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Praise for Jo Watson’s hilarious romances:


‘Found myself frequently laughing out loud and grinning like a fool!’ BFF Book Blog


‘Witty, enjoyable and unique’ Harlequin Junkie


‘Heart-warming, funny, sweet, romantic and just leaves you feeling good inside’ Bridger Bitches Book Blog


‘Full of pure-joy romance, laugh-out-loud moments and tear-jerkers’ Romantic Times


‘A treat of a book’ Smut Book Junkie Book Reviews


‘Well written and lovable . . . a bundle of laughs’ Monash Times


‘Heart-warming and raw . . . I urge you to go on this journey’ Four Chicks Flipping Pages


‘I absolutely loved this book. It has humour, romance, heart-wrenching grief and the excitement to live life to the fullest’ Njkinny’s World of Books & Stuff


‘Completely lovable’ Katy Reads




About the Book


LOVE TO HATE YOU


Sera is usually a good girl. (Except for one wild night in the backseat of a stranger’s car!) But what happens when that bad boy turns out to be her new boss? And what happens when he wants more than one night . . . and won’t take ‘no’ for an answer?


For more laugh-out-loud, swoon-worthy hijinks, don’t miss Jo’s other rom-coms, Burning Moon, Almost a Bride and Finding You.




To come




To come




1. Bad Taste In Wigs


Don’t ask me how the hell it happened . . .


I could blame it on the Vodka.


Maybe I could blame it on JJ and Bruce. Maybe it was the strobing lights of the nightclub and the repetitive doof doof of the bass that triggered some kind of chemical reaction in my brain, causing me to go temporarily insane.


Maybe it was my outfit (NOTE: Never let a drag queen dress you for an evening out). I was wearing a sequined blue thing that could barely be described as a dress, and the famous “Marilyn wig” which they’d brought out especially for me, God only knows why? I looked like a crazed, transvestite prostitute with bad taste in wigs. Maybe that’s why it happened?


But what are the chances?


To find a straight guy at a gay nightclub? Possibly the only one. And to find such a ridiculously hot one, who somehow knew my favorite drink and bought it for me all night long. Who kissed me like that on the dance floor and now had me pinned underneath him in the backseat of his car.


I never did this.


Someone else was half naked and sweating and moaning and grabbing at his tattooed shoulders. Someone else was licking Vodka cranberry cocktails and sweat off his chest and having the best sex of her life—deliciously dirty sex—with possibly the hottest man that had ever walked the planet.


He’d made me feel like the sexiest woman alive, and that, coupled with the fact that I didn’t know his name and would never see him again—all that strong alcohol helped, too—saw all my inhibitions fly right out the back window of his car. I did and said things I didn’t even know I was capable of. With my face pressed into the seat, I told him how I wanted it. And he willingly gave it to me . . .


As well as several variations on the requested activity.


And when it was all over, he lay on top of me gasping for air and sweating beautiful glistening drops (God, even his sweat was sexy). It was easily the hottest experience of my entire life. But then he did something very odd, something that tipped me over the edge. He lifted his head and met my eyes with such intensity that everything around me went silent and blurry. He was looking at me like he knew me. Really, really knew me.


My mouth opened and an almost inaudible whisper came out, “Do I know you?”


He smiled at me. A naughty, skew, sexy smile. “Not yet.” And then he kissed me. No one had kissed me like that before. It was the kind of kiss shared by long lost lovers.


But when some nosey drag queens knocked on the car window and made loud oohing noises and one of them mimed a comic blowjob gesture, I nearly died. I flung the door open and ran, leaving my Sex God shirtless and with his trousers still around his ankles. While I, the girl that never does stuff like this (I reiterate), had to make an embarrassing run of shame across the now crowded parking lot. I could feel every single dramatically drawn, raised eyebrow watching me as I went.


Before I could get far, I was stopped by a distinctly masculine wolf whistle. Sex God clearly had NO inhibitions.


He was now leaning against his car, zipping up his jeans and doing it completely shirtless—with a very appreciative audience, I might add. He lit a cigarette, inhaled slowly and let the smoke curl out of his mouth.


He was like an advert for cool, in that I-don’t-give-a-flying-fuck-who-cares kind of way. An advert for everything deplorable and lascivious, but downright filthy-sexy in a man. Who the hell was he?


I really had to go!


I climbed into my car and pulled out of the lot, allowing myself one last glance in his direction. The cigarette hung out of his mouth seductively; his wet hair clung to his face; he was leaning across the bonnet in such a way that he looked like a model from an X-rated Calvin Klein billboard. As I sped away, he blew me a kiss and shouted after me.


“I’m in love!”




2. I Heard He Was Raised By Wolves . . .


In my head-pounding, hung-over daze, I rolled, slipped, and fell out of bed, feeling like someone had poured sand into my eyes and pushed me down a steep cliff. I got up and pulled the now very itchy sequin dress off and got the fright of my life when I realized I wasn’t wearing any underwear. I knew I’d left the house with panties on last night. Hadn’t I?


I was already running late for work—I had accidentally pressed the snooze button on my phone way too many times—but I couldn’t rush to work looking like I was.


I grabbed some cotton wool, dunked it in make-up remover and attempted to wipe the thick, chalky layers of black smoky eye make-up off my face. My red lipstick was smudged and one of the false lashes was clinging on like a dry spider. The make-up was coming off, but the glitter was more stubborn. “A highlighter, babe. Fab,” JJ had said as he’d emptied the entire jar onto my face. The glitter was sticking to my face like glue and some bits had even lodged themselves into my hairline. The wig was even worse. The clips holding it in place had twisted so badly that everything was completely stuck—no doubt from rubbing my head back and forth in the backseat of a total stranger’s car. Instant nausea rose as I started to think about it again. Crap, what the hell had I been thinking!


But the wig was my top priority right now, and I was left with no choice but to painfully rip it off. I yelped in pain as tufts of brown hair came out in chunks, then I cursed the wig and tossed it onto the floor. I couldn’t believe I’d actually worn the thing—it looked like a dead Maltese puppy.


I dissed my usual middle part, scraping my hair back into a ponytail. Contact lenses out—after inventing some new yoga poses to pry them from my dried-out eyes—and glasses on. Black pantsuit, white-collar shirt and a pair of semi-high heels. Then one last mirror check before running out.


On my way to grab my laptop bag and a handful of headache pills, I passed JJ and Bruce’s’ room, but before I could give them a vengeful wake-up knock my passive aggressive attempt at punishing them for their part in my early morning state I saw the note.






Sera,


You naughty, naughty girl! We heard you caused quite the parking lot spectacle. Dinner tonight, we want all the juicy details.


XX


J&B








I sighed and, as I went out to my car, my face went red-hot at the thought of telling them what had happened.


My twenty-year-old Toyota had been acting up lately. Another thing to add to the growing to-buy list, along with socks without holes, black pumps with non-peeling soles and now some new undies. But I just couldn’t afford a new car right now—or ever—not between paying back loans and secretly sending money home to my sister Katie.


“Please start, please start, please start,” I pleaded with the hunk of metal junk.


My job was the most important thing in my life. Without it, I wouldn’t be able to help Katie and she’d be at our dad’s mercy. And there was no way I was going to let that happen. I simply couldn’t afford to do anything that would jeopardize it especially since I was one of two interns vying for a permanent position at the company. Being late didn’t exactly scream “hire me.”


I also knew what being late meant. I would surely walk slap bang into an apocalyptic crisis lifted straight from the Book of Revelation. Working at an ad agency means going from one emergency to another. High stakes, lots of money on the line, demanding clients, demanding creatives and deadlines tighter than the skinny jeans they all wear.


My car finally started after a few smoky chugs and I threw a few thank-yous out into the universe. But as soon as I drove out of my apartment complex and turned onto the highway, I was assaulted by bumper-to-bumper Jo’burg traffic, made even worse by minibus taxis and their “creative” driving techniques. Currently I had one only centimeters from my bumper with a painted sign on his back window that read, “What goes surround, Comes surround.” At least something about this morning was vaguely humorous. But the static traffic gave me too much time to think and reflect . . .


What the hell had happened last night? Most of it was a blur, but every now and then an image flashed through my mind.


Vodka. Lots.


“Is this seat taken?” That smooth move and that husky voice . . .


Slowly grinding himself into me on the dance floor of Club Six, running his hands up my thighs, creeping way, way too high for public decency laws, until his hands were . . .


“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he’d whispered in my ear, his hands coming up and cupping my face.


“I want you so badly, Sera.” Hang on, how had he known my name?


“I need you.” That was the moment I melted completely and decided to walk outside with him . . .


Fumbling for his car keys . . .


On him . . .


Under him . . .


Windows steaming up . . .


“Fuck, you’re amazing.” More words that made me lose my mind as I writhed on his lap and totally forgot myself in the moment . . .


His tattoos . . . those dark piercing eyes . . .


“I could do this forever,” he’d whispered in my ear seductively.


“Sera.” He rasped as he came on top of me, the weight of his body crushing me into the seat.


Oh. My. God.


Had I really fallen for every lame jackass line in the book? He probably said that to all the girls he had anonymous back seat sex with. Was I really that stupid, or sex starved, or mad, or drunk, or all of those to have actually bought into his smooth-play-boy moves. Mortified AF. My only consolation was that I’d never see him again.


After a frustrating hour in traffic, I finally arrived at work, but the only parking space I could find was all the way on the other side of the office park, so I was forced to run with a pounding head and lurching stomach.


But when I finally got inside, I was downright shocked. Something was very wrong.


I was expecting to run straight into the usual office chaos: people screaming at each other, screaming into the phone, screaming at the coffee pot or the copy machine. But something bizarre was going on today. People were sitting around lazily . . . chatting?


It was as if someone had come in the night and tranquilized all my co-workers. Had someone put Xanor into the air conditioning system? That was surely the only explanation for this eerie calm. I inched my way to my desk feeling very uneasy—was this the calm before the storm?


Before I had a chance to pull out my chair, Becks slunk up to me and whispered conspiratorially into my ear.


“Have you heard?” she asked.


I half turned to her but she cut me off quickly before I could manage to respond.


“They hired a new Creative Director. Apparently he’s a fucking rock star. Blake something I think—”


At the sound of that name, one of the junior copywriters who happened to be walking past quickly corrected her, “Isn’t it Blade? I heard his name was Blade?”


Next thing I knew, an equally excitable art director joined the conversation, “Blaze? Isn’t it Blaze? Or Slash?” She was practically squealing.


I looked from one glowing face to the other. Their eyes were lit up like firecrackers and their cheeks were flushed a bright shade of pink.


“I heard they offered him a huge financial package to come here,” Becks said with a wild, wide-eyed look. short for Rebecca, always seemed to know exactly what was going on in the office. I think she made it her business to know. She was also my toughest competition for the permanent job here.


The other creatives simultaneously nodded in agreement, declaring that he was probably worth every cent, maybe even more. Yes, he was definitely worth more, they concluded. Then they walked off—no doubt to spread more legends of this creative man-God.


In an ad agency, creativity is king. It’s the currency and the Holy Grail. So when one of these so-called creative geniuses comes around, it whips everyone into a star-struck frenzy. He might as well have been an actual rock star because everyone here at JTS was whipped. I was too hung over to be vaguely interested, but the rest of the office buzzed like the static on a television.


“I heard he doesn’t sleep . . . ever,” the strange pale vampire girl from layout said dreamily.


“He’s going to bring in a lot of new accounts . . . not to mention awards,” two senior managers said as they passed.


“I heard he nailed all the chicks at his last job,” two guys from IT said before a macho fist bump.


I sighed and started to roll my eyes, but they hurt too much. I opened my email and there it was: “Meeting in the Canteen to introduce new CD” (Creative Director). The meeting was in ten minutes. I lay my head on my desk and waited for the headache pills to kick in.


I must have drifted off to sleep though because I thought I heard someone say, “I heard he was raised by wolves.” I opened my eyes and looked around, but no one was there. I glanced at my watch—Crap!


I jumped up and ran to the canteen as fast as I could without tripping and landing on my face. When I finally got there, everyone was already inside and standing around a black-clad figure. I could only see the back of him from where I was. I glanced around looking for Becks and finally saw her standing in the front row with the other starry-eyed women. I carefully pushed my way forward trying not to be seen, but when I got there, he turned and suddenly I couldn’t breathe—




3. A Big Load . . .


The storm had hit, and it was a fucking hurricane.


He was dressed head to toe in black—the uniform of a Creative Director—but there was nothing else typical about him. He wore dark sunglasses inside, and had a cigarette tucked behind one of his ears. His hair was strangely, unevenly cut and was slicked back and wet looking. He had a beard, obviously—it’s practically a prerequisite in this world—but it wasn’t one of those massive hipster beards that made ordinary men look like axe swinging lumberjacks. It was short and well-groomed and so damn sexy.


He would have been a sight under normal circumstances, but considering that only a few hours before he’d had me bent over his car seat, he was really, really quite a sight.


He wore a full suit, pants, jacket, waistcoat, tie—the works. He even had a black piece of fabric sticking out of his jacket pocket. Who dresses like that? Does he think he’s Don Draper from Mad Men?


He was almost gentlemanly—almost. But the tattoo that popped out from under his cuff and ran the length of the back of his hand and the one peering out from his collar that went up his neck and stopped behind his ear were anything but gentlemanly. He loomed like a dark, mysterious creature. Fortunately, he still hadn’t seen me.


“Oh my God, he’s soooo fucking weird,” Vampire girl said, rubbing her neck. Did she want him to bite her? “Weird” you must understand is a compliment in this world.


And then he looked directly at me and I nearly fainted. I inhaled sharply, so sharply that I started choking on a fleck of saliva. As Becks patted me on the back, his eyes lingered momentarily and then they left me. He showed absolutely no recognition on his face and in that moment I was overcome by two very strong emotions. One, relief. Sleeping with your new boss is not the kind of thing that looks good on anyone’s resume, not to mention the awkwardness it creates around the office. And two . . . I was pissed—“I want you so badly, Sera. I need you, be mine, you’re so hot” . . . and now he didn’t recognize me?


What an asshole! With his unnecessary indoor sunglasses, his oh-so-cool cigarette and his ridiculous black borderline-tuxedo.


I hated him.


Work was painfully slow that day. It seemed that the arrival of Ben—his name was Ben, just plain old Ben, not any of the aforementioned exotic names such as Blaze, Blade, Slade or Xenon . . . Ben—had caused people to forget they had jobs . . . and minds. People were standing around, eagerly waiting for their names to be called. Ben said he was “very hands-on,” a phrase that had caused me to both cringe with disgust and tremble with excitement all at the same time. He explained he was going to be speaking to all the members of his team “one-on-one”—another phrase that brought back images of backseat bumping and grinding.


Ben had used several phrases that morning that had my panties in a twist—as JJ was so fond of saying. I couldn’t figure out whether he was an innate pervert who tossed around sexual innuendos like salad croutons, or whether I was just being overly sensitive.


“I have a big load for you today,” he’d said before he emphasized how he wanted to “get on top of things.” All the innuendo caused strange feelings to pass through my body, but I almost passed out cold when he said he “wanted to really get his hands dirty and not be a back seat driver.” The mere mention of his backseat nearly put me in a coma.


But the worst thing was that my desk was directly across from his glass-walled office, so I had a front row seat and a clear view and—Oh my God, he was sexy . . .


He was calling people in for their one-on-ones, which caused a temporary traffic jam in the bathroom as women slicked on layers of fresh lip-gloss and fiddled with their hair and clothes.


Ben, however, seemed totally cool and calm as he sat at his desk looking devilish. He was the kind of man that your mother always warned you about. In fact, he was the kind of guy that should be made to wear a bright red, flashing warning sign around his neck. His casual, bordering on disinterested, way of leaning back in his chair and running his hands through his hair and—oh God—chewing on the end of his pencil was intoxicating. And not just for me. Every woman that left his office looked like they’d just had the best sex of their lives. They all had a sort of flustered, dazed look to them—even some of the guys. God only knew what he was saying to them.


As the day went on, I tried desperately to remain calm, but it was getting harder and harder as more co-workers came out with titillating stories of him—Vampire girl was especially vocal. He’d glanced over in my direction a few times when he’d called the names of people sitting nearby, but still he’d showed no recognition whatsoever,


The torturous hours dragged on until the day was almost over, and still my name hadn’t been called. At five I got up and started packing, completely thrilled to have been overlooked, but then—


“Sera De La Haye?”




4. This Smile Could Be Detrimental To Your Health . . .


The sound of my name dripping from his lips caused a strange reaction inside. I froze, like a mime in mid movement. Then I sat back down in my chair, locked my eyes onto my computer screen and stared straight ahead, unblinking.


“Sera. Sera De La Haye?”


I didn’t move. Out of the corner of my eye I saw his black figure striding towards me and within seconds, he standing above me.


“Sera?”


I knew I couldn’t keep pretending I hadn’t heard him, so I nonchalantly held up my hand. “Just give me one moment please, I’m in the middle of something very important.” As soon as the words were out of my mouth I imagined being fired on the spot. Not only had I slept with him, my boss, but now I was making him talk to the hand—what a disaster. I pretended to read a few more words on the screen, unnecessarily nodded several times, muttered to myself and wrote something down on a piece of paper for extra effect.


“Done,” I said. Then I stood up and, totally misjudging how close he was, my body bumped into his. I took a quick step backwards but it was already too late, the damage had been done. And OH, how it had been done! His sudden close proximity and the brief feel of him set off an involuntary chain reaction inside my body and I found myself fantasizing about him bending me over the desk and showing me who was boss. I felt sweat beading on my forehead and I tried desperately to drag my eyes away from his mouth—stop staring at his mouth. Stop staring at his mouth.


I could still make out a few pieces of glitter stuck to the side of his face and caught in his beard. I guess I had marked my territory. Ben watched my eyes, and then his lips—which I was still staring at—curled up into a tiny, slight smile.


“Better things to do than meet the new boss?” he asked.


My heart crawled into the back of my throat and lodged itself there. “No . . . no,” I said. I sounded panicked and tried to rein myself in a little. “There was just something very important from a client I had to look at. Very important, in fact, and it needed my immediate and undivided attention.”


“Important?” he sounded amused.


“Yes! So very, very . . .” I paused, wondering how many times would technically be considered too many to utter the word ‘important’ in one sentence. His eyes drifted down to my lips as if he was waiting for me to say it again. “But of course my meeting with you is far more important than the client thing, it can wait and I’ll—”


He held his hand up to stop my rambling, which I was grateful for, but all I could think about was how I’d sucked on his fingers the night before. I’d never sucked a finger before, but he’d obviously done some kind of black magic on me and unleashed my dormant inner porn star. I snapped out of it and willed myself to look up at his eyes, and, when I did, his smile grew.


“I like your dedication,” he said casually, like he was speaking to any other employee. “It’s good to know my staff are so hard working.” There was still no recognition on his part, and a part of me still wanted to bitch slap him into tomorrow.


“Shall we?” he asked, gesturing with his arm toward his office.


When I stepped into his office, I immediately became aware of the smell lingering in the air—the same soapy, spicy, sandalwood smell as the night before—minus the Vodka and sweat, of course.


Ben closed the door behind me and walked to his desk. “So . . . Sera?” he started, as he leaned back in his chair and looked me directly in the eye.


I felt an electric jolt reach across the table and shock all my senses to life. I sat up straight and crossed my arms over my body protectively. “Ben. Boss. I mean, Mr . . . . um . . .” I stammered. I had no idea what this guy’s surname was!


“White.”


“Sorry, what’s white?”


“My surname.”


“Oh.” I felt the sudden hot flush of embarrassment sting my cheeks. “Of course. I knew that. Ben White.”


He smiled at me curiously and I could see he knew that I had had no idea what his surname was. And I would never have guessed it either. White seemed like the most inappropriate surname for him. White conjured up images of sugar and spice and kittens in mittens. And he was none of these things. Ben Black would probably be more appropriate.


“So . . . Sera De La Haye,” he said, breaking my train of thought.


“Yup. That’s me.” I tried to sound upbeat.


“That’s a very interesting surname. Very . . .” he paused, looked me up and down and then smiled. “Exotic.”


I swallowed hard at the sound of the word. Why did he have to say everything like he was in the middle of having sex with you?


His smile grew. That hot, sexy little devil smile—his smile should come with a mandatory warning.


WARNING: Females should be aware that this smile can be detrimental to your health. Side effects include rapid pulse, palpitation, sweaty palms and in severe cases sexual arousal leading to impromptu hot-as-hell backseat sex.


“So you’re my client service intern, I see.” He bit down on the end of his pen. There it was again. Why did all his phrasing seem steeped in sexual innuendo? Accident? I think not. He was obviously some kind of modern day sleazy Casanova, going around deliberately trying to make females amorous—it was working. I crossed my legs tightly . . . just in case.


“Mmmm, yes,” I managed with a slight nod, trying to look as professional as possible.


“And are you finding you’re on top of things?”


“On top of what?” My body stiffened as sudden images of me grinding away on his lap went careering through my mind.


“On top of your work?”


“Hahaha.” I let out a small laugh. “Yes. Absolutely. Of course, I’m always on top.” I flashed a smile that faltered quickly the second I heard the words that had just come out of my mouth.


“Good to know.” Ben’s eyes darkened and seemed to drift over me, or was it my imagination?


He suddenly looked away and cleared his throat. “Well, we’re going to be working very closely on the next few campaigns.”


“Mmmm, I’m very excited,” I lied. I was terrified.


“I demand a lot from my staff, you know?” he leaned in looking serious, “but I’m guessing someone as dedicated to their job as you won’t have a problem with pushing yourself and working under someone like me.”


I swallowed. The previous images of me on top had just shifted to steamy images of Ben-on-top. I nodded and mumbled, the feelings surging through me were fast turning me into a blithering idiot. “Of course, I’m good on the bottom too . . .” Shit! “I mean, not on the bottom bottom per se.” I frantically tried to correct myself. I was failing dismally, but continued anyway. “I’m good under you, though . . . no, I mean working under a boss, like you, I mean, um . . .” I stopped. If I opened my mouth again I was sure I was going to choke not just on my foot, but on my entire leg as well.


Ben smiled across at me and opened a file, “So I see you’ve only been here for six months. Straight out of college, enjoy long walks on the beach at sunset, badminton, puppies . . . hmm . . . Elton John?” he said.


“What? I beg your pardon. What the hell is that?”


“HR sent up files on everyone.” He had that naughty smile on his face again.


“That’s not in there . . . I don’t like . . . why would that file say that?” I was totally confused and panicked now.


He chuckled. “Just joking, Sera De La Haye.”


“Oh.” I forced a nervous laugh. “Of course.”


He closed the file, leaned in closer, put his elbows on the table and locked eyes with me. “Well Sera . . .” He kept saying my name. No one had ever made it sound so wonderfully filthy before. “I’m looking forward to working with you . . . Sera.”


I stifled a gasp as my name dripped from his lips once more, “Th . . . thank you. Me too. Everyone is very, very excited . . .”


“Well,” his voice suddenly went all husky, like it had been at the bar. “I can’t tell you how excited I am to be here."


That was it!


His voice coupled with those smoldering eyes, his smile and smell, the seductive vibe that was oozing out of every one of his tattooed pores was driving me insane. I needed to put as much space between us as possible—right now. I stood up and stepped awkwardly away from the table. “I . . . I need to get home, so I better . . . leave now and . . . because it’s the end of the day and that’s what you do at the end of the day is . . . leave.” My nonsensical words cascaded out like dropped marbles.


“Sure, I wouldn’t want to keep you from going, because that’s what you do at the end of the day, is go.” He was smiling broadly now.


He was mocking me. “Okay. Thanks,” I said flatly and headed out the door . . . until he stopped me.


“Oh Sera, I think you’re forgetting something.”


I turned and that’s when I saw them. It took a few seconds to register because they were so out of place here, like seeing a polar bear take a leisurely stole across the desert. But when I finally accepted what I was seeing, my brain felt like it was going to shatter into a billion fragments. Because there they were. Peeping out of an envelope he was pushing across the table.


Pink.


Lacey.


Panties.


My panties.




5. Posing For A Playboy Spread . . .


I gasped and then slapped my hands over my mouth in utter gut-wrenching shock. I closed my eyes tightly, hoping that when I opened them again, my underwear would not be laying on my boss’s table.


I heard a small chuckle and opened my eyes again. He was wearing his backseat look now. His eyes were doing that intense staring thing that had the power to make you feel completely naked. His lips were slightly parted and he was running his hand through his hair like he was posing for a Playgirl spread.


Then the words poured out . . .


“I . . . I . . . can explain. I mean . . . I . . . I’ve never done that before . . . seriously. It wasn’t really me . . . well, it was me, but it wasn’t in a way. Someone else dressed me, I don’t even dress like that, so you can’t blame me . . . the real me anyway. Shit. I didn’t know who you were; I swear I had no idea that you were my boss. I’m not the kind of girl to sleep with my boss so I can get ahead or anything like that, if that’s what you’re thinking. If I had known, I would never have done it. Not that I ever do that! Ever. Please don’t tell anyone. Please don’t tell . . .” And then I caught myself and stuck my finger out at him accusingly, “Hey, it was sort of your fault too anyway; you plied me with Vodka cocktails all night and—”


He cut me off with a laugh. “Well, I hope it wasn’t only the cocktails that made you do it. I wouldn’t want it to be like that next time.”


“What!” I half shouted. “Next time? Seriously?” I couldn’t believe the audacity of this man and it made me instantly angry. “Firstly—” I was fuming now. “Firstly, Mr. Pervert, there will be no next time and secondly, this is sexual harassment. I could report you for this, you know. Sexual harassment in the work place is a very serious crime. And don’t think I won’t . . . Jesus.” I slapped my hand over my mouth again and bit down on my lip. “I’m threatening my boss. First I sleep with him and then I threaten him . . .” I sat back down in the chair. I needed to, it felt like my legs were going to give way under me. I slumped down and put my head in my hands.


“It’s fine. You can fire me if you want. I’m okay with it. It’s okay . . .” I placed my hand over the envelope and slowly slid it toward me, then quickly shoved it into my jacket pocket. I wanted the floor to swallow me up and never spit me out again. My head was still down when I heard him laugh again. “Fine. Fine,” I said, “Laugh at me, too. Whatever. Ha, ha, ha.”


His laughing stopped. “No one is getting fired,” he said. He sounded calm. I looked up at him and noted that his demeanor changed to something that was completely businesslike. This waylaid my fears a bit.


“Really?” I asked, just to be sure.


“Sera, I’m not going to fire you.”


“Thanks.” I said faintly. “How did you even recognize me anyway?”


He leaned across the desk, coming in as close as possible. “I could never, ever, forget a face like yours.”


I shivered. Goosebumps ran up and down my spine and my skin pebbled instantly. I had to get out of there, before some uncontrollable force threw me onto his large, oh-so-large and hard and perfectly shaped and . . . I shot out of my chair at the thought of it. Then I straightened myself and tried to look as dignified as possible.


“Well, it was nice meeting you, Ben Black, and I look forward to a good PROFESSIONAL working relationship where we can become great COLLEAGUES and COWORKERS.” I shouted the words.


“Ben White.” He stood up and walked around his desk toward me. “White.”


“Doubtful,” I half muttered under my breath.


“I can show you my ID book if you like?” He continued his approach.


“No, no. That won’t be necessary.” My breath quickened and I took a step back as he suddenly extended his hand. I looked at it in horror, as the various body parts that had come into contact with that hand began to tingle . . . especially my breasts. I quickly folded my arms across them.


“Can’t we at least shake hands?” he asked, taking a step closer and looking at my folded arms.


“Sure. Okay.” I reached out tentatively and took his hand, but as I did, something incredible happened—you know how psychics have those clairvoyant flashes and visions when they touch something significant? The necklace of a deceased person, or a missing child’s toy? Well, it was like that.


Vivid, colorful visions of the two of us flashed through my mind. He was pulling off my panties with his teeth. He was running his tongue over my breasts. I was ripping the buttons off his shirt and unzipping his jeans with manic vigor. I pulled my hand away as quickly as possible and looked up at him. He had that look in his eye again, that look he’d had just before he’d kissed me for the first time in the club. He bit his lip and leaned it. Oh my God, was he going to kiss me? I couldn’t let that happen.


“I . . . I . . . I’m going now.” I leapt at the door and turned the handle, but it was locked. I jiggled it around a few times in a frenzied panic. He locked me in his office! The sick twisted pervert had deliberately called my name out last so he could get me alone in his office after everyone had gone home. My heart started beating fast and that primal fight or flight instinct took over.


“Let me out! Let me out, now. What were you hoping for? To have me on your desk?! Let me out—”


He cut me off by reaching out and putting his hand over mine. He turned the handle in the opposite direction and the door popped open, much to my relief and surprise . . . and utter embarrassment.


“You were turning it the wrong way.”


“Oh,” I managed pathetically. I looked at the floor quickly and didn’t say a word as I exited.


“Sera,” he said. I didn’t dare to look up. “Please close the door behind you on your way out,” he continued. I nodded. “And Sera,” he added, just as the door was almost shut. “Now I know I’m in love. . .”




6. ICBIJCIFOTHGOTPWAHTBMNBWIAHSW!


My teenage sister sends me SMS’s sometimes that I barely understand. Punchy terse messages with CAPS-a-plenty. This felt like one of those moments that required a whole string of them.


“Now I know I’m in love. . .” WTFH! OMG! AB bloody fucking C! Had he really said that?


My hands were shaking uncontrollably as I clutched the steering wheel. The road was long and straight, but we were creeping along slowly. All I wanted to do was speed up and away from the office as fast as possible.


My office had always been a happy place that I loved going to. But all that had changed in only a matter of hours. And I seriously doubted it would ever feel the same again. The implications of Ben working there were huge. It was only a matter of time before it came out and everyone in the office knew. I would no doubt be branded the office ho-ho. And it would only be a matter of time before he notched many more of my co-workers names onto his bedpost. The thought revolted me.


I had to keep reminding myself to breathe. I wound down the window—my car was invented before such fancy things as electric windows and power steering—and stuck my face into the wind like an excited dog. I needed air. Air is good. Breathe.


The deep breathing did little to help, though. My pink panties were burning a hole in my pocket and a question was now burning a hole in my brain: Why the hell had he been carrying my panties around with him, in an envelope no less? Does he have a panty-thieving fetish?


I looked at the time on my cell phone, it had only been thirteen hours since I’d slept with him, and in that time it felt like my entire world had come crashing down around me. I needed to get home; at least I would be free of him there.


I drummed my steering wheel and turned on the radio in hopes it might distract me. My car had been built around the time dinosaurs walked the earth, so it only had a cassette player in it. But the music did little to distract. I just couldn’t stop thinking about it. The thought of walking into work day after day scared the living shit out of me. I’d been mortified enough when I’d had to make the run of shame across the parking lot the night before, and now it would feel like I was making that same walk of shame every single morning as I marched past his office to my desk wondering if anyone in the office knew about it.


I felt sick. I needed chocolate.


I turned into the nearest gas station convenience store and raided the closest shelf of chocolates. Normally, it would be hard to choose, but at a time like this, less was definitely not more. I shoved several chocolates into my basket—dark, white, nuts, mint, M&Ms, you name it


I had absolutely no shame at this point—hey, half a gay club had seen me semi-nude and my boss had been walking around with my panties—I started unwrapping the chocolates right there in the parking lot. I shoved a handful of M&M’s into my mouth and suddenly remembered that I needed milk, so I turned back toward the shop, but as I did . . .


“Sera.” It was him.


I jumped as if I’d just seen a ghost.


“What the hell are you—”


But before I could finish the sentence, one of the M&M’s went down the wrong pipe and I started choking. Real choking. Real gasping for air and going blue in the face choking. I grabbed Ben’s shoulders in a total panic and tried to communicate the seriousness with him. I couldn’t breathe and for a moment there I actually thought I was going to die. But, just before it felt like I was going to black out from lack of oxygen, I felt two arms wrap around me tightly.


He was strong, and with every squeeze, my whole body lifted off the ground. He did this several times before a blue M&M shot out of my mouth and bounced off the pavement. He clearly hadn’t seen it, though, because he kept on going.


“Stop!” I finally managed to say in between coughs and frantic gasps for air. “Stop.”


“Are you okay?” His voice came out fast and urgent as he turned me around and looked at me with wide, frightened eyes.


I nodded, while grabbing hold of my throat and still coughing. Crap. That hurt like hell.


“Fuck, you gave me such a fright. Don’t ever do that again,” he said while putting both hands on my shoulders and trying to look me in the eye. “You sure you’re okay?”


Was I sure I was okay? Okay you ask?. . . NO!


I was absolutely not okay. It was not okay that I’d slept with my new boss, that I’d left my underwear in his car, that I’d threatened to sue him for sexual harassment, called him a pervert and had now choked on an M&M in front of him. I was not okay at all. I was so embarrassed, I wanted to shrink down to the size of an ant and disappear.


“Sera? Are you okay?” He persisted, still trying to meet my gaze while I glanced anywhere but in his direction. He sounded genuinely concerned, more concerned than I thought he should be.


I nodded. “I’m fine. Sorry.”


“Why you saying sorry?” he asked as one of his hands came up and touched my cheek in such a strangely intimate gesture.


I shrugged him off and took a step back.


“Are you sure you’re okay to drive? I could drive you if you want?”


I shook my head. The last thing I wanted right now was to be in his car again. And the absolute last thing I wanted was for him to know where I lived.


“Thank you. I’m fine.” And then a thought struck me. “Hey, what are you doing here anyway?”


“Following you of course,” he flashed me a cheeky, devilish grin.


“What!” I gasped, and then proceeded to cough a few more times, my throat was clearly not ready for dramatic gasping.


“Joking, Sera. In case you hadn’t noticed, this is the closest gas station to our office.”


I looked around. “Yeah, I suppose you’re right.”


“Well, I’m really glad I was here,” Ben said. He smiled at me again, but not like before. Not with that smile. The one that made you lose your wits, your clothes, your sense and your virginity, if you still had it. It was a warm, friendly smile now, which was completely strange and made me even more uncomfortable than his take-your-clothes-off-and-climb-under-me smile. He was standing with his hands on his hips, and still looked totally ridiculous and utterly hot in that overly formal suit. He’d loosened the top button and tie now, so it had a slightly more casual look to it. The open button revealed a tiny bit of the chest tattoo that I’d run my tongue over 13 hours before.


“Well, thanks then.” I gave him a tiny appreciative smile and started walking back to my car before my whole face flushed red and I burst into tears from sheer humiliation.


ICBIJCIFOTHGOTPWAHTBMNBWIAHSW! (I can’t believe I just choked in front of the hottest guy on the planet who also happens to be my new boss who I also had sex with.)




7. A Panty Smuggler . . .


I’ve always loved collective nouns. A murder of crows, a business of ferrets, a mischief of mice. As I sat with JJ and Bruce, I wondered exactly what collective noun would apply:


A cackle of queens.


A gaggle of gays.


A hullabaloo of homosexuals.


To say they were screeching with laughter was an understatement. Bruce was currently bent over the couch squealing, broken up by fits of even higher pitched laughter. “He gave you the Heimlich maneuver?!”


And JJ . . . well, he was lying on the floor, tears running across his face, sobbing, “He’s a panty smuggler.”


It wasn’t pretty.


“It’s not funny guys!” I said, slamming the dishwasher closed as if I was out to kill the thing. And just in case the dishwasher still wasn’t aware that I was totally pissed off, I punched a few extra buttons for added effect. Still, their laughter continued. They clung onto each other for support now, hooting and snorting like toddlers that had been given crack.


“It’s a pity you didn’t pass out cold so he could give you mouth-to-mouth,” Bruce added in between his huge guffaws.


“He’s a panty smuggler,” JJ repeated. At least Bruce had moved on somewhat.


“It’s not funny. This could seriously jeopardize my job,” I said, as I stomped through the lounge and threw myself onto the couch. “What if it’s really awkward working together, and then everyone finds out and he has to fire me?” A lump formed in my throat and I choked on the words slightly. Losing my job, especially now, would be the worst thing that could happen, especially for my sister. Her future would be over. I wouldn’t let that happen, not over my dead body.


JJ and Bruce finally stopped with the hysterics and looked over at me. “Babe, he’s not going to fire you,” Bruce said, coming to sit next to me. “He said so.” At least he was showing some compassion now.


JJ nodded. “No, he won’t, besides . . .” He put on his drag queen Miss Ginny Tonic voice now. “He’s in lurve with you!” Both JJ and Bruce ooohed with childish excitement.


“I hate you guys right now,” I said, and shot them both a disapproving look. But of course I didn’t hate them. On the contrary, JJ and Bruce had saved me when I was at my most vulnerable—and by extension, they’d saved my sister, too. There was a thirty-year age difference between us, so I looked at them like father figures—my two weird adopted dads. And they certainly treated me like that, apart from the totally inappropriate father/daughter conversations like this one.


“You’re right, we’re being totally insensitive,” Bruce said.


JJ nodded. “We’re just jealous. I would have paid good money to have him come up from behind and give me the Heimlich maneuver.”


I laughed. “That’s because you’re a total ho!”


JJ cocked his head to the side and pouted his lips. “Um, look who’s talking Miss-take-me-in-the-backseat-of-your-BMW.”


At the mere mention of it, I felt my blood pressure rise and I wondered if my face looked as hot as it suddenly felt. The answer soon became obvious when JJ asked, “That good, huh?”


I bit my lip and nodded.


“You dirty bitch.” Bruce nudged me playfully. “But seriously. I really think it will be okay. You made things clear and you’re a professional. I’m sure he’s reasonable and professional, too. Otherwise he wouldn’t have the job he has. It’s going to be okay.” Bruce put his arm around me.


“Thanks, guys,” I said, finally starting to feel better about this whole thing.
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