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      A Boss/Assistant Marriage of Convenience/Curvy Girl Romance

      

      Blake

      Naomi Webster has been my assistant for nearly two years. Side-by-side, we’ve worked countless cases and she’s proven herself indispensable. Knowing I can’t afford to lose her has enabled me to keep my hands off her delicious curvy body. Now I’m in an impossible situation. I need a temporary wife in order to secure custody of my nephew. I can’t ask Naomi because I will never be able to walk away once I touch her. But how can I marry someone else when there’s only one woman I want?

      Naomi

      When I find out my boss—the man I’ll do anything for—needs a wife and I’m not even on his list of perspective brides, I’m ticked off. It doesn’t make things any better when he claims it’s because he wants me too much. What does that even mean? But when we’re caught in a compromising position, we have no choice but to get married. If he thinks he can sleep with me for a year and then carry on with business as usual, he’s got another thing coming because I want all or nothing.
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      NAOMI

      

      I sit at my desk, counting down the time to when I can leave.

      Tonight, I’m finally having a girls’ night out with my best friend, Mia. Normally I work late, but Mia has been trying for weeks to get me to agree to a night out.

      My boss, Blake, works hard and works late, and I never mind staying to help him. I mean it’s not like I have anything going on at home. Blake is an attorney in family law, which basically means that he’s a divorce attorney.

      Seeing the dissolving of marriages all day long, several days a week, can make a girl question romance. Me! I’m that girl. So yeah, I question the legitimacy of happily ever afters. Yet, none of my misgivings about the endurance of love have prevented me from having a big, stupid crush on my stupid hot boss.

      I’m a walking cliche.

      Anyways, Blake and I work side by side, all day long, sometimes seven days a week because he's stays busy. Doesn’t even seem to matter that we live in a small town. Many of his clients are actually from the bigger cities, like Austin and San Antonio.

      In any case, he's not here today because his nanny called in sick, so he decided to work from home. Did you catch that mention of a nanny? Yeah, my super hot boss has temporary custody of his nephew. Because evidently, the man wasn’t sexy enough. Now he gets to walk around town with an adorable toddler in his arms.

      So I'm blissfully working without the distraction of my model-hot boss, whom I admittedly stare at far too often.

      I mean, how is it even possible that a man's ass looks that good in trousers? Not jeans, mind you, trousers. Aren’t trousers supposed to be gender neutral? Not on Blake, they’re not. He looks so good with his thick muscular thighs and that firm bubble butt. Okay, I don’t actually know if it’s firm because I’ve never touched it, but it definitely looks like you could bounce a walnut off of it.

      Wait, that’s not the right metaphor.

      Whatever.

      It is nice to work without the distraction of Blake’s beautiful face, but I'd be a liar if I said I didn't miss him.

      Which is totally legitimate because we're friends. I mean, yeah, he's stupid hot, but we're not like that. Well, I mean, he's not like that with me. This silly crush of mine, it'll fade someday.

      Probably when he gets married to another woman and they raise his nephew together. That’ll cure me of wanting him.

      Mia sends me a text, wanting to know if I'm excited about getting our jam on. And I send her a winky emoji because I don't even know what that means - getting our jam on. Mia is a big-city girl transplant to our small town of Saddle Creek. We hit it off and she's awesome.

      But you know, I'm a small-town girl to my core. Maybe she’s planning for us to dance? I don't know. We're not leaving town. We're going to Aces which doubles as a great burger joint and the local bar hangout.

      The office door suddenly opens. I look up to find Blake, Carter in his arms. They’re both wearing blue jeans. I’m probably going to hell for this, but I don’t think I’m prepared for Blake’s ass encased in denim. My ovaries might explode. Or I might rip off my bra.

      “Hi,” I say, because I’m effortlessly cool.

      He walks straight to my desk and holds Carter out to me.

      “I need you to watch him because I’ve got a last-minute project I’ve got to concentrate on.”

      Reflexively, I take the toddler because that’s what you do when someone holds a baby out to you. You hold them. Carter giggles and squirms, excited to see me. I give him a little snuggle trying desperately to ignore the pang of pain that washes over me.

      Blake nods once, then disappears into his office. Before I can even turn around to check out his jean-covered ass, he shuts the door.

      I look at Carter, who is now watching me with eyes that I swear are judging me. Like he totally knew I was gonna check out his uncle.

      “Someday, you’ll understand,” I tell him. Then I frown. “Not that you’ll be checking him out because that’s weird and gross and why am I even trying to explain this to you?”

      I set him down, then dig through the diaper bag that Blake dropped in front of my desk to see if he has any toys. There are a few things, so I grab them and toss them on the floor near Carter. He’s only barely walking—I think—so he should be pretty well contained in this main front office.

      What last minute project is Blake working on? Nothing that I’ve given him. I pull up the calendar we share on my computer screen, but there’s nothing there except the two appointments I had to reschedule earlier today.

      Meanwhile, Carter has picked up a soft-covered book that makes weird crinkly noises and he’s staring at me with his pacifier moving in and out as he sucks. I’m an only child so I didn’t grow up around younger children, but I babysat frequently. And Carter and I? We’re buds.

      “Naomi.” I pat my chest, then repeat my name.

      Carter bounces on his bottom. “Me, me, me.”

      “That’s right, Naomi,” I say.

      With him looking up at me with those big brown eyes that are so much like his uncle's, my heart constricts. “You’re going to be beautiful just like your uncle. Maybe someday your assistant will fall in love with you despite her great intentions.” I sigh.

      I can hear Blake moving around in his office behind us; it sounds a bit like he’s rearranging his furniture. I decide it’s best if Carter and I just stay out here where we can both stay out of trouble.

      I shoot a text to Mia to let her know I need to beg off for tonight.

      Not a second goes by before my phone rings. Of course it's Mia.

      I slide to answer, “I know. I'm sorry.”

      “What did he do this time?” she asks.

      “I have Carter because Blake had something important come up and Carter's nanny wasn’t⁠—”

      “You are NOT his nanny,” Mia interrupts me. “Also, what do you mean something important? Are you not important? For fuck’s sake, Naomi, you deserve time off. It’s actually illegal for him to prevent you from leaving.”

      “I realize. But he needs me. What am I supposed to do?”

      “You are his assistant, not his girlfriend.”

      Mia’s words sting, but I know she’s right.

      “You need to march back into his office and hand him his kid because you have plans and you don't get to set your life on hold just because his shit doesn't stink.”

      I snort out a laugh. “That’s not how we use that saying.”

      “Well, whatever. I said what I said.”

      “I know, Mia, but it sounded really important. He seemed stressed. He just handed me Carter and went to his office.”

      “It doesn’t matter. His emergency does not need to be yours. You just don't want to confront him because you're all up in your feelings for that man.”

      I release a nervous chuckle. “No. No, there are no feelings. Just you know duty, responsibility, and a job. A job that pays me really well despite the fact that I didn’t get to finish college.”

      Mia makes a weird noise. “Do you know what I would do if JD walked in and threw a baby at me. I'd be like, ‘fuck that noise. Sir. That's not my baby.’ And I would leave because that's not my job. And it's not in my job description.”

      I try to say something, but she continues. “Just because you have a vagina and a pair of tits, doesn't mean that you know how to take care of a baby.”

      “I didn’t say I didn’t know how to take care of him,” I say.

      “Not the point!” Mia snaps. “Listen, love, I’m not gonna be mad or whatever if you need to cancel tonight. You’re my girl and we can move it to another time. But, you still need to stand up for yourself and create some boundaries before that man is walking all over you.”

      “I know,” I say softly.

      “Aww, honey, I know you are a total goner for that man. It's ridiculous. And it's not healthy because frankly, he's a jerk and an asshole. And he doesn't treat you right at all.”

      “Mia, he does though. He pays me well for the job that I do.”

      “He pays you well so you can be at his beck and call all the time.”

      “He's a good man. He really is. I mean, what other guy would take his sister's kid in like this?”

      Mia snorts. “Well, clearly not him because he threw that kid at you.” She sighs audibly. “Okay, I’m done giving you shit. Just let me know what you decide about tonight.”

      “You’re a good friend, Mia. Truly. I’m going to investigate the situation further and tell him that I have plans I can’t change. I’ll let you know when I’m on my way to Ace’s.”
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