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I never thought I’d be the kind of girl who
had to depend on her friends to get her a job.

 


Of course, I never thought I’d end up
working for a werebear either.

 


I worked my ass off all through high school
and college to get good grades, but it never seemed like enough. A
solid B+ average wasn’t terrible by any means, but when I was going
up against students with piles of extra-circulars who had been
taking one internship after another since high school, my good GPA
wasn’t good enough.

 


I spent the summer after graduation applying
to on entry level job after another. The unpaid internships
beckoned with their promises of experience and getting your name in
front of the corporate higher-ups.

 


“Most companies ALWAYS hire
out of their intern pools,” my best friend Jada had told me. Jada
was lucky enough to have snagged an internship with a big
environmental law firm her senior year, and when the next round of
hiring happened after graduation, she was well-liked enough to make
the cut.

 


I sighed, closing the browser window. I
wasn’t a trust fund kid, so I needed a job that paid actual money.
My landlord wouldn’t exactly accept “experience” as a rent payment,
but unless I managed to get something soon, I was screwed.

 


***

 


Moving back home with my tail between my
legs a month later was depressing, to say the least. I’d exhausted
every employment opportunity within sane driving distance. Either I
didn’t have enough experience (no shit, I just got out of college)
or I was overqualified (of course I’m overqualified, I didn’t study
for four years to make lattes).

 


I pulled up in the driveway and stared at
the house. My Mom was off on one of her spa getaways again, and she
had taken my stepfather with her. They seemed to be gone more than
they were home, but the situation seemed to work well for them.
Luckily they had a good relationship with our next door
neighbor.

 


Cormac Sloan was. . . intense. The CEO of
Sloan Holdings, he had the kind of job most people worked for their
entire lives and he looked like he was only in his mid-30s. He had
been living next door to my parents for most of my life, and from
the time I was a kid I remember the stories about how he rolled
into town, a mysterious billionaire with a suspiciously vague past,
and his company sprang up literally overnight.



So time to grovel.

 


Despite his no-nonsense business behavior,
I’d always had a good relationship with him. He didn’t have any
family, and my parents were definitely the type that couldn’t stand
the idea of someone having a holiday alone, so he was a fairly
regular staple in our lives. Sort of like an eccentric uncle with a
private jet.

 


As silly as it seemed, I just hated the idea
of disappointing him.

 


Steeling myself, I knocked on the front
door. “Hello, Mr. Sloan!” I said when he opened the door.

 


“Esme, welcome home.” Mr.
Sloan gave me a hug before ushering me inside, and I couldn’t
ignore the rush of heat that flooded me at the touch of his strong
arms.

 


That’s my other dirty secret. I have serious
lust for this man. You really can’t blame me. Tall with thick, dark
hair and bright blue eyes, Mr. Sloan looks like a fashion model. He
always has a bit of stubble, giving him a sexy, rugged look that is
a gorgeous contrast to his immaculate suits.

 


But it’s what’s underneath those suits that
is even better.

 


Mr. Sloan works out about two hours a day,
getting up at 5 AM to hit the gym and lift weights, so his muscles
are cut. My parents have a weight room in their house, and when
half his house was torn up for renovations last summer, he came
over early each morning to get a workout in. Almost every day that
summer I used to sneak downstairs and watch him in his home gym,
staring at those sexy muscles as he lifted weights and imagining
him bending me over one of the benches.

 


Shaking my head to bring myself back to the
present, I pushed my dirty thoughts away. I crossed my legs,
squeezing my thighs together to try to quell the ache that had
sprung up between them that only Mr. Sloan’s fingers could truly
fill.

 


I quickly realized Mr. Sloan had been
talking while I had zoned out on my dirty fantasy. “Sorry Mr.
Sloan, can you repeat that? I didn’t sleep well last night.”

 


Mr. Sloan chuckled. “I said, I was wondering
how long it would take you to come here asking for a job.”

 


I gaped. Had I really been that obvious?

 


Growing more amused at my obvious
discomfort, Mr. Sloan continued. “I can’t just give you a job,
Esme.”

 


I visibly deflated. This had been my last
hope. I was going to end up flipping burgers.

 


“Esme.” I looked up. “I
won’t give you a job because I don’t think it’s fair to the other
applicants to give you preferential treatment just because I’m
friends with your family, but I will give you an unpaid
internship.”
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