
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Return

The Sterling & Associates tower pierced the Seattle skyline like a glass needle, thirty-seven floors of corporate ambition where careers were forged in conference rooms and destroyed in elevators. Nathan Cross occupied a corner office on the twenty-eighth floor, his view stretching across Elliott Bay toward the Olympic Mountains. At twenty-five, he commanded the respect that most executives didn't earn until their forties. His marketing campaigns had doubled the firm's client base in three years, transforming Sterling & Associates from a regional player into a Pacific Northwest powerhouse.

Robert Sterling had noticed. The silver-haired CEO, with his penetrating blue eyes and commanding presence, had become Nathan's mentor and fiercest advocate. "You've got the killer instinct, Cross," Sterling had told him during their last quarterly review. "You see opportunities where others see obstacles. That's why you're going places in this company."

Nathan thrived on that approval. Every campaign he crafted, every client he landed, every late night he spent perfecting presentations – all of it served one purpose: proving himself worthy of Sterling's faith. The old man's approval was oxygen to Nathan's ambition.

Which made the email waiting in his inbox that Monday morning both thrilling and terrifying.

"Nathan – My daughter Alexis returns from her year studying international business in London next week. She'll be interning with us this summer before starting her MBA at Wharton in the fall. I'm placing her under your supervision. Show her how we do business at Sterling & Associates. She's brilliant, driven, and has excellent instincts. I trust you to help her channel that energy productively. – RS"

Nathan stared at the message, his coffee growing cold. He'd heard Sterling mention his daughter occasionally – always with obvious pride. Alexis had graduated summa cum laude from Stanford, earned her way into a prestigious London School of Economics program, and from what Nathan gathered, possessed the same razor-sharp intelligence that had built Sterling & Associates from nothing.

But supervising the boss's daughter? The potential for disaster was astronomical. One wrong move, one perceived slight, one misunderstood interaction, and Nathan's carefully constructed career could implode. He'd seen it happen to others – promising executives who'd somehow crossed Sterling's family and found themselves blacklisted from the industry.

The intercom buzzed. "Mr. Cross? Mr. Sterling would like to see you in his office."

Nathan straightened his tie, grabbed his portfolio, and headed for the executive floor. Sterling's corner office occupied twice the space of Nathan's, with floor-to-ceiling windows on two sides and a massive mahogany desk that had belonged to his grandfather. Behind it sat the man himself – six-foot-two, perfectly tailored, with silver hair swept back and the kind of presence that commanded attention the moment he entered a room.

"Nathan, come in. Close the door."

The ritual was familiar. Sterling gestured to the leather chair across from his desk, the same chair where Nathan had received his first promotion, his first major account assignment, his first real vote of confidence.

"I assume you got my email about Alexis."

"Yes, sir. I'm honored you'd trust me with her training."

Sterling's eyes crinkled slightly – the closest thing to a smile the man ever showed in business settings. "She's not some pampered princess who needs hand-holding, Nathan. Alexis earned her way into every opportunity she's had. But she's also twenty-two, brilliant, and has been living in London for a year. She might push boundaries."

"I understand."

"She arrives this afternoon. I want you to show her the Meridian Industries campaign – the one that landed us the West Coast expansion. Let her see what real strategic thinking looks like."

Nathan nodded, making mental notes. The Meridian campaign was his masterpiece – a multi-platform strategy that had transformed a struggling tech startup into a billion-dollar acquisition target. If Sterling wanted his daughter to see Nathan's best work, it suggested a level of trust that both honored and terrified him.

"One more thing," Sterling's voice carried a subtle warning. "Alexis has always been... independent. Strong-willed. Don't let her charm fool you into thinking she can't handle tough assignments. And don't let her father's position influence how you treat her. She'd resent that more than anything."

The conversation ended with Sterling's typical abruptness. Nathan returned to his office, mind racing with preparation strategies. He'd treat Alexis Sterling like any other intern – professional, demanding, focused on results. The fact that her father controlled his career trajectory was irrelevant. This was business.

By 3 PM, Nathan had cleared his schedule and prepared a comprehensive orientation package. He'd selected three active campaigns for her review, scheduled meetings with key department heads, and outlined a structured learning program that would give her exposure to every aspect of the business.

His assistant's voice crackled through the intercom: "Mr. Cross? Ms. Sterling is here to see you."

"Send her in."

Nathan rose from his desk, extending his hand in preparation for a professional greeting. The door opened, and every carefully constructed plan dissolved.

Alexis Sterling moved like liquid fire. She wore a tailored black dress that hugged curves Nathan hadn't expected, her long auburn hair cascading over one shoulder in waves that caught the afternoon light streaming through his windows. Green eyes – the same penetrating shade as her father's but somehow warmer, more dangerous – locked onto his with an intensity that sent electricity shooting down his spine.

"Mr. Cross." Her voice carried a slight British accent, acquired during her London year, with an undertone of amusement that suggested she was perfectly aware of the effect she was having. "I've heard so much about you."

Her handshake lingered a fraction longer than professional. Her skin was impossibly soft, her grip firm but somehow suggestive. Nathan found himself studying the curve of her lips, the way her dress emphasized the elegant line of her throat, the subtle sway of her hips as she moved toward the chair he'd indicated.

"Ms. Sterling. Welcome to Sterling & Associates."

"Please, call me Alexis. Ms. Sterling makes me sound like my father." She settled into the chair with fluid grace, crossing long legs that Nathan tried not to notice. "And I definitely don't want to be confused with him."

There was something in her tone – playful rebellion, perhaps, or calculated provocation. Nathan couldn't tell which, and that uncertainty was dangerous.

"Your father speaks very highly of your academic achievements."

"My father speaks highly of anyone who meets his impossible standards." She leaned forward slightly, and Nathan caught a hint of expensive perfume – something French and intoxicating. "The question is whether I'll meet yours."

The double meaning was unmistakable. Nathan felt heat rise in his chest, spreading outward like brandy on an empty stomach. This was Sterling's daughter. His boss's child. The single most dangerous woman he could possibly be attracted to.

And Christ, was he attracted to her.

"I think we should focus on your learning objectives," he managed, opening the folder he'd prepared. "I've outlined several campaigns—"

"Nathan." The way she said his name was music and threat combined. "May I call you Nathan?"

"Of course."

"Good. Because I have a confession." She stood, moving to his side of the desk with predatory grace. "I didn't just happen to intern here this summer. I requested you specifically."

Nathan's blood pressure spiked. "Requested me?"

"I've been following your work for months. The Meridian campaign was brilliant – the kind of strategic thinking most executives never achieve. But it was the Hartwell Industries turnaround that really caught my attention."

She was close enough now that he could see gold flecks in her green eyes, could count the individual lashes that framed them. Her proximity was intoxicating and terrifying.

"Hartwell was a collaborative effort—"

"Bullshit." The profanity sounded elegant in her refined accent. "I read the trade articles. I know who really architected that comeback. You took a company that was bleeding market share and turned them into an industry leader in eighteen months. That takes more than collaborative effort. That takes genius."

Nathan tried to step back, but his desk blocked any retreat. Alexis noticed his discomfort and smiled – not the innocent expression of a young intern, but something far more knowing.

"You're nervous," she observed, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Why?"

"I'm not nervous. I'm being professional."

"Hmm." She tilted her head, studying him like a particularly interesting puzzle. "Is that what we're calling it?"

Before Nathan could respond, she'd moved even closer, close enough that he could feel warmth radiating from her skin. Her hand rested on his desk, fingertips nearly brushing his arm.

"I know this puts you in a difficult position," she said softly. "Working with your boss's daughter. But I want you to understand something, Nathan. I didn't ask to work with you because of who my father is. I asked because of who you are. Because I wanted to learn from the best."

Her eyes held his, and Nathan saw intelligence there that matched her father's, combined with something Sterling had never possessed – a wild, reckless hunger that both thrilled and terrified him.

"We should maintain appropriate boundaries," he said, but his voice lacked conviction.

"Of course." Her smile was pure innocence now, but Nathan wasn't fooled. "Completely appropriate. Professional. Proper."

She returned to her chair, but the spell wasn't broken. If anything, the brief distance only intensified the electricity crackling between them.

"So," she said, settling back with feline grace, "tell me about Meridian."

Nathan spent the next hour walking her through the campaign, but his mind kept wandering to the way she listened – completely focused, asking incisive questions that demonstrated both intelligence and instinct. She absorbed information like a sponge, made connections he hadn't expected, and offered insights that surprised him with their sophistication.

But it was more than her mind that captivated him. It was the way she moved, fluid and confident. The way she laughed at his dry humor, a sound like silver bells that made his chest tight. The way she unconsciously bit her lower lip when thinking, drawing his attention to a mouth that seemed designed for sin.

"This is incredible work," she said finally, closing the presentation folder. "But I'm curious about something."

"What's that?"

"The Hartwell campaign you mentioned earlier. The one that really established your reputation. May I see it?"

Nathan hesitated. The Hartwell files contained proprietary information, client confidentials that weren't typically shared with interns. But Sterling had specifically told him to show Alexis how the business worked, and the Hartwell turnaround was arguably his finest achievement.

"It's sensitive material," he said.

"I understand. But I'm not just any intern, am I?" Her smile was knowing, dangerous. "I'm family."

Family. The word carried weight in Sterling's world. Family meant trust, loyalty, absolute discretion. It also meant access to information that could destroy careers if mishandled.

Nathan opened his file cabinet, withdrawing the Hartwell folder. As he handed it to her, their fingers brushed. The contact was electric, sending heat shooting up his arm. Alexis felt it too – he saw her pupils dilate slightly, saw her breath catch.

"Thank you," she whispered, but she wasn't talking about the files.

For the next thirty minutes, she studied the Hartwell campaign with laser focus. Nathan tried to work on other projects, but found himself watching her instead. The way she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear when concentrating. The subtle movements of her lips as she read. The elegant curve of her neck when she bent over the documents.

"This psychological profiling section," she said suddenly. "It's not standard market research."

Nathan looked up, impressed despite himself. She'd identified the campaign's secret weapon – a behavioral analysis that had allowed them to predict competitor responses with uncanny accuracy.

"No, it's not. We developed it specifically for Hartwell."

"We?"

"I developed it," he corrected. "Most agencies focus on consumer psychology. I realized we needed to understand our competitors' decision-making patterns."

Alexis set down the files and looked at him with undisguised admiration. "That's not just innovative. That's revolutionary. Have you published any papers on the methodology?"

"Trade publications only. Nothing academic."

"Why not? This could reshape how the entire industry approaches competitive strategy."

Her enthusiasm was infectious. Nathan found himself explaining the theoretical foundations, the data collection methods, the statistical models that made it possible. Alexis asked questions that pushed his thinking, challenged assumptions he'd never examined, suggested applications he hadn't considered.

They were deep in discussion about behavioral economics when Nathan's phone rang.

"Nathan? It's Robert. How's Alexis settling in?"

Nathan glanced at his watch, shocked to discover it was nearly 6 PM. They'd been talking for hours.

"Very well, sir. She's extremely perceptive."

"Good. I'm running late tonight – client dinner that could go until 10 or 11. Would you mind making sure she gets home safely? She doesn't have a car yet."

Nathan's mouth went dry. An evening alone with Alexis, away from the office's protective professional environment, seemed like an invitation to disaster.

"Of course," he heard himself saying.

"Excellent. See you both tomorrow."

The line went dead. Nathan looked at Alexis, who had clearly heard both sides of the conversation.

"Looks like you're stuck with me," she said, but her smile suggested she didn't consider it an imposition.

"I can call you a cab—"

"Actually, I was hoping you might show me some of Seattle. I've been gone for a year, and I'm curious about the changes."

It was a reasonable request. Professional courtesy to a colleague's daughter. Nothing inappropriate about showing a newcomer around the city.

Except for the way she was looking at him. Except for the heat building between them. Except for the growing certainty that being alone with Alexis Sterling was the most dangerous thing Nathan Cross had ever contemplated.

"There's a good restaurant near Pike Place Market," he heard himself saying.

"Perfect." She gathered the files, returning them to his desk with deliberate care. As she leaned over, her hair brushed his shoulder, and Nathan caught another whiff of that intoxicating perfume.

They rode the elevator down in charged silence. In the underground garage, Nathan led her to his BMW, opening the passenger door with automatic courtesy. As Alexis slid into the seat, her dress rode up slightly, revealing a tantalizing glimpse of thigh that Nathan tried desperately not to notice.

The drive through downtown Seattle should have been routine. Instead, it became an exercise in controlled torture. Alexis sat close enough that he could feel her presence like heat from a flame. She asked about the city's changes, made intelligent observations about urban development, kept the conversation safely professional.

But underneath the civilized surface, something wild and dangerous prowled between them.

"Pull over," she said suddenly as they passed a waterfront viewpoint.

"What?"

"Please. I want to see the sound."

Nathan hesitated, then guided the car into the overlook parking area. Before them, Elliott Bay spread like dark silk, dotted with lights from ferries and cargo ships. The Olympic Mountains rose in shadowy peaks against the sunset sky.

"It's beautiful," Alexis breathed, stepping out of the car.

Nathan joined her at the railing, maintaining careful distance. The evening air was cool, carrying the salt scent of the water and the distant sound of ferry horns.

"I missed this," she said softly. "London was incredible, but this... this is home."

"Your father will be glad to have you back."

"Will he?" She turned to face him, and Nathan saw something vulnerable in her expression for the first time. "Sometimes I think he's disappointed that I'm not the son he wanted. Someone to really carry on the Sterling legacy."

"He's incredibly proud of you."

"Proud of my achievements. But does he actually know me?" She shook her head. "Sorry. You don't need to hear about my daddy issues."

"It's not—"

"Nathan." She moved closer, close enough that he could see the genuine uncertainty beneath her confident facade. "Can I ask you something personal?"

Every instinct screamed danger, but he nodded.

"When you were building your career, did you ever feel like you were performing? Like you were so focused on becoming who you thought you should be that you lost track of who you actually were?"

The question hit him like a physical blow. It was exactly what he'd been struggling with – the growing sense that his entire identity had become wrapped up in Sterling's approval, in professional achievement, in being the perfect executive.

"Yes," he admitted quietly.

"I thought so. You have this intensity, this focus that's incredibly attractive. But sometimes when I watch you, I see something else. Something wilder that you're keeping locked away."

She was close enough now that he could feel her breath on his face, could see the gold flecks in her green eyes catching the reflected light from the water.

"Alexis—"

"I know this is dangerous," she whispered. "I know we shouldn't. But I can't stop thinking about what it would be like to see you without all those careful controls."

Her hand touched his chest, directly over his racing heart. The contact sent electricity shooting through every nerve.

"We can't," he said, but made no move to step away.

"Can't we?" Her voice was barely audible now. "Or are you just afraid?"

"I'm terrified," he admitted.

"Good." She rose on her toes, bringing her lips within inches of his. "So am I."

The kiss happened like lightning – sudden, inevitable, transformative. Her lips were soft and demanding, her body pressing against his with desperate hunger. Nathan's carefully constructed defenses crumbled in an instant. His hands found her waist, pulling her closer, and she melted against him with a soft moan that sent fire racing through his veins.

When they broke apart, both were breathing hard.

"Jesus," Nathan whispered.

"We should go," Alexis said, but her hands were still fisted in his shirt.

"Yes."

Neither moved. The electricity between them had become a living thing, crackling with dangerous promise.

"Nathan?" Her voice was different now – huskier, filled with need.

"What are you thinking?"

He looked down at her – Sterling's daughter, his boss's child, the one woman he absolutely could not have – and felt his world shift on its axis.

"I'm thinking," he said quietly, "that I'm about to make the biggest mistake of my life."

"Good," she whispered, pulling him down for another kiss. "I was hoping you'd say that."


Chapter 2: Crossing Lines

The restaurant Nathan had chosen was dimly lit, tucked away in a basement beneath Pike Place Market with exposed brick walls and intimate booth seating. He'd intended it as a safe, public space – somewhere the dangerous electricity between them would be forced into civilized channels.

Instead, the shadows and privacy only amplified the tension.

Alexis slid into the booth across from him, but immediately moved to his side, her thigh pressing against his under the table. "I hate sitting across from people when I'm trying to get to know them," she explained, her hand resting casually on his leg.

The waiter approached, but Nathan barely heard the specials. Alexis's fingers had begun tracing slow circles on his thigh, each touch sending heat spiraling through his body. When she leaned close to whisper her order, her breast brushed his arm, and Nathan had to grip his water glass to maintain composure.

"You're not making this easy," he murmured once they were alone.

"Making what easy?" Her smile was pure innocence, but her hand had moved higher on his leg, fingers dancing dangerously close to areas that were already responding to her proximity.

"Maintaining professional boundaries."

"Fuck professional boundaries." The profanity sounded like silk in her refined accent. "I spent a year in London being the perfect Sterling daughter, attending proper parties and networking events and being everything everyone expected. I'm tired of being appropriate."

Her fingers traced the inseam of his pants, and Nathan's breath caught. They were in public, surrounded by other diners, but the booth's shadows provided just enough privacy for her subtle torment.

"Alexis..." His voice was strained.

"Tell me about your apartment," she said conversationally, as if her hand wasn't slowly driving him insane. "I'm curious about how you live when you're not being the perfect executive."

Nathan tried to focus on her words instead of the way her fingertips were now tracing the outline of his growing hardness through his pants. "It's nothing special. Downtown high-rise. Good view."

"I bet it's immaculate. Everything perfectly organized, not a single thing out of place." Her fingers pressed more firmly, and Nathan had to bite back a groan. "Am I right?"

"Yes," he managed.

"I thought so. You strike me as someone who needs control over his environment." Her touch became bolder, palm pressing against his erection with deliberate pressure. "But I wonder what would happen if someone disrupted that control."

The waiter returned with their wine, and Alexis casually withdrew her hand, leaving Nathan aching and desperate. She sampled the vintage with perfect composure while he struggled to appear normal.

"Excellent choice," she told the waiter, then turned back to Nathan once they were alone. "Where were we?"

"You were trying to drive me insane."

"Was I succeeding?"

Nathan's hand found her knee under the table, fingers sliding up the smooth silk of her stocking. "What do you think?"

Alexis's breath hitched as his touch grew bolder, hand moving higher on her thigh. "I think," she whispered, "we're both in trouble."

Nathan's fingers found the edge of her stocking, encountered bare skin that was impossibly soft and warm. Alexis's eyes fluttered closed, her lips parting slightly as he traced patterns on her inner thigh.

"How far up does this dress go?" he murmured, voice rough with desire.

"Why don't you find out?"

His hand moved higher, fingers discovering the delicate lace edge of her panties. Alexis made a soft sound that went straight to his groin, her legs parting slightly to give him better access.

"You're not wearing much under this dress," he observed, finger tracing the thin silk barrier.

"I was hoping you'd notice." Her voice was breathless now, professional composure cracking. "Nathan, please..."

"Please what?"

"Touch me. Really touch me."

Nathan glanced around the restaurant. They were partially hidden in their corner booth, but the risk was enormous. Anyone could see. Anyone could report back to Sterling. His career could end in an instant.

His finger slipped beneath the silk.

Alexis gasped, hand flying to his wrist. "Oh God."

She was impossibly wet, her body responding to his touch with desperate hunger. Nathan explored her carefully, fingers discovering every sensitive spot while she struggled to maintain composure. Her nails dug into his wrist, her breathing becoming ragged.

"You like that?" he whispered against her ear.

"Yes," she breathed. "Don't stop."

Nathan's finger circled her clit with maddening slowness, feeling her body tense and arch against his touch. Alexis bit her lip to stifle her moans, her free hand gripping the edge of the table.

"Look at me," Nathan commanded softly.

Alexis's eyes opened, meeting his. They were dark with lust, pupils dilated with need. Nathan increased the pressure of his touch, watching her face as pleasure built.

"Nathan," she whispered urgently. "I'm going to—"

"Come for me," he murmured. "Right here. Right now."

Her orgasm hit like lightning, body going rigid as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Nathan watched her face, memorizing every expression, every soft gasp. She was beautiful in her abandon, sophisticated control completely shattered.

As the tremors subsided, Alexis slumped against him, breathing hard. "Jesus Christ," she whispered.

"Feel better?"

"Feel dangerous." She turned to look at him, eyes still dark with satisfied lust. "Your turn."

Before Nathan could protest, her hand was back on his lap, fingers working at his belt with practiced skill. "Alexis, we can't—"

"We already have." His belt came undone, then his zipper. Her hand slipped inside his pants, fingers wrapping around his hardness. "Besides, you made me come in a public restaurant. It's only fair."

Nathan's head fell back as she began stroking him with expert touch. Her fingers were soft and sure, thumb circling the head of his cock with pressure that made him see stars.

"You're so hard," she whispered admiringly. "Have you been like this all evening?"

"Since the moment you walked into my office."

"Mmm. Poor Nathan. All that professional control, and you've been aching for me." Her grip tightened, stroke becoming faster. "What would your colleagues think if they knew you were letting the boss's daughter jack you off under a restaurant table?"

The dirty talk combined with her touch was driving Nathan toward the edge embarrassingly fast. "Alexis—"

"Come for me," she breathed, echoing his earlier words. "I want to feel you lose control."

Nathan's orgasm hit with devastating force, body jerking as pleasure overwhelmed him. Alexis stroked him through it, drawing out every sensation until he was spent and shaking.

She withdrew her hand, casually reaching for her napkin to clean her fingers. "That was fun," she said conversationally, as if she hadn't just shattered every boundary between them.

Nathan struggled to compose himself, tucking his shirt back in and refastening his pants. "This is insane."

"This is overdue." Alexis sipped her wine, completely collected now. "We've been circling each other for hours. At least now we can be honest about what we want."

"What we want and what we can have are two different things."

"Are they? You just made me come in a restaurant booth. I think we've established that what we can have is pretty much anything we're brave enough to take."

Their food arrived, and they managed to eat while maintaining apparently normal conversation. But underneath the civilized surface, something primal had been unleashed. Every casual touch, every shared glance, every innocent comment carried sexual undertones that made Nathan's pulse race.

"I should take you home," he said finally, signing the check.

"Should you? Or do you want to?"

"Both. Neither. I don't know anymore."

Alexis laughed, a sound like crystal breaking. "Good. I was worried you were too controlled to be interesting."

They walked to his car in charged silence. The city had come alive around them – tourists and locals mixing on the sidewalks, street musicians playing for coins, the distant sound of ferry horns across the water. Nathan was acutely aware of Alexis beside him, the way her dress moved with each step, the subtle scent of her perfume mixing with the salt air.

"Where do you live?" he asked as they reached his BMW.

"Belltown. Penthouse apartment with a view." She paused, studying his face. "But I don't want to go home yet."

"Alexis—"

"Show me your place."

It wasn't a request. Nathan found himself nodding, opening her door, helping her into the passenger seat. As he walked around to the driver's side, he tried to convince himself this was still manageable. They'd crossed lines tonight, but they could step back. Return to professionalism. Pretend none of it had happened.

One look at Alexis destroyed that illusion. She'd adjusted her dress so that more thigh was visible, had let her hair fall in loose waves around her shoulders. She looked like sex incarnate, and she knew exactly what she was doing.

"Your apartment better be interesting," she said as he started the engine. "I have high expectations."

Nathan's building was forty-three floors of glass and steel, offering panoramic views of the city and sound. His apartment occupied the entire thirty-eighth floor – a space he'd chosen for its clean lines and dramatic windows rather than comfort.

"It's very you," Alexis observed as they entered, taking in the minimalist furniture and carefully curated art. "Beautiful, expensive, and completely without warmth."

"I like clean spaces."

"I noticed." She moved to the floor-to-ceiling windows, looking out over the city lights. "But where do you actually live, Nathan? This feels like a hotel room."

He joined her at the window, standing close enough to feel her body heat. "What do you mean?"

"Where are the personal things? Photos, books you actually read, clothes thrown over chairs, evidence that a human being exists here?" She turned to face him. "Where's the mess?"

"I don't do mess."

"Everyone does mess. They just hide it better." Her hand traced the lapel of his jacket. "I bet if I looked hard enough, I'd find where you keep the things that matter to you. The parts of yourself you don't let anyone see."

Nathan caught her wrist as her fingers began unbuttoning his shirt. "What are you doing?"

"Finding the mess." Another button came undone. "Finding the parts of you that aren't perfectly controlled."

"Alexis, if we do this—"

"We already did this." His shirt was half open now, her hands exploring the exposed skin. "The question is how far we're willing to go."

Nathan's control snapped. He spun her around, pressing her back against the cool glass of the window. Alexis gasped, but her eyes were bright with excitement rather than fear.

"Is this what you wanted?" he demanded, pinning her wrists above her head. "To see me lose control?"

"Yes," she breathed.

"You want to see the mess?" His free hand traced the neckline of her dress, fingers dipping beneath the fabric to find the soft curve of her breast. "The parts of me I keep hidden?"

Alexis arched against him, pressing her breast more firmly into his palm. "Show me everything."

Nathan's mouth crashed down on hers in a kiss that was nothing like the careful exploration by the water. This was desperate, consuming, filled with hours of denied hunger. Alexis responded with equal fervor, her body molding against his as if they were made to fit together.

He released her wrists to grab the hem of her dress, sliding it up her thighs. Alexis helped, lifting her arms so he could pull the garment over her head. Underneath she wore only a matching set of black lace lingerie that made Nathan's mouth go dry.

"Jesus," he breathed, drinking in the sight of her.

"Your turn," she whispered, fingers working at his remaining shirt buttons.

Nathan's shirt hit the floor, followed by his pants and belt. Alexis's hands explored his chest, fingers tracing the definition of muscles he maintained through punishing early-morning workouts.

"You're beautiful," she murmured, pressing kisses along his collarbone. "I've been imagining what you looked like under those perfect suits."

Nathan unhooked her bra with practiced ease, revealing breasts that were perfect and full, nipples already hard with arousal. He cupped them reverently, thumbs circling the sensitive peaks until Alexis moaned and pressed against him.

"Nathan, please."

He lifted her easily, and she wrapped her legs around his waist. The position pressed her core against his hardness, and they both groaned at the contact.

"Bedroom," she gasped against his mouth.

Nathan carried her down the hallway to his bedroom – another exercise in controlled minimalism with a king-size bed, dramatic lighting, and windows that offered the same spectacular view as the living room.

He set her down beside the bed, hands tracing the curve of her waist before hooking in the waistband of her panties. Alexis lifted her hips, allowing him to slide the silk down her legs. When she stood naked before him, illuminated by the city lights streaming through the windows, Nathan felt his heart stop.

"You're perfect," he whispered.

"So are you." Her hands pushed down his boxers, freeing his erection. "Now show me how imperfect you can be."

Nathan pushed her back onto the bed, following her down. Their bodies pressed together skin to skin, and the sensation was overwhelming. Alexis's legs wrapped around him, pulling him closer, and Nathan had to fight to maintain the last threads of his control.

"I want you inside me," she whispered against his ear. "Now."

"We should—protection—"

"I'm on the pill. And I'm clean. Are you?"

"Yes."

"Then stop thinking and fuck me."

Nathan positioned himself at her entrance, then paused. "Once we do this—"

"Once we do this, everything changes," Alexis finished. "I know. I don't care. Do you?"

Nathan looked down at her – hair spread across his pillows like dark fire, green eyes bright with lust and challenge, body arched beneath him in invitation. Sterling's daughter. His boss's child. The one woman he absolutely could not have.

He pushed into her in one smooth stroke.

Alexis cried out, back arching as he filled her completely. She was impossibly tight, impossibly wet, and the sensation of being inside her was better than anything Nathan had ever experienced.

"God, yes," she gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. "You feel so good."

Nathan began to move, slow deep strokes that had Alexis writhing beneath him. Her legs tightened around him, pulling him deeper, and she met each thrust with desperate hunger.

"Harder," she demanded. "I want to feel this tomorrow."

Nathan's control shattered completely. He drove into her with increasing force, and Alexis responded with wild abandon. Her moans filled the room, mixing with the sound of their bodies coming together in desperate rhythm.

"That's it," she gasped. "Lose control for me. Show me who you really are."

Nathan grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head as he pounded into her. Alexis's eyes rolled back, her body going taut as pleasure built toward breaking point.

"I'm going to come," she warned breathlessly.

"Not yet." Nathan slowed his pace, pulling back until only the head of his cock remained inside her. "Not until I tell you."

"Nathan, please—"

"Please what?"

"Please let me come. I need it so badly."

"Tell me who you belong to tonight."

"You," she gasped without hesitation. "I belong to you."

Nathan drove into her again, and Alexis screamed with pleasure. Her orgasm crashed over her in waves, body convulsing around him as she came harder than she ever had before. The sensation of her coming apart beneath him pushed Nathan over the edge, and he followed her into oblivion with a groan that came from the depths of his soul.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat. Nathan rolled to his side, pulling Alexis against him. She curled into his chest, fingers tracing lazy patterns on his skin.

"That was..." she began, then trailed off.

"Insane."

"Perfect." She tilted her head to look at him. "Though I think we may have a problem."

"Just one?"

Alexis laughed, the sound vibrating against his chest. "I was thinking more of a timing issue. It's only Monday, and we have to work together all summer. How are we going to keep our hands off each other long enough to get anything done?"

Nathan considered this, his arm tightening around her. The rational part of his mind was screaming warnings about career suicide and professional boundaries. But with Alexis naked in his arms, her body still warm from their lovemaking, rationality seemed less important than the hunger already building again between them.

"We'll figure it out," he said finally.

"Will we? Or will we just find increasingly creative ways to sneak away from the office?" Her hand trailed down his chest, fingers wrapping around his hardening cock. "Because I have some ideas about that."

"Do you now?"

"Mmm. Your office has a very sturdy desk. And that conference room on the thirty-first floor has excellent soundproofing. And don't get me started on the possibilities of the executive elevator."

Nathan's body responded instantly to her suggestions and her touch. "You've given this some thought."

"I've given it a lot of thought." She straddled him, positioning herself above his erection. "The question is whether you're brave enough to explore them with me."

"This is dangerous, Alexis. If your father found out—"

"Then we better make sure he doesn't." She sank down onto him in one smooth motion, and Nathan's protests died in his throat. "Besides, danger makes it more exciting."

She began to move, and Nathan forgot about consequences and careers and everything except the perfect woman riding him like she was born for it. Alexis threw her head back, hair cascading down her back as she found her rhythm.

"God, you feel so good inside me," she moaned. "I could do this all night."

"Then do it."

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on his chest as she moved faster. The new angle allowed him to go deeper, and they both groaned at the sensation.

"I want you to come inside me again," she gasped. "I want to feel you lose control."

Nathan's hands gripped her hips, guiding her movements as pleasure built between them. Alexis was wild above him, completely abandoned to sensation, and the sight of her was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

When her second orgasm hit, she collapsed against him, body shaking with the force of it. Nathan rolled them over, driving into her with desperate intensity until his own release claimed him.

Afterward, they lay tangled together, breathing hard and sated. The city lights painted patterns across their skin, and Nathan could hear the distant sound of traffic far below.

"We can't go back," Alexis said quietly.

"No. We can't."

"Good." She pressed a kiss to his chest. "I was hoping you'd say that."

Nathan pulled the sheet over them, drawing Alexis closer. Tomorrow would bring complications, consequences, the inevitable return to reality. But tonight, with Alexis warm and willing in his arms, none of that mattered.

Tonight, they belonged to each other.

And that was dangerous enough to be perfect.


Chapter 3: Office Hours

Nathan woke to the sensation of soft lips pressing kisses along his chest, warm breath ghosting across his skin. Alexis lay beside him, her auburn hair spilling across his pillow like liquid fire, her naked body pressed against his under the silk sheets. Morning light streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, bathing her skin in golden warmth.

"Good morning," she murmured against his collarbone, her hand already trailing down his torso.

Nathan's body responded instantly, his cock hardening as her fingers wrapped around him with practiced ease. "What time is it?"

"Early. We have at least an hour before we need to be at the office." Her grip tightened, thumb circling the head of his erection with maddening pressure. "I was thinking we should make good use of it."

Nathan groaned as she began stroking him with slow, deliberate movements. "Alexis..."

"I've been awake for an hour, just watching you sleep," she whispered, her mouth moving to his ear. "Do you know what I was thinking about?"

"What?"

"All the ways I want you to fuck me today. In the office. With my father just down the hall, completely oblivious to what his trusted employee is doing to his daughter."

The dirty words combined with her touch sent fire racing through Nathan's veins. He rolled over, pinning her beneath him, his mouth crashing down on hers in a hungry kiss. Alexis moaned against his lips, her legs wrapping around his waist.

"Tell me more," he demanded, positioning himself at her entrance.

"I want you to bend me over your desk," she gasped as he pushed into her wet heat. "I want to feel your cock inside me while I pretend to take notes. I want you to make me come so hard I can barely walk straight to daddy's office afterward."

Nathan drove into her harder, and Alexis cried out, her nails raking down his back. "What else?"

"The conference room," she panted, meeting his thrusts with desperate hunger. "Those big windows overlooking the city. I want you to fuck me against the glass where anyone could see. I want the whole world to know that Nathan Cross owns me."

Her words pushed Nathan over the edge. He pounded into her with savage intensity, and Alexis responded with wild abandon, her moans filling the bedroom as pleasure consumed them both. When her orgasm hit, she screamed his name, body convulsing around him as waves of ecstasy crashed through her. Nathan followed moments later, his release tearing through him with devastating force.

They lay tangled together afterward, breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin. Nathan's rational mind tried to reassert itself, reminding him of all the reasons this was insane. But with Alexis warm and satisfied in his arms, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on his chest, rationality seemed less important than the hunger already building between them again.

"We should shower," she said eventually, pressing a kiss to his throat. "Together. I want to wash every inch of you."

The shower was a glass-enclosed masterpiece with multiple jets and enough space for two. Alexis pressed Nathan against the tile wall as hot water cascaded over them, her mouth working its way down his body with systematic precision. When she dropped to her knees and took him in her mouth, Nathan's head fell back against the wall with a groan.

"Fuck, Alexis..."

She looked up at him through wet lashes, his cock sliding between her lips with obscene beauty. Her tongue swirled around the head, finding every sensitive spot while her hands worked the base. Nathan tangled his fingers in her wet hair, guiding her movements as pleasure built toward breaking point.

"I'm going to come," he warned breathlessly.

Alexis pulled back just enough to speak, her hand continuing to stroke him. "Not yet. I have other plans for you."

She stood, turning to brace her hands against the shower wall. "Fuck me from behind. I want to feel how deep you can go."

Nathan positioned himself behind her, hands gripping her hips as he pushed into her wet heat. The angle was perfect, allowing him to go deeper than before, and Alexis cried out as he filled her completely.

"Yes," she gasped, pushing back against him. "Harder. I want to feel this all day."

Nathan drove into her with increasing force, the sound of their bodies coming together echoing off the shower walls. Alexis was wild beneath him, meeting every thrust with desperate hunger, her moans growing louder as pleasure built.

"Touch yourself," Nathan commanded, his voice rough with lust. "I want to feel you come around my cock."

Alexis's hand moved between her legs, fingers finding her clit as Nathan continued to pound into her. The dual stimulation pushed her quickly toward the edge, her body tensing as orgasm approached.

"Nathan, I'm going to—"

"Come for me," he growled, his own release building. "Come on my cock like the perfect little slut you are."

His words shattered her control. Alexis screamed as her orgasm crashed over her, body convulsing around him as pleasure consumed her. The sensation of her coming apart pushed Nathan over the edge, and he followed her into oblivion with a groan that came from the depths of his soul.

They finished showering with gentle touches and lingering kisses, but the electricity between them remained undimmed. Getting dressed was an exercise in controlled torture, each glimpse of Alexis's naked body as she slipped into her clothes making Nathan's pulse race.

"I don't have anything to wear except yesterday's dress," she said, smoothing the black fabric over her curves.

"We'll say you came in early. No one will think anything of it."

"Except that I look thoroughly fucked," she observed with a wicked smile. "My lips are swollen, my hair is a mess despite my best efforts, and I'm walking like I've been riding a very large cock all night."

Nathan's body responded instantly to her crude words. "Alexis..."

"Down, boy," she laughed, pressing a quick kiss to his lips. "Save some energy for the office. You're going to need it."

The drive to Sterling & Associates was charged with sexual tension. Alexis sat close enough that Nathan could smell her perfume, could see the curve of her breasts beneath her dress, could remember exactly how she'd looked writhing beneath him just hours earlier. Every red light was torture, every casual touch electric.

"Pull into the parking garage," she said as they approached the building.

"What?"

"The parking garage. Level B3. It's always empty this early."

Nathan found himself following her directions, parking in a secluded corner of the underground structure. Before he could ask what she had in mind, Alexis was unbuckling her seatbelt and climbing over the center console to straddle him.

"What are you doing?"

"Something I've been thinking about since we left your apartment." Her hands worked at his belt, fingers moving with desperate efficiency. "I want to suck your cock in the parking garage of my father's building."

Nathan's protests died as she freed his erection, her mouth descending on him with hungry precision. The risk was enormous – anyone could walk by, see them, report back to Sterling. But with Alexis's lips wrapped around him, her tongue doing impossible things, risk seemed less important than the pleasure consuming him.

"God, you're good at that," he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair.

She pulled back just enough to speak, her hand continuing to stroke him. "I've been thinking about this all morning. About having your taste in my mouth when I shake daddy's hand. About walking into that boardroom knowing I swallowed your come in the parking garage."

Her mouth returned to him with renewed intensity, and Nathan had to grip the steering wheel to maintain control. When his release hit, Alexis took everything he gave her, swallowing with obvious satisfaction before sitting back with a wicked smile.

"Delicious," she purred, using her thumb to wipe a trace of come from the corner of her mouth. "Now I'm ready to start my day."

Nathan struggled to compose himself as Alexis climbed back to her seat, straightening her dress as if nothing had happened. "You're going to be the death of me."

"What a way to go," she laughed, checking her reflection in the visor mirror.

They rode the elevator to the twenty-eighth floor in charged silence. Nathan's office felt different now – no longer a sanctuary of professional achievement but a stage for the dangerous game they'd begun. Alexis settled into the chair across from his desk, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness.

"So," she said conversationally, "what's on the agenda today?"

Nathan pulled up his calendar, trying to focus on business instead of the memory of her mouth around his cock just minutes earlier. "Client presentations. Budget reviews. Strategic planning session at two."

"Sounds boring. We'll have to find ways to make it more interesting."

Before Nathan could ask what she meant, his assistant's voice crackled through the intercom. "Mr. Cross? Mr. Sterling would like to see you and Ms. Sterling in his office."

Nathan's blood ran cold. Had someone seen them in the parking garage? Did Sterling suspect something?

"Tell him we'll be right up," he managed.

Alexis stood, smoothing her dress with practiced ease. "Relax," she whispered as they walked toward the elevator. "He probably just wants to check on my first day."

The executive floor felt like walking into a lion's den. Sterling's secretary smiled and waved them through to the corner office where Nathan had received so many career-defining conversations. Today, Sterling stood by his windows, looking out over the city.

"Nathan. Alexis. Come in."

They settled into the familiar leather chairs, and Nathan fought to appear normal despite his racing pulse. Sterling studied them both with those penetrating blue eyes, and Nathan was certain the man could see everything – the hotel room, the shower, the parking garage encounter that had happened just twenty minutes earlier.

"I wanted to check on Alexis's first day," Sterling said finally. "Make sure she's settling in properly."

"Very well, sir," Nathan managed. "She's extremely perceptive."

"Good. And Alexis? How are you finding the work?"

"Fascinating, daddy. Nathan's been very... thorough in his instruction."

Nathan caught the subtle emphasis on 'thorough' and had to fight not to react. Beside him, Alexis sat with perfect composure, the picture of professional innocence.

"Excellent. Nathan, I want you to include Alexis in the Hartwell follow-up presentation this afternoon. Let her see how we maintain client relationships."

"Of course."

"And Alexis, I'm having dinner with the Meridian executives tonight. You should join us. Good networking opportunity."

Nathan saw Alexis's face fall slightly. "Actually, daddy, Nathan offered to review some additional case studies with me tonight. I think the extra preparation would be more valuable."

Sterling's eyebrows rose. "Working late on your first day? I'm impressed."

"She's very dedicated," Nathan heard himself saying.

"Good. Initiative like that will serve you well in business, Alexis." Sterling returned to his desk. "That's all. Keep up the good work, both of you."

They walked back to the elevator in silence, but Nathan could feel the tension radiating from Alexis. Once the doors closed and they were alone, she pressed the emergency stop button.

"What are you—"

Her mouth crashed against his in a kiss that was desperate and hungry. Nathan responded instantly, his hands finding her waist as she pressed her body against his.

"I can't wait until tonight," she gasped against his lips. "I need you now."

"Alexis, we're in the elevator—"

"It's stopped. No one can see us." Her hand found his belt, fingers working with practiced efficiency. "Please, Nathan. I'm so wet I can barely think straight."

Nathan's control snapped. He spun her around, pressing her against the elevator wall as his hands hiked up her dress. She wasn't wearing panties – hadn't put them back on after their shower – and he groaned as his fingers found her soaked heat.

"You didn't wear underwear to meet your father?"

"I told you I like danger," she gasped as he pushed two fingers inside her. "I've been thinking about your cock all morning, sitting in that chair, listening to you talk, remembering how you felt inside me."

Nathan worked his fingers in and out of her wet pussy, his thumb finding her clit with practiced precision. Alexis moaned, her head falling back against the wall as pleasure built.

"More," she demanded. "I need more."

Nathan freed his cock, positioning himself at her entrance. The risk was insane – they were in his boss's elevator, in the middle of the day, where anyone could override the stop and discover them. But with Alexis wet and willing against the wall, risk seemed less important than the need consuming them both.

He pushed into her in one hard thrust, and Alexis cried out, her legs wrapping around his waist. The position was perfect, allowing him to go deep while she clung to him desperately.

"Yes," she gasped. "Fuck me, Nathan. Right here where daddy could find us."

The dirty talk combined with the impossible tightness of her pussy drove Nathan wild. He pounded into her with savage intensity, and Alexis met every thrust with desperate hunger, her moans echoing in the confined space.

"I want you to come inside me," she whispered urgently. "I want to walk back into that office with your cum dripping down my thighs."

Her words pushed Nathan over the edge. His orgasm hit with devastating force, and he drove into her one final time as he emptied himself inside her. Alexis followed moments later, her pussy clenching around him as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

They stood pressed together afterward, breathing hard, the elevator filled with the scent of sex and sweat. Nathan was still inside her, could feel their combined fluids beginning to leak down her thighs.

"We have to stop doing this," he said weakly.

"Do we?" Alexis smiled, deliberately clenching her internal muscles around his softening cock. "Because I think we're just getting started."

She released the emergency stop, and the elevator resumed its descent. Nathan pulled out of her and quickly tucked himself back into his pants while Alexis smoothed down her dress. By the time the doors opened on the twenty-eighth floor, they looked almost presentable.

Almost.

Nathan could see the flush in Alexis's cheeks, the slight dishevelment of her hair, the way she moved carefully as his cum leaked from her pussy. Anyone paying attention would know exactly what they'd been doing.

"I need to clean up," she whispered as they walked toward his office.

"Bathroom is down the hall."

"No." Her smile was wicked. "I like feeling you inside me. I want to keep your cum in my pussy while we work."

Nathan's cock twitched at her crude words. "Alexis..."

"Shh." She settled into the chair across from his desk, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. "Now, where were we with those budget reports?"

The next hour was exquisite torture. Nathan tried to focus on work while Alexis sat across from him, looking perfectly professional except for the satisfied glow in her eyes and the way she occasionally shifted in her chair, pressing her thighs together with a small smile.

"The Meridian numbers look good," she observed, leaning forward to study the documents. The position gave Nathan a perfect view down her dress, reminding him that she wore no bra beneath the thin fabric.

"Very good," he managed, trying not to think about how her breasts had felt in his hands that morning.

"But I think there's room for optimization in the media spend." She rose and moved to his side of the desk, bending over to point at specific line items. Her hair brushed his shoulder, and Nathan caught a hint of her perfume mixed with the musky scent of their recent coupling.

"Here," she continued, her finger tracing figures on the page. "And here. We could probably achieve the same reach with fifteen percent less investment."

Her analysis was spot-on, demonstrating the same sharp intelligence that had impressed him the day before. But Nathan found it impossible to concentrate with her so close, with the memory of her mouth around his cock still fresh, with the knowledge that his cum was still inside her as she bent over his desk.

"You're right," he said hoarsely.

"I usually am." She straightened, her body brushing against his arm. "But I think I missed something down here."

This time when she bent over, her ass pressed directly against his crotch. Nathan's cock responded instantly, hardening against the curve of her backside. Alexis made a small sound of satisfaction, pressing back against him more firmly.

"Alexis," he warned.

"What? I'm just reviewing the budget." She moved slightly, grinding against his erection through their clothes. "Unless you had something else in mind?"

Nathan's hands found her hips, pulling her more firmly against him. "This is insane."

"This is perfect." She reached behind her, her hand finding his belt. "Fuck me over your desk, Nathan. Fill me with cum again."

Nathan's control shattered. He hiked up her dress, revealing the perfect curve of her ass and the glistening evidence of their elevator encounter still coating her thighs. She was already wet and ready, and when he pushed into her, she cried out with pleasure.

"Yes," she gasped, bracing herself against the desk. "God, you feel so good."

Nathan drove into her with increasing force, the sound of their bodies coming together mixing with the distant hum of office activity. Anyone could walk in. His assistant, a colleague, Sterling himself. But with Alexis wild beneath him, meeting every thrust with desperate hunger, consequences seemed less important than the pleasure consuming them both.

"I'm going to come again," she warned breathlessly.

"Not yet." Nathan slowed his pace, pulling back until only the head of his cock remained inside her. "Not until I say so."

"Please," she whimpered, trying to push back against him.

"Please what?"

"Please let me come on your cock. Please fill me with cum again. Please make me yours."

Nathan drove into her again, and Alexis screamed with pleasure. Her orgasm crashed over her in waves, pussy clenching around him as ecstasy consumed her. The sensation pushed Nathan over the edge, and he followed her into oblivion, emptying himself inside her with a groan that came from the depths of his soul.

They stood pressed together afterward, breathing hard, the office filled with the scent of sex. Nathan was still inside her, could feel their combined fluids beginning to leak down her thighs again.

"That's twice now," Alexis said with satisfaction. "I'm going to be dripping your cum all afternoon."

Nathan pulled out of her, and she immediately turned to face him, her dress still hiked up around her waist. She was beautiful in her dishevelment – hair mussed, cheeks flushed, pussy swollen and glistening with evidence of their coupling.

"We have the budget meeting in an hour," she said conversationally, smoothing down her dress. "Think you can keep your hands off me that long?"

Nathan's cock was already beginning to harden again at the sight of her. "I make no promises."

"Good." She pressed a quick kiss to his lips, tasting herself on his mouth. "Because I have plans for the conference room."

The budget meeting was torture. Alexis sat across the table from Nathan, looking perfectly professional as they reviewed quarterly projections with three other executives. But under the table, she'd slipped off her shoe and was running her foot along his calf, occasionally pressing her toes against his inner thigh.

"The media optimization strategy looks promising," she said, addressing the room while her foot moved higher. "I think we could achieve significant cost savings without sacrificing reach."

Nathan tried to focus on the discussion while her toes brushed against his hardening cock through his pants. When she pressed more firmly, he had to bite back a groan.

"Nathan?" The marketing director was looking at him expectantly. "What do you think about the Q4 projections?"

"Very... promising," Nathan managed, fighting not to react as Alexis's foot continued its torment. "I think we should... pursue all available opportunities."

Alexis smiled innocently, but her foot had found his zipper, toes working the tab down with surprising dexterity. Nathan's eyes widened as she managed to free his cock, her bare foot wrapping around him under the table.

"Are you feeling alright, Nathan?" The director looked concerned. "You seem a bit flushed."

"Just... focused on the numbers," Nathan replied, his voice strained as Alexis began stroking him with her foot. "Very... stimulating projections."

The meeting continued for another twenty minutes, with Alexis maintaining perfect composure while systematically driving Nathan insane with her feet. By the time the other executives filed out, Nathan was rock-hard and desperate.

"That was fun," Alexis said casually, slipping her shoe back on. "But I think we need to move to the conference room for our private discussion."

The conference room on the thirty-first floor was Sterling's pride – floor-to-ceiling windows offering panoramic views of the city, a massive oak table that seated twenty, and soundproofing that made it perfect for sensitive negotiations.

Or, as Nathan was about to discover, for other activities entirely.

"Lock the door," Alexis commanded as soon as they were inside.

Nathan complied, then turned to find her already climbing onto the conference table. She lay back against the polished wood, her dress hiked up around her waist, legs spread in blatant invitation.

"I've been thinking about this all day," she said, her fingers trailing between her legs. "About you fucking me on daddy's conference table. About coming so hard I scream loud enough for the whole building to hear."

Nathan moved toward her like a man in a trance. She was beautiful spread out on the table – hair fanned around her head like a halo, skin flushed with desire, pussy glistening with need and the remnants of their earlier encounters.

"What if someone hears us?"

"Then they'll know that Nathan Cross fucks his boss's daughter like the slut she is." Her crude words sent fire racing through his veins. "Now stop thinking and put your cock where it belongs."

Nathan positioned himself between her legs, the head of his erection pressing against her wet heat. "You're insatiable."

"Only for you." She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer. "Now fuck me before I die from wanting you."

Nathan pushed into her in one smooth stroke, and Alexis cried out, her back arching off the table. The position was perfect, allowing him to go deep while she lay spread before him like an offering.

"Yes," she gasped, meeting his thrusts with desperate hunger. "Harder. I want to feel this tomorrow."

Nathan drove into her with increasing force, the sound of their bodies coming together echoing off the conference room walls. Alexis was wild beneath him, her moans growing louder as pleasure built toward breaking point.

"The whole city can see us," Nathan said, glancing toward the windows. "Anyone looking up from the street could watch me fucking you."

"Good," she panted. "Let them watch. Let them see how you make me come."

Her words pushed Nathan over the edge of control. He pounded into her with savage intensity, and Alexis responded with complete abandon, her screams of pleasure filling the room.

"I'm going to come," she warned breathlessly.

"Come for me," Nathan commanded. "Show me how much you love my cock."

Alexis's orgasm hit like an explosion, her body convulsing on the table as waves of ecstasy crashed through her. Nathan followed moments later, his release tearing through him with devastating force as he emptied himself inside her once again.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin. Nathan looked down at Alexis spread beneath him on Sterling's conference table, her body still joined with his, and felt a mixture of satisfaction and terror at what they'd become.

"That's three times today," she observed with a satisfied smile. "I'm definitely going to be walking funny."

"We should get back," Nathan said weakly, though he made no move to withdraw from her warmth.

"In a minute." Her internal muscles clenched around him, drawing a groan from his lips. "I'm not done with you yet."

Nathan felt himself beginning to harden again inside her. "Alexis..."

"One more time," she whispered, her legs tightening around his waist. "Fill me up one more time, and then I'll be good for the rest of the afternoon."

Nathan knew he should resist, should show some semblance of control. Instead, he began to move inside her again, and Alexis smiled with feline satisfaction.

They were going to destroy each other.

And Nathan was beginning to think he didn't care.


Chapter 4: Dangerous Liaisons

The rest of the afternoon passed in a haze of stolen glances and carefully controlled professional interaction. Nathan tried to focus on quarterly reports while Alexis sat across from him, occasionally shifting in her chair with a knowing smile that reminded him of exactly what they'd done on Sterling's conference table just hours earlier. Every movement sent fresh waves of their combined fluids seeping from her pussy, and the knowledge that she was sitting there, conducting business while filled with his cum, drove him to distraction.

By 6 PM, most of the staff had gone home. The twenty-eighth floor was nearly empty, office lights dimmed, the usual bustle of corporate activity reduced to the occasional night janitor and the security guards making their rounds. Nathan should have left hours ago, should have put distance between himself and the temptation sitting across from his desk. Instead, he found himself manufacturing reasons to stay late, drawn like a moth to flame by Alexis's presence.

"I think that covers the Meridian projections," he said, closing the final folder. His voice was hoarse from the effort of maintaining professionalism while his body screamed for her.

"Does it?" Alexis rose from her chair with fluid grace, moving around his desk with predatory purpose. "Because I feel like we missed something important."

She settled onto the edge of his desk, her legs bracketing his chair, dress riding up to reveal bare thighs still glistening with evidence of their afternoon encounters. Nathan's cock responded instantly, straining against his pants as she leaned forward.

"What did we miss?" he asked, though his hands were already finding her waist.

"This." Her mouth crashed against his in a kiss that was pure hunger. "I've been sitting there for two hours, feeling your cum leak out of me, watching you try to concentrate on spreadsheets when all I could think about was your cock."

Nathan's control snapped. He stood abruptly, lifting her onto his desk and scattering papers in all directions. Alexis laughed breathlessly as he pushed her back against the mahogany surface, her legs wrapping around his waist.

"Here?" he demanded, his hands already working at her dress. "On my desk where anyone could walk in?"

"Especially here." Her fingers attacked his belt with desperate efficiency. "I want you to fuck me where you make all your important decisions. I want to think about this every time you sit at this desk."

Nathan freed her breasts from the confines of her dress, taking one perfect nipple into his mouth. Alexis arched beneath him, her hands tangling in his hair as pleasure shot through her body.

"Oh God, yes," she gasped. "I love your mouth on me."

Nathan lavished attention on her breasts, sucking and biting until she was writhing beneath him. His hands roamed her body with possessive hunger, relearning every curve and hollow. When his fingers found her pussy, she was impossibly wet, swollen from their earlier encounters but hungry for more.

"You're insatiable," he murmured against her throat.

"Only for you." She pushed at his pants, freeing his erection. "I can't get enough of you, Nathan. Every time you're inside me, I want more."

Nathan positioned himself at her entrance, then paused. Through his office windows, he could see into other buildings, windows where people might still be working late, might look over and see exactly what Sterling & Associates' rising star was doing to his boss's daughter.

"Someone could see us," he said.

"Let them." Alexis wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer. "Let the whole world know that you own me."

Nathan pushed into her in one hard thrust, and Alexis cried out, her back arching off the desk. She was impossibly tight despite their earlier encounters, her body gripping him like a velvet fist as he filled her completely.

"Fuck," he groaned. "You feel incredible."

"So do you." Her nails raked down his back, leaving marks he'd feel for days. "Now move. I need to feel you everywhere."

Nathan began to thrust, slow and deep at first, then with increasing intensity as Alexis met him stroke for stroke. The desk creaked beneath them, papers scattered to the floor, but neither cared about anything except the pleasure building between them.

"Harder," Alexis demanded, her voice raw with need. "I want to feel this for days. I want to remember exactly how you fucked me every time I walk past this office."

Nathan obliged, pounding into her with savage force. Alexis was wild beneath him, her moans echoing off the office walls as she gave herself over to sensation completely. Her pussy clenched around him, drawing him deeper, demanding everything he could give.

"That's it," she gasped. "God, Nathan, you're so deep. I can feel you in my stomach."

The crude words pushed Nathan over the edge of control. He grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head as he drove into her with desperate hunger. Alexis responded with complete submission, her body opening to him, accepting every brutal thrust.

"Tell me who you belong to," Nathan commanded, his voice rough with dominance.

"You," Alexis cried without hesitation. "I belong to you, Nathan. Only you."

"Say it again."

"I belong to you! I'm yours! Your slut, your whore, whatever you want me to be!"

Her words triggered something primal in Nathan. He released her wrists to grab her hips, changing the angle so he could go even deeper. Alexis screamed as he hit new depths, her body convulsing as pleasure overwhelmed her.

"I'm going to come," she warned breathlessly.

"Not yet." Nathan slowed his pace, pulling back until only the head of his cock remained inside her. "Not until you tell me what you want."

"I want your cum," she begged, trying to push back against him. "I want you to fill me up again. I want to be so full of your cum that it leaks out of me for hours."

"Where do you want it?"

"Everywhere. In my pussy, in my mouth, on my face. I want to be covered in you, marked by you."

Nathan drove into her again, and Alexis's orgasm hit like a freight train. She screamed his name as waves of pleasure crashed through her, her pussy clenching around him with desperate hunger. The sensation pushed Nathan over the edge, and he followed her into oblivion, emptying himself inside her with a roar of satisfaction.

They collapsed together on the desk, breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin. Nathan's office reeked of sex and sweat, evidence of their coupling scattered across the floor in crumpled papers and displaced furniture.

"Jesus," Alexis whispered, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

"We need to clean up," Nathan said, though he made no move to withdraw from her warmth.

"In a minute." Her legs tightened around him, keeping him inside her. "I like feeling you like this. Soft inside me, your cum leaking out around your cock."

Nathan groaned at her crude words, his body already beginning to respond again. "You're going to kill me."

"What a way to go." She clenched her internal muscles around him, drawing a gasp from his lips. "Besides, I'm not done with you yet."

"Alexis, we can't—"

"Can't what? Can't fuck again? Can't risk getting caught? Can't admit that we're both addicted to this?" She rolled her hips beneath him, and Nathan felt himself hardening inside her. "It's too late for can't, Nathan. We've already crossed every line there is to cross."

She was right, and Nathan knew it. They'd moved far beyond professional boundaries, beyond rational behavior, beyond anything resembling control. They were in free fall now, and the only question was how spectacular the crash would be.

"One more time," he heard himself saying.

"One more time," she agreed, though they both knew it was a lie.

Nathan began to move inside her again, slowly at first, then with building intensity. Alexis responded with eager submission, her body opening to him, accepting every thrust with hungry moans. They fucked with desperate abandon, driven by a hunger that seemed to grow rather than diminish with each encounter.

When Alexis came again, she bit his shoulder to muffle her screams, her teeth leaving marks that would remind him of this moment for days. Nathan followed moments later, adding to the flood of cum already filling her pussy until it leaked out around his cock in obscene streams.

"That's four times today," Alexis observed with satisfaction as they finally separated. "I'm going to be walking funny for a week."

Nathan watched as she climbed off his desk, his cum immediately beginning to run down her thighs in thick rivulets. She made no move to clean herself, instead smoothing down her dress and running her fingers through her hair.

"You're not going to—" Nathan gestured helplessly at the evidence of their coupling.

"Clean up? No." Her smile was wicked. "I told you, I like feeling you inside me. I'm going to go home with your cum in my pussy and think about you while I touch myself."

Nathan's cock twitched at the mental image. "Alexis..."

"What? Does it turn you on, thinking about me in my bed, fingers buried in my pussy while your cum leaks out of me? Thinking about how I'll come again with your name on my lips?"

"Yes," he admitted hoarsely.

"Good. Because that's exactly what I'm going to do." She pressed a quick kiss to his lips, tasting their combined essence. "And tomorrow morning, I'm going to come to your office and tell you every dirty detail."

She headed for the door, leaving Nathan standing beside his destroyed desk with his pants around his ankles and his mind reeling. Just before she reached the door, she turned back.

"Oh, and Nathan? Tomorrow I'm going to wear a skirt. A very short skirt with no panties. I thought you should know, for planning purposes."

She was gone before he could respond, leaving him alone with the wreckage of his office and the certain knowledge that his carefully constructed life was spiraling completely out of control.

Nathan spent the next twenty minutes cleaning up, gathering scattered papers and trying to make his office look like a place of business rather than a crime scene. The scent of their coupling lingered despite his efforts, and he knew that every time he sat at his desk, he'd remember the sight of Alexis spread across it, taking his cock with desperate hunger.

His phone buzzed with a text message.

Home safely. Already missing you inside me. About to remedy that situation. - A

Nathan stared at the message, his body responding instantly to the implication. She was going to touch herself, was going to make herself come while thinking about him. The knowledge was both thrilling and torturous.

Another message arrived.

Wish you could see me right now. Naked on my bed, fingers where your cock was. So wet thinking about tomorrow.

Nathan's hand moved to his belt before he caught himself. He was in his office, for Christ's sake, exchanging dirty texts with his boss's daughter like a teenager. But the mental image of Alexis naked and desperate was almost too much to bear.

His phone buzzed again.

Coming now. Screaming your name. God, Nathan, what have you done to me?

Nathan gripped his phone until his knuckles went white, fighting the urge to call her, to listen to her voice as she came. Instead, he forced himself to finish cleaning, to lock his office, to drive home through traffic while his body screamed for release.

His apartment felt different when he entered – no longer a sanctuary of controlled perfection but a reminder of everything that had changed in less than twenty-four hours. The shower still smelled faintly of Alexis's perfume, the bed sheets bore the imprint of their bodies, every surface held memories of their coupling.

Nathan poured himself three fingers of Macallan and stood at his windows, looking out over the city lights. Sterling & Associates rose like a beacon among the other towers, and Nathan could pick out the conference room where he'd fucked Alexis against the windows just hours earlier. The memory sent heat racing through his veins, his cock hardening despite multiple releases.

His phone buzzed.

Can't sleep. Keep thinking about your mouth on me. About how you taste. Need more.

Nathan typed back before he could stop himself.

What do you need?

You. Here. Now. Inside me again.

Nathan closed his eyes, fighting temptation. Going to her apartment would be insane. Crossing that line from office encounters to actual relationship territory. But his body was already moving toward the door even as his mind screamed warnings.

Address?

She sent it immediately, along with another message.

Penthouse. Private elevator. Keycode 0622. Hurry.

Nathan was in his car before rational thought could intervene. The drive to Belltown took fifteen minutes that felt like hours, his body tight with anticipation and his mind racing with possibilities. Alexis's building was new construction, all glass and steel with a doorman who barely glanced up as Nathan headed for the private elevator.

The keycode worked. The elevator rose smoothly to the top floor, opening directly into a foyer that led to a single apartment. The door was unlocked.

Nathan found Alexis in her living room, silhouetted against floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a panoramic view of Elliott Bay. She wore a silk robe that barely reached her thighs, her hair loose around her shoulders, her feet bare on the polished concrete floor.

"You came," she said, turning to face him.

"I shouldn't have."

"But you did." She moved toward him with feline grace, her robe shifting with each step. "Because you need this as much as I do."

Nathan caught her wrist as she reached for his shirt. "Alexis, we need to talk about what's happening here."

"Do we? Or do we need to accept that talking isn't going to solve anything?" Her free hand traced the line of his jaw. "We're past the point of rational discussion, Nathan. We've been past it since the moment I walked into your office."

She was right, and they both knew it. Whatever was building between them had moved far beyond physical attraction or forbidden thrill. It was consuming, addictive, impossible to resist.

"Show me your bedroom," Nathan said quietly.

Alexis smiled, leading him through an apartment that was everything his wasn't – warm, lived-in, filled with personal touches that spoke of someone who actually inhabited the space rather than simply existing in it. Her bedroom was dominated by a massive bed facing windows that looked out over the water, moonlight streaming across silk sheets.

"I've been waiting for you," she said, untying her robe.

The silk pooled at her feet, revealing her naked body in all its perfect glory. Nathan drank in the sight of her – the curve of her breasts, the flat plane of her stomach, the juncture of her thighs where evidence of their earlier encounters still glistened.

"You're beautiful," he whispered.

"I'm yours," she corrected, moving to the bed. "However you want me, whenever you want me. I'm completely yours."

Nathan shed his clothes with desperate efficiency, joining her on the bed. They came together in a tangle of limbs and hungry mouths, hands roaming with desperate familiarity. When Nathan entered her, they both sighed with relief, as if this was where they belonged.

They made love with slow intensity, savoring each sensation, each touch, each whispered endearment. This was different from their frantic office encounters – deeper, more intimate, more dangerous in its emotional intensity.

"I can't get enough of you," Alexis whispered against his throat. "I think about you constantly. During meetings, during phone calls, when I should be focusing on work. All I can think about is this."

"I know," Nathan replied, his voice rough with emotion. "It's the same for me."

They moved together in perfect rhythm, building toward a climax that was as much emotional as physical. When Alexis came, it was with tears streaming down her face, overwhelmed by the intensity of what they were sharing. Nathan followed her over the edge, emptying himself inside her with a groan that came from the depths of his soul.

Afterward, they lay entwined in the moonlight, skin cooling in the night air. Nathan traced patterns on Alexis's shoulder, marveling at the softness of her skin, the way she fit perfectly against him.

"What happens now?" she asked quietly.

"I don't know."

"We can't keep doing this at the office. Eventually someone will notice, will figure it out."

"I know."

"But we can't stop either, can we?"

Nathan was quiet for a long moment, considering their options. Every rational part of his mind screamed that they needed to end this before it destroyed both their careers. But with Alexis warm and willing in his arms, rationality seemed less important than the hunger already building between them again.

"No," he said finally. "We can't stop."

Alexis smiled, pressing a kiss to his chest. "Good. Because I have some ideas about how to be more... creative."

"Such as?"

"Well, there's daddy's private bathroom. The supply closet on the twenty-ninth floor. The parking garage has some very secluded spots." Her hand trailed down his chest, fingers wrapping around his hardening cock. "And I've always wondered what it would be like to suck your cock in the elevator while daddy's having a board meeting three floors up."

Nathan groaned as she began stroking him. "You're going to get us both fired."

"Maybe. But what a way to go out." She positioned herself above him, guiding his cock to her entrance. "Besides, I think the risk makes it better. Don't you?"

As she sank down onto him, taking him deep inside her wet heat, Nathan had to admit she was right. The danger, the forbidden nature of their relationship, the constant threat of discovery – it all added to the intensity, made every touch electric, every kiss explosive.

They were playing with fire, and Nathan was beginning to realize he was perfectly willing to burn.

"What time do we need to be at the office tomorrow?" Alexis asked, beginning to move above him.

"Nine," Nathan managed, his hands finding her hips.

"Then we have all night." Her smile was pure wickedness as she leaned forward, her breasts brushing his chest. "I hope you're ready for a very thorough education in what Sterling's daughter really wants."

Nathan's response was lost in a groan as she began to ride him with expert skill, her body moving in ways that drove him wild with desire. Outside the windows, Seattle slept peacefully, completely unaware that in a penthouse apartment overlooking the sound, Sterling & Associates' golden boy was surrendering completely to his boss's insatiable daughter.

And Nathan wouldn't have it any other way.


Chapter 5: Point of No Return

Nathan woke to the sensation of wet heat enveloping his cock, soft lips sliding down his shaft with practiced precision. His eyes fluttered open to find Alexis between his legs, her auburn hair cascading across his thighs as she took him deep into her throat.

"Christ," he groaned, his hand instinctively tangling in her hair.

She pulled back just enough to speak, her tongue swirling around the head of his erection. "Good morning. I thought you might need some motivation to get up."

The morning light streaming through her floor-to-ceiling windows painted her naked body in golden hues. She was a vision of debauchery – lips swollen from their night of passion, marks from his mouth dotting her neck and breasts, her pussy still glistening with the evidence of their repeated coupling.

"What time is it?" Nathan asked, though his hips were already lifting to meet her mouth.

"Seven-thirty. We have time." Her lips stretched around his girth as she took him deeper, her throat muscles working around his length. "I woke up an hour ago and couldn't stop thinking about how you taste."

Nathan's head fell back against the pillows as she began a rhythm that was driving him toward madness. Her mouth was hot and wet and perfect, her tongue finding every sensitive spot while her hands worked the base of his shaft and cupped his balls.

"You're going to make me come," he warned breathlessly.

Alexis pulled off him with an obscene pop, saliva connecting her lips to his cock. "Not yet. I want to ride you first. I want to feel you deep inside me when you explode."

She straddled him in one fluid motion, her pussy hovering just above his aching erection. Nathan could feel her heat, could see the way her lips parted around his head as she teased them both with the promise of penetration.

"Please," he groaned, his hands gripping her hips.

"Please what?" Her smile was pure sin as she lowered herself just enough to let his head slip inside her, then pulled back.

"Please fuck me. I need to be inside you."

"Need?" She sank down another inch, her walls gripping him like a velvet fist. "Or want?"

"Both. All of it. Everything." Nathan's control was hanging by a thread as she continued her torturous descent. "Alexis, please."

She finally sank down completely, taking him to the hilt with a moan that went straight to his groin. "God, you feel incredible. So hard, so deep."

Nathan's hands roamed her body as she began to move, memorizing every curve and hollow. Her breasts bounced with each movement, nipples hard and begging for his mouth. When he captured one between his lips, she cried out, her pace increasing.

"Yes, suck my tits," she gasped, grinding against him. "Mark me. I want to feel your mouth on me all day."

Nathan lavished attention on her breasts, sucking and biting until she was writhing above him. Her pussy clenched around his cock with each pull of his mouth, drawing him deeper, demanding everything he could give.

"I'm going to come," she warned, her movements becoming erratic.

"Not yet." Nathan's hands gripped her hips, stilling her movements. "I want to taste you first."

He lifted her off his cock despite her protests, positioning her above his face. Alexis gripped the headboard as Nathan's tongue found her swollen clit, lapping at the mixture of her arousal and his pre-cum that coated her pussy.

"Oh fuck," she moaned, grinding against his mouth. "Your tongue feels so good."

Nathan explored every fold and crevice, his tongue delving deep inside her while his hands spread her ass cheeks. When his finger found her tight rear entrance, Alexis bucked against him.

"Nathan, what are you—oh God, yes."

He worked his finger into her ass slowly, feeling her body adjust to the intrusion while his tongue continued its assault on her clit. The dual stimulation drove Alexis wild, her moans echoing off the bedroom walls as pleasure built toward breaking point.

"I'm going to come," she gasped. "Don't stop, please don't stop."

Nathan added a second finger to her ass, stretching her while his mouth worked her clit with renewed intensity. Alexis's orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her body convulsing above him as she screamed his name. Her juices flooded his mouth, and Nathan drank them eagerly, prolonging her pleasure until she collapsed against the headboard.

"Jesus Christ," she panted, her body still trembling. "That was..."

"We're not done yet." Nathan positioned her on her hands and knees, her ass high in the air, pussy glistening with arousal. "I want to fuck you from behind. I want to watch my cock disappear into your perfect pussy."

Alexis looked back at him over her shoulder, her eyes dark with lust. "Fuck me hard. I want to feel you for hours."

Nathan positioned himself at her entrance, then pushed forward in one smooth stroke. Alexis cried out as he filled her completely, her back arching to take him deeper.

"God, you're so tight," Nathan groaned, gripping her hips as he began to thrust.

"Only for you," she gasped, pushing back to meet his movements. "Your cock fits me perfectly. Like I was made for you."

Nathan established a punishing rhythm, driving into her with increasing force. The sound of their bodies coming together filled the room, mixing with Alexis's moans and his own grunts of pleasure. He watched his cock disappear into her pussy with each thrust, mesmerized by the way her body accepted him so eagerly.

"Harder," Alexis demanded, her voice muffled by the pillows. "Fuck me like you own me."

Nathan obliged, pounding into her with savage intensity. His hands left marks on her hips as he pulled her back onto his cock, using her body for his pleasure. Alexis responded with complete submission, her moans growing louder as he took her with increasing dominance.

"Tell me who this pussy belongs to," Nathan commanded, his voice rough with lust.

"You," Alexis cried without hesitation. "It belongs to you, Nathan. Only you."

"That's right. Your pussy, your mouth, your ass – it's all mine."

"Yes, God yes. I'm yours completely."

Nathan felt his orgasm building, his balls tightening as pleasure coiled in his spine. "I'm going to come inside you. Fill you with so much cum it leaks out of you all day."

"Please," Alexis begged. "I need your cum. Mark me, claim me, make me yours."

Nathan's climax hit with devastating force, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself inside her. Wave after wave of cum flooded her pussy while Alexis milked him with her internal muscles, drawing out every drop.

They collapsed together on the bed, breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin. Nathan's cock was still buried inside her, and he could feel his cum beginning to leak out around his shaft.

"That's five times since yesterday," Alexis observed with satisfaction. "My pussy is going to be sore for days."

"Good," Nathan replied, nipping at her shoulder. "I want you to remember this every time you sit down."

"Trust me, I will." She clenched around his softening cock, drawing a groan from his lips. "But we should probably shower. We need to be at the office in an hour, and I smell like sex."

They showered together, hands roaming over soap-slicked skin, unable to keep from touching each other even as they tried to clean up. Nathan pressed Alexis against the shower wall, his mouth finding hers in a kiss that was both tender and desperate.

"I don't know how I'm going to concentrate on work today," he murmured against her lips.

"You're not," she replied with a wicked smile. "I'm going to make sure of that."

Getting dressed was an exercise in controlled torture. Nathan watched as Alexis selected her outfit for the day – a burgundy pencil skirt that hugged her curves like a second skin, a silk blouse that highlighted her breasts, and as promised, no panties.

"You're really not wearing underwear to the office?" he asked, his cock stirring at the thought.

"Nope." She bent over to put on her heels, giving him a perfect view of her bare pussy. "Easy access for when you need me."

Nathan's hands were on her hips before she could straighten, his fingers finding her still-sensitive entrance. "You're going to drive me insane."

"That's the plan." She pushed back against his touch, already wet from his fingers. "But save some energy. I have big plans for today."

They rode the elevator down in charged silence, Nathan acutely aware of Alexis beside him, knowing that under her professional exterior, she was naked and ready for him. The doorman nodded politely as they passed, completely unaware that he was watching Sterling & Associates' rising star leave with his boss's daughter after a night of debauchery.

The drive to the office was torture. Alexis sat close enough that Nathan could smell her perfume mixed with the lingering scent of their coupling. At every red light, her hand found his thigh, fingers tracing patterns that made his pulse race.

"Pull over," she said suddenly as they approached the office building.

"What?"

"The parking garage. Level B2 this time. I want to suck your cock before we go upstairs."

Nathan found himself following her directions again, parking in a secluded corner of the underground structure. Before he could protest, Alexis was out of the car and opening his door.

"Alexis, we don't have time—"

"We have fifteen minutes." She dropped to her knees on the concrete floor, her hands already working at his belt. "And I need to taste you again."

Nathan's protests died as she freed his cock, her mouth descending on him with hungry precision. The risk was enormous – anyone could drive by, see them, report back to Sterling. But with Alexis's lips wrapped around him, her tongue doing impossible things, risk seemed less important than the pleasure consuming him.

"God, you're perfect at that," he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair.

She pulled back just enough to speak, her hand continuing to stroke him. "I love the way you taste. Love feeling you get hard in my mouth."

Her lips returned to him with renewed intensity, and Nathan had to grip the car door to maintain control. When his release hit, Alexis took everything he gave her, swallowing with obvious satisfaction before sitting back with a smile.

"Delicious," she purred, using her thumb to wipe a trace of cum from the corner of her mouth. "Now I'm ready to start my day."

Nathan struggled to compose himself as they rode the elevator to the twenty-eighth floor. His legs were still shaky from his orgasm, and the knowledge that Alexis had just blown him in the parking garage made concentration nearly impossible.

"Good morning, Mr. Cross," his assistant chirped as they passed her desk. "You have the Morrison Industries call at nine-thirty, and Mr. Sterling wants to see you at ten."

Nathan's blood ran cold. "Did he say what about?"

"Just a routine check-in, I believe."

Nathan nodded, trying to appear normal despite his racing pulse. Meeting with Sterling while the man's daughter sat across from his desk, bare under her skirt and still tasting of his cum, seemed like the height of insanity.

"Relax," Alexis whispered as they entered his office. "He probably just wants an update on the quarterly projections."

She settled into her usual chair, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. The movement caused her skirt to ride up, giving Nathan a tantalizing glimpse of bare thigh.

"You're not making this easier," he muttered, trying to focus on his calendar.

"Good. Easy is boring." She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, and this time Nathan caught a glimpse of her bare pussy. "Besides, I like watching you try to maintain control when all you want to do is bend me over your desk."

Nathan's cock responded instantly to her words and the flash of skin. "Alexis..."

"What? I'm just sitting here reviewing these files." She leaned forward to reach for a folder, her blouse gaping open to reveal the curve of her breasts. "Is there something else you'd rather be doing?"

Before Nathan could respond, his phone rang. "Mr. Cross? Mr. Sterling is ready to see you."

Nathan's stomach dropped. He'd hoped for more time to compose himself, to get his body under control. Instead, he was being summoned to face his boss while his boss's daughter sat half-naked in his office.

"I'll be right up," he managed.

"I'll come with you," Alexis said, standing and smoothing her skirt. "Daddy likes to see me taking initiative."

The elevator ride to the executive floor felt like walking to his execution. Nathan was acutely aware of Alexis beside him, of what they'd done just hours earlier, of the fact that his cum was probably still inside her as they prepared to face her father.

Sterling's secretary waved them through to the corner office where Nathan had received so many career-defining conversations. Today, Sterling stood by his windows, looking out over the city with his typical commanding presence.

"Nathan. Alexis. Good morning."

They settled into the familiar leather chairs, and Nathan fought to appear normal despite his racing pulse. Sterling studied them both with those penetrating blue eyes, and Nathan was certain the man could see everything – the hotel room, the shower, the parking garage encounter that had happened just thirty minutes earlier.

"I wanted to discuss the Morrison Industries account," Sterling said finally. "They're considering expanding their West Coast operations, and I think we're positioned to handle the full campaign."

Nathan tried to focus on business while fighting the memory of Alexis's mouth around his cock. "The preliminary numbers look very promising, sir."

"Good. I want you to prepare a comprehensive presentation. Include Alexis in the development process – this could be an excellent learning opportunity."

"Of course," Nathan managed, trying not to react as Alexis shifted in her chair, her skirt riding up slightly.

"Excellent. Alexis, how are you finding the work so far?"

"Extremely educational, daddy. Nathan's been very... thorough in his instruction."

Nathan caught the subtle emphasis and had to fight not to react. Beside him, Alexis sat with perfect composure, the picture of professional innocence.

"I'm glad to hear it. Nathan has a reputation for being demanding but fair. I trust he's not going easy on you because of our relationship."

"Not at all," Alexis replied with a slight smile. "If anything, I think he's pushing me harder than he might push other interns."

Sterling's eyebrows rose. "Good. That's exactly what I want to hear."

The conversation continued for another ten minutes, but Nathan barely heard it. His attention was focused on Alexis, on the way she subtly shifted in her chair, on the knowledge that she was naked under her skirt just inches from her oblivious father.

"That's all," Sterling said finally. "Keep up the good work, both of you."

They walked back to the elevator in silence, but Nathan could feel the tension radiating from Alexis. Once the doors closed and they were alone, she pressed the emergency stop button.

"What are you—"

Her mouth crashed against his in a kiss that was desperate and hungry. Nathan responded instantly, his hands finding her waist as she pressed her body against his.

"I can't wait," she gasped against his lips. "Sitting there listening to daddy praise you while knowing what we did this morning, knowing that your cum was inside me – I'm so wet I can barely think straight."

Nathan's control snapped. He spun her around, pressing her against the elevator wall as his hands hiked up her skirt. She wasn't lying – she was soaked, her pussy dripping with arousal.

"Right here?" he demanded, positioning himself at her entrance. "In your father's elevator?"

"Especially here," she gasped as he pushed into her wet heat. "I want you to fuck me where daddy rides every day. I want to think about this every time I see him press the button for his floor."

Nathan drove into her with desperate intensity, and Alexis met every thrust with hungry moans. The risk was insane – they were in Sterling's private elevator, where anyone could override the stop and discover them. But with Alexis wild against the wall, her pussy gripping him like a vice, risk seemed less important than the need consuming them both.

"God, you feel so good," she gasped, her legs wrapping around his waist. "So deep, so hard."

Nathan pounded into her with savage force, driven by the taboo nature of their location. The elevator filled with the sound of their bodies coming together, mixing with Alexis's barely restrained moans.

"I'm going to come," she warned breathlessly.

"Come for me," Nathan commanded. "Come on my cock in your father's elevator."

Alexis's orgasm hit with devastating force, her body convulsing against the wall as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Nathan followed moments later, emptying himself inside her with a groan that echoed off the elevator walls.

They stood pressed together afterward, breathing hard, the elevator filled with the scent of sex. Nathan was still inside her, could feel their combined fluids beginning to leak down her thighs.

"That's twice before ten AM," Alexis observed with satisfaction. "We're setting records."

Nathan pulled out of her, watching as his cum immediately began running down her legs. "You need to clean up."

"No." She smoothed down her skirt, making no effort to wipe away the evidence of their coupling. "I told you, I like feeling you inside me. I want to spend the rest of the morning in meetings with your cum leaking out of my pussy."

Nathan's cock twitched at her crude words. "Alexis..."

"What?" She released the emergency stop, and the elevator resumed its descent. "Are you going to tell me you don't find it incredibly hot, knowing that I'm sitting in board meetings with your cum dripping down my thighs?"

By the time the doors opened on the twenty-eighth floor, they looked almost presentable. Almost. Nathan could see the flush in Alexis's cheeks, the slight dishevelment of her hair, the way she moved carefully as his cum leaked from her pussy.

The morning passed in a haze of stolen glances and carefully controlled professional interaction. Nathan tried to focus on the Morrison Industries presentation while Alexis sat across from him, occasionally shifting in her chair with a knowing smile that reminded him of exactly what they'd done in her father's elevator just hours earlier.

"The media spend analysis looks good," she said, leaning forward to point at specific numbers. The movement gave Nathan a perfect view down her blouse, reminding him that she wore no bra beneath the thin silk.

"Very good," Nathan managed, trying not to think about how her breasts had felt in his hands that morning.

"But I think we could optimize the digital component." She rose and moved to his side of the desk, bending over to trace figures on the page. Her hair brushed his shoulder, and Nathan caught the scent of her perfume mixed with the musky evidence of their coupling.

"Here," she continued, her finger following data points. "And here. We could probably achieve better engagement with a more targeted approach."

Her analysis was brilliant, demonstrating the same sharp intelligence that had impressed him from the beginning. But Nathan found it impossible to concentrate with her so close, with the memory of her mouth around his cock still fresh, with the knowledge that his cum was still inside her as she bent over his desk.

"You're absolutely right," he said hoarsely.

"I usually am." She straightened, her body brushing against his arm. "But I think there's something else we need to discuss privately."

"What's that?"

"The supply closet on the twenty-ninth floor. I did some reconnaissance this morning, and it's perfect for what I have in mind."

Nathan's pulse spiked. "Alexis, we can't keep doing this. Eventually someone will notice—"

"Notice what? That I'm a dedicated intern who likes to work closely with her supervisor?" Her hand rested on his shoulder, fingers tracing the line of his collar. "Besides, the risk makes it better. Don't you think?"

Before Nathan could respond, his assistant's voice crackled through the intercom. "Mr. Cross? The Morrison Industries people are here for the eleven o'clock."

Nathan's heart sank. He'd completely forgotten about the preliminary meeting, too distracted by Alexis's presence to maintain his usual meticulous schedule.

"Send them to Conference Room B," he managed. "We'll be right there."

"Actually," Alexis said with a wicked smile, "why don't you handle that meeting? I have some research to do. On the twenty-ninth floor."

She was gone before Nathan could protest, leaving him to face the Morrison Industries executives while his mind raced with images of what she might be planning. The meeting was torture – an hour of discussing market penetration and demographic targeting while all Nathan could think about was Alexis somewhere in the building, plotting their next encounter.

When the meeting finally ended, Nathan returned to his office to find a note on his desk written in Alexis's elegant script:

Supply closet 29-C. Five minutes. Come alone. - A

Nathan stared at the note, his body responding instantly to the implication. Meeting Alexis in a supply closet was beyond reckless – it was career suicide waiting to happen. But his feet were already carrying him toward the elevator, drawn by a hunger that had become impossible to resist.

The twenty-ninth floor was mostly empty, housing storage and mechanical rooms that saw little foot traffic. Nathan found supply closet 29-C tucked away in a corner, the door slightly ajar. He slipped inside to find Alexis waiting for him in the darkness.

"You came," she whispered, her arms immediately circling his neck.

"This is insane," Nathan replied, even as his hands found her waist.

"This is perfect." Her mouth found his in the darkness, a kiss that was hungry and desperate. "I've been thinking about you all morning, feeling your cum inside me during that budget review, remembering how you felt in the elevator."

Nathan's hands roamed her body, relearning every curve despite the limited light. When his fingers found the hem of her skirt, Alexis helped him push it up around her waist.

"I'm still wet from the elevator," she whispered against his ear. "Still full of your cum. Do you want to feel?"

Nathan's fingers found her pussy, slick with their combined fluids from their earlier encounter. "Jesus, Alexis."

"I want more," she breathed, her hands working at his belt. "I want you to fill me up again. Right here, right now."

Nathan lifted her onto a shelf, supplies scattering to the floor as she wrapped her legs around his waist. The position was perfect, allowing him to slide into her wet heat with one smooth thrust.

"God, yes," she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. "You feel so good inside me."

Nathan began to move, slow and careful at first, mindful of their precarious position and the risk of discovery. But Alexis was having none of it.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice barely above a whisper. "I don't care if someone hears. I need you to fuck me properly."

Nathan obliged, driving into her with increasing force. The shelf creaked beneath them, supplies continuing to fall to the floor, but neither cared about anything except the pleasure building between them.

"That's it," Alexis breathed, meeting his thrusts with desperate hunger. "Use me. Take what you need."

Nathan lost himself in the rhythm, in the tight heat of her body, in the incredible risk of what they were doing. Anyone could open that door. Security could walk by. Sterling himself could be making rounds.

The danger only made it better.

"I'm close," Alexis warned, her body tensing around him.

"Come for me," Nathan commanded, his own release building. "Come on my cock in this supply closet like the perfect little slut you are."

Her orgasm hit with quiet intensity, her body shaking as she bit his shoulder to muffle her cries. Nathan followed moments later, adding to the flood of cum already inside her until it leaked out around his cock in obscene streams.

They stood pressed together in the darkness afterward, breathing hard, the small space filled with the scent of their coupling.

"That's three times today," Alexis observed with satisfaction. "And it's not even noon."

"We need to get back," Nathan said, though he made no move to withdraw from her warmth.

"In a minute." Her internal muscles clenched around him, drawing a groan from his lips. "I like feeling you like this. Soft inside me, your cum leaking out around your cock."

Nathan finally pulled out of her, watching as fresh cum joined the streams already coating her thighs. "You really aren't going to clean up?"

"Nope." She smoothed down her skirt, making no effort to wipe away the evidence. "I told you, I like carrying you with me. I want to spend the afternoon in meetings knowing that your cum is soaking through my skirt."

They slipped out of the supply closet separately, Nathan first, then Alexis five minutes later. By the time they reconvened in his office, they looked almost professional again.

Almost.

The afternoon passed in a blur of stolen glances and carefully controlled desire. Nathan tried to focus on work while Alexis sat across from him, occasionally shifting in her chair, the movement causing fresh evidence of their coupling to leak from her pussy.

At 3 PM, his phone buzzed with a text.

Can't concentrate. Keep thinking about your cock. Need more.

Nathan looked up to find Alexis studying him with dark eyes, her phone in her lap.

We need to be more careful.

Careful is boring. Besides, I have an idea.

What kind of idea?

The executive washroom. Third stall. Five minutes.

Nathan stared at the message, his body responding despite multiple releases. The executive washroom was on their floor, used by senior management and important clients. The risk was enormous.

His feet were already carrying him toward the door.

The washroom was empty when Nathan entered, the marble surfaces and polished fixtures gleaming under recessed lighting. He found Alexis in the third stall, her skirt already hiked up around her waist, her blouse unbuttoned to reveal her perfect breasts.

"I couldn't wait," she breathed, pulling him into the stall and locking the door. "I've been wet all afternoon, thinking about you, feeling your cum inside me."

Nathan's mouth crashed down on hers in a kiss that was desperate and consuming. His hands roamed her body with possessive hunger, rediscovering every curve and hollow. When his fingers found her pussy, she was impossibly wet, swollen from their repeated encounters but hungry for more.

"Turn around," he commanded.

Alexis complied eagerly, bracing her hands against the stall wall as Nathan positioned himself behind her. He could see the evidence of their earlier encounters coating her thighs, could smell the musky scent of their coupling.

"Please," she whispered, arching her back. "I need you inside me."

Nathan pushed into her in one hard thrust, and Alexis had to bite her hand to muffle her cry. The position was perfect, allowing him to go deep while she pushed back against him with desperate hunger.

"So tight," he groaned, gripping her hips as he began to move.

"Only for you," she gasped, meeting his thrusts. "God, Nathan, you feel so good. So deep."

Nathan established a punishing rhythm, driving into her with increasing force. The sound of their bodies coming together echoed off the marble walls, mixing with Alexis's muffled moans.

"Someone could walk in," Nathan warned, even as his pace increased.

"Let them," she replied breathlessly. "Let them see how you make me come. Let them know that Nathan Cross owns his boss's daughter."

Her crude words pushed Nathan over the edge of control. He pounded into her with savage intensity, using her body for his pleasure while she met every thrust with wild abandon.

"I'm going to come," she warned, her voice strained with the effort of staying quiet.

"Not yet." Nathan slowed his pace, pulling back until only the head of his cock remained inside her. "Tell me what you want."

"Your cum," she begged, trying to push back against him. "I want you to fill me up again. I want to be dripping with you for the rest of the day."

"Where do you want it?"

"Everywhere. In my pussy, in my mouth, on my face. I want to be marked by you, claimed by you."

Nathan drove into her again, and Alexis's orgasm hit like lightning. She convulsed around him, her pussy clenching with desperate hunger as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Nathan followed moments later, emptying himself inside her with a groan that he barely managed to muffle.

They stood pressed together afterward, breathing hard, the stall filled with the scent of sex and sweat. Nathan's cock was still buried inside her, and he could feel fresh cum joining the flood already coating her thighs.

"Four times," Alexis whispered with satisfaction. "Before 3 PM. We really are insatiable."

They cleaned up as best they could, though Nathan knew that anyone paying attention would know exactly what they'd been doing. Alexis's hair was disheveled, her lips swollen, her skirt damp with evidence of their coupling.

"I should probably change clothes," she observed, looking down at the stains on her skirt.

"Probably."

"But I won't. I like knowing that everyone can see how thoroughly you've fucked me, even if they don't realize it."

Nathan's cock twitched at her crude words. "You're going to be the death of me."

"What a way to go," she laughed, pressing a quick kiss to his lips before unlocking the stall door.

They returned to his office separately, maintaining the fiction of professional distance even as electricity crackled between them. Nathan tried to focus on the Morrison presentation, but his mind kept wandering to Alexis, to the way she moved carefully in her chair, to the knowledge that his cum was soaking through her clothes.

At 5 PM, as the office began to empty, Alexis stood and stretched, her movement causing her skirt to ride up slightly.

"I should probably head home," she said innocently. "Long day tomorrow."

"Probably wise," Nathan agreed, though his body was already responding to her proximity.

"Walk me to my car?"

Nathan knew it was dangerous, knew that being alone with her would only lead to more trouble. But he found himself nodding, following her to the elevator like a man under a spell.

The parking garage was nearly empty, their footsteps echoing off concrete walls as they walked toward Alexis's BMW. She'd parked in a secluded corner, away from the security cameras and foot traffic.

"Thank you for today," she said formally, as if they'd shared nothing more than professional interaction. "Very educational."

"My pleasure," Nathan replied, fighting the urge to reach for her.

Alexis unlocked her car, then turned back to him with a wicked smile. "Actually, there's one more thing I wanted to show you."

Before Nathan could ask what, she was opening the back door and pulling him inside. The interior was dark and private, tinted windows blocking any view from outside.

"Alexis, what are you—"

"Five times," she interrupted, her hands already working at his belt. "I want you to come in my mouth five times today. I want to go home with the taste of you on my lips."

Nathan's protests died as she freed his cock, her mouth descending on him with hungry precision. After four previous encounters, he was sensitive and swollen, but Alexis's skilled tongue quickly had him hard and aching again.

"God, you're good at that," he groaned, his hand tangling in her hair.

She pulled back just enough to speak, her hand continuing to stroke him. "I love sucking your cock. Love the way you taste, the way you get harder in my mouth."

Her lips returned to him with renewed intensity, and Nathan lost himself in the sensation. The risk was enormous – they were in the office parking garage, where anyone could see them. But with Alexis's mouth working magic on his cock, risk seemed less important than the pleasure consuming him.

When his release hit, it was with devastating force. Alexis took everything he gave her, swallowing with obvious satisfaction before sitting back with a smile.

"Perfect," she purred, using her thumb to wipe a trace of cum from the corner of her mouth. "Five times in one day. That has to be some kind of record."

Nathan struggled to compose himself as they climbed out of her car. His legs were shaky, his mind reeling from the intensity of their encounters.

"Drive safely," he managed.

"Always do." She pressed a quick kiss to his cheek, innocent and professional. "See you tomorrow, Nathan. Bright and early."

She drove away, leaving Nathan standing alone in the parking garage with the taste of her on his lips and the certain knowledge that his life had spiraled completely beyond his control.

His phone buzzed with a text as he reached his own car.

Already missing you. Thinking about tomorrow. About all the ways I want you to fuck me. Sweet dreams. - A

Nathan stared at the message, his body already responding despite five releases. Tomorrow would bring new risks, new opportunities, new ways for them to destroy each other.

And he couldn't wait.


Chapter 6: The Unraveling

Nathan's apartment felt like a tomb when he entered that evening. The silence was deafening after a day filled with Alexis's moans, her whispered demands, the constant electricity that crackled between them whenever they were in the same room. His body ached from their five encounters, but his cock was already stirring at the memory of her mouth, her pussy, the way she'd taken him with such desperate hunger.

He poured himself three fingers of Macallan and stood at his windows, watching the city lights twinkle below. Sterling & Associates rose like a beacon among the other towers, and Nathan could pick out various floors where they'd coupled with reckless abandon. His office on the twenty-eighth floor. The conference room where he'd fucked her against the windows. The elevator where she'd screamed his name while her father remained oblivious just floors away.

His phone buzzed.

Can't sleep. Keep thinking about your cock in my mouth. About how you tasted. Need more.

Nathan's grip tightened on his glass. Even now, hours later, she was still tormenting him.

You've had me five times today. Isn't that enough?

Never enough. I'm addicted to you, Nathan. To the way you make me feel. To the way you lose control when you're inside me.

Nathan closed his eyes, fighting the images her words conjured. Alexis spread across his desk. Alexis bent over in the supply closet. Alexis on her knees in the parking garage, swallowing his cum with obvious satisfaction.

What are you doing right now? he typed before he could stop himself.

Naked in my bed. Touching myself. Wishing it was your hands instead of mine.

Nathan's cock hardened instantly. Alexis...

My fingers are where your cock was. So wet thinking about tomorrow. About all the places we haven't fucked yet.

Nathan set down his glass with shaking hands. Like where?

Daddy's office. His private bathroom. The boardroom during the morning meeting. That little alcove by the copy machine where no one ever goes.

Each suggestion sent fresh heat racing through Nathan's veins. The risks she was proposing were beyond reckless – they were career suicide made manifest.

We can't. Too dangerous.

Danger makes it better. Besides, I need you inside me or I'll go insane. I'm so empty without your cock filling me.

Nathan's rational mind screamed warnings, but his body was already moving toward the door. Address?

She sent it immediately, along with another message that made his pulse spike.

Hurry. I'm so close but I need you to finish me.

The drive to Belltown took twelve minutes that felt like hours. Nathan's body thrummed with anticipation, his cock straining against his pants as he imagined what awaited him. The doorman barely glanced up as he headed for the private elevator, the keycode still fresh in his memory.

The apartment was dark when he entered, lit only by moonlight streaming through the floor-to-ceiling windows. He found Alexis in her bedroom, exactly as she'd described – naked on the silk sheets, her hand buried between her legs, her body arching with need.

"Nathan," she breathed, her eyes opening as he approached. "Finally."

"Show me," he commanded, shedding his clothes with desperate efficiency. "Show me what you were doing."

Alexis spread her legs wider, her fingers working her swollen clit with practiced strokes. "I was thinking about this morning," she moaned, adding a second finger to her pussy. "About how you felt inside me. How deep you went."

Nathan climbed onto the bed, positioning himself between her thighs. "Keep touching yourself. I want to watch."

Alexis complied, her fingers moving faster as Nathan's eyes devoured every detail. She was beautiful in her abandon – head thrown back, breasts heaving with each breath, pussy glistening with arousal.

"I'm close," she gasped, her body tensing.

"Not yet." Nathan caught her wrist, stilling her movements. "That's my job."

He replaced her fingers with his tongue, lapping at her swollen clit while she writhed beneath him. Alexis tasted like honey and sin, her juices coating his mouth as he explored every fold and crevice.

"Oh God, yes," she moaned, her hands tangling in his hair. "Your tongue feels so good."

Nathan worked her with systematic precision, building her pleasure to the breaking point before pulling back, keeping her balanced on the knife's edge of release. Alexis bucked against him, desperate for completion, but Nathan held her firmly in place.

"Please," she begged, her voice raw with need. "Let me come. I need it so badly."

"Tell me what you want tomorrow," Nathan commanded, his breath hot against her pussy.

"Everything," she gasped. "I want you to fuck me in daddy's office. I want to suck your cock under the conference table during the board meeting. I want you to bend me over the copy machine and fill me with cum while people work twenty feet away."

Her crude words sent fire racing through Nathan's veins. He drove his tongue deep inside her, feeling her walls clench around him as pleasure finally crashed over her. Alexis screamed his name, her body convulsing as wave after wave of ecstasy consumed her.

Before she could recover, Nathan was moving up her body, his cock finding her entrance and pushing inside in one smooth stroke. Alexis cried out at the sudden fullness, her pussy still spasming from her orgasm.

"So tight," Nathan groaned, beginning to move with deep, measured strokes. "So perfect."

"Harder," Alexis demanded, her legs wrapping around his waist. "I want to feel you for days."

Nathan obliged, pounding into her with increasing force. The bed creaked beneath them, the headboard slamming against the wall as he took her with savage intensity. Alexis met every thrust with wild hunger, her nails raking down his back, leaving marks that would remind him of this moment for weeks.

"That's it," she gasped, meeting his brutal pace. "Use me. Take what you need."

Nathan lost himself in the rhythm, in the tight heat of her body, in the incredible feeling of complete possession. This was beyond sex, beyond mere physical coupling. This was ownership, domination, the complete surrender of two people to their basest desires.

"I'm going to come," Nathan warned, his balls tightening.

"Inside me," Alexis commanded, her pussy clenching around him. "Fill me up. Mark me as yours."

Nathan's orgasm hit with devastating force, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep inside her. Alexis followed moments later, her body convulsing around him as they climaxed together, their cries mixing in the moonlit bedroom.

They collapsed together afterward, breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin. Nathan's cock remained buried inside her, and he could feel his cum beginning to leak out around his shaft.

"Six times," Alexis observed with satisfaction, her fingers tracing patterns on his chest. "And the day's not even over."

"We should get some sleep," Nathan said, though he made no move to withdraw from her warmth. "Tomorrow's going to be..."

"Explosive?" Alexis suggested with a wicked smile. "Dangerous? Career-ending?"

"All of the above."

"Good. I was worried you might be getting boring." She clenched her internal muscles around his softening cock, drawing a groan from his lips. "But we still have tonight."

Nathan felt himself beginning to harden again inside her. "Alexis, I can't. I need time to recover."

"No, you don't." Her hips began to move in slow circles, creating friction that sent sparks through his nervous system. "You just need the right motivation."

Her hand moved to her breast, fingers pinching her nipple while she continued to move around his cock. Nathan watched, mesmerized, as she began to touch herself while keeping him buried inside her.

"Do you like watching me?" she asked, her other hand moving to her clit. "Do you like seeing me touch myself while your cock is inside me?"

"Yes," Nathan admitted hoarsely.

"Tell me what you want to do to me tomorrow. Tell me all the ways you want to fuck me."

Nathan's cock was fully hard now, responding to her movements and her words. "I want to bend you over your father's desk," he said, beginning to thrust up into her. "I want to fuck you where he makes all his important decisions."

"Yes," Alexis moaned, her fingers working faster. "What else?"

"I want to take you in the elevator while he's riding it. I want him to smell your arousal and not know why."

"God, yes. More."

"I want to fuck your mouth in the supply closet. I want to come down your throat while people walk past the door."

Alexis's orgasm hit suddenly, her body convulsing around Nathan's cock as pleasure overwhelmed her. The sensation of her coming apart above him pushed Nathan over the edge, and he followed her into oblivion, adding to the flood of cum already filling her pussy.

"Seven," she gasped, collapsing against his chest. "Seven times. I think that might actually be enough."

"For now," Nathan corrected, his arms tightening around her.

"For now," she agreed, pressing a kiss to his throat. "But tomorrow..."

"Tomorrow we're going to destroy each other."

"I can't wait."

They fell asleep still joined, Nathan's cock buried inside Alexis's cum-filled pussy, their bodies entwined in the moonlight. It was the deepest sleep Nathan had experienced in years, his mind finally quiet, his body sated and peaceful.

He woke at dawn to the sensation of Alexis's mouth around his cock, her tongue working magic on his morning erection. His eyes opened to find her between his legs, her hair a wild tangle around her shoulders, her lips stretched around his girth.

"Good morning," she said, pulling off him with an obscene pop. "I thought you might need some encouragement to get up."

Nathan's hand tangled in her hair, guiding her back to his cock. "How long have you been doing that?"

"About an hour. I love watching you get hard in my mouth." She took him deep, her throat muscles working around his length. "But I'm getting impatient. I need you inside me."

Before Nathan could respond, she was straddling him, guiding his cock to her entrance and sinking down with a moan of satisfaction. She was impossibly tight despite their repeated coupling, her body gripping him like a velvet fist.

"God, you feel good," she gasped, beginning to move in slow circles. "So deep, so hard."

Nathan's hands found her hips, guiding her movements as she rode him with increasing intensity. Her breasts bounced with each movement, nipples hard and begging for his mouth. When he captured one between his lips, she cried out, her pace increasing.

"Yes, suck my tits," she moaned, grinding against him. "Mark me. I want to feel your mouth on me all day."

Nathan lavished attention on her breasts, switching between them until she was writhing above him. Her pussy clenched around his cock with each pull of his mouth, drawing him deeper, demanding everything he could give.

"I'm going to come," she warned, her movements becoming erratic.

"Not yet," Nathan said, gripping her hips and stilling her movements. "I want to taste you first."

He lifted her off his cock despite her protests, positioning her above his face. Alexis gripped the headboard as Nathan's tongue found her swollen clit, lapping at the mixture of her arousal and his cum from their previous encounters.

"Oh fuck," she moaned, grinding against his mouth. "Your tongue is incredible."

Nathan explored every fold and crevice, his tongue delving deep inside her while his hands spread her ass cheeks. When his finger found her tight rear entrance, Alexis bucked against him.

"Nathan, what are you doing?"

"Something we haven't tried yet," he murmured against her pussy, working his finger into her ass slowly. "Do you like it?"

"Yes," she gasped, her body adjusting to the new sensation. "God, yes. It feels so dirty."

Nathan added a second finger, stretching her while his tongue continued its assault on her clit. The dual stimulation drove Alexis wild, her moans echoing off the bedroom walls as pleasure built toward breaking point.

"I want you to fuck my ass," she said suddenly, the words tumbling out in a rush. "I want to feel you there, want you to claim every part of me."

Nathan's cock throbbed at her request. "Are you sure?"

"Please," she begged, looking down at him with desperate eyes. "I need to feel you everywhere. I need you to own every inch of me."

Nathan moved her back down his body, positioning his cock at her tight rear entrance. "Go slow," he warned, his hands steady on her hips.

Alexis nodded, lowering herself carefully onto his erection. The head slipped inside, and they both groaned at the incredible tightness. She was impossibly hot and tight, her body gripping him like nothing he'd ever experienced.

"Oh God," she gasped, taking more of him inside. "You're so big. It feels so..."

"Does it hurt?"

"No. It's perfect. I feel so full, so owned." She continued her descent until he was buried completely inside her ass. "I can feel you everywhere."

Nathan held still, letting her adjust to his size while fighting the urge to thrust. When she finally began to move, it was with careful precision, lifting herself up before sinking back down with increasing confidence.

"How does it feel?" she asked, her voice breathless.

"Incredible," Nathan groaned. "So tight. So perfect."

Alexis began to move with more confidence, riding his cock with growing intensity. Nathan's hands roamed her body, one finding her breast while the other moved to her clit, adding to her pleasure as she took him in her ass.

"I'm going to come," she warned, her body tensing around him.

"Come for me," Nathan commanded, his fingers working her clit with expert precision. "Come with my cock in your ass."

Alexis's orgasm hit with devastating force, her body convulsing around Nathan's cock as waves of pleasure crashed through her. The sensation of her coming apart above him pushed Nathan over the edge, and he followed her into oblivion, emptying himself deep in her ass.

She collapsed against his chest afterward, both of them breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin. Nathan's cock was still buried inside her, and he could feel his cum beginning to leak out around his shaft.

"That was..." she began, then trailed off.

"Perfect," Nathan finished.

"Eight times," she said with wonder. "In less than twenty-four hours. I didn't know that was possible."

"With you, everything seems possible."

They showered together, hands roaming over soap-slicked skin, unable to keep from touching each other even as they tried to prepare for the day ahead. Nathan pressed Alexis against the shower wall, his mouth finding hers in a kiss that was both tender and desperate.

"I don't know how I'm going to concentrate on work today," he murmured against her lips.

"You're not," she replied with a wicked smile. "I'm going to make sure of that."

"What are you planning?"

"You'll see. But I hope you're ready for a very interesting day at the office."

Getting dressed was an exercise in controlled torture. Nathan watched as Alexis selected her outfit – a black wrap dress that hugged her curves, paired with thigh-high stockings and no underwear at all.

"You're really going to work like that?" he asked, his cock stirring at the sight.

"Like what? Professionally dressed and ready to learn?" She bent over to put on her heels, giving him a perfect view of her bare pussy. "Unless you see something inappropriate about my attire."

Nathan's hands were on her hips before she could straighten, his fingers finding her still-sensitive entrance. "You know exactly what you're doing."

"Do I?" She pushed back against his touch, already wet from his fingers. "And what exactly am I doing?"

"Driving me insane with want."

"Good. That's the plan." She turned in his arms, her mouth finding his. "But save some energy. Today's going to be very demanding."

The drive to the office was charged with sexual tension. Alexis sat close enough that Nathan could smell her perfume mixed with the lingering scent of their coupling. At every red light, her hand found his thigh, fingers tracing patterns that made his pulse race.

"I have a confession," she said as they approached the office building.

"What's that?"

"I lied about wearing no underwear." Nathan's eyebrows rose, and she smiled wickedly. "I'm wearing something. But you'll have to discover what during the day."

Nathan's imagination ran wild as they parked and headed for the elevator. What could she possibly be wearing that would be more torturous than nothing at all?

The answer came during their first meeting of the day. Alexis was presenting the Morrison Industries analysis to Nathan and two other executives when she dropped her pen. As she bent to retrieve it, her dress gaped open, giving Nathan a perfect view of what she was wearing underneath.

Nipple clamps. Connected by a thin chain that disappeared beneath her dress.

Nathan's cock hardened instantly, his mind reeling with the implications. She was sitting there, conducting business, wearing devices designed specifically to torment her body. Every movement would send sensations through her nipples, every shift in her chair would remind her of what lay beneath her professional exterior.

"The optimization potential is significant," Alexis was saying, apparently unaffected by the constant stimulation of the clamps. "I estimate we could achieve fifteen percent cost savings without sacrificing reach."

Nathan tried to focus on her words while his mind conjured images of what those clamps were doing to her. Were her nipples hard and swollen? Was she fighting to maintain composure while pleasure and pain warred in her body?

"Nathan?" The marketing director was looking at him expectantly. "What do you think?"

"Very... stimulating analysis," Nathan managed, his voice slightly hoarse. "I think we should pursue all available opportunities."

Alexis smiled innocently, but Nathan caught the flash of heat in her eyes. She was enjoying this, enjoying his discomfort, enjoying the risk of discovery.

The meeting continued for another twenty minutes, with Alexis maintaining perfect composure despite what Nathan now knew she was wearing. When the other executives finally left, Nathan immediately moved to lock the door.

"What are you doing?" Alexis asked innocently.

"You know exactly what I'm doing." Nathan moved toward her with predatory purpose. "Show me what you're wearing."

"I don't know what you mean," she replied, though her hands were already moving to the ties of her wrap dress. "I'm dressed very professionally."

The dress fell open, revealing the truth. She wore the nipple clamps as he'd glimpsed, but that wasn't all. A thin chain connected them to a matching clamp on her clit, creating a triangle of torment that would stimulate her with every movement.

"Jesus Christ," Nathan breathed.

"Do you like it?" She adjusted one of the nipple clamps, her breath catching as fresh sensation shot through her body. "I've been wearing this all morning, thinking about you, getting wetter with every step."

Nathan's control snapped. He pushed her back against his desk, his mouth crashing down on hers in a kiss that was pure hunger. Alexis responded with equal fervor, her body molding against his as if they were made to fit together.

"How long have you been wearing this?" he demanded, his hands exploring the chains and clamps.

"Since I got dressed. I wanted to be ready for you, wanted to be desperate and aching when you finally touched me."

Nathan's fingers found the chain connecting her nipples to her clit, tugging gently. Alexis cried out, her back arching as sensation shot through her body.

"Does it hurt?" he asked.

"Yes," she gasped. "But it feels incredible too. I've been on the edge all morning, ready to come from the slightest touch."

Nathan tugged the chain again, harder this time, and Alexis nearly collapsed from the intensity. Her pussy was dripping with arousal, her body trembling with need.

"Please," she begged. "I need you inside me. I can't take much more."

Nathan freed his cock, positioning himself at her entrance. When he pushed inside, Alexis screamed with pleasure, her body convulsing around him as the movement of the chains sent her over the edge immediately.

"Fuck," Nathan groaned, feeling her pussy clench around him. "You're so tight, so hot."

"Don't stop," Alexis gasped, her body still spasming. "Keep going. I want more."

Nathan began to thrust, each movement causing the chains to shift and tug, sending fresh waves of sensation through Alexis's body. She was wild beneath him, meeting every thrust with desperate hunger, her moans growing louder despite the risk of discovery.

"Someone could hear us," Nathan warned, even as his pace increased.

"Let them," she replied breathlessly. "Let them know how you make me come. Let them hear me scream your name."

Her words pushed Nathan over the edge of control. He pounded into her with savage intensity, and Alexis responded with complete abandon, her screams of pleasure filling the office.

"I'm going to come again," she warned, her body tensing.

"Come for me," Nathan commanded. "Come on my cock while wearing those clamps like the perfect little slut you are."

Alexis's second orgasm hit even harder than the first, her body convulsing on his desk as waves of ecstasy crashed through her. Nathan followed moments later, emptying himself inside her with a roar of satisfaction.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, the office filled with the scent of sex and sweat. Nathan's cock was still buried inside her, and he could feel his cum beginning to leak out around his shaft.

"Nine times," Alexis whispered with satisfaction. "Before ten AM. We really are setting records."

"You're going to wear those all day?" Nathan asked, looking at the chains still adorning her body.

"Of course. Every meeting, every phone call, every casual conversation. I want to be reminded of you constantly." She clenched her internal muscles around his softening cock. "Though I might need regular... adjustments."

Nathan's cock twitched at the implication. "Adjustments?"

"Well, the clamps can shift during the day. They might need repositioning. And I'll definitely need to be... serviced... regularly to maintain my concentration."

"Here? In the office?"

"Wherever, whenever. I told you, Nathan. I'm completely yours. However you want me, whenever you want me."

Nathan pulled out of her, watching as his cum immediately began running down her thighs. Alexis made no move to clean herself, instead retying her dress and smoothing her hair.

"You're not going to—"

"Clean up? No. I told you, I like carrying you with me." She pressed a quick kiss to his lips, tasting their combined essence. "Besides, I want to spend the day in meetings with your cum leaking out of my pussy while these clamps remind me of how you make me feel."

She headed for the door, leaving Nathan standing beside his destroyed desk with his mind reeling. Just before she reached the door, she turned back.

"Oh, and Nathan? Daddy wants to see us both at eleven. Something about the Morrison presentation."

She was gone before he could respond, leaving him alone with the certain knowledge that the day was about to become even more dangerous than he'd anticipated.

Nathan spent the next hour trying to concentrate on work while his mind raced with images of Alexis in her current state. Every few minutes, his phone would buzz with a text update.

Adjusting the nipple clamps. So sensitive. Wish it was your mouth instead.

Just walked past daddy's office. The chain shifted and I almost came right there in the hallway.

In the ladies' room. Can see the marks from the clamps. Thinking about your cock.

Each message made concentration impossible. Nathan found himself staring at quarterly reports while imagining Alexis somewhere in the building, her body adorned with devices designed to torment her, his cum slowly leaking from her pussy with each step she took.

At 10:45, his assistant's voice crackled through the intercom. "Mr. Cross? Mr. Sterling is ready to see you and Ms. Sterling."

Nathan's stomach dropped. Facing Sterling while his daughter wore nipple clamps and carried Nathan's cum inside her seemed like the height of insanity. But there was no avoiding it.

He found Alexis waiting by the elevator, looking perfectly professional except for the slight flush in her cheeks and the way she held herself carefully, as if any sudden movement might trigger sensations she couldn't control.

"Ready?" she asked innocently.

"Are you?" Nathan replied, noting the way her dress clung to her curves, presumably hiding the chains underneath.

"Always. Though I might need your help with an adjustment later."

The elevator ride to the executive floor was torture. Nathan was acutely aware of Alexis beside him, of what she was wearing, of what they'd done just an hour earlier. When the doors opened, he half-expected Sterling to take one look at them and know exactly what had transpired.

Instead, Sterling greeted them with his usual professional demeanor, gesturing them into his office with businesslike efficiency.

"Nathan. Alexis. Please, sit."

They settled into the familiar leather chairs, and Nathan fought to appear normal despite his racing pulse. Sterling studied them both with those penetrating blue eyes, and Nathan was certain the man could see everything – the clamps, the cum, the complete abandonment of professional boundaries.

"I've reviewed the Morrison Industries presentation," Sterling said finally. "Impressive work. Both of you."

Nathan tried to focus on business while fighting the memory of Alexis screaming his name on his desk just an hour earlier. "Thank you, sir. Alexis's analysis was particularly insightful."

"Yes, she has excellent instincts." Sterling's eyes moved to his daughter, and Nathan caught a flicker of something – was it suspicion? – in his expression. "Alexis, you seem... energized today. Very focused."

"I find the work very stimulating, daddy," she replied with perfect composure, though Nathan caught the subtle shift in her position that suggested the clamps had moved.

"Good. Initiative and enthusiasm are exactly what I want to see." Sterling returned his attention to Nathan. "I want you both to present to the Morrison executives this afternoon. Full proposal, comprehensive strategy, the works."

Nathan's heart sank. Presenting to clients while Alexis wore her current accessories, while his cum was still inside her, while the memory of their coupling was fresh in his mind, seemed impossible.

"Of course," he heard himself saying.

"Excellent. Two o'clock, Conference Room A. I'll be sitting in, along with the Morrison team." Sterling's eyes moved between them again. "I trust you'll both be at your absolute best."

"Always," Alexis said with a smile that was innocence itself.

They left Sterling's office in charged silence, but Nathan could feel the tension radiating from Alexis. Once the elevator doors closed and they were alone, she sagged against the wall.

"Christ," she breathed. "I almost came when he said 'stimulating.' The chain moved and hit just the right spot."

Nathan's cock responded instantly to her words. "Are you okay?"

"I'm perfect. But I need an adjustment. Now." She pressed the button for the twenty-ninth floor. "Supply closet. Five minutes."

"Alexis, we have to prepare for the presentation—"

"The presentation is in four hours. I can't wait that long. These clamps are driving me insane, and feeling your cum leak out of me every time I move is making it impossible to think."

Nathan found himself following her to the supply closet, drawn by a hunger that seemed to grow rather than diminish with each encounter. The small space was dark and cramped, filled with the scent of paper and cleaning supplies.

"Help me," Alexis whispered, opening her dress to reveal the gleaming chains. "They shifted during the meeting. I need you to adjust them."

Nathan's hands moved to the nipple clamps, carefully repositioning them on her swollen flesh. Alexis gasped at his touch, her body trembling with need.

"Better?" he asked.

"No. Worse. Your hands on me are making it impossible to resist." Her hands found his belt, fingers working with desperate efficiency. "I need you inside me. Just for a minute. Just to take the edge off."

Nathan's control snapped. He lifted her onto a shelf, supplies scattering as she wrapped her legs around his waist. He was inside her before either could think, her pussy welcoming him with wet heat.

"God, yes," she gasped, her nails digging into his shoulders. "So deep. So perfect."

Nathan began to move, mindful of their precarious position and the risk of discovery. But Alexis was having none of it.

"Harder," she demanded. "I don't care if someone hears. I need you to fuck me properly."

Nathan obliged, pounding into her with increasing force. The shelf creaked beneath them, supplies continuing to fall, but neither cared about anything except the pleasure building between them.

"The clamps," Alexis gasped. "Touch the chain. Make them move."

Nathan's fingers found the chain connecting her nipples, tugging gently. Alexis cried out, her pussy clenching around him as sensation shot through her body.

"Harder," she begged.

Nathan tugged the chain more firmly, and Alexis's orgasm hit like lightning. She bit his shoulder to muffle her scream, her body convulsing around his cock as waves of pleasure crashed through her.

"Ten," she whispered as the tremors subsided. "That's ten times in twenty-four hours."

Nathan was still hard inside her, his own release building. "I'm not done with you yet."

"Good. Because neither am I." She clenched around him, her body demanding everything he could give. "Come inside me, Nathan. Add to what's already there. I want to present to Morrison Industries with your cum dripping down my thighs."

Her crude words pushed Nathan over the edge. His orgasm hit with devastating force, and he emptied himself inside her with a groan that echoed off the closet walls.

They stood pressed together in the darkness afterward, breathing hard, the small space filled with the scent of their coupling.

"We need to get back," Nathan said weakly.

"In a minute." Alexis's internal muscles worked around his softening cock, milking every drop. "I like feeling you like this. Soft inside me, your cum leaking out around your cock."

Nathan finally pulled out of her, watching as fresh cum joined the streams already coating her thighs. "The presentation—"

"Will be perfect. Nothing motivates me like having your cum inside me while I'm trying to be professional." She smoothed down her dress, making no effort to clean herself. "Besides, I like the reminder of what we are to each other."

They slipped out of the supply closet separately, Nathan first, then Alexis five minutes later. The rest of the morning passed in a blur of preparation and stolen glances. Nathan tried to focus on refining their presentation while Alexis sat across from him, occasionally shifting in her chair, the movement causing fresh evidence of their coupling to leak from her pussy.

At 1:30, they gathered their materials and headed for Conference Room A. Nathan's stomach churned with nerves – not about the presentation itself, but about maintaining composure while Alexis sat beside him, adorned with clamps and filled with his cum.

The Morrison Industries executives were already seated when they arrived – three men in expensive suits who represented a potentially massive account for Sterling & Associates. Sterling himself sat at the head of the table, his presence both reassuring and terrifying.

"Gentlemen," Nathan began, activating the presentation display. "Thank you for giving us this opportunity to show you how Sterling & Associates can transform your West Coast expansion."

The presentation proceeded smoothly at first. Nathan fell into his familiar rhythm, walking through market analysis and strategic positioning while Alexis provided supporting commentary. But as the minutes passed, he became increasingly aware of her state of arousal.

She shifted frequently in her chair, the movement causing the clamps to stimulate her constantly. Her breathing was slightly elevated, her cheeks flushed, and Nathan could see the way she pressed her thighs together, fighting the sensations building in her body.

"The demographic targeting is particularly impressive," one of the Morrison executives observed. "Ms. Sterling, how did you develop this analysis?"

Alexis stood to point at specific data on the screen, and Nathan caught a glimpse of wetness on her thighs. "Well," she began, her voice slightly breathless, "I focused on... penetration patterns..."

Nathan watched in fascination as she struggled to maintain composure. Every movement sent the chains shifting, creating friction against her most sensitive areas. But somehow, impossibly, she continued to present with professional expertise.

"The key is finding the right entry points," she continued, her choice of words making Nathan's cock twitch. "We need to identify where we can achieve maximum... insertion... into the market."

Sterling leaned forward, his expression intense. "Excellent analysis, Alexis. Very thorough penetration of the subject matter."

Nathan caught the slight tremor in Alexis's hands as she returned to her seat, saw the way she bit her lip as the movement caused fresh stimulation. She was close to climax, fighting to maintain control while her body screamed for release.

"The timeline for full implementation?" another Morrison executive asked.

Nathan took over, giving Alexis a moment to compose herself. But as he spoke, he noticed her hand move subtly to her lap, fingers pressing against her dress where the clamp adorned her clit.

"Eighteen months for complete market saturation," Nathan said, watching Alexis's face. "We believe in thorough, deep engagement with our target demographics."

Alexis's eyes fluttered closed for just a moment, her breathing becoming shallow. Nathan realized she was about to come, right there in the conference room, in front of her father and three potential clients.

"Alexis?" Sterling's voice cut through her building arousal. "Do you have anything to add about the implementation timeline?"

Alexis's eyes snapped open, her body going rigid as she fought to focus. "I... yes, daddy. I think... eighteen months allows for proper... oh God..."

She couldn't finish the sentence. Her orgasm hit without warning, her body convulsing slightly in her chair as waves of pleasure crashed through her. Nathan watched in amazement as she bit her lip to stifle any sound, her knuckles white as she gripped the armrests.

To everyone else, it looked like she was simply pausing to gather her thoughts. But Nathan could see the truth – the way her body trembled, the flush spreading across her chest, the glazed look in her eyes as ecstasy consumed her.

"Allows for proper integration," she finally managed, her voice slightly hoarse. "Deep, thorough integration of all market segments."

The Morrison executives nodded approvingly, completely unaware that they'd just witnessed Sterling's daughter climax during a business presentation. Sterling himself looked pleased with her professional composure.

The presentation concluded with handshakes and promises to review the proposal. As the Morrison team filed out, Nathan felt a mixture of pride and terror at what they'd just accomplished.

"Excellent work, both of you," Sterling said once they were alone. "Alexis, particularly impressive analysis. Very... engaging."

"Thank you, daddy," Alexis replied, her voice still slightly breathless. "I find the work very... fulfilling."

Nathan caught the double meaning and had to fight not to react. Sterling seemed oblivious, gathering his materials with satisfaction.

"Keep up the excellent work," he said, heading for the door. "I have high expectations for this account."

Once Sterling was gone, Nathan immediately moved to lock the conference room door. Alexis was slumped in her chair, her body still trembling with aftershocks.

"Jesus Christ," Nathan breathed. "You came during the presentation."

"I couldn't help it," she gasped. "The clamps, your cum inside me, the risk of discovery – it was too much. When daddy used the word 'engaging,' I just lost control."

Nathan moved to her chair, his hands finding her face. "Are you all right?"

"I'm perfect. But I need more." Her hands found his belt, fingers working with desperate efficiency. "I need you inside me. Right now, right here where we just presented to Morrison Industries."

Nathan's control snapped. He lifted her onto the conference table, the same table where they'd discussed market penetration just minutes earlier. Alexis's dress fell open, revealing the gleaming chains still adorning her body.

"You're insane," Nathan said, positioning himself between her legs.

"I'm yours," she corrected, guiding his cock to her entrance. "Completely, utterly yours."

Nathan pushed into her in one hard thrust, and Alexis cried out, her back arching against the polished wood. She was impossibly wet, her pussy welcoming him with desperate hunger.

"Eleven," she gasped as he began to move. "Eleven times. And we're just getting started."

Nathan pounded into her with savage intensity, driven by the incredible risk of their location. They were fucking on Sterling's conference table, where board meetings were held, where million-dollar deals were negotiated, where her father had just praised their professional work.

"Someone could walk in," Nathan warned, even as his pace increased.

"Let them," Alexis replied breathlessly. "Let daddy walk in and see how his trusted employee fucks his daughter. Let him see what we really are to each other."

Her words pushed Nathan beyond the edge of control. He grabbed the chain connecting her nipples, using it as leverage as he drove into her with desperate hunger. Alexis screamed with pleasure, her body convulsing as another orgasm crashed through her.

"That's twelve," she gasped. "Twelve times in one day. I think that might be a record."

Nathan was close to his own release, his balls tightening as pleasure coiled in his spine. "Where do you want it?"

"Inside me. Always inside me. I want to carry you with me for the rest of the day."

Nathan's climax hit with devastating force, his cock pulsing as he emptied himself deep inside her. Wave after wave of cum flooded her pussy, adding to what was already there until it overflowed and ran down onto Sterling's conference table.

They collapsed together, breathing hard, sweat cooling on their skin. Nathan looked down at Alexis spread beneath him on her father's table, her body still adorned with chains, his cum leaking from her pussy onto the polished wood.

"We're completely out of control," he said quietly.

"Yes," she agreed, her smile radiant. "Isn't it wonderful?"

Nathan could only nod, pulling her into his arms as the afternoon sun streamed through the conference room windows. They were playing with fire, dancing on the edge of disaster, risking everything they'd worked for.


Chapter 7: The Final Choice

The week that followed their conference room encounter blurred into a haze of increasingly reckless coupling. Nathan lost count of their encounters somewhere around twenty-five, his body existing in a constant state of arousal and exhaustion. They'd claimed every conceivable location in Sterling & Associates as their own – supply closets, executive bathrooms, empty offices after hours, and twice more in Sterling's own conference room while he attended meetings on other floors.

Alexis had become insatiable, her appetite for risk growing with each successful encounter. She'd taken to wearing increasingly provocative outfits to work – pencil skirts with no panties, blouses that gaped open at strategic moments, dresses that could be hiked up in seconds. The nipple clamps had been joined by other accessories: remote-controlled vibrators that Nathan could activate from across a room, ben wa balls that shifted inside her with every step, butt plugs that kept her in a constant state of arousal.

Nathan's office had become their primary battleground. His desk bore permanent indentations from Alexis's body, his chair reeked of their coupling, and he'd had to replace his office carpet twice after particularly intense sessions left stains that cleaning couldn't remove.

But it was Friday afternoon, exactly two weeks after their first encounter, when everything began to unravel.

Nathan was reviewing quarterly projections when his intercom buzzed. "Mr. Cross? Mr. Sterling would like to see you in his office. Immediately."

The tone in his assistant's voice sent ice through Nathan's veins. Not the usual professional courtesy, but something colder, more formal. Nathan's hands shook as he straightened his tie, his mind racing with possibilities. Had someone seen them? Reported suspicious activity? Did Sterling know?

The elevator ride to the executive floor felt like ascending to his execution. Nathan's reflection in the polished steel doors showed a man who looked thoroughly debauched – hollow eyes from too little sleep, clothes that never quite seemed properly pressed anymore, the subtle marks that Alexis's nails and teeth left on his neck despite his attempts to conceal them.

Sterling's secretary didn't look up when Nathan passed her desk. Another bad sign. She always smiled, always made polite conversation. Today, her focus remained locked on her computer screen.

Sterling's office door was closed. Nathan knocked, heard the familiar "Come in," and stepped into what might be the last professional conversation of his career.

Sterling stood with his back to the door, looking out over the city through his floor-to-ceiling windows. He didn't turn when Nathan entered, didn't gesture to the usual chair. The silence stretched until Nathan's nerves were screaming.

"Eighteen years," Sterling said finally, his voice eerily calm. "Eighteen years I've been building Sterling & Associates. From nothing to what you see now. Do you know what that requires, Nathan?"

"Vision, sir. Dedication. Hard work."

"Trust." Sterling turned, and Nathan's blood turned to ice. The man's usual composed demeanor had been replaced by something cold and dangerous. "Absolute trust in the people I bring into my inner circle. Trust that they'll respect what I've built. Trust that they'll honor the boundaries that protect everything we've worked for."

Nathan's mouth went dry. "Sir, I—"

"Trust that they won't betray me by fucking my daughter in my own building."

The words hit Nathan like physical blows. Sterling knew. Somehow, despite all their precautions, all their careful timing, Sterling knew everything.

"I can explain—"

"Can you? Can you explain why my security chief found semen stains on my conference room table? Can you explain why my daughter's been walking differently for two weeks, like someone who's been thoroughly and repeatedly fucked? Can you explain why she comes home every night with marks on her body that she thinks makeup can hide?"

Nathan's knees nearly buckled. "Mr. Sterling—"

"Sit down." The command was sharp, final. Nathan sank into his usual chair, the leather that had once felt comfortable now seeming like an electric chair. "I want to hear it from you. I want to hear how my most trusted employee decided to seduce my daughter."

"It wasn't like that," Nathan said weakly. "She—"

"She what? She seduced you? A twenty-two-year-old woman overwhelmed a seasoned executive with her feminine wiles?" Sterling moved around his desk with predatory grace. "Is that the story you're going with?"

Nathan's mind raced, trying to find words that might salvage something from this disaster. But what could he say? That he'd lost control? That Alexis had been equally complicit? That they'd both abandoned every shred of professional judgment?

"I love her," he said finally, the words tumbling out before he could stop them.

Sterling's eyebrows rose. "Love? Is that what you call what you've been doing to her in my building? Love?"

"Yes. I know it started wrong, know we crossed lines we shouldn't have, but—"

"Lines? You think this is about lines?" Sterling's voice rose for the first time, decades of controlled anger finally breaking free. "You think this is about office policy? About appropriate workplace behavior?"

Nathan opened his mouth, but Sterling continued before he could speak.

"This is about family, Nathan. About the one person in this world who matters more to me than every deal, every client, every dollar this company has ever made. This is about my daughter, who I've protected and nurtured and guided since the day she was born."

Sterling moved to stand directly in front of Nathan's chair, towering over him with barely contained fury.

"And you... you decided to use her. To take advantage of her youth, her inexperience, her trust in the people I trusted."

"It wasn't like that," Nathan protested, finding his voice. "She wanted it as much as I did. She initiated half our encounters. She—"

"She's twenty-two years old!" Sterling's shout echoed off the office walls. "She's barely out of college, trying to prove herself in her first real job, and you – someone she was supposed to learn from, someone she was supposed to trust – you turned her into your personal whore."

The words hit Nathan like physical blows, but he forced himself to stand, to meet Sterling's gaze. "Don't talk about her like that. Don't reduce what we have to something dirty."

"What you have?" Sterling laughed, a sound devoid of humor. "What exactly do you think you have, Nathan? A relationship? A future? Some kind of romantic fairy tale?"

"Yes."

"You have nothing. You have two weeks of fucking in my building, two weeks of turning my daughter into a slut who spreads her legs whenever you snap your fingers."

Nathan's control snapped. "Stop calling her that. Alexis is brilliant, strong, independent—"

"Alexis is ruined!" Sterling's voice rose to a roar. "Do you think I don't see what you've done to her? Do you think I don't notice how she looks at you, how she hangs on your every word, how she's developed an addiction to whatever sick game you've been playing?"

Nathan felt the blood drain from his face. "Addiction?"

"Did you think I wouldn't investigate? Wouldn't hire people to watch, to document, to gather evidence? I know about the devices she wears under her clothes. I know about the text messages. I know about the parking garage encounters and the supply closet sessions and the fact that she can't go more than a few hours without seeking you out."

Sterling moved to his desk, opening a drawer and withdrawing a thick folder. "Twenty-three separate encounters in two weeks, Nathan. Twenty-three times you've violated my daughter in my building. Would you like to see the photographs?"

Nathan's stomach lurched. "Photographs?"

"Security cameras, Nathan. They're everywhere. Did you really think the supply closets weren't monitored? The parking garage? The elevator?" Sterling opened the folder, revealing black and white images that made Nathan's blood run cold.

There they were, captured in stark detail. Alexis on her knees in the parking garage. Nathan bending her over his desk. Their bodies joined in the conference room. The images were clinical, damning, impossible to deny.

"Jesus," Nathan whispered.

"Jesus had nothing to do with what you've been doing to my daughter." Sterling closed the folder with a snap. "But I'm feeling generous today, Nathan. I'm going to give you a choice."

Nathan looked up, hope flickering in his chest.

"You can resign immediately. Clean out your desk, disappear from our lives, never contact Alexis again. In exchange, these photographs stay private. Your career survives, damaged but not destroyed. You can start over somewhere else, build a new life away from the wreckage you've created here."

"And if I don't?"

Sterling's smile was arctic. "If you don't, I destroy you. These photographs go to every major firm in the city, along with detailed reports of your conduct. I make sure you never work in marketing again, never hold a position of trust again. I brand you as the predator you are."

Nathan's mind reeled. "You can't do that. Alexis is an adult. She made her own choices."

"Can't I? Watch me." Sterling leaned forward, his voice dropping to a whisper. "I built this industry in this city, Nathan. I have relationships, contacts, favors owed that go back decades. One phone call from me, and you're finished. Permanently."

Nathan felt the walls closing in around him, his carefully constructed life crumbling. But somewhere in the wreckage, one thought burned bright and clear.

"What about Alexis? What about what she wants?"

"Alexis will get over you. She'll realize that what she thought was love was just physical infatuation, enhanced by the thrill of doing something forbidden. She's young. She'll heal."

"She won't. You don't understand what we have—"

"What you have is sex, Nathan. Addictive, compulsive, destructive sex. And like any addiction, it will kill both of you if you don't stop it now."

Nathan stood, his legs shaky but his resolve hardening. "I want to talk to her. I want to hear what she wants."

"No."

"She deserves a choice—"

"She's made her choice. She chose to throw away her reputation, her future, her family relationships for a few weeks of getting fucked by her supervisor. And you – you let her. You encouraged her. You turned someone I love into someone I barely recognize."

The pain in Sterling's voice was genuine, cutting through his anger to reveal the wounded father beneath. Nathan saw, perhaps for the first time, the full scope of what they'd done. Not just to their careers, not just to themselves, but to a family.

"I'm sorry," Nathan said quietly. "I never meant for it to go this far."

"But it did. And now we all have to live with the consequences." Sterling returned to his window, his back once again to Nathan. "You have until five o'clock to clean out your desk. Security will escort you from the building. Any attempt to contact Alexis will result in immediate legal action."

Nathan turned toward the door, his career – his life – ending with each step. But at the threshold, he stopped.

"She'll come looking for me."

"She won't have the chance. She's being transferred to our London office. Effective immediately. A promotion, a fresh start, a chance to rebuild what you've destroyed."

"You can't just ship her away—"

"I can and I will. It's already done. She's at Sea-Tac now, on a plane that takes off in two hours."

Nathan's world tilted. "She doesn't know, does she? About this conversation."

"She knows she's been transferred. She thinks it's a reward for her excellent work. She'll figure out the rest eventually."

Nathan felt like he was drowning. "Let me say goodbye. Let me explain—"

"No." Sterling's voice was final. "You've done enough damage. Now get out of my building before I change my mind about being generous."

Nathan walked through the Sterling & Associates lobby for the last time in a daze. Employees nodded respectfully, unaware that they were watching the execution of a once-promising career. His assistant looked confused as he walked past without explanation, heading straight for his office.

Cleaning out his desk took less than an hour. Eighteen months of building a reputation, of carefully curated success, reduced to a box of personal items and a letter of resignation that would never adequately explain what had happened.

Nathan's phone buzzed as he packed the last of his things. A text from Alexis.

At airport. Daddy says London promotion came through! So sudden but so exciting. Will call when I land. Missing you already. - A

Nathan stared at the message, his heart breaking. She didn't know. Didn't understand that this wasn't a promotion but an exile, that their affair had been discovered, that he was being erased from her life with surgical precision.

He started to type a response, then stopped. What could he say? That her father knew everything? That he was being forced out? That she was being shipped away to protect her from him?

Another message arrived.

Plane boarding. Love you. See you when I get back. - A

Nathan closed his eyes, his thumb hovering over the keyboard. He could tell her the truth, could try to explain, could fight Sterling's ultimatum. But what would that accomplish? She was already on the plane, already being removed from the situation. And Sterling was right about one thing – Nathan had done enough damage.

He deleted the message thread without responding.

Security was waiting when Nathan emerged from his office, two guards who'd known him for months now treating him like a potential threat. They flanked him as he walked to the elevator, as he descended to the parking garage, as he loaded his box into his car.

"Sorry about this, Mr. Cross," one of them said quietly. "Orders from upstairs."

Nathan nodded, unable to speak. He drove out of the garage in silence, watching Sterling & Associates shrink in his rearview mirror until it disappeared entirely.

Three days later, Nathan sat in his apartment, staring at his phone. Alexis had called twice from London, left voicemails he couldn't bring himself to listen to. He'd also received calls from three major marketing firms, all rescinding job offers that had been on the table before his abrupt resignation. Sterling's reach was longer and more comprehensive than Nathan had imagined.

The doorbell rang. Nathan ignored it, just as he'd ignored the knocks and calls from friends and colleagues who'd heard about his sudden departure from Sterling & Associates. But the ringing persisted, followed by a familiar voice.

"Nathan? I know you're in there. Open the door."

Alexis.

Nathan's heart hammered against his ribs. She was supposed to be in London, safely removed from the wreckage of their affair. Her being here meant she'd somehow learned the truth, had somehow fought her way back.

The ringing continued, more insistent now. "Nathan, please. I know what daddy did. I know about the photographs, the ultimatum, all of it. We need to talk."

Nathan approached the door on unsteady legs, his hand hesitating on the deadbolt. Opening the door would mean facing everything he'd tried to accept – the end of their affair, the destruction of their careers, the impossible choice between love and survival.

But her voice carried a desperation that cut through his resolve.

"Please. I flew back from London as soon as I found out. I quit my job, Nathan. I walked away from everything to be here."

Nathan's hand moved to the deadbolt before he could stop himself. The door opened to reveal Alexis in the hallway, her hair disheveled from travel, her eyes red-rimmed but blazing with determination.

"You quit?" Nathan asked stupidly.

"The moment I realized what daddy had done. The moment I understood that my 'promotion' was exile." She pushed past him into the apartment, her energy filling the space like electricity. "Did you really think I wouldn't figure it out? Did you think I'd just disappear quietly and let him destroy what we have?"

Nathan closed the door, his mind reeling. "Alexis, you don't understand the consequences—"

"I understand perfectly. I understand that daddy found out about us, that he forced you out, that he tried to ship me away to save me from myself." She turned to face him, her green eyes blazing. "What I don't understand is why you let him."

"What choice did I have? He had photographs, evidence, the power to destroy both our careers—"

"And you believed him? You believed that what we have is just sex, just some kind of addiction that I need to be saved from?"

Nathan ran his hands through his hair, exhaustion weighing on him like lead. "I don't know what I believe anymore. Everything happened so fast, so intensely. Maybe he's right. Maybe we lost perspective, got caught up in the thrill—"

"Stop." Alexis moved closer, her voice dropping to the tone that had haunted his dreams. "Look at me, Nathan. Really look at me."

Nathan raised his eyes to meet hers, and what he saw there took his breath away. Not the wild desperation of their office encounters, not the calculated seduction of their early days, but something deeper, more real.

"I love you," she said simply. "Not because of the sex, not because of the risk, not because you were forbidden. I love you because you're brilliant and driven and you see me as more than just Sterling's daughter. I love you because you challenge me, inspire me, make me want to be better than I am."

Nathan felt his carefully constructed defenses crumbling. "Your father—"

"Is wrong. About us, about what we have, about what I need." Alexis reached for his hands, her touch sending familiar electricity up his arms. "He thinks he's protecting me, but he's trying to protect me from the best thing that's ever happened to me."

"We destroyed everything. Our careers, your family—"

"We fell in love. Messily, inappropriately, destructively, but we fell in love. And love is worth fighting for."

Nathan looked down at their joined hands, at the woman who'd turned his orderly life into beautiful chaos. "What are you suggesting?"

"That we stop running. Stop letting other people decide what's best for us. Stop being ashamed of what we feel." Her grip tightened. "I want to be with you, Nathan. Really with you. Not sneaking around, not hiding, not pretending it's just physical."

"And your father?"

"Will have to accept it or lose me forever. Those are his choices." Alexis's voice hardened with resolve. "I'm twenty-two years old, Nathan. I get to decide who I love, who I sleep with, who I build a life with. And I choose you."

Nathan felt something shift inside him, some fundamental alignment clicking into place. Looking at Alexis – not Sterling's daughter, not his forbidden intern, but the woman who'd changed everything – he realized that Sterling had been wrong about one crucial thing.

This wasn't an addiction. This was love.

"I choose you too," he said quietly.

Alexis smiled, the expression transforming her face from beautiful to radiant. "Then show me. Show me that you choose me over your career, over your reputation, over everything else."

Nathan's hands moved to her face, his thumbs tracing her cheekbones. "How?"

"Make love to me. Not the desperate fucking we did in the office, not the wild coupling driven by risk and adrenaline. Make love to me like I'm the woman you want to spend your life with."

Nathan's mouth found hers in a kiss that was everything their office encounters hadn't been – tender, reverent, full of promise rather than desperation. Alexis melted against him, her body fitting perfectly against his as if they'd been designed for each other.

They moved to his bedroom without breaking the kiss, hands roaming with familiar expertise but also with something new – the knowledge that this time, they had all the time in the world. No risk of discovery, no need to rush, no fear of consequences beyond those they chose to accept.

Nathan undressed Alexis slowly, his hands and mouth worshipping every inch of revealed skin. Gone were the accessories of their office games – no clamps, no chains, no devices designed to torment and tease. Just Alexis in all her natural beauty, more perfect than any fantasy he'd constructed.

"You're so beautiful," he whispered against her throat.

"I'm yours," she replied, the words carrying weight beyond their physical coupling. "Completely, eternally yours."

When Nathan finally entered her, it was with a gentleness that neither had experienced in their frantic weeks of office encounters. Alexis's gasp was soft, wondering, as if she was feeling him for the first time.

They moved together with slow precision, each thrust and caress building toward something greater than mere physical release. This was union, communion, the joining of two people who'd chosen each other despite every obstacle.

"I love you," Nathan whispered as he moved inside her.

"I love you too," Alexis replied, her hands framing his face. "More than I thought possible."

Their climax, when it came, was unlike anything they'd experienced in their weeks of frantic coupling. It built slowly, sweetly, until they crested together in waves of pleasure that seemed to fuse their very souls.

Afterward, they lay entwined in the moonlight, skin cooling in the night air. Nathan traced patterns on Alexis's shoulder, marveling at the peace he felt. No guilt, no fear, no desperate hunger for more. Just contentment.

"What happens now?" he asked.

"Now we build something real. Together." Alexis pressed a kiss to his chest. "I have some ideas about starting our own firm. Sterling & Associates isn't the only company in Seattle that needs marketing expertise."

Nathan's eyebrows rose. "Our own firm?"

"Cross-Sterling Marketing. Has a nice ring to it, don't you think?"

Nathan considered this, imagining the possibilities. Working together not as supervisor and intern, not as predator and prey, but as equals. Partners in every sense of the word.

"Your father will never forgive us."

"Maybe not. But that's his choice to make." Alexis looked up at him, her green eyes serious. "I can't live my life according to what makes daddy comfortable. I have to live it according to what makes me happy. And you make me happy, Nathan."

Nathan pulled her closer, his heart full for the first time in days. "You make me happy too. Happier than I thought possible."

"Good. Because I plan to spend the rest of my life making you happy." Her smile turned wicked. "In every way imaginable."

Nathan's body responded to her tone, to the promise in her voice. But this time, when they came together again, it was with the knowledge that they were building something lasting. Not just physical pleasure, not just forbidden thrill, but a partnership that would survive any scandal, any disapproval, any obstacle.

They made love until dawn, sometimes with gentle reverence, sometimes with passionate intensity, but always with the knowledge that they were no longer stolen moments but the foundation of something permanent.

As the sun rose over Seattle, painting the sky in shades of gold and pink, Nathan and Alexis sat at his windows, wrapped in silk sheets, watching the city wake up below them. Sterling & Associates was visible in the distance, but it no longer held the power to intimidate or control.

"No regrets?" Nathan asked.

"None," Alexis replied firmly. "We started this in the most inappropriate way possible, but we're going to finish it right."

"And if the industry tries to destroy us? If no one will work with us because of the scandal?"

Alexis smiled, the expression radiating confidence and determination. "Then we'll build our own industry. We'll prove that talent and vision matter more than reputation and approval. We'll show everyone that love is worth fighting for."

Nathan kissed her temple, tasting the salt of her skin and the promise of their future. "I love you, Alexis Sterling."

"I love you too, Nathan Cross. Now and always."

Outside their window, Seattle stretched toward the horizon, full of possibility and promise. Somewhere in the city, Robert Sterling was probably discovering his daughter's resignation, realizing that his attempts to control the situation had failed. The industry was probably already buzzing with rumors about the fallen executive and the boss's daughter who'd destroyed Sterling & Associates' golden boy.

But none of that mattered anymore. What mattered was the woman in Nathan's arms, the love they'd fought for, the future they were going to build together.

It wouldn't be easy. There would be struggles, setbacks, moments when the cost of their choices seemed too high to bear. But they would face it all together, as partners, as equals, as two people who'd chosen love over security and found something worth more than either had imagined possible.

As the morning light filled Nathan's apartment, erasing the shadows of their illicit affair and illuminating the promise of their legitimate love, both Nathan and Alexis knew that their story was far from over.

It was just beginning.

[Final word count: 4,847 words]

EPILOGUE

One Year Later

Cross-Sterling Marketing occupied the entire fifteenth floor of a sleek downtown building, with panoramic views of Elliott Bay and the Olympic Mountains beyond. The company had grown from a two-person startup to a fifteen-person powerhouse in just twelve months, landing accounts that impressed even Seattle's most established agencies.

Nathan stood in his corner office, reviewing the quarterly reports that showed another record-breaking performance. The industry's initial skepticism had given way to grudging respect, then to outright admiration as Cross-Sterling consistently delivered results that outpaced their larger, more established competitors.

"The Morrison Industries renewal just came through," Alexis announced, entering his office with a bottle of champagne and two glasses. "Three-year extension, expanded scope. We're officially their agency of record for the entire West Coast."

Nathan grinned, accepting his glass. "Morrison Industries? Wasn't that the account we presented to at Sterling & Associates?"

"The very same. Apparently, they were more impressed with our work than daddy's follow-up team." Alexis's smile was radiant. "They specifically requested us when they decided to make a change."

They toasted their success, the champagne bubbling on Nathan's tongue like liquid celebration. Through his windows, he could see Sterling & Associates' building in the distance, no longer an intimidating monument but simply another competitor in the market they'd chosen to conquer.

"Any word from your father?" Nathan asked.

Alexis's expression grew thoughtful. "He called last week. First time since I quit. He said..." She paused, searching for the right words. "He said he was proud of what we'd built. Didn't approve of how we'd built it, but proud nonetheless."

"That's progress."

"It's something." Alexis moved to Nathan's side, her hand finding his. "He also said he'd heard rumors about certain industry events. Apparently, there's speculation about Cross-Sterling announcing some kind of merger."

Nathan's pulse quickened. "What kind of merger?"

"The permanent kind. The kind that involves rings and vows and legally binding commitments." Alexis turned to face him fully, her green eyes dancing with mischief and love. "Any idea where those rumors might be coming from?"

Nathan reached into his desk drawer, withdrawing a small velvet box that he'd been carrying for weeks, waiting for the perfect moment. "I might have some insight."

Alexis's breath caught as he opened the box, revealing a diamond ring that caught the afternoon light and scattered it in brilliant fragments across his office walls.

"Alexis Sterling," Nathan said, dropping to one knee beside his desk – the same desk where their affair had reached its first dangerous crescendo. "Will you marry me?"

"Yes," she breathed, tears streaming down her face. "Yes, absolutely yes."

Nathan slipped the ring onto her finger, then stood to capture her mouth in a kiss that was everything their relationship had become – passionate but tender, hungry but satisfied, full of promise for the future they would build together.

When they finally broke apart, both were breathing hard, the familiar electricity crackling between them despite the legitimate love that had replaced their illicit affair.

"So," Alexis said, her voice husky with desire, "should we celebrate properly?"

Nathan glanced toward his office door, noting the normal business hours, the employees working beyond the glass walls. "Here? Now? In broad daylight?"

"Some traditions are worth maintaining," Alexis replied with a wicked smile, her hands already moving to his belt. "Besides, this is our company now. Our rules."

Nathan's laugh was rich with joy and desire as he reached for the door lock, sealing them into their private world. Outside, Cross-Sterling Marketing continued its work, building campaigns and chasing clients and establishing itself as a force in the Seattle market.

But inside Nathan's office, time stopped as two people who'd found love in the most inappropriate circumstances celebrated the life they'd chosen to build together. Their coupling was still electric, still desperate with need, but now it was sanctified by choice, by commitment, by the knowledge that they belonged to each other completely.

As afternoon faded into evening and the office emptied around them, Nathan and Alexis made love with the passion that had started their journey and the tenderness that would sustain it for the rest of their lives.

They'd begun with dangerous liaisons and reckless desire. They'd nearly destroyed each other in the pursuit of pleasure. But they'd emerged from the wreckage with something worth more than either had dared to hope for – a love that could survive any scandal, any disapproval, any obstacle.

And as the Seattle skyline glittered beyond their windows, Nathan Cross and Alexis Sterling – soon to be Alexis Cross – held each other close and planned the future they would build together, one kiss, one day, one perfectly imperfect moment at a time.

Their story had started with stolen glances and forbidden touches in Sterling & Associates. It would continue with shared dreams and mutual respect in Cross-Sterling Marketing. But the heart of it – the wild, consuming, transformative love that had changed them both – would remain constant, burning bright through whatever challenges lay ahead.

Some love stories begin with gentle courtship and appropriate boundaries. Others begin with explosive chemistry and reckless abandon.

Theirs had been the latter. And it had been perfect.

THE END
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