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"Ms. Trufant? There's a man here to see
you."

"Tell him I'm busy," I said into the
intercom.

A silence followed, and then Jonathon was
back on the line. "He's insistent."

I glared at the speaker. "Well who is
he?"

"He says his name is Jackson Rivers. Does
that mean anything to you?"

"Jackson Rivers?" I repeated, taken
aback.

"That's what he says, Ma'am."

"There must be two of them," I thought aloud.
"But just in case, you might as well send him in."

I pressed off the intercom and neatened the
papers on my desk, eyeing the door but trying to look busy at the
same time.

I heard the door open and the footfall of
someone stepping inside, but buried my head in my work and refused
to look up. Never let anyone think you have time for them and
you'll start every meeting with the upper hand.

After about thirty seconds, I allowed my
fingers to slow on my keyboard and I glanced up in an artful
display of impatience.

I started violently, and immediately tried to
cover the jerk with a cough. His face was defined, strong-jawed,
and stomach-lighteningly handsome. His dark hair was cut close and
a shadow of stubble perfectly accentuated his features. Usually
when I pulled my 'I'm too busy routine,' the person here to see me
hovered uncomfortably by the door, waiting to be acknowledged. But
this man, this profoundly handsome man, had seated himself
soundlessly in front of my desk and was sitting only four feet from
me, watching me with steady eyes. Blue, intelligent, calm eyes.
Knowing eyes. My goodness.

With difficulty I broke eye contact.

"Yes?" I asked, still a little off-balance
and maybe a bit more rudely than I might normally speak.

"I was hoping I might have a moment of your
time, Sandra." His voice was rich and quiet. I found myself hanging
to the words, just for the sound of them.

"And you are?"

"You know who I am."

I straightened the papers on my desk, trying
not to look flustered. "You're really Jackson Rivers?"

"That's right. I believe you were told to
expect me."

Confused, I wracked my brains for what he
could be referring to. "Oh," I said, "so when I agreed to meet with
an 'agent of the Rosemont Group,' that meant the CEO."

He smiled. "I didn't mean to startle you.
It's just that I have a particular interest in what we have to
discuss."

I laughed dismissively, perhaps overacting
just a little bit. "It takes a lot more than this to startle me,
Mr. Rivers."

His smile widened at the obvious falsehood,
but did not correct me. "I'm glad. We can get right to business,
then. Several of my VPs have been insisting for months now that we
acquire your firm. I thought we might speculate, you and I, as to
the feasibility of something like that."

Again I made a show of rifling through the
papers on my desk, aware of how shallow and petty the tick must
appear to him but unable to find something else to do with my
hands. I had been expecting something like this to come along at
some point. After five years busting my ass in obscurity, I was
finally starting to make a few ripples in the industry. I knew it
would only be a matter of time before the first buyout offers came
in. And for just as long, I had known what my answer would be.

"Well I'm sorry you came all this way for
nothing, Mr. Rivers," I said, "but that simply isn't something I am
inclined to consider at this particular time. One phone call could
have saved you a trip." I knew I sounded a bit snide, but after all
these years without a drop of respect afforded me, I couldn't help
but crow at the opportunity to turn down the personal offer of a
CEO of a multi-national corporation standing right here in this, my
office. The fact that he was an Adonis, smooth as silk, and clearly
used to getting what he wanted, only made the moment that much
sweeter.

He frowned sympathetically. "Yes," he agreed,
"nobody wants to see the sweat and tears of their career shipped
off to the highest bidder just as it's all starting to go right. I
can identify with that reaction very closely."

"And yet you have nothing better to do than
pop over unannounced and waste my time?"

He shrugged his broad shoulders, settling
back in the chair, stretching his legs, and examining a
well-groomed fingernail. "I can be very persuasive."

I looked at him nonplussed, waiting. "Well?"
I asked.

"Which would you like to hear first?" he
asked. "Would you like to know what will happen if you sell, or
would you like to know what will happen if you don't?"

My jaw set pugnaciously as I realized what he
was saying. "So that's how you do things, huh? Threats right from
the start?"

He smiled that infuriatingly patient smile.
"I only make threats to people who ask for them. I'll leave here
much happier if we can keep things strictly on a friendly footing.
One can never have too many friends, don't you think?"

"Well you've got a funny way of making them,"
I said.

He nodded understandingly. "Well, like I say,
as happy as I would be if I simply came here to be friendly, that
isn't why I'm here."

I glared at him. Why was I letting him get to
me? Why was I straightening the papers on my desk again?

"Alright," I said. "If it'll get this over
with more quickly, why don't you give me the good."

He leaned forward, drawing a folded piece of
paper from the inside pocket of his jacket and laying it across the
stacks of paper I was fiddling with.

Glaring at him, I opened it. "What the hell
is this?"

"What do you make it out to be?"

"It looks like a list of my five biggest
contracts." My hands were shaking slightly as I held the paper in
the air.

"That paper?" he asked. "That can't be
right." He stood and came around the desk to look over me. He
leaned down, his body suddenly very close to mine, reading over my
shoulder. Without meaning to, I found myself inhaling his scent,
cleanly masculine and with a distant hint of cologne. My trembling
was now obvious and I was struggling slightly to breathe. With each
breath I was aware of the cleavage of my outfit, of the movement of
my breasts only an inch from his arm as my chest rose and fell, of
how I didn't know where his eyes were and was too paralyzed to
check.

"My my," he said with only slight concern, "I
seem to have handed you the wrong slip of paper."

"What are you doing with this?" I began, my
voice quavering and body-less. "Where did you get this
information?"

He stepped back from me and I sat frozen, my
body position still defined by the space he had occupied a moment
ago.

"I like people who look after their own,
Sandra," he said, neglecting to answer my question. "You care about
your work, and you care about keeping the fruits of your work.
That's all very admirable in this business - in any business."

"I want to know what the fuck you are doing
with this list," I said, the heat coming back into my voice as I
struggled to regain my balance.

"There are many people, I have certainly
encountered any number of them myself, who lack any and all
passion, do you know what I mean? They have no fire. Some of them
are talented enough to do well for themselves, maybe make a little
money, but they will never be happy doing what they do because they
cannot take pride in it. Do you know what I mean?"

"Stop patronizing me and tell me what you're
doing with that list."

He moved behind me and though I was frozen
tensely in place, I dared a glance out of the corner of my eye. He
was standing at the window, his hand lifting the curtain
negligently. Light streamed in past his fingers, but his eyes were
not looking out. They remained intent on me, on my body still made
weak by his presence.

"An embarrassing mistake on my part," he
said, sounding as though he had never been embarrassed in his life.
"Let's pretend, you and I, that it was not that paper I handed you.
Let's pretend that it was this one, instead."

He extended a hand and released a second
piece of paper several feet over my desk. It glided down and I
snatched at it unsuccessfully. My face burned hotly, but he did not
comment or laugh.

Trying desperately to ignore him and focus on
what was becoming the most critical meeting of my career, I looked
down at the paper.

It took me a moment to find my voice. "This
is your offer?"

"A generous one, don't you think?"

"It's - it's not enough." Even to myself I
sounded unconvincing.

Out of the corner of my eye I caught that
infuriating smile again. He took two steps and leaned back against
my desk, his leg almost touching mine.

I stared up at him, taken aback at his
closeness.

"Do you enjoy telling men 'no', Sandra?"

My mouth fell open. "I - what?"

He reached out a hand, laying a finger
beneath my chin, and gently closed my mouth. The touch sent a
tingle through my body, and I could feel myself reddening.

"I asked if you enjoy telling men 'no'," he
repeated quietly.

I gasped as I felt his finger brush my knee
and another pulse ran through my body.

"I - this isn't -" I began.

"I can understand the appeal," he went on, as
though my faltering, empty words had not been spoken. "It gives a
certain illusion of power, saying no. Utter the word and watch them
work harder and harder for what they want. Isn't it so?"

"That's not - I'm not this easily
manipulated." I was almost shaking now.

"Manipulate?" he asked mildly. "You
misunderstand me, Sandra."

"Your hand is on my leg," I managed to get
out.

He looked at me in mild surprise, his tone
and demeanor still quiet and silken. "Don't you want it there?"

His palm was against my skin now, his fingers
extending up the inside of my leg almost to the line of my skirt.
With a flood of wetness I began to appreciate just how long it had
been since I had last been with a man. Eight months since I had
left Rick, and another month before that. I had been working so
hard. Those things had seemed unimportant, and now when I most
needed to concentrate, to focus, to avoid the traps this beautiful
man was laying for me, my neglect was coming back to erode the
ground out from under me.

"I pride myself in reading people, Sandra,"
he said, never breaking contact.

"Is that so?" I asked in a voice that sounded
high-pitched. All my energy was focused on maintaining my composure
and disguising just how much he was affecting me. I could barely
follow his words as he spoke them.

"Isn't that the essence of good business?" he
asked me. "Find out what a person wants, and then you give it to
them. At a price. Or you teach them that they want something they
never knew they wanted."

I leaned back, not retreating, not moving my
leg, but trying to put some distance between his face and mine. I
needed breath. "What do I want, then?" I asked.

"Aren't you realizing that for yourself?"

I stared at him, my eyes round. "I don't know
what you're talking about," I denied, pushing back against the
chair but allowing my leg to creep upwards ever so slightly into
his touch.

"No?"

I let out another gasp as his hand inched
higher on my leg. The tips of his fingers had disappeared beneath
my skirt, and I could feel them caressing my inner thigh. I was
paralyzed. I wanted to push him away and run from my office, but
the sensations of my body held me in place.

I wanted to tell him to stop, but then he
might stop.

"You think you like calling the shots," he
went on. "You think you like being in control, saying yes and no,
giving orders, turning away offers."

"I do give the orders," I said weakly. "This
is my company."

"It was your company," he said gently.

"It is my - company," I insisted, an
involuntary gasp punctuating and undermining my attempt at defiance
as his hand crept slightly higher.

"You're shaking, Sandra," he said.

"I'm not," I denied.

I gasped again as his fingers penetrated
between my thighs and brushed my swollen lips through the hot, damp
cloth that covered them.

"You're wet, too," he said.

"I'm not," I denied.

He smiled, nodded in acquiescence, and began
to withdraw his hand. My thighs twitched involuntarily against each
other, clamping tight on his hand to prevent its departure.
Mortified, I reversed the motion and allowed his hand to leave me.
My face flamed and I averted my gaze so that I would not have to
see his reaction.

"Please," I said, almost inaudibly, wanting
to crawl inside myself. I wasn't sure what I was pleading for. I
had been trying to ask him to leave, to let me be, that the
humiliation was already complete, but I couldn't get a second word
out.

Observing my inner turmoil as easily as if I
were an open book, he laid a comforting touch on my cheek. I could
smell my sex on his fingers.

"I'm not here to hurt you," he said
softly.

"Yes you are."

"No," he said more firmly, "I'm not."

"Then why? Why are you here?"

"Because I admire your work," he said. "I
want you to come work for me. I want you to stay on."

"It's not your company yet," I insisted.

"That feels sort of inevitable though, don't
you think?"

I drew a shuddering breath and shook my head.
"You're so used to getting your own way."

He pushed a stray lock of hair off of my
face. "I don't get it, Sandra; I take it."

Reluctantly, in spite of myself, my eyes rose
and met his for an instant before darting away.

"Like me?" I became aware, as I said it, that
there was a hopeful note in my voice. I had meant it as an
accusation, but it came out all wrong.

Without answering, he gazed at me. Before,
when his eyes met mine it seemed as though he could look through
me. Now he was not looking through me. Now he was seeing me exactly
as I was, flustered, humiliated, and disheveled, pressed back and
all but paralyzed in my chair, a captive in my own office. He took
in my body, heaving at his closeness, ripened by his touch and
begging for it to return.

"That thought," he said in the same quiet
tone that pulled me forward, "was not on my mind before I came here
today."

I opened my mouth to say something, but he
silenced me with a brush against my lips. Instead, he raised
himself off the desk and moved back towards the window.

"You see, Sandra, I've been following your
progress. Yesterday you were just a fish in your own little pond.
You did well for yourself. You made a name for yourself and turned
some heads. But then, of course, you got ambitious, didn't you? It
wasn't enough, and you swam out of that little pond and, by a bit
of bad luck, you've ended up in my ocean. So here we are." He
picked up several of the sheets I had been fiddling with earlier,
glanced over them in disinterest, and then set them to the side.
"It can't go on like this, Sandra. I don't take competitors in my
ocean. They don't last very long at all, and your time in it is
over."

I stared at him helplessly. It was exactly as
he had said: this all felt so inevitable. "What happens now?" I
asked.

He drew another folded sheet of paper from
his coat pocket and laid it in front of me. "First, you sign this
contract, finalizing the sale for the amount I've offered you. It
will make you a very rich woman."

I managed to shake my head. "This is all
happening too fast."

"Too fast?" he repeated. "I thought I had
been very generous with my time. I have given you months to
withdraw from my markets."

"I can't," I stammered.

He nodded, as though deciding for himself.
"Do you know what it is like when a little startup like yours
wanders in and starts trying to underbid companies like mine? It is
like a child that insists on sitting at the grown-ups' table. The
child refuses to acknowledge objective reality. It only understands
one thing."

 

He pushed the stacks of paper which remained
in the center of my desk off to the side. One of them wobbled,
tipped, and cascaded to the floor, but he did not notice. "The only
thing they understand, Sandra, is a firm hand."

He was standing over me, now, and I had
shrunk back into the chair, feeling very small and physically
intimidated.

"I can make you regret your stubbornness in
any number of ways. I can underbid every contract you receive,
headhunt every name you hire, and grind your company into the dirt
until every last investor you have is serving you papers. Is that
what you want?"

I stared up at him, mute.

"Stand up," he said.

I stayed frozen in place.

"Stand up," he repeated. "You call yourself
the owner of this company. You can't even stand and look me in the
eye in your own office? You have to cower in your chair?"

Shakily, I complied.

No sooner was I standing than he had put his
hand to the small of my back, pushing me over and pinning me down
upon my desk.

"I'm going to do something much less
permanent than all of that," he said. There was not so much as a
single note of strain in his voice as he held me completely
helpless against the smooth oak of my desk. "Because I'm beginning
to like you, because in a certain way I can admire stubbornness,
I'm going to teach you very simply and here, in private, just how
out of your depth you are."

I tried to say something, but his hand
against my back was compressing my chest against the desk too
forcefully to draw full breath. Instead, all that emerged was a
whimper.

The whimper became a muffled gasp as I felt
his hands on me again. His fingers ran up underneath my skirt, over
my buttocks, pushing the skirt up above my waist and exposing my
underwear. In another moment, even that scant cover was taken away
as well, as I felt the damp cloth pulled from me and down to my
knees. Desperately struggling against the pressure of his arm, I
tried to cover myself with my hands. He simply caught each of my
wrists in turn and placed them in the closed fist with which he
bent my spine against the desk.

"I hope you understand," he said, bending
down to bring his mouth near to my ear, "that I am not doing this
because I want your firm. I can have your firm and all of its
business anytime I want it."

"Then why?" I managed to gasp, my eyes
watering from the discomfort and humiliation of the position he
held me in.

"Because anything you do in this industry is
because I allow you to do it, and because the sooner you learn that
lesson the less I will have to hurt you. Do you understand
that?"

I let out a shrill gasp as I felt his hand
make contact with my vulnerable, exposed ass.

"I run this industry," he hissed in my ear.
"I own everyone in it."

I bit my lip as he spanked me several more
times, trying not to make a sound, trying with my last shred of
dignity to pretend that this did not hurt.

"I own you," he went on. "I own your
body."

The burning grew and built upon itself as
again and again he brought a punishing hand against my unprotected
rear. I squirmed weakly, but it did not accomplish anything. It was
just a distraction, so that I did not feel so totally, utterly
powerless.

"Please," I begged.

"Please what?" he asked, pushing me harder
against the desk and spanking me for emphasis.

I fell silent, breathing with difficulty.

"Are you beginning to recognize the way
things are?" he prompted.

"Please," was all I could say once again.

"Do you think I want to be doing this?" he
asked. "Don't you understand? I want us to be good together, you
and I. I've told you I like you. I like what you've done with this
little two bit company."

I screwed my eyes shut, a wealth of
conflicting sensations overwhelming me. I was incredibly aroused by
the way he could control me, my body and my actions, effortlessly
and flawlessly. His leg was pressed to my own as he stood against
me, holding me down and spanking me on my own desk. As much as it
hurt, I did not know if I wanted it to stop.

"I can always tell a submissive," he was
saying above me. "Little things give them away: little hesitations,
little expressions of gratitude. I feel a little sorry that it is
all so obvious, really. Here is a woman, I say to myself, that is
trying to be someone she isn't. She's trying so hard, working so
very hard, and yet never for an instant is it an effective
disguise. Never does she have a prayer of deceiving a man like
me."

Resigned to my fate, resigned to the
humiliation and discomfort, I was lying limp and still against the
desk now. Each blow rocked me slightly over the hardwood surface,
and an occasional moan escaped my lips. I was too spent to stifle
them or try in any other way to pretend that I was not wholly at
his mercy. I felt my wetness leaking slightly onto the desk, and
even that did not seem like something worth fighting any more.

"But it doesn't have to be this way," he
said, pausing and leaning down near me again so there was no
mistaking his words. "That's why we're here, after all. I want you
to see that it doesn't have to be this way."

His hand was resting on me, palm cupping my
smarting flesh of my buttock.

"I can make you very sorry, but I can also
make you very happy, if you'll let me."

His hand crept down along my ass.

"A little cooperation, that's all I ask.
Don't you think that's reasonable?"

I let out a sharp, urgent moan as I felt his
fingers move between my legs and caress my engorged, sensitive
lips.

"That feels good, does it?" he asked.

Beyond the point where each individual
humiliation really registered, I simply nodded, my eyes closed.

His fingers probed deeper and another moan
issued from my lips. Slowly, playfully, he parted my opening and
dipped two long fingers inside, tickling at me and then withdrawing
back, spreading my juices over my quivering groin.

"You see, Sandra, I like making you feel
good. I have said that, haven't I?"

His fingers moved further around me, moving
up and probing at my clit. I jerked involuntarily as he made
contact, arching my spine against his firm hand and pressing my
face against the wood of the desk. My breathing was becoming
labored again, but now it was not from the exertion of being
spanked.

"Do you like it when I make you feel good?"
he asked.

Again I nodded, feeling only his fingers as
they began to move inside me again. They penetrated farther and my
body clenched around them, beckoning them deeper.

"Would you like me to make you feel even
better, Sandra?"

I nodded, my reddened face feeling hot and
slick against the polished wood.

"All I'm asking is the smallest bit of
cooperation," he murmured. "I just want to know that we aren't
enemies, you and I. Can you show me that we aren't enemies?"

The drive that had fueled my defiance was
gone, eaten away by a confrontation with a man I was not a match
for. Without even understanding what he was asking, once again I
nodded.

My eyes were still shut as I heard a ruffling
of papers. I opened them and saw that the contract of sale was laid
inches from my face.

"One little signature," he said, his mouth
inches from my ear and his fingers deep inside my pussy. "One
little signature and all the animosity holding us back can go
away." He twitched his finger and I spasmed against the desk.

Of course. How had I forgotten, even for an
instant, what this was about? And yet, what was I still fighting it
for? My reasons did not seem so clear to me now. I imagined myself
as I was: more than half naked, hot and red in any number of
different places, pinned down under his easy grip, and letting him
play my body like an instrument. This was a business meeting
between equals? How could I come back from this? How could I
pretend that I would not let him take from me anything he
wanted?

"I'll sign," I choked out.

He gave an encouraging little stroke with his
finger and I gasped again, my hands knotting into fists held
against my back.

Without pulling his fingers from me, he
released my hands and allowed me to raise myself partially off the
desk. With shaking limbs, I pulled the contract towards me.

The pen moved unsteadily in my hand, and it
was all I could do to make the letters readable. Twice he moved his
fingers inside me and the pen tip skated off to the side, leaving a
strange dash in the A and the T.

Without having read a word of the contract, I
dropped the pen and fell back onto the desk, driving my hips
backwards, my ass into his wrist, and urging his fingers deeper
into me. I knew I was being manipulated, used, and I didn't
care.

"That's a good girl," he said encouragingly,
drawing a moan that was almost a shriek from me with his fingers.
"My favorite part is rewarding a girl who has been good for me.
Would you like that?"

"Yes," I choked out. I was still thrusting my
groin into his hand so urgently that his palm, now flat against my
mound, was supporting a significant part of my bodyweight.

It did not take long. Perhaps it was only a
few seconds, long, powerful, blind seconds, before I was writhing
on the desk again. My hands had returned to fists and my toes were
curling in my shoes as the ecstasy of his touch built and grew,
threatening to overwhelm me.

And then, at last, release came. My pussy
clenched around his fingers and I felt liquid spurt out of me. I
was laughing in pure ecstasy, and then I was past the point where I
was aware of any vocalization. I was simply floating in the grasp
of his hand, my body the sea in which waves of pleasure rolled.

"You'll want to have that cleaned up when
we're done here today," I heard him say from a great distance.
"Rosemont employees are expected to keep hygienic workplaces."

My chest heaved, and slowly I caught my
breath. I tried to roll over and found that I was able to. I looked
up at him, my mind still fogged in a warm afterglow. I smiled shyly
up at the man above me.

"It wasn't my idea," I said.

"That's true," he agreed. "But part of being
a good team player is occasionally picking up your CEO's
slack."

With that silly, shy smile still fixed to my
face, I reached up and touched the lapel of his jacket.

"So I work for you now?"

"If you want to," he said.

I considered him. "If I say no will you
convince me some more?"

"I'd almost have to," he said, putting a
delicate hand on my stomach and pressing me back against the desk
and leaning forward to kiss me lightly. "Which part of my
convincing did you like better? We can start from there."

"I liked both," I said, "but if you spank me
any more I won't be able to sit down tomorrow."

"Is that so?" he asked. "Well maybe there's
another part of you I can make sore."

I blushed and let out a little giggle. It was
nice, all of a sudden. I was glad he was here, whatever he had cost
me. Isn't it strange?

His fingers began to walk up my front,
undoing a button of my blouse and then the next. I watched his
hands as they approached, across my stomach, over my breasts,
brushing slightly at my collarbone before drawing back and letting
the front of the blouse fall open.

Again shyly, again blushing, I raised myself
up onto my elbows to allow him to remove the garment, set it to the
side, and reach back to the clasp of my bra.

I watched him as he lifted that final piece
of covering away, hungry for a sign in his expression that, even to
this man who could have any woman, I could still be beautiful.

His face was thoughtful, appreciative, as he
rolled one of my nipples idly between two fingers. It stiffened
quickly under his touch, and I took my lower lip between my teeth
as I watched him.

"What are you thinking?" I asked him.

With a playful flick he released the nipple
and allowed my breast to settle back against my chest. "That I
should have come to see you weeks ago," he said. "This kittenish
way you have of lying back and watching me undress you with that
shy expression on your face is driving me more than a little
crazy."

"And yet you're going so slowly, holding
yourself back."

"That's right," he said. "I told you I didn't
come here to hurt you. I can feel how fragile you are right now. In
my fingertips I can feel it. Has it been too intense for you?"

"No," I said. "I'm alright."

"Good," he said, running a hand through my
hair. "If I had to leave here without being inside you, after all
that, I'd have been in a bad mood for days."

"Well I guess that's the risk you run," I
said, raising my legs and wrapping them around his waist. With a
pleasurable shiver I recognized a hard shape in his pants pressing
against my thigh.

"It might surprise you," he said, leaning
forward and setting his hands on the desk on either side of me,
"but this is a bit out of character for me. I usually keep things
on a very professional footing."

"I see," I said. "I'm just a special
case."

"Very special," he agreed, lowering and
kissing my nipple.

I arched back, my eyes closing again as I
savored the sensation of his lips and of his body and cock held
against my legs. I ran a grateful hand through his short, dark hair
as he mouthed at my breast. My chest was beginning to heave beneath
him as the pleasures imparted by his wet lips intensified.

"An exquisite case," he murmured, pulling
away and running a light touch over the tingling skin of my
breasts. The finger worked down over my stomach and rubbed over the
pussy that he had claimed as his so quickly and so easily only a
few short minutes ago.

When I responded to his touch almost as
strongly and hungrily as before, he smiled and I lost myself in his
eyes for a moment, grateful that my most natural reactions to him
could make him happy. There was no concealment with him now.

I reached down and rested a palm against the
buckle of his belt, curling my fingers around it and feeling the
hot skin of his stomach. I tugged gently, pulling him tighter
against me.

With a gentle touch he removed my hand in
order to undo the buckle. When it was open I ventured down, probing
into his briefs and wrapping around what I had been feeling in
silhouette for the past five minutes. It was hot and very hard,
still out of my sight, and I could feel it throbbing in my fingers.
I could feel his pulse as his blood continued to flow into and
engorge the cock in my grasp.

I lay back and freed him from his pants with
a nudge of my wrist. He let them fall and rubbed at me again,
preparing me for his entry and then guiding himself inside. I
moaned and rolled back. My hips twisted to allow him deeper and
deeper until he was filling me so completely that I could not have
taken another smallest part of him.

He took my hips in his gentle but firm grasp
and began to draw out and in again. My legs remained wrapped around
him, and I dug my heels against his taught, tensed ass.

Warmth spread through my abdomen as he filled
me and withdrew, filled me and withdrew. His face was tightened
with intense need as he began to drill himself into me in earnest.
Our gasps and the sound of skin moving against skin punctuated the
silence of my office.

Slowly, he built intensity. It seemed as
though he were struggling to hold himself back, to make this last
longer, but I lacked his discipline. I was ascending rapidly, as I
rapidly as I had done before.

"Oh God," I was crying out. Everything was
moving and standing still. I felt myself wrapped around him, as
though no other parts of my body existed. For the second time in
only a few short minutes, I felt myself approaching a powerful
climax.

I closed my eyes and let it happen,
clenching, contorting, and exploding against him. My arms were
spread and my fingers were clasped around the desk corners as
though trying to pull them into me. As the orgasm intensified my
limbs lost their tension, my muscles their energy, and I began to
flop limply against the desk as he continued to fuck me, now with
all possible vigor until it felt like I would break – break into a
thousand pieces of individual ecstasy. Then he, too, slowed. I felt
him also tense and then spurt inside my tightly coiled abdomen.

He leaned forwards on his hands, gasping and
perspiring as I, in a similar state, looked up at him. We were
beyond words for what felt like several minutes. To do anything but
recover from the intensity of what we had just done was beyond
us.

At long last, although still too soon, he
straightened and backed out of the grip of my thighs. I propped
myself up on an elbow and admired the man I had just fucked as he
straightened his clothes and returned to that impeccable state in
which he had first appeared to me. I could only marvel at how
quickly he returned to that calm, collected façade within which he
had so dominated my resistance.

He inspected the contents of a briefcase by
the chair across from the desk, and then came back. Seeing that I
had not moved, he bent and helped me back into my clothes. I
assumed the thought was once again passing through his head that he
had been too rough with me, but it wasn't true. I just didn't want
the moment to end.

"Well," he said, gesturing towards the door,
"I'm now running very late, indeed."

"Your fault," I said, sitting up and
straightening my blouse.

"I don't mind in the slightest," he said,
bending forward and kissing me one last time. "This was a much more
interesting meeting than I anticipated."

"Well," I said, a tinge of regret coming into
my voice, "I suppose given that it was my last as the owner of a
company, it was just as well I made it a memorable one."

"Yes, about that contract," he said, finding
it where it had been knocked to the floor and placing it on the
desk. "You hold onto it over the weekend. If Monday morning comes
and you still wish to honor it, have it sent over to my local
branch on Letchler Street, alright? We'll take it from there."

"Oh. Alright."

"Good. We'll speak soon, then."

"Soon," I agreed, running a hand through my
hair and watching him pass smoothly out through the door.









This concludes Hostile Takeover. If you have not already done
so, be sure to check out these other BDSM-themed titles from
Jessica Whitethread:






Over My Boss's
Knee

Emma's young and handsome boss has always
taken a special interest in her, ever since she first came to work
for him. After Emma loses the order form of a very important
client, he punishes her as he often has before: with a sound
spanking. But on this occasion, she settles onto his lap to savor
her punishment under his strong hands only soon to find herself in
the throes of a very loud orgasm.






Blind in the
Mansion

Joanna Crawford is not happy to drop out of
culinary school and take a job at the Armistead Mansion, but
sacrificing her own desires to help those in need has always been
her most basic instinct. Little can she know that this apparent
setback will blossom into a life-changing sexual journey as she
begins to transgress boundaries that attract the attentions of her
new employer.

Now available in the original five part
series or in a single volume.






My Ex's Revenge

After a series of relationships sabotaged by
her own controlling ways, Regina returns to the man she remembers
being happiest with, only to find him changed. A fulfilling and
charged relationship may await, but only after Connor has made her
suffer for her past transgressions and made it very, very clear who
is now the dominant and who is the submissive.
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and subscribe to our newsletter, or follow us on twitter
@TheRedSpotPress.
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