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      Never mix business with pleasure…

      Klutzy, adorable Brianna Daughtry is nothing like the women Trent Caldwell is usually attracted to. The handsome, cold-hearted billionaire goes for bimbos and eye-candy who look good on his arm, women who won't make a fuss when things end. But Brianna, his new temporary assistant, is nothing like that at all…

      She’s the sort of woman who can make a man’s heart beat faster. And make him wish he were a different man…a better man. The type of woman Trent usually avoids at all costs. Except, he can’t. And even if he could, his heart doesn’t want to…

      Brianna can’t believe someone like Trent could be remotely attracted to her. But she can’t deny that his smoldering looks, his lingering touches, and his intoxicating kisses tell her otherwise. Yes, he’s maddeningly overbearing and arrogant. But somehow, the alpha businessman has a sweet side as well.

      Even with Trent’s old nemesis casting a shadow over their happiness, it seems her dreams of forever may come true. Until a devastating turn of events threatens to tear everything they’ve built apart…

      This book was previously released in 2014.
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      “HR, Janet speaking. How may I he-”

      “Janet? Trent. I need you to send up a replacement for Pam. Her daughter was injured in an accident and she had to leave. I’ve got no idea how long she will be gone, so send me someone that you weren’t planning on firing at the end of the week,” her boss, Trent Caldwell, said. An alpha male to his core, Trent’s matter-of-fact tone confirmed he couldn’t care less if she fired twenty incompetent people that week. If they couldn’t do the job, they were out.

      “Which daughter?” Janet asked, concern flooding her voice.

      “Susan.”

      “Oh, no.” Susan had just delivered twins two months ago, which meant grandmother Pam would be out of commission for quite some time. The timing couldn’t be worse. Trent was acquiring a large production company in Europe, and the contracts were in chaos. Contracts that Pam was in charge of fixing, and her deadline was today.

      Janet mentally ran through her options and settled on the one person she suspected might be strong enough to counterbalance Trent’s dominance. Brianna Daughtry. Only twenty-four, but mature beyond her years, the retro-chic girl was the complete opposite of the women Trent usually dated, so she didn’t anticipate there being an issue there. Not that Trent would ever do something like that. Given his propensity to grow bored of the women he dated, Trent knew better than to date anyone from work. But then again, Brianna was special. “Don’t worry about it; I have just the woman. She’s only been with the company for about six months, but her reviews are excellent.”

      “Send her up after lunch. I’m right in the middle of negotiations for that buyout in Germany, and Pam didn’t have time to make the corrections on the contract yet. I need them by three o’clock at the latest.”

      “I assume we are offering her the same benefits and salary Pam received?”

      “Of course.” Trent started to hang up the phone.

      “Shawn and I went to that symphony fundraiser last night.”

      “What?” Trent said. Janet heard the sigh in his voice, the impatience. “And? I assume it was a smashing success.”

      “It was, but that wasn’t my point.”

      “Well, get to it,” he barked. “I have work to do and so do you.”

      “I saw Marco Bresi.” She paused, letting Trent digest the information. Marco Bresi was a very wealthy, very influential businessman in Europe. He and Trent had a shared past marked with tragedy. It was the reason Marco had stayed in Europe for the last three years. Janet had been shocked to see him back in the States, especially in Denver. His appearance meant only one thing—he’d returned to follow through on his threats against Trent.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            2

          

        

      

    

    
      Silent, Trent let Janet’s words sink in. Serena’s father was back. He tamped down on the emotions that threatened to sideline his focus. He hadn’t thought of her in more than a year, and with his current business predicaments, he needed to keep it that way.

      Serena Bresi had taken the fashion world by storm at the age of sixteen. Three years later, she had met Trent at a fundraiser in New York City, and they had fallen madly in love. Everything had gone smoothly until Serena had signed a contract with a large fashion house in Milan and had temporarily moved to Italy.

      Four months later, he had flown to Milan to surprise Serena for the weekend. He’d gone straight to her flat, flowers in hand, pleased to find her home in the middle of the afternoon. The surprise had been on him, however, as she had answered the door in the arms of her current lover.

      Trent had been furious. He’d dropped the flowers on the floor and walked away even as she fell to her knees and begged him to stay.

      Three weeks later, in the early morning hours, she’d finally called him. He’d reached for the phone without checking the caller ID, then listened to her tearful apology and pleas for help. She was pregnant with her new lover’s child and expected Trent to come to her rescue.

      Repulsed, he’d hung up without replying. Two days later, Serena had driven her car off a bridge. The lies in her suicide note made it seem as though Trent had gotten her pregnant and refused to do the right thing, and that she couldn’t bear to shame her family by having a child out of wedlock. While a part of him did grieve her death, he was still angry that she’d chosen to name him in her suicide note. It wasn’t as if he was in a position to demand a post-mortem paternity test, leaving him with no way to dispute her lies.

      Marco Bresi used his wealth and influence to keep the suicide note out of the media, then took his vengeance on Trent through the business world. Thus far, their feud had been strictly professional, but Trent knew that it was only a matter of time before the man attacked him in his personal life. With Marco showing his face in Denver, it seemed that time had arrived.

      “Did you speak with him?” Trent asked.

      “Yes. He made a point of cornering us during the intermission. There was such hatred in his eyes when he asked about you. I know you and Serena broke up before her death…”

      “Janet, let it go. What happened between Serena and me was private. I will not discuss it. What Marco believes are lies. I’ve tried to tell him the truth, but he doesn’t want to hear it.” Trent took a breath. “Now, we both have work to do. Was there anything else you wanted to discuss?”

      “He asked me to deliver a message to you.”

      Trent clenched his jaw and then looked to the ceiling. Whatever the message was, he assumed it was more threat than anything. He felt bad that Janet and her husband had been put in the middle of their feud. “Tell me.”

      “He said you were going to get what you deserve, and that you should watch your back. He also mentioned a company called Global Tech. Does that mean anything?”

      Trent cursed and pulled up the information on the company they were currently buying. He scrolled through the list of shareholders and cursed again. How could he have missed that?

      Marco Bresi’s company owned thirty-two percent of the stock. No wonder he was in the States. He must have gotten wind Caldwell Enterprises was negotiating a hostile takeover and talking with bidders for when the company split. The current shareholders stood to lose major money when that happened.

      Trent had dealt with Marco’s manipulations during other business negotiations, and the man was ruthless. Depending on which way this deal went, either Trent or Marco could potentially lose millions. Despite everything, he had no wish to harm Marco or his family. And besides, he didn’t have time for these complications. Not now.

      Pinching the bridge of his nose, he exhaled. “Thanks for the heads up. I’ll handle the problem. Just get me that assistant.” Trent hung up, then briefly considered calling Janet again to make sure she sent him someone who wouldn’t burst into tears at the first sign of criticism. Agitated, he went back to reading the current contract with Global Tech, marking in red ink all the necessary changes. He would deal with Marco Bresi later. Right now, he had to finish this contract.
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      Brianna heard Pete Newman call her name above the whirr of the copy machine. He stood in the doorway, peering at her, and she returned his easy smile. Two years her senior, Pete was one of the financial analysts for Caldwell Enterprises. Their company purchased failing businesses and either sold them off in pieces or turned them around and made them market leaders again. Pete was on the team to determine which fate befell each new acquisition.

      “Hi,” she said.

      “Hey, HR called. Mrs. Marshall wants to see you up in her office.”

      “Oh.”

      Pete frowned. “What’s wrong? You look concerned.”

      “Did she say what she needed to see me about?” Usually when people around here were called up to HR, they cleaned out their desks afterward and picked up their final paycheck. The CEO, Mr. Caldwell, had unbelievably high expectations for everyone who worked here and didn’t accept anything less than perfection. At least, that was the claim from the most recent ex-employee who had been shown the door.

      “No. But hey, maybe she’s going to give you a big promotion,” Pete joked.

      “I haven’t been here long enough. Do you think someone told her I was late getting in this morning?”

      Pete placed his hand on her arm and gave it a quick squeeze of encouragement. “Don’t worry. You do great work. There’s no reason to assume it’s something bad.”

      Brianna nodded silently as she stacked the copies together then stapled them.

      “So,” Pete continued. “Do you want to grab a bite to eat after work? My treat.” Pete had been trying to get her to go out with him since she started working for Caldwell Enterprises, but so far, she had given him one excuse after another. He was a nice enough guy, but she just wasn’t into him that way. In truth, she’d been too focused on her job to be into any guy that way lately. And Pete made her a little uncomfortable with how hard he pressed the matter, never taking her “no” as a final answer.

      To dissuade him and other would-be office suitors, she’d done her best to look ordinary. Most of the guys she knew wanted eye-candy to take around town, so instead she wore her long coppery-brown hair in a matronly bun at the nape of her neck and dressed in the most unflattering, shapeless, thrift-store clothes she could find. She never wore makeup aside from lip gloss, and her only perfume was her strawberry-scented shampoo. She’d thought that would be enough to keep the guys away, but it hadn’t gotten the job done yet.

      Finished, Brianna grabbed her papers and squeezed past Pete to exit the copy room, still worried about her HR summons.

      Pete followed her back to her desk, and she realized she’d never answered him. “I can’t. I promised my mom I’d come by and see her after work tonight.” She quickly placed the copies into the appropriate folders, glancing at Pete when he lingered.

      “No problem. We could stop by there before we went to eat.”

      He was eager to date her. Brianna knew that. But her previous relationships had ended badly, and she had enough on her plate taking care of her mom and paying her own bills. The last thing she needed was the stress of trying to please a guy on top of everything else. Not that she was capable of that particular act—according to her last boyfriend, anyway. “Thanks for the offer, but I don’t think so.”

      “Brianna, come on. You never go out with us on Friday nights. You say you don’t have a boyfriend right now. I don’t understand what the problem is.” Pete sounded exasperated, but that was too bad.

      She didn’t owe him an explanation. She didn’t owe him anything.
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      Brianna stepped back around her desk and headed for the elevator. “Pete, I would prefer we just stay friends. I don’t have time for anything else. I’ll see you later.” As the elevator doors closed, Brianna saw the look of disappointment on his face but refused to feel guilty. He would get over it, and she was proud of herself for standing her ground.

      She smiled, hopeful that Pete had finally gotten the message. Work would be easier without having to fend off advances. She had enough to worry about these days without a new relationship. No. The last thing she needed right now was another disappointed man, like her ex-boyfriend Todd, on her hands.

      Once she’d reached her destination, however, her confident smile faded. Why had she been summoned to Mrs. Marshall’s office? She hadn’t broken any rules in the employee handbook, and she’d only been two minutes late this morning. Surely, they wouldn’t fire someone for two minutes?

      It wasn’t even her fault. The light-rail had arrived on time, but then some guy had ridden his bike in front of the train. Thankfully, no one had been hurt, but by the time the driver had resolved the situation, they were behind schedule.

      Seated now in the bland, beige HR waiting area, her stomach was knotted with tension. She couldn’t afford to lose this job. The next monthly payment for her mother’s nursing care was due in two weeks

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/denvermen_b1_title_v01.jpg
DENVER MEN BOOK ONE

SSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSSS

LESLIE NORTH





OEBPS/images/relay_logo_cmyk.jpg





OEBPS/images/denvermen_b1_cover_v07.jpg
U'S A" T OIDANYSBE SHIES ERS] TIINGE A" USTRR OFR

LESLIE NORTH





