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(Books 1-3)

What happens when a seductive e-mail goes to the wrong recipient—your boss?

––––––––
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The romance gets hotter and the stakes get higher with each new novella in the series.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

ACCIDENTALLY FLIRTING WITH THE CEO (Book 1)
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What happens when a seductive e-mail goes to the wrong recipient—your boss?

If Jess Tandon were any hotter, he’d be a fire hazard! The oh-so-sexy president of TLC Advertising is more than just delicious eye-candy. He’s caught the eyes and heart of his normally play-it-safe executive assistant, Alexa Worthington.

Too bad the only sex Alexa is having is safe text.  She’s only just gotten over tragic heartbreak in her life, but she now wants to move on. She takes a romance writing class for therapy and creates a sizzling fantasy love scene starring her boss, Jess, and herself. When she e-mails it to a friend to critique, it ends up going to the wrong recipient—to Jess himself. Is this a disaster waiting to happen—or the beginning of something too hot to handle?
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CHAPTER 1
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Alexa Worthington’s heart began to beat erratically as she sat up on her bed glaring at the screen of her laptop computer. The display read "sending message," then the confirmation screen popped up.  Something was not right. She just sensed it. A green tick appeared on the screen followed by "Message Sent." Alexa glanced further down the screen and there it was:

Recipients

Jess Tandon <jess.Tandon@tlcadvertising.org>

She continued to look at the screen but didn’t think too much of it at the time. Then it struck her like a bucking bull at a rodeo.

“Crap!” 

Alexa felt as if she was going into cardiac arrest.

“Lex? What’s up? What’s wrong? Did you send the e-mail to me?” her friend Jessica Macy Brown, who went by Macy, queried as her voice boomed through Alexa’s speaker phone.

Alexa’s entire body went cold.

Did she send the e-mail?

Oh, yeah! Her salacious e-mail assignment to her critique partner got sent all right. To the wrong recipient! 

Alexa had stayed up late that night working hard on creating a sizzling love scene for her online romance writing course—the assignment was due the next day. Heck, Macy and she had enrolled and joked that maybe one day they could become published novelists and perhaps even quit their day jobs—if they were so lucky. 

The trouble was, Alexa named her character after her sexy, enigmatic boss, Jesse "Jess" Tandon, CEO of TLC Advertising, as her leading man—the hero of her steamy romance novel. Heck, a woman could fantasize, couldn’t she? 

The online workshop was more or less therapy for Alexa. 

It had been two and a half years since Eric, her serious boyfriend of one year, died overseas in the Middle East while serving in the military. It took her two years to finally deal with the torturous pain of her loss.  

At this point, she was ready to move on as best as she could in order to fill the void in her heart and her soul. Macy encouraged her and told her that taking the romance writing course would be a fun way to dream, release her tension and believe in happily-ever-after again. She really needed to focus on the beautiful aspect in the world for a change. Something Alexa thought she would never ever be able to do again.

She glanced over her notes strewn across her bed. It was already late at night and Alexa had to work in the morning. Her stomach tightened in knots when she read over her own words.

Jess Tandon is hot. If he were any hotter, he’d be a fire hazard!...I’m addicted to his firm flesh, the spicy scent of his aftershave and his dark sexy eyes framed with the longest lashes I’ve  ever seen on a man. The delicious feel of his smooth skin on mine....  I crave his taste... his hardness thrusting inside my walls of desire....His muscular, well-defined body holding me, bringing me to the brink of ecstasy....  His soft lips brushing mine...

Alexa squeezed her eyes shut and held her head in her hands as she sensed a migraine coming on. A feeling of horror washed right through her. She couldn’t even go further reading what she had just written—words that were never, ever meant for Jess to read. After all, it was an online class assignment. Oh, why did she have to name the character after her sexy boss?

“Oh. My. God.”

“What?” Macy’s voice was impatient now.

The recipient should have read Jessica Macy Brown, not Jess Tandon. 

How the hell did she make that happen? 

“I’m screwed. I’m so dead.”

“What is it?”

Alexa got up from the bed and paced frantically. The screen was still on the e-mail confirmation waiting for her to hit Okay. 

No. It’s not okay!

Her life. Her career. Everything she’d worked for flashed through her mind. One by one, her dreams toppled like her grandfather’s antique toy soldiers. 

Alexa's thoughts whipped about frantically in her mind. Then, like a merry-go-round it stopped at one memory she had of Jess at TLC Advertising. 

It was a serious meeting with the company’s lawyers. Jess was slapped with a sexual harassment suit that was deemed later to be fabricated by a disgruntled ex-female employee. Then Lee Leon Tandon, the company’s accountant and part owner took control of the situation. Lee was the L in TLC. His ever so stoic, old-fashioned older half-sister, who could practically be his mother warned all employees about sexual harassment in the office and inappropriate conduct. She fired two employees on the grounds of misconduct for sending inappropriate e-mails to each other as per violation of the company’s bylaws. 

And Jess became totally distant after that time. His personality hardened and though he remained courteous, he eyed his employees, especially the females, with suspicion virtually all the time. Who could blame him after what happened? 

He could be charming and command respect one minute and icy cold the next. He was one person you just didn’t want to tick off in the office. No one was foolish enough to cross his path after that. Word got out that the employee in question who admitted she faked the whole scenario got blacklisted everywhere. Jess was a well-connected man who didn’t take too kindly to his name being dragged through the mud by an opportunist.  

Tomorrow morning before her employee evaluation with Jess, Lee, and Chase, his laid-back cousin who was also part owner of the firm—he was going to read that e-mail.

Alexa told Macy what transpired. 

“What? You did what?” Macy’s voice rose. Then she laughed hysterically.

“Girl, you’ve got to make sure he doesn’t see that e-mail. Unless you want to have something going on with him.” Macy tried to make light of the situation so that Alexa wouldn’t succumb to despair and think she was a total screw-up with everything in her life.

“Come on, Macy. You know what happened at the firm with that woman and the lawsuit.” Alexa grabbed a fistful of hair and clenched it trying to force a solution into her brain. It wouldn't come. She glanced over and saw Mittens, her sweet three-year-old ginger shorthair cat, fast asleep on the bed. Alexa wished she were a four-legged feline with no cares in the world. No access to the Internet. Damn! Why couldn’t a person retract an e-mail that was sent in error? One would think with all the technology they figured out how to reach back into cyberspace and delete what was not meant to be sent. If it were up to Alexa, there would be a pop-up box that read “Are you sure you want to send this e-mail to xyz? Are you really sure?”

“Oh.” Macy’s voice sounded dry and low. “Listen, you’ll be fine. Just don’t go running for office or become a celebrity and it won’t come back to bite you in the butt. Then again, you might be able to get a reality show out of the scandal.”

“Macy, this is no joke!”

Macy sighed. “Sorry. I’m just trying to make you see it’s not the end of the world. Worrying about stuff doesn’t make it go away—it just gives you heartburn. And a headache. Look, if you can’t do anything about something, forget it. Don’t let it rile you up.”     

“But, Macy, you have no idea what I’m up against. How am I going to get any sleep? I’m going to look like crap in the morning with bags under my eyes and Jess and the entire team will get that e-mail. This was supposed to be my appraisal, my employee evaluation for my conduct over the year. My chance at a potential raise.”

“Oh, no, girl! I see what you mean.”

“Let’s face it, Macy. I’m so screwed.” 
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CHAPTER 2
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Jess Tandon reached over to the night table from his bed, eyes still closed, to stop his smartphone from buzzing. 

It was another incoming e-mail. He could tell by the way the phone vibrated twice.  

He had a bad habit of keeping his cell phone on as it still charged overnight. He was trying to get into the environmentally friendly energy-saving thing. Not just because of one of his clients at the agency, but it was the right thing to do. Jess always said if he ever lived long enough to settle down and have kids, he sure wouldn’t mind a planet that was still in decent shape for them to inherit. 

It was dark in his bedroom; he lay naked under the blue satin sheet on his king-sized, four-poster bed. Oddly, he always felt comfortable with no clothes on. While at home, of course. The room felt slightly cool with the window cracked open slightly to allow the breeze to seep through. It was an unusually humid day in the month of May for Mercy Springs, Texas—but thank God, the night was cooling down. 

Jess pressed the button to power off his cell phone.

“Who the hell could be sending an e-mail at this hour?”

He peered at the alarm clock with squinted eyes. It read: 12:03 a.m.

“Great!”

He’d been up since the crack of dawn and was sleep deprived the entire weekend as he planned for the workweek ahead. Busting his butt, meeting client demands. Setting up new strategies on his computer with files he brought home from the office. All this from one of his clients. And that was because a new major launch was about to spring. Otherwise, he would be on a less-stress-diet plan. He was on a new path now. 

Though at twenty-nine he was part owner and CEO of TLC Advertising Agency, he certainly didn’t want the heartache and possible ulcer that often paired up with top-dog positions. He had to learn to play it cool. He’d known too many of his buddies in the industry, the corporate world, some not too much older than himself, with that old, familiar surgery scar zigzagging down the center of their chest. Triple bypass surgery.                

Usual precursor? Poor diet, too much stress. Clogged arteries were just not his thing.

He ate well, most of the time, and exercised hard at the gym, his second home apart from the office of TLC.

Jess reclined on the bed, eyes open now with a lot on his mind. 

Too much on his mind.

He had to satisfy his newest client, Hot Spot Resort, with their impossible demands and get a major photo shoot on the island completed ahead of schedule. Hot Spot was having an extreme image makeover and wanted to relaunch this year to compete with other Caribbean resorts. A challenge in any economy. But if it wasn’t a success, that meant that Hot Spot might not renew their contract. Jess knew the owner of Hot Spot, a spoiled rich brat who inherited a boatload of cash from her grandfather and teamed up with a friend to get this holiday resort thing going. They were known to ditch contractors as arbitrarily as the winds blew.

They might be hot but their demands could be downright chilly. 

That meant he would have to fly his creative team out there and scout out local talent then get this show going. On such short notice.

Jess groaned.

Stress.

He had to watch his heart and his back in this industry. The owner of Hot Spot already hinted she might not renew. This could cause a huge financial dent in the company that he founded with his older sister and cousin. 

Chase, his cousin, advised Jess to take a vacation while down there. Unwind. Get away from office politics and running the business. He even offered to foot the bill out of his own pocket for Jess, who promptly refused. Jess simply didn’t want to spend any more time than necessary at a romantic resort.  He had his share of women but falling in love and romance just wasn’t his thing—never would be. The more he guarded his heart the better it would be. He’d been burned one too many times by gold diggers and opportunists. 

When his parents died, they left him and his half sister with a generous life insurance payout. Jess felt he would rather have his folks back than the money. If only.  

He decided to open up an ad agency with Chase after graduating college but his ever-so-watchful and untrusting older sister didn’t think his decision was wise and since she held the keys to the money at the time, she only allowed him access to the funds on the condition that she could be the company’s accountant and part owner. Reluctantly, Jess agreed.

But that was the only aspect they agreed upon. Since Lee had been part of the company, which was from the very beginning, she’d been nothing but cantankerous and challenging. 

With his staff. 

With his past girlfriends. 

With him.

Still, Jess couldn’t blame her for wanting to watch her little brother’s back. Though he didn’t always concur with her method. 

Of course, she was there for him, when he needed her the most like when that dreadful lawsuit was filed against him by an ex-employee. He still felt sharp pains in his heart when he thought of the devastation. 

The lies. 

The deceit. 

Yet another reason he would never run for political office. 

You never knew when somebody would make something up to make a name for himself. Luckily, well into the mediation process, the claim was dropped when it was revealed the plaintiff fabricated the whole thing to get back at Jess for pulling the firing trigger at her dismissal meeting. She hadn’t been with the company long and had barely completed her probationary period.

Speaking of which, Jess would be faced with another employee meeting tomorrow. With Alexa Worthington. 

Another thing Lee and Jess could not agree on. Lee never wanted to hire Alexa, because she was young and pretty—she would be a distraction for Jess, especially with his track record. Lee didn’t want any more potential damage done to the company’s name. Alexa also hadn't quite finished college at the time.

But still, Jess took a chance on her. And he was glad he followed his gut—and his male libido; he smiled to himself. 

She was fantastic. Not only did she perform her job well and didn’t throw herself at his feet like some of the other female employees but she proved she could get her degree. She studied independently online and got her papers and was currently working on her master's degree online. Something Jess respected about her. She was all business. A smart little go-getter!

All legs too. 

Jess pulled the sheet off his body and got up because he was thirsty. He opened up the door—then on second thought went back over by the bed and picked up his silk boxers to put on. He would often get up in the night and roam the house in the nude. No problem. But when you have a houseguest, or someone you were helping out, it was better safe than sorry. 

He yawned as he walked down the hall then scuttled down the stairs to the fridge where he grabbed a chilled drink. The digital clock on the stove read: 12:50 a.m. He had to get a life. And a good night’s rest. 

“Jess?” The piercing cry shattered his earlobe. He almost dropped the cup from his hand.

“What the—?”

It was his sister, Lee, his houseguest. He was beginning to regret agreeing to let her stay with him for a while as her house was being renovated. She was always on his back one way or the other.

“What are you doing up at this hour?” Her eyebrows furrowed while her dark eyes narrowed in suspicion. Lee hastily adjusted her pink fuzzy dressing gown and rubbed her hand over her head of rollers and tied scarf. Her matching pink fluffy slippers and matching pink rimmed glasses were quite a sight. But he loved his sister, though sometimes she got on his last nerve. 

Is she forgetting this is my house?  She is a guest on my turf. I can get up any hour of the night if I want to.

Lee looked older than her fifty-five years. Her lips were perpetually pinched. She rarely smiled. She always reminded Jess of a strict, old-time school teacher. She pretty much felt more like a strict stepmother who treated him as naughty child than someone who was a grown man who could hold his own court. Heck, he was CEO of his own company. 

“I should be asking you the same thing, sis.” A grin touched the corner of his lips as he pried his eyes open and raised an eyebrow. 

She recoiled and narrowed her eyes further. They never really grew up together. His father left Lee’s mother and married a younger  woman, Jess’s mother. Somehow Jess got the feeling Lee wasn’t too keen on him from the beginning. Still, he managed to warm up to her and she did defend his honor in that awful scandal. 

Lee’s home was damaged in a recent storm and was undergoing major renovation. Sometimes, Jess thought that Lee could use a little personality renovation, too! But he didn’t dare say it.

“You’re not still thinking about going down to Tandor Island for that photo shoot, are you? Waste of time.” She pinched her lips, walked over to the kettle, switched it on and turned around to face Jess.  Arms akimbo, she awaited an answer.

Oh, great. She wants to talk business at this hour.

“Already told you, sis. That’s not subject to negotiation.” He took a sip of his drink, which suddenly tasted bitter rather than refreshing.

“Everything’s subject to negotiation, darling baby brother.”

“Not a baby, Lee,” he forced back, annoyance swept across his face.

“Fine. Fine. But you have to realize Hot Spot, and that woman who owns it, is causing us more trouble than she’s worth. Who are you going to have head that new project of hers? That extravagant launch?” She rolled her eyes and shook her head.

“Alexa.”

“What?”

“You mean...who?”

“I know what or whom you are talking about,” Lee fumed. “But why? Why her? She’s only a coordinator.”

“Until tomorrow.” Jess swigged down the rest of his drink, then placed the cup in the sink. “Then she’ll be account manager.”

“You’re not going to wash that out? You know how I hate to see dishes in the sink.”

Jess paused. He could not believe his sister. “Need I remind you, Lee, this is my house, and my kitchen sink.”

“Whatever,” she dismissed. Once the water in the kettle bubbled up and whistled, Lee poured herself a cup of tea. “I still think you’re making a big mistake. I don’t think she’s ready. Besides, I thought we agreed that she’ll work up to account executive and stay in that role for at least two years.”

“I disagree. Why have her waste her talent and time? Alexa’s very ready. She’s worked damn hard on all those other accounts and she’ll be completing her master's soon. She’s got what it takes. She’s an asset to the company.”

“I don’t think so. She takes way too long on client projects.”

Jess wrinkled his eyebrows. “So she’s a bit of a perfectionist. Just where are you going with this, Lee?”

“Never mind. I just want you to be focused on your duties. Not—sidetracked by a pretty young face.”

Jess’s lips tightened into a hard line. Shaking his head and narrowing his eyes, he walked over to his sister. “Let it go, Lee. Not every young woman in the firm is out to seduce me. Besides, she’s the last thing on my mind where that’s concerned. Okay?” he said as he lovingly held her shoulders and gave her a hug.

With a peck on the cheek, he bid, “Good night, sis.”

He really didn’t want to go through this all night. But truth be told, he thought about Alexa a lot. He kept that information to himself.  She was totally, completely, irrevocably—off limits! Period. 

Though she seemed different from the rest, no way in hell was he going to date, or see, an employee and risk having his heart slit again and his reputation damaged. His career and reputation were all he had.

Alexa was hot, but he would have to learn to cool his thoughts about her.

He would go in tomorrow and not focus too much on her legs. Or her smile. Or her gorgeous figure. 

Or her charm and the sweet scent of her perfume. God, she really knew how to arouse him. And she wasn't even around!

But the upcoming meeting would be all about business. What would be good for the business—not his libido! 

Just her work. 

Nothing else.

He went back to bed and glanced at his BlackBerry. He knew he had dozens of new e-mail messages that linked to his cell phone. But what the heck, the new and improved Jess was not a workaholic and was not going to switch back on his cell phone until tomorrow. 

Whatever messages were sent, he’d read up on his e-mails in the morning. Before going into Alexa’s employee evaluation. 

He just prayed his sister wouldn’t screw it up at that evaluation since all senior members of the firm would be evaluating her.

He needed Alexa for the account. She was the only person he could trust to head it up and do a wicked job. Her track record at TLC was unimpeachable.

What could possibly go wrong at her evaluation meeting?
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CHAPTER 3
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The next morning, Alexa dashed through the parking lot of Hope’s Plaza toward the glass building that housed TLC Advertising. 

The early morning sun peeked through the clouds and the humidity created a dewy glow on her skin. She inhaled the air as her nostrils took a cool whiff of fragrance from the blossoms blooming in the flowerbed near the entrance to the building. 

Oh, she wished life were a bed of roses right now, but it was far from it. She could feel her heart pound in her throat. 

That damned e-mail!

Alexa swallowed hard.

A sense of urgency raced through her as she quickened her steps toward the building. Her shoes echoed a tap, tap, tap on the pavement. She wore her pink, knee-length summer dress and a professional looking cream blazer. A fashionable scarf tied around her neck completed her ensemble. 

Neat. 

Sophisticated. 

Businesslike. Yet relaxed for the artistic company where she worked.  

She really didn’t want to risk perspiration before her big evaluation. But she just had to beat Jess into the office to somehow delete the X-rated e-mail she accidently sent to him, with the help of the IT department, of course. Alexa had to do all this before Jess arrived at the office. She couldn’t risk him opening the e-mail she sent to him in error. 

Alexa stopped just a few steps shy of the entrance. There, over by the reserved parking section, her eyes caught Jess’s silver SUV.

Shit.

He was in the office already. She peered down at her watch. It read 7:33 a.m. 

“What the hell is he doing here so early?” Alexa frowned, panic scrawled on her face. 

God, he’s a workaholic!

Please tell me he did not read that e-mail.

The sound of a car door slamming caused Alexa to jolt. She whipped her head in the direction of the noise. An executive from one of the other offices in the building had closed his car door far too boisterously for her liking. He appeared with gym pants and t-shirt as he scuttled into the building, briefcase in hand, garment bag swung over his shoulder—probably his suit in the bag.

Alexa slapped her forehead and laughed. “Of course! Jess always works out first thing in the morning at the gym in the basement. Silly me.”

That meant she didn’t have much time. But there was still a modicum of hope. 

Luckily, Brett, the cute, young geeky IT tech who she later found out had a crush on her when she first worked for the company, was usually in the office first thing. Surely, he’d do her the favor and somehow find a way to delete one of Jess’s incoming e-mails. If there was some way. If it were even possible. Brett would know how to do it, for sure.

Alexa counted on it. Depended on it. Needed it badly.

She hit the elevator button to send the car to the top floor of the building and rushed right in and pressed the "close door" button repeatedly as if the door would close faster. Alexa then pressed relentlessly on the floor number as if that would send her quicker to her destination. 

She tapped on her handbag as her heart still raced, pacing in the elevator. God, if the security could see me now on the surveillance camera in the elevator, they’d think I’m nuts. Or about to go crazy. 

Alexa thought she might just go crazy if Jess ever got hold of that e-mail. 

She froze.

Another thought struck her. Lee had access to his e-mails.

Oh, crap. This is getting worse.

Apparently, Lee, who used to be Jess’s executive assistant, often received some of his e-mails forwarded to him so that she could handle most business matters. Lee did not exactly take a liking to Alexa, for a reason Alexa knew absolutely nothing about. She tried so hard to be kind to Lee—to smile, crack a joke, do errands for her. But all niceties yielded little to no results. 

Lee’s icy vibes toward Alexa froze her out every time. Lee had been known to let go a lot of employees, mostly young women, for some odd reason. Probably had something to do with that lawsuit.

Oh, great!

When Alexa got off the elevator she sprinted towards the double glass doors. TLC Advertising.

There, Pamsey, the receptionist, happened to be sitting at her desk tapping away on her computer keyboard. She often came in early to clear vendors’ e-mails and get an early start on the day. It took a while for Pamsey to warm up to Alexa. Or anyone for that matter. Pamsey was damn good at her work, but she was, in a word, different. Gothic in appearance with her jet black tresses, blue streaks of hair, ebony nail polish on her fingers and toes, black lipstick, thick eye-liner, pierced nose, and yep, you guessed it. Black attire. Always. 

Still, Alexa admired Pamsey's spunk. The entire team did. There were talks of promoting her to account coordinator—after Alexa was promoted—and hiring another receptionist. Pamsey, however, may not have been the best people-person, smiling only on occasion, but she was professional and damn efficient and had a head full of creative ideas.  She got things done. 

“You’re early.” Pamsey’s eyes were glued to the monitor as she spoke to Alexa.

“Oh, yeah. You know, just trying to get a jump on the day. Did you have a nice weekend?” Alexa bit down on her lip as she tried to hide the jitter in her cracked voice. Nothing seemed to be working out that morning as planned. 

Alexa had a sick feeling no one else was in the office. Most of the lights were turned off in other areas. Including the IT department. It was a loft office with high ceilings and an open concept.  A leafy plant of undetermined origins bloomed in the middle of the reception area with comfortable couches and an artsy coffee table for clients. Ceiling to floor windows provided a breathtaking view of Mercy Springs, Texas. They weren’t the only advertising agency with that view. Apparently, Jess’s old buddy from high school had an office in the plaza adjacent. Another advertising agency. 

“S’okay. How was your weekend?” she said nonchalantly, as if she couldn’t really care less if Alexa answered.

“Good. Thanks. Got lots of rest.” Okay, that sounds lame.

“Anyway, is Brett in? I needed him to look at something on my computer for me.” 

“Nope.”

“No?”

Pamsey looked up from her computer. Unimpressed.

Emphatically, she repeated, “No. He’s. Not.” She glanced back to her computer screen then continued, “He’ll be in around noon. Had a doctor’s appointment.”

What?

“Oh. Cool. That’s fine. I’ll wait.” No. That’s not cool. Not at all. I can’t wait! Oh. No. I am so dead. 

Pamsey looked back at Alexa with an expression of ennui and whatever, as if she could somehow read her mind and sense her urgency. She then shrugged and settled back to her work on her computer. Alexa got back to the crescendo of her silent panic attack, which may very well morph into a full blown nervous breakdown. If she didn’t have a Plan B beforehand, she had seconds to conjure up one.

Jess was about to receive Alexa’s e-mailed seduction. Part of her—probably a larger part of her—wanted Jess to know exactly how she felt about him in her heart. How much she longed to get close to him in every sense of the word. Another part of her was terrified over what he would really think of her salacious, uncensored thoughts. Would she ultimately turn him on, or log him off her for good?

Moments later, Alexa sat in her cubicle and glanced down at her sterling silver Guess watch devoid of numbers. It was 9:30 in the morning—her Starbucks green tea remained untouched. As the tea bag steeped in the container, thoughts of Jess Tandon bubbled in her mind.

Her life would probably change forever after their meeting. The very man she desired. The most unavailable, out-of-her-grasp object of her desire was about to read her explicit, seductive (and highly embarrassing) e-mail. 

Alexa jolted upright when her phone rang on her desk. Reluctantly she pressed the speaker option when she saw it was reception calling.  

“Hey, Pamsey.” Alexa tried to hide the sound of defeat in her voice.

“They’re waiting for you in the boardroom.” Pamsey’s voice boomed through the speaker phone. Alexa’s heart boomed through her chest.

Her pulse raced alternately hard, fast, out-of-control. Her throat tightened and her legs felt weak, almost lifeless. Did Jess already view the e-mail?

Jess Tandon grabbed his file and his BlackBerry and headed to the boardroom. He was dressed in a navy blue business suit. Normally, he wasn’t formal, but today he would be meeting with another client from out of town. He’d also just gotten off the phone with Brea, the owner of Hot Spot Resorts. He couldn’t wait to get the appraisal over and done with and have Alexa commence working on the account.

He realized he was the last to enter the boardroom. His sister Lee and cousin Chase, the other members of the board, were already seated and engaged in idle chit-chat. His heart stopped when Alexa strolled into the boardroom at the same time. His eyes captured hers at the same moment and he felt some electricity pulse between them. This was not good. It was evaluation day. He was her boss for God’s sake! Still, he couldn’t help his eyes roaming over her body from head to toe. She certainly had pleasing proportions. Full, voluptuous breasts. Those hips. Her tiny waist and rounded bottom and the way she wiggled while she walked.

Stop it, Jess! Get a hold of yourself, man!

“Hi, Jess,” her soft voice called out and distracted his thoughts.

“Alexa.” He nodded politely as he tried to hide his emotion by sounding as curt as possible.

God, her long, slender, toned legs in that pretty pink dress caused his groin to react. He drew in a deep breath. Normally he wouldn’t lose his cool over a woman—but damn! She looked hot in that pink dress! The word beautiful didn’t sum her up adequately.  Those full lips as ripe as strawberries. He wondered what her lips would taste like on his—probably as sweet as red wine.

She didn’t even have to try, he mused. The subtle, sweet scent of her perfume caught his nostrils and drove him crazy. Was there anything about her he was not attracted to? He remembered the shy, young university student when she first came to him looking for work. So willing. So dedicated. So feisty regarding her work skills. But she never quite came out of her shell. 

“All set?” he offered. He tried to divert his eyes away from Alexa’s curvaceous body, her presenting breasts, which seemed to form nicely under her dress. And those legs! What would they feel like wrapped around his waist?

Oh, God. Her nipples are pressing through her top.

Jess felt a sudden twinge below his waist. This is not good. Focus, Jess. Focus. She’s off limits. 

The last thing he wanted was any misunderstandings to surface.  Why did she have to be his employee? He couldn’t wait to be seated so as to hide his now growing erection. Why did she have that kind of effect on him? He couldn’t remember when the last time a woman caused his mind to spin into a whirlwind as Alexa did. Good thing she couldn’t read his mind. He lowered his file to his midsection as he walked into the boardroom after he greeted Lee and Chase and Alexa was seated. 

Alexa couldn’t help blushing as she sat down. She was usually so in control.  She’d learned to control her emotions around him...but now? She simply couldn’t help herself. It appeared that he hadn’t seen her e-mail...yet!

At least she would get through the appraisal. Her confidence suddenly inched back up a notch. Slightly. 

Focus, Alexa. One thought at a time. Let it not be on those luscious lips of his. 

Yeah, right. That would be easy. Jess looked impeccable this morning. Clean shaven, fresh looking. Her eyes caught the delicious masculinity of his form. Though he wore a tailored, expensive looking Italian suit, you could see the physique inside of his suit. 

Jess was four things. Tall. Dark. Lean. Sexy. 

Everything she could physically want in a man. His dark, almond eyes danced. His chiselled cheekbones and dark, wavy, shiny hair framed his classically handsome face perfectly. 

He was hot! No two ways about it.

But did you have to send him that e-mail, Lex? 

She felt conscientious when she walked in ahead of him. She felt his eyes penetrating her from behind. Alexa only thought of Jess. What his strong hands would feel like on her skin. 

Stop it, Alexa. Focus.

“Okay, let’s begin...”  Lee cleared her throat as she peered at Alexa over her glasses. 

“Relax. You look as if we’re having you for dinner.” Chase chuckled as he sat swinging his chair slightly. “You’re doing fine. Don’t worry.” 

“Thanks.” Alexa tried to hide her bungled nerves. They were there to tell her about her performance. How hard would that be? She already knew how well she did and how hard she’d worked. It wasn’t as if she’d screwed up in any way. Except...

“Oh, sorry. I’ve got to take this call. I’ll just be a second,” Jess excused himself briefly from the table.

Torturous seconds later, he reappeared and apologized explaining he was waiting for an important e-mail for the go-ahead from Hot Spots—it was important because if they could confirm the dates of the shoot and if TLC would be in charge of their new campaign, that would mean Alexa would be promoted for that project as account manager.  He wanted to announce it during the appraisal. 

As Jess scrolled down his BlackBerry e-mails searching for the e-mail, his eyebrows crinkled. 

“Oh, there’s an e-mail from you marked ‘my assignment.'" He looked up briefly at Alexa, then he directed his eyes back to the device.

Alexa felt a wave of nausea nosedive into her belly. She was going to be sick.

“Oh, it’s not important. I’ve already dealt with the matter.” Alexa gave a nervous chuckle as she struggled to sound as dismissive as possible. What she really wanted to do was climb over that boardroom table, grab that cell phone from his grasp and delete that e-mail. But that would be just so...unprofessional.

Guilt was a tough emotion to hide. So was utter and complete humiliation. 

Alexa flushed probably a thousand shades of rouge. How could she possibly explain now, that it was just meant to be a private e-mail sent to a friend for an assignment on romance writing? But thinking about it in hindsight, sending a sexually-charged e-mail about your boss to a third party was probably high up there on the list of grounds for dismissal. 

Okay, it’s safe to panic, now! Alexa curdled inside. She understood what was meant by the phrase die from embarrassment. 

Jess was now into a full blown heat wave. He was both in a state of shock and rock hard. Heat rose in all places of his body. He chuckled nervously and shook his head as he opened his eyes wider to see if he was reading correctly. Uncomfortably, he loosened the tie as he tried to hide the look of shock on his face from his fellow board members. Another thought penetrated him. Alexa thinks I’m hot? All this time he thought it was a one-sided sentiment. It took a lot to make Jess blush. The flush in his face was evident, he was sure. 

But this was all wrong. As long as Alexa was his employee, any type of personal relationship was out of the question. This was not going to happen any time soon. She would be a liability for everything he worked for. Suddenly, Jess’s mind drew a blank. He couldn’t think of anything but Alexa. For a moment he’d forgotten what he was doing sitting in the boardroom or why he went to check his e-mail in the first place. Oh, the client—right. 

A cocktail of raw emotions roiled inside him. Shock. Desire. Lust. Confusion. Not a good mixture. Certainly not now. He knew his weakness. If he didn’t shift his focus and keep his butt on the business, his butt would be on the line.

Damn that erection! He was fully hard just reading her passage. It read more like an erotic novel of some sort. This wasn’t the Alexa he knew. Did she really write those words about him? Did she really think of him that way?

“What’s wrong with you, Jess?” Lee’s concerned, high-pitched voice intercepted his pre-orgasmic phase as she noticed her brother tugging at his tie once more. Perspiration moistened his face. His body core temperature must have climbed a few notches while he read the e-mail. 

“You look hot,” Lee continued.

Yeah. Apparently, you’re not the only one who thinks so! 

Jess thought he had issues to sort out prior to walking into the appraisal this morning.  Now his sudden dilemma was...what was he going to do about Alexa? 
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Jess knew damn well he had to get on with the show, however hard it was. For a third time, he readjusted his tie around his neck and cleared his throat.

Alexa thinks I’m hot?

She really thinks I’m hot? Yeah, so damned hot she had to send an e-mail. Jess had an eerie suspicion given the point of view the e-mail was written in that he was not the intended recipient. If that was the case, for whom was the e-mail intended? He would just love to know that! 

This was not good. This was not good one bit. All the while, Jess motioned for the meeting to go forward as the rest of the board conducted the appraisal. He excused himself for water, though his coffee was inches away on the boardroom table and he could have used the intercom and requested someone in reception to bring him a glass of water. He needed air. To get out. What was happening to him? His mind was a whirlwind daze. So not cool. So not like him. Was he losing it? Was the stress getting to him? Or the fact that he could not, ever have Alexa under any circumstances as long as she worked at TLC? He would have to put a stop to this now or this may very well put a stop to everything he’d damned near worked so hard for.

Yes, temptation was the devil.

This was a tease.

An inappropriate e-mail seduction.

Grounds for dismissal. If anyone else caught wind of this electronic sex text, he was as good as dead. Good as dead, huh? All Jess could think about was Alexa's luscious full lips moving as she spoke at the meeting when she answered Chase’s questions. He couldn’t help noticing how flushed she looked and hoped that the others would think it was a direct result of employee-appraisal-nerves. 

Oh, hell. How could he even concentrate on her evaluation when the only image driving through his mind was how he could make good on her sultry e-mail seduction. The things he could do to her. God, if only Jess could jump on this invitation. If the rules were different. If he was not her boss and she was not his employee. His subordinate. Working under him. Or lying under me...

Get your mind outta the gutter, Jess. Focus!

Jess shuffled his papers and peered down while his sister intervened and basically interrogated Alexa. He appeared focused, nodding occasionally as if listening. He could barely make eye contact with Alexa. Not here. Not now. Meanwhile beneath his skin, testosterone levels were off the chart. He was struggling, wrestling with his emotions. She made his heart gallop. She caused emotions within him that he was not quite comfortable having...not yet, anyway. Maybe when he was fifty and married with children. And the feelings were directed to his loving, devoted wife. 

Back on track.

“Jess?”

“Hmm.” He looked up, startled. How long had Lee been trying to get his attention? He had been daydreaming, hadn’t he? Tormented inside. Left hanging. Unable to deal with his emotions or talk about what was really on his mind at that moment. 

“Do you have anything to add?” she raised a brow, suspicious of his sudden bizarre, dazed behaviour.

“Right. I do.” His expression suddenly stiffened. He wrinkled his brow as he pulled up the evaluation sheet. His dark eyes quickly scanned the list of performance areas. When his eyes scanned her communication skills—written communication skills and oral communication skills, his eyes kept hovering over the word oral and his erection twitched in his pants. 

Oral? 

Oh, God. 

This employee evaluation was going to be one heck of a nightmare. No way was he heading down that path. 

Okay. Focus, Jess. Focus. 

“Well, Alexa.” Jess flushed, trying to imagine something painful. Anything. Anything but Alexa. His eyes briefly brushed hers and a shot of ecstasy ripped through him. Ecstasy? Wasn’t that one of the words he’d read in her e-mail?

This is all wrong. Wrong. Bad. Bad for business. Jess remained tortured inside as to his internal battles.

He noticed her large, beautiful doe-eyes gazing at him. Her cheeks, too, were flushed. Was she feeling what he was feeling? Never mind, it didn’t matter. 

All he could think was lawsuit. 

Company policy.

Harassment. 

Bad publicity.

His eyes roamed over her exotic long neck as he noticed she swallowed hard. Nerves? Oh, how he wished he could press his lips to her neck now. Right now. At this very moment. 

Still, Jess felt all eyes on him. Again, he readjusted his tie around his neck and casually leaned back. Fighting to keep his cool on the hot seat.

He took the sheets of paper in front of him, perusing as if in deep thought.

“Your quality of work has been rated excellent by your peers,” he continued, matter-of-factly. His tone steely. cold, smooth and hard. He could do this. He knew he had no choice but to do this right. Later he would deal with Alexa. Whatever that meant. 

“Thank you,” she murmured.

He looked at the remaining entries to comment on.

1.Quality of work.  Good.

2.Quantity of work. Good. 

3.Documentation of work performed. Good. 

4.Meeting deadlines. Excellent. 

5. Initiative. Good. 

6. Enthusiasm. Good. 

7. Tactfulness. Could use far more work where electronic communication is concerned, but for now I’ll deal with that later.

8. Ability to work well under stress. Good. If this wasn’t stress, he didn’t know what was. 

9. Organizational skills. Good. 

10. Goal oriented. Good. 

11. Understands job objectives. Good. 

12. Attendance. Good. 

13. Punctuality. Good. 

14. Flexibility. Good. Jess tried hard not to wonder just how flexible Alexa could be in bed. 

15. Overall job performance. All things considering. Good. 

In the end, the long, torturous session ended with his agreement that her performance was highly effective and that she often achieved and exceeded requirements. She was a shoo-in for the new position Jess had in mind.

Trouble was, Jess wanted her in more positions than just as his account manager.

Alexa’s pulse raced, her face flushed and her stomach squeezed without mercy. Was this the most tension-ridden, gut-churning evaluation ever? She could not believe she got out of there alive. After she shook hands with the advertising agency partners and sped back to her office, Alexa closed the door, closed her eyes and slumped down into her chair with her hands holding her head. Another migraine was poised to strike. She left her pills at home. Great! 

That near-disaster was just too close for comfort. Alexa mentally commended Jess for keeping his cool and not letting the partners on to what was in that e-mail she surmised he read in the meeting. She deeply appreciated his discretion and professionalism. More than what she gave him. 

She sat at her desk, head down, face covered with her shaky hands. The words played over in her mind. Yes, she did great at her job. But still, Jess said nothing about the e-mail. Not even after he ushered her out of the boardroom. He then returned to the boardroom with the others to make a decision. 

Would they discuss the e-mail? Her conduct? Her future? Would they change their minds? Should she start hunting for another job and cut her losses? But the trouble was...she just couldn’t. Not even if she wanted to. This was where Alexa belonged. Where she felt comfortable. Where she could shine. And most of all, the feelings she had for Jess, as inappropriate as they were, were real. 

That was the trouble.

But she was ever so cognizant of his past issues. Did she just add fuel to the fire that was fizzling out from the last scandal? 

Whatever they decided...Alexa had a sinking feeling that nothing at TLC Advertising Agency would be the same again. Especially her relationship with her sexy boss, Jess. 
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Alexa felt a presence outside her office cubicle. She lifted her head slowly to see who it may be. Her heart stopped when Jess appeared in the doorway. Dripping with charm, dangerously handsome and ever so annoyed in his facial expression.

Alexa’s mind numbed.

“Oh...um...Jess. I didn’t see you there.” The words caught in her throat. Her entire body tensed. 

Jess paced briefly before settling his gaze on Alexa. She felt her stomach somersault. She wanted to say something. Anything. Apologize. But humiliation stung her too much to respond in her defence. She braced herself for the worst.

“We need to talk, Alexa.” Jess’s voice was emotionless. Unreadable. 

She was toast. She knew it. Why did she even bother coming into the office that morning?

“Jess—”

Before she could finish he held up his hand to silence her.

“Not here. Meet me in my office in ten minutes.” He paused then drew in a deep breath, as if he was going to say more but stopped himself.

Ten agonizing minutes later, Alexa was in front of Jess in his corner wall-to-wall windowed office with the breathtaking view. The sun beamed inside fully, but there was nothing sunshiny about what he had to do. Confront Alexa on this potentially damaging e-mail.

As she sat inertly before him, her beautiful brown eyes gazed upon his desk. Waiting. For what? A verdict? What would his decision be? At this point, he was the only one in the office, at least that was what he wanted to believe, who was privy to this e-mail. Should he just forget it and pretend it never happened? That his eyes never scanned those seductive words? Or should he confront her and send the elephant in the room on its way? 

Face it, Jess. You’re just as attracted to her as she is to you. What are you waiting for? Don’t kid yourself. Hotter than a fire hazard, huh? 

Well, this e-mail was an occupational health hazard—a potential career killer for him and for her. But not if he could help it. The million dollar question was—could he help it?

“Jess, I...” Alexa’s throat tightened as she sat finally uttering a word. “I’m so sorry.”

“Listen, I think we should pretend this little incident never happened. Got it?” His words spoke one thing but his body was saying something else. His erection tightened under his silky boxers. God, he wanted her. He wanted her badly. Now. 

Alexa was caught off guard by his stoicism. Was this worse than she thought? 

Pretend it never happened? 

The words echoed in her mind like a ghostly presence. If that wasn’t the ultimate insult. She immediately closed off emotionally. 

Did he really find her to be that repulsive? All of a sudden, Alexa had no desire to be inches from Jess Tandon. Maybe he wasn’t really all that, after all.

Pretend it never happened? Her pulse roared with fury. She tried to quiet the fumes spreading within her soul. She wasn’t Miss America, but she wasn’t Misshapen, either!

Jess knew there would be no other way to deal with the sexual urges between them than to just squash it there and then. He knew full well where this could potentially lead and he most certainly wasn’t going there—again!

A quick look at Alexa's flushed face as if someone had reached out and slapped her across her beautiful features made him realize that perhaps he was a bit too harsh. But what else could he do? Tell her that he too had visions of them locked in a passionate embrace? And ruin his reputation, his future, his business? Risk another potential lawsuit? No way in hell. That was for damned sure!

But if he did the right thing, then why in God’s name did he feel like hell? Why did he feel as if his own insides were ripping apart? A war was waging between his inner bad boy and his corporate professional self. Because what he truly wished he had, what he really wanted was inches away from him sitting in his office and he couldn’t or shouldn’t have her.

“Very well then, let’s get down to business, shall we? We need the Hot Spot Resort gig. I have a great plan I think Brea would go for.” 

Alexa fumbled through her files like a bag of bungled nerves but tried to remain businesslike in her presentation. She didn’t need any crap. She was there for one thing. She could rise above the rejection, the humiliation. Maybe Jess was right after all, pretend it never freaking happened.

Just then, Jess stood to pace as if something bothered him. It did. Trouble was, sweet and simply, Alexa and his attraction to her. He felt hot all over and really wanted her. His groin pulsated. He’d been working with her for so long and couldn’t resist the tantalizing scent of her shampoo or heady perfume. Her rounded behind and tiny waist drove him up the wall. Completely. Was he insane? Was this woman worth a potential lawsuit?

Alexa approached Jess with her agenda but it seemed as if they both had another agenda. Why was it that her nipples hardened around him as if pulled by some magnetic attraction? 

She had to get a grip on herself. Seriously. 

Jess leaned in closer to Alexa. His erection was getting harder and throbbing. He never felt this deeply about a woman who could just turn him on with the absentminded tuck of hair behind her ear or the dainty way she crossed her ankles. He’d come close but there wasn’t merely physical sexual attraction with Alexa. The way she carried herself commanded respect. He admired her caring and gentle heart and her savvy business mind—not just her...What are you doing, Jess? Losing your cool?

He could see the outline of her round nipples through her dress.

Alexa felt the silky moistness in her lace panties under her skirt. She could not resist. This was getting harder for her. She wanted to fly out of the room and never return but that would be a mistake because her heart was with Jess—all the way. Why was it that the perfect man for her was always unreachable, either emotionally or bureaucratically?

Jess inched closer to Alexa and held her gaze with his sexy eyes. There was an invitation in the smoldering depths of his milk chocolate colored eyes. Alexa felt as if she would melt under the smoothness of his glance. For a moment, he seemed to study her intently.

Seconds later, they were inches apart. An electrical current filled the air between them. She wanted him to touch her, press his full lips on hers. She wanted him. The heat of expectancy coursed through her veins.

“Jess,” she whispered throatily as he continued to enrapt her. She held her head back waiting for him to hold her and make love to her.

His lips got so close to hers almost brushing them with a tingly sensation. Her inner thighs throbbed with desire. Why was he torturing her? Alexa wanted to feel his lips on hers ... like yesterday.

Just then as their lips touched, Jess pulled away, leaving Alexa dazed and confused, swaying on the spot as if in a trance. 

“Did you really mean what you said in your e-mail?” he asked in a low voice.

You’ve got to be kidding! While her womanhood tingled uncontrollably all he had to say was—did she mean what she said about him?

She shook her head and tried to reconnect with reality. Was he teasing her?

“Yes.” Before she could stop herself and tell him a lie, it was too late. The truth spilled out through her lips.

“Well, I don’t want to disappoint you, then.” A grin touched the corner of his lips as he stared hungrily into her eyes.

Jess leaned over and traced the outline of her jaw with his manicured fingertip sending waves of pleasure through, around, over her body. He then pressed his lips on hers as she parted her lips for him. He slid his warm tongue between her teeth and passionately kissed her in a way she’d never been kissed before. God, he was a great kisser!

“Do I live up to your fantasy?” he asked huskily, hungrily as he pulled back slightly.

“Oh, yes,” Alexa moaned, her head tilted back slightly and her eyes closed. She was consumed in ecstasy. She’d never known such erotic pleasure and all from a kiss. Now she knew what was meant by breathtaking kiss. Jess stole her breath away. She trembled with desire inside as wanted, no, needed more. Alexa would surrender to him completely. For a moment, she didn’t care that she was still in the corporate office and he had glass windows that touched the ceiling from the floor. 

She wanted Jess and that was all. 

Jess leaned down and slid his hands down her back and drew her closer to him. Alexa could feel the hardness of his erection, which turned her on even more.

Again, like animals they devoured each other’s lips. Her blood pumped hard and fast in her veins. He reached over and kissed her neck and sucked on her earlobe. Alexa thought she was going to faint from  euphoric overload.

A knock on the door distracted them and they pulled apart like two young lovers by the garden gate. 

It was Lee. She stood at the door, a perturbed expression pasted on her face. She eyed Alexa with disgust.

Shit!

Caught in the action!
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“Oh, God! I didn’t mean to cause any trouble. What did she say?” Alexa could hardly contain herself as she sat down to a business lunch with Jess an hour later at the Steakhouse Bar & Grill. It was an upscale place to eat despite the name, and yes, the establishment happened to be a client of TLC Advertising. TLC did all their TV and print ads.

“Nothing.” Jess glanced over the menu not paying too much attention. 

For a good hour, he sat talking with his sister about something. Did Lee see what was going on? Did she command Jess to fire Alexa? Alexa’s mind whirled with all sorts of crazy thoughts. Tension. She hated the tension. She wished she didn’t excuse herself when Lee walked into Jess’s office. She really didn’t like the  icy reception Lee gave her at all. And judging by Jess’s expression, he wasn’t all too impressed, either. The last thing she wanted to do was jam a wedge between a brother and sister.

“I’m surprised you don’t have a man waiting on you  hand and foot.” Jess finally spoke after the waiter took their orders.

“I did.”

“What happened?”

Was he really interested in her love life? It was so hard to read Jess sometimes. Alexa hated talking about the heartache she’d been through, even with so much follow-up therapy and self-help stuff that it wasn’t funny.  “He died.” Alexa swallowed  hard to stifle
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