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About the Author

My boss Mr. Stanley poked his head in my cubicle and smiled. 

“Any word yet on the Noah Jackson interview?”

He addressed my chest instead of my face and even though my girls were fabulous I didn’t appreciate it. I thought about not answering but I was tired of fighting the same battles with the pig-headed mostly male staff of Boss Magazine. The best thing I could do was work my way up to better opportunities. Mr. Stanley had tried to sabotage that by asking me to get an interview with one of the most reclusive businessmen in the world. He’d refused all my calls so far but I wasn’t giving up.

“I’m working on it,” I assured Stanley.

“It has to be on my desk first thing Monday morning, Callie. It’s Friday afternoon.”

“I’ll get it.” My tone was confident but I was dying inside. I didn’t know what else to do. I turned back to my computer and in desperation, I started writing a letter about how I was a small-town girl trying to make it in the big city because I knew he was from a small town Upstate and had worked hard to get to the top of the real estate business in New York. I proofed it and emailed it to his secretary, who’d assured me that she passed on all messages to Mr. Jackson. I waited and when I didn’t hear anything back by the end of the day, I left the office with a heavy heart. If I didn’t get this interview, I would never get any respect.

I was on my way home when I got a call from Mr. Jackson’s secretary.

“Mr. Jackson is at his Lake Placid home for the weekend. If you can get up there tonight he will give you your interview.” She rattled off an address.

“Tell him I’ll be there.” I hung up and typed the address into my phone. I got off at the next exit and turned around to head in the opposite direction out of town. According to Google, it would take about five hours to drive to Lake Placid. I was tired and hungry but I wasn’t giving up my chance to meet the enigmatic Noah Jackson. 

I spent the long drive going over my questions and everything I knew about Noah. I stopped for fast food and gobbled it up in the car. I pushed to the top of the speed limit and despite the weekend traffic, I made good time. I checked the address on my phone and soon pulled up in front of a mansion with large black gates and an intercom system.

I pressed the button and stated my name and purpose. I was a little surprised when the gate swung open. I still couldn’t believe that I was about to achieve the impossible. The first level of the house had lights on and looked cozy. I got out of my car carrying my big bag with my laptop and everything I’d need for my interview. I walked up wide steps to the front door which opened before I reached it. A distinguished-looking older man in a black tux smiled at me.

“Good evening, Miss Bennet, I trust your drive was pleasant. My name is Arthur.”

“It’s very nice to meet you, Arthur.”

He gestured for me to come in. “I will take you into the lounge where Mr. Jackson will be with you shortly.”

“Thank you.”

I gazed around the foyer which was almost the size of my apartment in New York. The walls were cream and there was a black table by the door and a low cabinet I assumed was for storage. Arthur led me into a large room with dark modern furniture and black marble tiles. The ceiling had to be about twenty feet high. A massive fireplace took up much of the right wall and across from it was a huge portrait of Noah. I guess when you were that rich you can afford to be vain.

“Can I get you something to drink?” Arthur asked.

“No thank you, though would it be possible for me to use the restroom?” I’d been driving for hours and the soda I’d used to wash down my burger was clamoring to get out.

“Of course, it’s the first door to the left.”

I took my cosmetics case out of my bag and headed to the bathroom. I knew I looked a mess. I hadn’t freshened up after work because I’d intended to go home and take a long bath and drown my sorrows with chocolate and wine. Thankfully, my little bag was stocked for any emergency. I brushed my teeth and refreshed my make-up then took my long dark brown hair out of its messy bun. I combed it and decided to leave it out. I smoothed down my white shirt and boring black skirt and left the bathroom.

I returned to the lounge and put my case back in my bag. I felt a tingling sensation down my spine and I knew I wasn’t alone. I turned towards the portrait and Noah stood next to it. I stiffened. His dark eyes were so intense. He was more handsome in real life and the energy I’d felt whenever I looked at photos of him was off the charts right now.

“Hello Callie, I’m so glad you could make it.”

He started walking toward me and every instinct in my body told me to take a step back. “Thank you for agreeing to this interview,” I told him.

“I haven’t agreed to it yet.”

I stared up at him in confusion. “But I thought...”

“Have a seat, Miss Bennet.”

Slowly I sank into the nearest chair. If he hadn’t agreed to the interview then what the hell was I doing here?”

Noah pushed his hands into the pockets of black pants which fitted him perfectly. His white shirt was rolled up at the cuffs and buttoned to halfway down his chest. I caught a glimpse of dark hair and that made my pulse race.

“I have a proposition for you.”

“Couldn’t a proposition have been dealt with over the phone?”

He smiled sheepishly. “I have to admit I wanted to lessen any chance that you would refuse.”

I folded my hands in my lap. “So, what’s this proposition?”

He eyed me closely. “When was the last time you had sex, Miss Bennet?”

“Excuse me!?” I sputtered.

“I would guess not recently.”

I jumped up. “I don’t know who you think you are you arrogant bastard, but you know nothing about me. I can assure you that I don’t sell my body to further my career. I’ll see myself out.”

“Why did you send me that photo?” he asked calmly.

I spun around and glared at him.

He shrugged. “I already had your professional photo that’s in your magazine so why did you feel the need to send me that gorgeous second photo showing those big breasts of yours? Don’t tell me you weren’t trying to tempt me into an interview.”

I felt heat stain my face. I had sent the story and the photo for that very reason. I’d been desperate and the thought of sleeping with such a gorgeous man didn’t seem like such a bad idea. He wasn’t like the creeps in my office. I was actually attracted to him. 

He walked closer to me. “I know you want me, Callie; I can see it in your eyes.”

I lowered my eyes though he’d seen the truth.  

Noah lifted my chin and forced me to look into his dark eyes. “Don’t ever be ashamed of who you are.”

His touch burned my skin and I suddenly wanted that fire all over my body. I wanted to fall against him and beg him to take me. Thankfully I managed to retain a little decorum.

“I want you,” I admitted softly.

Noah reached out and ran his thumb over my lips. “Oh baby, I’m gonna’ make you feel so good.”

I opened my mouth and his tongue slipped in. He ran it inside my bottom lip and then I trapped it in my mouth and sucked on it.

“I bet you’re good at sucking on things,” Noah whispered.

I pulled my mouth away from his thumb. “You’ll have to wait and see.” I turned and slowly bent down and removed my pen and pad from my bag. I smiled at him. “We’re gonna’ play a little game I’m going to call tit-for-talk. I ask questions and for every answer, you get to play with my body. The harder the question, the sexier the part. Are you game?” I wasn’t about to let
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