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***

 



“Is that the new intern?”






Standing in the plain, clean-lined
break room that occupied a far corner of MEmory Sisters Publishing,
Helene Emory looked with interest at the only beautiful accent to
illuminate this unadorned office space.






“I mean admittedly, the new toaster
oven we have in here has its own special shine,” she admitted,
adding with a shrug, “It just doesn’t make me horny.”






Raising her head, Helene’s gaze
suddenly collided with that of Nela Marcus; her executive secretary
at this venerable publisher of women’s romance and erotic
fiction.






“Uh oh,” she released through gritted
teeth. “I said that out loud, didn’t I? And if that young man
happened to hear me, I’m sure I’ll be hearing from his attorneys
any moment now.”






Nela laughed.






“Oh, I’m sure that Nathan Brand is
well accustomed to female attention, at least to a certain degree,”
she added quickly, for some reason lacking a keen desire to
encourage her boss’ interest. “I mean, just look at
him.”






“Ain’t it the truth,” Helene released
on a sigh, her gaze taking a leisurely stroll down the length of
Nathan’s tall, muscular frame; a sculpted physique covered in skin
tight blue jeans and a bright red muscle red shirt.






“I would say something about his
direct violation of our employee dress code,” she murmured, adding
with a shrug, “but if the lad ventured to put on a proper business
suit, he’d likely appear so devastatingly gorgeous he’d distract us
wildly from all attempts at work.”






Of course, she mused further, the
blond god with the flowing hair, carved features, and deep, dark
eyes could wear a potato sack and still be distracting; especially
when he aimed his flawless white-toothed smile in her
direction.






Just like he was doing right about
now.






“Shit,” she swore softly, averting her
gaze to the plate of soppy noodles that sat before her on the lunch
table. “He caught me ogling him. Here’s hoping he doesn’t have that
attorney on speed dial.”






Nela laughed.






“Um, he is dreamy but I have to ask,”
the slender blonde pursed her pink lips, fixing her employer with a
quizzical gaze, “How are things going at home, with your
husband?”






“My husband?” Helene blinked, tone
blank.






Now Nela’s kips really ‘pursed’—and
how.






“Yes, your hus-band,” she repeated the
offending word, this time sounding it out to dramatic effect. “That
dude who stood beside you at the altar and put the ring on your
finger, sometime before you said, ‘I do…’”






“Yes, yes, I know who you mean,”
Helene interrupted, rolling her eyes heavenward. “What I don’t know
is how he and I are going to make it to our fifth anniversary next
year. We haven’t been talking much lately, unless it’s in raised
voices.”






Nela nodded.






“And what’s been going on in the
bedroom?” she pried.






Helene shrugged.






“Let’s just say that if there were
Olympic events for sleeping, watching TV and falling asleep while
watching TV in the bedroom, Mike and I could both claim gold medals
in these games,” she rolled her eyes heavenward with a hefty sigh.
“What we won’t win are any top honors for sustaining a happy
marriage.”



***


“So tell me all about her.”


Standing just outside the break room
at MEmory Sisters Publishing, Nathan Brand glanced inward to pin an
inquisitive stare on his new supervisor; a rubenesque blonde named
Helene Emory.


“I mean, besides the fact that she’s a
household name in the publishing business and has written a
blockbuster book or two of her own,” he allowed, crossing his
muscled arms across the expanse of his broad, firm chest. “Both of
which I devoured in one reading after exams last
semester.”


“Down, boy.”


Joanna Reems, Nathan’s fellow intern
this summer at one of the leading publishing houses in greater
Tampa Bay, met his words with a sharp chortle and the cooling wave
of her fanning hand.


“Ms. Emory is an amazing woman,” she
allowed, adding as a whispered aside, “And I’m sure her husband
thinks so too.”


Nathan shrugged.


“I’ve dated more than a few married
women in my time,” he murmured, a becoming blush rising up in his
cheeks as he made this bold admission. “Many are mistreated,
dissatisfied…they might feel more lonely and neglected than single
ladies—at least they can feel free to date and mess around if they
feel a particular need.”


He paused here, squaring his muscled
shoulders to sensual effect.


“What is the lonesome, unfulfilled
married woman to do,” he purred, arching his feathered eyebrows in
Joanna’s direction, “unless she indulges in a red hot, illicit
affair with a younger man? Perhaps even a gentleman who works in
her office every day, constantly teasing and tempting
her.”


“You call yourself a gentleman?” It
was Joanna’s turn to arch her eyebrows. And high.


Nathan shrugged.


“When it serves me,” he pursed his
full, moist lips, adding with the soft toss of his luxurious blond
hair, “At other times I have the distinct tendency to act like a
complete and total manwhore.”


He watched with a grin as Joanna
arched forward, her slender form wracked with shudders as she
coughed up the remnants of some recently ingested seltzer
water.


“Well I hope you never get transferred
to our marriage/self-help division here at MEmory Sisters,” she
managed between coughs.


Nathan shook his head.


“I much prefer fantasy over
self-help,” he told her, “both in terms of my personal life and my
taste in literature. And let’s just say that, in my new position as
Helene’s intern, I hope to serve and satisfy her in any and every
way possible.”


***


“Babe, I just got the news that our
books have been nominated for five Lovies this year—and that our
company has been nominated for Publisher of the Year. This is the
kind of recognition we’ve been needing for so long and it’s such an
incredible validation—oh, forget all that fancy verbiage, this is
freakin’ awesome sauce!!!”


“That’s all well and good, dear—but
speaking of sauce. You seriously need to work on your spaghetti.
I’m suffering some major indigestion this morning.”


Holding her telephone receiver away
from her ear, Helene Emory regarded it with a brand of brutal ire
that she dearly hoped would penetrate the phone lines and strike
her husband Mike in his ever-burnin’ heart.


“Are you there?” probed the heartburn
sufferer, tone vague and unaware.


Big
surprise, she pursed her lips, adding
aloud, “For the time being, Michael. Just a word of advice,
though—when you take a pill for your heartburn, be sure to ingest a
sensitivity chip as well. I’d love to tell you just what else you
can eat, but Mama raised me better.”


She rather enjoyed the uncomfortable
silence that followed these cryptic words.


The words that broke this silence, not
so much.


“Well my secretary, my lovely and very
loyal Jeanne Marie, just fixed me up a juice mix that should cool
me off in no time,” Mike informed her.


Helene snorted.


“Oh if there’s one thing that woman
doesn’t do, it’s ‘cool you off,’” she smirked.


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Mike
demanded, tone appropriately heated.


Helene grinned.


“I would explain, dear, but I’m
scheduled to meet my new intern in about 15 minutes,” she told him.
“I happened to spot him in the break room and he’s wicked hot—a
fact that makes me all the more anxious to welcome him this morning
to my esteemed, multi-award winning company. Have a nice
day.”


Hitting the off button on her office
cell, she set it aside and turned to face the doorway of her plush,
clean-lined office; one whose bordering window afforded a crisp,
clear, sun-soaked view of her native Tampa Bay, Florida.


Her doorway, for its part, now
supplied her with a similarly spectacular view; the vision of a
tall blond hunk that seemed to mirror the sun itself.


The young man she recognized as Nathan
Brand boasted a long fall of silken gold hair that fell well
beneath his muscular, silk-clad shoulders; framing a bronzed,
sculpted face that boasted wide, dark eyes and a winsome beam—one
that showed her in no uncertain terms that he’d heard every word
she said.


“Yep, I heard every word,” he told her
now, confirming her worst fears. “And I have only one thing to say
in response.”


“I’m afraid to ask.” The previously
fearless Helene sunk low in her seat, burying her head in her
hands.


She released her breath as her
emboldened visitor approached in a single stride; bowing low above
her head to take her hands in his and peel them away from her
reddening face.


“Well let’s just say that when I
walked in here this morning, I respected you as an esteemed
professional in the publishing industry—a brilliant, successful and
dignified lady through and through,” he said seriously, adding with
a dazzling, white-toothed grin, “Now I just think you’re a goddess.
Your phrasing, your clever comebacks—it was all so utterly perfect.
I probably
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