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If Grinch Was A Prince is a stand alone third book in The Right One series.


Synopsis

Prince the Grinch Barclay. Grinch is not part of his middle name. It’s what we all call him. We, his staff, and okay, he should resemble a Grinch if life were fair, but instead he looks like Prince Charming. He has it all, money, looks, arrogance and a damn heart of stone. 

With firing his lovely assistant in the middle of the holiday season, Prince has picked me to be his next slave. I need this job, so I have to obey him, even if it means kneeling in front of him and accepting all his punishments.

.

Victor Anderson, my new assistant, believes he can manipulate me using his beautiful features and his sensuous body. He doesn’t realize the contract he signed with me is binding, leaving no way out. Making him my new slave. His defiance is amusing, but I know he is weak. Weak in the knees for me, always ready to surrender. 

........................................

IF PRINCE WAS A GRINCH is written in the first person and contains dual POVs.

This story contains M/M content and steamy dark romance, with a promise of happily ever after.

The book also contains some mature themes and is not intended for lighthearted readers. Triggers may include domination, assault, emotional distress involving animals, but no death. Mention of suicide of another character briefly. The book is intended for mature readers only.

...............................

This book is dedicated to my boyfriend. Not that he is anything like a Grinch. ;)

I also want to thank my friend Lily Lamb for encouraging me everyday to complete this book for Christmas.

Happy Holidays Everyone!
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Chapter One
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If I Knew to Read the Room

VICTOR

“It’s just a small contribution to the world, we do what we can for those who are unfortunate.” Prince the Grinch Barclay said in his perfect sexy deep voice, and I scoffed, to which he gave me a side-eye, and I coughed. Grinch wasn’t part of his middle name. It’s what we all called him. We, his staff, and okay, he didn’t look anything like a Grinch, instead he looked like a fucking Prince Charming. And that was the problem, he had it all, money, looks, attitude and a fucking heart of stone. 

“If that’s true, and you are that generous Prince Barclay, then why don’t you care about your employees? Wouldn’t you say they are less fortunate than you?” The female reporter from corporate media questioned. And I sucked in my breath while Prince fumed.

“I made a donation of ten million dollars to the hospital. If your brain struggles to grasp the magnitude of that sum, I am inclined to believe that you are incompetent at your job. Which, by the way, none of my employees are. I don’t give donations to my staff. I pay them for their work and treat them fairly.” Prince retorted, and a chuckle escaped me, and this time he didn’t just give me a side-eye, he turned his whole body towards me. His hard blue eyes glared into mine, and I coughed again, but no amount of coughing was going to save me this time. 

“I see your employee is having trouble swallowing that one.” The reporter said, and I gaped at her for fucking me over for her article.

“He is not my employee. He is on contract, which is soon to expire based on his performance review.” Prince replied, pulling the rug from beneath my feet, “And this interview is over.” He said to the reporter.

“Fuck,” I muttered as I followed Prince. I knew my contract was about to expire, but I was hoping for a renewal. I tried to follow his long strides to his luxury car.

“Prince Barclay,” I called after him, and he stopped at the open door of his very expensive car to eye me from head to toe, which made my cheeks heat. 

“Is there something you need?”

“No, yes, I mean, you mentioned the performance review. I assure you, I gave my hundred percent to this job. And that reporter was wrong. I was not-”

“Mocking me?” He asked. 

“Yeah, I mean, no, I would never, Sir. It was not my intention.” I tried to catch a breath.

He squinted at me. “What’s your name?”

“Anderson,” I replied, and he again eyed me with a slight tilt of his very fine head. “Victor Anderson,” I added. 

“Where do I know you from?” He asked, making my already blushed cheeks burn like the Mexican heat. 

“Nowhere, I mean, yes, you do know me. I mean you have seen me. I work for you.” I stuttered, and he gave me a thoughtful gaze. “I wanted to talk about the performance review you mentioned.” I tried to distract him from realizing exactly where he knew me from. 

“Victor Anderson, the renewal depends on your performance review, and given the performance I have seen so far, I wouldn’t count on that renewal.” He said coldly as he got into the car.

“What? Excuse me, Prince.” I called after him, and for a full second I decided I had nothing to lose and jumped into the car next to him. “What the heck are you talking about?” I barked as I sat next to him, and the driver behind me shut the door, locking me in the confined space of Prince’s car with a whiff of his very expensive scent sedating me. 

“What did you say?” He said as he squinted his blue eyes at me, and I hadn’t even realized the car was moving until the driver hit the brakes hard and my body slammed into the seat in front of me, hitting my head against it. Prince caught my arm and pulled me back. I froze as he straightened me. 

“Is this your first time sitting in a car, Anderson? Buckle up.” He ordered. 

“It’s not my first time.” I said as I tried to pull the seatbelt. “What the fuck is wrong with this car?”I complained, and the belt got stuck in the middle, and I kept pulling on it with all my might, while the car swirled, throwing me against the door. 

“There is nothing wrong with the car, the driver is new.”

“Let me guess, you fired the one who could actually drive on a performance review.” I pulled hard on the belt. And it suddenly loosened, making me crash into Prince, and he held my arm again. 

“Anderson, get a hold of yourself,” he spoke through his teeth.

“I am. Is he trying to kill us?” I muttered about the driver, as I tried to pull myself up.

“He was a race car driver. So, he likes to speed up here and there, we are in good hands.” Prince said so calmly that I had to turn to face him to let him see my dropped jaw, but before I could, the driver made another turn, and my hand landed on Prince’s groin. “Damn,” I yelped, as I pressed my hand down to lift myself up.

“Fuck, Anderson.” Prince yelled. 

“Oh shit, I’m sorry.” I pulled my hand back immediately, realizing what I did.

“Stay the fuck still.” Prince barked an order, and I stilled. He grabbed me like a rag doll and pushed me against the seat, then he clutched the seatbelt and wrapped it around me like I was an imbecile toddler. 

“I’m so sorry.” I repeated.

“For which part, Anderson? For mocking me in front of the reporters, or getting into my car uninvited. Or getting your girly hands on my dick?”

“I don’t have girly hands.” Out of all those accusations he threw my way, that’s the one I picked to defend.

He sighed and ran a hand through his perfect hair as he looked out the window, and when I tried to push my wavy hair out of the way, I looked like a complete idiot, because my hair always refused to settle. Prince glared at me and my hand stilled in my hair.

“Before I lose my patience and shove you out of my car, Anderson, tell me what the fuck you want?” 

“Right.” I said as I sat up straight, and when I didn’t speak right away, his blue eyes scrutinized me once again. “Performance review is based on the entire year, not on the job which I covered for a day? I may not be a Harvard graduate, but I am a graduate, and ten times more qualified for this job of assisting and event planning. So, you cannot tell me that my performance review depends on this job, which I must add, I covered very well. I went above and beyond, if I must say so myself. ”

“Oh yes, you did go above and beyond with your coughing and shitting about my car, which you entered without permission.”

I was this close to being burned speaking in the face of the devil. He could wipe me off the earth, but damn it, I couldn’t bite my tongue anymore. “I could have genuinely coughed. It’s not my fault that my timing synchronized with your statement of lies.”  

“What the fuck did you say?”

“I...” I coughed again, and he glared at me. 

“I meant to say that it would be unfair to give me a performance review on this one job.”

“The one you went above and beyond.” He repeated my words, and I bit my lip, which grabbed his attention, and my face heated again. 

My body lurched forward as the driver hit the brakes hard, with the seatbelt almost breaking my ribs. “Damn this fucking car?” I blurted.

“Get out!” Prince said as he relaxed in his seat. 

I shut my eyes hard, because I knew I had lost this battle. But when I tried to open the door, which wouldn’t open, I had it. “I know nothing matters to you, because I’m just another bug for you to crush under your expensive boots. But if you actually meant for a second what you said in your speech about the unfortunate, then know before firing me that this job matters to me.” I spoke proudly, and once again tried to open the door, which wouldn’t work. 

Prince sighed and leaned forward and my dick once again noticed his deliciously hot perfume, and the heat of his body, as he pressed a button on my door, and ordered, “Get the hell out of my car, Anderson.”

I took a deep breath, keeping my head high I said, “with pleasure.” I finally got out of the car and as soon as I shut the door, the car sped at full speed, forcing me to step back, and leaving me at the airport, which was two hours away from the office. 

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Chapter Two
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If the World Would Stop Spinning

VICTOR

“Vic, you know I have my flight booked. I can’t wait for you until evening,” Lana, Raven’s sitter, said on the phone as I urged the taxi driver to go a little faster, and I cursed Prince once again for stranding me at the airport.

“I know, it's just holiday traffic. I’ll be home soon.” I promised. 

“I can’t wait that long. Vic. You owe me.” Lana insisted. “You can e-transfer me.”

“I don’t have that much in my bank right now.”

“Are you serious? I need that money. Are you trying to rip me off?” She accused me.

“I’m not. You know I always pay you.” 

“Never on time,” she huffed, and I sighed. 

“Okay, go to my room, there is a key to the second drawer on the right-hand back of the cupboard.” I heard her walk and go through my cupboard. “Lana, please take only the six hundred I owe you.” She didn’t respond. “Lana! Shit.” She disconnected. “Can you go a little faster?” I yelled at the cab driver while I tried calling Lana again, but she wasn’t answering. “Damn it, my rent money.” I cursed myself for being such an idiot. I phoned my neighbour Sally and hoped to God she was home.

“Sally, hey, Vic here.”

“Vic?” she asked as she answered the phone.

“Your front-door neighbour.” I hoped she wasn’t too high to remember. 

“Vic! haven’t seen you in a while.”

“Yeah, I’ve been a bit busy with work,” The thing was, she was always too high on pot to wake up to see me in the morning or evening. But right now she was my only hope. “Sally, I need a favour. Can you please quickly check on Raven?” I asked.

“Why?” She asked and I could hear her open the door.

“It’s just that Raven’s sitter is not answering, so can you please check on him.”

“The door is shut, let me see if it’s locked.” She said.

“Hey Raven,” she called out, and I heard Raven make a sound on the other side.

“He is okay?” I smiled with relief.

“More than okay, he is happy to see me.” She giggled.

“I’m stuck in traffic, and Raven shouldn’t be left alone.” I said.

“Do you want me to take him to my apartment until you get back?”

“Yes, please, Sally, if it’s not much trouble.”

“Not a problem. I’d be happy to.”  She said as I got another call on my cell from the office.

“Fuck,” I cursed, before I answered. “Sally, I have to go. Thank you so much for doing this. I owe you.” 

“Not a problem, Raven is a delight. I’m home today, so you don’t need to rush.”

I sighed with relief. “Thank you so much, Sally.” I said as I disconnected and called the office back. 

“Hey Celia, things got a little out of control here. I was with Prince, and -”

“You were with Prince?” She asked.

“Yeah, for the hospital charity thing. Then I ended up at the airport. I am just on my way back to the office now.” I said.

“You have to get back here. Prince cancelled his flight. He came back to the office, and,” then she whispered, “He fired Lydia.”

“What? Why? Wasn’t she with him for the past five years?” I asked.

“Six years.” She corrected me.

“Anyway, he is having an early performance review, and wants everyone at the office.” 

“But I thought that this year the performance review moved to March.”

“That was Mr. Barclay, his father, who insisted on pushing performance reviews to March, but you know Prince, and how much he loves ruining people’s lives on Christmas. He is on a fucking streak of firing anyone who scores lower than seventy, and whoever is absent today is automatically fired.” She pulled the rug from under my feet. I thought I had time to look for another job. 

“Fuck. Driver, reroute to 115 Main Street. And faster! I’ll give you a ten percent tip.”

“Eighteen,” the driver said.

“Fifteen,” I countered.

“Deal!” he said, and my body lurched back in the car as he stepped on the gas and started whirling through the traffic.

“Unbelievable, you could do that, and you made me fucking late.” I complained as I tried calling Lana again, but it was useless since she must have long gone to Hawaii to celebrate Christmas with my month's rent money.

“Fuck me!” I barked as I ran my fingers through my hair, and the gesture reminded me of Prince’s handsome face. I couldn’t believe I was really sitting that close to Prince Barclay in that car, and he helped me wear my seatbelt. It was sort of kind of him, wasn’t it? The driver hit the brake, bringing me back to reality, where I knew Prince didn’t have a kind bone in his flawless body. I quickly tapped in the fifty dollars cab fare plus the fifteen percent tip as I practically fell out of the cab and ran towards my office building. 

.......................

When I got to my desk, I saw a few disappointed souls leaving the HR office. I turned on my computer and hoped to God I wasn’t going to be the next one to be called.

“Hey, you made it. Here is a copy of your contract,” Celia said as she kept the contract on my desk, and I quickly checked it.

“It’s my old contract.” I said.

“You are supposed to take that with you when you are called into the office.” She said as she was about to walk to Rob, my coworker’s desk.

“Celia,” I stood up, and whispered. “What the fuck is Grinch up to? I was just with him at the airport. Nothing screamed ‘fire everyone.’ And why did he fire Lydia? I thought she was the only one he liked.”

“I don’t know,” she shrugged. “Prince is in a really bad mood, he also cancelled this year’s Christmas bonus.”

“Damn it. I was counting on it.” Raven’s medication was six hundred dollars a month.

“Well, he did mention that the ones with excellent performance reviews would get the bonus, and it can be you.”

“Yeah, not likely.” I sank down on my seat as I logged into my company account and watched as a few more hopeless souls left the HR office. 

....................

“Victor, you are called into the Grinch’s office,” Priya, the office receptionist, whispered on the phone. 

“What? Why his office? Is he not renewing my contract?” I asked.

“Like anyone tells me anything.” She snapped. “Sorry, sweetie, he is in a mood. Now go, don’t make him wait, and don’t forget to take your contract with you. Good luck.” She said kindly.

“Thanks,” I said as I disconnected the call, took a deep breath, picked my contract and headed to Grinch’s office. He was so awful that he could put the Grinch to shame. He hated Christmas so much that there was never a Christmas party. He was always ready to cancel everyone’s Christmas bonus. There was no food drive, no toy drive for the needy. The only thing we got was a day off on Christmas Day, and only because it was a government regulation. If it were up to him, we wouldn’t have got any holidays, especially not Christmas. And this is how he got away with all of the Christmas abuse. He hired a handful of employees on salary. The rest of us were all under contract. So, we didn't get any of the benefits an employee would get. 

While the pay was good, the contract’s terms were so unforgiving that an accidental breach could lead to instant termination and being blacklisted. One of the previous managers breached the contract's terms by being recorded on a video by a teenager while bitching about the company’s cafe, and now he was sleeping on the street, right next to the same coffee shop. 

Prince had multiple cafes all over the state, and I worked at the head office, and had been working here for three years now. But regardless of where we worked, or how long, we were all on contract, so, no employee benefits, and now it looked like no Christmas bonus either. Prince, the Grinch, made sure everyone’s contract renewal date fell right before the Christmas holidays. It was his father who insisted that the renewal date should be in March, but Prince disregarded that rule, so those who didn’t get a renewal could suffer the most on Christmas. No one hated Christmas’ spirit more than Prince the Grinch Barclay.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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Chapter Three
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If It Wasn’t You

VICTOR

With my heart palpating in my ears, I knocked at Prince Barclay’s office door. 

“Don’t forget to collect your things,” I was greeted by Prince’s hard and deep voice when Lydia, Prince’s loyal assistant, whom Celia told me was fired, opened the door, and for a second I feared that Prince was telling me to collect my things, but he was talking to Lydia, his most favourite employee. 

“I won’t forget it for life. Especially when I sue you.” Lydia barked at him.

“You know you can’t sue me, Lydia. All you’ll be doing is tanking your career further than it has already been, and most likely will cross your bucket list of seeing the inside of a jail cell.” Prince said to Lydia ever so calmly that it almost sounded caring. 

She huffed in response. “Don’t let this bastard ruin your life. Quit, while you can,” Lydia said to me as she walked out of there. 

“Escort her, make sure she doesn’t take the laptop or any documents.” Prince ordered the security officer, who nodded in response and followed Lydia, and as I watched them go, I thought over her words. ‘Quit?’ Then I shook my head, like I had a choice.

I turned to face Prince who glared at me for a second before getting busy on his phone.  

“Yes! Why do I have to repeat myself? Cancel her access immediately.” Prince yelled into the phone. Looking ever so handsome, like a devil in a beautiful vessel. Prince was tall, perfectly built, with a lean stature, and beautiful godly features that swore his angelic lineage. He once again raised his blue eyes towards me, while he called someone else. 

“Prince here,” He said and I stood there frozen, watching him while his gaze roamed over my body before they reached my eyes again, and my body heated in response. “Lydia is not in charge of that project anymore. How much time we got?” He held my gaze while on the phone. And I kept thinking if I could make another argument to save my job. “I know, Christmas is coming, like it comes every year, it’s just a date, William. Leave the Christmas spirit for our customers to spend their money on our products.” He was talking on the phone. “I had to let her go.” He again observed me. “I’ll take care of it, your job is to make sure we have the right contract. And send me all the research on the property, their expenditures and revenue from the past two years.” He was talking, then the other person said something, and he barked again. “No, I don’t want a fucking summary, I want a detailed report, send me the fucking spreadsheet.” Prince barked into the phone before he disconnected the call. I looked away to take in the beautiful office, the high ceiling, and, damn those glass windows, I could only dream of an office like this. 
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