woman played me.
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      I rolled over onto my back, my breath rising and falling as I recovered from pounding into Madeline’s pussy. Sweat beaded my brow. Maddy liked it fast and rough and had given me quite the workout.

      “I want a bigger advance,” she said. “A Time of Change is going to surpass my previous sales; I just know it. My readers are ready for this new series. So I want an extra hundred thousand dollars.” She stroked my cock. “You know I’m worth it.”

      My cock was in need of a rest anyway, but her words had poured a bucket of ice-cold water on my libido.

      “The advance we’ve offered is all the company can offer, Maddy. It’s the highest advance Book-ish has ever offered.”

      Her gray eyes fixed on me and she looked like an entirely different woman with her narrowed gaze and the look of repulsion on her face. Suddenly she didn’t seem attractive anymore, her breasts no longer with their pebbled nipples were lying there as flaccid as I was.

      “I’m sure we can come to some arrangement,” she said as she tried to work my cock into being a willing participant. But neither of us were. My cock and I weren’t participating in this game of sexual blackmail.

      I removed her hand from my dick. “That’s Book-ish’s final offer, Madeline.”

      With that she swung out of bed and walked into the bathroom. After showering, Maddy dressed and walked out of my apartment. She hadn’t said a further word to me.

      No, Maddy had saved them all for Eli as she informed him that she was going to BookLover who’d offered her more money and who hadn’t sleazed on her.

      That had resulted in a phone call from Eli telling me he’d be at my office first thing, delayed only by the birth of his third child.

      I stood by my decision anyway. Her book wasn’t worth more than we’d offered, and I’d find a new author who would put Madeline Sylvester and her women’s fiction in the shade.
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      And that’s where I was going now. We had an acquisition’s meeting where my commissioning editors would come and tell me what books they’d discovered and why we should buy them.

      I walked into the boardroom thinking that if there was a God then one of these editors would have the best women’s fiction book I’d ever seen, one that we could pitch against Maddy Bitchvester’s.

      I looked around at my staff as I walked toward the refreshment table acknowledging the familiar faces. A new woman was assisting in fixing drinks and making sure staff had what they needed. A new editorial assistant it seemed. Eli had obviously decided that the way to get me to not sleep with my employees was to give me the dowdiest looking he could find. The new woman was dressed in a suit more befitting a fifty-year-old. It was at least two sizes too big for her. She had her chestnut hair in a bun. For fuck’s sake, he couldn’t have been more transparent if he’d tried. The poor woman had clearly been told to dress dowdy as fuck. I just knew that underneath those too-large clothes would be an absolutely rocking body. But I wouldn’t sleep with any other employees now. My job was my only focus going forward until I turned this company back into the number one publishers in New York.

      The assistant came up to me. “Would you like a drink, Mr. Ford?”

      My eyes swept to her name badge. “That’s okay, Jessica. I can get my own. Just like the rest of these people. You’re not expected to get everyone’s refreshments, just to order them for the meeting. And it’s all first names here, so call me Barnett.”

      She nodded. No smile. Then she walked away. Eli had obviously also told her to stay a cold fish. I swear I could feel the arctic breeze left in her wake. I grabbed myself a coffee and took my seat. Colleagues followed suit and then I started the meeting. Probably not the way most bosses did if the expression on the new woman’s face was anything to go by. Her eyes bulged so far out of her face I was surprised they didn’t roll down the table for me to catch them.

      “First things first. I fucked up. As you know, office gossip isn’t my thing, I’d rather everything be out in the open. I took Maddy Sylvester on a date. One thing led to another and then it led to blackmail. End result is that she hasn’t got the extra advance she wanted from us, because I didn’t think she was worth it, and I mean that in a business manner before you speculate. She’s gone to BookLover and that means we now have space in our schedule for a women’s fiction title, so what do we have? Oh, and also, my apologies to all for the disappointment, but I’ll no longer be mixing any business with pleasure.”

      There was a beat of silence and then one of the editors spoke. “I’ve been in discussions with Natalie Sinclair regarding her debut. It’s based on her real-life trek through Peru where she almost died and…”

      I shook my head. “No good against Maddy’s. Pitch that later. Maddy’s book is all Scottish landowner, rugged male, and then a historical story. While that’s what she usually writes, this time she’s gone with an older heroine, early fifties. Her readers are around that age now and so she’s decided to write a book specifically for them.”

      I noted an amused smirk on the new assistant’s face. It softened her features and made her look so much hotter. Jesus, I needed to book into a sex addict clinic if I was getting a boner for the office ‘mouse.’ Eli had made a terrible error because all I could think of was trying to find out what was hiding under that tragic suit and pulling her hair down from that bun. I really was a dog and Eli was intent on neutering me.

      Concentrate on the fucking meeting, Barnett.

      “Anything else?”

      “I’ve been reading a historical like Maddy’s. It’s Trudy Carter, who has an established readership. Same modern-day story with historical back story running concurrently. Woman is in her thirties though,” Paula Wild, one of my best commissioning editors stated.

      I sucked my front teeth while in thought. “See if there’s any chance she can make the woman older. If not, we’ll still bear it in mind. Right now, that’s the best we have. Great work, Paula.”

      Paula blossomed under my praise. She’d also blossomed within my sheets before now on a couple of occasions and had given me a look of pure evil when I’d talked about fucking Maddy. I had to admit that Eli was right. No more fraternizing with my colleagues. It created unnecessary complications. What if my staff deserted the company like Maddy had because of sex? Why women couldn’t separate the two was beyond me. Just have a fuck, a real good fuck, and then move on. Or have a few more fucks. Without complicating it all by bringing up the word date, or girlfriend, or the worst one, ‘exclusive.’ I shivered.

      “Would you like me to turn the air-conditioning down, Barnett?” Jessica asked, jolting me once more from my thoughts.

      “No, it’s fine, thank you. I just seem to be finding I’m feeling an extra chill in the air today,” I replied. And I did, but it was coming from the new assistant not the AC. She didn’t like me. I could tell. What I didn’t know was why. Was it something Eli had told her? Well, I would make her like me. That would be my new endeavor. Make the new woman like me and then she couldn’t have me because I no longer fucked my employees. I was a new man.

      I got out of my seat, refilled my coffee, then sat back down.

      “Okay, what else do we have? Richie, do you want to tell me about that Peru one again?” My boss hat was firmly fixed on my head now. I had everything to prove to Eli and to this company. We would wipe the floor with BookLover and Maddy Sylvester would regret ever fucking with me, literally and figuratively.
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        Jess

      

      

      

      A few days earlier…

      

      I walked through the door of The Global, the luxury hotel where I was the deputy manager, and I cast my eyes at the reception desk. Good, Liberty wasn’t there. Instead, Michaela stood behind the desk, looking the epitome of helpful professional as she dealt with a client.

      My heels made a rhythmic tapping against the marble floor as I walked across the lobby and headed for my office. The sound was soothing and I made sure to focus on that rather than on the too-loud beating of my heart.

      Boom. Boom. Boom. That’s what it felt like in my chest. Echoing in my ears.

      Concentrate, Jess. Clack. Clack. Clack. Clack.

      Two days ago, I’d discovered that my boyfriend had been sleeping with Liberty. If that wasn’t awkward enough, that I had to face his conquest at some point, right now I had to face the man himself as I pushed open the door of my office and found him sitting there. He was the other deputy manager and we had a regular meeting on a Wednesday at eight am.

      I didn’t think slapping my co-worker across the face was on the agenda, but I did it anyway.

      Connor rubbed his cheek but nodded to himself. “I deserved that. I fucked up.”

      “It’s usually the direction a cock goes up a pussy,” I snarled, placing my coffee on my desk, and my purse in my drawer. I shrugged out of my coat, moving away from Connor as he stepped forward to try to assist me. I hung it in the small cupboard in the corner of my office.

      Sitting behind my desk, I powered up my laptop and took my meeting notes out of the prepared file.

      “Okay, so we need to discuss an alternative supplier of the hotel’s complimentary toiletries as Aidan wishes us to reduce plastic waste.”

      “Stop this, Jessica.” Connor’s raised voice had me raise an eyebrow.

      “Stop what? We’re at work. This is what we’re paid to do, run the hotel. Not to talk about where you’ve decided to put your penis.”

      “Well, you won’t talk to me outside of work, so we’re going to do it here instead.”

      I sighed and then took a drink of my coffee. It was delicious, hitting the spot perfectly.

      He watched me. “Maybe if you’d reacted to me like you do coffee…”

      I threw it at him. My paper cup sailed across the space between us and hit its intended target, the top separating from the cup as it bounced off Connor’s forehead. I watched the hot, but unfortunately no longer scorching liquid tip out of the descending cup and splatter all over Connor’s lap. He flung himself out of the seat, dancing as if trying to escape the liquid and heat.

      “Are you out of your fucking mind?” he snapped.

      “Are you? Cheating on me with Liberty. You’re lucky I’ve not punched you in the balls, but give me time, it’s still early.”

      “Fuck this,” he spat out, looking down at his wet crotch before his furious gaze settled back on me. “You’re clearly a psycho and it looks like I’ve had a narrow escape. Forget the meeting. Order whatever toiletries you like. I’m going to dry off and then find a clean suit.”

      With that, Connor walked out of my office.

      I sat in my seat and smiled. The only thing I regretted was wasting the coffee.
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      When the hotel’s major shareholder, AKA my ‘big boss’ Aidan Hall walked into my office an hour later, I figured Connor had ratted me out.

      “Hey. How’s Skye?” I asked out of politeness. Skye was his four-month-old daughter and the apple of her daddy’s eye. While I agreed she was a beautiful baby, I wasn’t all that maternal.

      After showing me a slew of photos on his camera, Aidan finally put away his cell, grabbed himself a bottled water from the fridge in my office, unscrewed the lid, and took a sip while situating himself in the chair opposite my desk.

      “So, I hear Connor has been putting it around?” It was a question, not a statement.

      “With Liberty for sure. Who knows who else?” I shrugged.

      “I’m sorry to hear that, Jess, truly. I thought I was as good at matchmaking as I was at business.”
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