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Prologue

Also By Judith Whimsey

A young employee. A charming boss. A good dose of chemistry. And a deal.

Jenna Gold loves her job and feels like her life is on the right track. What she doesn't love are surprises, even if they come in a charming package like her new boss, Alexander Green.

Alexander is taking over his family’s company but he doesn't expect to get a sexy assistant with it, Jenna Gold. While it's not wise to mix business and pleasure, sometimes you must bend the rules.

They make a deal. A month-long secret affair. No one can know. And there can be no extension. But sometimes contracts get broken. 

Sometimes you just need to meet someone...

meet someone who will turn your whole life upside down...
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Chapter 1

Jenna
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As I walk down the street in my stilettos and curse myself for my footwear choice, large raindrops fall on my hair. Getting drenched is all I need! It's not enough to be late for work on the day the new boss will be introduced, no, I have to look like a wet sparrow too. I simply can't believe it! Is there any way to make it even worse?

The whole thing would make a Friday the thirteenth. Except it isn’t Friday, and it isn’t the thirteenth. Today is Monday. A new beginning in the life of Green Logistics Ltd. where I work. My much-loved boss, Mr. Green, has retired, and his eldest son is taking over the company. No one has ever met him yet.

There are whispers of conflict between father and son, but it happened so long ago that none of the current employees can remember the reason. 

I've only been with the firm a year, and I didn't even know Mr. Green had children. Of course, as soon as we heard the news, my girlfriends and I googled him. Apart from a few photos of him with gorgeous women at various events, we couldn't find any more about him. 

Gaby and Mila, of course, were crazy about how handsome he was. Dark hair and bright blue eyes. A firm, chiseled face with fashionable stubble. I admit, he's not bad to look at. You could tell he was aware of his worth. That cocky smile on his face in every picture. I couldn't take my eyes off the photo. Something in the pit of my stomach tightened. I shiver even now, just remembering him. He made me feel intimidated. I'm a bit afraid of new things, and the unpleasant feeling he gave me didn't help the situation.

This morning is also all his fault. After Mr. Green announced on Friday that he was passing the firm to his son, I couldn't think of anything else. It was out of the blue. Everyone was whispering about it during and after work. I was the last to arrive at the company, and I didn't know what to expect. 

Gaby and Mila were good friends, and they stopped by my apartment on Saturday to distract me. Gaby brought a bottle of tequila, and Mila a tub of ice cream. I started my stress baking, which resulted in a pan of wonderful smelling but sinful calorie-rich extra chocolate brownies.

We started a chick flick on Netflix but I don't know which one. What I do remember is that we ran out of tequila pretty quickly, and then we were drinking the red wine I had at home. And of course, we didn't touch the brownies. Maybe we should have. Or maybe it was just a bad idea to mix the drinks. We were terribly wasted, but it had been a long time since we'd had so much fun. We were laughing and joking around like we used to in high school. It was like we weren't grown-up women but still little girls pretending to be adults. 

I don't wish anyone the feeling I had when I woke up on Sunday. Every little noise sounded like a giant din. And that terrible headache!

I recovered by the afternoon, and convinced myself that just because I was going to be working for Mr. Handsome - their words not mine - doesn't mean things need to change. As a personal assistant, I'll just do my job as usual, and nothing will go wrong. I've always been hardworking. Mr. Green took a big risk hiring me for this position with a fresh degree and zero experience. My retiring colleague dropped the basics in a day and I figured out the rest on my own. With sheer determination and enthusiasm, I quickly learned the ropes. 

I'm doing a good job, but who knows? New boss - new winds. I don't like disappointing anyone, I hope he'll be pleased with me. 

I picked out my outfit for the next day and repeated to myself that there would be no problems and everything would go on as usual.

Well, so far nothing has worked out. 

I overslept because I forgot to set the alarm. My hot coffee spilled on my white blouse, so I had to change. My car wouldn't start, I have no idea what was wrong with it. I had to take the bus to work, which is fine, except now I'm late, and I'll break my ankle to get there as soon as possible. 

I'm almost in front of the modern four-story building. I flinch at the loud thunder. Why now? Couldn't it have waited two more minutes for me to arrive? Of course, after this morning's fiasco, I'm not surprised.

I hurry even more, scrambling through the parking lot and I am finally at the door. Pete, the old porter, greets me with a smile and asks if everything is okay after looking me over. What does he see? I can’t even catch my breath to ask but offer a polite wave. The elevator dings. As I ride up to the fourth floor, I look in the floor-to-ceiling mirror, 

I shake my light brown shoulder-length hair a little and take a few deep breaths to get my heart rate back to normal. Maybe I should do some jogging to get in better shape. I adjust my white blouse under my blue blazer. The matching skirt fits well, and I quickly check my nylons around to make sure it's not riding up somewhere.

The skirt hugs my hips nicely, the length ends just above my knee. 

Pretty. Not that I'm trying to please anyone, but it doesn't hurt to be prepared for anything.

The gray door of the elevator opens after a small beep, and I rush the hall to the offices. The modern clock at the end of the corridor ruthlessly shows that I am twenty minutes late. Damn it! I'm never late. Maybe Mr. Handsome will be late, too. Not all bosses come to work at eight o'clock sharp, do they?

Of course, as soon as I get to the door of my room, it turns out, I'm not so lucky. I hear a quiet conversation from the inner office. I carefully knock on the open door and enter. The face I recognize from the photographs looks at me questioningly. Wow! Even more attractive in person than in the pictures. His black hair is perfectly cut, and his cold blue eyes seem to look straight into my soul. They both stand up, and only now do I notice my old boss.

"Ah, Ms. Gold. Good morning! I was wondering what happened to you," Mr. Green greets me. "May I introduce my son, Alexander Green? Alex, this is my assistant and now yours, Ms. Jenna Gold."

"Sorry I'm late, I had a terrible morning," I say as I offer my hand with a smile.

Mr. Handsome shakes my hand while narrowing his eyes. I don't know what's wrong with him. Is twenty minutes really the end of the world? He drops my hand, and I rub it nervously against the side of my body. What shall I do now? The air is getting tense. Mr. Green can feel it too as he picks at his glasses and glances at both of us.

"Alex, I'm on my way. The Douglas business is covered then, but of course, you can do as you see fit."

"Sure, go ahead, it'll be fine," says Mr. Handsome.

Once we're alone, his gaze bores into mine. "This must be the last time that happens. Your office hours start at eight o'clock sharp. This is the last day you’ll be late. I'll see you in my office in five minutes. I drink my coffee without sugar."

I just stand and stare for a few seconds. Jerk! I'm going to call him Mr. Jerk from now on. Last time you were late! As if he's never been late in his whole life. Arrogant asshole! He didn't even ask why it happened. I could have been sick or had an accident. He doesn't seem to know the most basic courtesy. Where's the good morning, please, etc? Doesn't he know those words?

I storm out of the room before I can make him even angrier. After I start my computer, I go to the communal kitchen to make his damn coffee. Normally this is the place we gather before work but now it’s empty. I decide to make one for myself, too. After such a morning, what can I expect?

After the first portion spills into the cup, I reach for the next capsule to replace it when I have an idea. I don't change it, just press the start button again. The next dose fills the cup, and I inhale the nice aroma. It's not as dark but it'll do. 

My eyes catch the salt shaker on the table. Not that one, or? I remember his attitude, his cold blue eyes on me, and it's no longer a question. I look around and see no one, so I sprinkle a little in the cup. And a little more. Just to add a little flavor. 

I go back to my seat, barely able to keep myself from humming. Reaching my computer, I print out today's to-do list, and with papers in one hand and coffee in the other, I march in his office. Without a word, I place the cup on his heavy oak desk and sit down in the chair in front of it. 

"Why are you so happy? You may have stunned my father with your smile, but you won't me. I've met too many women like you." He pulls his lips to the side.

"Like me?" I ask back.

"Yes, women like you. Young, pretty ones who think they can do anything if they bat their eyelashes," he continues without waiting for my answer. "Lunchtime is from 12, except when I need you for a business lunch. Sometimes you have to accompany me on business trips or to social gatherings, I hope you don't mind it. Of course, these times will be compensated in your salary."

I'm speechless, and he just keeps talking. To bat my eyelashes? Getting everything? What does he think of me? He can't say such things. He doesn't even know me. I don't even look like the women I saw him with in the photos. I'm perfectly ordinary. Brown eyes, brown hair, average figure. I'm not curvy, but I'm not too skinny either. I can't stand sports, and it shows. Of course, he's completely different. He's tall, and you can tell by his physique that he exercises a lot. He's so good-looking. His crispy white shirt is just the right fit for his body. Its sleeves are rolled up a bit, and while he talks, he's typing on his computer. He is not even looking at me. His arms are toned, too. I wouldn't have thought so, but I have to say, a man's forearm can be attractive, too.

"Ms. Gold! Could you please tell me?"

I wake from my thoughts at the sound of my name and I scold myself for not listening. What am I supposed to say? It's embarrassing. He looks me straight in the eyes.

"If you've finished daydreaming, please briefly explain today's program."

"At 11 o'clock, Mrs. Jackson will be here. She is the..."

"I know who she is. I've been going through all the open cases. My dad and I have been planning this for a month, he just didn't tell the co-workers in advance. He didn't want to upset anyone. Go ahead!"

"Mr. Golf is expecting a callback on his contract. I booked the conference room for 1:00 p.m. so you could greet your closer colleagues. I informed them by mail on Friday. I ordered a cold buffet lunch for the occasion. Er... That's all for today."

"Good. Please pick up my suit from the cleaners. Here's the ticket for it." He hands me the crumpled paper.

"But I didn't come by car today," I hiss because I'm supposed to go to Churchill Road. That's at least an hour's walk! Then I hold my breath. That masculine hand lifts the cup. With two large sips, he drinks it all. Nothing. He doesn't even flinch. Amazing! What is this man? Next time I'll put more salt in it, I decide.

"I hope you can manage it. That's your job after all," he replies. "You may go."

The rest of the day goes by quickly, and I don't see much of Mr. Jerk. I pack my things and finally head home at 4:30 p.m. sharp. After this horrible day, I long for nothing but the remaining pan of brownies. I'll eat the whole damn thing and not even feel guilty, I vow to myself.

By the time I get home, it's 5:30 p.m. Of course, I forgot to go to the grocery store, so even if I wanted to, I couldn't eat anything but the cake, and I'm too lazy to order anything. I kick off my shoes and stroll barefoot to the kitchen. After a brief hesitation, I grab the red wine from the fridge and fill my glass. I sip a little and close my eyes savoring the sweet taste. The tension is pouring out of my pores. I sigh heavily and go to the bathroom with the glass in my hand. I let the hot water run, and while the tub fills with water, I undress. Leaving the clothes on the floor I sink in and try to relax. I breathe deeply and sip the red liquid. I need this.

Today's happening is on my mind. Why did everything go so wrong? I'm always focused and I'm never late. I'm a ‘rather be a five minutes earlier than later’ kind of girl. People like me, I'm friendly. And the coffee! Why did I do it? It was such a petty thing to do. Plus, he didn't even notice. He didn't notice, did he? I hope not! I want to forget this whole day. Tomorrow, I'll start fresh and prove to him that I'm the best person to work with. He'll forget this unfortunate day.

After a nice bath, I eat my brownies and watch some TV. I double-check to make sure I set the alarm right. I turn off the TV in time to be fresh and rested for the next day. But even though I go to bed early, my thoughts return to him. The photos couldn't capture his charisma. As hard as it is, I have to admit he’s attractive. He is a good ten years older than me, so he must be about thirty-five. And it's not his looks that keep me thinking about him, although that's not to be overlooked. It's the strong vibe that surrounds him. The confidence he handles any situation. I can't imagine he has a weakness. I'm always attracted to men with that kind of charisma. Of course, they turned out to be control freaks, demanding assholes. They ask for everything, but they give nothing back. I could learn from my past mistakes, but I can't get him out of my head.

It all gets worse when I close my eyes. I see myself walking into the office in the morning. Alex looks at me blankly but something flashes deep in his eyes. He saunters toward me and embraces me without a word. He lowers his head and captures my mouth. He doesn't hesitate, his tongue is immediately in my mouth and starts a vigorous battle with mine. I can’t hold back my moan. His hands roam my body. One of his hands moves up from my back to my head. He pushes it into my hair and pulls it a little to tilt it upward, giving him even more access to me. His tongue is in my throat, completely subduing me. There can be no doubt that he is in control. His other hand moves down and starts stroking my bottom as he hugs me even tighter. I run my hands through his hair. I love doing this, it's so silky and the length is just long enough for me to get a hold of it. I pull back myself a little to catch my breath. His mouth now leaves mine and starts down through my chin toward my neck, then back up again. He leaves a trail of little kisses everywhere until he reaches the sensitive spot behind my ear. A tingling sensation is running through my whole body.

I take a deep breath and a pleasant woody smell fills my nose. I shiver, which makes him growl in satisfaction. A masculine, deep moan that resonates throughout my insides. I sigh. It feels so good, it makes me dizzy. I snuggle closer to him, and I feel his sign of desire by my belly. I run my hand down and stroke his chest. Oh, these hard muscles! Slowly, I lower my hands and I'm stroking him through his pants. He presses himself further into my hand, and my goodness, he's well-equipped down there. We turn, and he leads me backwards to the desk. He sits me on the desk and steps between my parted legs. Slowly, we lean back, and his mouth is moving toward my breast. I arch my back to give him better access.

Suddenly I hear a phone ringing. What is it? I open my eyes and realize it's my alarm. Is it morning already? Disappointed is not a strong enough word to describe my feelings now. The wonderful sensation of my dream is still with me. My body vibrates, it was all too real. 

This is not going to be an easy day.
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Chapter 2

Alex
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I drum my fingers on the steering wheel while I’m driving the wide road to my parent’s house for dinner. I'm in no mood for this, but my mother insisted. I can’t say no to her this time. I know she missed me, having spent seven years abroad. During that time, I never visited home, we only spoke on the phone. I couldn’t accept her decision and the only way I could tolerate it was to get as far away from her as possible. I didn't care if it hurt her, but I didn't want to see my father. In fact, I didn't want to see either of them. I'd handle it differently now, but I was blinded by my anger then.

I slow down and turn onto the narrow concrete road that leads to the large three-story building where I grew up. I peer at the flower garden, my mother's pride and joy. As if nothing had changed. The colorful roses and various flowers are a bright contrast to the grim exterior of the house. I don’t hurry out of the car, I want to delay my arrival. I ring the doorbell and wait for the butler to open the door, but surprisingly my mother is standing on the threshold. At first, nothing happens, as if she doesn't know what to do either, but then she shakes off her numbness and hugs me tightly.

"I missed you so much!" she breathes in my ear.

"It's good to see you too." My voice is hoarse. She is even thinner than I remembered as if the first breeze could blow her away. Her hair has gone completely snow-white, but it's in a fashionable bun. There are more fine wrinkles around her eyes, but her gaze radiates the same kindness as always. Her best feature is also her worst. 

"Come on, let's go inside, dinner's ready." There's joy in her voice, and it makes me feel uncomfortable. I shake off the feeling, I can't give in to it. 

I take a deep breath as I enter and I'm assaulted by memories. As if the walls still hold the sounds of our last fight. The angrily shouted words, my mother's cries and pleas for me not to leave. To understand her. 

I couldn't do it. I took the easy way and ran.

I was angry.

I was hurting.

Our relationship is still not what it was. I don't blame her anymore, but it's different with my father. I can't forgive him. I even find it hard to be in the same room with him. He had to beg me to come home and take over his company. I savored every second of his pleas. I watched his suffering without pity, and it was only because of my mother's soft pleading that I finally gave in.

I came back a week ago and spent most of that time in my flat. I was lucky. I could buy a furnished
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