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Description
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Pregnant with my brother’s best friend? 

No, that can’t happen! 

They say, the universe always conspires to give you what you’ve always wanted. 

In my case, it’s revenge with Jax Michaels. 

My brother’s best friend, my sworn enemy, and now my new boss. 

Three years ago, I let him deflower me. 

A mistake that left me devastated. Scarred. Wounded. Hurt. 

I’ve hated him all these years, 

Thinking of ways I can make him pay back for what he did. 

And fate makes sure our paths cross once again. 

Of all the fashion houses in the world, 

I walk into his!

Did I say he’s still as charming as ever? 

And those smoldering eyes of his...I can spend the rest of my life simply looking into those. 

I think I’m falling for him yet again, 

But forgiveness is off the table, 

He needs to know that he’s the biggest regret of my life, 

And no matter how hard he tries, I will never trust him. 

Not even with a baby on the way. 

And that is why this will be my little secret.  
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Prologue 
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Penny 

––––––––
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I GROANED WITH EXQUISITE pleasure, my body on fire in the best way. It was like getting hit by a million little pinpricks of ecstasy up and down my spine, sending out jolts of desire that left me panting and weak in the knees. Jax Michaels was kissing me! It felt like a dream. I had wanted him since I saw him all those years ago, and now his mouth was fused with mine, his tongue lashing in and out and all around. 

When his mouth pulled away from mine, I groaned, missing the fusion. When his hot, wet mouth clamped down on the side of my neck and began to gently suck, the groan turned to one of excitement. I tilted my head to the side, giving him better access. 

“Like that,” I whispered, encouraging him to keep going. 

The low-cut black dress I wore to the party on campus exposed a lot of skin. I wanted his mouth to touch it all. The heat radiating from within was making me pant. No—what he was doing to my body was making me pant and gasp for air as I struggled to deal with the ecstasy pumping through my veins. I had kissed men before, but this was next level. The man was experienced and seemed to know exactly when to apply pressure and when to use a featherlight brush of his lips over my skin. 

“Do you like that?” he asked, his tone a little cocky, but I didn’t mind. 

“I do,” I gasped. 

He had moved over the front of my chest and was making slow circles with his tongue and teeth. I realized his path was impeded by the damn dress. I wasn’t about to let that get in the way of me finally getting what I wanted. The night was too perfect to let it be ruined by a dress. I reached behind me and with a little twisting, managed to grab hold of the zipper and pull it down. His face moved away from my flesh, his perfect green eyes staring into mine as I let the dress fall forward. It took me less than three seconds to rid myself of the skimpy fabric. 

“Damn,” he said in that same cocky tone as his eyes roamed over my body clad only in my tiny black satin panties. 

I stood proudly before him, letting him look his fill. I wasn’t the shy type. At least, not with him in that moment. I had wanted it for too long. We were alone in my dorm room, and I had no worries about being interrupted. 

“I want you,” I stated. 

He sucked in a breath through his clenched teeth. “You’re sure?” he asked, as if he was going to change his mind. 

“Jax, I’m sure. I want you to be the one to take my virginity. I trust you. I know you. All I’m asking for is this one night,” I told him. 

Deep down, I wanted so much more than one night. I wasn’t going to lie—I was secretly hoping that once he realized how much he liked having sex with me, he’d want me for good. He’d become addicted like I had seen so many other guys do with my friends. They always told me their relationships bloomed after a hookup at a party. Usually those relationships fizzled out or ended up with one person getting hurt. I knew Jax wouldn’t hurt me. We’d still be friends even if he wouldn’t want to be my boyfriend—yet. I had a plan to work on that part. For now, I was more than happy to cash in my V-card with my big brother’s best friend. 

My approval was all he needed. His mouth dropped back to my neck before he bent his tall, lean frame over to kiss my breast. I cried out. The contact felt like I was being branded. In many ways, I knew I was. I was Jax’s girl, whether he knew it or not. I was his. 

“Lie down,” he ordered. 

I nodded, butterflies in my belly making me feel fluttery as I sat down on my small twin bed. I lay back on the pillows, my eyes watching him. It was all new to me. I wasn’t sure what I should do and chose to lie there and let him show me. In one swift move, he ripped off his shirt, exposing the bare chest I had seen a hundred times before. When he dropped his jeans, I nearly choked. I’d seen the underwear ads he’d posed for during the course of his modeling career, but seeing the package, literally, in person was very different.

“Wow,” I whispered, the word escaping my lips before I had a chance to remind myself it was supposed to be an inner thought. 

He grinned. “Wow is right.”

He crawled onto the bed and laid his long body alongside mine. He covered my mouth with his again, his hand squeezing and gently kneading my breast. I moaned against his lips. Once again, his mouth left mine, placing a long line of hot kisses down the side of my neck. He crawled over the top of me, and I immediately tensed. I tried to tell myself to relax, that this was how it was supposed to happen, but I was nervous and excited as hell. 

His mouth moved over my belly, his hands running over my rib cage as he slid down my body. He stopped, hovering over the apex of my legs. I tried to control my breathing, but it wasn’t working. I was panting, my stomach filled with heat and butterflies, making me feel twitchy. I could feel his hot breath through the thin satin panties. In that moment, it was all very real. His fingers reached for the panties, pulling the satin away and exposing the most intimate part of my body to him. 

“Perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect,” he growled. 

I whimpered. His words were like the wings of a butterfly floating over my exposed flesh. I was vibrating with anticipation, waiting for him to touch me. He gifted me with a soft brush of his lips over mine. My hips bucked, nearly smashing my crotch against his face. 

“Shh,” he whispered, the breath of air floating over me again, tickling sensitive skin and sending goose bumps over my body. 

He closed his mouth over my womanly core. I closed my eyes, the sensations too much to handle with my eyes open. I reached down, running my fingers through the messy blond hair that was reminiscent of a sexy surfer, just a tad too long for acceptable social standards. 

His tongue slid over me, parting my folds and taking me one step closer to ecstasy and losing the virginity I had been holding on to with an iron grip. He pulled back, replacing his mouth with one of his fingers. I felt him slide over the folds, now wet from his mouth and my own liquid heat. He pushed the finger in, just a little. The feeling was strange and good at the same time. 

“Relax,” he encouraged, the finger wiggling a little deeper inside me. 

“I am,” I told him, feeling anything but relaxed. 

“You’re tight.” He said the words as if he were in pain. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, immediately feeling like I was doing something wrong. 

“Don’t be. I’m going to make this good. I just need you a little wetter,” he said, pushing the finger in deeper. 

I gasped, my hands clenching into fists as my body adjusted around the feeling of his finger being inside me. “Okay,” I breathed. 

His finger worked in and out of me, stretching me as he moved it around. I could feel the wetness between my legs, my body responding in ways I didn’t know were possible. He pulled his finger out, and in a flurry of movement, he ripped the panties from my body before pushing off his own underwear. He rose over me, nudging my legs wide with his knee. I watched as he grasped his very large cock in his hand and lowered himself over my body. 

I felt the hard, round head of him at my core, demanding entry. He removed his hand and gave a small push. I gasped, flinching as he pushed in a little more. It wasn’t going to work. All the excitement and wetness I had felt dried up. It hurt. 

“I can’t,” I said, feeling like a complete failure. 

“Shh, hold on, let me get you wet again.”

His mouth closed over mine, his cock barely inside me. I could feel the throbbing between my legs and wasn’t sure if it was him or me. His kiss made me remember what it was I was after. My body relaxed around him, giving him the signal to push on. He slid a little deeper, stretching me as he moved. My hands were on his shoulders, ready to push him off me if it became too much. 

“Jax,” I said breathlessly, feeling unfamiliar sensations burning deep inside me, centered at the point where our bodies joined. 

“Shh, just relax,” he whispered again. 

My body was his to control. I felt my muscles relaxing, allowing him to push all the way inside me. I moaned with contentment as his body seated itself against mine. I opened my eyes to check his expression and saw a look of strain. 

“Are you okay?” I asked, worried I had done something to cause him pain. 

“Good. Are you good?” He gasped out the words as if he really were in pain. 

“Yes, it doesn’t hurt anymore,” I told him. 

“Thank god. I have to move,” he mumbled, his body slowly pulling out of mine before sliding back in. 

The pain had turned into pleasure. The friction of our bodies joining sent shards of sharp ecstasy through my body. I held on to his shoulders, my body spinning out of control. I didn’t know what was happening, but it felt too good to stop. There was a flash of heat and my body was erupting, stars bursting in front of my eyes. I could feel myself drifting away, the sounds of Jax grunting and groaning making me smile. 

Jax collapsed beside me, our bodies pressed together on the narrow bed. He pulled me in close, holding me as he caressed one hand up and down my arm. “Are you okay?” he asked. 

“So much better than okay,” I replied dreamily. 

He chuckled. “Good.”

I didn’t mean to do it, but my body was completely sated and it felt so good to be in Jax’s arms that I fell asleep, thinking about our future together—which I was counting on there being a lot more sex between us. I was convinced what we had just shared was something special. 

When I woke up, I immediately felt his absence. I was a little disappointed but knew he had likely left to avoid any run-ins with the RA. I smiled and stretched before getting out of bed and pulling on my robe and grabbing my shower caddy. I left my room and headed for the shower, feeling like all was right with the world. For four long years I had been dreaming about Jax, and it had finally come true. Nothing could bring me down. 

I found myself humming in the shower, not caring that there were other people in the bathroom. I didn’t care until I heard my name. I stopped humming and leaned my head away from the spray of the shower, eavesdropping on their conversation. 

My jaw practically hit the shower floor. “No,” I breathed out as I listened to them gossip about me having sex with Jax last night. 

I could feel my face turning red. Apparently, Jax had told the world we’d slept together, and he had been sorely unimpressed with my performance, or lack thereof. I wanted to melt into the floor drain. I felt sick. 

“Penny Logan would have zero stars on her Yelp review,” one of the girls said with a giggle. 

I covered my face, leaning against the cold shower wall and sliding down until my bare ass hit the shower floor. I couldn’t believe Jax had been so cruel, cold, and callous. I thought we’d shared something special. 

I let myself wallow, listening to the girls gossip about the party the night before and some of the other misdeeds of my fellow students. 

Shake it off, shake it off, I demanded. I got back up, rage replacing the hurt. I hated Jax Michaels. He was a piece of crap, and I was going to hate him for the rest of my days. He’d better hope I never ran into him in a dark alley. 
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[image: image]




Jax

Three and a half years later

––––––––
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I WALKED INTO MY BUSINESS headquarters in a space that was ridiculously overpriced in downtown Minneapolis, Minnesota. It was one of those areas that was trendy and cool and cost a damn fortune to rent space in. I knew I had to spend money to make money, but god damn, it was going to kill me if things didn’t start to change. Whoever came up with that saying should have been a little more specific: How much money and how long did a guy wait for a return on his investment?

Right now, it was all about the image. If I would have put my offices in the boring financial district or off the beaten path, it wouldn’t project the image of success and coolness that I wanted people to see when they walked through the doors. The fashion industry was brutal. While some designers managed to make their stuff cool and trendy because they appealed to some secret underground world and didn’t mind a shitty headquarters, that wasn’t me. 

I wanted to be right up there with the greats. I wanted to one day have fashion shows that pulled in the top models and the big-name celebrities begging to wear my designs. I was a young designer at twenty-seven but hoping to capitalize on my modeling career that had slowly been fading as I transitioned to the other side of the fashion industry. 

“Good morning,” one of the young women who answered phones for us on a part-time basis said with a flirty smile. 

“Good morning. It’s nice to see you,” I replied. 

I stopped to adjust one of the huge framed posters on the wall of the hallway. It was a picture of me, washed in red. The hall was lined with similar pictures of me in my own designs. It was part of the image. I needed people to see me wearing the clothes I had created. I had been modeling the latest fashion trends for years, and my goal was to shift the trend to my designs. 

“Ready to get to work,” Dakota Mills said, walking toward me. 

“I’m always working.”

He smirked. “It looked like you were flirting with the help. Take it from me, you don’t want to do that,” he said. 

I nodded, understanding what he was referring to. His pale blue eyes had been one of the things that had catapulted him to the top in the world of modeling. Few guys with his dark skin tone had light eyes. It made him almost instantly famous until one day, a single rumor from a jilted woman ruined his career. 

“Not flirting. What’s on the agenda today?” I asked him, resuming my walk to my large office at the end of one of the curved halls. 

The space looked futuristic. It was a little weird, but it was certainly unforgettable. Glass walls, curves instead of straight boring hallways, and lots of pictures in bright colors. The white stone floors made it look a lot bigger than it was. It was an illusion—just like modeling. Beautiful people were rarely as beautiful as they appeared on the magazines and billboards. A little lighting, a little creative camerawork by a skilled photographer, and the glorious magic of Photoshop and everyone could be beautiful. 

“We need to figure out the situation with the manufacturer,” he said as I pushed open the wide door to my office. 

My office was the only one besides Dakota’s that had the luxury of privacy blinds. I liked the idea of an open concept, but I also didn’t like everyone looking at me all day. 

Dakota closed the door behind us. I moved to the vertical blinds, closing them to give us a little privacy as we discussed a situation that tended to piss me off. “Is it figured out?” I asked, taking my seat behind the metal and glass desk that went with the modern design theme. 

“No.”

“Shit,” I groaned, running a hand through my short hair. 

“We’ll get it figured out,” he assured me in his calm voice like he always did when I started to get stressed out. 

“We better—”

“I got one!” Carolina Mills, Dakota’s younger sister, exclaimed as she burst into my office. 

“You got what? An STD?” Dakota teased. 

She gave him a dirty look with eyes that were identical to his. “You’re such an asshole.”

“What did you get, Carolina?” I asked, not really in the mood for games. 

“I found our new head of the marketing department,” she proclaimed with a great deal of pride. 

Dakota looked at me, then his little sister. “Marketing department? How can we have a head of marketing when we don’t even have a marketing department?”

“Shut up. Why do you insist on raining on my parade?” She glared, flopping down on the red leather couch in my office. She crossed her long slender legs and folded her arms across her chest in the perfect pout.

“I’m asking a valid question,” he retorted. 

The brother-and-sister duo had both been models. It was how we all knew each other. When I talked with them about my idea of getting into the industry as a designer, they fully supported me and were more than willing to come on board—even if it was a sinking ship.

“I don’t care what you call the person. You can call the position ‘head of fucking selling Jax’s fucking shit’ or ‘marketing czar’—I don’t give a shit what title the guy has. Who is he?” I snapped. 

Carolina smiled at me. “Our new marketing head is a recent graduate of a prestigious program at the University of Wisconsin’s flagship school, top of the class,” she answered.

That caught my attention. I had attended the same school. “And?” I asked, rolling my arm to get her to keep talking. She was being purposely coy, something she was somewhat known for. She loved a good entrance and the dramatic pause to heighten interest in a story she was telling. 

“And our new head of marketing had a flawless GPA, and the references for not one but three internships were glowing. Apparently, our newest addition spearheaded a capstone project that was actually adopted by the company. It increased their revenue by seventeen percent,” she said, her smile bright. 

“Really? That’s impressive,” I said, looking at Dakota, who also looked surprised by the long list of accolades. 

“Really.”

“How are we affording someone with that kind of a resume? You do know we are kind of struggling to get on our feet here,” Dakota lectured. “We can’t offer to pay a newbie a big salary.”

Carolina grinned. “Because this new hire has never actually held a job and is still wet behind the ears. She’s fresh out of school and looking for that first job. The marketing world is serious business. Just because she graduated at the top of her class in her small school doesn’t mean she competes with the graduates from the bigger, more prestigious schools. She hasn’t technically proven herself in the real world, and that is going to be a big deal for a lot of other companies out there,” she explained. 

“She?” I asked, raising my eyebrows. 

Carolina nodded her head. “Yes, she.”

“Isn’t it a little risky to hire someone with no experience?” Dakota questioned. “I mean, why are we the guinea pigs taking a chance on her?”

“Yes and no. It means we get to train her the way we like things done. We already know she’s got some good ideas. We just need to capitalize on her talents and mold her into the marketing manager we need. We have a good shot at inspiring loyalty by giving her her first big break,” Carolina reasoned. 

I had to agree with her. We were a young company. I wanted fresh faces and new ideas. The fashion industry tended to get stale until someone came along and shook things up. I wanted to be the one shaking things up. A new, unproven team was one way to do that. We were the underdogs in the cutthroat world of fashion design, and people liked to root for the underdog. 

“All right, so when does this new person start?” I asked, eager to meet this wonder woman. 

“She should be here any minute,” Carolina answered. “I’ll bring her in when she arrives.”

She got up and left the room, giving her brother one last snappy look, obviously proud of herself and wanting to rub it in his face a little. I just hoped she got that chance and her idea to take a chance on a newbie didn’t blow up in her face and ultimately mine. 

With Carolina out of the office, Dakota looked at me, shaking his head. “What do you think?”

I shrugged. “I think Carolina knows what she’s doing.”

“A young, wet-behind-the-ears young woman could be risky. I hope the salary Carolina offered isn’t too high. We can’t afford to go broke paying someone who doesn’t have a clue what she’s doing. You have to realize the risk involved,” he muttered. 

“We’ll keep an eye on things. Right now, we need to iron out the details with that manufacturer,” I told him, steering the conversation back to our original topic. 

We talked for a few minutes before I heard a soft knock on my office door. Dakota and I exchanged a look. “She’s knocking?” Dakota asked. 

“Obviously. Come in,” I shouted out. 

“Hi, guys. Our new hire is here,” Carolina announced in a sweet voice that was nothing like her usual tone. 

Dakota and I both got to our feet, knowing it was a woman and wanting to be respectful. I waited, my eyes dropping down to the tablet on my desk that had lit up with the announcement of a new email. I heard the footsteps on the floor and looked up. My eyes widened and my mouth dropped open. No fucking way.

“Penny Logan,” I breathed out the name. 

She was staring at me. The look on her face revealed her horror at seeing me stand before her. I hadn’t expected to see her again. I kind of hoped I wouldn’t see her again. The last time I had seen her, she’d been sound asleep in the bed in her dorm room. I had taken her virginity and escaped before I had to talk to her in one of those awkward morning-after conversations. 

She was more beautiful now than what I remembered. Her raven hair was thick and just past her shoulders. I distinctly remembered the way it had smelled and how silky it had felt between my fingers. Her dark blue eyes were wide, staring at me. Her features were the same, but her figure was more womanly with more defined curves on her petite frame. I took in her outfit, a smart pantsuit with modest heels and minimal makeup. I remembered she’d always been a little on the conservative side, rarely cussing and always had a kind word for anyone she met. 

Memories came flooding back from a time I worked very hard to try and forget. It had not been one of the best years of my life. I involuntarily reached up and touched a finger to my nose. It hadn’t healed after she broke it. The crooked nose had become my trademark, a lot like Owen Wilson’s crooked nose. 

That broken nose had changed my life and led me to where I was today. To see her standing in my office as the new head of marketing for my company was mind-blowing. I had no words. I was shocked. Speechless. 

Fate had a very funny way of messing with me.
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Chapter Two
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Penny

––––––––
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I STARED AT THE MAN I had hated for more than a thousand days. I had quit counting after three years. There was a weird buzzing noise in my head, like I had grown a beehive in my brain at some point in the past ten seconds. I looked at Carolina, saw her lips moving, but struggled to hear what she was saying over the buzzing in my head. 

My eyes moved back to Jax, standing there, looking perfectly handsome, staring back at me with a dumbfounded look on his face. He was the boss. How did I not know that? It was clear he was the man in charge from where he stood near the desk and the way Carolina and the other man in the room, who bore a striking resemblance to Carolina, were looking to him. Jax freaking Michaels was my new boss!

Cheese and rice! I had to be caught in a nightmare. That was the only explanation. Some people had nightmares about going to class naked, and I had nightmares about showing up to my first day at work only to find out my archenemy was the boss. 

Jax stepped forward, extending his hand. I looked down at it, recoiling as if it were a snake before I realized I needed the job. I had to play nice. I reached out, giving his hand a firm shake before yanking back my own. I hated that he was still so hot. How did a jerk like him get to be so sexy? It wasn’t fair. 

“It’s nice to meet you—or I suppose I should say it’s nice to see you again,” he said in that smooth voice that had once been the stuff of my fantasies before it had become the very thing that made my skin crawl. 

“You’ve met before?” Carolina exclaimed. 

I turned to look at her, those stunning blue eyes staring back at me, filled with excitement. “Yes.”

“We grew up in the same small town back home in Wisconsin. Didn’t we, Penny?” Jax said with a smile on his face that made me want to slap it off him. 

“Yes,” I said, my brain struggling to access the rest of my vocabulary. 

My brain was busy filtering through the options. I couldn’t work for Jax Michaels. I couldn’t look at his face every day and not relive the humiliation, hurt, and anger he had caused. I had put out a lot of resumes and gone to some interviews, but the salaries being offered to someone fresh out of school were a little insulting. Carolina had offered me a salary ten thousand more than any of the others. I couldn’t turn it down. The opportunity to be the head of my own department was too good to walk away from. 

“So, have you been in Minneapolis for long?” the other man asked. 

I turned my head, looking at who I assumed had to be Carolina’s twin brother. “What?” I asked, trying to clear my head of the buzzing and focus on the conversation. 

He smiled, showing off a perfect set of white teeth. The man was gorgeous. I turned to look at Carolina and suddenly felt very not-gorgeous. I was in a room full of beautiful people and felt like an ogre. A short ogre. They were all at least six feet tall. Well, Carolina was probably just under that, but still, Amazons compared to my five-foot-five stature. 

“I’m Dakota, Carolina’s older brother,” the man said, reaching out to shake my hand. 

“Oh. Ah. I see the resemblance,” I replied, slowly returning to normal land where I had an actual vocabulary. 

“She gets her good looks from me,” he teased. 

Jax cleared his throat, drawing my attention back to him. I took in the sight of him, noticing the subtle changes in his appearance. He was still handsome with a Paul Walker kind of look but with that Owen Wilson nose. I still smiled whenever I thought about that little situation. He was tall and built, his hair much shorter than I remembered, and he looked more like a man in his business suit, minus the jacket. He looked like a grown-up. It had been less than four years since I had seen and touched his body, but I felt like an eternity had passed. I had been so young and naïve back then. He had been young as well, but in my mind, it didn’t excuse his behavior. 

“Have you been shown your work area?” Jax asked. 

“No,” I snapped, not meaning to sound rude, but he brought out the worst in me. 

“I was just about to give her the grand tour but thought we’d stop in here first. I know the two of you were anxious to meet the newest member of our team,” Carolina replied. 

“I’ll show her,” Jax said easily. 

I shot him a look, not thrilled to have to spend any time with him. “Thank you,” I said in a sweet voice, remembering my manners and reminding myself I liked to eat. Without a job, I didn’t eat. That was a pretty big motivator to tolerate my new boss. 

“Excuse us,” Jax said, moving forward. 

I stepped out of his way, not wanting any physical contact with the man. I turned to look at Carolina, almost begging her to save me from the big bad Jax. She only smiled in return. I resigned myself to walking the halls with him. 

“This space is unlike any other office environment,” Jax started, as if he were really giving me a tour. 

I nodded, scanning the walls on my left and the glass fishbowl to my right. That’s exactly what it looked like. A giant fishbowl with cubicles housing empty desks all positioned facing one another. “I can see that,” I muttered. 

My eyes moved back to the large poster on the wall, smeared in bright red and orange. It was Jax. I had completely missed the face when I had first walked into the office with Carolina. I had been so nervous about meeting the boss I had completely drowned out my surroundings. They were staring me in the face now—literally. The splashy photos washed in bright poppy colors reminded me of something I would see at an art museum. It was kind of cool. If only the subject matter were different. 

I looked at the somewhat silly images a little closer. Jax’s expression was serious, but the color made it almost cartoonish. Like it was a lighter, more fun version of Jax. It was his alter ego. I wished I had met that man instead of the one I was standing next to. 

“This will be your area. The modular furniture and the glass walls inspire collaboration while providing a quiet space if needed. See,” he demonstrated, sliding open a door that reminded me a lot of a shower stall door. 

“Why glass?” I asked. 

“We don’t want our people to feel isolated or restricted by cubicle walls,” he answered. “Or at least that’s what the designer tells us. The open concept is supposed to allow you to talk with your team without having to leave your desk. I like to think of it as a big think tank.”

“You got the tank part right,” I mumbled under my breath. 

I had to bite my tongue to keep myself from asking where the pretty rocks were and what time would he sprinkle food over us. It was a fishbowl. An ugly fishbowl. An empty fishbowl, I realized, looking around at the empty desks. 

“We’re just getting on our feet. This will be your area where you’ll work with your marketing team,” he explained. 

“There’s no one else? I’m head of the department with no staff?” I asked incredulously. 

“As I said, we’re just getting started,” he said, his voice tight. “This is your desk,” he said, placing his hand on a cold metal desk with nothing on it except a tablet.

I looked around the large office space with the desks all angled toward one another. I supposed it might not feel so cold and uninviting if there were people at those desks, but as it was, it was very stark. I began to rethink my decision to keep the job. Yes, it was good money, but was it really worth it?

I reached for the sticky note on the tablet with my username and password neatly written on it. “This is my desk,” I said, trying to convince myself I was up for the challenge of working in a very unique environment with Jax as my boss. I wasn’t doing a great job at making myself believe I could do it. 

“Have you been home recently?” he asked, his tone shifting from all business to a little friendlier. 

I looked up at him, feeling he was too close. I took a small step back. I didn’t want to be alone with him. Despite the glass walls separating us from the rest of the office, we were alone. I could feel the heat from his body, sending me into flashbacks of that night. It was the last thing I wanted to think about. 

I shot him a glare. “Why do you care?” I snapped. 

He shrugged. “How’s Chance?”

“You don’t get to ask that,” I retorted. 

“I was only asking.”

“He’s none of your business. I’m none of your business.”

He smirked. “Technically, you are my business. You work for me.”

I shook my head. “I work for you. That does not mean we are friends. That does not mean you get to ask me about my personal life. Pretend we’ve never met.”

His grin made me want to kick him in the shins. “If we’d never met, I would ask you questions about who you were just to get to know you a little better. I would ask about where you’re from and what kind of experience you had in college. I would ask about your family. Which way do you want to play this, Penny?”

I inhaled through my nose, forcing myself to remain calm. “Fine. You know me, but we are not friends nor will we ever be.”

He smiled and nodded his head before giving me a very thorough, obvious once-over. “Suit yourself,” he said and walked out of the office. 

He gave me one last look through the glass walls before disappearing down the hall and into his own office. I collapsed in my chair, wondering how I had managed to walk right into what was likely going to be one of the biggest disasters of my life. I was probably going to be fired before I ever got started. Jax was probably in his office right now trying to figure out how to fire me without opening himself up to a lawsuit for wrongful termination. 

Could a person be fired for being bad in bed? I didn’t think I would ever have to see him again. I didn’t think I would have to relive the humiliation of that day and the weeks that followed. I had hoped life couldn’t get any worse than it had been back then. I was so wrong. I knew I should walk out the door and never look back. How could I possibly get a fair chance at proving myself when my boss and I hated each other?
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Chapter Three
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Jax

––––––––
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THAT HAD BEEN A HELL of a surprise, and I wasn’t sure that was a good thing. Seeing Penny after all these years had hit me hard. I had never expected to have so many old feelings, regrets, and even a little anger rise up at the sight of one woman. 

“That was interesting,” Carolina cooed, taking a seat again. 

“You’ll be the one dealing with her. I won’t,” I stated. 

“What? How is that even possible?”

I shook my head. “I’m steering clear of that one. I want nothing to do with her. No contact.”

I sat down behind my desk, feeling the eyes of Dakota and Carolina on me. I met each of theirs, defiantly staring back. 

“That isn’t going to work. This is your line, your vision. Your input is going to be needed, especially with the marketing team. You need to work closely with the team to make sure you are getting exactly what you envision your line to be,” Carolina pointed out. 

“I’ll do it. I’ll work real close with that one,” Dakota said in a way that suggested he had other things in mind. 

I growled at him. “Knock it off. Didn’t you learn the first time?”

“Low blow,” he shot back. 

“We need to stay focused. Get your mind out of the gutter and stay the hell away from Penny,” I snapped. 

Carolina and Dakota looked at each other and then at me. Their blue eyes were glistening with mischievousness. It was remarkable how similar the two looked. 

“What the hell is going on? The two of you pretty obviously have some history, and I’m guessing by your reaction and by the way she paled when she saw you, it isn’t good history,” Carolina said. 
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