
        
            
                
            
        

    
SHHH! IT'S OUR LITTLE SECRET

By Brandi Black


I
t wasn't a workday, so I felt weird being in the office.


It started when I drove into the normally crowded car-park and continued when I needed to swipe my pass to get through doors that usually opened automatically.


The building was strictly a Monday to Friday kinda place, and I nodded at the security guard as I hurried past, knowing that if I looked right at him we'd be locked in awkward eye contact until I made it through the gates.


Do I sound like I was up to something dodgy?


I promise I wasn't. I'd gone out for drinks the night before after work, and I'd left most of my beauty supplies in my desk caddy. This wasn't such a big deal — I was the only person with the key, so who cared whether it was full of files and folders or makeup and hair straighteners?


The only problem, I realized, once I'd woken up with a massive hangover, was that I was supposed to go to my best friend's hen's party on Saturday night, so I'd need all my supplies. So I drove into work, praying that my security pass still worked.


Luckily for me, it did.


It was supposed to be a quick operation — get in, grab the stuff, get out — but like I said, it just felt so weird. For starters, the elevator made far more noise than it usually did. It dinged at a deafening pitch and opened to darkness that I didn't expect. The automatic lights turned on as I stepped out, making me blink.


My desk was around to the left — l took my usual route there, but it felt so strange without all my colleagues, almost like it was haunted. I hurried through the eerily quiet corridor, breathing a sigh of relief once I'd reached my desk and the caddy full of makeup. I shoved it in my backpack like I was stealing it, and turned back down the corridor to the elevator.


And that's when I noticed it.


There was one light on, on part of the floor I hadn't walked through. My head told me to leave, but I wanted to see who else was there, so I went towards the light.


It was Robert.


Not Rob. Not Robbie. Not Bobby. Robert.


He'd drilled that into us on his first day.


He sat in his office with his back to the glass wall, hunched over his laptop.


"Robert?" I said.


Robert turned around and looked me straight in the eye, blinking with surprise.


"Hannah," he replied.


"Whatcha doing here on a Saturday?" I asked.


"I'm just..." he turned back around to close his screen, gesturing aimlessly, not finishing his sentence.


"Me too," I said, too quickly. "My makeup..."


We stared at each other.


He was definitely up to something.


But he was my boss — there was no way I could challenge him. Not only was he my boss, but he was unbearably sexy — you could see his muscles through his shirt, and he had floppy brown hair that seemed to find the exact best place to drape over his forehead. It made him intimidating.


It also made him look boyish, even though he was in his forties. And all this together meant he got away with a lot.


Sure, I was aware of his reputation — I'd heard rumours that he'd fucked girls in his office before. But they weren't like me, I reasoned. They were dumb and flighty and probably had one foot out the door the day they arrived. I, on the other hand, was serious about my career and wanted to make it further than the back seat of his car.


His eyes burned into me like orbs and I realized I'd stood there longer than I'd like with my mouth open.


"Your makeup?" he asked as he folded his arms.


"I came to get it," I said, reaching into my bag and playing with the zipper. "I'm going to a hen's party tonight."


"That sounds like fun," he said, keeping the conversation on me, I noticed, rather than letting me ask more questions about him. "Where are you going?"


I shrugged. "A pub crawl, then a strip club." As soon as the words were out of my mouth I wished I'd lied — who tells their boss they're going to a strip club? Especially when he's got that kind of reputation. I swear, I'd be terrible if I was ever interrogated. All they'd need to do was arrange a hot muscular older man to interview me and I'd tell them anything they wanted to know.


Of course, Robert wasn't about to let that detail go.


"Oh, really?" He said. "Hannah at a strip club? I never would have expected that."


I tried not to let it get to me, but I could feel my cheeks burning. "Why not?"


"I dunno..." Robert let his gaze drift over me, taking in my jeans, my boots, my baggy shirt. "I guess I never saw you as being that... adventurous."


He was playing with me, and I knew it. I wanted to rip my shirt apart, buttons flying everywhere, and show him the racy leopard-print bra I was wearing.


But like I said, he was my boss. I had to act professional, even if it was Saturday. And even while he smirked and made me feel like I needed to prove how much fun I could be.


There was only one thing I could do — turn it back on him.


"Well, what are you doing tonight?"


Robert grunted and unfolded his arms to scratch his stubble. "If you must know, I've got a wild night planned with my wife."


I felt like he was lying but couldn't work out why. "Oh yeah? Doing what?"


To be honest, I'd never pictured Shelly doing anything wild, and always assumed it was why Robert slept around so much at work. He had photos of him and Shelly all over the walls, and in all of them she smiled like she wasn't really happy. But of course, I'd never met her so I wouldn't really know.


Robert followed my eyes to the photo of them at Luna Park and I was suddenly overcome with the feeling that he could read my mind. I quickly looked away but then realized how stupid I was being. That was ridiculous, wasn't it?


"I'd rather not say," he said, tapping his fingers on the desk. "You wouldn't understand..."


"Bullshit." I stepped closer. "I've done wild things."


Robert smiled and leaned back, watching me with a look of amusement on his face. "Like what?" He intertwined his fingers behind his head and I tried not to notice how it made his biceps bulge through his shirt.


"Things I shouldn't say to my boss," I said, knowing how much he was already loving this conversation.


"Things with men?" he asked.


I licked my lips. "Maybe."


"Things with women?"


What was I doing? I felt like I was going down a dangerous path. But still, I couldn't help myself. I didn't have that much experience with either men or women, but I wanted him to think I wasn't completely boring.


"Mayyybe."


Robert leaned forward again, so now we were only a few inches apart. I wondered whether he could see how fast I was breathing as my chest rose and fell.


"Like what?" His voice was soft, deep, seductive. The tension between us was almost visible, and I desperately wanted to kiss him.


I knew I had to walk away before I did something I'd regret.


I stepped back and licked my lips.


"I've gotta go," I said, and pulled my bag to my chest.


"I don't believe you," Robert called after me as I rushed back down the corridor, trying to ignore how my pussy throbbed as I walked, begging me to go back.





I THOUGHT about him all the way home, replaying our conversations, trying to think of what else I might have said, ways I'd put him in his place. I drove too fast and swerved around at least two bikes, so lost in my head that I barely noticed anything around me.


I'd show him, I thought. I'd planned to wear a long black dress but now, spurred on by my racing pulse, I wanted to wear something sexier. I had a short sequined dress that was so revealing it would rival the strippers" outfits — I'd wear that, I decided, with my hair straightened so it fell down my back in a sexy sleek wave. Someone would inevitably post a photo somewhere, Robert would see it, and he'd regret ever thinking I was too boring to go to a strip club.


It felt like the perfect plan. Yes, it was a dumb argument and yes, it shouldn't have mattered, but it did matter to me, in that moment, and I felt the wild need to show him that being good at my job didn't mean I was boring too.


I started getting ready as soon as I got home. I showered, exfoliated, moisturized my legs with one foot on the side of the bath, found the dress and rotated in front of the mirror, marveling how it draped over my tits and made my butt look like I was a professional dancer.


There was only one thing missing... my hair straightener.


I fished around in my backpack, feeling for the cord, but I couldn't find it.


Surely I hadn't left it at work?


I tipped the entire contents out on the bed, sifting through them even though I knew the straightener was big enough for me to see it immediately.


It definitely wasn't there.


There was only one place it could be — my desk at work — and I wanted to slap myself for not making sure I had it. Of course, that was when I'd planned to wear a dress that worked best with loose ringlets — but still. I liked to be prepared.


I glanced at my watch — the party didn't start for another two hours. I'd have just enough time to go back in and get it.


And hopefully Robert wouldn't be there. But if he was, I reasoned as I grabbed my keys, it wouldn't hurt to wear this dress without anything over it, just to give him a glimpse of the real Hannah.





WHEN THE ELEVATOR arrived at my floor, my heart felt like it was going to jump out of my chest.


Why was I nervous? I worked with Robert every day. So what if I looked a bit different now?


I examined my body in the elevator mirror, giving my breasts an extra lift to make my cleavage extra deep, and blinked my heavily made-up eyes.


What was I hoping for? Did I want him to throw himself on me or visibly hold himself back?


He might not even be there, I chastised myself. After all, he had a wife and an apparently wild night to go to. But sure enough, when I reached my desk, I could see that his office light was still on. I found my hair straightener, tucked right in the back corner of my caddy, and hesitated. Should I go down there and see what he was doing?


I couldn't help myself. I tiptoed back to his office, this time staying silent so he wouldn't be able to hear me coming.


Robert was sitting with his back to the glass again, his laptop open again, but his body was blocking the screen. He looked like he was just sitting there, watching, but then I realized his arm was moving. It was only slight, but it looked like... was he jerking off?


I moved further along the wall and sure enough, his hand was wrapped around his cock, moving up and down. He breathed heavily, moaning, and I could see naked tits bouncing on the screen as a guy's cock plunged inside her.


My pussy throbbed and I smiled. I was about to leave him to it when he turned and saw me... and literally fell off his chair.


"Hannah," he gasped, as he bunched his pants over his cock, although not before I caught a glimpse of it — it was long and thick, just the right shade of pink that made me think he must have been close to an orgasm. He scrambled to get back on his seat, but it was a swivel chair, on wheels, and darted away from him.


While all this was going on, the scene changed on the screen — the next shot was zoomed out and I could see more of the scene. The woman being fucked was young, around my age, and the man fucking her was about ten or twenty years older. His trousers were around his ankles, and his business shirt was unbuttoned, falling around his stiff cock.


Aside from the professional makeup and lighting, they looked just like us.


Had he been fantasizing about me? The idea turned me on so much.


Robert managed to sit up enough to snap the screen closed. "What are you doing back here?"


I held up my hair straightener as though I needed proof I wasn't just here to see him watch porn.


"I forgot my straightener."


"Oh." Robert fastened his pants and wiped sweat off his forehead. "Um, about this..."


And that's when he noticed my dress. His jaw literally dropped and he blinked several times.


"Yes?" I teased, pivoting my hips so the sequins caught the light, knowing exactly how sexy it was.


"You look..." He couldn't find the words but I knew what he was getting at, and I wanted to make him say it.


"Do you still think I'm boring?" I asked, perching on the corner of his desk, draping one leg over the other.


Robert shook his head. "I never said you were boring, I said you weren't adventurous."


I ran my finger over his desk. "Watching porn at work on your day off doesn't seem all that adventurous to me. What are you doing here?"


Robert sighed and shifted his weight. The bulge, I noticed, was still there.


"I had a fight with Shelly," he admitted. "I needed some space."


"So that wild night you had planned..."


"I wanted to do something fun, she didn't." There was a line of blue ink on the desk and Robert scratched it. "Something like going to a strip club. Is it bad that I'm jealous of you?"


I gazed at him. Knowing what he was going through made me soften and all the witty retorts I'd come up with in the car vanished. "You can always come along, if you want to."


Robert laughed. "Aren't hen's parties just for girls? Do you really need me tagging along?"


I shrugged. "I'm sure Kat won't mind having someone there to hold her bag."


Robert leaned closer to me. "Are you sure?"


That's when I leaned in and kissed him. I couldn't help myself — he was watching me and his eyes were somehow sexy and sad at the same time. I pressed my lips against his and felt them relax and open, letting my tongue in.


What was I doing?


I wasn't the kind of girl who kissed her boss, yet here I was, doing exactly that. The combination of the dress, the porn, his reputation, that sad look in his eyes — it was sexual dynamite. My pussy throbbed as I climbed on top of him, desperate to feel the bulge press into me.


He seemed to feel the same way. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled me close against his chest, his tongue exploring my mouth with so much enthusiasm it made me want him to do the same thing to my clit.


But then he pulled away.


"We can't do this," he said, his eyes darting everywhere.


"Why not?" I'm not gonna lie — I was offended. I leaned back and pulled my dress back up under my arms where it had slipped down slightly. How could he possibly reject me, when he'd obviously been fantasizing about us five minutes earlier? Was I a terrible kisser?


"Security patrol this floor too much," he said, wiping his lips with the back of his hand. "Once we start, I'm not gonna be able to hold myself back."


"Oh." I was relieved the problem wasn't me and thought about what other options we might have. "We could go to my house?"


"Don't you have a housemate?" Robert asked. "I don't want anyone to see me."


I stood up and paced the room. He sat with his legs spread on the chair, his shirt still untucked, not even trying to hide his erection.


"She might not be home..." I said unconvincingly, knowing that she was in the kitchen when I left.


"Or," Robert said slowly, "why don't we find a place where security doesn't go?"


"They go everywhere," I said, confused. "The whole place is full of cameras."


"Not everywhere." Robert held out his hand and I took it. "Come with me."


I followed him back through the empty cubicles, a thrill running down my back as I imagined what my colleagues would say if they could see us strolling through, hand-in-hand, his cock straining against his pants and my sequined dress riding up my legs with every step, hiding nothing. I thought he might have been leading me into the kitchen, but we kept strolling past it, further down the corridor, near the director's office.


"Are you serious?" I murmured, thinking he was about to take me in there. It was the only office on the floor with a decent amount of privacy — unless you counted the massive windows facing out over the city — but could I really fuck him in there? Even though school was a long time ago, I felt like a kid breaking into the principal's office.


"Nah, they check that one," Robert said, and I wondered how he knew that. Had he been caught fucking someone in the director's office before? He leaned over and pulled the door to the stationery cupboard open. "But they don't check in here."


"There's not a lot of space," I said, peering in. It was about the size of a small walk-in wardrobe, surrounded by shelves of pens, paper and random supplies that seemed to be thrown in at random. I found a packet of batteries that looked like they were manufactured in the eighties once.


Robert chuckled. "That's part of the fun." He ushered me inside and pulled the door closed. The light was weak and shadows flashed over his face as he moved, which made it feel more intimate. We had no choice but to stand close together, and I could feel his hot breath on my face and the rise and fall of his chest. His hands were already on my back and I leaned so close our lips almost touched.


"Is this what you were watching?" I teased, "the office girl being fucked by her boss?"


Robert swayed against me, pressing his erection against my waist, brushing his stubble over my lips. "Yep. She was young and slutty, just like you."


He wedged his foot between my shoes, forcing my legs apart, and eased his fingers under the hem of my dress, immediately brushing against my swollen, aching clit. Pleasure swelled through me and I moaned, falling into his lips, kissing him madly as he rubbed through my g-string. I was wet now, I could feel it, the thin fabric already drenched.


Surely he could feel it too.


Robert rubbed faster, a smile forming on his face and his eyes glowing with wild eagerness. "Do you want me to fuck you?" he growled.


"Yes... yes... yes..." It was the only word I could think of. I closed my eyes and felt my body melt around his hand, craving that cock I'd seen earlier. I imagined it entering me and felt an involuntary shudder of pleasure.


He used my movement as an opportunity to slide his fingers beneath the fabric, and into my gaping slick pussy.


"You really do," he observed, pulling his fingers out, holding them up so ! could see how shiny they were. "But I want to make you wait."


"No," I protested, but he was already lowering himself down to kneel in front of me, pushing the g-string aside so he could get a good view.


"So beautiful," he murmured, and I was suddenly glad I'd remembered to get waxed last week. "I want to taste it..."


He leaned forward and slid his tongue up and down my clit. I held the shelves on either side of me for support, knowing that if I let them go, my legs were too wobbly to support me. Robert's tongue probed my pussy the way it had explored my mouth, starting with a slow, even pressure, building up speed as my breathing quickened and I began to moan.


"Shh," he urged, giving me a light slap on the thigh. "Someone might hear."


"I can't help it," I whispered as he went to work again, flicking my clit back and forth with his tongue, stroking my soaking wet lips with a finger. I knew he was about to plunge it into my pussy and the anticipation was killing me.


He knew it, too.


His fingers quivered against me like he was struggling to hold them back. And then, as though he couldn't restrain himself any longer, I felt them slide inside me. Two at first, but his fingers were as thick as his cock so I still felt like I was being stretched. I moaned and leaned forward, pushing my clit into his mouth, rocking backwards and forwards as he fucked me with his fingers.


I could feel them inside me, sliding up my slickness until his knuckles and my pelvis wouldn't let them go further. He added another finger, licking the whole time, and I grabbed the shelf with both hands, feeling him stretch me, preparing me for his cock, while my vision blurred and I felt like my pussy took over my entire body.


He must have felt my orgasm approaching, because he moved his fingers faster and used his other hand to reach around my legs and gently stroke my asshole. It was already well-lubricated from all the wetness that his fingers had spread everywhere, and feeling it being touched added another burst of pleasure to all the sensations I was already feeling.


I couldn't have stopped the orgasm if I tried.


My legs were bent and all my weight was on Robert's hands and mouth but it didn't seem to bother him — he kept plunging his fingers inside me as I fell on his face and panted as a wave of intense pleasure burst through me, turning me into a puddly mess.


I leaned against the shelf, feeling the cold wood against my back, and blinked as my vision returned.


"That was..." I couldn't think of a word strong enough to describe it. Incredible? Insane? The best I'd ever had?


I was putty in his hands now, and he used it to his advantage. He pulled my dress and g-string off and turned me around, so I was facing the shelves and he was free to stroke my quivering bare ass.


"Where should I put it," he pondered, brushing his dripping cock down my butt crack, teasing my ass and pussy. I clutched the stiles and parted my legs further, desperate for him to fuck me somewhere, anywhere, just as long as he was deep inside me.


Right when I thought he was about to slam his dick inside me, he froze. I blinked at the half-empty box of paperclips, wondering why he'd stopped.


"Wha — " I started, but he wrapped his hand around my mouth so I couldn't say anything else. His fingers tasted and smelt like my pussy and it made me even hungrier for his cock, which was now bobbing against my butt cheek.


And then I heard why Robert must have stopped.


There was movement somewhere outside the cupboard — and then footsteps, becoming louder and clearer. I held my breath and I felt Robert do the same, although my heart hammered and I felt like it was going to give us away.


What if we got caught? Would we both lose our jobs? Would everyone in the office start rumours and torture us for the rest of our working lives?


Robert was my boss. And he was married. It wouldn't just look bad for him, it would be the end of my career as well.


I squeezed my eyes shut as I heard the squeak of a door being opened.


We were done.


But then the door squeaked again and I heard the thud of it sliding back into place through the wall. It must have been the security guard checking the director's office! Sure enough, a few seconds later, I heard the footsteps again, this time growing fainter as the guard walked away.


Robert and I stayed frozen in place for what felt like an eternity.


"Do you think he's gone?" I whispered, and Robert tightened his hand around my mouth in response.


Finally, he released his grip on my mouth and let his hand fall.


"I think we're safe now," he said. "They check all the offices starting with this one, but he should be on the other side of the floor by now." He angled his cock against my pussy and slid the tip inside. "But still, I'm only gonna fuck you if you're quiet."


I nodded, willing to agree with anything he said if it meant he would fuck me. He paused for a moment like he didn't believe me, but then he grabbed my hips and eased inside me.


Staying silent was the hardest challenge of my life — it felt incredible. It was like there were fireworks going off inside me and every movement he made intensified that feeling. I arched my back while he squatted behind me, moving in and out, filling me with his sweet, delicious cock.


How come it had taken me so long to try this?


It slid in and out, reaching all the way up to my cervix, making my pussy squeeze around it, trying not to let it escape. He increased his speed and his balls swayed, slapping against my clit, driving me wild.


His muscles flexed against me as he thrusted, and I could feel the intensity of his strength as he squeezed my hips and grabbed my breast, using them to propel himself deeper inside me.


Just as I was starting to marvel at how long he was lasting, he came. He ground his pelvis against my butt as his cock exploded inside me, and I felt the strain in his hands as he pulled me closer, shooting his load as deep as he could.


It caught me off-guard — I'd expected him to pull out — but my body was in control now. It spasmed around his cock, holding it in, exploding with pleasure.


It was, honestly, the best I'd ever felt.


My entire body tingled with pleasure and I held him inside me, only letting him slide out as his cock began to soften.


Robert kissed the back of my neck.


"I can't believe how sexy that was," he whispered.


I turned around so our lips met and pulled him into a long, soft kiss. Everything felt incredible and I knew, with absolute certainty, that this was exactly what I wanted, forever.





WE KEPT FUCKING,


Everything seemed great and nobody suspected a thing, even when II returned to my desk sweaty and smiling. Robert and I scheduled fake meetings in the stationery cupboard and spent our lunch breaks prowling around the building, looking for new places to rip each other's clothes off. We found all sorts of storerooms and forgotten nooks that had lost their original purpose, that your eye skimmed over unless you were looking for them.


We thought we'd gotten away with keeping our new relationship a secret. That is, until one day when I started to feel dizzy at work.


Meet me in 5 minutes, Robert texted me, but I couldn't find the energy.


Not today, I texted back. I'm not feeling well. It was the first time "'d ever turned him down, and he was unsurprisingly shocked.


Are you ok?


I stared at his message without replying, not sure what to say. I didn't know if I felt okay or not — but a mad rush to the bathrooms a few minutes later answered my question.


Something was wrong.


At first, I thought it was a stomach bug, but then it continued. Robert kept texting me and I kept finding excuses not to try out that abandoned kitchen we'd found on level three. After a few days, I started to wonder if maybe it wasn't a stomach bug and bought a pregnancy test from the pharmacy around the corner.


I sat on the closed toilet lid and stared at the plastic stick in my hand.


I was pregnant.


How could that even be possible? He came inside me that first time, but ever since then we'd always pulled out. Surely once wasn't enough! My hands shook as I thought about how he might react — every possible scenario flooded my head and made me feel even sicker.


In the end, I decided I only had one option.


I had to tell him.


I stumbled up the hallway, still so stunned that I barely noticed anyone else around me. Robert was in his office with two men in suits I vaguely recognized, and he looked annoyed when he saw me.


"Sorry to interrupt," I mumbled, "but can I see you for a moment?"


The look of annoyance deepened. "Not really." Robert glanced at both the men with him, who'd turned around to look at me with mild curiosity. "Can it wait?"


I knew I shouldn't cry at work, but the shock and hormones were working against me. "No, it can't," I said, my voice shaking.


Robert's expression immediately softened, and he rushed towards me. "Excuse me, gentlemen."


He pulled me down the hallway and led me into the kitchen. It smelled like there was something heating in the microwave, but thankfully, nobody was there. He stood in front of me and gazed into my eyes. His arm instinctively flew to my shoulder in a comforting gesture, but he realized what he was doing and pulled it down.


"What is it?"


"There's something I need to tell you," I said, although I wasn't sure I'd be brave enough to get the words out. "I'm... I'm pregnant."


Robert stared at me. "Are you sure?"


I nodded glumly and pulled the test out of my handbag.


"Is... is it mine?" He stepped back, his eyes on the two pink lines.


I nodded again.


"That's..." He looked bewildered, and I closed my eyes, anticipating his outrage. But instead, he said something completely unexpected. "That's fantastic!"


I looked up and blinked. "What?"


"That's amazing, Hannah." Robert pulled me towards me, into a big comforting hug, no longer caring who might be watching. "I'm so happy." And sure enough, when he pulled away from me, he was grinning with tears in his eyes.


"What?" I asked. "Aren't you worried about your job? Your wife? After a few months, everyone's gonna know."


"Not necessarily." Robert leaned against the bench, staring at the sign, reminding everyone to wash their own dishes. "Nobody needs to know it's mine."


"How would that work?" I asked. "Who would I say the father is?"


Robert shrugged. "Don't say anything. It's none of their business, really. The only important thing is that I love you." He started to fidget and pick at a dried lump of ketchup on the bench. "Besides, I've got something important to tell you too. I was going to wait until the end of the day, but — " he took a deep breath, "Shelly moved out."


I was stunned. Did this mean we could be together? I thought those things only happened in the movies.


Robert reached out for my hand. "And I want you to move in with me."


I gasped. This was a thousand times better than I'd expected! Fantasies flashed through my mind — Robert and I fucking all the time, spending entire days exploring each other's bodies on crumpled white sheets while sunlight filtered through the window, all while my stomach stretched and grew.


"That sounds like everything I ever wanted," I said as my heart fluttered. "I can't wait."


Robert smiled. "Well, let's talk about getting you moved in next week."


He glanced around to make sure nobody was heading into the kitchen and pulled me into a long soft endless kiss.
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