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AMBER LEE IS FLOORED when she finds herself in a situation where she must make a special arrangement for her boss.  She interviews woman after woman, but none is suitable - at least in her eyes.
Before he heads off to Dubai, Jordan needs a wife.  What better arrangement than to volunteer herself?

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

CHAPTER ONE
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AMBER’S BREATH CAUGHT in her throat as she stared, wide-eyed, at her boss.  “I’m sorry?”  Her words came out in a breathless rush.  Had she heard right?  She frowned.  “Did you say wife?”

Jordan leaned back in his chair, his lips curling in a sardonic smile.  “That’s exactly what I said.  I leave for Dubai in two weeks, and when I do I must have a wife with me.  Your job is to help me find one.”

“I...I...”  She drew in a shaky breath then swallowed.  When she’d taken this job as executive assistant to Jordan Masters, owner and CEO of Masters Metals, never in a thousand years would she have imagined that one of her assignments would be the task of finding him a wife.  As she stared at him, she clenched her hands tightly in her lap.  “Where would I start?”

He shrugged.  “Put an ad in the paper.  Use social media.  You have contacts on Facebook and Linkedin, don’t you?  The important thing is to screen the applicants, select high quality women, interview them, then choose the one you think would be the best for me.”  He inclined his head.  “You can do this, Amber.  I trust your judgment.”

She suppressed a grimace.  It sounded like Jordan Masters had a lot more confidence in her judgment than she did.  How in the world do you choose a wife for one of the most discriminating men in the world?  And why did he need one in such a rush, anyway?

“May I ask a question?” she dared venture.  “Why do you need a wife for your trip to Dubai?  I thought it was supposed to be a business trip.”

“It is.”  Jordan expelled his breath in a snort.  “I got myself into this mess.  You’re familiar with Sheikh Khalil Ali?”

“Yes, I’ve sent him correspondence on your behalf.”

“He’s a good friend of the family.  Almost like an uncle to me.”  He heaved a sigh.  “He’s been harassing me about settling down, starting a family.  Last time I got sick of it and told him I had someone in my life.  Of course, he assumed I meant a wife.  Now that I’m going to be in Dubai he wants me to bring her along.  I’m supposed to introduce her to him.”

Amber was still confused.  “But isn’t it easier to just admit that you made it all up?  Why make things worse?”

He sighed again and this time he sat forward and propped his elbows on the desk.  “You don’t understand,” he said, slowly shaking his head.  “It’s not as easy as that.  It’s better for me to take someone with me now and then later, a long time later, tell him that sadly we had to part.”

She frowned.  “You would go through all that?”

“To preserve Am Khalil’s opinion of me, I would.  It’s that important to me and to the family.”  His gaze turned serious.  “Listen.  This is a big deal.  Just trust me on that.  I need you to get me a classy woman who can represent me well.”  He paused, a frown settling on his forehead.  “And one who will follow orders.  Having a pretend wife in the Middle East is one thing.  Having a pretend wife who comes across as recalcitrant is a whole other story.”

Amber bit her lip, his words swirling around in her head.  Jordan needed a wife, a classy woman but a docile one, and all within the space of two weeks.

That was going to be a difficult task.  But finding a suitable woman would not be the hard part.  What would make the job difficult was the fact that she didn’t want to find Jordan a wife at all.  Of course, she wouldn’t tell him that.

Amber cleared her throat.  “Leave it to me,” she said, as she pressed her notepad to her chest and got up.  “I will get you the right woman for the job.”

Her heart clenching as the words left her lips, she turned to go, but not before stealing a glance Jordan’s way.  The intensity of his stare almost made her pause.  Had he read her mind somehow?  Had she inadvertently given her reluctance away?

Quickly, she dropped her gaze and turned toward the door, eager to escape his questioning eyes.  The last thing she needed was for her boss to notice any hint of resistance on her part. 

Back in her office, safe from his stare, Amber slumped back in her seat, her gaze falling on the metal statuette that stood in the corner.  As if it could sympathize with her dilemma, she gave it a wry smile.  “So what would you do, Venus, Goddess of Love?” she asked.  “After a year of working for this man, now he wants me to find him a wife.  A wife...”  Her voice trailed off as she turned her head to gaze out the window at the palm trees swaying in the wind.  “Just when I thought he was beginning to notice me...”  The softly whispered words ended in a hiccup.

The sad fact was, Amber Lee was in love with her boss, and had been since the day she walked through the doors of Masters Metals.  She’d applied through Apple Employment Agency, and after going through the rigorous interview process she’d been selected from a group of nineteen applicants, all women, all eager to be working for one of the most respected businessmen in all of California, but also one of the youngest CEOs of a billion dollar enterprise.  And it hadn’t hurt that he was single.

That hadn’t been Amber’s primary reason for applying, though.  Working for a handsome, sought-after billionaire bachelor was a definite perk, but what had attracted her to the position was the scope of the job, ranging from management to public relations to operations.  In working so closely with the CEO, the lucky candidate would be exposed to critical aspects of business that would equip her to make a significant contribution to any corporation.  Already six months into her MBA, Amber knew that such experience would be invaluable as she set her sights on a management position, and so she’d jumped at the chance.

And then she met Jordan Masters.  Well over six feet tall, his presence dominated any room he entered.  His straight-backed, solid physique didn’t hurt, either.  It was obvious that he was in perfect shape.  But it was his striking features that were Amber’s downfall - jet black, glossy hair framing a regal forehead, and a square jaw that spoke of strength and firmness of character, an aquiline nose leading to lips that promised pure passion.  And then there were the eyes - deep, dark, intense pools that drew you in and never let you go.  From the first time those eyes locked with hers, Jordan Masters had her body tingling all over.

She’d heard of sexual awareness but never had she felt it until the day she met her boss.

And then, to her dismay, the attraction grew until it had become a major source of distraction.  Around Jordan her pulse would quicken, her breathing growing shallow, her mouth going dry.  Thank goodness he’d never noticed any of it.  At least, she didn’t think he had.

But now, against the hidden desire of her heart, she would have to find him a woman.  And soon.

It took three days of brooding before Amber finally worked up the courage to place the ad.  “Businessman in need of professional pretend partner,” it read.  “Must possess superior acting abilities.”  It was the strangest social media post she’d ever made but she did it, providing an email address she’d set up specifically for the task.

As expected, the responses came flying in, fast and furious, email after email until, two days in, she had to close the door to any further applications.  Then it was another two days of sifting and sorting until she whittled the pile down to a dozen.  They’d posted photos, they’d attached resumes and one of them had even sent a video clip.  And they were all beautiful, way too beautiful for Amber’s liking.

“How’s it going?”  Jordan had asked, as he popped his head into her office on the third day of her search.

“Very well,” she’d huffed, not letting on that she hadn’t yet done a single interview.

“Do you think we’ll be able to wrap this up by the end of the week?” he asked.  “Before you know it, it will be time to leave for Dubai.  I want to at least get to know the lady before it’s time to go.” 

“Yes.”  Her grip tightened on the sheet of paper in her hand.  “Just give me until the end of the week.  I’ll have the perfect girl for you.”

When he left, closing the door behind him, she released her pent-up breath.  She would select her top three applicants and interview them then pick the best candidate.  There was no getting around it.  Jordan was expecting an answer, in flesh and blood, by the end of the week.

The interviews were a challenge.  “Sarah Smiley, how are you?” she greeted the first one.  “Please come in.”

Sarah was a petite brunette who seemed like she’d never had a bad day in her life.  True to her name, she was smiling so broadly that Amber felt like she had to frown just to balance things out.

“Do you understand the nature of the job?” she asked the girl.

“I sure do,” Little Miss Smiley gushed.  “Mr. Masters is looking for the perfect wife and I’m the one.”

“You are aware that this is an acting job, that Mr. Masters is looking for someone who can pretend to be his wife?”

“Pretend?  He’s not really looking for a wife?”  The little brunette seemed genuinely confused.  For the first time since she’d walked into the office her smile faltered.

Amber’s gaze narrowed.  Could the woman be so slow?  “This is an acting job, Miss Smiley, a temporary role.  Mr. Masters is not looking to get married.”

“Oh.”  The woman’s face fell.  Clearly, she’d thought she would soon be walking down the aisle.  Did she really think Jordan Masters was so lacking in interested women?  If so, Miss Smiley really was slow.

“This is a business proposition, not a marriage proposal.”  Maybe Amber’s tone was a bit more caustic than necessary but she was beginning to lose patience with the woman.  What was worse - and this was a bit unfair to her visitor - the mention of the word marriage had annoyed the heck out of her.  She couldn’t even bear to think about Jordan, marriage and another woman, all in the same picture.  No way.  He was hers...at least in her mind.

She spent another few minutes grilling the now not-so-smiley applicant just so it didn’t seem she wasn’t giving her a fair chance, and then she sent her on her way.  Any woman who could not understand an announcement for what it was - a job - was just a waste of time.

Amber’s two other shortlisted applicants were not much better than the first.  When Miss Tavish walked through the door she knew immediately that it wouldn’t work.  The woman oozed a confidence that was too haughty for her liking.  Her nose in the air, she carried herself like the rest of the world was beneath her.

“Recent acting experience?” Amber asked as she fixed a cold stare on the woman, hoping to rattle her.

It didn’t work.  Clearly, Tanya Tavish was too self-assured to be intimidated by a mere executive
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