
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


BEDDING HER BILLIONAIRE BOSS


JUDY ANGELO

The BAD BOY BILLIONAIRES Series

Volume 9

BAD BOY BILLIONAIRES 

Volume 1 – Tamed by the Billionaire

Volume 2 – Maid in the USA

Volume 3 - Billionaire's Island Bride

Volume 4 - Dangerous Deception

Volume 5 - To Tame a Tycoon

Volume 6 - Sweet Seduction

Volume 7 - Daddy by December

Volume 8 - To Catch a Man (in 30 Days or Less)

Volume 9 – Bedding Her Billionaire Boss

Volume 10 - Her Indecent Proposal

Volume 11 - So Much Trouble When She Walked In

Volume 12 – Married by Midnight

––––––––

[image: ]


THE BILLIONAIRE BROTHERS KENT

Book 1 - The Billionaire Next Door

Book 2 - Babies for the Billionaire

Book 3 - Billionaire's Blackmail Bride

Book 4 - Bossing the Billionaire

––––––––

[image: ]


COLLECTIONS

BAD BOY BILLIONAIRES, Coll. I - Vols. 1 - 4

BAD BOY BILLIONAIRES, Coll. II - Vols. 5 - 8

BAD BOY BILLIONAIRES, Coll. III - Vols. 9 - 12

THE BILLIONAIRE BROS. KENT - Books 1 - 4

BAD BOY BILLIONAIRES, Double Coll. - Vols. 1 - 8

BAD BOY BILLIONAIRES, Mega Coll. - Vols. 1 - 12

––––––––

[image: ]


HOLIDAY EDITIONS

Rome for the Holidays - Novella

Rome for Always - Full-length Novel

––––––––

[image: ]


The NAUGHTY AND NICE Series

Volume 1 - Naughty by Nature

––––––––

[image: ]


COMING SOON

THE CASTILLOS

Book 1 - Beauty and the Beastly Billionaire

––––––––

[image: ]


judyangeloauthor@gmail.com



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


BEDDING HER BILLIONAIRE BOSS



[image: ]




SLEEPING WITH YOUR BOSS – CAN ANY GOOD EVER COME OF THAT?

Dana Daniels considers herself to be the consummate professional and she would never, under any circumstances, mix work with pleasure.  She’s got the reputation of being the ‘office bulldog’ and has killed the hopes of many an interested male co-worker.  But when her kindly boss is replaced by a rigid block of stone, that’s when she knows that she’s in trouble.  Because the man who now runs the show, a man she would love to hate, is the only one who has ever made her want to forget the rules and partake of forbidden fruit.  But how can she give in to her desires?  The man is her boss, after all.

From the first day he lays eyes on her, Rockford St. Stephens is blown away by his executive assistant.  Much good that will do him, though.  The woman hates him from day one...and she says so.  But although he knows how she feels, he can’t resist the pull of attraction.  Boss or not, he wants Dana Daniels.  And if ever there were a situation that could lead to trouble, this is it.  Can he afford to go down that road?

Conflict meets passion – a heady combination...
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CHAPTER ONE


[image: ]




“With a name like Rockford St. Stephens, I can just imagine what he’s like.  Probably a pompous ass.”  Dana twisted a lock of hair around her left index finger as she stared out the window of her ex-boss’s office.

Normally, she would have been impressed with the view of the city of New York from her position on the thirty-fifth floor of the building which housed Premier Holdings, but today she was seething.  As she held the cordless phone to her ear she was glaring at the pedestrians way down below as they hurried along the streets of Manhattan.

“I mean, what kind of beast would bully a sixty-year-old man into selling out his business just like that?  Mr. French was nowhere near retirement.  That St. Stephen’s guy forced his hand, Becky.  I just know it.”

“Now come on, Dana,” her friend soothed.  “Don’t jump to conclusions.  Remember, you’re going to have to work with this man so it makes no sense to build up all this resentment against him.”

“I don’t have to work with him.  I can quit.”  Dana’s frown turned to a scowl.  The very first time her new boss did anything to piss her off she would walk.  Let him just try it.

“Yeah, and how easy do you think it’s going to be to pick up another good paying job like this one?” Becky clucked in her usual ‘mother hen’ way.  No matter that at twenty-five she was a year younger than Dana, she was always giving advice.  The sad thing was, she was usually right.  “In this economic climate you’d better hold on to what you’ve got.  I could understand that attitude if you had another job lined up but you don’t.  Do you?” Becky’s tone was firm.  It was almost a reprimand.

Dana sighed.  “You know I don’t.  That’s just the impulsive me talking.  As usual.”

“Just think before you act, Dana.  That’s all I ask.  And don’t make assumptions.”  Becky chuckled.  “And for heaven’s sake, give your new boss a chance.  For all you know he may be a sweetheart.  Next time you call, it could be to tell me that he’s a dreamboat and you’re in love.”

“I doubt it,” Dana said drily.  “Whatever this Rockford St. Stephens guy is like, I know I’ll hate him.”

“I appreciate the warm welcome.”

Startled, Dana jumped and dropped the cordless phone.  She whirled around to face the office door.  There, big and bold and very imposing, stood a man who took her breath away.

She gasped and her hand flew to her mouth.  Holy crapola!  What had he heard?  Everything?  Just the end?  But it didn’t matter.  The last comment she’d made had been the worst and she knew that her job with Premier Holdings was now history.  Hell.  Talk about bad timing.

Slowly, she slid her hand from her mouth and dropped her arms to her sides.  Lifting her head, she stared him full in the face.  Okay, so she’d misspoken.  Put her foot in it, as Becky would say later when she told her she’d been fired.  But she would not show fear.  That was what her army officer dad had taught her and she would not let him down.

“Dana Daniels, I presume?”

The man walked into the executive office, his bold presence filling the spacious room, and stepped past her to drop his briefcase onto the huge mahogany desk that stood bare, all traces of Richard French now gone.

“Yes.”  That was all she said as her eyes ran up the length of him, from his shiny black shoes and up the obviously expensive business suit that covered a solid body and to his face, so cold and stern.

Dana swallowed.  She almost dropped her gaze, his look was so intimidating.  But no, she would be just as bold.  It took everything in her but she faced his glare head on.

The unexpected visitor folded his arms across his chest as he looked down at her from what must have been at least six feet plus an additional two or three inches.  As tall as she was, five feet seven inches in heels, he towered over her.  “My executive assistant,” he said, his voice surprisingly soft.  

But Dana was not fooled.  Soft and gentle, he was not.  She could see it in his rigid stance and in the cynical twist of his lips.  This man could be cruel...and she’d gone and pissed him off.

“Since you’ve already decided we’ll start off as enemies, we might as well forgo the pleasantries and get down to business.”  He released his arms and walked around the desk where he pulled out the chair.  “Go get your notebook or whatever it is you scribble in.  You’re going to organize a staff meeting for me tomorrow at ten o’clock.  I have a quick phone call to make.  Be back here in five minutes.”

He sat down and reached for the phone then glanced over at her when she still stood there as if turned to stone.  “Still here?” he asked, and this time there was no sardonic smile, only a scowl.

Dana blinked.  He hadn’t fired her.  He expected her to come back and take notes.  She’d been so shocked she hadn’t even known how to react.  But now, with his amber-colored eyes flashing in annoyance, she suddenly found herself with a great incentive to move.  She had to get out of this line of fire.

Without another word she spun on her heels and marched through the door then reached behind her to close it with a firm click.  Luckily no-one was in the outer office so there was no need to keep up appearances.  Expelling her breath, she sagged against the solid oak door.  What a way to start the morning.

Dana pushed away from the door and, knees trembling, walked toward her desk which was right outside the big boss’s office.  Now, instead of the kindly man with gray streaks in his hair, the one she had grown so used to seeing every day, she had found herself executive assistant to a cold, hard man who seemed as unyielding as the rock he’d been named after.  Not a good situation...at all.

Throwing a quick glance at the door she made a dive for her cell phone and dialed Becky’s number.  She must have been waiting for the call because she picked up on the first ring.  Dana didn’t even bother with a greeting.

“You won’t believe what just happened,” she half gasped, half whispered into the phone.

“Your new boss walked in on you talking about him?” Becky asked drily.

Another gasp from Dana.  “How did you know?”

“I heard him loud and clear, thanking you for the welcome.  Then you dropped the phone.”  There wasn’t an ounce of sympathy in Becky’s voice.  Some friend she was being right now.

But Dana had more news so she wouldn’t tackle Becky on that just yet.  “Yeah,” she said, “but that’s not the biggest surprise.  The big shocker is, he didn’t fire me.”

“Even after hearing what you said?”

“Even after hearing that,” Dana confirmed.  “In fact, he told me he wants me back in his office in five minutes.  Speaking of which, I’ve got to run.”

“Wait,” Becky yelled as she was about to hang up.  “What does he look like? Dreamboat material?”

Dana paused then knitted her brow.  “I don’t know,” she said, dragging the words as she thought about the question.  “He’s very handsome, that’s for sure.  Tall, with dark-blond hair and a pair of really intense gold eyes that bore into you like infrared beams.  But dreamboat?  I don’t think so.  Too cold and rigid.  To qualify for ‘dreamboat’ status he should at least be approachable, don’t you think?”

“Good point,” Becky began and then the phone on Dana’s desk began to ring.

“Miss Daniels,” Rockford St. Stephens said when she picked up, “it’s one minute past your deadline.  Could you get in here, please?” 

“Yes, Mr. St. Stephens.”  Her voice so cool it was frosty, Dana responded with a calm she didn’t feel.  She’d gotten off to a bad start with the new owner and she had a sinking feeling it was going to get worse.  Before she’d even met the man she’d decided to hate him and then, before she’d had the chance to do that, she’d gone and given him a wonderful reason to hate her.

And now she’d be reporting to him five days out of every week.  Great.  Even though she hadn’t been fired, now was probably a good time to start looking around for another job...just in case.

As soon as she’d hung up the phone she whispered, “See what I mean, Becky?  A real beast.  Anyway, got to go.”

She grabbed her notepad and a pen then hopped out of the chair.  At the door to St. Stephens’s office she paused, straightened her pencil-slim skirt, and composed herself.  Then she rapped sharply at the door and pushed it open.

She’d expected to find her boss sitting behind his desk, face in a frown, tapping his fingers on the hard wooden surface as he waited for her to show up.  What she hadn’t expected was to find him over by the credenza, his back to her, a chart spread out before him.  From the door she could see that it was an organization chart and she knew what that meant.  Staff cuts.

She shouldn’t have been surprised.  This was now the usual order – with take-overs or mergers the new management often chose to bring in workers from their old team or go for fresh blood.  New perspective and all that.  But, sensible though it might be, it hurt just the same.  The thought that people might lose their jobs – herself possibly included – was depressing, to say the least.

St. Stephens looked up.  “Finally,” he said and there was no smile to accompany the word.  “Have a seat.  We have a lot to do today and I want to get started right away.”

“Thank you, Mr. St. Stephens,” Dana said demurely and went to sit in the chair in front of the big desk.

“Call me Rock.  No need for formalities.”  He walked back to his desk and sat down then leaned back and tented his fingers.  “I need to call a staff meeting first thing tomorrow and I need your help.  Based on your reaction to having a new boss I can just guess the thoughts of the other members of staff.”  He shrugged.  “And how can I blame them?  All of this is unorthodox – the sudden departure of your boss, not much notice of the changes, a new man in the head office.  So,” he said, leaning forward, “let’s put the rumors to rest.”

By the time he was done speaking, Dana had an agenda of eight items including a review of the company’s financial standing and a briefing on Rock’s plans for the future of the organization.  There was also a question and answer segment where the employees could sound off on their concerns.

“I need you, Dana.”  Rock’s voice was solemn.  “You know the team here, each person’s temperament and how they’ll respond to these changes. I’ll need your guidance as we go through this transition.”

Dana raised her eyebrows.  He needed her?  The way he’d come off as big and bold and brash, she didn’t think big Mr. CEO would need anybody.

She laid her pen down on the notepad in her lap and gave him a direct stare.  “How can I help you,” she asked, “when I don’t even know why you’re here?”

For a second he looked taken aback by her question but then he nodded.  “You’re right.  If you’re going to be of use to me I’ll have to take you into my confidence.”  For the first time since they’d met he smiled, a real smile, one that smoothed the furrows in his brows, a smile that reached his eyes.  “You are my executive assistant, after all, the closest person to me in this firm.”

For some strange reason those words brought a blush to her cheeks.  She dropped her eyes, feeling the warmth rise in her face.  He’d said ‘the closest person to him’ but he’d meant that in a professional sense.  She knew that quite well, so why was her body acting so stupid?

“I’ll let you in on a little secret.”  

She lifted her gaze, glad for the change of subject, but she was also way past curious.  “Yes?”

“Mr. French and I, we’ve known each other for almost twenty years.  He’s the father of a high school buddy of mine.”  He tightened his lips and his eyes took on a faraway look.  “He wanted as few people as possible to know this and I guess you’ll have to be one of the few.”  His eyes refocused and he let out a sigh.  “He’s in trouble.  He just recently found out he’s got prostate cancer.”

Dana gasped.  Her heart pitched forward and fell to the pit of her stomach.  No.  Not kind and gentle Mr. French who had been her mentor these past four years.  As if to protect her heart, her fingers curled round her notepad and she pressed it to her chest.

“He doesn’t know how much time he has,” Rock continued, his voice solemn.  “The doctors are optimistic but he doesn’t want to take any chances.  Whatever time he has left, whether it’s going to be measured in months or years, he wants to take full advantage of it.  He loves the company but now he wants to spend as much time as he can with his wife and children.”  He shook his head then smiled.  “And he told me he’s got seven grandkids to play ball with.  Even without the company he’ll have his hands full.”

Dana nodded, and with her new understanding of the reasons for her boss’s hasty departure her resentment toward Rock St. Stephens dissipated.  The man had stepped in to help a friend, not to force him out.  “But why didn’t he tell us before he sold the company?” she asked.  “We would have understood.”

Rock shook his head. “He didn’t want anyone to know.  He hated the thought of being pitied.”

“But we wouldn’t have-”

“Maybe not, but a man’s got his pride.”  Rock almost sounded impatient.  “He wanted this to be presented as strictly a business transaction, so let’s leave it at that.”  He looked at her pointedly.  “And I trust that this information will remain between the two of us.”

Dana frowned.  What did he think she was? A tattletale?  She didn’t air her annoyance, though.  Instead, she asked, “So what do we tell the staff?  They’re going to come to this meeting expecting answers.”

“I know.”  Rock leaned forward and rested his folded arms on top of the desk.  “Here’s what we’ll say...” 

**
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NOT BAD.  Rock was feeling more than satisfied as he closed his office door behind him and walked across the room toward the plate glass windows overlooking New York’s Fifth Avenue.  He’d met with the staff of thirty-eight employees – a much smaller group than he’d ever worked with before – and had given each of them a chance to say their piece.  Some said a lot, some said very little, and there were a few who looked like they had no idea what to say.

No matter.  He’d answered all the questions thrown at him and had given the team the reassurance they needed.  Without giving away too much, he’d told them that Mr. French had opted to enjoy an early retirement with his wife and had asked him, an old family friend, to take over the reins and do right by his staff.  They didn’t have to know that his time with them was limited.  He had other, much larger companies to run.  But for now, he’d focus his energies here and leave his other businesses to his competent cadre of managers.

Because at this corporation, his newest acquisition, there were questions to be answered and a major mystery to solve.

The fact was, Richard had shared a serious concern with him.  Someone was embezzling company funds.  Despite record sales of luxury vacation packages the company had shown no increase in its cash balance over the previous year.  Something fishy was going on.  But without real evidence, Richard had been loath to start making reports to the police.  And so he’d begun doing his own investigation, checking the company books at nights when everyone had gone home.  And then had come the disaster that had rocked him back on his heels.  Cancer.

Now it fell to Rock to figure out what was going on.  That had been at the forefront of his mind when he’d met with the employees and he’d paid close attention to every one of them, from the vice president of sales, Dennis Laing, to his sales agents, and  from the financial controller, Sean Johnson and his team, to the human resources manager, the marketing representatives and the receptionist.  And, of course, his own executive assistant, Dana Daniels.

Although, where Dana was concerned, Richard seemed to have gotten it in his head that she was above suspicion, something about having recruited her right out of college and being a mentor to her.

Rock had no beef with that but that didn’t mean he wasn’t going to investigate her just as thoroughly as the rest of the staff, no matter how distracting she was.

And she was distracting, with unreadable eyes of an intriguing color, a cross between hazel and violet.  Amethyst, maybe?  If you could describe eyes like that.  He liked the way she wore her hair, letting it fall in soft waves down her back, the tendrils framing the softness of her cheeks.  But it was the pout of her lips, so determined and defiant, that got him.  The set of her mouth spoke of an impudence that was nothing short of provocative.  And despite the fact that he wasn’t much of a movie buff and never followed the Hollywood crowd, he couldn’t help but notice her resemblance to Angelina Jolie.

As he remembered their first meeting Rock could not help smiling to himself.  Ready to get down to business, he’d declined the receptionist’s offer to walk him to Richard’s old office and there he’d seen her, back to him, and even though he could not see her face he could read her defiance in her rigid stance - her back straight and her shoulders square.

And then when he’d heard her defiant declaration he’d known immediately he was in for a rough ride. This woman would be no pushover.  He could see...and hear...that.

But no matter how strong-willed she was, she would fall in line soon enough.  She’d better.  He was here on a mission – to rescue the company from the parasite that was sucking it dry.  And he would let nothing, not even a beauty like Dana Daniels, stand in his way.

Because he would find the culprit.  He had absolutely no doubt about that.
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CHAPTER TWO
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“Claire Francis, don’t you dare sit in that chair.  You know that’s my favorite spot.”

Dana marched, tray in hand, over to the table by the fish aquarium.  It was so relaxing, watching the Clownfish and Angelfish and Guppies as they floated in the lightly bubbling water.

Claire laughed, her blue eyes sparkling with mirth.  “Here comes big, bad Dana with fire in her eyes.”  She plopped her lunch tray onto the table and waved a hand.  “Join me.  I’ve been wanting to connect with you all week, anyway.  Your timing is perfect.”

Dana grinned as she slid her tray to the spot across from Claire.  “I never could bully you.”

Claire laughed and reached for a French fry as she sat down.  “And why should I let a little pipsqueak like you bully me?  You’re half my age.”

“And twice your size,” Dana retorted, laughing with Claire.  The diminutive woman had been like a mother to her since she’d started at the company four years earlier and they had a close relationship that many in the company envied.  Claire was the public relations manager for the firm, and it was largely due to her efforts that the company had done so well over the last few years.  Richard French never ceased to sing Claire’s praises and Dana was one hundred percent in agreement with him.

“On a diet?” Claire cocked an eyebrow at Dana’s tray on which all she’d placed was a salad and a small bowl of tomato soup.

Dana shook her head as she reached for the spoon.  “I just didn’t feel like having lasagna today.  I need to petition our new boss.  We need more options in this lunch room.”
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