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‘You’re Fired!’
I keep hearing those words over and over again in my mind. I still can’t believe, I got fired for that little accident. I mean I didn’t mean to spill the hot coffee on the lap of an important client.
So, now I am back at job-hunting, and I have only enough in the bank for my half of the electric bill. So, my auto insurance canceled on me. Yet, I need to keep driving to different job interviews. The only thing is I never get callbacks.
Today, I was running a little late for another job interview. I noticed an older style in pristine condition red mustang beside me in the other lane. What I noticed most is the driver. A handsome man with dark hair in a business suit. When he looked over at me, I smiled at him. He gave me a slight nod and turned his blinker on to enter my lane. I purposely slowed my car just enough to let him go in front of me. My good deed for the day. I smile thinking of his handsome face. If only I wasn’t late, I could...
“Stop it, Kellie. He looks way out of my league.” I chide myself. Way out of my league.
Chapter One
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Kellie
I am running late for a job interview. Driving my old beat-up Toyota Corolla, I check the time on the dash and growl to myself. The traffic in the city is going to be my undoing.
“Come on,” I murmured, hitting the steering wheel in frustration.
The red light finally turned green, and the traffic slowly began to cross. I lift my coffee-to-go cup from the holder and took a sip, taking my eyes off traffic for a second to put it down. I didn’t notice the traffic had stopped again to let a fire truck pass. my car hit the car in front, and I spilled coffee down my blouse.
“Shit,” I exclaimed as the red car stopped, putting on his four ways as a man stepped out from the driver's side and begins to walk towards me. I set my four ways and open my door and step out to face the music of my mistake. “I am so sorry. I am running late…”
He put his hand up stopping my explanation. “I don’t want to hear an excuse. Just give me your insurance number as well as your cell number.”
He held out his large hand and raised an eyebrow at me.
“Oh, come on. There probably isn’t even any damage to your car. I barely bumped it.” I am grasping at straws but to be honest, my insurance has lapsed a month ago. I walk over to the back of his car, and he follows me. I look at his car and there were scratches and a dent. I then look at my car and it also is dented on the bumper. “Um, okay. I was wrong.” I swallow hard as I look up at him and his smug look. It’s the same handsome man I let in front of me. Now as he stands there, I can't help but notice how tall he is and quite intimidating.
“So, about those numbers?” He asks me again, holding out his hand towards me.
“Uh, So. Okay. Here’s the problem.” I begin still shaking. “I… I do not have any insurance.” I look down at the road. “It lapsed a month ago. I am on my way to a job interview and am in a hurry.”
“Stop. Right there. You have no insurance or job?”
I nod, “Yeah. And now that I am late for the interview, I probably lost my chance for this job too.”
He shook his head and pulls out something from the pocket of his jeans. He is wearing jeans with a white business shirt and jacket. He looks so sexy. I begin to get a tingling between my thighs. “Here. Go to this address and they will get you a job.” He hands me a business card. “I need your name so I can inform them about you.”
“How can you guarantee me this job?” I ask, looking down at the card.
When he didn’t answer at first, I look up and saw his smirk, “Because I own it and you are going to work for me until the repair cost to my classic Mustang is covered.”
I read the name on the card, “You are Mitchell Spencer? The billionaire?” He is in all the magazines and on the covers of them. Why didn’t I recognize him?
He smiles, “That I am. And your name?”
“Kellie… um Houser, yeah. Kellie Houser.”
“Okay, Kellie Houser. I will see you first thing in the morning. Be there at nine, Ms. Houser. And don’t be late.”
He turns and walk back to his car and climb in and started it and drove off leaving me standing alone on the road holding his business card. I took a shaky breath and got back into my car and headed back towards my apartment.
Back at my apartment, I open my door and my roommate Ava spoke from the kitchen table, “How did the job interview go? It seems you were not gone very long.”
“Yeah, I know, I never made it to the interview. I was sort of in a fender bender.”
“What? Are you okay?” Ava asks, then gets up from her chair.
“I’m fine.” I sigh, sinking onto the chair in the living room rubbing my temples.
“Well, I am glad for that, but we are still nearly two weeks behind on rent.”
“I know, I know. But there is one thing that came out of the accident.”
“What?” Ava said, sitting down on the couch across from me.
“The man I bumped into, he gave me his business card and offered me a job.”
“And why would he do that if you bumped into him?”
“Because I have no insurance. He is making me work off the repairs to his old car.”
“And he is just giving you a job?” She scoffed, “Wow, maybe I will bump into someone's car.”
I grin at her shaking my head, “That is the only good thing that came out of this. That man was quite intimidating.” I sighed, “He could have called the police on me for lack of insurance but instead decided I would work for him to pay for the damages. I have no idea what he will expect of me.”
“Is he young? Handsome?”
“I hadn’t noticed.” I had but decided to keep that a secret. “I don’t want to talk anymore about this. I am going to fix something for lunch.”
“Okay. Okay. I get it, you don’t want to talk about it.”
“Nope,” I said as I stood and walked into the kitchen.
Chapter Two
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Mitchell
I get to my office and sit down at my desk. This was a great start to the day. My favorite classic 65 Mustang was damaged in a fender bender. But the moment that woman stepped out of her car her fragrance hit me hard. She smelled so sweet and alluring that it took a lot for me to calm my dragon. And when she told me she had no insurance what do I do? Offer her a job. Why did I do that? Because her scent calls to me. I need her near me. My brother Gabriel could be right. I would know her by her scent he told me. All this time I went from woman to woman and never found the one that called to me. At least not until now.
She stood there beautiful and nervous. I hadn’t meant to come on strong but that is just who I am. When she looked at me with her big blue eyes, I wanted to take her in my arms, but I refrained from doing so. I need to remember these are humans and things are done differently here than back home on Drakkon. 
In the meantime, I took out my cell and dialed my mechanic's number. I made the arrangement to have my car towed to his shop. I begin to work and research the companies that have contacted me for investing. My company Spencer Investments has become successful overnight since I began five years ago. I now own my building in L.A. along with some others in places around the world and my company is now earning billions. 
Hours later I shut off my computer after sending out emails having the businesses call my office and schedule meetings for the next two weeks. I stood and grabbed my jacket and using my cell called for my driver to come and pick me up.
I walk into my penthouse and step over to the glass door that leads to the balcony. I took my cell and call my brother Gabe.
“Hey, Gabe,” I said as he answered.
“Mitch, how’s it going?”
I took a deep breath before I continued, “I think I met my mate.”
Silence.
“Gabe? Did we get disconnected?”
“No. I am here. You made me speechless.”
“Why? Have I been that difficult?”
“Well, considering your record with women. Yeah.”
My brother is right. I have been doing a lot of chasing in desperation to find the one who would be my mate. “Well, this time I didn't chase. She sorts of bumped into me.”
“Bumped? As in?”
“She hit the back end of my Mustang.”
“Your car.”
“Yes, my car.”
“Well, I won’t ask if you are alright being a dragon it would take a lot more than a bump to hurt us. So, tell me what makes you believe she is the one? “
“Her scent. It is different from any of the others. Like it called to me draws me in. Was that how it was when you met Alana?”
“Brother it was exactly like that. The moment her scent hit me I knew.”
I frown as I ask this next question, “How did Alana manage the truth of who you are?”
“My being a dragon? She learned the hard way when I had to shift in front of her to save her. But when it came time to introduce her to my dragon, I looked at her in dragon form. She was unsure at first until she looked deep into my eyes, and I saw the fear leave as she reached her hand slowly to my face. I shifted back and she ran into my arms.” He took a deep breath, “But brother, not all humans will be as accepting of us as my mate was.”
“So, your advice for me would be?”
“Get to know her, then hope her feelings will grow deep enough to when you open up to her, she will be okay, with who you are.”
“And all this will take time. How did you manage to be around her when her scent called to you? I struggled against not taking her right then and there.”
“Struggle it was, but I had to keep reminding myself I didn’t want to scare her and that it will be worth it in the end. And let me tell you, brother, it is worth it.”
The next day as I’m sitting in my office. For some reason, I decided to come in early this morning. Five minutes before nine my receptionist buzzed me informing me, I have a visitor. I can smell her through the door and knew my mate was here.
“Let her in, Carly.”
I watch as Carly opens the door, and Kellie walks in. Carly then shut the door behind her allowing us some privacy. Kellie stood there in black slacks, high heel pumps, and a red blouse. Her thick long blond hair was up in a bun with a few pieces down in loose curls. She is just as beautiful as I remember.
“Ms. Houser, please sit.” I indicate one of the leather chairs in front of my desk. She hesitates at first then sits down. I can see how nervous she is by her fidgeting.
“Again, I would like to apologize for what damage I did to your car.” She said fidgeting with her fingers on her lap.
I grin and recline back looking at her fingers as I steeple mine in front of me. “And this is why I am offering you this opportunity.”
She nods, “Of course.” She takes a deep breath, “What exactly will I be doing?”
“You will be the assistant to my receptionist. Do you know how to type?” I ask, leaning forward, placing my elbows on my desk.
“It seems these days if you own a computer one can type.”
“I take that as a, yes?”
“Yes, I know how to type.”
I smile at her, “Good.” I pressed a button on my phone and picked up the receiver. “Carly, can you come in please?”
Carly opens the door and walks in, “Yes Mr. Spencer?”
“Carly, come meet your new assistant. Kellie Houser. Kellie, this is Carly Davis.”
Kellie stood and shook Carly’s hand. Kellie is a few inches shorter than Carly. Very petite and curvy. “Nice to meet you.”
“Likewise,” Carly said, then looks over at me.
“I would like you to show her to her workspace then show her around if you would. Seems Miss Houser will be with us for a while.” I stand and reach out my hand to Kellie, “Welcome to our company, Miss Houser.” She hesitates before taking my hand and I held it a moment longer than necessary smiling at her.
She looks up at me before saying, “Thank you, Mr. Spencer.” She turns and follows Carly out the door. Before she shut it, she glanced back at me, and I gave her a genuine smile as the door closed.
After she left, I sit back, closed my eyes, and took a deep breath smelling her scent and smiling to myself. Yes, it is just as Gabe has said. Her scent calls to me. I could drown in her scent. Finally, I have found my mate. Now to win her over.
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