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      Falling in love is for the weak-minded. No man should ever let his mind become consumed with feelings for a woman. If she’s not happy with what you can give, move the fuck on and find another one.  (Famous Last Words)

      -Hunter Bennett
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      The damn coffee machine on the executive floor decided to die yesterday, so here I am waiting in line with every other asshole who needs caffeine before work. The fucking corporate cafeteria is packed, and I’m going to be late if the line doesn’t start moving soon. As I raise my arm to glance at my watch, it’s jerked to the side. “What the…?” My growl causes frightened brown eyes to meet mine as the hot, sticky liquid runs down my arm and into my shirt. “Fuck, just what I need.”

      When I look down, my heart stops as all the air leaves my lungs in a rush. The most stunning woman is staring up at me. Blinking several times, I realize from this angle, I have the perfect view of her curvy body. The short, fitted black skirt and thin blouse pulled tight across her luscious breasts show off way too much of her delicious body, and I have the urge to stop every other man in the café from looking at her. There’s one thought running through my mind on a continuous loop. Who the fuck is she? There’re only two options: either she works for me, or she’s a visitor—an employee’s wife or girlfriend. I won’t even consider the second alternative because, from the moment I laid eyes on her, my heart and soul both screamed “mine.” Now, instead of the quick cup of coffee like I’d been planning, I’m trying to figure out what the hell is going on with me.

      Her beautiful face pales, and she stutters, “I’m so sorry. I’ll pay for your dry cleaning.” The tears that come to her gorgeous eyes piss me off. My intense hatred for fake female tears rears its head, and I attempt to tell myself it’s all a performance. She tries to wipe the coffee with a napkin, but the stain is already set into the material.

      “What do you think you’re doing?” Theresa’s confused voice reaches us, and the girl jumps away. Theresa gasps when she observes the coffee stain spread over my arm and chest. “Hunter, what happened?”

      The unexpected emotions running through my body cause me to act out of character. “I accidentally bumped into this lady and spilled her coffee.” Both women looked surprised at my explanation. It stuns the hell out of me, too. What the fuck?

      While the girl’s mouth is hanging open in surprise, I turn to Theresa. “Before the meeting, I need to run upstairs and change. Stay here and get my coffee. Get her another coffee, too.” Then I make the biggest mistake of my life. I run from my feelings without finding out anything about my girl.
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      Over the last week, I’ve become a regular at the corporate café. Theresa and Ellis tease me over my new obsession with café coffee, but no one is brave enough to bring up the real reason I’m staking out the establishment. This morning, work issues have kept me from my daily excursion to look for my girl, and I’m a little pissed. Ellis and the idiot Lewis Cress follow me into my office after the department head meeting I was forced to call last minute. The Accounting Department Group Two is late with their reports again, and I want and explanation from Cress. My sleep has been disturbed by vivid, erotic dreams for the past several nights, and my frustrated, sleep-deprived temper is extremely fierce.

      Ellis drops onto the sofa as Cress walks over to one of the chairs in front of my desk and attempts to sit, but I stop him. “Stand right there and explain to us the reason your reports are late every week.”

      As I watch the sweat dripping down the little asshole’s temple, I know the answer is going to piss me off. He clears his throat and tugs nervously on his tie, then stutters, “We have three new employees who are still learning the computer system and getting acquainted with our company. It’s put us behind.”

      I look over at Ellis, who rolls his eyes and looks up at the ceiling in disgust. We both know Cress’s explanation is utter bullshit, and I call him on it. “Other departments hire new employees but manage to turn in their reports in good order and on time. Why can’t you?” Ellis is sitting on the sofa, pointing at his watch behind the babbling idiot.

      Cress continues to fidget as he promises, “Mr. Bennett, I’ll have the reports on your desk tomorrow morning.” Now, Ellis is mouthing come on and shaking his head.

      “The reports will be on my desk this evening, but first, I want a short meeting today at three o’clock with every single member of your team. And I mean every member. Theresa will arrange a conference room, and I want everyone on the team to attend. Now, get the report completed.” Ellis is glaring at me now. He wanted to play golf at three o’clock, but now we’ll be in a “make an impression” meeting. The Accounting Department Group Two reports will be on time in the future, or they’ll all be looking for new jobs.

      “You just had to be an asshole.” When Ellis throws a marble paperweight at me, I catch it easily then set it on the edge of my desk.

      After walking over to the sidebar, I pour us each a drink and bring his over. “You know it’s time to fix this before the Cress problem gets out of control.”
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        * * *

      

      At three o’clock, Theresa informs us that the entire Accounting Department Group Two is waiting in the executive conference room, so we head in to straighten out a few things. Since we started Bennett Securities fifteen years ago, Ellis and I have always maintained a tight rein on our employees. Cress is going to clean up his department now or learn the hard way exactly how we clean house. Ellis saunters over, drops into his chair, and waits for me to take my place before we begin our meeting. As I glance around the room, all thoughts are driven from my mind when my eyes land on the cause of my erotic dreams. The curvy brunette is tucked into a chair in the very back of the room.

      What the fuck? She’s one of Cress’ group. This entire week, I’ve debated walking through the Accounting Department to shake things up. If only I’d given in to my ideas, I may have found her earlier and saved myself days of torture. When Ellis kicks me under the table, I realize I’ve been staring at the lovely creature for several seconds, and there’s a slight pink tinge to her complexion.

      I clear my throat then start the meeting. “Let’s get started. We wanted the entire department present for this meeting, so there is no confusion in the future. Progress reports are not optional. They are due at eight a.m. every Friday morning, yet your department is late every week. I’m done with the excuses. Today, no one leaves until the reports are complete. Next week, if they are a single minute late, the entire department will be fired. Do you all understand me?” Shock registers on all the faces in the room before they slowly nod their understanding. My eyes drift over to the gorgeous girl in the corner before Cress’ babbling catches my attention.

      Cress is sweating profusely and shaking while stating, “We will have to stay late to get the reports finished tonight.”

      Thoughts of the beauty flee my mind as this moron tests my patience, and I turn to glare at the dipshit. “Did you listen at all? Get the reports finished. You’re excused.”

      The team members file out of the conference room, and I step in and block my tormentor’s way before she can leave. When she raises shocked eyes up to mine, I remind her, “I never did get your name the other day.”

      She looks around the now-empty conference room for a second before replying, “Allie Hudson.”

      Ellis sticks his head back in the conference room to look for me, grinning when he sees Allie. He walks up and holds out his hand. “Ellis Marshall, and you are?”

      “Allie Hudson.” My beauty shakes his hand, and the unwelcome urge to grab her hand from his runs through me. I’ve never had territorial thoughts about a woman before. These urges, combined with the dreams, send warning signals through me, and I temporarily lose my mind.

      “Well, Allie, please make sure you work hard on those reports.” My tone is harsher than I intended, and both Allie and Ellis look at me questioningly before Allie nods and walks away.

      “Way to get rude,” Ellis calls me out as we walk toward my office. His admonishment pisses me off, and I turn and snap, “Employees are off fucking limits,” before I continue walking into my office. What the hell? I’ve spent the last week searching high and low for her. Now that I’ve found Allie, I let her walk away without even a small fight. I really am losing my mind.

      “I’m not the one who needs convincing,” Ellis calls behind me, and I flip him off as he heads down the hall to his own office.

      At six-thirty-five p.m., the Accounting Department Group Two report is emailed directly to me. I send it to Ellis and my CFO so it can be examined since I don’t trust that idiot Cress. I’m still trying to wrap my head around my earlier actions, and the urge to kick my own ass is strong. I’m just about to head home when my door opens, and Ellis strolls in. In all the upheaval of the day, I forgot our plans to attend the Grand Opening of a new nightclub in town.

      Ellis sighs, and I stick up my middle finger in reply. “I’ll pick you up on my way to Shine. Make sure you jack-off or whatever you need to do to put yourself in a better mood. I don’t want to deal with your sulky ass all night long.” After he closes the door, I shake my head and wonder if the night out is worth dealing with his ass. There’s only one thing I need to improve my mood, and I acted like an ass today and scared her off.
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