
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: Cover]


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Contents

1. Grant

2. Amy

3. Grant

4. Amy

5. Grant

6. Amy

7. Grant

8. Amy

9. Grant

10. Amy

11. Grant

12. Amy

13. Grant

14. Amy

15. Grant

16. Amy

17. Grant

18. Amy

19. Grant

20. Amy

21. Grant

22. Amy

23. Grant

24. Amy

25. Grant

26. Amy

27. Grant

28. Amy

29. Grant

30. Amy

31. Grant

32. Amy

33. Grant

34. Amy

35. Grant

36. Amy

37. Grant

38. Amy

39. Grant

Epilogue – Amy



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


This Billionaire's Assistant 

[image: ]




Rachel Foster










Copyright © 2018 by Rachel Foster

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.










Contents


1. Grant

2. Amy

3. Grant

4. Amy

5. Grant

6. Amy

7. Grant

8. Amy

9. Grant

10. Amy

11. Grant

12. Amy

13. Grant

14. Amy

15. Grant

16. Amy

17. Grant

18. Amy

19. Grant

20. Amy

21. Grant

22. Amy

23. Grant

24. Amy

25. Grant

26. Amy

27. Grant

28. Amy

29. Grant

30. Amy

31. Grant

32. Amy

33. Grant

34. Amy

35. Grant

36. Amy

37. Grant

38. Amy

39. Grant

Epilogue – Amy









1 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Grant


[image: ]




I

ushered the client out of my office, a smile plastered to my face. “Thank you for coming by to see me,” I said. “I’ll get this resolved for you.”

“Thank you again,” he said, smiling back. He hesitated, perhaps seeing something in my eyes that gave him pause. He turned and headed out, pausing briefly by my assistant’s desk to say a few words to her. She spoke to him in a reassuring tone and laughed. He chuckled and cut across the waiting area to the hallway.

I watched, my lips still stretched out into the shape of a smile, until he was out of sight. I let my smile drop. My face ached from holding it in the same position for so long. I rubbed my jaw, groaning to myself. “Patricia,” I called.

“Yes, Grant?” She pushed back from her desk and looked over to me.

I crooked my finger at her. “Can you come here for a second? I want to talk to you.”

“Of course.” She stood and walked over to me, and she wasn’t smiling any longer, either. She stood at the doorway to my office and regarded me with her big eyes. Every emotion she ever had showed up crystal clear in those eyes of hers. She was already annoyed with me, though I hadn’t done anything yet to annoy her. And really, I was the one who had the right to be annoyed, not her.

“What is it?” Patty asked. Her tone implied she already knew the answer.

I was irked by her attitude. She had no reason to be irritated with me, when she was the one who had messed up. “Come inside, please.” I stepped aside and motioned for her to come into my office.

Patty entered and then stood in the way of the door so I couldn’t close it. I pushed it shut until the heavy oak pressed onto her shoulder. She twisted out of the way and I kept pushing the door shut, the latch clicking smoothly into place. “What is it, Grant? Shouldn’t I be out there answering your phone calls for you?”

“This won’t take very long.” I went to the mini bar set against one wall of my office and retrieved a bottle of liquor. I tilted the neck of the bottle in Patty’s direction. She shook her head. I took a glass and added a quick splash into the bottom and sipped it. The sweet burn struck the back of my throat. I shivered deliciously.

“Can we get to the point?” Patty said.

“Fine. If that’s how you want this to be.” I tutted. “I’ve told you this before, you know. I’m getting tired of repeating myself, so maybe you’ll listen this time. Do not schedule appointments for me if the person is someone you can talk to. It’s a waste of my time.”

Patty frowned and shook her head. “I know you don’t like that. I’m sorry.”

“So why did it happen again?”

“Don’t take that tone with me,” she said sharply. “You’re being pretty rude for a guy who relies on me so much. The reality is, I probably told that guy everything you told him. You wouldn’t have said anything new. You probably said less than I did, because I was trying to keep him away from you. He insisted, though. He wanted to see you and talk to you. He didn’t trust what I was saying.”

“Why?”

“Probably because I’m a woman.”

“You should have found a way to convince him.”

She shook her head and put her hands on her hips. “Men like that don’t listen no matter what. I’m sorry, Grant. But it’ll probably happen again, despite whatever I try to stop it. That’s just how it has to be sometimes.”

“Do better.”

It really was that simple. No one was that thickheaded that they couldn’t understand. It just had to be explained in the right way.

Patty stared at me and crossed her arms. “Do you think I enjoy being talked down to by misogynists? There’s one reason and one reason only I tried as long as I did to change his mind, and that was because I knew I’d get shit from you.”

“I am not a misogynist.” Anger flared in my mind, coloring my vision red.

She laughed and waved her hand. “I was referring to the jerks I get on the phone sometimes. The fact that you think I meant you is pretty indicative, though.”

“What the hell does that mean?”

“It means you know deep down inside that you were acting misogynistic just now.” She laughed again, sounding bitter. “Don’t worry, though. I know that’s not the case. You aren’t a misogynist. You’re a jerk to everyone. I quit.”

“You what?”

Patty turned her back on me and left the office. She went to her desk and started opening drawers, pulling out personal effects like her purse and pencil case. She grabbed folders and dumped their contents out on the desk, and stacked the folders in a pile.

I followed her with my glass in hand. “What in the hell are you doing?”

“Quitting.”

“No, you aren’t. You don’t quit. You always come back.”

She stuffed the folders into her backpack. I had always hated those floral, pink, feminine folders she used to store such important information. They were so gaudy and ugly, and not at all professional. “This time, I’m not coming back.”

“You’ll have no job if you quit, remember?”

“Yeah,” she agreed, and my anger abated. She always got this way once she realized how detrimental it would be for her to actually quit on me. She would come crawling back. It had happened so many times, we no longer discussed it. She simply showed up and resumed work, and that was all.

“That’s how it used to be,” she continued. “Not this time. This time, a friend of mine put in a recommendation for me at a different company. They’re ready to take me whenever. I’m not losing anything.”

“Your pay will go down, I’m sure.”

“Not by much. They really want me.” She cut a glare across at me. “I’ll trade a couple dollars for more appreciation.”

“They only want you because you work for me.”

“Won’t matter once I’m hired.” Patty straightened. Clearly losing patience, she held her backpack and swiped items at random through the zippered mouth.

“Fine.” I shrugged. “Go on, then, Patricia. Do what you think you must. You’ll come crawling back like you always do.”

Patty zipped up her bag and swung her arms through the straps. “I’ll see you never, I hope.”

I didn’t stick around to watch her go. It would have been a waste of my time to lament over what I knew wasn’t going to happen. She would be back. She always came back.

The phone on Patty’s desk rang endlessly throughout the rest of the day without her to answer it. I silenced the ringer to keep from having to hear it, but I still saw it flashing every time I stepped out of my office for even a moment.

She’ll have a lot to catch up on when she comes back, I thought. I was content to have the blame fall upon her, since it really was her fault, not mine.

It was actually kind of nice not to have to deal with calls that she used to put through to me throughout the day. She wasn’t asking me dumb questions or interrupting me to give me papers I didn’t care about.

I ended the day early, canceling on my last appointment. Normally, Patty would be the one to call and tell them what was going on. Not my responsibility. She’d have to call them and apologize when she came back.

I used an app on my phone to order takeout and picked it up on the drive home. The delicious scents of Chinese food filtered through my car. That was fine for now, but later on this week when I took it to the car wash for its weekly cleaning and polishing, I’d have the inside cleaned, too. The odors of salt and grease didn’t age particularly well, and I didn’t want to drive around feeling like I was inside a paper McDonald’s bag.

My house was in a gated community, surrounded on nearly every side by a privacy fence. I also had trees and hedges planted along the inside and outside of the fence. My business was my business. If anyone managed to spy on me even after all those precautions, then they were crazy and the real issue. I never hesitated to call the cops on anyone who seemed off.

I dragged my bag of takeout inside and flopped on the couch in front of my TV. I ate directly out of the container using the plastic utensils that came with the meal. Between bites, I flipped through TV channels. Nothing really caught my interest. There were a ton of movies I didn’t care for, and boring shows about the paranormal, and political debates. At this time of day, that left only the weather and the news. I didn’t care about either and wound up shutting the TV off. I didn’t plan around the weather. Rain or shine, I did whatever the hell I wanted, when I wanted -if I felt like it.

So many people in this world allowed themselves to be caught up in predetermined routines. That was no way to live. I acted on my thoughts, and I had never been freer. Every day was full of possibilities.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I frowned, the harsh sound unpleasurable in my good mood. I took a look and saw a text from one of my business partners. My company was one of the best in America, if not the world, working to develop new technologies. There was always something to do, something to talk about. And it was incredibly liberating to simply choose not to do or say anything.

I ignored my partner’s message and decided to send one of my own to my ex-girlfriend, Danica. Our breakup had been pretty mutual, so there weren’t any hard feelings between us. We still talked on occasion, mostly when one of us got bored enough. And I was pretty damn bored at the moment.

“Hey, Dani, you busy?”

I picked up my food again and ate a little more while waiting.

She responded pretty quickly, as I had known she would. We had hooked up a number of times since our separation because I still had money and knew how to use it. She always got out of me whatever she wanted on a particular night.

“Never too busy for you, babe. What are you doing right now?”

“In need of some entertainment. Entertain me.”

Danica sent a smiley face, and then another message. “Okay, there was this insane customer at the store today. She got mad because she couldn’t understand what was being referred to on an extension cord package. You know, the whole male end and female end thing.”

“Go on.” I could think of ways to turn this into something more interesting, when she had finished jabbering.

“I explained it to her, and she got angry with me about being vulgar. She asked to see my manager.”

Danica worked at a corner store owned by her parents. It was a bit like an infant Wal-Mart, with a tad of everything to be found on the shelves, including foreign goods and even fresh produce on occasion. It was pretty popular in the town for its incredible variety and had even managed to take business away from a lot of other shops in the area, and even online venues. There was a good likelihood the store had it, or could acquire it faster and cheaper than it could be acquired through shipping.

“I always wanted a chance to do that thing you hear about on the internet. So, I turned away and then turned back and said hi, I’m the manager, can I help you? And it worked exactly like people said it does. She just walked right out without another word.”

I smiled slightly. “So, the internet was telling the truth about something for once.”

“Unbelievable, right? What did you get up to today, Grant?”

I had no interest in talking about the fight with Patty. Honestly, I didn’t even really want to be talking to Danica at all. She could be very annoying. I would tolerate it until I could change the subject to something a little more my style. I didn’t exactly have many people to talk to. I had burned a whole bunch of bridges in my life. It didn’t really matter, though. I was better off without a lot of acquaintances to deal with.

I didn’t want to waste time on things that weren’t fun, and so I never would.
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“G

ot a question for you, Amy.”

I shuddered at the sound of that voice and steeled myself for what I knew was going to be an unpleasant interaction. It was a tale as old as time, an employee who disliked their boss. Except, in my case, dislike was too polite of a word. And too few. More descriptors were needed to convey just how much I didn’t want to be anywhere near my boss.

I turned around and looked up at the man who made my job so unpleasant. “Hi, Leon. What’s up?”

Leon stepped closer to me than he needed to be, his chest right against my face. I stepped back, not even bothering to smile. I had given up on pretenses ages ago. Leon did all the smiling for both of us, his pleased grin stretching from ear to ear. “Are you going to come to the company picnic this weekend?”

“Well, no, I’m not.”

“You should.”

“Well, I didn’t sign up on time, so I can’t,” I said. “Is there anything else more important you wanted to discuss?”

“I think this is very important.” He set his hand on my shoulder. I shrugged it away. His mask faltered, and underneath I saw his anger at my rejection of his touch. “I can still get you on the bus.”

“That would mess up everything, and you know it.” Anyone could sign up to go on the picnic, but the deadline had been two weeks ago because of the logistics. There had to be an accurate headcount to know what kind of bus to have and how much food to bring. Adding one more person would skew everything. “Not only that, it’d be unfair. There’s other people who would get jealous.”

“Those other people don’t matter to me.” Leon bent close over me and whispered into my ear. His breath was hot and smelled of the salami sandwich he’d eaten for lunch. “You’re what matters. Come to the picnic. I know I said there will be no alcohol, but I’m going to spike the punch. Maybe you can relax a little for once.”

I pulled away from Leon, putting a good bit of distance between us. He stepped closer. I held up my hand. “Can you stay away, please?” I asked. “You’re making me uncomfortable.”

“There’s nothing to be uncomfortable about. I’ve only got your best interests at heart.” He smiled. “You need to learn to relax.” He stepped closer again.

I put my hand on his chest and pushed him back. He grabbed at the nearby shelf to stop his fall, staring at me. “What the hell?”

“I asked you not to stand so close to me.”

This had been going on for so long and I was tired of it. I was suddenly furious with myself for letting it happen like this. My hope had always been to ascend from this position and get out from under his clutches. I had been passed over for so many promotions, though, and I hadn’t managed to go anywhere. I was stuck. Well, I wasn’t going to take that any longer.

I straightened my spine and stared into Leon’s eyes. He furrowed his heavy brows. I couldn’t read his expression. He might have been surprised that I was nearly as tall as he was; for most of our interactions, he leered over me while I sat at my desk. This was one of the rare times when we were on equal footing. I was going to let him know how much of a mistake that was.

“I would say I appreciate the offer to be included,” I said, “except I’ve made it very clear that I don’t want to go. And I don’t want your special treatment. Never have I wanted it in all the time you’ve tried to give it to me.”

“Be careful about what you’re saying,” Leon warned. “I am your boss.”

I shook my head. “You’re a shitty boss.”

“I’m going to pretend I didn’t hear that.”

I threw my arms out, starting to shake with anger. “That’s your problem. Always ignoring stuff that happens when you don’t like it. Maybe if you opened your eyes and ears for once, all this could have been avoided and I’d be happy to work for you.”

“Amy. Fine.” He shook his head with disgust. “I’m sorry I tried to be thoughtful and give you one last chance to go to the picnic.”

That was what men like him always did. They apologized in a way that made it seem as if they were the ones being wronged, as if they had only been doing their best to help.

“I don’t accept your apology,” I said. “I quit.”

Such a feeling of liberation came with the words that I wanted to say them again. Leon interrupted, though he could obviously see I was about to continue talking. “You won’t quit. I know you won’t.”

“I guess we’ll both see about that, won’t we? If there’s nothing else you need to talk to me about, I’d like to get back to work.” I motioned to the printer room around us, where he had cornered me. “Since you’re the one who needs the papers I’m about to copy, you should probably let me get to it.”

“Alright. Dedicated as ever, I see.” Leon held up his hands and laughed. “Well, good for you. Just know if you do decide you want to be at the picnic, just show up here and find me. I’ll make it work.”

I said nothing. He smirked and left the room.

I turned to one of the photocopier machines, exhaustion settling around my shoulders like a blanket. The papers I had brought to copy sat on top of a shelf where I had placed them when Leon entered the room, as if I sensed I would need my hands free to deal with him.

I heard a sound behind me and turned to see an intern poking her head through the door. I knew what she was doing. “Leon’s gone,” I said.

“Oh, good. Thanks.” She smiled with relief and came in.

I looked at the papers I needed to copy and the will to do my job ran out of me like water through a crack in a ceiling, draining, trickling. I picked them up and dropped them in a trashcan on my way out. I’d get in trouble for failing to do my job, but that didn’t matter to me any longer.

I went back to my desk and typed up my two weeks’ notice right then. It was the first time I had ever done such a thing. I expected it to be difficult. Instead, the words flowed easily. I had it done right away, in only a few minutes. I waited until I had something else to print out and included my notice in the middle of it, hiding it from anyone else who might pick up the pages before I got to them.

Leon left me alone for the rest of the workday. Coincidence, maybe, or he may have been taking my threats seriously for once. If it was the latter, it wouldn’t deter him for long.

When my shift was over, I took my notice and headed to the HR department. Sydney, one of the HR workers and an acquaintance of mine, was just exiting as I entered. She paused when she saw me. “Oh, hi, Amy! What are you doing here? Dropping something off?”

“You could say that,” I said. “Are you still on the clock?”

“Yes. I was only about to go on break. I can wait if there’s something you need to talk about.” Sydney waited, looking at me expectantly.

I handed her my notice.

She looked down at the paper. “Oh, I see. I would ask you why, but it looks like this has all the details.”

“Yes.”

“Got it. I’ll take a look. You’re heading out for the day, right?”

“Right,” I confirmed. “I’ve got the weekend off.”

“I suspect we’ll be talking when you come in on Monday, huh?” Sydney fluttered the paper in her hand. “Have a good weekend.”

“I will.”

I took the elevator down to the lobby. Someone called to me, trying to get my attention. I feared that word of my two weeks’ notice was already spreading. I didn’t want to stick around this place any longer than I had to anyway, so I pretended not to hear my name being shouted and kept going.

The day was warm despite the late hour, with enough of a breeze to keep the air moving in a pleasant way. I relaxed for what felt like the first time all day, the tension in my muscles easing. I really loved what I did, but the situation sucked so much that it took away all my enjoyment of my work.

I have the whole weekend to not think about that. Starting now.

I did have plans, I recalled, and my mood lifted. I got in my car and drove to my favorite restaurant to meet my best friend for dinner. I kept the windows rolled down, letting the air blow in and push my hair back out of my face.

Cassie’s car was parked out in front of the restaurant by the time I arrived. As I walked up, I saw her sitting at a table near the window, waiting for me. I headed in and, after informing the hostess I was there to join my friend, I walked over to her table.

Cassie sprang to her feet when she saw me coming and grabbed me into a hug. I hugged her back, resting my head on her shoulder. She rubbed my back. “You’re tense. Long day?”

“The longest.” I flopped down in a chair at her table. “But there won’t be any more like that soon.”

Cassie gasped and jumped into her seat. She grabbed my hands and squeezed them. “You quit, didn’t you? Oh my god, finally! What took you so long?”

“I’m stubborn?” I guessed.

“So stubborn. Oh, I already ordered you a drink. But maybe I should have gotten you something stronger to celebrate!”

I picked up my drink and sipped it. It was sweet tea, my favorite. “Maybe I still will have something extra. But I want to be able to tell you everything with a clear head.”

“Seriously, tell me everything,” Cassie urged. “I’ve got all night.”

We ordered an appetizer, and I told her everything that went on between myself and Leon. “All at once, everything made so much sense to me. I just understood all of it. I often wondered why I never got any of the promotions I wanted. It was all because of him, I bet. He was stopping me from leaving my current position, so he could keep me right underneath him where he wanted.”

“Oh, geez,” Cassie said, biting into a canape. “You’re exactly right about that. Everything he did to you was to keep you down. It’s all about power with those men.”

“I’m sick and tired of it.” I snorted. “I’m so over guys thinking they can use their authority to their advantage. It’s only that way because some guy decided it a long time ago, and all the other guys just agreed on it. There’s no sense to it.”

“That’s right. I bet you could do his job way better than he ever could. Oh, hey, if you take him down, you can get his position.”

“No way,” I said. “My aspirations are way higher than that. He’s going to be a stepping stone for me.”

“Whatever you want to do, I’m right here along with you,” Cassie said. “I’ve got your back.”

“Thank you.” I smiled. “At least someone here appreciates me.”

“Oh, Amy, I’ve always appreciated you. I’ve always wanted you to do the best you can.” She held up a clenched fist. “That’s why I want to see this guy go down. You’re going to make sure it happens, right?”

“I’ll do my best.”

“Sue him. I bet the security cameras will have tons of evidence on them.”

“I don’t know,” I murmured. My stomach felt suddenly queasy. “That’s a whole big ordeal to go through. We don’t even know if the cameras record. Some types of security cameras only display a live feed and don’t record. In that case, it’d be a big waste of time and there’d be no proof.”

“It can’t be only you he’s harassing, though, right?” Cassie pursed her lips and shook her head. “As awful as it feels to say that, I wonder if there might be some other girls who’d come forward if they heard you were suing for that.”

“Maybe.” My stomach was still hurting, to the point where I really disliked the smell of the food in front of us. “But that’s not really fair, is it? If there are others, it’s not fair to pull them into this just to satisfy my own vendetta. They might not be comfortable coming forward. I know that I should reveal this for the good of all women, but I just can’t. It’s not my decision.”

“I understand.” Cassie sighed, then shook her head. “I really do understand. I said I’ve always got your back and I mean that! However you do it, it’s fine with me, as long as it’s fine with you.”

I managed a smile. “Thanks. I really appreciate that. I’m almost done talking about this, though there’s still one last thing that really bothers me.”

“What is it?”

I tapped my fingers on the tabletop. “Leon has a family. He has a wife and I think two kids. Two young kids. How can a family man betray his family like this? It’s so awful. Does his wife have any idea? Is he going to be content stopping at just this?”

“That’s a good point.” Cassie shuddered. “Hey, I have an idea. Maybe you should give his wife an anonymous note or something about your experiences. She might disregard it, but if she has some suspicions already, it could be enough to convince her to do something.”

“You might be right,” I said. “That’s a good idea. I’ll wait and see what happens, and I’ll keep that in the back of my mind.”

“Good. Now, if that’s all, let’s forget about all this for a little while and have some fun.” Cassie smiled at me.

I smiled back.
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A

beautiful Saturday. At least, it was beautiful before I got a message from one of my business partners, Ron. I groaned and rolled my eyes. He only wanted to talk when there was something he needed from me.

It’s best to take care of it now, or else it’s going to bug me all day.

I got a cup of coffee before checking the message.

“Hey, Grant. Hope you’re enjoying your weekend.”

“Well, I was,” I muttered.

“What’s going on with Patty? I was checking on something at the office today and I see she’s put in her notice, effective immediately. Do you have a backup plan?”

“Hmph.” I shook my head. That was what this was all about? It wasn’t important. It certainly wasn’t deserving of his attention. But hey, if he wanted to waste his time on this, I wasn’t going to stop him. I tapped out a response. “It’s fine. Don’t pay any attention to her. She always threatens to quit after we have a disagreement.”

I was sure that would be the end of it. But a few minutes later, my phone went off again, and the person responsible was none other than Ron. “I’m not sure it’s fine this time. Actually, I’m not sure it was ever fine. Her note said something about unfair treatment in the workforce. This may have been her last straw, Grant. What are you going to do about it?”

My heart started thumping hard in my chest. Of all the times Patty had threatened to quit, she had never gone far enough to put in an actual notice. And she had actually made a formal complaint? That wasn’t going to look good on my part. Had I treated her unfairly? She had screwed up, but maybe I had been too harsh when talking to her. It just irked me so much to waste time on stuff that didn’t matter.

Like this whole conversation, to be honest.

If I needed to find a new assistant, I’d find a new assistant. If I had to pay settlement money to Patty, I’d do it. It was simply that easy.

I decided not to answer Ron’s text, since he would use that as an opening to discuss something else stupid. Instead, I called up my brother, Ian. Ian was a couple years younger than me, but people always assumed he was the older brother. It made sense, since I did look up to him a lot. He was a lot more laidback and a real down-to-earth kind of guy. It amazed me that he could go through life not caring about anything. I was jealous of him as much as I admired him.

“Hey, bro,” Ian said, lazily. He only made enough of an effort to form the words. They were delivered without much inflection or feeling, as if he existed in some sort of dream state and refused to awaken. “Nice to hear from you.”

“Yeah, sorry I don’t call as much as I should,” I said. “You know how it is.”

“Yeah, I know how it is. But do you? Sitting up there at the top of the tower while the rest of us hold you up.” Ian laughed. “I’m only poking fun at you. I couldn’t care less.”

Ian worked at my company, in the IT department. When I first became a business partner, I was surprised that a tech firm needed its own IT department. They did more monitoring than anything else, though they did have various specialized skills for extreme situations. Ian and his IT team had saved our asses on more than one occasion. There had been a power surge last year which took out damn near half the city. The electrical damage would have put us back in a major way if Ian hadn’t managed to salvage all the data. Instead of being set back for a week, we had only lost a couple hours’ worth of work here and there where an autosave function had failed.

“Someone has to be at the top,” Ian said. “Might as well be someone who wants to be there.”

“Sure. Listen, I’d really rather not have to talk about work any longer. I get enough work at work.”

“Cool with me. I feel the same way. But what’s up, then?” Ian asked.

“Do you happen to have any plans for tonight?” I asked.

“Plans, plans...” Ian snorted. “Do I ever have plans? Why? You hoping to drag me somewhere?”

“I thought I’d see if you and Dad wanted to hang out later.”

“I think Dad’s free. I can ask him if you want,” Ian said.

In the background of the call, I heard a very familiar voice asking, “What about Dad?”

“Are you at Dad’s place?” I asked, surprised.

“Yeah, why not?” I could almost hear the shrug in Ian’s voice. “Where do you want to hang, so I can ask him?”

“I thought we might go to the park,” I said slowly, trying to get past the surprise of Ian being at Dad’s house. Ian didn’t usually go anywhere if he didn’t have to. Had Dad wanted to talk to him about something? Or had Ian summoned an unusual quantity of energy of his own free will? “The food trucks will be out tonight. We could grab some dinner, hang out, enjoy the weather. I spend way too much time cooped up inside.”

“Let me ask. Hey, Dad.” Ian didn’t cover the mouthpiece of the phone as he talked to Dad. I heard him repeat, almost word for word, what I had said. At least his memory wasn’t as lazy as the rest of him.

There were a series of shuffling sounds and then Dad’s voice came through the speaker. “Hi, Grant.”

“Hey, Dad. Are you in?”

“Sure. What time are you thinking?”

“How about 5?” I suggested.

“5 is good, but what about 4:30? I’m going to be finishing a meeting with Ron right before then and I’ll want to get right to relaxing.”

“Are you serious, Dad?” I asked. “It’s the weekend. Why are you doing work-related crap?”

“Some things can’t wait. I’ll see you at 4:30. Should I hand you back to Ian?”

“Well, you should probably return his phone. But there’s nothing else I wanted to talk about,” I said. “Although, I guess you could keep the phone for yourself. That sloth would rather buy another one than argue over it.”

“I could start up a side-business of stolen phones. Ian will be the supplier,” Dad said, laughing.

“I can hear you guys,” Ian said.

I smirked. “Talk to you guys later, then.” I hung up and tossed my phone aside. Despite myself, I was really looking forward to getting out and spending time with them. I loved my family.

What remained of it, at least.

I spaced out in front of the TV for the rest of the time, and then took a shower and dressed in a t-shirt and jeans. It was still a bit early to meet up, but I was tired of waiting around. I drove over to the park and took a spot away from the other vehicles. I never knew who would turn out to be an awful driver and scrape up my valuable car. And there were so many people driving around without insurance these days. I didn’t need any assistance to pay for damage -one of the many perks of being loaded- but it was the principle of the thing. If it was their fault, they should pay.

The park was pretty busy right in the middle of the day like this. Children of all ages traveled around in flocks, roving over the playground and the grass. Some parents were there to watch. Not many. There were picnickers, walkers, and couples speckling all the walking paths, the bridge over the creek for which the park -Honeysuckle Creek- was named. Whenever the wind dropped down and the trees went silent, all the voices could be heard, mingling and clashing. A child occasionally shrieked bloody murder for no good reason.

I chose a bench furthest away from other people and fiddled with my phone, biding my time.

As it got later, most of the kids and couples would go home, and there would finally be peace and quiet around the park.

“Hey, Grant!”

I looked up at the sound of my dad’s voice and waved to him. I got up to meet him and Ian, who brought up the rear.

Dad hugged me and looked around the park. “Great day, isn’t it?”

“It’s something,” I agreed. “Be better without all these brats roaming around.”

“Oh, they have as much of a right to be here as you do.” Dad tutted playfully. “Let’s walk. And talk. There’s something I want to ask you about, Grant.”

I frowned, feeling a little suspicious. “Okay. Sure.”

We started walking along the creek. Ian roamed off a little, getting his shoes muddy at the bank. He picked up a smooth stone and turned it over in his hand as if fascinated by it.

Dad nudged me. “So.”

“So,” I echoed. “This is where you scold me for something like I’m still a kid.”

Dad put his arm around my shoulders. “You’re my kid, so that means I get to do whatever I want. Let me ask you about Patty.”

I rolled my eyes. “Seriously? There’s nothing to talk about.”

Dad was also a business partner at the company. He was the one who had brought me on in the first place. He had taken a bit of a backseat recently and I was surprised this was what he chose to be interested in. I would think it’d be something more important.

“Ron told me about it.”

“Was that before or after he tried to talk to me?” I shook my head.

“I don’t know. I don’t think it matters, really.” A girl went by with her dog, jogging with the massive fluffy monstrosity keeping pace at her heel. “Why do you have to do these things?”

“Do what things?” I asked, growing irritated. “I told her what I wanted, and she didn’t keep up her end of things. Was I supposed to let it slide?”

“I never spent much time with her,” Dad said, “though on the few occasions we talked, I got the impression she had a good head on her shoulders. I’m sure whatever she did had a reason behind it.”

“Yeah,” I said, “she had a reason. And I wasn’t buying it. It wasn’t good enough.”

“That’s life, though.” Dad rubbed his hand over his hair, pushing it back from his forehead. “We get disappointed. That’s just how it goes. Nothing is ever going to be perfect. It doesn’t mean you can take it out on others.”

“What would you have done?”

“I guess if I was you, maybe I would have done the same thing. But if I was me in this scenario, I’d be more understanding.” An old, half-deflated soccer ball was half-hidden by a patch of weeds at the side of the path. Dad swept out his foot to kick at it as he went by. The ball didn’t go far. I felt the urge to go after it and show him up, and resisted it for the time being. Maybe on the way back, I’d really nail it. If I remembered.

“I’ve been understanding,” I complained.

“So what, did you get tired of having sympathy?” Dad frowned at me. “I tried to stress to you the importance of being kind to your employees from the very first day you entered the office. Your employees are the ones who you depend on. You need to be kind and fair. Where would you be without them?”

I didn’t answer. I wasn’t in this position because of Patty, or my secretary, or any other employee. My success was my own. It was them who owed me.

“I have no idea where you got your ego from, Grant, but it wasn’t me.”

“What ego?” I demanded.

Ian threw the rock he had been fondling into the creek. Dusting off his hands, he made his way back over to us. “Ego,” he said. “A person’s sense of self-importance.”

I waved my hand. “Everyone has an ego.”

“Sure,” Ian agreed. “But it’s like saying everyone has luck. There’s good and bad luck. There’s different forms of ego, too. And you’ve got the kind people normally think of when they mention ego. Inflated.”

I clenched my hands, feeling my tendons standing out against my skin. “I wanted to come out here and have fun. What the hell is this? Because it isn’t fun.”

“I’m sorry. I’ll drop it.” Dad put his hand on my shoulder. “You’re a hard worker. You know that. You make me proud of you all the time with your innovations and your determination. The company wouldn’t be anywhere near what it is without you. But your attitude can be a little difficult to deal with, especially for people who aren’t family members.”

“What attitude?” I wanted the conversation to end already, but part of me also wanted to understand.

“An attitude is just an attitude. Not good or bad. Like ego and luck.” Ian looked up at the sky as he philosophized. “You’re cocky and headstrong and stubborn. It’s obviously gotten you places, but do you ever look back and see fire and wonder about all the bridges you burned along the way?”

“No.”

“Maybe you should.” Ian smiled at me. His blue eyes held no malice, though it always bothered me to see them because they were so much like Mom’s had been. “It’s good to look back every now and again.”

No. I will not. What happened in the past is over and doesn’t matter anymore. I will only move forward.
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C

assie was using her lunch break to hang out with me. She worked at a spa, a very reputable one where even the employees were pampered. The head masseuse, and owner, believed strongly that every aspect of her business should be luxurious and relaxing. The employees worked in a very stress-free environment, and their mental health was cared for. Lunch breaks were not one hour long, but two, to give each employee extra time to recuperate and take care of their individual needs.

We hung out a lot during her lunch breaks because of all the time she had to spare. I loved spending so much time with my best friend. I was particularly enjoying it this time because I didn’t have to worry about work any longer. Tomorrow was Monday, and I did still have to finish out my last two weeks, but all the stress of having to perform perfectly had evaporated the moment I decided to quit. No one was expected to be at their best right before quitting their job. It was a time for tying up loose ends, not for furthering a career. I suspected I would wind up with a lot of free time I could use to work on updating my resume. It would be such a glorious, subtle victory, to use my time as Leon’s employee for that kind of subterfuge.

“Gosh, but he’s cute.” Cassie stared longingly at the rump of our waiter. He had moved from our table to serve the one next to us, bending over to listen to a child’s shyly whispered order. “I bet he’s such a scumbag, though.”

“Cassie!” I said, shocked. “That’s not a very nice thing to say.”

“Well? It’s not my fault there are so many gross guys out there that I’ve lost total faith in males as a species.” She stirred her lemon water with her straw, the seeds swirling around and around amidst the ice. “You can’t say that you haven’t lost faith in them. I know you have.”

“Well...” I hesitated. “I mean, yes, we’ve both been super unlucky when it comes to guys.”

“Like, extremely unlucky. With as many men as there are, you would think that it would be easier to find one that’s nice and caring and good-looking.”

At this point, I would gladly drop that good-looking requirement. Maybe it was for the best, though. I was too busy being a career woman to have the time to spend on dating, especially now that I didn’t have a career and needed to find a new one.

I sighed and propped my head on my hand. “They don’t make it easy to trust them, do they? I guess there have to be some good ones, but all you hear about are the bad ones. And then there’s guys like my boss. How am I supposed to trust another male boss after this?”

“Right?” Cassie agreed. “How are you supposed to trust another guy in general? It’s like you said, he has a family. Is it really worth the risk of falling in love, only to someday learn that your husband, the father of your kids, is a liar and an asshole? Even worse, what if you never found out and you were living in ignorant bliss the whole time?”

I picked up a roll from the basket on the table and split it apart. The inside was still hot enough to singe my fingertips. “Who’s that guy you dated, like years ago?”

“Oh god.” Cassie rolled her eyes. “I try every day to forget about Steven.”

“Right. Steven. That’s his name.” I scooped up a pat of butter and spread it over both sides of the roll. The butter melted instantly, soaking into the bread. It tasted like liquid gold, flavored with honey and sweet spices. “That’s the guy who ruined dating for you, isn’t it? That’s what I seem to remember, anyway.”

“Yeah, that’s him.” Cassie scowled. She took the other half of my roll and chewed moodily. “The nerve of that guy. It was my first real job when I was starting college. It was at this bowling alley. He was one of the other attendees. Sometimes we’d work late together, and it was so much fun.”

“And what ruined it? I’m sorry,” I apologized, “it’s been so long ago that I can’t recall.”

Cassie’s scowl deepened. “I noticed that the other girls were starting to act funny around me. And some of the others from college who came in to bowl, too. I started listening to their gossip and it turned out they thought I was a sucker for being so serious about him. I got kind of suspicious and started paying more attention to Steven, and it turned out he was making out with pretty much every girl he came across. It was disgusting, Amy. He didn’t even bother switching it up. With every girl, he always said the same stuff. And it was the stuff he would say to me! I dumped him and quit.”

“Can you really dump someone who isn’t into it, though?” I asked.

“Right? I’m sure he thought I was overreacting.”

Our food arrived. Cassie watched the waiter moving around, her expression forlorn. When he had gone, she picked up her sandwich and took an aggressive chomp out of the corner. “I bet he’s dating some cute waitress who works here.”

“How many relationships start at work, do you think?” I asked.

“Way too many, I’m sure.” Cassie laughed and swallowed. “It’s all that spending time in close conditions with another person. It tricks you into thinking your dynamic works. But it’s just one aspect of life. Reality isn’t nearly as fun as goofing around while on the clock.”

“I’ll never date in the workplace,” I declared. Someone at another table gave me a weird look and I realized I had been a bit too loud.

Cassie laughed at me as I sank down in my seat from embarrassment. “Anyway, enough about guys. What plans do you have tonight?”

“I’m having dinner with my family.”

“Will Brad be there?”

“Yes,” I confirmed.

“Let’s hope he grows up to be one of the rare good guys, for the sake of whoever he winds up dating,” Cassie said.

“I have no doubt he will,” I said. “He’s too shy to do anything mean to anyone.”

Brad and I had been born quite a few years apart. I was 26, while he had only recently graduated high school.

“What’s he going to do?” Cassie asked me. “Do we know? I mean, the world is wide open for him right now.”

I poked at my own food. I was hungry, but I also knew I’d be eating a big meal later. I wanted to take it slow so I wouldn’t overeat -and then I would have leftovers for the next day, which was always a bonus. “He really wants to work at Dad’s company.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
BILLIONAIRE’S
ASSISTANT

THIS BILLIONAIRE ROMANCE SERIES

RACHEL FOSTER





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
THIS BILLIONAIRE'S ASSISTANT

RACHEL FOSTER





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





