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The Boss of Me

Rebecca Lee

 

 

 

 

Hi everyone! My Husband's Boss is probably my most popular novel series. This is Book 2 and gets heavily into the adult world of the main character Summer. Honestly she was very difficult to write compared to the leading ladies in my other novels. But she gets as much or more fan comments and discussion than the rest combined. 

 

I hope you enjoy “My Husband's Boss: The Boss of Me”

 

Rebecca

 

 

 

 

 

Reminder that you can get Twenty Free Books (and counting) by joining my Reader's Club. It's FREE to Join! CLICK HERE! 
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Chapter 1

 

I am glad. 

 

Brianna is a beautiful child. But I can't cure her problems. All my hard work with her didn't seem like it helped.

 

It's great my husband is making a lot more money so we can afford to send her to this special school with expert care.

 

When I first started with her a couple years ago, I didn't know what I was getting into. I didn't read ahead of time about autism. I thought there was more we could accomplish. It didn't take long for me to hit a wall.

 

And then I started to really hate my time with her. My husband and I needed to do something. 

 

So today in late August, I am back in school. I am going to get a degree. Psychology. I still have nearly two full years and two full semesters to go, but I don't have to worry about money anymore.

 

My husband is one of the hottest young trial lawyers in the the three counties that surround Dallas.  

 

He's accomplished a lot in eighteen months since he began working for the legendary R. Treyton Smithfield. 

 

Smithfield has got his ways of teaching the tricks to create a champion in front of a jury. 

 

I've known Trey for a decade. I first met him back in eighth grade. The three times we've met since that first meeting has never come up.

 

I pull together my favorite white and beige sundress look along  with flip flops rather mid-rise heels. My back can't take the heals anymore. I look myself over in the mirror. 

 

I am sad that I am having problems like I am in my mid-twenties. 

 

It's too soon. But I lived hard for a few years. I did drugs often. I didn't get much exercise. I also had a bad attitude. I worried about nothing of importance. I chased around people who I thought could take care of me so I wouldn't have to work or make my own money.

 

It all took it's toll. The dark circles under my eyes aren't just from last night. I earned it.

 

I still earn it now because I still beat myself up with worry.

 

I was in rehab a few years ago when I was nineteen. I was going to learn to cope to take care of all the problems that put me in there. The way I found to cope was to find a man who would take away my stress. 

 

But I still worry. The biggest thing I worry about is the man I am married to doesn't move me like the man he works for. I

 

I am enthralled deep down with R. Treyton Smithfield. 

 

I head to the counter of our kitchen and sit down on a high stool. Like usual, my tablet computer is with me 

 

I hate myself for it. I think I hate myself worse because as time as goes on, I am losing the battle. It's a battle to stop looking up information about Trey online. 

 

Good thing he isn't active on any form of social media.

 

“Damn it's hot.” I peel my bare legs off the wooden stool and I feel the perspiration stick me to the surface.

 

I walk around the counter and grab a bottle of water out of the fridge. This water is high-end stuff. Like nearly a buck a bottle. It says it's from some spring in the mountains, but it doesn't taste much different than water from that tap here in my kitchen 

 

The only difference is how my mind sees it. I just think it's better because of how it's packaged.

 

That's how I think Trey sees me. Actually I don't know how he sees me. Four meetings in ten years totaling no more than a couple hours, isn't a lot to go on. 

 

The guy is a pussy conquering machine too.

 

My husband and I are going through the motions. It's not bad. It's good. But it's not exciting.  He is such a pushover with me. He never even demanded I see a doctor to figure out  why I feel like I do. Jonathan's way is  to just ignore the serious talks and work like a dog.

 

I'd like to think he is working like this to impress me. But than I hate thinking that. It makes him look sort of pathetic.

 

I know I am not worth all the fuss.

 

Google isn't telling me anything new. I am on here so much lately digging for Trey information that all these links have been clicked for all the first three pages on the search results.

 

I gotta get my mind right. I am hoping school can make the difference. 

 

Brianna kept me occupied. But I wasn't making progress in helping her life improve. 

 

I'll meet Sheila after class today. I don't need to worry about when because Jonathan is always preparing for trial. He comes home, he quickly pounds my needy pussy, and  he falls dead asleep. Then the next morning he gets up super early and disappears all day.

 

I kept telling myself I wanted a guy with passion. A guy who would fight to change his circumstances.

 

Now I got what I wished for, but I have nothing else. I got more money, but  less happiness. 

 

That's why I am going to see Sheila.

 

Today I am so lost. I should be excited. I mean I  have a couple friends from the old days back in Houston who would kill to have my life. I have money, time, and freedom to do whatever I want. I even have a hot, loving husband too.

 

A link on page four right at the bottom for the search “R. Treyton Smithfield” tells me all I need to know about my level of gratitude for my life.

 

The link is from earlier in the day which means it's moving up the pages on search fast. 

 

Trey Smithfield. Caught on camera in Eastern Europe. Handing out bags of pure gold coins to bands of vagabonds in strange clothes.  

 

The headline to the post: “Gypsy Redeemer”

 

As famous as Trey is and as little as anyone knows about him, this new post will go viral by the time I make it to campus out in Denton for my first class.

 

The Gypsies. My people.

 

“God Trey if you love, me let me know. Just let me know. You might be shocked what my answer would be,” I say to myself.

 

“I love you”. 

 

I think it but I don't say it.

 

Those three words mean something totally different based completely on the guy who is saying it. My God it would mean so much more just once from Trey Smithfield  than it does the dozens of times a week Jonathan says it.

 

“Summer, shut this frickin' tablet,” I say to myself.

 

I do. My day is both totally destroyed and totally made by one little picture of my fantasy man  taken with a hidden camera phone somewhere in rural Romania.

 

It doesn't matter that my husband has exploded on the scene as the number two trial lawyer in Trey's firm. Trey is more than a lawyer. 

 

If I want to see him, I have to make it happen. Because he ain't going to be hanging out at the offices of The Perryberg firm. 

 

His goals are way beyond that.

 

A year ago it would have been unthinkable, but now I am planning to go see him. I can't live any longer not knowing if there is a chance for us.

 

I hate myself for how much I want him.


Chapter 2

 

It's great to be back on campus. More than anything, I really just like seeing people everywhere. The energy. Jeez everybody looks so young though.

 

On some level, I am glad I thought it through and found a way not to have to be serious about school or a career. I saved a lot of money by not going.

 

My looks got me by to this point.

 

This is my first class of the day. Interpretation of Film. I needed something that constituted an art credit.  I guess this class is pretty popular. We're in this massive auditorium. It has to seat five hundred in here and it's basically packed.

 

“This is everybody's slam dunk arts credit. Pretty soon they'll close the loophole and make us take a foreign language or something,” I hear a young looking skinny guy next to me talking out loud with glee and to no one in particular. 

 

I smirk and shake my head like I am loving the easy path. I don't know what I'll learn here, but it's college so I am sure they'll have some sort of deep meaning attached to everything. Then I'll have to spit that deep meaning back at them at test time.

 

The light's dim and a older guy with floppy hair, brown khakis, and a red sweater vest over a dress shirt with rolled-up shirt sleeves comes bopping out onto the stage from the side. He must have been sitting down in the front row with the students.  

 

He's wearing the cordless headset rather than the microphone pinned to his chest like most professors.

 

He's got an energy about him. I have good eyes so I can see his face well even from the  second to last row of this auditorium.

 

“I'm Arthur. That's what you are going to call me because we're just movie buddies. Movie buddies who are going to see movies for what movies are.”

 

He's prancing around the stage with his head high and his chest out. He's got this way where it looks like he is making eye contact with me. I can tell he's got that way with a lot of other people too. I look around and I don't see many people slouching. Doodling, or sending texts.

 

“Who wants in on this one?”  He is scanning what looks like an eye pad. “Then looking up. How about Miss Swanson. Summer Swanson.”

 

I am awake now. 

 

There's no way he could know where I am sitting. So one option is I can play like I am not here. But something about Arthur makes me brave or  even reckless. I am not a big crowds person.  But I think I know what he is getting at.  Something tells me that this guy will give me a soft landing if I play along.

 

I raise my hand and it's instantly my worst fear come to life. Eyes turn back and over to me in a slow wave. 

 

“Summer thanks for being brave. Doesn't hurt now does it?”  

 

The microphone seems way louder now that it's focused on me.

 

“I don't know. Let's see how it goes before I answer that.”

 

“I love it!  Summer you'll never forget this. I know it. I'll be willing to bet it might even be a turning point for you.”

 

“Really? How do you know that?”

 

“Ouhhhhhhh,” A guy yells from across the auditorium.  

 

That's followed immediately by a wolf's whistle. Then another.  There's some laughs after from a bunch of people who think what they are doing is funny.

 

I slouch down in my chair a little more and lean forward.

 

“Alright. You guys stop!” Arthur commands as he points in the direction where the display of male approval originated. “This is hard enough. Have some damn class and empathy.”

 

Him coming to my aid in such a strong way makes me feel like this will be OK.

 

“Summer why do we love movies?”

 

“They are entertaining?!”

 

“No that's why we choose to sit down and watch a movie. Yes they entertain, but so does our cat playing with yarn, our little cousin with a doll, or our our I Phone game apps,” he paused to survey the crowd. “We love them because movies teach us things. Done well, they speak to our hearts and the hopes, dreams, insecurities, and needs deep inside us all.”

 

I nod my head, loving how that sounded. It makes a lot of sense. It was beautiful. I don't know if it applies to a movie like “Scary Movie” or “Naked Gun”. 

 

“I see some doubt in your eyes young Miss Swanson.”

 

“Nahh. And it's Mrs. actually.”

 

“Booooooo!” It sounds like the same group of guys doing the cat calling a minute earlier.

 

It's all in fun, but Arthur isn't up for it.

 

“Let me say this to you guys. The day you stop seeing that as funny, is the day you'll get the true religion of life. Right now, you have work to do.”

 

Ouch. This guy is sharp and elegant. I already think he's the best teacher I've ever had.

 

“Well I was thinking about a movie like “Scary Movie”. That's just entertaining.”

 

“I think when you we get about two weeks into the class, you'll see that even that movie is more than that. So stay tuned. And again, thank you for your bravery. How about everybody give Summer a hand.”

 

That felt great and feels great. Taking about ideas. Something we don't do at the Swanson house. We don't even have our chats about mindless entertainment anymore. 

 

I love the stimulation of  how Arthur is teaching. It takes me back to my early teens. 

 

I don't like to go there. Never look back. Unless its about my time meeting Smithfield. But I can't help that.

 

 

*

 

I fold the lined paper and stow it into my hand bag, then make my way up the steps and out the door to the blistering one o'clock heat of Denton, Texas in August.

 

I have to scoot across campus. Things are about to get a lot harder really quickly. College calculus. I am not seeing a Clint Eastwood movie in a darkened auditorium in that one. 

 

I suck at math too.

 

I am just getting to know campus, but it's fairly small. Wow is it hot and there aren't nearly enough trees around. I can feel the heat off the concrete radiating through my sandals.

 

I am checking my phone for texts. Sheila's office. Shit she's canceling my appointment. Apparently she's working a trial as an expert and has to be available to prepare. She's making a few hundred for less than an hour. I don't blame her.

 

“I will have you know that I have a girlfriend” I feel a man's hand tap me on my shoulder. 

 

I look back to my right. It's the skinny guy who was talking to himself back at the beginning of class.

 

“Well congratulations on that. Um can I help you?” 

 

I am guarded. The uplifted mood I had leaving the film class has been beaten down by the heat, the thought of calculus, and now this creepy stranger.

 

I kind of liked him when he was spouting off in class. But his approach here could use some polish.

 

“You fucking know Trey Smithfield!”

 

He's enthusiastic and not acting like he is accusing me of anything. 

 

It doesn't matter because him mentioning Trey has me stopped dead in my tracks.

 

“I am Scott. Scott Trammel.”

 

I ignore his extended hand and keep walking, but I forget where I am going.

 

 

*

 

“I am sorry if I startled you. But you are quite the artist,” Scott says. “Have you ever heard of truelawsofnature.com?”

 

“No. Should I have?”

 

“I think we need to talk. Summer right?”

 

“I have Calculus. I suck at math. I can't be late.”

 

“Instructor?”

 

“Rhamithan?” I respond, not totally sure if that's right.

 

“I am a mathematics major. He'll only hand out the syllabus today and send you on your way. I TA in the department. I'll pick it up for you. I really think you should hear what I have to say. You don't need to be in class today.”

 

 

“Why did you tell me you had a girlfriend?”

 

“Summer. Come on really? You really need to spend more time on that website I just mentioned. It's all about Trey Smithfield and his amazing observations of the world.”

 

“First of all, why would you assume I give a shit about any of that. Trey Smithfield? Second of all, I am not reading you on the girlfriend thing.”

 

He points to a bench in the hallway in the building where I am supposed to be going to math class. 

 

“I'll sit but this better be good Steve,” I say with a stern warning voice.

 

“Scott. Not Steve. I don't owe you anything. Stay or don't. But you're invited.”

 

My knees start to weaken hearing the way he said that. It reminds so much of Trey and our meetings at his home in his pleasure pen. The “valley of truth” Trey called it. If what I saw at Trey's place wasn't so damn beautiful and pure, it would have been bizarre. 

 

That's how Trey dominates juries.  Those powerful, fully convincing words of a brilliant but scarred man.

 

“First, lets be real. In our world, your beauty gets you things. You have the power to grab what benefits you and then you can belittle people who can't help you. Like the guy who talks to you because he wants to take you out on a date. I wasn't ever going to give you that power. If I have  girlfriend, and you know it,  that puts us back in an equal power relationship. So we can talk business.”

 

I'd like to argue with Scott, but he's speaking the truth as far as I'm concerned. My marriage to Jonathan is all about that very concept. He had something I wanted, so his asking me out was welcomed not creepy.

 

“So is this a society of haters of beautiful women and Trey is your icon?

 

“So you do know him, ” Scott answers with a smile.

 

“I didn't say that.”

 

“But you do. Your picture. I knew right away. You were in the valley.”

 

I am getting really nervous but there is something liberating about this. I talk to Sheila, my therapist. but I don't ever talk about Smithfield to her.

 

“Trey Smithfield is a life force. He's like no man I've ever met. I, um, wish I knew him better,” I  respond.

 

“What if I told you I can bring you close to him?” He asks. “You don't understand him do you?”

 

I start to fight back tears. It's not Trey. It's everything. It was hidden under the surface. Under the money and the approval from people I thought mattered when I married Jonathan. 

 

“I didn't mean to upset you,” Scott says handing me a cloth hanky. “Please understand I don't meant to pry, but Trey Smithfield is my reason for being. Here look at this.”

 

I am staring away and dabbing the hanky under my eyes. What a mess. Will the mess that is my life ever end?

 

“I am OK,”  I look down and grab his phone that he's offering me.

 

“She's beautiful. Is that the girlfriend?”

 

“Her name is Kira and yes. She's beautiful but she's more than that. Trey Smithfield and everything he stands for made it possible. I had no chance without him. I know his pain. We know everything about Trey.  I see your pain too.”

 

I actually want to sit and listen to this. It's like therapy.

 

This guy sounds like he knows my deepest thoughts and desires better than I am able to admit to myself.

 

“Here's my card. Email and Facebook is on the back. Oh here.”

 

Scott grabs the card back and jots something on the back.

 

“Here's that web address. Check it out. It's a living monument to Treyton Smithfield. I would say this beautiful woman I have in my life  is also such a monument.”

 

Scott is gone and out the door. I turn spin around on the bench to watch his skinny frame head down the same path where we just met. Like he predicted, the class I was supposed to be in let out after ten minutes.

 

I still have his hanky but I am not crying anymore.

 

I see a couple guys from the classroom check me out as they exit. 

 

I do something I haven't done in a long while when a strange guy is admiring me. I smile.

 

Scott really got to me. 

I unfold the picture that by some chance Scott Trammel had seen.

 

On the back I read one of Eastwood's lines from the movie. The movie was “White Hunter, Black Heart”. “We can play it safe and die at fifty from a stroke. Our hearts eaten by the wild side we ignore.”

 

I walk back to my car totally exhausted and with zero clue what I am going to do next.


Chapter 3

 

I normally don't have to wait on Sheila. I am not upset she is making me wait now. So much has happened the last few days I need to gather my thoughts about exactly what I am going to say.

 

Sheila has been my on again, off again therapist for about five years. She helped me with the biggest challenge I had and still have in my life: staying drug free. I know I never would have reached that goal without her.

 

It feels like we're niece and aunt instead of doctor and patient. I am thinking about seeing if we can be more like sisters. In other words, I want to talk boys. Since I also happen to pay  her money and it's for my benefit, I have to talk about my biggest life crises. 

 

It's my marriage. 

 

My marriage is loving because Jonathan is a truly wonderful responsible man. But it's becoming increasingly dull. It has the feel to me like the situation is one of  convenience and that years are being whittled away for no reason.

 

My inability to give Jonathan a child is not helping. Now this business with Scott Trammel. Things are fast becoming more complicated inside me. 

 

It's been over a week. I haven't done anything with what Scott told me. I think it's a victory for my marriage that  I haven't jumped on the website he was talking about. The website that is connected to Trey.

 

I haven't seen Scott in class since
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