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The following story contains mature themes, strong language, and explicit sex. It is intended for mature readers over the age eighteen.​

PERFECTION IN PINK

_________________

––––––––
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Anna Dawson’s plan after college is to work with her father and one day take over his multi-million-dollar real estate development business. There’s just one problem. Her father has also been grooming Colton Davis for the past ten years in the business. Due to health issues, her father can’t wait to groom Anna properly and wants to hand his business over to both now, but only if they marry.

Anna has no desire to marry, especially to someone she considers more like an older brother. In a defiant move, she disappears to a small town where her best friend grew up and still has family. Anna’s temporary plan is to explore being on her own as she decides how best to handle the situation with her father.

Soon after moving, Anna finds herself interviewing for an administrative assistant position at Rowan’s Machining and Engine Shop.

The hot owner, John Rowan, is unlike anyone Anna’s ever met. He’s big and tattooed, and his filthy talk and bossy ways are her complete undoing. Attraction sparks and ignites into more than the two are prepared for.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER 1
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I’m nervous about this job interview. My only relevant work experience has been working for my father during college semester and summer breaks, so I’ve never had to interview for work.

I’ll be the first to admit I was sheltered growing up. My parents wanted children, but had given up expectations of having any and never pursued alternative methods, so I was considered their miracle child when my mother had a surprise pregnancy at age forty. Because of this, my parents tended to be overprotective of me.

When I was in seventh grade, my mom learned she had ovarian cancer. I remember the many hushed conversations between my parents, the tears, and numerous doctor appointments. I witnessed my mom suffer through surgery and chemotherapy before she passed away during my first year of high school.

I’ve always been a daddy’s girl, but after my mom passed away, my dad became even more protective and controlling. He steered me toward a business major and had me work with him to build my business experience. His expectation has been for me to work with him once I graduate and one day take over his business when he retires. It’s hefty shoes to fill since my dad’s one of the largest developers of commercial and residential real estate in Atlanta.

I hope my dad forgives me for not following through with that plan right away. I appreciate everything he’s done for me, but it was time to put my foot down when his good intentions extended to arranging my future husband.

After graduation, my closest friend, Lisa Morgan, helped me disappear to a small town in Tennessee where she’s originally from and where her aunt, Sarah Myers, lives. Mrs. Myers welcomed me to stay with her and her husband as I look for a place to stay. As soon as Mr. Myers learned of my business degree, he mentioned he knew a friend who needed to hire a management assistant. Before I knew it, he had arranged this interview for me.

I turn into the parking lot of a metal warehouse with a sign across the top of the building that reads Rowan’s Machining and Engine Shop. The main entrance is delineated by two scraggily green bushes growing on each side of the door that has a tilted ‘Open’ sign hanging on the inside glass. The building consists of several large roll up doors which are closed except for the one on the far end. I pull up near the front door and park.

The shear absurdity of working at a place like this oddly appeals to me. I don’t know the first thing about machining or engines, but that shouldn’t be a problem. It’s not like I’ll be working on them, and this is only temporary.

Flipping the sun visor down, I glance in the small mirror where bright hazel eyes stare back. I tilt my head to inspect my long dark hair pulled into a neat, professional ponytail before digging in my purse for lip gloss. After swiping some on my lips, I toss it back in my purse and flip the visor back up.

It’s now or never.

I shiver as I make my way to the entrance. It’s the last week in March, and the chilly morning air makes me wish I’d worn a cardigan. I opted to wear gray dress slacks paired with a simple but dressy light pink blouse. I honestly don’t know what’s considered appropriate dress for a place like this. I can’t imagine it would be anything too dressy.

Entering the shop, I immediately scrunch my nose at the smell of grease. To the right of the entrance are several tables and chairs that look worse for wear. The restrooms are behind the tables with a water fountain between them. To my left are rows of shelves full of items for sale. As I head toward the counter straight ahead, I have to step around a huge metal part jutting out into the walkway.

Not seeing anyone, I glance at my watch even though I know I’m right on time. As I decide what I should do, my breath catches as the largest dog I’ve ever seen in my life saunters out from behind the counter. I’m not familiar with dog breeds, but I’m positive I’ve never seen a dog like this. It stands to my waist and must be well over a hundred pounds. When it starts walking toward me, I react. I panic and scream.

My next reaction is one of self-preservation. Considering the dog’s massive size, fighting isn’t an option. An image of it tearing me limb from limb propels me do the only thing my brain in its frantic state can think of. I go for high ground which is the counter in front of me. I jump and pull myself up onto it as if the hounds of hell are nipping at my heels. Any other time I’d be impressed with my agility in my Jimmy Choo heels, but right now my heart is pounding in terror. It takes everything I have to mobilize myself for an attack. I never had dogs growing up, and I’ve always been extremely fearful of them.

Crouching on top of the counter, I quickly scan for something to serve as a weapon. Grabbing up a small marble holder with business cards, I’m unconcerned when the cards tumble out all over the counter and onto the floor. As I prepare to lobby it at the animal, the double swinging doors on my left suddenly fly open hitting the racks on either side of the doors as a man comes barreling into the room with two other men behind him.

“What the fuck?!”

Seeing me on the counter with the card holder in hand, he comes to an abrupt halt.

I’m momentarily sidetracked. Like the dog, this guy is big. Not big as in overweight, but he’s tall and thick with muscle. His light brown hair needs a trim, and the scruff darkening his jaw indicates he most likely skipped a shave this morning. The sleeves of his button-down shirt are rolled up messily on his forearms displaying several tattoos.

He glances from me to the dog assessing the situation. “Christ! Bella, get in your damn bed!” He turns to the men behind him. “I’ve got this. Go on back to work.”

His deep, rich voice is oddly attractive. I watch the two other guys fighting back grins disappear through the double doors. My eyes swing back to the dog who doesn’t appear in any rush to obey. It awkwardly attempts to scratch its side with a hind paw before finally turning and plodding back behind the counter to disappear inside an office.

When I look back at the guy, there’s an amused expression on his face.

“Bella’s a pussy cat. She won’t hurt you. How about you put that card holder down and let me help you off the counter before you fall?” He steps closer holding out a hand to me.

“Sorry about screaming. I thought that dog was going to attack me.”

“I admit, hearing a woman scream this early in the morning about gave me a heart attack.” He grins.

I frown unsure how to take his comment. Still uncertain, I glance back to the office where the dog disappeared before setting the object in my hand down. I attribute the flutter in my stomach to the rush of adrenaline in my system, not the large hand offered.

Before I’m able to place my hand in his, one of my heels catches on a thick catalog pitching me forward. The wall of muscle moves swiftly, awkwardly catching me so I don’t face plant on the floor. When my feet are once again on solid ground, I hastily step away putting distance between the two of us. My face heats with embarrassment. I quickly glance down at my shoes using the moment to collect myself. In these three-inch heels I’m five foot eight, but I still have to tilt my head up to look this man in the eyes.

“Wow. This isn’t going well for me,” I mumble and offer up a nervous smile. “Sorry about that. I’m...I’m Annabelle Dawson. I’m here to interview for the admin position. Mr. Myers spoke with you?”

“Shit. That’s right.” He runs a hand quickly through his hair as he considers me. “I forgot that was this morning.” He glances at his watch and grimaces. “Okay, let’s sit down and do this.”

I frown at his unfiltered language. My gaze drifts over the back of him as I follow him back to the tables near the front entrance. Jeans are apparently acceptable wear here, and I must admit, they do him justice in the butt department.

“Are you the owner?”

“Yeah. John Rowan.”

He turns his head to look at me, catching me eying his rear. So not cool. At this point I just want to go back home, crawl in bed, and start the morning over.

“Nice to meet you.” I hold out my hand to shake his, praying mine isn’t trembling with nerves. His hand easily swallows mine, his bear grip causing my jaw to drop slightly. When he releases my hand, I resist the urge to rub it as we both sit.

“Ms. Dawson, I looked over your resume the other day. I don’t recall any secretarial experience listed on it.”

“Please call me Anna. That’s true, but I graduated from McCombs Business School with a 3.6 GPA. I can answer phones, type, file, and schedule. I can do anything that’s required of administrative assistants. I’m familiar with computers, both Windows and Macintosh. I’m also good with various word processing software and excel spreadsheets. All of that was on my resume.”

“Why do you want to do secretarial type work when you have a business degree?”

It’s a fair question. I glance down at my hands clasped in my lap. The truth is, I’m not sure I can fully explain why I’m considering this job, other than I just want to do something on my own while my father comes to his senses. Thanks to Mr. Myers arranging this interview, this is my first attempt to do just that. I know I can always put my business degree to use and work for my father. I glance up at Mr. Rowan who is waiting for my answer. I remember Mr. Myers said Mr. Rowan could also benefit from someone with a business degree.

“I also enjoy administrative type work. Mr. Myers indicated you might benefit from someone who has some business background as well. Maybe I could do more than what you originally had in mind?”

He frowns. “Where’s that school you went to?”

“University of Austin, Texas.”

“You’re from Texas?”

“No. I’m actually from Georgia. I had a full academic scholarship to attend the University of Texas.”

“What brings you to this area, Anna?”

My eyes drop again from his scrutinizing eyes. “I visited here once and found the area beautiful.” I’ve always been a terrible liar. I’m sure my neck is turning some shade of pink unless it’s still red from my earlier embarrassment. I resist the urge to scratch my arms which is something else I tend to do when I stretch the truth.

He leans back in the chair making it creak which causes me to look back to him. “You have any family here?”

“No sir.”

“You just decided to move here because you visited once?”

“Why I’m here shouldn’t factor into my qualifications. Right?”

“Not your qualifications, but it helps me determine whether you’ll be around for any significant amount of time. I don’t want to hire someone who may be running out on me after a few weeks. Considering your business degree, I’m sure if something better comes along, you’ll be out the door.”

“I’m not planning to look anywhere else at the moment. If I did, I would certainly give appropriate notice.” I realize that sounds weak, but it is what it is.

He rubs his jaw with the back of his knuckles producing a slight raspy sound. “I could use someone to help with the bookkeeping and billing. Even someone to take a critical look at where we can cut costs.”

Suddenly hopeful, I sit straighter.

“Anna, I’m just going to be straight up with you. Your resume was weak on actual work experience. I really need someone with experience.”

I blow out a breath of frustration before I can stop myself. “Wait. Mr. Rowan, I do have experience. I...I didn’t include all of it on my resume. Not because I’ll get a bad reference or anything, but because most of my work experience has been for my father.”

“What does your father do?”

I sigh. I really didn’t want to go there, but it looks like I have no choice if I want to make a strong case for why I’m qualified, if not overqualified.

“He’s a real estate developer. I’ve worked for him during summers and in between semester breaks while in college. Even in high school I spent most of my free time working with him. I do have experience with all the things I mentioned.”

“Why didn’t you include that on your resume?”

“I wanted to get this job without...without bringing my father into it.”

“That certainly raises questions.”

“I know, but I hope you’ll respect my privacy. My father doesn’t know I’m here interviewing for this job. If you need to check him as a reference, I’d rather not pursue this.”

“You’re old enough you don’t need your father’s permission to do what you want. Why do you care if he knows?”

I’ve already said more than I want where my father is concerned. I’m not prepared to get into my personal life with Mr. Rowan. “I realize that. I have my reasons for not wanting him to know.”

“How much were you making working for your father?”

“I wouldn’t expect you to pay me as much as he did. I’m sure I was over compensated.”

“I’m only paying $15 an hour starting out.”

I bite my lip. My father would be outraged at such a low starting salary. I recall reading the median income in this area is low. I didn’t give it much thought at the time, but I certainly don’t expect someone to pay what my father does. I’m honestly not sure I can live on that, but I’d be willing to try.

“I’m okay with that.”

“I have eight other employees, all men. You would be the only female working here.”

“I’m more than capable of handling myself.”

He’s quiet for a minute causing me to fidget. I can tell he’s hesitant to hire me. His eyes rake over me again as his knuckles once again brush his chin.

“I wouldn’t expect my guys to tip toe around you. Sometimes they use heavy handed language.”

“I’m not easily offended,” I assure him. I wonder if he realizes he’s already dropped heavy handed language on me.

“You speak any Spanish?”

I tilt my head slightly confused at the question. “I’m not fluent but attending college in Texas I can hold my own.”

“I ask because I have some Hispanic employees. They speak English, but it’s sometimes easier to talk with them in Spanish.”

At that moment, the front door to the shop opens and a guy walks in.

“Big John!”

“Steve. Good to see you.” John stands as they clasp hands.

“Whose new BMW Z4 out front? It certainly classes up this dump!”

“Listen, I’m in the middle of an interview. Mike’s waiting on you, so go on back,” John says.

“Yeah, I’ll catch up with you later.” The man glances to me. “My apologies for interrupting, ma’am.” He heads across the shop and disappears through the double swinging doors.

John sits back down. “What am I missing here, Anna? You drive a new BMW, you’re secretive about yourself, and you seem desperate for this job. Maybe I should ask if you’re running from the law and not just your father.”

I frown. “Of course not. The car’s a graduation gift. Mr. Rowan, I’ll work hard. I promise you won’t regret it if you hire me. Please, give me a chance to prove myself.”

He crosses his arms, his biceps straining beneath his shirt. My eyes rake over his wide chest once again dropping to the tattoos on his muscled arms. John Rowan is unlike any man I’ve ever met. He’s ruggedly handsome and exudes strength. My eyes lift to meet his. Crap, I feel my cheeks warm. I’m surprisingly affected by this man’s good looks. He’s much younger than I expected for someone to own his own business.

“Call me John. Do you have any questions for me, Anna?”

I lick my lower lip nervously and immediately regret this. I notice his eyes drop to my mouth which causes my mind to go blank for a moment.

“Uh...yes.” I pause as my brain attempts to think of a question to ask. “What are the hours?” It’s not the most impressive question, but it buys me time to think of a better one.

“Eight to five. An hour for lunch, usually taken at noon.”

I nod. “What happened to the person who previously held this position?”

“There hasn’t been anyone else. I’ve done everything myself. To be honest, I’m not thrilled about bringing someone else on, but I’m willing to try it.”

I suppose I should ask about insurance and benefits, but I’m still covered under my dad’s health insurance, and I don’t really plan on being here long enough to worry about long term benefits. “Thank you.”

“When can you start?”

“Anytime.”

“Now?”

“Now? Sure, I suppose. Does that mean I have the job?”

“If you want it, it’s yours, but it starts now. I don’t see any reason to wait.”

I can’t help breaking out in a big smile. “Okay. Of course. I’ll start now, then. Thank you so much!”

We both stand.

“Let’s put your purse in my office. No one goes in there except me. I also recommend not wearing high heels again unless you just want to break your neck. I have a relaxed dress code, but keep in mind it’s all men working here. Be mindful of what you wear. I want my guys working and not distracted by what you’re wearing.”

“Of course.”

I follow as he leads the way behind the counter and to his office. As soon as I enter, I’m taken aback. Holy cow! It looks like a tornado hit. It’s a total mess.

“You can put your purse here,” John says clearing a spot on a shelf.

I warily eye his beast of a dog asleep on a large dog bed as I set my Louis Vuitton purse on the shelf.

“What kind of dog is that?” I ask following John back out to the front.

“Bella’s a mix between a Mastiff and a Wolfhound. She may be big, but don’t be afraid of her. She doesn’t have an aggressive bone in her.”

“That’s good to know. I’ve never seen a dog that big before. Not going to lie, she’s very intimidating. So, what do you want me to tackle first?” I ask looking around.

“Let’s get all the paperwork out of the way for you. Then I’ll introduce you around. After that, you can start in my office and put all the shit in there in some sort kind of order.”

The place is bigger than it looks from the outside. John has ten other employees who are a diverse crew. Several look close to my age, while the oldest one looks to be in his seventies.

John briefly explains they perform a number of services on both diesel and gas engines–everything from small one-cylinder engines to large industrial ones. I must admit that my knowledge of engines is nil. I don’t have a clue how they work, and honestly, I’ve never seen one until now.

The place has all kinds of equipment they use for repairing and rebuilding engines. There’s a large machine shop in the back that has some impressive equipment used for cutting and machining parts, another area with large steam cleaning tanks for removing grease off parts, an area where they perform coating removal, and an area where they inspect parts for cracks. The walls are stacked floor to ceiling with heavy duty shelving and are full of engine related components. There are large overhead rail cranes built into the ceiling for lifting and moving heavy parts around the shop while the men work on them.

After John gives me a quick tour and makes introductions, I follow him back to his office and start to work straightening it up. I can’t get over the state of disarray. Papers are all over the place and piled high on his desk with no rhyme or reason. If he found anything in this mess, it would be a miracle. I begin going through everything, paper by paper, organizing them in different stacks. A lot of it can be trashed while others need to be retained and filed.

When I can’t find any file folders or paper clips, I begin making a list of office supplies I need. I’ll have to see if John wants to keep hard copies or scan everything into electronic format. My father is old fashioned in that he always wants paper copies of everything, but I’m all about maintaining electronic copies. It’s more practical since electronic filing doesn’t take up space and the files are easier to access.

John has a nice copy/scanner/printer that looks fairly new. I’ll ask him if it’s set up to send copies to his computer. That said, his computer looks ancient. It’s an old desktop. He’s going to need to get a new computer. I’ll get some prices and suggest that later.

Watching John work is fascinating. He’s got the whole multi-tasking down to a fine art. He typically mans the front answering the phone and greeting customers, but he’s always running back and forth all over the shop helping the guys in the back. He spends a lot of time ordering things that either customers or the men in the back need.

John checks on me periodically to see if I need anything. I have to ask a lot of questions, and I know I’m working slowly. I remind myself that it’s going to take time to become familiar with his business and how it operates. Right now, everything is new, and I have a lot to learn. I just hope he recognizes that. Going through paperwork provides a good starting insight into his business.

Around noon my stomach growls in hunger. I didn’t know I would be working today and didn’t bring lunch. Plus, I was too nervous to eat breakfast. If I don’t get something to eat soon, I won’t be worth a flip the rest of the day. John looks over to me as I emerge from his office.

“If you don’t mind, I’d like to go get something for lunch.”

“Yeah. Go ahead.”

“Do you want me to bring you something back?”

“No thanks. I don’t normally eat lunch.”

“Okay. Oh. By the way, I made a list of things I need that I couldn’t find.” I return to his office to grab the list and bring it back to him.

“Fuck. You’re already costing me money,” he mumbles glancing at my list.

I fidget. John’s unfiltered language will take some getting used to. He shouldn’t be upset because I need everything listed. Your supply cabinet is basically empty,” I point out.

“Alright. While you’re out, stop by Carter’s Office Supplies off 321. It’s near all the fast-food places. You can’t miss it. It has a god awful sign out front with Carter’s ugly mug plastered on it. Ask to speak with the owner, Chris, and tell him to send me the bill. If you have any problems, have him call me.”
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After several weeks, I’m settling into work and developing a better understanding of John’s business. I’m even learning things about engines and how they work.

I was correct my business degree would be of benefit. What John really needed, more than an administrative assistant or business analyst, is a second John. I’m quickly becoming just that. Even the guys come to me when John isn’t readily available. I’m extremely busy and absolutely love it.

That said, I’ve discovered John is behind on a lot of things. It took several days just to reconcile all his bank statements which were almost six months behind. I’ve also been helping him get all his books in order to deliver to his accountant for taxes. John usually files for an extension, but I’m all about trying to meet the tax deadline. On top of all that, I’m learning about contracts he has in place with some of his larger customers. I’m honestly impressed that he has survived as long as he has without help.

Although John hasn’t provided any verbal feedback on my performance to date, I can tell he is relying on me more every day which is a sure sign I’m doing well.

It doesn’t take long to realize John has a temper though. It rears its head occasionally, and everyone avoids him when he’s in one of his moods. I can sympathize. When my time of the month nears, I get moody myself.

Today John’s in rare form. He’s trying to win a contract for engine and transmission rebuilds for a large rental agency of heavy equipment. His facility was inspected this morning, and several problems were brought to his attention. He has equipment used to perform nondestructive evaluations for detecting cracks in metal parts. The inspector who performs this work was missing some of his training documentation that verifies his level of experience. To make matters worse, when one of the machines was demonstrated it wasn’t operating properly. John doesn’t have much time to correct the findings if he wants to be considered for this work.

I’m answering a phone call up front when the double swinging doors from the shop fly open and John comes stomping into the front. He’s a big guy, and when angry, he can be as intimidating as it gets.

“Fuck this shit!” he thunders.

I jump. I really hope the person on the phone can’t hear him.

“Mother fuckers are costing me money with this fuckin’ bullshit!”

I speed the call up the best I can and hang up.

“Excuse me! Can’t you see I was on the phone with a customer?! They don’t need to hear you cussing like a sailor. For that matter, I don’t need to hear it either!”

Yes, it’s getting close to my time of the month, and I may be a little testy myself.

John looks at me with a fierce expression. Although I would normally feel like withering under this look of his, I stand up a little straighter and glare back. Now I know why everyone avoids him when he’s like this, but I’m in the right frame of mind to stand my ground. I honestly don’t think he would hurt me, but he’s just so damn big and overwhelming.

Though John looks like he wants to tear my head off, he apparently decides he has more important business at hand. He mumbles a few choice words under his breath as he looks around running his hand through his hair.

“Where the fuck’s my rolodex?”

“I cleaned and straightened up the counter this morning. It’s next to the phone where it should be. Not sure why you had it all the way over on the other side of the counter.”

He scans the office counter frowning heavily. “What the hell is with all these pink note pads all over the place? Shit!”

“Since I purchased the office supplies, I selected the color I liked.”

“This place is starting to look goddamn pussified.” He moves to the rolodex and looks up a number. Grabbing the phone, he dials.

“Yeah, Kyle. Did you get the report I emailed you? You’re my level III. You should have caught all this shit. Just what the fuck am I paying you for?!”

I bite my lip as I listen to John’s one-sided rant. Glancing down to Bella sprawled out on the floor, I decide to try my hand at handling this massive beast of a dog.

“Come on big girl. Let’s go outside.” I know she hears me because an ear twitches at the sound of her name, but she doesn’t otherwise move. She doesn’t even open her eyes. I conclude she’s a stubborn thing like her stubborn owner. They are both massive brutes and perfectly suited for each other. I head out the side door that leads to an area out back for employees. I’ll enjoy some fresh air and hopefully give John time to calm down.

I sit at one of the picnic tables to bask in the sunshine. The afternoon has warmed into the mid-seventies. The guys keep the garage doors open to help circulate fresh air throughout the shop and the entire place tends to stay on the cool side. I know the men work up a sweat back there, but I’m cold natured and tend to freeze.

The sun’s warmth is heaven against my skin. It’s also wonderfully quiet out here with the sweet smell of honeysuckle growing along the edge of the woods permeating the air. Some of the trees are blooming a pretty pink among the pine trees.

Resting my head on my arms, I close my eyes and immediately think about home. I don’t regret my decision to come here, but I’ve been worried about my dad. He hasn’t been in the best of health this past year, and I know leaving like I did upset him. If I had told him up front what I planned to do, he would have found a way to keep me from leaving. After calling him yesterday, I just hope he understands why I need to do this for myself. He may worry about me, but at least he knows I’m okay even if he doesn’t know exactly where I am at the moment. Hopefully, this will be his wake-up call to rethink trying to manipulate my life.

Suddenly the warmth of the sun disappears. I don’t have to open my eyes to feel the air change when John is in close vicinity. Goosebumps pepper my arms. I’ve never felt like I’m at any real disadvantage with men, but there is something about John that makes me feel very feminine and slightly vulnerable. It’s unnerving.

“You’re blocking my sun,” I complain opening one eye but not bothering to look up. It comes out much snarkier than I intend, but I’m just glad I don’t sound breathless.

“Too fucking bad. You’re supposed to be inside working, not out here goofing off.”

This man is too much. “It’s hard to work when you’re stomping all around cussing and yelling like a crazy ass person. I thought I’d give you a few minutes to calm down. Hopefully, you monitor your blood pressure. I’d hate for you to have a heart attack or stroke because I don’t know CPR. Even if I did, I’m not sure I’d use it.”

“You do fucking realize I can fire your ass?”

I look up. I don’t appreciate his threat, as if I’m just a nobody he can fire at his whim. I stand, and for whatever reason, my words tumble out before I think them through. As I mentioned earlier, this week I’m already on edge.

“You sure do like the word fuck. Maybe you just need to get laid. You certainly seem on edge lately.”

Once the words are out, I feel my face burn. Did I just say that aloud? To my boss? Holy crap! This could be grounds for him to fire me. I could very well be looking for a new job soon.

John at first seems taken aback but then chuckles. “You offering up your services, Anna?”

My eyes grow wide, and my mouth drops open slightly before I snap it shut. A sudden mental image of John taking me here on top of the picnic table leaves me speechless for a moment. Not what I need to be thinking. Ever.

“I can’t believe you said that to me. This entire conversation is highly inappropriate.” My voice sounds higher pitched than normal.

Shit. I hope he doesn’t notice my nipples have tightened with the mental visual of John having his way with me. Unfortunately, the bra I’m wearing is thin and doesn’t do much to hide them under my snug top. I cross my arms to cover my breasts, but it’s awkward holding my arms that high so they settle beneath my breasts inadvertently pushing them up. I don’t know what’s wrong with me lately, but my body seems to react to John, and there isn’t anything I can do about it.

“You’re the one who commented on my need to get laid. You apparently have an interest in how much action my dick sees.”

My jaw drops open. “Oh. My. God!” I throw up my hand as if to ward off any more of his obscene insinuations. Forget my hard nipples which seem fifty times harder and more sensitive now. “Please! This conversation needs to cease. Immediately. This could be grounds for sexual harassment. If you’ll be so kind to get out of my way, I’ll get back to work and try to forget you overstepped your boundaries with me. I’m your employee in case you’ve forgotten.”

He assesses me for a moment in silence. I square my shoulders and warily glance up at him, only to find his eyes focused on my chest. Dang it! My arms immediately go back up again to cross in front of me as my face flushes.

He chuckles and moves aside to let me pass. I feel his eyes on me as I walk back inside.

As I work on invoices, I keep zoning out, occasionally thinking about my earlier exchange with John. I don’t want to encourage anything unprofessional with him. I’m enjoying the work and don’t want to do anything to jeopardize my job.

The rest of the afternoon flows much smoother. John makes a conscientious effort to tone down his cursing.
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