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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
audiences only and features intensely erotic situations, sexy
headstrong alpha males, steamy office sex, dominance and willful
disregard for the rules. All characters are 18 or older.




He had that perfect smile
that twisted the corners of his mouth, like I was a game he loved
playing. Maybe I was. 



Strong, fearless, and used to punching above her weight, Hannah is
ready to take Bell Phillips by storm. She knows she's vying for one
of the most sought after jobs in the country, and she's going to
prove she belongs there.



What she didn't count on was the handsome, accomplished twenty-nine
year old the firm just hired to compete with her for the permanent
position. What she didn't count on was that he's as ambitious as
she is, and he doesn't mind playing dirty. But what she really
didn't count on was how good it could feel to risk it all for what
she absolutely should not, cannot admit she wants ...









Preview






"I did, didn't I," I agreed.

Why, of all people, did it matter so much to me to
hear the respect in his voice? Had that been what I'd been fighting
for?

He was looking at me with that look in his eyes, and
maybe something else, too. "You know," he said, "I have to admit,
when we first met, I thought you weren't going to be any fun."

"Fun?"

His eyes were bright. "And look at how wrong I
was."

The last of the sounds from the other end of the
building had died away. He and I were now alone on the floor. The
horizon was still gently glowing with the remnants of dusk.

He was standing close. He had been standing close
for a minute, now, and parts of me were noticing.

"There's nothing sexier than a woman with talent,"
he said softly.

I don't know why, but my eyes just wanted to linger
on his lips as he spoke. He had that perfect smile that twisted the
corners of his mouth, like I was a game he loved playing. Maybe I
was.

"I thought it was my blouse you liked," I
breathed.

His smile grew for a moment and he put out a hand to
push a strand of hair off my face. "It's a distant second," he
murmured. "And I have a feeling if I go looking for them, I'd be
able to find things to push it further down the list."

I let out a sharp, nervous little laugh that came
from high up in my chest. When he stood this close I could smell
the scent of his body: masculine and clean and heady. I felt drunk.
I felt drunk and very, very wet.
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Friendly Competition

 


The woman behind the desk was long and thin with
dark hair that cascaded perfectly over one shoulder. She looked
like she'd walked onto the earth in pumps and lipstick, knowing
exactly where she was going and who Mr. Green was meeting for lunch
on Tuesday. And she was just the secretary.

"Good morning," I said brightly as I approached.

"Good morning, ma'am, what can I do for you?"

"I'm Hannah Ellis. I'm contracted to start work
today up in Mr. Hill's office."

She consulted the computer to the side and then made
an apologetic face. "I'll have to call that up. I hope you
understand."

"No, of course. I'll just wait here on the
couch."

"It won't be a second."

It was just as well; I was probably feeling too
antsy to sit down. I amused myself by trying to spot a smudge on
the huge, glossy western wall of the atrium. I wasn't having much
luck.

"You can go on up," she called over to me. "It's the
forty-third floor. Only the middle elevator reaches it."

"Okay, thanks."

She smiled at me and swiveled back to what she had
been typing as I made my way over to the bank of elevators standing
ready along the wall behind her.

Ding. The elevator had those unsatisfying little
buttons that don't actually go in when you press them.

Ding. But at least the center panel was reflective
enough that I could give myself a last look over as the little
metal box plunged me up into the sky. My mother always taught me
never to meet an important person with mussed hair, and she's the
smartest woman I know.

Ding.

Floor forty-three. I stepped out.

"Good morning. You must be Hannah Ellis."

It was another immaculate, leggy secretary, but this
one was a bit bigger in the chest and with soft, chestnut waves,
half tied up and half let down.

"That's what I tend to assume," I said, looking
around. The reception area off the elevator was relatively small,
with sleek modern couches to either side. All the walls on the
floor seemed to be made of glass, and I could see out into the
corridors and large, expenses offices beyond. It gave it all a very
open feel, but I wondered silently whether anyone didn't ever
forget where the doors were and break their nose trying to walk
through a wall. I guess that wasn't the sort of thing that people
worried about. At my first job out of college the break room had
needed two signs just to remind people not to turn on the coffee
machine when the pot wasn't in it. But I had come a long way since
then. A very long way.

"Mr. Hill is expecting you," she said. "I'll show
you to his office."

"Thanks."

She led me out into the maze of glass corridors
before depositing me at the door of a large corner office. 'Brandon
Hill, Executive Vice President,' read the little plaque. The blinds
were half-lowered, so I couldn't peep in.

The secretary knocked politely on the door. "Ms.
Ellis is here, sir."

The door opened wider to reveal a handsome man in
his early forties, perfect teeth, perfect suit, his hair short and
his shoulders broad and tall. "Hannah," he said, extending his hand
to me.

I took it and did my best to match his firm grip and
smile. "It's a pleasure to finally meet you, sir."

"Likewise. Likewise. Come in and have a seat. We're
just waiting for one other to join us, and then we can get started.
You found us alright?"

I nodded, wondering who we were waiting for. Someone
from HR maybe? "I did, thank you. A building this size is hard to
miss."

He laughed. "Well, I guess if the company's
executive board wants the most expensive corporate suite downtown
you have to go pretty high to get it. Vanity's not something we're
particularly short on, I think you'll find." He gestured at a
couple folders on his desk with big glossy covers. "Nowhere more so
than our orientation documents, I'm afraid."

I tilted my head slightly and managed to read the
words, "Consistently rated Fortune Magazine's best place to
work."

He gestured me into a seat and returned to his desk.
It was huge, dark mahogany with a surface glossy enough to mirror
the glass walls and windows perfectly. It seemed sort of out of
place in such business-modern surroundings, but maybe that was the
way he liked it.

"May I ask who we're waiting for?" I asked at last,
more than a little curiously?"

"Well, in fact why don't I introduce you. Here he
comes now."

I turned and saw the secretary back at the door,
tapping apologetically.

"Tyler Mitchell, sir."

"Show him in."

The secretary slid aside and a man appeared. He was
younger, maybe about my age or a year or two older. He was
outrageously handsome, with dark hair and a broad, cocky smile that
managed to simultaneously annoy me and intrigue me in a single
glance.

He stepped inside and shook hands with Mr. Hill with
an easy, confident fluidity and turned his eyes on me.

"Tyler Mitchell," Mr. Hill introduced him.

"And you are Hannah Ellis," Tyler finished for him,
extending me a hand.

I took it, nonplussed.

"The two of you are my contract consultants for the
four week period," Mr. Hill said in response to my confusion.

"Four week?" I repeated.

"That's right," he confirmed. When he saw my
continued incomprehension, he continued. "I thought the hiring
process would have made it clear you wouldn't be considered for a
full-time position until ..." he trailed off. "Surely this isn't
news to you."

I recovered quickly. "Of course not, sorry. I didn't
mean to - I just had the phrasing mixed up in my head. I understood
perfectly."

"Good. Very good. You had me worried for a moment,
there. Anyways as I was saying, the two of you will be working
together, but of course as you know, there's only one permanent
position we're looking to fill at this point in time. We don't like
to put people in these situations, but that's just the reality of
our team needs. But many people who've worked with us once tend to
get a call back when something opens up, so there's no need for the
two of you to look at this as a zero sum game, right? Both of you
can have a very positive experience here and finish the four weeks
better situated for a career here."

The phone buzzed on his desk and he held up an
apologetic finger as he picked up the receiver. "Yes? They're
trying to make the deal now?" The volume of his voice rose quickly.
"The bid period is over. How can they come in with - okay, sorry,
Cynthia. You're not the one I should be shouting at. Get me a car
out front and tell Jim and Paul to meet me in the lobby with the
printouts." He slammed the phone down and glared at it for a
moment. "Well, something's come up," he said, looking up. "You
probably guessed that. Sorry to cut this short. We'll have to pick
it up in a little bit." He grabbed a couple files, slid them into
his briefcase, and pulled his coat from a hook by the door. "Why
don't you two look over the orientation packets on the desk there.
I'll be back as soon as I can."

And with that he was gone down the corridor.

My eyes followed him out of sight and then returned
to the desk. I looked up to see Tyler considering me. His gaze
wandered slowly down and then back up, coming to rest eye to eye
with me.

"So," he said, slight incredulity in his voice, "you
walked into Bell Phillips thinking you already had a job. Day
one."

I shrugged. "Maybe I'm just that confident."

He laughed. "I like that. Maybe a bit misplaced, but
I admire it."

"Misplaced?"

He just smiled more broadly. "I figured we might as
well be friends, but there isn't a chance in hell I walk out of
here without that job."

"Is that so?"

He took one of the packets from the desk and sat
down on the couch against the wall and dropped the papers beside
him, his eyes never leaving me.

"You think you have what it takes to make it
here?"

"I do."

I wasn't really sure what to make of this unexpected
complication. At least he didn't disguise his intentions, I could
give him that. In fact in more ways than one he seemed comfortable
broadcasting what was on his mind. His eyes had never left me.

"I like your blouse," he said.

"Thanks," I shot back a little snippily. "And you
seem like you have a nice ass."

He laughed again. "I have a lot of nice things."

I glared at him, trying to decide how I felt about
this. How could someone so good looking be so effortlessly
infuriating? Wherever he'd come from to work here, it had obviously
paid him well enough. His suit was expensive and fit him perfectly,
or maybe he just had the kind of body that made everything look
that way. His shoulders were broad and thick and his torso tapered
into a nice waist and an ass I admittedly hadn't needed to lie
about to compliment.

"So," he asked me, "where were you before this?"

"Ah, Draper Associates. It's a little firm out in
Bellham."

He nodded accommodatingly. Obviously they weren't
anybody he'd heard of.

"What about you?"

"Halverstadt," he said simply. "Acquisitions."

Inwardly, my confidence took a hit. Halverstadt was
Bell Phillips' major rival in the field. The two were incestuous in
their hiring, like GM and Ford, or Goldman Sachs and JPMorgan. He
was right to be confident.

"They chased you out, huh?" I asked him.

He cracked a smile but this time didn't laugh. "At a
place like Halverstadt, or here, if you're not moving up, you're
sliding down. It's like loyalty is a mark against you. You can't
sit around waiting for your boss's job to open up. You have to make
your next move before your resume gets too out of date."

I mulled that over for a bit, wondering if he was
just trying to get in my head and give me second thoughts about
working here. I decided to hope he wasn't that smart. A pretty face
was enough for now.

 


 


Our first week flew by in a flash. Some things made
sense, and some things went right over my head and when they did I
did my best to conceal my ignorance. If it hadn't already been
obvious this was a different world than the one I had come from, it
was obvious to me once things got moving. You needed your wits
about you just to make it to the bathroom or grab a cup of water at
the cooler.

Our first major assignment was a pair of
presentations on some companies in government aerospace
contracting. A couple of the VPs were looking to see how vulnerable
their market share might be, and they needed grunts to provide them
fodder at the board meetings. Just like that, everything ratcheted
up another 100 miles an hour. I hadn't even worked there two weeks
and I was already putting in nights and weekends to be sure I knew
my material inside and out.

By the time I found myself slipping into a seat
against the back wall of the board room, I had done everything I
could. My heart was pounding and my palms were a bit sweaty, but
everything I could cram into my head had been crammed. My slides
had all the bullet points they were going to get, and the charts
were all centered and labeled.

I glanced over at Tyler. He looked in the zone. It
was five o'clock, the sun was starting to get a bit low in the sky
in the window beyond him, outlining his profile with a tinge of
orange light. The gentle fluorescent lighting of the most important
glass-walled room of many glass-walled rooms in the huge Bell
Phillips building were starting to brighten.

In spite of myself, I couldn't help but get
distracted. The lighting made him particularly handsome today, and
particularly intriguing.

I could never get a good read on him. He remained as
impossible as he had been the first day. He was cocky and
competitive, but he never seemed to get personal about it, which is
a quality I appreciated. There was something deliciously enigmatic
about him, and it wasn't just his confidence. He was tuned in to a
world I didn't see. He was good at his job, was one way to put it.
The way his eyes lit up at a challenge. The way they sometimes lit
up when they came to rest on me ...

I could take comfort in the fact that he seemed as
unsure about what to do with me as I was with him. His initial
presumption had obviously been that I was a lightweight who wasn't
there for the long haul, but I had been managing to do just enough
to keep him on his toes, and maybe, just maybe, I could prove some
of his expectations downright wrong.

 


The board room still wasn't full when I stepped up
to deliver the first of the two presentations. Maybe that was what
kept me focused and fend off the jitters. It was just a room of old
men with too much money. What was so scary about that?

 


"So," I concluded twenty minutes later, "the signs
of market vulnerability are undeniable. Given a fluid model and
aggressively scaling overhead, there's room for an outside party to
capture significant market share in a five year timeframe."

One of the men in front waved a finger. "Your
research investment projections strikes me as low. It's not exactly
a low-tech industry."

I retrieved a packet of spreadsheets from my binder
and offered them to him. "The individual numbers are here. There's
a high saturation of sub-contractors with field-tested frameworks,
meaning a great deal of initial prototyping can be brought in from
out of house until organic revenue begins to justify new
systems."

He took the papers from me and began to look through
them. More questions rose, and I batted them down with poise. When
I returned to my seat in the back, I was flushed with success. God,
that had felt good. Maybe I really could do this, after all.
Everything they wanted to know, I knew. Everything I said, they
were convinced by.

I listened to them discuss amongst themselves for a
few minutes. The reaction seemed generally positive.

And then Tyler got up and, with thoroughly
researched arguments and pages and pages of data, contradicted
everything I'd said.

 


 


The meeting finished around seven, and the partners
got up, chatting a little and making their way for the exit. I sat
digesting all that had just happened. I didn't know how to feel.
Had I made a fool of myself? Had we been given slightly different
assignments with the intention that they would lead us to opposite
conclusions, or had I just ... bungled it?

I was standing over my desk in the temporary office
Tyler and I shared when he came in.

He cocked his head at me, his lips pursing a little
bit as he stood in what looked a little bit like admiration. "You
did really well with that," he complimented me.

"I did?"

From out in the hall, we could hear the last,
receding sounds of conversation as the floor emptied.

He nodded. "You don't think so?"

"I mean - you just thought it was all wrong, right?
I did a good job, but I was all wrong."

He smiled and shook his head. "You weren't
wrong."

 

"What?"

"I said you weren't wrong. I was. You found better
revenue estimates. I realized it the moment you put it up on the
projector."

He came over to my desk and pointed to one of the
packets in my binder.

"Here," he said. "I looked everywhere for that. In
the end I had to make estimates, and they weren't all that
accurate." His eyes rose to mine as I processed what he was saying.
"You did really well with this."

"I did, didn't I," I agreed.

Why, of all people, did it matter so much to me to
hear the respect in his voice? Had that been what I'd been fighting
for?

He was looking at me with that look in his eyes, and
maybe something else, too. "You know," he said, "I have to admit,
when we first met, I thought you weren't going to be any fun."

"Fun?"

His eyes were bright. "And look at how wrong I
was."

The last of the sounds from the other end of the
building had died away. He and I were now alone on the floor. The
horizon was still gently glowing with the remnants of dusk.

He was standing close. He had been standing close
for a minute, now, and parts of me were noticing.

"There's nothing sexier than a woman with talent,"
he said softly.

I don't know why, but my eyes just wanted to linger
on his lips as he spoke. He had that perfect smile that twisted the
corners of his mouth, like I was a game he loved playing. Maybe I
was.

"I thought it was my blouse you liked," I
breathed.

His smile grew for a moment and he put out a hand to
push a strand of hair off my face. "It's a distant second," he
murmured. "And I have a feeling if I go looking for them, I'd be
able to find things to push it further down the list."

I let out a sharp, nervous little laugh that came
from high up in my chest. When he stood this close I could smell
the scent of his body: masculine and clean and heady. I felt drunk.
I felt drunk and very, very wet.

"Any idea on where to start?" I asked.

His eyes took a long, slow journey down the length
of my body. It was like a physical sensation. I could feel the
tingle in my skin where his eyes rested. "You know I'm never short
on ideas," he said. "Why don't I just start working my way through
them?"

I had drawn so close to him that he barely had to
lean forward to press his lips to mine. They were soft and strong
and wet, and his hand moved to the small of my back and molded me
against him. It felt like the most natural thing I had ever done.
Every soft part of me conformed to a firm, warm part of him. I
pressed my mouth to his, savoring the unexpected thrill. I didn't
have time to reflect on when I had started wanting this. All I knew
is that now I wanted it so badly I almost couldn't stand it.

My hands worked their way up and pulled open the
jacket of his coat. He let me take it and lay it across the desk as
his own hands went to the buttons of my blouse, opening them one by
one with smooth, eager fingers.

I returned the favor on his shirt, but by now my
fingers were fumbling and eager, and I had so many other things on
my mind. He slipped a hand into my open blouse and ran it up the
sensitive skin of my abdomen. A little breath of eagerness and
pleasure and relief escaped my mouth as I pressed my face against
his neck. "I love the way you touch me," I breathed.

He cupped my breast over my bra as he kissed me
again. "Maybe I'll do it some more, then."

He unsnapped the bra with a click and I drew back
for a moment to shed the open blouse and let him pull the bra away.
My breasts fell into his hands, strong and warm and
appreciative.

He spared a hand from his new toys to wander down
towards my skirt. He found the clasp and opened the waistband to
let it fall to my ankles. I kissed him, pressing my breasts against
him and trying to suppress the long, eager moans his touches
brought to my lips.

His fingers wandered down over my stomach and upper
legs. The backs of his fingers brushed across my inner thighs and I
shivered a little as they drew close, so close ...

He ran his fingers between my legs and over the
cloth of my panties. I felt him smile against my throat. "Mmm, I
love a woman who gets so wet for me," he said, running a finger
against my sensitive lips through the damp panties. The touch all
but paralyzed me. It felt so impossibly, helplessly exquisite. I
couldn't do anything when he touched me like that. I couldn't do
anything but react to it and want more of it.

I could feel his cock getting hard now, when he
pressed against my stomach. I could feel it long and hot in his
pants.

He bent and pressed his lips to my tits, pressing me
back against the desk. I put out a hand to keep upright as I
clenched my teeth to keep from calling out. He sucked my nipple
into his mouth, tonguing it playfully. I could feel it getting
ecstatically stiff under his attentions. "God that feels good," I
breathed.

His hands grabbed my ass, possessing my body in two
directions, and lifted me up onto the desk behind me. I threw a
hand back to keep from falling backwards from his heavy weight.

Everything about his body felt good. The dense,
lithe muscles of his chest and shoulders and arms and back were
exquisite to run my hands over. I fought to get his shirt
completely off of him, aware I was losing the race to strip each
other pretty badly. I started to - oh, fuck. That wasn't fair. How
could I - I had never had anyone touch my tits quite like that. He
was leaning over me with his arm planted to the desk between my
legs, his wrist against my hot groin as his other arm crooked
around me and held me close.

After a minute he took mercy on me and helped me
pull his pants away. His cock pressed out against the soft cotton
of his underwear, long and thick. I could smell the musk of his
sex. I wanted him inside me more than anything I had ever
wanted.

"Fuck me," I breathed. "I want you to fuck me. I
want to feel you come in me right fucking now." I pulled at the
waistband of his underwear for emphasis, and my fingers met the
hot, stiff organ within. I wrapped my eager hand around it. I could
feel his pulse. I could feel the pumps of his heart as his cock
swelled with hot blood for me - to take me, to be inside me.

He pulled my panties away with a heavy, aggressive
motion that told me he, too, needed me more than he could control.
He palmed over my hot, slick sex. His fingers drew lengthwise
between my lips and teased at my clit. I put my legs around his
waist, nestling my heels against the top of his taught, firm ass
and pulled him towards me.

The first contact of his cock against my pussy sent
a shockwave through my body. I could the muscles of my center
tightening in eagerness. I wanted him inside me so, so badly. He
drew his thick head up along my lips and then poised against my
opening.

My body tightened around him as he pushed inside. My
soft, eager muscles massaged at him and ushered him deeper. "Oh
GOD!" I gasped. He was so big. He was so thick. "Fuck me!" I
ordered.

And maybe to punish me for trying to get above
myself, he kissed me instead. A last long, teasing brush of his
mouth to mine, his cock buried deep inside and his hand cupped
against my heaving breast.

His lips were still against mine as he drew back and
drove into me. My mouth opened in helpless gratitude. I couldn't
believe the way he made me feel. I ground my heels into him and got
a hand on his as, trying to urge him in as deep as he could go and
then out and in again, faster and harder.

But he wasn't a fan of that. With a grunt he took my
arms and pinned them easily to the desk above my head with one arm.
Now I was in for it.

He was done playing nice. He rammed into me and out,
and all I could do was take it. I writhed impotently beneath his
weight, wishing every second of it could last forever, just as long
as it didn't mean the next second came along any slower.

I was going to come. I felt it getting close. It was
a hot, tight feeling deep, deep in me where I had been fucked well
enough to reach before. God, it was coming. I was coming.

My body tightened in on itself, clinging and
squeezing at him in the throes of ecstasy.

When it started to lessen I managed to gulp in a
mouthful of air. My face was hot and red in the cool air of the
office as I tried to get my breath.

"Damn I like the way you come," he breathed. "I'm
going to make you do that again."

He pulled out for a moment and took my legs from
around him. He helped me to the side of the desk and bent me over
its edge on my stomach. I planted my arms against it and he pulled
my ass out where he could take full advantage of my position.

He surged back into me, his cock drilling into me
and pushing against places inside me I had never felt before.

I was moaning helplessly as he fucked me into the
desk. Each thrust pulsed through my quivering, willing body.

He drove harder and harder into me. He held me
tightly at the hip and side. My tits pressed against the hard, cool
surface of the desk as I shuddered across it. The hot thrill of
penetration was pushing back through the fading glow of the first
orgasm. I could tell I was going to come again, just as he'd
decided I would.

It grew in me tighter, harder, more intense, until
it was all-consuming. It was more than I could take. I was
clenching at him with my body, trying to tame him.

And then I felt him explode inside me. His thick
shaft pulsed as his seed pumped into my me. More and more, filling
me. My body clutched at him, milking at his surging cock. I had
never felt a moment so perfect and right as right now, getting
filled with his liquid.

His grip on me weakened and I collapsed the final
inch onto the desk, my chest heaving. He pressed down on me, his
thighs and stomach against my ass and his cock still buried deep
inside me.

After I'd caught my breath, I managed to shift
sideways and nestle back into the shape of his body as he lay
against me. His breath was soft and warm on my neck, and I felt his
fingers run through my hair. He shifted, slipping from me, and got
to his feet.

I put out a shaky hand and managed to join him,
looking up at him in the dim office.

"Well," I said, a soft smile on my lips. "I didn't
know that was going to happen."

He put a finger under my chin and gave me a little
kiss. "Funny how it works out," he said. "Now I almost regret that
you won't be sticking around."

I shoved at him in mock outrage, but it was love
shoving a wall, and I almost fell backwards myself.

"Easy," he said, a twinkle in his eye. "Women tend
not to be too steady on their feet after I have my say for a little
while."

I laughed. "You know, I actually don't feel all that
steady. I guess it's lucky this didn't happen before the meeting
instead of after."

"Maybe something I should try next time," he agreed.
"Obviously winning this job isn't going to be as easy as I thought
it would be if I try to play fair."

We lingered a few more minutes, but it really was
time to go. I wondered if it would be like this again, a moment of
peace in our intense little face-off, but I shouldn't have worried.
It wasn't the quiet parts that made this so fun, after all.
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I paused in front of the window before answering the
little summoning beep from Mr. Lawson's office. My reflection in
the glass stared back at me, already a bit breathless and with a
faint blush on my cheeks. I straightened my outfit carefully,
worried how obvious it would be that it had been chosen with an
audience of one in mind. The plunging neckline and well-fitting
skirt wouldn't have crossed my mind as work attire only a few weeks
ago, but since transferring to my new position my thoughts seemed
to have started working in strange ways. I'd never met a man who
could make me feel more with a simple compliment or an easy smile.
It was almost like I had to fight back, somehow, and getting rid of
my frumpy work wardrobe had been the only thing that felt like it
gave me any power at all.

The buzzer sounded again and I hurried to the door
of the office. It opened with the familiar soft click and spilled
me into the broad, open office of Rex Lawson.

He was seated at his oak desk, papers strewn out in
front of him and his eyes intent on a computer screen. He had
started having his thick chestnut hair cut short and it suited him.
His strong jaw and the perfect line of his mouth were set pensively
as he studied the figures in front of him. As always, my heart
skipped a beat as I looked at him. It was still so surreal that a
man who looked like that knew my name.

"Yes, Mr. Lawson?" I asked.

He looked up and I felt myself blushing in spite of
myself as his sharp grey eyes swept over me. He seemed to like what
he saw, and his gaze flickered back to linger on the tops of my
breasts, exposed by the open top of my blouse, rising and falling
with each breath that never seemed to quite bring me oxygen. The
feeling of those eyes resting on me could make me wet in the blink
of an eye. Damn, it was too early to be this worked up.

"Laurie," he said. "Good morning."

"Good morning, sir."

"I'm going to need the paperwork on the Griggson
account."

"Ah, yes, sir," I bobbed obediently.

"And copies of the permits you filed with the
municipal agency yesterday."

It took me a moment to realize what he was talking
about. My face paled. "Sir, I -" I stammered.

"Forgot," he finished, reading me as easily as he
always did.

"I'm sorry, sir, I don't know what I was thinking.
I'll send it in right away."

He leaned back, hiding a smile at my mortification
and tutting theatrically. "I really don't know what I'm going to do
with you, Laurie. Sometimes I think you get more absent-minded by
the day."

"I won't let it happen again."

Affectionate amusement flashed again across his
handsome face. "See that you don't, or we'll have to find better
ways of making sure you remember what I ask you." Again his eyes
flickered over my prim form, enjoying the curves of my body
accentuated by the way the fabric of the skirt hugged my thighs. "I
imagine I'll be able to come up with something."

I reddened further. My plan was backfiring. I
thought dressing better in the office would chasten him a little:
remind him he was dealing with someone to be reckoned with. Instead
the lingering gaze was like an exquisite tease running up my body,
caressing every part of me uncovered for him. He made me feel like
a girl again, blushing and flustered.

"I'll - I'll go submit the permits now, sir," I
stammered.

He dismissed me with a speculative smile, and I
hurried back to my desk with my heart hammering in my throat.

 


"See if there are any more pictures of him in the
Businessman's Weekly photo spread," Margaret was urging Kelly later
that week. "That was his best one."

"Could you please stop?" I pleaded. "Don't you have
work to do?"

The secretaries had been developing the very
unwelcome habit of congregating around my desk during lunchtime and
gossiping on whether Rex Lawson was single. Margaret in particular
tended to be a bit more vocal in her admiration than I was really
comfortable with.

"I still can't believe they brought you in for this
job," Kelly said, shaking her blonde head mournfully. "I've been
begging to get transferred to his desk for months."

"I thought you liked John Hamilton," Margaret
said.

"Well," Kelly shrugged, gesturing at a picture from
Businessman's Weekly she had just pulled up on my computer screen.
"What's to compare?"

The suave, effortlessly cool face of Rex Lawson
stared out at us, his deep eyes clouded in thought and a finger
resting lightly against the side of his perfect chin. Beneath the
picture, the headline read, "The new new thing? How Rex Lawson's
team is turning conventional business models, and half the country,
upside down."

"So tell us already," Margaret prodded at me after
we'd all shaken ourselves and managed to stop admiring the image in
front of us. "What do his evenings look like? What kind of women do
you get calling for him at the end of a work day?"

I shrugged embarrassedly. "I really don't know," I
said. "He doesn't tell me things like that."

"Oh please. A good secretary doesn't need to be
told. If you don't nose into his business, you're not worth your
paycheck."

"Really, I don't," I insisted.

"She's just keeping him to herself, Margaret," Kelly
explained.

"I am not!" I protested.

"Oh, really?" Kelly asked. "Like you haven't had
those cute little brown eyes of yours on him?"

I turned bright pink.

"That's what I thought," she said. "Well, good luck.
Many a woman's gone before you. Rex Lawson is an enigma. I've never
even seen him look twice at any of them."

The little buzzer on my intercom sounded and we all
jumped a foot into the air. I shooed them away from my desk and
hurried to the door.

"No return calls from the Houser Institute, Mr.
Lawson," I reported dutifully. "You have a meeting scheduled with
the hearing board for next Tuesday. I called Mr. Edgar's office to
make sure he can be there."

He nodded. "Very good. Thank you. You might have to
track Jed down at his place in the Hamptons if we don't hear back
by the end of the day. This deal can't sit on the table for too
long." He made a face and ran a hand through his hair in that
impossibly sexy way of his. I bit my lip and tried not to
stare.

"You look very nice today," he complimented me after
a moment. "That's new, isn't it?"

I looked down at myself. "Th - thank you, sir," I
stammered. He was right, of course. The soft red sweater he had
referred to was my best find in months. It's thin fabric stopped
very far below my neck and clung to the curves of my body.

My mind flickered back to the assurances from my
coworkers that no woman had gotten him to look twice, and I hid a
little smile. Was it wrong to devote so much time and energy to the
idea of catching his eye? Probably. But a little victory like this
made it all worth it in a heartbeat.

I wondered what went through his head when he looked
at me. Was he just being polite? Did he sometimes think about me
after I'd left the room? I shivered a little as I wondered if he
ever felt the desire to explore my wardrobe a little more ...
intimately. Lord knows how often I wondered how it would be to feel
those strong, deliberate hands on my cheek, in my hair, wandering
down and over all those deliberate little gaps in coverage.

Sometimes when he called me over to the desk I would
catch a breath of his scent, deep and masculine and beckoning. I
wanted to know what it felt like for every breath to smell like him
as I buried my face in his broad chest and felt his arms on me.

"So you'll have that for me in the morning?" Mr.
Lawson was saying.

I started and only then realized he had been giving
me instructions. "Ah - what? Sorry, sir." I flushed. "Could you
repeat that?"

He looked at me with a mixture of amusement and
slight impatience. "Daydreaming again, Laurie?" he asked. "You
really are getting more absent-minded by the minute."

"I'm sorry, sir, I don't know what I -"

"If I didn't know better I'd say you do it
deliberately to yank my chain." He wagged a finger at me. "You know
if I let a bad girl get away with the little things, before I turn
around she's out of control."

"I'm not trying to be bad, sir. I'm not a bad
girl."

He laughed. "Well, that's good. I hear a few little
spanks can work wonders ... but we wouldn't want things to get that
far, now would we?"

I blushed bright red at the thought, and my reaction
only added to his amusement. I had to stand stiffly and endure his
teasing, speculative eyes as he repeated, very slowly and
deliberately, what he had asked me to do for him earlier. Through
it all the image of him taking me by the waist, bending me over,
and teaching me a few manners imprinted itself on my brain until I
absolutely couldn't stop thinking about it.

In fact, it stuck in my head the rest of the day. I
had to fight to focus on work. My mind kept straying to that little
whimsical joke he'd planted in my head.

Just remembering the words coming out of his mouth
was enough to get me wet. He often had that effect on me, but
combined with that tantalizing threat, it reached a new level.

I sat at my desk, helplessly aroused. My breasts
felt full and sensitive in a really good way, and my groin had a
deep, empty ache that I couldn't entirely ignore. I'd never been so
horny or for so long.

As I tried to work at my desk, I caught myself
clicking over to internet searches of spanking and discipline. I
kept imagining him ... well, never mind what I kept imagining.
Suffice it to say that I found the idea absolutely riveting.

When the other secretaries came back to pick up the
gossip where they had left off, I tuned them out almost
immediately. All I could think about was whether he'd meant
anything by the comment, or if it was just a joke.
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Spanking the Secretary

To read this story in its entirety, find it
available now at the online bookstore of your choice.
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