
  
    [image: One Elfed Up Christmas]
  


  
    
      ONE ELFED UP CHRISTMAS

      
        ONE EFFED UP HOLIDAY

      

    

    
      
        CLAIRE RAYE

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2022 by Claire Raye

      www.claireraye.com

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FREE BOOKS!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Your free books are waiting! 

      

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Thank you so much for purchasing our book, we really appreciate it. And guess what, we want to offer you even more! This FREE Rockport Beach series prequel gives you a glimpse into the early lives of Beck & Kelsey, our OG couple from our first ever series, Rockport Beach and takes place before the events of Coming Home to You (Book One). 

        Grab your FREE copy of Beginning with You, click here!  
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        And, because one freebie is never enough, we are also excited to offer you a FREE prequel of our Hawthorn Hills Duet Series!! This takes us back to the early lives of Sienna, Caleb and Reid and takes place before the events of Complicate Me (Book One). 

        Grab your FREE copy of Confuse Me right here!

        Happy reading and thank you!
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      To: r.robertson@cradvertising.org; w.bennett@cradvertising.org

      Cc: ceo@cradvertising.org; hr@cradvertising.org

      Subject: This year’s Christmas Function.

      Dear Ms. Robertson and Mr. Bennett,

      As you know, CR Advertising will shortly be celebrating the start of the holiday season with its annual Christmas function.

      However, in light of the events which transpired at last year’s Christmas function involving the two of you, management and HR have decided that neither of you will be attending this year’s function. In its place, your attendance at a company training and team building retreat will be required.

      Details of the retreat are attached, but suffice to say, this is mandatory, not optional. Failure to attend will result in your immediate termination. You are both lucky to have remained in your positions after last year’s debacle and the company is casting you both a considerable lifeline on the future of your employment at this company by facilitating this training alternative.

      All expenses, including transportation to the training venue, will be covered by the company. The bus will depart from the company offices this Friday at 8:00 am sharp.

      I trust you understand the gravity of this situation and will make the most of every opportunity afforded to you both to ensure that the behavior that occurred at last year’s function will not happen again.

      W. Turnbull

      CEO - CR Advertising.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            WES

          

        

      

    

    
      “What in the actual fuck?” I yell, pushing back from my chair and standing.

      “Dude!” Jeremy, the guy who sits across from me says with a laugh, gesturing around the open-plan office space.

      I glance around and see a few people looking at me, a couple of them with smiles on their faces, clearly amused by my random and completely unprofessional outburst. Thankfully my boss’s office door is closed so he won’t have heard me. That’s the last thing I need after getting this fucking email.

      “Shit,” I mutter, flopping back in my chair, as Jeremy stands and walks around the desks and steps into the small alcove that constitutes my office.

      “What’s wrong?” he asks, still smiling.

      “This,” I snap, waving a hand at my screen. “This is what’s fucking wrong.”

      Jeremy leans in, reading the screen over my shoulder, a smile on his face that turns into a full-blown laugh when he realizes what it says. “Oh man,” he says, clapping a hand on my shoulder. “That sucks, dude, seriously.”

      With a huff, I cross my arms over my chest, glaring at the screen as though I can somehow change the contents of this email. “Yeah, thanks, Captain Obvious,” I say, my words loaded with sarcasm.

      Jeremy laughs again, straightening as he leans on the low partition that separates our desks and attempts to provide some level of privacy.

      Newsflash, it doesn’t.

      “I mean are you really surprised?” he asks with a smirk. “That was pretty fucking epic what happened last year.”

      I roll my eyes. “Yeah, I know it was, obviously, but is this really necessary?” I ask, even though I know I was damn lucky not to get fired after the events of last year’s Christmas function. And seriously, why now? Back after it happened, there had been some stupid seminar I’d had to attend, but I’d thought that was the end of it. It’s been a year, and no one has brought it up since, so this feels really random and out of the blue. And totally fucking shitty too. “I mean it’s not like I acted alone, did I?” I continue. “It wasn’t all my fault.”

      Jeremy cocks a brow, that smug smirk only getting wider. “No and if I read that email correctly, it looks like you aren’t going to this training retreat alone either.”

      I fall back in my chair with a long exhale as I stare up at the ceiling, wondering if there is any way I can get out of this. I don’t even care if I can’t go to the Christmas function, I just don’t want to do this. And I especially don’t want to do it with her.

      “Think she knows?” Jeremy asks, as if reading my mind.

      We both turn to the other side of the large open plan office space we all share, the wide room that’s lined with windows down one side, dominated by rows and rows of these supposedly private alcove desks, separated by partitions that barely cover our faces.

      “I’m guessing not,” I say when we both find her desk empty.

      “Might be worth hanging around for when she—” His words are cut off by the sound of a laugh that sends a jolt of irritation down my spine, just before she walks into the office, laughing at something the chick who’s with her has said.

      With a glance at her boss’s office door, which is also closed, I watch as she waves a goodbye to her friend, before heading over to her desk.

      “Oh this is gonna be good,” Jeremy says, rubbing his hands together, obviously excited.

      I don’t acknowledge his comment, my focus squarely on Reagan Robertson as she sits down at her desk, nudging the mouse to wake up her screen. I know the second she sees the email I just got too, her eyes widening in surprise at the subject line I’m sure, before turning into a scowl as she reads its contents.

      A scowl that immediately turns in my direction.

      Beside me, I hear Jeremy chuckle, nudging me with his foot as he stage-whispers, “She looks like she wants to stab you or something.”

      I narrow my brow back at her. “The feeling is completely mutual,” I murmur, my jaw tight as her scowl turns back to her screen and she starts angry typing something on her keyboard.

      Seconds later, my computer pings with an incoming email.

      

      To: w.bennett@cradvertising.org

      

      Subject: WTAF?

      

      You do realize this is all your fault, don’t you? Which means you better be the one getting us out of this.

      

      “Is she fucking serious,” I mutter as Jeremy glances down at my screen, chuckling to himself when he sees the email Reagan has sent me.

      “Oh yes, Wes, I think she is,” he says, pointing in her direction.

      I look up and find Reagan staring across the office at me, that same scowl still on her face even as she lifts her arms in that universal what the fuck way, as though her email to me just now wasn’t clear enough.

      With an eye roll, I turn back to my computer and hit reply.

      

      To: r.robertson@cradvertising.org

      

      Subject: re: WTAF?

      

      MY FAULT? HOW THE F**K IS THIS MY FAULT…IF MEMORY SERVES THERE WERE TWO OF US THERE THAT NIGHT, THIS ISN’T JUST ON ME YOU KNOW!

      

      I jab my finger on the enter button, sending the email winging across our office space to her computer, before turning to watch her reaction when she reads it. As she does, I can practically see the steam coming from her ears, her jaw tight as she grits her teeth and angry-types something back to me again.

      

      To: w.bennett@cradvertising.org

      

      Subject: re: re: WTAF?

      

      SHOUTY CAPS?? Really? You are such a child, Wes.

      

      I actually laugh out loud at her message as a flutter of excitement weaves its way down my spine. Linking my hands together, I make a big deal out of cracking my knuckles, knowing Reagan is watching me, before I start typing again.

      

      To: r.robertson@cradvertising.org

      

      Subject: re: re: re: WTAF?

      

      Takes one to know one, Reagan  And at least I can own my role in all of this…unlike you.

      

      I hit send again, Jeremy chuckling as we both look over to watch Reagan’s reaction this time, which involves her closing her eyes and taking a long deep breath in before letting it out, as though she’s trying to get herself under control.

      Without so much as a look in my direction, she starts typing again, her bottom lip pulled between her teeth and her focus locked on her screen. She types for longer this time, never looking up at me. Eventually she stops, hitting the keyboard one more time before she leans back in her chair, a smug look on her face as she looks over at me.

      My computer pings with another incoming email and I swear my heartrate kicks up a beat as excitement courses through my veins. My eyes lock with hers and I give her a quick smirk before turning back to my screen to read her latest email.

      

      To: w.bennett@cradvertising.org

      

      Subject: re: re: re: re: WTAF?

      

      Clearly you have proved your own point about taking one to know one. And of course I can own my role in what happened last year, I’ve never said otherwise. And even though it was ALL your idea, I never backed off or threw you under the bus when the shit hit the fan, did I? I took it fair on the chin, like an adult. Which is more than I can say for you right now.

      

      “What the fuck?” I say to myself, glancing up at her. She’s still wearing that smug look and I swear, if we weren’t in the middle of the office, surrounded by our colleagues, I’d march over to her desk and have this out with her face to face.

      Jeremy glances down and looks at the latest email from Reagan, his smile widening. “Oh man, this is fucking awesome,” he says. “You two seriously hate each other, don’t you?”

      “Yes,” I snap, my gaze still on Reagan.

      “Just imagine if you hooked up though,” he adds, and my eyes snap to his.

      “What did you just say?”

      He chuckles, waving a hand at my screen. “Dude, seriously, this level of animosity is enough for seriously hot angry sex,” he says. “But couple it with what you two did last year? Fuuuuckk, you’d burn the fucking place down.”

      I grit my teeth, trying not to react to Jeremy’s comment, even as the back of my neck grows hot. As good a friend as he is, and despite what he thinks, Jeremy doesn’t know everything about that night. Not all the details on what went down and certainly not the details on what happened between Reagan and me either.

      And I have absolutely no intention of cluing him in on any of the details from that night. A night that probably should have cost both of us our jobs, but instead landed us in this mess.

      Jesus, fuck, how the hell am I going to survive this training retreat with her? Is anyone else even going to be there or is it just her and me?

      Reagan is still watching me, clearly waiting for my reaction or response to her latest email. She’s not lying about owning her role in what happened last year, she absolutely did. And while I don’t necessarily agree with her comment that it was all my idea, knowing that she was throwing her own suggestions in the mix when we were drunkenly coming up with it, I can own this.

      I did own it.

      Back then and right now.

      Turning back to my keyboard, I hit reply to her latest email, Jeremy actually rubbing his hands together in excitement as he watches me type out a single line in response.

      

      To: r.robertson@cradvertising.org

      

      Subject: re: re: re: re: re: WTAF?

      

      Fine, let’s do this stupid training thing. Just know, I fully own everything I do, Reagan. Everything.

      

      “Whoa, dude,” Jeremy says, a huge grin on his face as he looks at me. “What am I missing here?” he asks, obviously reading more into my response than I expected him to.

      “Nothing,” I say, turning in Reagan’s direction.

      I watch as she stares at the screen, her mouth set in a firm line that parts ever so slightly as she takes in my words. I know she’ll understand exactly what I’m saying with that second sentence too, just like she’ll know that I know she knows.

      When she looks back over, I hit her with a smug grin, my arms crossed over my chest as our eyes lock, both of us silently daring the other to take this a step further. A step in a direction we haven’t headed since the fateful night in question a year ago.

      “Seriously,” Jeremy murmurs, nudging my shoulder. “You two should definitely hook up, you’re practically eye-fucking each other across the office right now.”

      “She’s not my type,” I lie, my eyes still on Reagan.

      She is so totally my type it’s not even funny.

      All long legs and dark brown hair and a sexy fucking body that is just asking me to worship it. Throw in her whip smart brain and her smart-ass mouth and fuck me if I wouldn’t be all over a woman like Reagan Robertson.

      But after the events of last year’s Christmas party, I know that is never, ever going to be a possibility. Instead, I’m pretty sure I’m going to spend the next few days of this stupid team building retreat getting off on antagonizing the shit out of Reagan.

      Which has kind of become my favorite pastime over the last twelve months.

      Just like I know busting my balls has become hers.

      Game. Fucking. On.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            REAGAN

          

        

      

    

    
      Ewww! I can’t believe I have to spend my holiday break with Wes Bennett, king douchebag and my arch nemesis. He’s the reason we’re in this situation in the first place, starting that debacle at last year’s Christmas party. All I want is to land a position at the firm and forget about Wes and my past indiscretion. This internship is nearly over and with only one opening for interns, which is just Wes and me, I will not let Wes Bennett steal that position out from under me.

      I stand up, glaring at him over the edge of my cubicle wall. He doesn’t need a job here. I can just tell by looking at him. He’s a trust fund baby who finds it honorable to work some low-level internship, all while taking an opportunity away from someone who really needs it.

      I hate him.

      But the worst part is, he looks like he stepped out of an advertisement for a cologne ad and that’s with his clothes on, all button-down shirts that showcase his muscled arms. Under them, I’m sure he has the body of a professional athlete and these gorgeous blue eyes that sparkle in a way that makes me kind of weak in the knees.

      Oh my god, Reagan, get your shit together. He is your enemy, and you can’t be thinking about him as anything else, even if he looks like he would be amazing in the sack.

      “What are you staring at?” Wes calls, his lip curled up in a sneer. His words are meant to make me look away like I was doing something wrong., but I will not concede to him. He needs to know I’m not going anywhere and that all of this shit is his fault.

      “Just remembering what you look like before you lose your internship and you’re a crying mess. I wonder what your dad would think?” I push out my bottom lip, pretending to pout. “Nothing, because you have some cushy job waiting for you.”

      I let out a loud huff, crossing my arms over my chest, pleased with myself for making him feel like the douchebag that he is. He’s silent for a few seconds and I swear I see the gears turning in his head, trying to come up with a witty comeback.

      “You don’t even have any friends here,” he replies, shaking his head and letting out a condescending laugh. “Why would you want to keep working here?”

      “I’m not here to make friends, you moron. I’m here to get a job. You wouldn’t know what it’s like to work for anything in your life.”

      I don’t give him a chance to answer. I grab my lunch bag and storm off toward the lounge, not caring in the least if I’ve insulted him or that he thinks it’s lame that I don’t have friends here. I don’t need friends here. I have plenty outside of work and anyway, having friends at work takes away from me getting my job done.

      Just as I’m doing my I-kick-ass walk, my boss pokes her head out of her office, singling me with a hook of a finger to come in. Not being one to tell her no, I figure my lunch can wait.

      “Hey, Claudia. Did you need something?” I ask, walking into her gorgeous office that overlooks the river. The view is to die for, and she deserves it. She’s one of the top performing advertising executives, actually, she is the top, playing this game of neck and neck with Wes’s boss Russell. He is equally as big of an asshole as Wes. Guess they have a lot in common. Claudia and Russell go back and forth on who is on top, and it makes for an interesting dynamic, given I hate Russell’s intern and would do anything to help Claudia outdo Russell and Wes.

      “I’m sure you saw the email by now,” she says in this dramatic fashion that suits her perfectly. She flits a hand around, rolling her eyes. “Sit down.”

      “Am I in trouble?” I ask, trying not to let my voice shake, but my heart is beating so fast I’m certain it’s going to come out of my mouth if I say too much.

      “Oh gosh no. I’m just so upset about this…” Claudia doesn’t finish her thought, just swinging a hand in the direction of her computer. “Can you believe we have to go to a team building retreat? We aren’t a team, obviously,” she says, letting out a hard sigh.

      “I know it’s because of what happened at last year’s Christmas party, but I thought we dealt with that. Things have been good, right?” I say, knowing I’ve been avoiding interacting with Wes ever since.

      I mean we tend to bicker still and I’m not above trying to steal clients, but overall, we’ve kept away from each other and kept the drama down.

      My thoughts are swirling and instantly I begin to wonder if this is a test of which one of us will land the open position at the end of this. They’re sending us to this retreat to see if we’ve got what it takes to work in this fast-paced environment with someone we really don’t like.

      I can do it. I can do anything when it comes to making sure I can support myself. I didn’t put myself through four years of college just to have my future ripped out from under me by some rich, handsome douchebag who doesn’t need this job like I do.

      “Things have been good, very good,” Claudia says, typing away on her computer. “We landed the Shine On makeup campaign over Russell, like that wasn’t bound to happen. Guys don’t know makeup.”

      “Okay, so why do you think they’re sending us to this thing?” I ask, hoping she has some insight given her position at the company.

      “Because they want us to work together,” Claudia announces, like it’s so simple. “But for some reason they pay us based on how many clients we bring in, so obviously there’s competition.”

      “What about Wes and me? We aren’t compensated based on clients. We’re interns,” I defend, worried that I’m not going to make it at this retreat since I will be in close proximity to Wes for too many days with no breaks. I can’t go home to escape him. I can’t hide in the lounge and eat my lunch or disappear into Claudia’s office. We’re going to be together day and night, working together and doing stupid shit like trust falls and sharing personal information to build rapport. Yuck.

      “Well, I do know that I’ve recommended you for the entry-level ad job, so I’m sure Russell did the same for Wes,” Claudia tells me, and I don’t want to make it obvious that I’m excited, but I end up squealing out loud.

      “Come on, Reagan, you have to know you’re the best intern I’ve ever had. I tell you all the time.” She narrows her brows and looks right at me. “Someday I’m going to retire, and I hope it’s you that takes over for me.”

      “Whoa, that’s moving a little fast. I haven’t even finished my internship and now you’re talking about me taking over for you.” As much as that would be a dream come true, I would be eaten alive not just by Russell but by everyone else who works here. It’s like all I’ve done is dip my toes in the pool, I’m not ready to jump in.

      “The retreat will help get you on everyone’s radar,” Claudia says, laughing a little at her choice of words. “The good kind, since you’ve been on everyone’s radar since the...” she pauses, looking for the right word, and then she holds up her fingers, air quoting the word, “incident.”

      We don’t talk about what happened. All of us were involved: Claudia, Russell, Wes, and me. It was not how I wanted my introduction to the company to happen, but it did and now I’ve been working my ass off to rehabilitate my image. Not that Wes has been helping with that. He’s always there, pushing my buttons and making sure he does something annoying on a regular basis.

      “I hope you’re right,” I reply, hating the nervous energy that is coursing through me. “Do you know who else will be there? How about what we’ll be doing?”

      “As far as I could tell from the email, it looks like it will be you and me, and our arch nemeses. I’m sure there will be other people from other companies too. Just do your best to avoid Wes and you should be all good.”

      All good? That’s all she has to say. Avoid Wes? All of that should be easy, but it’s not when it comes to him. He is an expert at finding what annoys me and beating it like a dead horse.

      “What about you avoiding Russell?” I ask, wrinkling up my nose in disgust. It’s equally as hard for her to avoid him as it is for me to avoid Wes.

      “Pfft,” she says, letting out a whistle of air through her teeth. “He’s of no consequence. I can play nice for a few days to help further my career and yours.”

      “So that’s the plan? Play nice and land myself a job?”

      “Yep, and then you can do whatever you want because Wes will be gone and you will have your dream job,” Claudia says, a huge smile on her face and I can’t help but feel optimistic by her enthusiasm.

      “Okay, and then I can spend my Christmas relaxing and enjoying the relief that I don’t have to worry about finding a job,” I say, smiling back at Claudia.

      “Now go eat your lunch and stop worrying about Wes. He’s nothing in the grand scheme of things. And we both know he’s the one who started the incident anyway.”

      I step out of Claudia’s office with a spring in my step, not dreading this retreat as much as I was. If I look at it as a springboard to furthering my career, I can do it. I was born to work my ass off and I will get through this and come out on the other side with a job.

      When I open the door to the lounge, I find Wes sitting at my table. He knows it’s my table. It’s the one I eat at every single day. I’ll heat up my soup, grab my salad from the fridge and sit down with my phone, reading over emails and looking for new ad opportunities. That’s what I do every day from the exact spot where Wes is sitting and if I were a cartoon character, steam would be coming out of my ears. He’s doing this just to piss me off and judging by the smirk on his stupid handsome face, he knows it.

      I’m a creature of habit. I don’t like change. I like my table by the window in the chair that faces the door so I can see who is coming in. When you work in a windowless cubicle, seeing the outside world is kind of a big deal. And here is this asshole parked right there, staring at the door and then turning to look out the window.

      I take in a hard breath, trying not to let him see that I’m fuming, I walk over to the microwave and take my soup from my lunch bag. I put it in the microwave and walk over to get my salad from the fridge, but when I open the door, I can’t seem to find it. I push aside some of the other containers and bags, thinking it must have gotten shoved to the back. But again, I come up short.

      And that’s when it hits me. Not only is that smug asshole sitting in my chair at my table, he’s eating my salad. I close the refrigerator door, my eyes falling closed as I count silently to myself, trying not to completely lose my shit during what is supposed to be everyone’s downtime.

      The microwave lets out a few beeps letting me know my soup is ready and since I’ve lost half my lunch already, I quickly make my way over there to retrieve it. I don’t need that jerk stealing my soup too.

      But I also will not let him see that I’m livid. That’s what he wants. He wants to get under my skin and while he is, I will not tell him that. Again, I’m taking in a breath, letting it out slowly as I will myself to calm down. I need to control my face while I’m at it, because there’s no way it’s not giving away exactly what I’m thinking.

      I take my soup over to where Wes is sitting at my table, and I pull out the chair across from him. There in front of him is my salad container, empty. That ass better have at least eaten the salad, but I wouldn’t put it past him to steal it and toss it in the trash.

      “No salad today?” Wes asks as soon as I sit down.

      I pause for a second, deciding how I should answer him, not wanting him to see that I’m pissed off. He did this because of the email and his bruised ego after I put him in his place about having his daddy to fall back on.

      “Funny, I decided to skip it today, but it looks like you had one. I even have that same container,” I quip back, my eyes looking down at it and then back up at him.

      He really is way too handsome for his own good. I hate that I find him attractive with his chiseled jaw and ocean blue eyes and eyelashes that girls dream of. I’d love to see what his lashes look like with mascara on them, and I’d also maybe like to feel what his lips feel like against mine.

      No, you don’t, Reagan!

      This ass ate my salad and I’m still thinking about what he looks like shirtless. What the hell is wrong with me? I should want to punch him in the throat. Well, I do still want to do that, but I also have this weird attraction to him that I can’t quite explain. There’s something about the way he pushes my buttons that strangely turns me on. If anyone deserves a punch in the throat right now, it’s me.

      “Yeah, found the salad in the fridge. Thought it might be yours, but I guess not,” Wes responds, a piece of spinach stuck to his front tooth.

      I bite down on my bottom lip to keep from laughing and Wes’s eyes go wide. I refuse to tell him he has spinach stuck in his teeth. It will make for a good time later when he’s walking around all arrogant and smiling at everyone the way he does.

      Serves him right for eating my salad. Payback is a bitch.

      “Nope, not mine. Skipped it today. You must have eaten someone else’s lunch,” I answer back, shrugging casually.

      “Maybe or maybe it’s yours and you just don’t want to admit I ate it.”

      “That would be super shitty of you,” I say, a bit of a bite to my words. “Hopefully you remember this when we’re stuck together at that retreat.”

      “Why’s that?” Wes says, confused by my comment.

      “Because I’m done being nice. I want that job and you will not take it from me. I will do everything I can to make sure you look like the ass kisser that you are.”

      “Like I’m scared, Reagan,” he hisses, standing up, he pushes the salad container toward me. “Your salad sucked.”

      “I didn’t make it for you, you jerk,” I whisper-shout through clenched teeth.

      And with that, Wes walks off, that piece of spinach still stuck in his teeth, giving me something to smile about.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 3

          

          
            WES

          

        

      

    

    
      I haven’t even sat down at my desk before Russell’s office door opens and he greets me with his standard double finger guns, smug smile and, “Wes, a moment?” greeting he always uses because he somehow thinks it makes him look cool even though all it really does is make him look like a smarmy douche.

      I force a smile onto my face even though internally, I’m rolling my eyes so far back in my head I could see behind me and I’m mentally punching him in the dick so hard he’s going to be singing falsetto for the rest of his life.

      I fucking hate my boss.

      “Yep, sure thing,” I reply, grabbing a pen and notebook from my desk.

      “Go get ‘em tiger,” Jeremy murmurs as I walk past. Another one of Russell’s catchphrases that he seems to think is motivating and cool but is actually nothing short of condescending and emasculating.

      “Fuck off,” I mutter as I walk past, not missing the laugh that follows after me. Jeremy also hates Russell but being in a different situation to me, he doesn’t have to deal with his shit like I do.

      Last year Jeremy was in the graduate program like I am now, vying for the coveted intern’s position during a year long process that basically means you’re tested, pitted against each other and treated like complete shit and yet still expected to kiss ass and smile your way through it.

      He says it’s worth it, but most days I struggle to see that. Which is not to say I don’t like my job, I do. I just wish I didn’t have to work with Russell. Unfortunately, when they were dividing up the grads, I got him and Reagan got Claudia, leaving me with no option but to work with Russell because I really need this job, despite what Reagan thinks.

      I wish I’d gotten Claudia because she at least screams professional competency unlike the douche I work for. The douche I also happen to know would’ve jumped at the chance to have Reagan on his team because he’s also the kind of boss who isn’t above thinking that highly suggestive and totally inappropriate comments about appearance are an acceptable part of the job description.

      Dick.

      “Hey, Russell,” I say, walking in and closing the door behind me. “What’s up?” I don’t bother taking a seat because I know he has a meeting later this afternoon and I don’t want him to get too comfortable talking to me that he decides to blow it off. I try to limit how much face-to-face time I spend with Russell.

      “So you’ve seen the email about the retreat?” he asks.

      “Yeah,” I confirm, blowing out a breath.

      Russell nods, his hands on his hips because he’s also standing on account of the fact that he doesn’t want to be forced to look up at me from his office chair. It’s this subtle power play thing, which is even more hilarious because at six foot three, I’m actually taller than him anyway.

      “Yes, I’m certainly not happy about having to go, I was looking forward to the Christmas—”

      “Wait, what? You’re coming too?” I ask.

      Russell motions to his computer screen. “Yes, I am. It’s beyond ridiculous considering this isn’t really my problem, but apparently after your and Reagan’s mess last year, Claudia and I are also being forced to tag along. Like I need instruction on how to behave at work.”

      My mind is racing at this new development and the prospect of being stuck with not only Reagan but also Russell for several days at a corporate training retreat. I mean fuck me, have I somehow died and gone straight to hell without realizing it?

      “So, um…what are you going to do?” I ask, silently begging him to say he’s skipping it despite the request, or that he can’t go, or some other kind of bullshit excuse he’s well-known for making up.

      “I’m telling them I can’t go, obviously,” he says, and I internally fist pump in celebration.

      “Yeah, yep,” I reply with a nod. “That seems fair, I mean it’s not like…” I trail off, not wanting to admit or say anything about the issue that got us into this mess in the first place. I mean yeah, it was predominantly mine and Reagan’s fuck up, but Russell and Claudia weren’t entirely innocent either. Claudia because she’s the one who suggested we work on this project together and Russell because he was a fucking douche after he walked in on us at the Christmas function and tried to call us out on what was going down.

      Of course when it blew up in our faces, the shithead really screwed us over and it’s probably only thanks to Claudia being a decent human being and telling the boss that us working together was her idea, that we actually kept our jobs.

      Fuck, I wish I worked for Claudia. I’d do anything, I mean literally anything to jump teams. Jesus, I might even consider working alongside Reagan, I’m that desperate to leave my current douchebag boss.

      “Anyway,” Russell continues, apparently oblivious to my inner ramblings about how much of a dick he is. “Needless to say, you’ll still be going, but I’m not.”

      “Yep, right, understood,” I say, nodding once as I make my way to the door, not giving a shit that I still have to go if he somehow manages to get himself out of it

      Russell hits me with a wide grin, those stupid fucking finger guns pointing at me again. Just when I think he’s going to utter his lame ass catchphrase, he tilts his head to the side as if studying me intently or maybe just noticing I’m still in the room.

      “Yeah, um, Wes, you ah, got yourself a bit of spinach stuck in the…” Trailing off, he aims one of those finger guns at his mouth, as he bares his teeth as if to emphasize what he means.

      Shit. “Great, thanks,” I reply, realizing I clearly got this when I ate Reagan’s salad earlier. Which was admittedly delicious, but not exactly the outcome I wanted.

      “No problem,” he says, giving me a wink as that finger gun turns back to me. “Go get ‘em tiger.”

      Go fuck yourself, Russell.

      Back at my desk, Jeremy pops his head over the partition separating us. “So, what was that about?”

      I roll my eyes, waking up my computer. “Apparently Russell and Claudia are coming to this retreat thing too. Although Russell’s trying to get out of it.”

      Jeremy lets out a laugh. “That doesn’t surprise me. Kinda ironic considering he’s the one person in this place that actually needs to go to a retreat on appropriate office behavior.”

      “Right,” I say, clicking open my email. “Anyway, hopefully he does get out of it because the thought of four days trapped in a hotel doing bullshit role playing and trust exercises with that douche is not my idea of a good time.”

      “Sounds like hell to me,” Jeremy says with a laugh. “And to think this all started because you and Reagan were—”

      “Um, it wasn’t just me and Reagan,” I say, cutting him off with a pointed side eye toward Russell’s closed office door.

      Jeremy smirks, an unreadable look on his face. “You know, someday you really should tell me the full story about what happened that night.”

      Swallowing hard, I turn back to my computer screen, schooling my expression. “You know the full story,” I lie.

      “Bullshit,” Jeremy scoffs. “I’m pretty sure you’re hiding something and when you land this intern position, I’m making it my mission to get you as drunk as possible so you spill the beans.”

      Rolling my eyes, I turn back to him. “First, I haven’t got the intern position yet,” I tell him. “And second, like I said, you know what happened that night. Everyone does.”

      Never has a bigger lie been spoken and even though there is absolutely no love lost between Reagan and me and I’m pretty sure neither of us trust the other as far as we could throw them, I do know that she has never revealed the full truth of that night.

      Just like I haven’t.

      It seems to be this unspoken pact between the two of us that what happened that night was a mistake that will never be repeated. And it doesn’t matter how many trust or truth exercises, or other bullshit games they get us to play on this stupid fucking retreat we’re forced to go on, neither of us will admit to certain details.

      Even if sometimes, they are all I think about. Particularly when I’m lying in bed at night trying not to spend all night dreaming up new ways to either murder Russell and make it look like an accident or quit and tell him to go fuck himself right to his face in front of the entire office.

      God, that would legit be the greatest thing ever, a nice fuck you douchebag, followed by a double finger gun that I quickly turn into a double bird salute.

      Jeremy stands from his desk, coffee mug in hand as he leans over the partition and hits me with a knowing grin. “Just so you know, dude, I totally don’t believe you.”

      “Whatever,” I say, waving his comment away. “You getting coffee? Thanks, I’ll take one too,” I add, handing him my mug with a smug grin.

      “Fucker,” Jeremy mutters, shaking his head as he takes my mug and disappears toward the staff kitchen.

      No sooner have I turned back to my screen when Reagan suddenly appears beside my desk, her long legs and killer hips right at eye level. Forcing my gaze higher, over her stomach and the arms she has crossed firmly over her tits to her face, I discover her trademark scowl aimed right at me.

      “Can I help you?” I ask, forcing myself not to drop my gaze to her amazing legs.

      “What did your douche boss want?”

      I give her a slow blink. “Not that it’s any of your business, but apparently he and Claudia are coming on this bullshit retreat thing with us too.”

      “Yes, that’s what Claudia told me,” she confirms.

      “Annnnddd, so what, you felt the need to come over here and confirm that with me?” I reply, my tone dripping with sarcasm.

      Reagan’s brow narrows, her crossed arms tightening a little and causing my gaze to involuntarily drop to her chest.

      Fuck, she has nice tits.

      Turning back to my computer screen, I swallow hard before continuing, “Given you’ve managed to keep your mouth shut about the full events of that night, I trust that won’t be changing anytime soon. Regardless of whatever bullshit they make us do this weekend.”

      Reagan scoffs, pushing the files on my desk to the side as she now plants her ass there. “I think the big question is whether you have and will, keep your mouth shut?” she hisses, flicking a quick glance toward Jeremy’s empty desk.

      “Please, you know I have,” I say through gritted teeth as I look up at her. “And obviously will continue to.”

      Reagan says nothing, her eyes now locked with mine as we have a silent standoff. I don’t know what she’s thinking about right now, but I know my mind is flashing back to the night in question. To all the events that took place including the one big one that only Reagan and I know about.

      I watch as her eyes darken, her pupils dilating so that the brown of her irises practically disappears. With a slow smile, I inch closer to her in my chair, my forearm brushing against her bare knee. “I’ll bet you still think about it though, don’t you?” I whisper.

      Reagan still says nothing, her tongue poking out to wet her lips in what I am sure is a deliberate move. Leaning closer, so her mouth is against my ear, she whispers, “Please, like you don’t.”

      Chuckling, I turn ever so slightly so my mouth is only inches from hers. “Notice you didn’t deny it though, did you?”

      With a smirk, Reagan shoves me back before she stands from my desk, turns and walks away without another word. I watch her go, not bothering to hide the fact I am totally checking her out.

      “Dude, like I said, just hook up already.”

      I tear my eyes away to find Jeremy back, holding my coffee out to me as he smirks at the fact that I was totally perving on Reagan just now. Opening my mouth to respond, my snarky comment is cut off when Russell’s office door opens and he storms out, muttering expletives.

      Jeremy and I watch as he stalks over to Claudia’s office, knocking once before opening the door without waiting for a response. The door slams shut behind him and shortly after, the entire open plan office can hear muffled shouts coming from inside.

      I glance over at Reagan, who’s standing behind her desk, her eyes wide and locked on her boss’s closed door. When it suddenly opens again and Russell comes back out, his face red, Reagan looks over at me, a strange moment of solidarity passing between us as she mouths the words, what the fuck.

      I lift my shoulder in a shrug as the door to Russell’s office slams shut. About two seconds later, my phone rings. Closing my eyes, I pick it up, not even getting a chance to say hello before Russell is screaming down the line at me.

      “Well, looks like we’re all going to this shit show this weekend. Don’t be late.”

      The line immediately goes dead before I have a chance to respond and even though I am sure the entire office knows he’s hung up on me, I still nod once and say a quick, “Yep,” before hanging up.

      Beside me, Jeremy chuckles. “Let me guess, he couldn’t get out of it?”

      Turning to him, I hit him with a set of double finger guns as I say, “You got it.”
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