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A sexy seven-day job interview. Seven irresistible interviewers. Who will she choose at the end of the week?


Tess has been determined to get revenge for her father since he was fired from Diamond Enterprises on false charges. Applying to be Executive Assistant to the elusive head of the company, Mr King, seems the ideal way to clear his name.


But the interview takes an unexpected turn when Tess is blindfolded and flown to a secret location, only to learn that the advertisement was a ruse to find the new CEO of Diamond Enterprises. The catch: the job will only be hers if she passes a seven-day interview.


Tess will have to use all of her skills if she’s to succeed, and to resist the powerful magnetism of the seven irresistible men sent to help – or distract – her. But will Tess find herself losing her heart when she meets her man of the week?








Mr Monday, Mr Tuesday, Mr Wednesday, Mr Thursday, Mr Friday, Mr Saturday and Mr Sunday. Meet all seven in Working Girl – who will be your man of the week?




I lost my mom to listeria food poisoning in December 2012. She was my champion but after her passing Dad took over, even though he had no clue what publishing was all about. He even read my HQ Blaze, which was a tad uncomfortable because it was steamy. He followed everything I did with gusto. Sadly, my dad died on July 23, 2016. It was right in the middle of wrapping up this fabulous Working Girl serial. I was finishing ‘Mr Sunday’ when I got the call from the hospital. To say I was absolutely gutted doesn’t even touch how devastated I was/ am. Dad was 93, a WWII vet, Polish lad forced to fight for the Germans and had seen a lot of things in his lifetime, even his daughter achieving her dream of being published. This book is for him. My dad, who I love with all my heart and miss terribly. I only wish he was here to see it. xoxo
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MR MONDAY




I settled into the soft leather armchair and quietly took in the posh reception area of Diamond Enterprises. It was all marble, honeyed-colored wood, thick carpets and soft lighting, with one wall housing hermetically sealed first-edition classics behind beveled glass. It gave the impression of an elegant sitting room. Under normal circumstances, I would be drawn to the shelves, eager to see which books rated being so carefully protected.


Not today.


The whole place gave off an aura of old money and, in my opinion, also reeked of arrogance and entitlement. I didn’t belong, but that wasn’t going to stop me. I’d nurtured my revenge since I was fifteen, when my father died. Just five years earlier, he, only fifty years old, walked into our house, the contents of his office stuffed into a battered cardboard box, and the direction of my life changed. Now that a window of opportunity had finally opened, I’d leapt at it. The head of Diamond Enterprises needed an executive assistant.


In the weeks since I’d seen the job on an executive-jobs search site, I’d quit my position as corporate librarian for an international mining exploration company, and done my due diligence, researching and cramming as if this interview were the exam of a lifetime, in order to be absolutely ready for it. At the library, I’d done everything from ordering reference materials and tracking down obscure theses on mineral rights to supervising a small staff of archivists and researchers. To leave all that and become somebody else’s secretary was a step down, a waste of my degrees and the scholarships that paid for them. But the opportunity to bring down a huge corporation didn’t come along often . . . and I was prepared to do whatever it took. There was nothing they could trip me up on now. I’d learned all I could about the company – at least, what was in the public domain. What wasn’t public knowledge was what I needed to find out now, and the only way to do that was from the inside.


From my seat, I had a clear view down the elaborate hall into the mysterious and very secretive inner sanctum of Diamond. The very sanctum in which my father, Charles Raymond, had once walked, moving with the exclusive executive management team, until he’d been let go, falsely accused of misusing company funds, and it had cost him – us – everything. He’d been ousted unceremoniously, cut off at the knees, his pension taken away and with no golden parachute to see him through his senior years. It left him with a reputation that haunted him until he died, a bitter old man. (I’d been born when he was forty, rather late in his life, before his fall from grace.)


I pressed my lips together, trying not to let my anger boil over. It wouldn’t help; calm and level-headed thinking was the only way to succeed. I glanced at my watch, a delicate piece I loved with all my heart. Dad had given it to Mom on their wedding day, almost thirty years ago, back when they still lived in England. I gently touched the small, round face ringed with exquisitely tooled platinum and a bevy of sparkling diamonds. The second hand ticked and reminded me I was waiting, something I’d become very good at.


I’d arrived the obligatory fifteen minutes before my interview, and only a few minutes had gone by. I glanced up and saw the polished young receptionist’s gaze slide away from me. I watched her try to pretend she hadn’t been caught in the act of staring and decided I would ignore her. It wasn’t important. Instead, I leaned back, crossed one leg over the other and primly laced my fingers over my Kate Spade purse, gazing down the long hall. I could play it cool. But I had to admit I was curious about the timing of the interview; it was well past six o’clock in the evening.


Scheduling didn’t matter, anyway; getting the job did.


All I needed was to become a part of the organization, and this interview was my only chance. I was prepared to do just about anything to get my foot in the door.


My nerves were shot, though. I drew in a deep breath, as quietly as I could. I didn’t like that I was quaking, deep inside. I felt it, and there was nothing I could do about it. At least it didn’t show outwardly. If they found out who I was, I couldn’t imagine what would happen. Probably the same thing that happened to my father.


The hem of my skirt rode up above my thigh when I re-crossed my legs. I knew it was a dated skirt suit, but I loved my vintage clothing. Glancing down at my feet, I smiled at my shoes. Another great find. The only thing new was the purse. My passion for purses had gotten out of hand and my credit card was crying the blues.


Sounds echoed in the long hall. I looked up from under my eyebrows, glanced briefly at Ms Gatekeeper Receptionist, who was suddenly intent on her appearance, staring into a compact before snapping it shut. I fidgeted with my purse, stricken by the urge to see if I had any lipstick on my teeth. I heard doors open and close and kept an eye on the end of the hall, drawing in a soft breath when a man appeared. My heart fluttered as he approached, my nerves kicking into high gear. I no longer had time to check my lips and so I watched the man approach. He seemed about to explode out of his well-tailored suit. I noticed everything about him, imprinting him into my brain.


He. Was. Gorgeous.


And big.


Good Lord, he seemed to fill the hall with his presence. The intensity on his face as he concentrated while talking on his cell phone had me holding my breath. His brows, heavy and dark, just like his closely cropped hair, were drawn together. He was focused and walked with confidence. A fierce scar ran over his cheek, just under his right eye. I had the urge to trace my finger along the angry welt across his cheekbone. All sorts of stories about how he had achieved such a scar raced through my overactive brain. None of them was very comforting.


He entered the reception area, and dwarfed it. I stared at him, my heart pounding. Was my interview with him? He turned to the receptionist, glancing up from his phone, and said something to her that I wasn’t able to hear. I tried to hold back a frown when she giggled and flirted. He smiled at her and tapped his fingers on the desk a couple of times – he had big hands, too – before turning around. Then he was in front of me, and I stared up at him. I waited for a brief moment before deciding that I should stand. I struggled to get up. It was as if the damn chair had suctioned me in. I wiggled, trying to get my legs under me so I could rise gracefully.


‘Ms Canyon?’ the dark and dangerously gorgeous man asked. He reached out and offered his hand.


‘Yes.’ I tilted my head so I could meet his gaze. I’d started using my mother’s maiden name when I was in my late teens. Otherwise, one internet search and all the scandalous gossip about Diamond’s betrayal of Dad would be revealed.


Taking his hand was absolutely the wrong thing to do. His touch was electric, and heat rocketed up my arm and into my chest, drawing all the oxygen out of my lungs. I glanced at our fingers to see if there were, literally, sparks flying. I allowed him to help me to my feet.


‘Thank you,’ came out a little too breathlessly, and I tried to catch my breath.


I adjusted the chain shoulder strap of my purse with my free hand, then ran it down my hips to smooth my skirt, which I knew, without looking, had ridden even higher on my thighs. He let go of my fingers and I curled them into my palms, wanting to hold on to the sensation of his touch. I flicked my gaze to him and nearly fainted when I saw he was staring at my legs. I realized I was still running my hand over my hips.


God, I hoped it didn’t seem like a seductive move. I quickly laced my fingers in front of me. He looked up and I was captivated, his blue eyes holding me hostage until I once more had no breath. He smiled and one side of his mouth rose up almost imperceptibly. It made the scar on his cheek follow suit and – holy shit! – rather than being off-putting, it was the most enticing look a man had ever given me. I was rattled, and trying desperately not to show it. I dragged my gaze from him to focus on breathing for a few precious seconds.


‘Thank you for coming in so late on a Monday. I realize it was a last-minute request for the interview, and we appreciate your accommodating our unusual scheduling.’ His voice held authority, and a slight accent that I couldn’t place.


I liked it.


I nodded my head, acknowledging his words.


‘Thank you for inviting me for an interview. I’m glad we were able to find a time.’


‘As I said, we do appreciate that you were able to join us. Now, let’s get started.’


‘Of course,’ I said, grateful that we weren’t going to stand and stare at each other all evening.


He held his hand out, indicating that I should walk before him.


‘Please, ladies first.’


A shiver rippled through me. It was as if he had touched me with his voice. I’d never been so acutely aware of a man before. I wasn’t so sure I wanted him behind me. I wanted – no, needed – to see him, but that wasn’t to be. I had no clue where to go and continued forward until he gave me directions. Then everything seemed to take a strange turn as he directed me down a maze of halls to what looked like another elevator, a private one. He inserted a card at the bottom of the sensor and I found myself inside in the blink of an eye.


The doors whooshed closed and, if I hadn’t been looking at the numbers showing that we were climbing, I wouldn’t have known if the elevator was going up or down.


We were silent, and I kept my eyes glued to the floor numbers. He was a step behind me, and it was as if he had an effect on the air around us. His size dominated the small but well-appointed elevator. I glanced down at the ground and saw his feet just behind me to the right.


My mom used to say you could tell a person by their shoes. His shoes were mighty fine. Polished. Black and large. The elevator was warm – either that, or my body temperature was spiking. How could it not with a man radiating intense sexy goodness in such close proximity to me? When the doors opened to a small vestibule with glass walls, I was surprised to find we were on the roof. I turned to look at him.


‘The roof? Why—?’ He pushed at the door’s handlebar and it swung open, a leaf that had been caught beneath the doorjamb blowing out. He stared at me, clearly waiting for me to proceed. Was he not aware that we were currently over seventy stories above the ground?


‘Do you not speak much?’ I asked him, and I cringed at the edge I heard in my voice.


Mr Gorgeous smiled. ‘Only when words are necessary.’


I didn’t really know how to reply to that so I narrowed my eyes, then turned my back to him. Even though I couldn’t see him, I was acutely aware of him behind me.


‘Ms Canyon, this way, please.’


Wind rushed in, pulling at my hair. Thank God I’d had it cut. I missed my long, loose curls, but I’d had to make the change, and now I sported a short, layered cut, the thick strands dyed so dark they almost held a blue tinge. I’d remembered to dye my eyebrows, and mascara took care of my lashes. My hair’s normal fiery red was a dead giveaway, as I took after my father. He’d passed his hair down to me, and I treasured it. His nickname had been Rooster, due to his vibrant, unruly hair. I shoved thoughts of him away and stepped on to the rooftop.


‘What’s going on? Why am I up here?’


Mr Gorgeous turned to me. ‘This is the next step in the interview process.’


I frowned, trying to make sense of his comment.


‘What, on the roof?’


Then I heard the sound of an engine and searched it out. To my surprise, there was a helicopter waiting on a helipad at the far end of the roof. A metal catwalk led from the small entryway to the roof and stairs leading up to the waiting helicopter.


‘I don’t understand.’ I turned to face the man, and hesitated. Going up in a helicopter was not on my bucket list. I never flew if I could avoid it, because of my fear of heights.


‘As I said, this is the next step. You either move forward or you turn around and consider the interview over.’


‘What? Just like that? No helicopter, no interview? This is certainly unorthodox.’


Fear started to tighten around my heart. All my strategic plans had, up until this point, gone flawlessly, almost too well to be true.


I gritted my teeth and quickly weighed up my options. There were only two. Turn around and leave, never find the retribution I’d been gunning for all these years and live with regret for the rest of my days, or . . . I turned and looked at the helicopter: get in that thing and fly off to God knows where and keep my plans on track. The company had accused my father of padding his expense account and spending company funds on a mistress, and my plan was to locate expense reports and any other financial records for the executive team back then and, if lucky, perhaps find some recent ones as well. I’d release the documents to the media, prove the executives were all hypocrites. There’s no way my dad did what they said he did; he was honorable to the core and he adored my mother, so the implication that he was having an affair shattered them both. I don’t think my mom ever truly got over it, and I think she believed that he had had an affair. I, on the other hand, was adamant that he was innocent.


Do I follow the white rabbit down the rabbit hole, or do I let the adventure end now? There was no decision to make. I’d made up my mind long before this moment. I would follow the rabbit. I moved toward him and stared at the man head on.


‘Lead the way,’ I told him, and did my best to keep my voice from revealing the panic that had started to build in me.


He smiled and allowed me to pass. I went on to the catwalk. Heights. God, how I hated heights. Rivers of fear barreled up the backs of my legs, over my ass, and clutched my back in a fierce grip, nearly squeezing the breath from my lungs. I stared down at the concrete canyons of New York City, sparkling innocently in the evening twilight. Bah, not so innocent. Far from it.


I started to hyperventilate at the pull of the abyss below.


Slowly and very cautiously, I placed one foot in front of the other, keeping my knees slightly bent, much like a drunk being directed by a cop to walk the line. Seventy-five stories up.


Outside.


Shit, this was a nightmare coming to life. If only I could wake up and things were back like they were. I wavered, and a steadying hand rested against my waist. ‘Careful, ma’am.’ His deep voice in my ear wasn’t as far away as I had thought it would be.


His presence behind me was comforting, in a way, but I would not thank him for it. The polarizing touch of his fingertips didn’t help my breathlessness. Heights and him. What a dizzying combination.


‘Try not to look down, it’s easier.’


‘I’m not looking down,’ I snapped, lying as I flicked another glance toward the edge of the building.


I climbed the last few steps to the platform. My skirt hiked up my thigh a bit and I jerked it down. Should have worn slacks, but how the hell could I know I’d be flying off in a helicopter?


I’d told myself I was prepared for anything, so I had to buck up. I’d come this far and I wasn’t about to quit now. I needed to find out the truth and clear my father’s name. I hesitated at the top of the platform.


He asked, ‘Have you made your choice?’


Brushing past him, I walked toward the ride that would be one of the most terrifying things I’d ever done. There was no way I would turn away and forget that this company had, basically, killed my father. Fired him, devastating our lives. He was too much of an honest man to misappropriate company funds – and for a mistress! He loved my mother, and I simply couldn’t believe he’d jeopardize everything he’d worked so hard to accomplish. I needed to clear his name and make Diamond Enterprises pay.


I stopped by the open door and looked into the sleek interior. This was no touristy helicopter. This was class. Style. I turned and gave the man a determined look.


‘That I’m here on a skyscraper about to board a helicopter that will take me to an unknown destination should tell you how badly I want this job.’


Mr Gorgeous walked toward me. My heart leapt into my throat when he reached out and took my elbow. His touch was just as electric as it had been moments ago. He leaned toward me, and my gaze roamed over his face, seeing him up close for the first time. The ice blue of his eyes under his dark brows, and his lips, full and inviting, caused me to part my lips in anticipation . . . of what? A kiss? I could almost imagine the feel of his mouth on mine, and my muscles weakened at the butterflies that filled my belly. I found myself gripping his arm. His very muscular arm. But he didn’t lean in to kiss me. I felt foolish and angry for even entertaining the thought.


‘Get in.’


His assured tone left no room for argument. It took all my reserve to keep from falling any further under the spell he seemed to have cast over me. From the minute I saw him, there was a special something that had me short of breath, as if I were waiting for something to happen, and did all sorts of good bad things to my already heightened nerve endings. I stood taller and pulled from his grip.


‘I can manage.’


Turning away from him, I tried to step up into the helicopter. My tight skirt had been a perfect choice for an office interview but not for this unanticipated adventure. I tried again to get in, and the toe of my shoe caught on the step into the helicopter. It made me feel even more unraveled. The crowning glory was when his hands gripped my waist and he lifted me into the cabin. I was embarrassed that I needed his help, and hated how much I enjoyed his touch.


‘Thank you.’


Once inside, he let me go, and I found a seat. He jumped in as if riding a helicopter were a normal, every-day event. Maybe it was for him. He filled the interior with his dark, very dangerous and totally enticing aura.


‘Here,’ Mr Gorgeous said, and handed me a headset; it would drown out the noise and allow us to hear and speak to each other. ‘Put them on and do up the seat belt.’


I did as he instructed and watched as he reached into his pocket and pulled something out.


‘Now this.’


I looked at his hand and furrowed my brows.


‘What’s this?’ I leaned forward to see what he was holding.


‘Blindfold.’


‘Wh-hat? A blindfold? What on earth for?’


I looked up at him, cold dread slipping along my spine.


He smiled. ‘What are they normally for?’


That was a loaded question. My mind fell down that rabbit hole again and I had a flash of being blindfolded on a bed, with him above me, in me, making love, and I almost moaned. He was hot, sexy, and my body had reacted to him since the first moment I saw him. I closed my eyes and squeezed my thighs together, trying not to get carried away. I was here for a purpose, one reason only, and sex was not on the to-do list. I silently cursed him.


‘I really don’t understand why I have to wear one.’


He sat next to me.


‘It’s the rules. You’re here for a job interview and this is one of the criteria.’


‘That’s such bullshit.’


I felt myself getting pissy, which was a welcome change from the desire I’d felt moments before but not at all a good thing in a job interview. Nor was the swearing. He laughed, and I liked how it sounded.


‘Be that as it may, either put it on or get out.’


What the fuck had I gotten myself into? I hadn’t established an emergency plan. No one was waiting for my check-in phone call. Mom was back in England, which was what had made this whole venture possible. No one knew I was here. My former co-workers thought I was taking a trip to London to see my mother and the Harry Potter studios, and I’d lost touch with the few friends I’d had in college. Plotting the best way to reduce a company to figurative smoking rubble didn’t leave me with a lot of time to socialize. If something happened to me now, there wasn’t a soul on earth who would notice any time soon. Panic filled me and I glanced at the now closed door. I could leave if I wanted to, but I couldn’t give up. I eyed the blindfold. Really? Then I pressed my lips together and switched my gaze to his face.


‘Give it to me.’ I held out my hand. How much more control was I to give up? It was bad enough that I’d soon be thousands of feet up in the air, and now he wanted me to put my fate entirely in his hands.


He ignored my hand. I kept my gaze pinned on him and refused to look away. I was beginning to wonder if he knew who I was. If he – or they – did, then my plan would be shot to hell, but if they didn’t, then I was one step closer to making my way inside the organization.


‘I’ll handle the blindfold,’ he said, and moved toward me.


I shook my head and leaned away from him, keeping my hand outstretched for the blindfold. ‘I’d prefer to put it on myself, if you don’t mind.’


‘I do mind. The sooner you let me, the sooner we’re on our way.’


I shifted forward, not wanting to comply but knowing I had no choice. When he placed the blindfold over my eyes his fingers were warm against me, and when they brushed my skin I’d never had such a reaction to a man’s touch before. I could barely keep myself still on the seat as the shock of arousal swept through me. The blindfold was soft and silky, and the most seductive male cologne I’d ever smelled wafted around me. I raised my fingers to touch it; they trembled as I felt the bottom edge of the blindfold against my cheeks. Leather. The outside was leather, and the inside was lined with satin. Something about that combination got my blood pulsing thick and slow, whirling in a seductive heat between my thighs.


This man was more than I’d bargained for.


‘You’re trembling.’ Hearing his sultry voice, it felt like he was inside my head. In every crevice and corner. Filling me until I was all him. Distracting me. And I was letting him . . . oh God, I was letting him.


I turned to him, unable to see his face and excited that I couldn’t.


‘I know.’ My voice was weak, and all I could do was whisper.


‘I like that.’ I felt his breath next to my neck, warm and inviting.


Holy shit. This man exuded sensuality. I was confused. How could he have me in such a state? I was not normally a fool for a man, but this one was making me forget the importance of what it was I was here to do. That couldn’t happen.


Then he must have leaned closer, because I felt him all around me. He filled my senses. My body and my soul. I knew instinctively that he would be amazing in bed. Would that opportunity ever present itself? Oh, I hope so.


I couldn’t sit still. He was so close I felt his body as if an electrical current were crackling between us and I squirmed on the seat, trying to ease the ache building in me. I turned my face to the window, hoping for some air to cool my flushed skin and help me refocus. I had to pull myself back together.


Was being blindfolded better than being able to see him? I wasn’t so sure. To see him in the dark, so intimate and close, would be almost as seductive as not being able to see him but knowing he was there. Especially not knowing how close he was sitting to me. Was he looking at me? I breathed in and caught his scent again; it mingled with that of the blindfold. I was overcome and drew in a breath when the helicopter lifted off. It tilted. I wasn’t prepared for it and I flung my arms out in attempt to keep my balance. My body lost its sense of up versus down and panic hit me in the chest. I knew I was high in the air, with nothing between me and the ground but the shell of this tin can of a helicopter.


One hand hit the window and the other hand him.


‘With great risk comes great reward. Just chill. We’ll be there soon.’


His voice filled my headset and I wondered if the pilot could also hear him. Would they both be able to hear me if I spoke? Could they both hear my rapid breathing? It sounded like a roar in my own ears. I settled back into the seat, but I couldn’t relax my muscles. Tension built in my neck and shoulders as I held myself rigid.


After a few minutes, I felt myself calm as the helicopter settled into a steady flight. It wasn’t choppy or jumping around in the sky, like I thought it’d be, and I let out a slow breath. It was going to be okay. I didn’t really feel like talking, so when music filled my headset I felt myself calm a bit. It lulled me. My sense of hearing was heightened by my lack of vision, and I swore I could hear the man next to me breathing through my headset, even with the music in the background. It was seductive. The image I’d had moments before of us making love flash-forwarded to one of us sated after a night of sweet love. Falling asleep, intimately, in the dark, wrapped in each other’s arms. I could see myself inhale, liking the scents of him that swirled around me. I knew I would never forget it and, should I ever smell it again, I would be forever reminded of this night. Of him. This strange and enigmatic man who had tipped my world off-kilter in such a short space of time.


I rested my head back on the seat, allowing my senses to take over. Behind the blindfold, I closed my eyes. It helped to see him in my mind’s eye. I wondered if he was looking at me, and I felt a flush sweep through my body. My mouth opened as I drew in yet another shaky breath and I could’ve sworn I heard him breathe in at the same time. It told me that maybe he had been watching me, and that excited me more than I cared to admit. His presence gave me a bit of comfort, though, and I felt my fear fading a little.


We sat in silence, but it was as if our bodies were speaking to each other. I opened my mouth, about to say something, but snapped it shut again, remembering the pilot. Then the cadence of the helicopter changed. It was descending and I curled my fingers over my knees as my stomach dropped with the descent. The touchdown was gentle, however, and the engines were turned off.


It appeared I would be staying here – wherever here was – for a while, otherwise why would the engines be shut off? I touched the blindfold, desperately wanting to rip it off. But I waited. Positive there would be a further set of instructions.


‘We’ve arrived.’


The announcement came from the pilot through the headsets.


Then my headset was removed, the man’s fingers brushing over my hair and behind my ear. A delicate shiver overtook me, and my nipples hardened. Thank God I had a jacket on.


Still blindfolded, I tipped my head to listen. The door was unlatched and opened, and a rush of sea-scented air filled the cabin. I was baffled by everything that had transpired so far. Why on earth would he bring me to the seaside?


Then my blindfold was gone.


He stepped out of the helicopter and offered me his hand. I took it, but hesitated, hoping we weren’t on a sky-high helipad again. Damn my fear. After marshalling my courage, I exited the helicopter. I gasped at what I saw. We’d landed at ground level but a magnificent house sprawled beyond the helipad, perched on a cliff overlooking the ocean. I felt a jolt of vertigo, just seeing how the house stood right on the edge. This interview was getting stranger with every passing minute.


‘Where are we?’ I asked, looking down at him. ‘This is incredible.’


‘Come.’


He dropped my hand to take hold of my waist. He lifted. I steadied myself by gripping his shoulders. He lowered me slowly. I held my breath and our gazes locked. Time stood still until my feet touched the ground, and I tipped my head back so as not to break eye contact. Only then did I realize that I’d slipped down his body, intimately, and we didn’t part, lingering flush to each other with his hands at my waist and mine on his shoulders. I swallowed and stepped back. This was all wrong. I needed to get a grip and stop obsessing about him, especially as it was a job interview.


My legs were a little wobbly and I stumbled along the flagstone pathway to the house. He took my elbow and I glanced up at him. He was watching me with an unreadable expression. It didn’t unnerve me, but it did make me wonder what he was thinking. I was curious about this man, whom I’d met such a short while ago. I liked his touch; it had an element of possession which was rather exciting. It was as if we were both magnetized, being drawn one to the other, and it took everything I had to resist the pull. Yes, I acknowledged to myself, he made me feel like a woman. No man had ever taken the time to do that before, because I tended to go for the one-and-done guys. It was less time-consuming – and less emotionally demanding – that way. This feeling was new, but I was enjoying it.


Once inside the house, I was led to a study. All the drapes were drawn. The furniture was old, heavy and very masculine. I knew my antiques and was stunned by some of the pieces in the room. There was no one there but us. He touched the back of the chair by the desk, but I stopped in front of a tall, multi-paned window, one of many that lined one wall of the study. Very old but elegant drapes hung behind the ornately carved window valance. The ceiling took my breath away, it was so high, like in a cathedral. It seemed that everything was making me breathless tonight.


‘Please sit.’


Especially him.


I did as he asked and watched him walk to the sideboard and pour golden liquid into a beautifully cut crystal tumbler.


He glanced at me. ‘Ice?’


I shook my head. ‘No, neat.’


I could barely contain myself. It was hard to stop myself bursting out with a million questions. I was frazzled, aroused, confused, and I needed that drink something fierce. But having a drink at an interview was oh so wrong. I took the glass from him in any case, our fingers touching. I gasped and gulped a mouthful, welcoming the burn as it slipped down my throat.


‘It was a pleasure.’ He bowed his head and, before I could comment, he left.


Disappointment filled me and I stood up.


‘What the hell?’ I looked around and froze when a voice filled the room.


‘Ms Canyon. I’ve been looking forward to meeting you.’


The speaker’s voice sounded odd – being piped into the room, like that of a visitor from the Great Beyond.


Tentatively, I replied, ‘I’m sorry, you have me at a disadvantage, Mr—’


There was a sly amusement in his tone when he said, ‘You may call me Mr King. Welcome to my kingdom.’


I remained silent. One thing I’d learned from my father was to let the other person do the talking. Let them expose themselves or give away their intentions. So I sat quietly, trying not to explode with impatience.


The voice filled the room, and it rather unnerved me. How do you have a conversation with a disembodied voice? I listened, focusing on the words, while keeping the expression on my face blank. If the voice was coming via speakers from another location, I had every expectation that there would also be a camera watching me. I let my need for revenge fuel my patience. I’d come too far to screw it up now.


‘Your résumé is impressive. If it weren’t, you wouldn’t be sitting in my study. Your degree and the years you spent as a corporate librarian are good background for what I am looking for. Your discovery of the antiquated geological survey that allowed your former employers to snatch up untapped ore veins on the cheap was quite impressive. I also enjoyed the digital gallery you created of the fossils discovered in the Montana quarry.’ He paused, and I wondered if he was trying to bait me. I wouldn’t let him. ‘However, this interview process is not going to be what you would normally expect.’


I couldn’t sit quietly any longer. ‘What exactly do you mean?’


A deep chuckle echoed in the room. ‘You are inquisitive. I like that. In order for you to be considered further for this position, you need to agree to complete the tests that will be assigned to you.’


‘How can I agree when I have no idea what the tests are?’ I was beginning to feel frustrated by all these games.


‘It comes down to trust and to how badly you want the job. Enough to take a risk?’


‘I don’t even know you.’ I wasn’t about to reveal how much I didn’t know about the company. And what I did know screamed at me that trust was something they didn’t deserve. Especially after what they did to my father.


The room seemed to close in around me as the heaviness of what he was asking me to do pressed down on me. I realized I had to take a leap into the unknown if I wanted to continue with the job interview. I had to take the risk. It was hard going along like this, blindly, without being given any explanation. It scared me, just like letting Mr Gorgeous put the blindfold on me and getting into the helicopter, so desperate not to show my fear and doing it anyway. It was why I was here now, with another decision to make that would either take me closer to my goal or ruin everything.


I sat back in the chair, processing this information.


‘You look skeptical, Ms Canyon.’


‘How can I not be? Have all the candidates performed these tests? With everything that has happened to me so far tonight, if what you are expecting isn’t misguided trust, I don’t know what is.’ I paused and looked around the room, trying to find that damn camera. And yeah, I heard the tone in my voice when I answered him. Not an overly respectful way to speak to a potential boss.


My legs were trembling with both frustration and uncertainty about what lay ahead. I was a hot mess of emotion. I stood and paced the room, prowling like a caged animal trying to find an escape route. This was the weirdest thing that had ever happened to me. To think I was the one that got this adventure rolling by applying, and now I felt the tables were turning on me. Only in which direction? I clutched my purse in front of me to keep my hands occupied. I was still me, and I did have a choice. Follow the rabbit? Don’t follow the rabbit. It appeared that Mr King didn’t mind my renewed silence as he was also quiet – probably because he was watching me. I felt his eyes on me and, even though I couldn’t see him, I knew without a doubt that my every move was being monitored while I was in this room. Was Mr Gorgeous with him, watching me? What if Mr King was Mr Gorgeous? Holy shit, what then? There was no way of recognizing the distorted voice.


I eyed the desk and my glass of Scotch. There was one last swallow and, boy, did I want it. The silence lengthened, filling the room with its oppressive weight. I was a little surprised that Mr King hadn’t spoken again. He seemed the sort who liked to hear himself talk. I peered out of the window. It was now dark as pitch and I couldn’t see a thing, but I was pretty sure this set of windows overlooked the ocean. And the cliffs, too. I was glad of the darkness, because then I couldn’t see how far we were above the pounding waves below. Just the thought of it worried me. Remembering the glimpse of the house I’d gotten debarking the helicopter, I shivered. It was all so very gothic. Now that I thought about it, I was sure I could feel the pounding waves resonate up through the rock, into the foundations of the house. I didn’t like that idea at all, but I started to imagine secret caverns and tunnels underneath the building. Places where people could easily get lost.


I placed a palm on the window to steady my crazy imaginings. It was cool, and I drew in a few calming breaths. How could I have missed the existence of this house in my research? But obviously, there would be things buried too deep to find, and this house was one of them.


‘It’s a spectacular view in the daytime.’ The words boomed, and I nearly jumped out of my skin. This hiding-behind-a-voice façade was getting a bit annoying. It was time for him to show himself.


I spun around. ‘I’m sure it is. What I saw when the helicopter landed was quite beautiful.’


‘I’m glad you liked it. If you pass all my tests, and I hire you, then you will be able to enjoy this view often.’


‘Is this where your executive assistant will be based? Would I have to come here every day?’


There was silence again. Why wasn’t he talking? A few minutes passed and, when the speaker made a series of clicks, I realized I’d been breathing shallowly, waiting for the next words from the Great Beyond.


‘The details will be provided.’ The voice sounded tired. I could hear it through the distortion. I walked back to the desk and picked up the glass. I swallowed the last of the Scotch. I needed another drink, but I didn’t feel comfortable helping myself.


‘Please, if you’d like another, by all means help yourself.’


He knew every move I was making. Looking out the window. Finishing my drink. I huffed out a breath, then cast a look around the room. ‘I know you have cameras in here. If this is some kind of weird audition for Big Brother, I’m not amused.’ I walked over and poured myself a generous splash. I kept my face toward the elaborate bar, my back to the room. I held the glass, not taking a sip. Then I turned to scan the room again. ‘I’m not sure it’s entirely fair that you are keeping yourself hidden from me.’


‘There are many things in life that aren’t fair, Ms Canyon. Something to which I can attest.’


‘As can I.’ His comments pissed me off. I wanted to scream at him, but I bit my tongue. Literally. Otherwise, I would probably find myself saying something inappropriate and being escorted off the premises. Oh God, that simply couldn’t happen. I’d moved heaven and earth to get here. The words hung heavy on my lips. How could things be so unfair for him? Didn’t he have it all? A lavish house like this, full of valuable possessions. No money worries. The power he wielded, power that my family had experienced first hand. I put the glass back down on the bar, no longer wanting to drink his Scotch.


‘I’m sure you can, Ms Canyon. Attest to it, that is. Most people feel they are dealt a raw hand.’ How could someone as rich as him ever know what that was like? Then I thought of something and an icy chill gripped the base of my spine. I narrowed my eyes, because the way he was speaking gave the impression that he knew who I was. If that was the case, then did he know why I was here? The thought was utterly terrifying; it could jeopardize all the strategic and careful planning I’d done to get here. I had to breathe deeply in order to hide how freaked out I was. I needed to leave. The sooner I accepted his offer, the quicker I could get out of here and start this ridiculous process.


‘I am still waiting for your answer, Ms Canyon. Will you participate in the tests?’


I stood quietly in the room, my thoughts in turmoil, but I wouldn’t let anybody see. I had to remain strong, keep my determination ripe. My hesitation was only a way of playing the game. To make him wonder if I would accept his terms. I did want the job, there was no doubt about that. I needed to readjust my attitude and behavior before I completely shot myself in the foot. I had to give myself time to see how this was going to play out. I drew in a deep breath and pressed my fingertips into my thighs. So this was it, then. I knew what I had to do. I opened my mouth to answer, but the words weren’t yet ready to come. I swallowed and tried again.


‘Yes, I do want the job.’


‘Excellent. I was hoping you would agree. How well you do on the tests will be the deciding factor on whether you’re suitable for the position.’


‘Fine.’ I kept my voice firm.


‘Now, I know you were concerned about being flown here this evening. I can understand that. But it was a necessity.’


‘I’m sorry, but I don’t understand. How could you know I don’t like flying?’


Mr Gorgeous must have told him. Yes, that was it. This reassured me. That was how Mr King knew, because there was no way they could know who I was even if they did know about my fear of flying. I felt more and more nauseous as my mind ran away with itself, yet again. I needed to get a grip! I didn’t want to even think about the implications if he ever did learn that I was the daughter of a man he’d fired for alleged misuse of company funds. I heard him sigh, and thought it an unusual thing for him to do, considering the no-nonsense attitude he’d assumed during our conversation. I listened intently, waiting for him to speak, trying to interpret what he was not saying to me. If I could only read between the lines. I was waiting for another shoe to drop, and prepared myself.


Without missing a beat, Mr King continued talking. ‘On the desk is a manila folder. Please open it and sign the non-disclosure agreement inside.’


I walked over and flipped the folder open. I touched my fingertips to the papers and spread them apart, scanning the document. I had to sign it. No way could I get around it. I took the pen clipped to the top of the folder and signed where indicated.


‘There,’ I said to the empty room.


There was a moment of quiet. I walked over to the mantle, and there I spied the camera. I touched it, knowing Mr King was on the other side. I boldly looked into the lens. Damn this man for his twists and turns. The silence continued.


‘Hello?’


Nothing. I shook my head and turned my back to the camera. Now what? I was exasperated beyond belief. Then the door behind me opened and I spun around. Mr Gorgeous pushed it wide open. His gaze caught mine and he didn’t smile. My belly lurched. I couldn’t even begin to think why he’d have such a stern look on his face. He propped the door open and went back into the hall. I stood rooted to the spot.


I blinked and took a step back when he came into the room, pushing an old man in a wheelchair.


‘Mr King?’ I asked.


‘One and the same, Ms Canyon,’ he answered. Gone was the booming distortion and in its place a deep but weak voice. He was old, frail and only a slip of a man, but I could tell he’d been a formidable force in his younger years. He looked as if he’d been tall. His knees, covered in a heavy blanket, jutted out from the chair. His shoulders, though drooped, were still wide. His cardigan, as my mom would call it, was a thick black cable-knit lined along the placket in a strip of bright yellow tartan. His gaunt face looked tired, but his hair was perfection, silver-grey and thick, just like his closely cropped beard and mustache. I was sure he’d once been a very handsome man.


I walked over to him and stretched out my hand. ‘Good evening.’ So this was the elusive CEO of Diamond Enterprises.


He raised his hand to mine, the skin almost translucent and showing the delicate veins underneath. He had numerous purple bruises on his flesh and I wondered how he’d gotten them. His grip still held an edge of power. He let my hand go and looked at his hands, which trembled a little. ‘Not the prettiest sight, but blood thinners will do that to you. The slightest knock or bump and I bruise.’ He slipped his hands under the blanket as if ashamed, and I felt a flash of empathy for him. ‘Now, then. I can understand your confusion – a lot has been thrown at you – but I sensed you would be able to handle it.


‘Ms Canyon, the reason for the stratagem we employed tonight was valid and important for the process. The interview needed to be away from the corporate offices because I’m ill – dying, in fact. It has not been made public yet, and I’m sure you see the potential ramifications if it were to get out without another CEO having been firmly established to create a seamless shift of power. I can’t stress enough how important it is to keep this confidential. Should any whisper of my medical condition leak out in any way, then your interview process will cease. I will know that you leaked it and, now that you’ve signed the NDA, there will be consequences.’


I was stunned by this revelation and by his open threat. I shouldn’t have been surprised about him dropping such a bombshell once he’d made sure I’d signed the NDA. Clearly, Diamond worked through subterfuge, given both their manipulation in firing my father and the way in which they were treating me now. Now, the unusual interview time and the mysterious helicopter ride made sense.


My mind raced. This only cemented my urgent need to get to the inner sanctum of Diamond Enterprises – before Mr King died and this opportunity with him. I did feel slightly ashamed because my only concern was how the man’s impending death would affect me. I know how devastated I was by my father’s decline, and by not being able to help him. Dad died when I was fifteen. Growing up, I’d been his special princess, but our relationship had changed after he was fired from Diamond. I laid that directly at Mr King’s feet. After he was fired, the life my mom and I had become accustomed to had changed rapidly. We’d watched helplessly as Dad withdrew from us and became bitter with hate. His deterioration – emotionally, physically and financially – was more than we were able to handle. It had been a difficult time for us, causing me to mature far too quickly; it was the driving force behind my need for revenge. I tightened my lips. I needed to harden myself to achieve my long-planned goals. I couldn’t feel sorry for the man responsible for me missing out on so much with my dad. I needed to get access to those documents before Mr King no longer needed an executive assistant.


‘I’m not sure what to say. I’m so sorry.’


‘There is nothing to say. It is what it is. I need to ensure the survival of the company, and that’s where you come in.’


‘Me?’ I was more confused than ever now.
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