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I live in a luxurious apartment he bought exclusively for me. Although I have jewelry, luxuries, cars, and a house, as a lower-class woman, I feel uncomfortable with everything at my disposal.

I work for a prestigious company in London. My salary is good, but it's not enough to cover all my expenses, especially since I have to help my grandmother with expensive medication. My life took an unexpected turn some time ago when he came into it. How should I feel about being "the other woman"?

Despite the suffering, it's not easy for me. What hurts is having him in my bed and in my heart, while I wonder if he has me in his, even if it's just in a cold, hard corner. I don't understand why he prefers to be with me in bed when he has a beautiful woman by his side whom he plans to marry. What exactly am I to him? I can't understand, and his cold way of treating me confuses me. He seems to use my body according to his needs. Although I love him, I can't understand his thoughts; his gaze is cold, his face expressionless. Despite everything, I've always loved him, and out of love, I find myself trapped in this role, content to have him near, but knowing that I will always be the mistress.

~Here begins my story~

*Some time before*

It was an ordinary day at the company when I arrived; the hallways buzzed with rumors of a major change. I've been Mr. Mateo Smith's secretary for two years now. He's a demanding boss who values ​​punctuality and responsibility. Although it's been challenging, I consider myself fortunate.

However, that day brought surprises: there was talk of a new owner for the Smith company, someone with more power. Mr. Smith, already elderly, needed a rest, and his position was at stake. No one expected this news, and personally, it took me by surprise. I feared losing my job due to potential staff changes.

At that time, I was going through a personal crisis: my grandmother had just been hospitalized with cancer, and the expensive painkillers were adding to the financial strain. I was struggling to earn money every day, and losing my job would be a huge disappointment in the midst of these difficulties.

The announcement officially confirmed the transfer of the company to Liam Brown Fox. Upon hearing his name, my heart nearly leapt out of my chest. Was this real? This was Mr. Brown, one of the most prominent businessmen in the city. The fact that this company was now his was like taking a hair from a cat; his family was extremely wealthy and frequently featured in magazines and newspapers. But what meant the most to me was that he was my childhood crush. I'd even cut out his picture from the newspapers. Seeing him in person was my dream, and suddenly, it had come true.

Everyone was talking about him, and my classmates were excited too. Liam was desired by many people, both women and men. His attractiveness and elegance were undeniable, and I never thought I'd ever measure up to him. I dreamed about things with him and wondered what kind of woman he'd be attracted to.

Suddenly, everything fell silent after so much murmuring. Mr. Brown arrived to assume his position as president, and everyone bowed, except me. I was in shock seeing him for the first time in person; my legs trembled, my heart pounded, and I felt awkward in front of everyone. I took in every detail: his body, his face, an elegant suit, fine shoes, and an expensive Rolex watch. Everything about him was perfect.

At that moment, a colleague pinched my arm, and that's when I reacted and curtsied. I felt really silly.

When he began to speak in his deep voice, I shuddered. Even his manner of speaking was perfect. He introduced himself and headed toward the presidential office, but before leaving, he looked at me. At that moment, I didn't know what to do. I thought it might be because I hadn't bowed at first, a sign of disrespect. I swallowed hard and remained motionless. His gaze was intense and penetrating, his face cold and expressionless, which frightened me a little, I can't deny it.

"You, come to my office," he said to me with obvious coldness. Everyone looked at me as if to say, "I pity you." The truth is, everyone could already sense his icy aura, and they were also worried about their jobs. It would be terrible luck to lose my job before everyone else.

He turned his back on me and went into the office. I swallowed hard and followed him, praying to God that I'd keep my job. I didn't care if he reprimanded me for what I'd done before; what I didn't want was to lose my position.

When I entered the office, I stood in front of his desk. He was already at his workstation, arranging some papers on the table, and then he looked at me, taking me in from head to toe. I felt nervous; I couldn't believe I was standing in front of him. Up close, he was much more handsome.

Everything fell silent, and I didn't know whether to break the silence or just stand there like a fool. Despite the uncertainty, I didn't show any nervousness; I kept my composure. He looked me straight in the eyes, and I looked back, determined not to be intimidated. Although I was excited inside, I didn't let it show; it wouldn't be right.

"So, you were old Smith's secretary, weren't you?" she broke the awkward silence. It was a relief when she started talking; she couldn't stand the discomfort any longer.

—Yes, sir— I replied immediately, without hesitating.

"What's your name?" he asked while flipping through some papers.

—My name is Scarlett Robins, sir.

-Age?.

—25—I replied quickly.

It was a direct question and answer session; I don't think age was a factor, although I started working at a very young age.

"Mmm, you're young," he commented, scratching an eyebrow. Was that a good or bad comment?

—Do you have a lot of experience?

—Well, I've been working for the company for two years. I studied business administration for five years and also completed a technical degree in executive assistance during that same period— I replied confidently.

The truth is, I finished my studies at 18. After that, I studied business administration at university, which took five years. It was tough because I was also taking a technical course in executive assistance during that time. I barely slept; I worked incredibly hard. Then, at 23, I sent out resumes to companies looking for a job. Luckily, I got a position at Smith and worked there for two years. Now, I don't know what the future holds, since there's a new boss.

"Interesting, you have a good resume. It's exactly what I need. From now on, you'll be my new assistant. You won't be a secretary; you'll handle my meetings, calls, travel, personal matters, etc. But I'm warning you right now that I'm demanding. I like punctuality, good work, and to be satisfied. You have to be available when I need you. Can you handle that?" Hearing that, my heart leaped. Of course I can handle it. Besides, I'll be very close to him. I couldn't ask for more. I felt relieved not to lose my job.

—Yes, sir, of course I can— I replied without showing emotion, acting normally.

—Oh, one more thing, what are you wearing? I don't like your clothes.

What was I hearing? Doesn't she like my clothes? I wasn't expecting that comment. I always wear black pants and a simple white blouse to work. In all the time I've worked here, I've never received a comment about my clothes. It's the last thing on my mind. Besides, my colleagues dress like this too. It's not a big deal; we don't look bad or sloppy. This is too much.

"But I don't see anything wrong with my clothes. It's what I always wear. Besides, I think they need my performance and experience, not how I dress. I don't think that's a nice comment from you. I believe everyone is free to dress as they please."

How on earth could I have said that? What was I thinking? He's the new boss, it's his company, his rules. Besides, he gave me the position of his personal assistant. How could I have been so insolent as to question him? I honestly don't know where I got the nerve to say that. I think it was because I didn't like his comment. However, I don't think I should have said what I was thinking out loud.

Suddenly, I saw him stand up from his seat. His face was grim; he shoved his hands in his pockets and sighed heavily. I really made him angry. My legs felt like jelly. That was bad, very bad.

"So that's what you think. You're very brave, Scarlett. I like people to be honest and not try to hide their feelings. It's another important factor for the people who work for me. You have a point there, but... I was serious about your attire. You'll be my personal assistant, which requires you to attend important events with me—galas, meetings, and so on. It wouldn't be appropriate for you to show up dressed like that. I'm not judging your clothing choices; I don't want you to think that. I just want you to consider the situation. I'm not doing this for myself, but for you, since you'll be my assistant."

-Hey?.

"You'll be interacting with a lot of people in society. Many of them are discriminatory; you see all sorts in that circle. I don't want you to have a bad time. If that's your style of dress, that's fine and I respect it, but... in this case, you'll be my personal assistant. You should dress more formally, and you'll see that you won't have eyes on you, pointing at you. Do you understand what I mean, Scarlett?"

Mr. Brown was right, and he's very considerate too; I think he'll be a good boss. He's thoughtful in that respect, and I like that he respects my dress code, but I have reasons to change into something more elegant—not too much, just for the occasion. Socialites can be very difficult to deal with, and they tend to notice every detail about those around them. Not everyone is like that, though; it's just people who think they're better than everyone else.

—I understand perfectly, Mr. Brown. Don't worry. I'll come back tomorrow with something different that suits your needs. If you don't require anything else, I'll take my leave. Excuse me.

I bowed and turned my back on him, but before I could open the door, his voice stopped me.

-Wait.

"Yes?" I turned around to look at him. He was a few steps away, his hands in his pockets. His face was still expressionless. He really is a cold person.

"We might be working late tonight. There are a lot of commitments to attend to, meetings to schedule, paperwork to sort out. Old man Smith had a heavy workload. I wanted you to know that beforehand," he informed her.

Anyway, I was already used to staying with Mr. Smith until very late, helping him with paperwork. The poor man would end up very tired. It's good that he's now resting. It wouldn't be any different with Mr. Brown. In any case, it's my job as his assistant.

—I understand, sir. I'm used to it, don't worry. Do you need anything else?

—No, you can leave.

He returned to his seat and began reviewing some papers. I left the office and took a deep breath. I was getting breathless around him. I have to put up with it. Anyway, I'm very happy that the person I'm in love with is my boss.

I returned to my workstation as usual. My colleagues asked me about the boss's decision, and I shared what had happened. Their surprise was evident when I mentioned my attire; I'm sure they'll change their way of dressing from now on. I know them well.

We didn't have many conversations, since wasting time on unproductive small talk is forbidden. With the new boss, we have to follow the rules more strictly; at least Mr. Smith used to smile.

It was time for staff to leave, and everyone was departing. I was even invited to go for drinks at a bar, but I had to decline, as I needed to stay with Mr. Brown to finalize some urgent matters. He had just taken up his post, so there was a lot to do.

Besides, I didn't have any money to pay for drinks. What little I had I'd just spent on the rent for my modest apartment. I'm grateful to live alone; even though my grandmother lives with my grandfather, I'm solely responsible for the expenses, so it doesn't matter whether I live with someone or not.

My situation with my parents is another story that I personally find sad to remember. That's why I prefer to focus on the present and not be a slave to my past; it helps me forget.

After everyone left, I went into the boss's office. I found him engrossed in his computer, working quickly, which indicated he had a heavy workload. I knew I had to do my best too; I'm the hardest worker among all my colleagues, even though I get paid the same. Sometimes it seems unfair, but this job is what supports me and covers my expenses.

I sat down to one side of his desk, avoiding being directly in front of him so I wouldn't feel his gaze. The discomfort of being watched by someone you like can throw your whole body off balance.

"Please review these documents," she said, handing me a folder. Just opening it made me feel exhausted. I was spent after a long day, and if I stayed late, I'd barely get a few hours of sleep. My workday starts at 7:00 a.m.

"Yes, sir. I'll go get some coffee first; that'll help me stay awake. Would you like anything?" I asked, getting up from my chair.

"I don't drink coffee from the cafeteria," he replied coldly.

"Oh, really? That's a shame. It's delicious, and it's my favorite. I don't think anything compares to the one here. Well, I'll be right back." I headed for the door, but stopped again when I heard her voice.

"Then bring me one," he asked. His request surprised me, but I went out to comply with his order, thinking that he also wanted to stay awake.

I went to the cafeteria and ordered two coffees: one hot and one cold for myself, as I preferred that option. The cafeteria usually stays open late, as many of the staff go there and chat. They even take advantage of the time to have clandestine dates, although I've never tried it; it sounds exciting.

I went back to Mr. Brown's office and handed him his coffee. He placed it on his desk, but something unexpected happened because of my clumsiness. I spilled my cold coffee on it; my hands were slippery with sweat, though I didn't understand why they were sweating. The cup slipped from my hand and fell onto my boss's trousers. How embarrassing!

"I'm so sorry, sir. Please forgive my clumsiness," I said, kneeling down and taking my handkerchief. I quickly wiped up the spilled coffee. He didn't say anything, just watched what I was doing. I blushed when I realized I was cleaning his thighs, and another, more intimate area was also stained, but I couldn't reach that far; I only cleaned what was necessary.

"I'm truly sorry, sir. I ruined your suit," I apologized, kneeling before him, my gaze lowered. I couldn't look at him because of the shame I felt. He remained silent, but then I felt his hand take my chin and lift my gaze.

"You don't have to kneel down to do this. It was just an accident, don't worry. You've already cleaned it up a bit. Carry on with your work," he said coldly. Apparently, he can't be nice even if he tries, but he didn't react negatively either. I thought he would, but it's like I'm nothing to him. I have to get used to his attitude. Anyway, it's not like it's all that bad.

"Okay, sir," I said, getting up and sitting down. He continued working on the computer as if nothing had happened. Someone else wouldn't have been so calm after having coffee spilled on them, but he showed no annoyance, just his usual blank expression.

I settled into my seat and began reviewing the papers. There were many, but I'm used to carrying that kind of burden; that's what I was trained for.

We both worked in silence, which was awkward. I didn't feel well after spilling coffee on him. On my first day meeting him, I was already a mess; I'm a mess.

"Scarlett," I was surprised when he said my name. It melts me when he does. I stopped what I was doing and looked at him. His blue eyes pierced me to the core. I swallowed hard and looked away; I couldn't stand it. "Please, give me a massage. I feel tired." Hearing that, alarm bells in my brain went off.

"Huh? A massage?" I asked, like an idiot, having clearly heard. Honestly, I'm a mess when I'm around someone I like; it's happened to me before with someone.

—Yes, a massage. Can't you do it? —she inquired, raising an eyebrow; her gaze told me, "It's an order."

"Of course I can, I'll do it right away." I put the papers on the desk and stood up. I walked over to him and stood behind his seat. Where exactly should I massage him?

“Sir, tell me where you’d like the massage,” I asked. He pointed to his neck and shoulders. I nodded and placed my hands on him. I tried to control my nerves; I hadn’t expected to be in a situation like this. I gently rubbed against his shirt, making small, soft but firm strokes. He seemed to enjoy it; he closed his eyes and relaxed. To be honest, touching him gives me butterflies in my stomach. I’m so glad he chose me as his personal assistant.

I played the role of masseuse for quite a while; honestly, I was already feeling tired. I hadn't even finished my paperwork. At that moment, I got distracted, since I was starting to doze off standing there, and without realizing it, I was leaning over, my hand near his chest. It felt hard and well-toned. When I realized what was happening, he was holding my hand as if to prevent it from going somewhere inappropriate, but he didn't say anything. He didn't ask me to stop or to continue. I immediately reacted and pulled away from him, bowing and apologizing for my slip-up.

“I’m so sorry, sir. I didn’t mean to come here. I got distracted, and I apologize again,” I said. He just raised an eyebrow and stared at me. As always, something about him bothers me: always silent, never showing any annoyance. It frustrates me because I don’t know what he’s thinking.

“Were you like that with old Smith?” he asked. What did he mean? Giving massages or being clumsy? Of those two things, only one was correct, and that was being clumsy. However, Mr. Smith put up with me and kept me on because of my good performance.

"What exactly do you mean? Giving you massages, as you just asked me to, or being distracted?" I asked, returning the question.

"Both," he replied coldly. I really hate that part of him. I already knew that nothing in this world is perfect, and that they usually come with flaws.

—To be honest, about the massage, I never did it with my previous boss. You're the first person to ask me to do that. And as for being absentminded, well, I've always been like that. I apologize again for that.

"It's okay, don't worry. You didn't do anything wrong. You did very well. Go back to what you were doing," he said calmly. I nodded and returned to my seat. I have to try to make fewer mistakes, even though he always says I'm doing well and doesn't seem bothered, I feel uncomfortable.

After working for a long time, I looked at my watch and it was already late. I was very sleepy and wasn't going to be able to stay awake. Were we going to be at the office until dawn?

"Scarlett, let's stop here. You look tired. We'll continue tomorrow." Hearing her words, I felt a sense of relief. Finally, I can go back to my apartment and get some sleep. My body is exhausted. I'd never worked like this with Mr. Smith, and certainly not this late. We did work, but not to this extent.

“Yes, sir.” I stood up, arranged the papers in a folder, and placed them beside the desk. I gathered my things and picked up my bag. Mr. Brown had already put on his jacket. I glanced at his trousers and still felt apologetic about spilling coffee on him. I dismissed it and was about to say goodbye. “Mr. Brown, I’ll be going. See you tomorrow. I hope you have a good night.” I turned and reached for the door handle to leave, but stopped.

"Are you going out alone at this hour?" she asked. I turned around and smiled at her; it was the first time I'd ever done that, but it was to show her that I was used to it.

"Yes, I do it every day. My apartment isn't far. It only takes me thirty minutes to walk." For me, it was nothing. Habit makes me see it as insignificant. I walk there every day, whether it's early or very late.

“I’ll take you to your apartment. You shouldn’t walk home. It can be dangerous, especially at this hour,” he told me. Obviously, I wasn’t going to accept. I couldn’t. I wouldn’t feel comfortable having my boss drive me home.

"That's not necessary, Mr. Brown. I'll walk. Besides, I'll stop by a seafood shop on the way. I don't want to cause you any trouble. Now, if you'll excuse me, I'll be going. It might get late." With that, I turned my back on him, left the office, closed the door behind me, and let out a heavy sigh. I was glad he cared, but I couldn't accept his offer of a ride.

I left the office quickly; I didn't want the seafood shop where I usually buy my favorite food to close, even though it often stays open very late. I had worked so hard that I hadn't eaten anything else, just lunch.

I crossed the block and arrived at the store. Luckily, it was still open. I ordered my usual and they packed it in a small bag. I paid and left the store, saving some money from my last paycheck for food. I'm not usually home much, so I hadn't done any shopping.

I walked through the deserted streets. It was freezing, to be honest. Even though the night was beautiful, with a radiant moon and stars decorating the sky, I always seem to have bad luck. Gray clouds were gathering, and tiny drops of water began to fall, brushing against my skin, which prickled with goosebumps. That was just what I needed. I still had a long way to go to get to my apartment; at this rate, I'd arrive soaked.

I started walking faster, but the rain was getting heavier. My clothes were already completely soaked; it hadn't even occurred to me to bring an umbrella. They'd announced the rain on the news, since winter was approaching. As always, I never pay attention to those details.

My steps slowed. I let the rain finish what it started and leave me soaked. It didn't feel so bad, but the cold was terrible. My food was safe, covered with plastic and a bag. At least something was going right. A very good time for dinner.

The rumble of thunder began, and the sky lit up with flashes of lightning. What a beautiful night it was.

At that moment, a very luxurious car pulled up beside the street, just a few steps away. I didn't think much of it and kept walking. I wasn't in a hurry; it wasn't the first time I'd been caught in the rain on my way home.

The car accelerated and parked beside me. What was wrong with it? I stopped in my tracks and stared at the car. I couldn't see who was inside because the windows were tinted. Nevertheless, I waited for someone to get out.

The car door opened. The first thing I saw were those elegant shoes I'd seen before. A very tall man, by the way, stood in front of me with an umbrella. I could barely see him because it was raining so hard, but when I finally got a clear look, I was shocked. It was Mr. Brown.

"Mr. Brown, what are you doing here?" I asked, surprised. He gave me a stern look and took my hand. We were about to get into his car, but I pulled away. I couldn't risk it; I was completely soaked, and his car would get wet too.

"Don't be stubborn, it's raining hard and you could get sick. I told you not to walk here," she said. Perhaps I should have accepted her offer from the start, but now the situation was different; my clothes were soaked.

“I know, but I can’t get in your car. My clothes are too wet; I’ve been caught in the rain, and there’s no going back. You should go on your way; besides, you’re getting wet because of me,” I replied. Even though he had an umbrella, raindrops were splashing him. I saw him frown; he was clearly annoyed.

"Get in the car now. That's an order. If you don't, I'll fire you for disobeying. Is that what you want?" Yes, I was annoyed. I had no choice; even though we were no longer working together, he was still my boss and could make decisions that could even lead to my dismissal for something trivial.

“Yes, sir,” I obeyed and got into the car, taking the front seat next to him. He got in too and closed the door. Then he placed the umbrella in the back. I hugged myself, shivering with cold; it was truly awful. My skin was pale, and my teeth were chattering. Walking back, as he had warned me to do, turned out to be a terrible idea.

At that moment, I felt something warm on my shoulders. Mr. Brown offered me his jacket to ward off the cold. I just watched him, saying nothing. Not even a "thank you" escaped my lips. He started the car, but I had no idea where we were going. I hadn't given him my apartment address.

"Mr. Brown, where are we going? I haven't given you my address," I asked. I got no answer; he just kept looking straight ahead as he drove.

I chose not to say more, avoiding bothering him with my questions. Besides, his expression showed annoyance, and I didn't dare open my mouth for fear of upsetting him.

I rested my head against the car window, watching the heavy rain. I was worried about my grandmother; my grandfather had been taking care of her at home since she was discharged from the hospital. I needed to send them money soon, as they were elderly and didn't work. My grandmother had no one else to care for her. Life hasn't been easy since my mother died.

Lost in thought, I fell asleep without realizing it. I was exhausted and deep in sleep.

In my dreams, I relived happy moments with my mother and grandparents: laughter, hugs, kind words. So many things from the past that I didn't want to leave behind when I woke up.

Suddenly, I felt my body floating in the air. I thought I was still in the same dream, but when I opened my eyes, I found myself in Mr. Brown's arms. His face so close to mine surprised me quite a bit.

"Sir, what are you doing? This isn't right. I can walk," I said, but he remained silent again, not even looking at me. I could see his face more closely; it was perfect, without any imperfections. I didn't know his age, but he looked very young.

I stopped looking at him and turned my attention ahead. We were standing in front of a luxurious apartment. I didn't want to imagine what it was like inside, but it definitely wasn't where I lived. It was most likely his home.

He stood in front of the door and finally lowered me to the floor. I couldn't stand the discomfort any longer. Then he entered a password, and we went inside. The interior was as luxurious as I had imagined, something I wasn't used to. He closed the door and left the keys on a small table. We were both wet.

He started taking off his shirt in front of me, and I was shocked. How could he do such a thing with a woman standing right in front of him, and me being a stranger?

"Mr. Brown, wait... what are you doing?" I asked. He took off his shirt completely, revealing his well-defined torso. It was clear he took care of himself, and I looked away as soon as I saw him.

“My clothes are wet because of you, I need to take them off,” she replied. I understood her point, but it wasn’t appropriate to do it in front of her assistant. Besides, I didn’t understand why, instead of taking me to my apartment, she brought me to hers. Fortunately, it was private, because otherwise, we could have been seen, sparking rumors.

“I understand, sir. I think you should have dropped me off at my apartment. I don’t want to cause any trouble,” I added. Luckily, he only kept his trousers on and didn’t undress completely. I handed him the jacket I was carrying; he’d already done enough for me.

"You'll stay here tonight. You can go back to your apartment in the morning to change. It doesn't matter if you're a little late for work. It's my fault you left so late anyway. You can take a shower, and I'll microwave your food. Besides, you didn't get to eat dinner," he said, taking the bag with my dinner from my hand. He was considerate, but there was a problem: I didn't have any clothes to change into.

"Sir, but... I don't have any clothes with me," I told him. He was in the kitchen putting the food in the microwave. When I said that, he looked at me again.

"You'll wear one of my nightgowns for now. Dry your clothes so you can go back to your apartment tomorrow and change properly," she replied. She had an answer for everything. She stopped what she was doing in the kitchen, went into a room, and then came back with a towel and a nightgown, which she handed to me.

I left my bag on the table and went to the bathroom. I took a relaxing shower, dried my hair and body with a towel, and then put on her nightgown. It was too big, obviously, but the awkward part was that I wasn't wearing underwear. However, since it was pants and a long-sleeved shirt, at least I felt secure.

After leaving the bathroom, I put my clothes in the washing machine so they would be dry the next day. Then I left the room. It felt strange being in my boss's apartment, using his bathroom, his washing machine, and even heating up my food.

I walked into the living room and there he was, sitting on the sofa. Good Lord, he was still shirtless. Was it so hard to put one on?

"You can eat now, it's hot. I'll take a shower in the meantime," she said before heading to the bedroom. She really wanted to get out of there. She didn't want to seem awkward having him so close; even her nightgown smelled of his perfume. Was this a dream? If the others knew, they'd die.

I ate the dinner he had heated up for me. He was very thoughtful and considerate. I didn't know if he did it because I stayed late with him at the office. I shouldn't have had any thoughts about him other than work-related ones, but it was impossible to avoid them. Although I didn't let it show.

I finished dinner and put the dishes in the sink, washing them. Then I sat on the sofa waiting for him to come out. I was restless. Obviously, I wasn't going to sleep in the same bed as him. I'd rather sleep on the sofa than that.

A moment later, the door opened and he stepped out, wearing only a pair of linen pajama pants. Why on earth was it so hard for him to put on a shirt? He was standing in front of a stranger; just because she was his assistant didn't mean he should be that familiar.

"Let's go to the bedroom, it's time to sleep," he ordered. I was stunned to hear those words. Did he want me to sleep with him? It was impossible; I couldn't do that.

"Sir... do you want me to sleep with you?" I asked, surprised, standing up and looking at him in confusion. He seemed calm, as if it were no big deal or as if he were used to bringing women to this apartment and sleeping with them. In this case, it was different, since we weren't going to do anything indecent, at least not on my part.

"Yes, I didn't bring you here for you to sleep on the couch. Do you think I could do something to you? If you think that, you'd better get that thought out of your head. I have no intentions with you; you're just my assistant, and you're not my type." His words pierced my chest. He said it in such a cold and indifferent way that it almost made me cry. I wasn't his type, and I was just his assistant. It was good to know that, so I'd stop acting like a fool. Although what he said hurt, I didn't let it show. I didn't understand why he brought me here and gave me his attention if I was going to receive that kind of treatment. His actions were good, but his words were disgusting.

“Don’t worry, I didn’t mean that. I know my place perfectly well, which is why I prefer to sleep on the sofa. I don’t want to create any kind of familiarity between you and me. As you said, I’m just your assistant, and things like coming to your apartment and wearing your clothes aren’t appropriate. It would look bad to others and could lead to misunderstandings,” I pointed out. I had to clearly establish my position without offending anyone. I knew my place perfectly well and I had to stay within it. I wouldn’t sleep in the same bed as my boss, no matter how much I might like to. He’d already made everything clear without me needing to ask for clarification.

When I told him that, his face turned somber. I looked at him calmly; he couldn't force me to share the bed. So he simply turned his back on me and went into his room. If he was upset, that wasn't my problem. He reminded me of something I already knew. I just used his own words against him.

I sat down on the sofa with a tired sigh. Where did I get the nerve to speak to him like that? He's my boss; any mistake could cost me my job. Now I'm worried. I need to watch my tongue better. What would it have cost me to obey his order? I don't know what he's thinking of me right now.

I settled onto the sofa as best I could, without a pillow or blanket. It was going to be a stormy night for my body. Anyway, I didn't want to be in this place. What a cold, grumpy, indifferent man, and above all, his somber gaze. So much perfection couldn't be real.

I fell asleep, wondering what would happen the next day. Mr. Brown went to his room, angry. I could feel it, even though he didn't say a word. His gaze alone was enough for me to understand.

The next morning, I woke up drowsy, feeling my body ache, although it wasn't from sleeping on the sofa.

When I opened my eyes, I noticed my head was resting on Mr. Brown's chest. He had my body pinned against his; we were covered with the blanket and very snuggled up together. My eyes snapped open as I realized the situation with my boss, but I couldn't move; Mr. Brown had a tight grip on my waist. When did all this happen?

I remained still, without moving, and watched his face. Even asleep he looked handsome. I could see his long eyelashes and thick eyebrows. Our faces were very close, and my heart almost stopped when I felt his breath. I needed to get out of here!

Despite that, I couldn't resist. I placed my hand on his cheek, touching it gently. He didn't have a beard, which made him look perfect. I didn't know his age, but he seemed young, and I liked him a lot.

I couldn't stop looking at him while he slept, clinging to me like a child sleeping with his favorite stuffed animal.

I wondered how he'd managed to get me into his bed while I was asleep. He was supposed to be angry about what I'd said, or maybe he was just being considerate of a woman.

The urge to kiss him overwhelmed me the moment I gazed upon his thin, provocative lips. I felt fortunate to be his personal assistant and to be able to be with him like this. I didn't know how I would feel if another woman were in my place.

As I stroked him, the unexpected happened: Mr. Brown opened his eyes. I didn't want to think that he'd been awake the whole time, just pretending to be asleep.

I immediately pulled my hand away from her face; my cheeks burned with embarrassment. I didn't know how to explain what I was doing; I simply couldn't help it.

I felt his grip on my waist tighten. There was an awkward silence between us. Mr. Brown just stared at me without saying a word, his face, as always, expressionless.

"Do you like me so much that you admire me while I sleep?" he said in a husky voice. I couldn't tell if he was annoyed or just didn't care.

"I..." My words wouldn't come out. I didn't know what to say, and besides, it wasn't my fault. I didn't ask him to carry me to his bed while he was asleep.

-You...?.

"I'm so sorry, sir. I don't think you should have brought me to your bed." I finally managed to speak, but I tried to avoid the subject. However, my voice sounded somewhat embarrassed. I felt so ashamed.

"Don't try to change the subject. You didn't seem uncomfortable sleeping with me. You cuddled me all night. Besides, I couldn't let you sleep on the couch; it was freezing," he explained. I felt my breath getting shorter and shorter. When he spoke like that, my body felt strange.

"Thanks anyway. I'm sorry if I caused you any trouble or made you uncomfortable. It wasn't my intention. As for what just happened, well... I couldn't help it. I apologize again." I said, looking away. I was dying of embarrassment. I shouldn't have done that.

"Couldn't you help it?" he asked, raising an eyebrow. "That means you're attracted to your boss," he stated egotistically.

"No, of course not, it's just... you know what? Forget about it." I declared, already wanting to leave his apartment. How could he ask me that? I'm not attracted to him; I like him. I'm in love. He's the man I love like a fool. I'm truly crazy. I fell in love with a man I only ever saw in photographs, and now that I have him in front of me, I like him even more. But I can't tell him!

"I see," he whispered. He seemed calm, but I never expected what he was going to do next.

He pulled me completely against his body. My eyes widened when I felt a large bulge in my abdomen. What is this sensation? Is it what I think it is? I looked under the covers and it was... “the thing” of my boss. I looked at him and he seemed serious, but then a crooked smile spread across his face.

"M-Mr. Brown, I have to go now, this isn't right," I said, my voice trembling slightly. My body was feeling strange, and my cheeks were flushed. He had me trapped in his arms, not letting me move. I couldn't deny that I liked the tingling sensation, but he's still my boss.

"You'll leave when I say so. Remember, you're with your boss," he replied. I closed my eyes, making a strange face. The truth was, something hard was touching me. It was uncomfortable but pleasurable.

"Mr. Brown, I really want to leave, please. I shouldn't be like this with you," I added, opening my eyes again. He was looking at me closely, but I couldn't tell what he was thinking.

—We're in my apartment, nobody can see us. Besides, outside the office, you can call me by my name, Liam, or Liammy, whichever you prefer.

Liam or Liammy? I can't, I'm used to calling him Mr. Brown. Besides, what did he mean by "nobody's watching us"?

"Mr. Brown, please, this is getting out of hand. You're my boss, and I can't have this kind of familiarity with you," I said, sounding stern, though inside I was as cold as ice, basking in the glow of the fire.

"I told you to call me Liammy," he said, frowning. The last thing I wanted was to upset him. Just hearing his rather serious voice made me nervous.

"Okay, Liammy," I conceded.

When I looked away from him, I felt his hand land behind my head, pulling me forcefully toward his lips. I experienced the union of his lips with mine in a rather fierce way. I was quite surprised by his action. He began to kiss me intensely, and I placed both hands on his chest to try to push him away. However, it was as if I were touching an immobile rock.

To be honest, it wasn't my turn, but there came a moment when my lips trembled and became sensitive to his. I ended up giving in to him, and I could feel that wet kiss intensify even more.

I liked what he was doing, but deep down I knew it was wrong. Out of nowhere, he kisses me. I only met him yesterday, and he became my boss. Now, I'm kissing him. This whole situation is kind of crazy.

For some reason, he kept kissing me. We even got into a pretty intimate position. He climbed on top of me, we were under the covers, and I could feel something. His hand was moving up the nightgown I was wearing, caressing my stomach and moving higher. My body was feeling quite hot.

I didn't think I'd get to this point so quickly. What will she think of me? That I gave myself away too easily?

When his kisses reached my neck, I took the opportunity to push him away and get out of bed quickly. He stayed in bed, frowning, and didn't seem to like being rejected.

"Why are you doing this to me? You shouldn't have brought me here," I protested. He got out of bed too and stood in front of me, gripping my chin tightly. He'd said I wasn't his type, what's wrong with him?

"It was just a kiss, don't take it so seriously. I already told you you're not my type," she emphasized again. "Take your things and go back to your apartment. None of this happened."

I felt hurt when he said it like that. He really knows how to hurt me. First he says I'm not his type, then he kisses me, and then he brings it up again as if what just happened between us was nothing.

"I understand, I'll leave now," I said, taking his hand away from my face. I found the clothes I had dried the night before and put them on in the bathroom. He had left the room, very calm. I tidied my messy hair a bit, looking at myself in the mirror, and left the bathroom.

I left the nightgown he'd lent me on his bed. Then I went out into the living room, and Mr. Brown was on the phone. I left the apartment without saying goodbye so as not to interrupt. I felt stupid. I barely know him personally, and we've gotten off on the worst possible start. I really dislike his arrogant attitude and the way he treats me.
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Chapter 2
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After leaving his apartment, I opted for an Uber, which quickly took me back to my building. Upon entering, I breathed a sigh of relief, though I'll now feel uncomfortable every time I see him. Furthermore, I'm bothered by the arrogant way he speaks.

Once in the shower, I took a bath and came out wrapped in a towel. I needed to find a new outfit in my closet, and although I don't see anything wrong with my style, I have to follow my boss's orders.

Among the available options, I chose a pencil skirt that falls just above my knees—not too long or revealing. I paired this with a smart white shirt, tucked in. Then, I slipped on some high stilettos and dried my straight black hair. My eyes, hazel according to my mother, are unique; I miss her terribly.

I finished getting ready and, checking the time, realized I was running a little late—Mr. Brown's fault. Without bothering to make breakfast, I grabbed my bag and keys, left my apartment, and took an Uber to get to the office quickly. While the money I'd spent on taxis could have been enough to buy a car, it's an extra daily expense. To save money, I prefer to walk at night.

When I arrived at the office, all eyes were on me, probably because of my new look. However, I noticed that my female colleagues had also changed their outfits, possibly influenced by what I'd said. It was to be expected; nobody wants to be on Mr. Brown's radar.

"Scarlett, you look great!" one of my friends, with whom I work, told me.

"Do you think so? It was the best thing I found in my closet," I commented.

"Don't doubt it, you look beautiful. I love your curves, I think I'm in love," she said playfully.

"Stop talking nonsense. You changed your outfit too. It was a good idea, that way no one will comment on you," I whispered.

"Don't I look good? My sister helped me choose it," she said.

"You look divine. By the way, has the boss arrived yet? I'm running a little late," I asked, even though I was with him this morning; I love punctuality.

"He arrived a while ago. He's in the boardroom with the directors. You should be there. Hurry," she informed me. I'd forgotten about that meeting, and besides, I have paperwork to finish.

"You should have started there. I completely forgot," I said, heading to my workstation to look for some papers.

"Good luck!" I heard from afar. That's what I need today.

Grabbing a few papers, I entered the boardroom with a sigh of relief. Once inside, everything fell silent, which was awkward. The directors' eyes fell on me, as did my boss's.

—I apologize for the delay—I said, taking a few steps forward.

"My, Miss Scarlett, you look very beautiful today. Please come in," the sales director remarked. I smiled at his flattering comment.

"Thank you, sir," I said as I walked past and sat down next to Mr. Brown, who, as always, kept his face expressionless. I felt so uncomfortable around him because of what had happened that morning that I couldn't even look at him.

The meeting dragged on for an hour. There was a lot of discussion about Mr. Brown's new presidential position, as well as projects that old Mr. Smith hadn't managed to get off the ground. More work for me. I was itching to get out of the boardroom; I wasn't looking at my boss, but I could feel his gaze on me.

Finally, the meeting ended. Moments later, the girls invited me to lunch. I didn't realize how quickly time had passed, but I accepted immediately, since I didn't have to pay; that would save me money for dinner.

— Scarlett, how are you getting along with the boss? Isn't he too strict with you? He has a face like thunder, it's scary — asked Madison, one of my other colleagues.

"Well, I guess it's going well. They know I started seeing him yesterday. He's strict, but I can get used to it," I replied bluntly, though if they knew I kissed him this morning...

"Our new boss is very handsome. However, he hardly ever laughs and is always serious. What a shame," commented Olivia, my best friend.

"Don't you know if he has a partner?" Madison asked.

“As far as I know, I don’t think he has one. Well, it’s not known for sure. Mr. Brown doesn’t like to talk about his private life, much less to the media. He’s very private about that, so nobody knows,” Olivia replied. I felt relieved; maybe he doesn’t have a partner. If he did, he would have introduced her at work. Even though I’m not his type, I’m glad he doesn’t have anyone else in his life. I really like him, even if he is arrogant.

—Scarlett? What are you thinking about? —Olivia's voice pulled me from my vague thoughts.

—Oh, nothing, girls. What were you saying?

"We were talking about our handsome boss. Don't you think he's pretty sexy?" Madison asked me with a mischievous smile.

"What kind of questions are you asking, Madison? He's handsome, I won't deny it, but I don't think he'd go for just any woman. He's a very cold and reserved person. Besides, he must have very high standards."

"That's true. I'd better look at other, less complicated options. How about we go to the bar tonight? Some friends invited me," Madison suggested, "but I don't have any money to spend on alcohol."

"I'll pass. I have to save up for my grandmother's medicine. You guys go," I refused, even though I really wanted to go and have some fun.

—Don't worry about that, they'll pay for the drinks. Everything is free, that's why I'm inviting them.

—Well, I accept —Olivia agreed.

"If that's the case, I don't see a problem with it," I agreed. Now I just had to see if Mr. Brown would let me leave early.

After lunch, we returned to our workstations. I had a lot to do, but as I sat down, Chela, the sales director's secretary, touched my shoulder. I looked at her and noticed she seemed nervous.

"What's wrong?" I asked, frowning slightly.

"The boss summoned you," he replied. "He said to come to his office as soon as you arrive."

A shiver ran through my body. I really didn't want to be alone with him. In a way, I regret getting that personal assistant position; it can be intimidating at times.

"I'll be right there," I nodded. She gave me a sideways smile and left. What does my boss want now?

I stood up and adjusted my skirt; my legs were trembling and a bad feeling was creeping over me. I hoped it was just something work-related. Since yesterday, our relationship had become more intimate, but I chose to act as if nothing had happened, just as he asked me to.

"Did you call me, Mr. Brown?" I asked as I entered his office.

—That's right, close the door—he ordered as he stood up from his seat. I obeyed and closed the door behind me.

"You look great in your new outfit," she said, coming closer to me. Did she really call me just for that?

"Oh, thank you very much, sir," I replied, maintaining my composure and hiding my
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