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            AS AN INTERN TO THE WORLD’S HOTTEST MAN, I GAVE MYSELF THREE RULES:

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        don't hook up with the boss, don't fall in love with the boss, and definitely don't get pregnant by the boss.

        I've broken all of them.

      

        

      
        Griffin Karlsson is everything I shouldn't want–older, powerful, and carrying enough emotional baggage to fill his mansion. 

      

        

      
        But beneath that icy exterior and tailored suits lies a man who makes my heart race and my common sense flee.

        One heated night turns into stolen moments and secret meetings. Before I know it, I'm falling for the man everyone warns me about.

      

        

      
         Then I see his ex leaving his house at dawn, and two pink lines appear on a pregnancy test.

      

        

      
        I know what they say about him - that he's cold, uncompromising, incapable of love after being betrayed. And now I'm carrying his child.

      

        

      
        Running seems like the only option. 

      

        

      
        But what if the future I've always dreamed of–the house with the white picket fence, the loving husband, the perfect family–isn't as impossible as I thought?

      

        

      
        What if my biggest mistake could turn into my greatest adventure?
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          JANELLE

        

      

    

    
      I pull my sweater tighter around myself as I walk down the sidewalk toward my apartment. The Chicago wind still has a chill to it even though it’s early May. It cuts right through my body and makes me shiver and wish I’d picked a heavier coat this morning. I sniffle as I push myself forward, mentally scolding myself for not putting every cent I have into purchasing a car. As the sun sets, the air gets unusually colder for this time of year. When snow flurries begin to fall around me, I roll my eyes and start grumbling to myself, but it’s all the motivation I need to get my butt in gear and pick up the pace.

      Less than ten minutes later, I’m rushing into my building and up the stairs to the second story, too impatient to wait for the elevator. I let myself in and drop my keys on the table and my bag on the floor as I stand in the hallway and remove my hat and scarf. After hanging everything up on the wall hook, I pick up my bag and walk further into the apartment.

      My roommate, Samantha, is lounging on the couch in the living room. “Hey,” she mumbles, not bothering to pull her eyes away from whatever she’s watching.

      “Hey. Have you been outside today? It’s seriously freezing out there. You’d think it would start warming up at some point.” I grab a throw blanket off the back of the couch and wrap it around my shoulders, then sit on the vent in the floor—absorbing all the heat in an attempt to thaw my bones from the layer of ice that seems to surround them.

      She nods. “I had one final this morning I had to go to.” She pushes her dark hair behind her ear as she sits upright, looking at me. “I saw Ryan Dillion today.” She smiles wide, and the smile makes her eyes sparkle with excitement.

      I roll my eyes and snort. Ryan is Sam’s ultimate crush. She’s tried to attract his attention all year, and so far, he’s yet to show any interest. “And?”

      “Annnnd,” her eyes stretch wide as her lips keep her smile in place, “he invited me to a party tonight!” She begins bouncing up and down on the couch like an excited three-year-old who’s just learned she’ll get ice cream for dinner.

      I laugh. “That’s awesome! So, what’s the plan?”

      “Okay,” she says as she settles and levels her eyes on me. “I’m thinking that you and I go to this party looking hot as hell. We’ll kick back, have a few drinks, and mingle. Then I’ll make my move. I’ll tell him thanks for inviting me and make it clear how much fun I’m having. I might ask him to dance or even ask him if he’d like to go someplace quiet to talk.” She points her finger at me, “So, if I disappear tonight, don’t come looking for me until morning.”

      I hold up my hands, showing her my palms. “Ha! After last time, I’ve learned my lesson, thank you.” Last time, I did go looking for her and saw her in a very compromising position: doggy style, to be precise.

      She giggles. “So, you’ll go with?”

      I snort. “Of course I’ll go with. Have you ever known me to pass on a party?”

      She again points her long index finger at me. “And that is why we’re best friends.”

      We both giggle as I stand, taking my blanket with me. “But before I can party, I have to finish this writing assignment.” I grab my bag off the floor and head for my room. “If I haven’t come out in two hours, check on me. I’ve probably died from boredom,” I joke.

      “You got it,” she says from the living room.

      I close my bedroom door behind me and flop down in my desk chair as I open my computer. The document is already open and waiting for me to resume my work. I nearly growl as I scroll up to the top and read over what I’ve already written.

      I love writing. I’ve always loved writing, but once I decided to get my degree in English, I quickly figured out how much I hate writing something that holds no interest for me. I can write papers on nearly any subject, but finance and business aren’t on that list. Nothing bores me more than having to do hours of research on a subject I have no interest in.

      It’s going on seven when I save my document and close my computer to get ready. I step out of my room to find the living room empty. Music is blaring from Sam’s bedroom and I tap quickly on her door before letting myself in.

      “I survived, if you were wondering,” I joke, yelling above the music.

      She somehow manages to hear me, and she turns it down to a low muffle of background noise. “Good, I was about to come check on you. We have to be at the party in an hour.”

      My brows pinch together in confusion. “We’re going that early?” I cross my arms over my chest as I lean against her doorframe.

      “I’m not taking the chance of some skank beating me to Ryan. This is it, El. He’s mine tonight.” She flashes me a quick smile before holding up two tops: a skimpy black one and a skimpy pink one. “Which do you like?”

      I laugh and roll my eyes. “Does it matter? Both of them will give him an eyeful, that’s for sure.”

      She tosses both tops onto her bed, then turns for the closet. “Do you think I should wear my little black dress instead?”

      “You wear that dress and you’ll be frozen before you get to the party,” I point out.

      “True.” She picks it up out of her closet and holds it at arm’s length, studying it as she thinks it over. “Is it worth it?” she asks, more to herself than to me.

      “Are frozen ovaries worth it?”

      She doesn’t look at me—she just holds up her middle finger before hanging the dress back in her closet.

      I laugh as I spin around for the bathroom to get a shower.
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        * * *

      

      I’m leaning against the counter with a drink in my hand as I watch Sam and Ryan dance. I can’t hold back the smile on my face at seeing her finally get the guy she’s secretly been crushing on.

      “Hey, beautiful,” someone says, bumping into my shoulder.

      I turn my attention to a dark-haired guy I’ve seen around school a few times. “Hi.”

      “I’m Chase,” he tells me, flashing a full smile that shows his perfectly straight white teeth.

      “I’m—” I start, but he cuts me off.

      “Janelle, right?”

      I smile and nod. “That’s right. But my friends just call me El.”

      “I’ve seen you around school. You’re in a lot of the same classes as me. Are you going into journalism?” He leans against the counter, directing all his attention at me. I look him up and down. His dark hair is long and shaggy, hanging to the top of his eyebrows, and he’s dressed in snug jeans and a tight black shirt with some logo stamped on the front. He’s full of swagger and confidence, making it very clear that he’s used to getting his way with the ladies. When his smile widens, I see an adorable dimple in each of his cheeks, further confirming my former thoughts.

      I move my head from side to side as I mull over his question. “Writing, yes, but reporting the news, not really. I like more freeform writing. I want to write things that interest me, not report on whatever crime has been committed. I’d love to get hired on at a big publishing house and put my editing skills to good use; however, I’m prepared to do what I need to do to get my foot in the door.”

      He nods his head. “So, not aiming for The New York Times.” He smiles, and it makes my muscles tighten.

      I shrug, brushing off the butterflies that take over my stomach. “I’m up for whatever. Right now, I just need to get some experience under my belt. I’ve put in for at least a dozen different internships, but I haven’t heard back from any of them yet.”

      “Oh yeah? What did you apply for? I’ve been doing the same. Maybe if we put our heads together, we’ll both get some new ideas.”

      I hold up my red Solo cup. “I honestly can’t tell you at the moment. All I know is the one I hope I get is the Castille Hotel Group. My sister is supposed to pull some strings for me, but I still haven’t heard back yet.”

      His eyes widen. “I applied for that one too! I’m really looking forward to seeing what they plan on doing with their new magazine. I’m not really aiming for a writing career, but I like to keep my options open. And I’ve heard they’re a great company to work for. If I get in, I’m hoping it gets my foot in the door. I’d really like a chance to go into advertising. I really enjoyed the assignment where we had to write ad campaigns.”

      I smile. “I did too.”

      I end up losing track of Sam as Chase and I get into deeper conversations about school, writing, and potential jobs. It turns out, we have a lot in common. We both applied for a lot of the same internships, and have similar life goals. Not to mention, he’s a total flirt and pretty easy on the eyes. We both flirt and tease one another, but in the end,  it doesn’t move past that. He seems like a gentleman—not some player who only comes to parties to hook up. In fact, we have so much in common that I could see our new friendship turning into a relationship with time.

      It’s going on two a.m. when I sit back and notice almost everyone at the party has left.

      I put down my now-empty cup and push my chair back to stand. “It’s getting late. I really should be going.”

      He stands with me. “Want to share an Uber?”

      I smile. “Sure!”

      He pulls out his phone and arranges for an Uber to pick us up as we head outside. Again, the cold air causes a shiver to run through me.

      “Here, use my coat.” He takes it off and drapes it over my shoulders.

      “Are you sure? It’s pretty cold out and you’re only wearing a sweatshirt.”

      He waves his hand through the air, dismissing my concerns. “I’m naturally warm. And the Uber will be here soon. I think I’ll survive.” He flashes me that cute grin that stirs my stomach.

      “Thank you,” I breathe out.

      “You’re welcome,” he says, raising his hand to push a fallen strand of hair behind my ear.

      Something between us changes. One second ago, we were talking the way friends do, and now there’s an electric current bouncing between us. It’s warm and causes tingles to take over my body. His blue eyes seem to darken as he begins leaning closer. He wets his lips as his hand lands under my chin.

      I close my eyes and lean forward. We meet in the middle, his soft lips finding mine. His hot tongue demands entrance, and I can’t deny him. He’s cute, funny, and sweet. And this kiss would be the perfect ending to our night.

      As his tongue dances with mine, his hot body presses against my front, warming me, but also turning every bone in my body to jello. I melt into him, living in this kiss and forgetting everything else. His lips are soft, yet strong, and his tongue tastes like a mixture of beer and the fruity shots we’d taken earlier in the night.

      When he pulls away, rather unexpectedly, he shoots me a grin. “I’d really like to see you again, El.”

      I nod, blush staining my cheeks. “I’d like that too.”

      The Uber pulls up, and he opens the door for me without pulling his eyes from mine. He motions with his hand for me to slide in first. Without saying another word, I do, and he takes his seat after me.

      On the ride back to my apartment, we exchange numbers. When the car comes to a stop in front of my building, he opens the door and steps out to allow me to exit.

      “I guess I’ll see you around,” I say, standing on the sidewalk.

      He nods. “Thank you for tonight. I enjoyed the time we spent together.” His hand moves to cup my cheek.

      I smile as my face burns with embarrassment. “I did too,” I say, shyly.

      Slowly, he leans in, giving me one last kiss that doesn’t last nearly long enough.

      He pulls away. “Good night, El,” he whispers as he slides back into the seat.

      I smile and hold up my hand to wave goodbye as the car pulls back out into traffic. Unable to find my feet, I stand there, watching him drive away, happy and surprised by tonight’s turn of events. It makes me wonder if I should have invited him inside, but he didn’t strike me as that kind of guy. He seemed perfectly happy just spending time with me, and stealing the few kisses he did.

      The wind picks up, bringing me back to the present, and I turn and walk into the building when the car is no longer in view. I went to this party for Sam, but I’m sure glad I did. While I’ve never been the serious relationship type of girl, meeting Chase was a pleasant surprise. I didn’t go with intentions of finding a boyfriend, but maybe that’s exactly what I found. I guess I should wait to see if he actually calls before getting my hopes up. But the nervous feeling in my stomach tells me that I’m hoping he calls, that I’m praying for a night alone with him, and that I may have just found the guy I’ll end up with.

      I let myself into the apartment, and to my surprise, find Sam in the kitchen, grabbing a bottle of water. She’s already dressed in her oversized nightshirt, ready for bed.

      I pause in the doorway. “I wasn’t expecting to find you home. Things not go well with Ryan?”

      “No, he has a girlfriend.”

      I press my lips together. “That’s weird; I’ve never seen him with anyone.”

      “That’s because she doesn’t go to school here. They’re in a ‘very serious committed long-distance relationship,’ as he puts it.”

      “Damn. That sucks.”

      She shrugs. “Yeah, but he introduced me to one of his friends, Seth.” She smiles. “We’re going out tomorrow night.”

      I laugh. “That’s more like it. I knew you’d bounce back quickly.”

      “I’m nothing if not flexible,” she jokes. “Hey, so who was the guy you were talking to?”

      I walk into the kitchen and lean against the counter. “His name is Chase. I’ve seen him around school, but never talked to him. We ran into each other tonight and really hit it off.”

      “Really? Like, you guys are going to see each other again?”

      I nod. “I think so. We exchanged numbers anyway.”

      “Look at us. This time next year, we may both be on our way to marriage.”

      I laugh. “Hey now, I have no interest in getting married anytime soon. You keep those dreams and aspirations all to yourself before you jinx me or something.”

      She shows me the palms of her hands. “Fine. Good night, El.”

      “Night, Sam.” I watch her walk down the hallway and back into her room, where she closes the door between us.

      I grab a bottle of water for myself, turn off the light, and head to my room with plans of sleeping until noon.
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          GRIFFIN

        

      

    

    
      “Have you had a chance to look at the list of interns I sent over?” Vince asks over the phone.

      I kick up my feet on my desk. “Yeah, I’ve skimmed them,” I reply, looking at the time on my Rolex.

      “Have you made a decision?”

      “Not yet. You do realize it’s Saturday, right?”

      “Yeah, I do, and I’m betting you’re sitting at your desk in the office.” I laugh a little; he’s not wrong. “You have to get a life, man.”

      Ignoring his comment, I give him feedback on the list of interns in front of me.

      “I have some I threw away immediately. Others I’ve put in the maybe pile. What’s this about? You’ve never cared about interns before.”

      He takes a deep breath. “Alison’s little sister applied for that internship,” he finally admits as he lets out a long breath.

      “Ahhh, I get it. So if she doesn’t get in, you’re no longer getting laid,” I joke with a deep laugh escaping my lips.

      “Just make sure Janelle Ryder is in the yes pile when it’s all said and done, would ya?”

      “All right. Let me look.” I sit up in my chair and pick up the file that has all the intern applications. Flipping through the papers, I find her application. “Actually, I had her in the maybe pile.” I read over her application. “She seems qualified—just as qualified as the rest of these children, if not more.”

      “She is, Thor,” he jokes, using my nickname to give me a hard time. Because of my blond hair, blue eyes, Nordic accent, and imposing stature, I’ve come to accept the nickname “Thor” from my closest friends—but only a select few are allowed to use it.

      “Fine, loverboy, she’s in. Are you happy?”

      He laughs. “Thanks, man. You have no idea how happy that’ll make Alison. She’s worried about her little sister. Apparently, she’s the wild type. You may have to whip her into shape.”

      I scoff. “Great. Just what I don’t have time for: a college girl with a wild streak.”

      “Nah, Alison’s talked to her about it. She seems ready to take this on. I’m sure she’ll do fine, so don’t worry too much about it. At least we don’t have to pay them.”

      “Should I call and give her the good news, or does Alison want to do that?” I ask, closing the file and turning to face my computer to put her name into the system.

      “You can call her. I know the first person she’ll call is Alison, and I’m sure she’d like that better than hearing it from me. Thanks, man. I owe you one.”

      I laugh. “Ha! You owe me ten, and you’re going to have to hear me bitch when this girl doesn’t show up for work because she’s too hung over.”

      “Deal.”

      “I’ll talk to you later. Enjoy your vacation.”

      “Oh, I’m going to enjoy my vacation all right. I don’t plan on leaving our room for the rest of it.”

      I make a gagging sound. “Too much info, man.” Without another word, I hang up the phone and can nearly hear him laughing from here.

      I quickly glance at the time in the top right-hand corner of my computer screen and see it going on ten a.m. Picking up the phone, I call the number in the file.

      “Hello?”

      “Hello, is this Janelle Ryder?” I ask.

      “Yes, who is this?” It’s obvious she was asleep at ten a.m. on a Saturday—typical college student.

      “This is Griffin Karlsson with Castille Hotels. How are you doing this morning?”

      “Oh, um, I’m great, sir. How are you?” Her voice now sounds wide awake.

      I want to roll my eyes but refrain. “I’m doing very well, thank you. Listen, Janelle, I’m calling because you turned in an application for an internship here, and you’ve been selected for our ten-week program.”

      “Oh my God. Thank you so much! That’s amazing news. I’ve been on pins and needles waiting to hear if I got in or not.”

      “Congratulations! The internship starts next Monday at eight a.m. My assistant will send you an email with all of the information you’ll need, as well as the address.”

      “Of course. I’ll be there, Mr. Karlsson. Thank you so much for the call.”

      “Have a good day, Ms. Ryder,” I say before hanging up the phone. It then rings as soon as I put it down.

      “Hello?” I answer, thinking it may be Vince calling back because he realized he needed to torment me about something else.

      “Hi, Griffin,” Liz says on the other end.

      I let out a long breath and pinch the bridge of my nose. “How are you, Liz?” I don’t really care; I just ask to be polite.

      “I’m great. I was hoping we could meet up for lunch. Cameron said you didn’t have any meetings today and I was hoping we could get together.”

      Fucking Cameron. He’s a pain in the ass sometimes, even though I do consider him to be my best friend. Cameron and I are complete opposites though. He’s in his mid-thirties, but he still acts like he’s twenty-one and living off his dad’s money. He blows through women, money, and booze. I, however, have very little interest in any of that unless it’s a well-aged bourbon.

      “I wish I could, Liz, but I already have plans,” I lie, completely uninterested in spending any more time than I have to with that vile woman.

      Liz is someone Cameron set me up with. He’s always on my ass about dating, meeting new people, and going out. After months of listening to him go on and on about her, I gave in and accepted the date. But now I can’t get her to leave me alone. She’s nice enough to look at. She has a hard body with a big chest. She has money, so she’s always dressed well, with her hair and makeup always perfectly done, and she attends the same functions and knows the same people I do. But we have nothing in common. She was born into money. She’s never had to work a day in her life, and she does nothing but shop, party, and take lavish vacations. I, on the other hand, work every day of my life, never take time off, and only go to parties when it’s necessary for work. Nothing about us says “compatible.” I just have to get that through her head.

      “Darn it,” she says sadly. “Well, what about sometime next week?” I can hear the hope in her voice, and it causes my chest to hurt. I hate being unnecessarily mean, but fuck, how many times do I have to dodge her before she gets the hint?

      “I wish I could, Liz, but we’re bringing in our summer interns and I just won’t have the time. It’s like having a bunch of babies running around the office. I’m sorry, but I have an important call to take. Take care, Liz.” I hang up before she can even reply.

      I let out a long breath, wipe the sweat from my brow, and lean back in my desk chair, the leather creaking beneath my weight. My eyes immediately flash over to the drink cart in the corner, and my mouth waters for that smooth taste of expensive bourbon, but I know it’s far too early to indulge myself.

      I curse Cameron for introducing me to that woman. I know he’s my best friend and just trying to look out for me. He wants to see me out enjoying myself and settling down with a beautiful woman who makes me happy, but that’s not the future I see for myself. All the women I’ve met have only made me realize that they’re only interested in my money. They’re either looking to cash in and become someone on the social scale, or they have money themselves and are looking to further expand their reach in the upper-class world. I’m not in the habit of being used. I’d rather spend my life alone, focusing on my work. When a need arises, there are plenty of ways to get the release I crave. I go to a random club and pretend to be someone I’m not. If the women I’m hooking up with don’t know I’m loaded, then they don’t expect anything more than a quick fuck in the bathroom, the back seat of a car, or even the back alley. There’s no reason for me to settle down with anyone, and I’ve yet to meet a woman who’s been able to change my mind.

      My life is mine, and I prefer to keep it that way.

      My phone rings again, and when I answer it, Cameron’s on the other end. “What the fuck, man? Why are you blowing Liz off? She’s perfect for you.”

      I scoff. “What did she do? Come running to you the minute I declined her offer?” Annoyance pumps through my body and makes me grind my teeth, which only makes a sharp pain surge through my jaw.

      “She just mentioned that she was done trying with you—that you didn’t seem very interested. What’s up? She’s hot, rich, fun, and an easy lay: the perfect woman to get you out of your slump.”

      “I’m not in a slump,” I argue for what must be the thousandth time.

      “You haven’t been with anyone since Candice,” he points out.

      “I have so. Just because I don’t brag to you about my conquests doesn’t mean they don’t happen.”

      He laughs. “See how pathetic you’re sounding? You’re making stuff up just so I’ll back off,” he teases.

      “Damn it, Cameron. I’m not looking for a relationship, fling, or random hookup right now.”

      “There has to be more in your life than just work. Come out with me tonight.”

      “I’m too busy. I still have to pick eleven more interns for the internship that starts Monday.”

      “So just grab eleven names out of a hat and you’re done. You know as well as I do that it doesn’t matter which interns you pick. You’ll just bitch about them all anyway. I’m picking you up at eight. Be ready.” He hangs up the phone before I can argue any further.

      I drop the phone onto my desk and pick up the file of applicants once again, knowing that he’s right. I hate doing this. I wasn’t lying when I said it was like having babies tear apart the office. They don’t know the first thing about advertising or being in an office setting. They’re used to sitting in a classroom. Every year, they come to me with the same tired advertising techniques they’ve picked up in class. Out of twelve applicants, there’s usually only one worth anything—two if I’m really lucky. But it’s my job to weed them out, and I do. I point out all their flaws and send them running back to their mommies with their tails between their legs. It’s my job to find out if they have what it takes—if they belong in this world.

      It takes me an hour before I settle and pick eleven more names. I spend the following hours making the calls and putting them all into our human resources database so they can pick up their name tags and security passes first thing Monday. By the time the day ends, I’m tired, annoyed, and ready for a drink. Guess it’s a good thing I didn’t turn down Cameron.

      We’re walking into an exclusive club minutes after he picks me up. We sit at a table in the corner, and I place my order: a medium-rare steak and bourbon on the rocks. Cameron orders the same thing, and after the waitress leaves, I sit back, looking over the place. I then realize that Cameron is looking my way, studying me.

      “I can’t figure you out, man. What happened?” he asks, stealing my attention away from people watching.

      “What do you mean?” I ask, picking up my glass the moment it’s set on the table.

      “We’ve known each other for years now; we went to college together. We always talked about being on top of the world—how’d we have everything we want in life—and now, all you care about is work. What gives?”

      I roll my eyes and sip my drink. “I’m just not interested in fucking random women.”

      “It feels like you’re not interested in any woman. Not since Candice.”

      “I’m not!” I feel my eyes go wide as my brows skyrocket. “Any woman I find is only looking for money or trying to make herself look more rich than she already is. I’m not losing half of everything I’ve worked for, and I’m sure as hell not going to be someone’s arm candy in front of their rich, better-than-thou friends.” I shake my head. “I’m just not into relationships anymore, okay?”

      He chuckles and shakes his head. “You’re going to end up all alone, my friend.”

      “Yeah, but I’ll have more money than God himself,” I joke, “while you’ll be stuck paying alimony and child support.”

      He holds up his glass. “To high expectations.” He offers up his shit-eating grin.

      I laugh and clank my glass off of his. “Here, here.”

      We both drink and sit back to relax.

      “Now, let’s pick the woman I’ll hopefully be going home with tonight,” Cameron says with a smirk.

      “Or, to make things more interesting, let’s take bets on which STD you’ll be catching tonight.”

      He grins. “Like I said…to high expectations!”

      I laugh and shake my head. At least he’s not picking one for me.
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