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This is a work of fiction. All characters,
events, and places are of the author’s imagination and not to be
confused with fact. Any resemblance to living persons or events is
merely coincidence.


Chapter One

Haley had finally managed to land the
promotion she’d been coveting for years. Today was the first day
she would officially settle in her office.
You’d think that would be enough to put a burr up my ass and have
me scrambling to prove myself to the powers-that-be at my company.
Instead, I overslept for the first time in forever, hit snooze and
drifted off to never land again instead of bailing out of the bed
and dashing for the shower, she thought in
disgust.

She supposed she could blame it on
celebrating, alone, into the wee hours. She’d decided to finish off
that bottle of wine in her fridge. She rather thought the culprit
was more likely the fact that she’d totally relaxed for the first
time in ages, though.

Of course, it might also have been because
her parents had decided to crash at her place for a few days while
their apartment was being worked on. There hadn’t been nearly
enough wine in the bottle to drown out the sound of the headboard
slamming rhythmically into the wall and her mother groaning ‘Oh
god, George! Oh god! Harder!’

Whichever the case, it wasn’t going to look
good if she was late. Dashing for the bathroom, she did a five
minute shower, scrambled into her clothes while she was still damp
enough she had to fight them to get them on and slung a little
makeup in the general direction of her face. Grabbing a cold piece
of dry toast and a travel cup full of scalding coffee, she made a
mad dash for the bus stop and managed to wedge herself between the
doors just as the driver tried to shut them. He glared at her. She
sent him a weak smile, swiped her pass, and looked around hopefully
for a place to sit.

As if! Trying
to take it philosophically when she saw all the seats were taken,
she shoved through the people at the front and found a pole to
cling to between a bag lady and a twenty-something male that looked
like he’d just finished up the cover for a men’s magazine. He
looked her over and sniffed.

Sure she’d made short work of the shower, but
if he was implying that that god awful odor was wafting from her
…!

It was at that point that she discovered
she’d mismatched buttons and button holes on her blouse. Gripping
her cup in her teeth, she tried to stealthily realign the buttons,
no mean feat with the bus jolting along the street, swaying like a
ship on the high seas and braking every five fucking feet whether
necessary or not.

She gave up after two, figuring she’d finish
the rest when she wasn’t in as much danger of wearing what was left
of her coffee—which was most of it.

OK, also because the fucking bus driver
decided to stop for a passenger chasing the bus and screaming for
him to stop because when he did, she swung around the pole and sat
down in the lap of a derelict. Bouncing up again in the hope that
the five second rule applied and none of the bum’s germs had leapt
onto her, she braced her legs and resisted the urge to check the
back of her skirt to see if she’d picked up anything disgusting
from the guy’s lap.

Thankfully, her stop hove into view just
under twenty minutes later. She waited until the bus had come to a
stop before she began trying to shove her way to the door and yet,
just as she reached it, the bus driver managed to brake again and
sling her against the railing. She stumbled out as the doors began
closing and turned to glare at the bus as it lumbered off.
Releasing an irritated huff when she realized the bastard was
probably completely oblivious to the foul words she’d flung after
him, she glanced around for a place to settle her cup. Nothing
magically appeared, but she finally found a handy ledge between the
bus stop and her building and fixed her blouse, checking everything
but the back of her skirt with her hands to make sure she was put
together well enough to make it to the lady’s room in the lobby of
her office building without drawing stares.

Feeling a little more confident, she
jogged the last half block to her building and went inside, ducking
into the lady’s room as she’d promised myself. To her relief, she
didn’t see anything clinging to—or crawling along—the back of her
skirt, but the frontal view left a lot to be desired. Her hair
didn’t look as if it had seen a comb in a while and her make up
looked as if she really had
thrown it at her face—with a spatula. Digging a little
frantically in her purse, she finally unearthed a comb and raked
her hair into order then used a damp paper towel to remove enough
sludge from her face that she didn’t look like she was trying out
for a job as a nightmare clown in a horror flick.

As she reached her floor at last and stepped
off of the elevator, Mark, her best buddy and head secretary for
the floor, greeted her with a broad grin. They’d been friends for
years, had hit it off right away when they’d begun working
together, and the bond had grown stronger from there until they’d
moved from friendly acquaintances to buddies that shared a lot more
personal information than either of them were willing to share with
anyone else.

"Gooood Morning, your highness!" His grin
widened as he stood. "Should I bow or salute?"

"You may curtsey, lowly one," she answered in
her best queenly voice.

"Yes, exalted one," he said as he dipped into
a deep curtsey.

"Congrats on the promotion, Haley. You've
earned it."

"Thanks, Mark," she said, smiling back at
him. "I just hope I can handle the pressure."

"How are you doing so far?" he asked.

"Well my mother and father showed up at my
apartment Friday night for a surprise visit slash weekend
stay-over. I had burnt toast and coffee sweetened with salt for
breakfast this morning, and the bus driver tried to shut my ass in
the door. Other than that everything’s just fine."

"You poor thing," Mark said feigning
sympathy, then frowned quizzically. "Why are your folks staying
with you?"

She hesitated, struggling with embarrassment,
and finally leaned closer. "Their waterbed ruptured under
mysterious circumstances."

"Your parents have a water bed?" he asked,
laughing.

"Yes, and ever since dad got his prescription
for Viagra they've been screwing like teenagers," she retorted,
rolling her eyes. "I had to listen to the headboard in the
guestroom banging against the wall for two hours last night while
my mother moaned, ‘Oh god! Oh George! Oh god!’ I think I'm scarred
for life," she added, covering her eyes with one hand, trying to
block the image from her mind.

Mark burst out laughing, then stopped
abruptly when he realized everyone could hear him across the whole
floor.

"Go check out your new office and I'll bring
you a fresh cup of coffee and your schedule," Mark said
conspiratorially, still smiling. "It's the south-east corner
office.

Wait until you get a look at your new
assistant. He's a hunk. Find out if he's gay or straight, will
you?"

When Haley reached her office she paused to
admire her name freshly painted on the door. Just as she was about
to go in, her boss, Mr. Boyd, and his assistant, Joy Akins, came
around the corner. They were generally referred to as Dr. Jekyll
and Ms. Hyde around the office when they were out of earshot. Mark
referred to Joy as Mr. Boyd’s sexatary.

"Good Morning, Ms. Freeman. I hope you like
your new office."

"I was just about to check it out Mr. Je.. uh
… Boyd," she stammered.

"Good. I sent your assistant in to wait for
you. Bring him up to speed on the duties of his new position then
both of you meet me in my office at ten."

"Yes, Mr. Boyd." she replied.

Joy took a step toward her and began looking
her up and down with a false expression of concern.

"Ms. Freeman, are you feeling well today? You
look swollen. Doesn't she look swollen, Harold? And that darkness
under the eyes could be a sign of poor nutrition."

"Thank you so much for your concern, Joy, but
I feel just fine," Haley said with a forced smile. She hesitated
and then tapped the end of her nose. "Uh … Joy you have something
... on the end of ... let me see if I have a tissue."

Joy reddened, whirled on her heel, and
started walking off, trying to casually brush away the imaginary
something. Haley smiled with satisfaction as she turned and entered
her office.

She halted with a jolt, the smile vanishing
from her lips abruptly. The most gorgeous guy she’d ever seen was
sprawled comfortably in front of the desk, the phone receiver to
his ear. For a split second, she wondered if she had the wrong
office and then everything connected abruptly.

Her new office.

Her new assistant.

Her desk.

Her phone.

Her satisfaction in getting one up on Joy
crashed. Her displeasure must have been written on her face because
he immediately said goodbye and stood.

"Hello, Ms. Freeman. I'm Chance Crossman,
your assistant. You can call me Chance," he said with surprising
aplomb all things considered, walking toward her with his hand
outstretched.

Instead of shaking his hand, she motioned to
a chair on the opposite side of her desk. It wasn’t a pointed snub
so much as it was the residual chaos churning inside of her, but
she wasn’t sorry when she realized it must have seemed that way. He
probably wasn’t used to getting snubbed by women. Ergo, it was
probably something he needed once in a while to keep his ego in
check. "Have a seat Mr. Crossman."

Moving around the desk to the chair he’d just
vacated, Haley sat down. The phone rang almost the instant her butt
settled. "Is there a button on my ass or what?" she muttered
irritably, still completely unsettled by her first encounter with
her ‘assistant’.

Technically, she supposed he was, but she
sure as hell hadn’t had anything to do with his hiring—which she
should have if he’d actually been her personal assistant. In
actuality, he was the replacement for her former position, hired by
the company, and to be trained by her while she was trying to learn
her new duties.

Not that they wanted to put a lot of stress
on her!

Thrusting it from her mind, she glanced at
the phone as it rang again. She could see from the extension that
it was Mark so she hit the button for the speaker phone. "Yes.
Mark?"

"Your mother is on line two."

Resisting the urge to groan out loud, she
merely responded, "Thanks Mark."

She picked up the receiver and pressed line
two. "Hi, Mom."

"Dear, you know I've asked you to please call
me Alice. Mom sounds so ... old."

"You didn't mind me calling you mom when I
was a kid," Haley muttered, keenly aware that her new assistant
could hear her side of the conversation.

"You weren't nearly thirty then, sweetheart.
Anyway, did you take my glasses to work with you this morning?"

"Mom
... I mean Alice, why would I take your glasses?

"I've looked all over your apartment, and I
mean everywhere. I can't find them anywhere."

Not content to leave it at that, her mother
decided to unload her trials thus far that morning in her search
for her glasses. As she went over everywhere she’d looked in
excruciating detail, including speculating on the possibility that
someone had broken into the apartment and stolen them, Haley closed
her mind to her mother’s chatter and studied her new assistant.

He’d sunk back into the chair, as if deep in
thought, and was staring out the window. His dark blonde hair was
trimmed short and neat. His face was clean shaven, but she could
see a slight five o’clock shadow along his square jaw and cleft
chin. His eyes were an unusual golden hue.

Adonis popped into her head and, despite her
appreciation, she felt her wary hackles rise. Any man that looked
that good was dangerous.

Actually, she decided, he wasn’t quite that
‘pretty’. He had a rugged look about him that made her think that,
if he put on a cowboy hat and denim pants, he’d make a convincing
cowboy for an ad—a gorgeous one, she admitted, feeling her pulse
quicken. Obviously, he worked out because she could see from the
fit of his clothes that he was well built and that wasn't typical
of these office types. She supposed he might have been one of those
college jocks that had worked to maintain his build.

Good looking, and damned aware of it, to a
degree that kept him working to stay that way. Not a flaw, per se,
but something to keep in mind!

Her gaze drifted down his solid chest, down
his flat stomach, and finally settled between his legs
speculatively as it occurred to her to wonder if that ‘attention to
detail’ extended to prowess in bed or if he expected the women to
just cum from looking at him. A start went through her when she
discovered he had a huge package—too huge, in fact, she decided
skeptically. He must stuff socks in his pants or something.

As she stared at it, however, the bulge
started growing and elongating, forming a ridge in his pants that
was impossible to dismiss. His right leg suddenly swung up to rest
on his left knee, blocking her view and bringing her out of her
trance.

Haley’s head jerked upwards. Chance was
looking directly at her. He was smiling and his face was a little
redder than it had been. Feeling her own face heat, she quickly
swiveled her chair to the side, facing away from him.

It was then that she realized her mother had
reached the end of her spiel. "Hard … aaahh … Mom ... aaahh. .. I
mean Alice, are you wearing your apron?" She glanced out the corner
of her eye to see if Chance seemed to notice her slip, turning
redder when she saw his grin.

"Yes," Alice said.

"Does it have pockets?"

"Yes .... Oooh for goodness sake! How did
they get in there? Thank you, sweetheart. Your father and I are
going to a workshop on tantric sex after lunch so we won't be back
till late. You should come with us to one of their evening classes,
dear. You might meet some nice young man there."

"Wow! That sounds really tempting, but I
think I'll pass," Haley said, rolling her eyes.

"OK, dear. I'll talk to you later. Goodbye. I
love you"

"I love you, too, Mom … I mean, Alice.
Bye."

Haley turned resolutely to face Chance as she
hung the phone up, deciding to simply pretend he hadn’t caught her
checking out his package with, she didn’t doubt, a look of Zen
meditation. "Now, Mr. Crossman,” she said briskly, “Mr. Boyd has
instructed me to give you an overview of what is to be expected
from you here at ...."

Noticing abruptly that Chance was tapping his
watch, she paused, feeling a return of the indignation she’d felt
when she’d caught him at her desk. "Do you have somewhere you need
to go, Mr. Crossman?" she asked shortly.

"Uuuuhm ... the meeting ... Mr. Boyd ... ten
o’clock?"

"Oh Shit!" Haley exclaimed. Jumping up, she
rushed to the door. "Don't just sit there, Mr. Crossman! Let's
go!"

The husky chuckle that escaped him sent a
hoard of goosebumps racing up her back and along her arms. "Right
behind you," Chance said with a rogue's grin.

An involuntary shiver skated through her and
irritation at her reaction along with it. She frowned, but decided
to ignore it. Instead, as she and Chance strode quickly to Mr.
Boyd's office, she rattled off everything that she was supposed to
have told Chance in her office. When they arrived at Mr. Boyd's
office Joy gave her a reproving look to point out that they were
late and told them to go on in.

Haley was surprised when they entered the
room to see a crowd of people in Boyd's office. Mr. Boyd peered
through the crowd from behind his desk when they entered.

"Good! Everyone’s here. OK, people, I called
you all here to make an announcement. Our CEO, Daniel Forester, has
told me to convey to you his appreciation for all the hard work
you’ve done this quarter and has offered us the use of his ski
cabin on Mt. Harris for the next two weekends. It's a luxury cabin,
but there's only room for half of us at a time so half of us will
go this weekend and the rest the following week. Ms. Akins and
myself will be going this weekend. I put everybody else’s name on a
piece of paper and dropped them in this box. I'll pick out three
more names for this week and everyone else can go next week. Sound
fair? Good."
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