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Brushing my hair out of my face for the hundredth time, I hurried into the café. The drinks were more expensive than I usually bought but I really wanted to get Alicia something nice. If it hadn’t been for her, I wouldn’t have even known about the vacancy at her workplace. Thanks to the heads-up, I was able to secure an interview before they placed the notice in the classifieds.

And now here we are.

Well, technically, I wasn’t anywhere yet. I had time to get to work but what little work experience I had told me I needed to be there early. For all intents and purposes, this was my first real job. I couldn’t afford to screw it up.

Finally, I was at the counter getting ready to place my order. Just as I opened my mouth, an older man on his phone leaned over to block me. My cheeks flamed. Normally, confrontation wasn’t my thing, but I’d waited in this line long enough.

“Excuse me,” I said.

The man swept his hand through his slightly salt and pepper curls without looking my way. Though he wasn’t speaking, it was obvious that whoever was on the other end of the conversation had his complete attention.

“Excuse me!” I yelled.

This time, he turned sharply—dark eyes widening as if I’d appeared out of nowhere.

“Yes?”

“I was here first and I’m ready to place my order.”

“Of course. My apologies. I must have gotten caught up in my phone call.”

The deep timbre of his voice went straight below my waist. I swallowed and fought to keep my expression neutral. My heart was hammering but the handsome stranger didn’t need to know that.

“That’s okay.”

He gave me a small smile and drifted to the side. Despite the way his smile made my stomach flutter, I was able to remember my order. Still, even as I moved away to wait for Alicia’s fancy coffee, I couldn’t help watching him. Though I didn’t know much about suits, the way the dark grey fabric clung to his toned body in all the right ways told me that it wasn’t cheap.

Probably more than my monthly salary.

To be fair, what I was about to make at this new job was easily double or even triple what little money I’d made from temporary roles I’d had before. Nobody told you that doing well in college didn’t exactly guarantee job security. Especially if your major was more literary than practical. Fortunately, a few professional courses over a couple of years had helped me out.

“Evie!” someone called.

I raced to the counter to collect the coffee with a grateful smile. Once it was in hand, I turned to look for the stranger again. My heart leapt when I met his curious gaze. Taking a deep breath, I headed for the door. As interesting as my reaction was, I didn’t have time to entertain it.


[image: ]

The AC in the medium-sized office cooled me down quickly. In my rush from the café, I’d managed to get sweatier than I liked. The good thing was that Alicia got her coffee, and I’d done my hour-long orientation with HR with time to spare. Now, I just needed to meet with my new boss. He’d been on vacation when the interview was conducted.

Though the managers I met with would have preferred to have him there, the need to fill the vacancy for an assistant was too great. In any case, it wasn’t like they couldn’t fire me within my probation period and find someone else.

“All right, Miss Allen,” the HR manager said while walking into the room. “Mr. Dawes will be with us shortly. He’s tying up some loose ends with a client.”

“Okay.”

Based on what little I’d heard about Benjamin Dawes, he was completely dedicated to his role of building this company’s clientele. Alicia had even hinted that his recent vacation was only because the board of directors had insisted. Not because they cared, of course, but because there were laws about employee downtime that needed to be obeyed.

Within moments, the office door opened, and a man walked through.

“Good morning, Marjorie. The call went a bit longer than expected.”

“But successful, I hope.”

“Absolutely.”

They talked some more while I sat frozen in the chair. I hadn’t expected to see him again. And yet, here he was sitting in the chair behind that humongous desk that belonged to my boss.

My boss. Oh, sweet Jesus.

It was just my luck that I’d chosen the wrong moment to be assertive. I flashed back to my time in the café. At that point, I’d been so sure that he was as intrigued by me as I was by him. Now, I wasn’t so sure. He might have just been plotting his revenge.

“And this must be Evie,” he finally said.

“Yes,” Marjorie confirmed. “Evie Allen. Your new assistant. She’s already gone through her orientation with me so she’s aware of her general responsibilities and the company’s policies. When you’re done with her, you can send her over to Olive to finish her IT and accounting profile.”

His gaze flicked to mine.

“I’m sure Evie and I will have a lot to discuss before I’m done with her.”

Marjorie’s chuckle suggested that we clearly got different meanings from what my new boss just said. Rising, she patted my shoulder.

“Good luck, Evie. Before long, Ben will have you working even longer hours than he does.”

With that, she left us alone. He leaned back in his chair and his movements revealed that he was resting one of his legs on the other.

“Did you enjoy your coffee?” he asked.

“It wasn’t for me. My friend likes the sweet, complicated stuff so I thought I’d bring her a little treat.”

“Ah, so you don’t like coffee?”

I wrinkled my nose.

“Gives me headaches. Just not for me, I guess.”

“And here I was planning to run into you every morning. I suppose I’ll have to find out what you like to put in your mouth.”

My eyes widened. Did he just…?

“Uhm, tea is fine.”

He chuckled—clearly pleased that his flirty banter had flustered me.

“Tea it is, then. Why don’t we go over what I expect you to cover this week?” He checked his watch. “Don’t get used to starting work at 8:30 like everyone else right now. We have lots of clients to tie down to new contracts before the new year rolls around.”

“That’s not a problem.”

Though it sounded daunting, I was prepared to work as hard as I needed to keep this job. It was too important of a step in my career path.

“Okay. Let’s get started, then.”

Once he started dealing with business, there was no more room for flirting. I was thankful because I really didn’t know how much I could take without losing my composure.
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After grabbing a quick lunch, I headed to the bathroom to brush my teeth. I was supposed to give Ben a mid-day update and the last thing he needed was a whiff of my garlic breath.

At least he’ll know what you like to put in your mouth.

I snickered while spitting into the sink. While I’d tried to focus on my tasks, those words kept rolling around in my brain. Of course, he was talking about sucking cock. What else was there? Wouldn’t it have been interesting if I’d answered with “Cock, Ben. I’d love to have your cock in my mouth.”

And then I’d be embarrassed and jobless.

Who was I kidding? Those kinds of things only worked in porn. Shaking my head, I walked back to my little cubicle to drop off my toothbrush before bringing the updated paperwork to Ben’s office. His lips curled into a smile when he saw me. A blush hit my cheeks immediately.

Goddamnit.

“Right on time. I like that.”

“Thank you. I have a list of the people who are most likely to renew their contracts with us. They’ve been with us the longest and always rate us highly on the annual customer review.”

“Excellent. Now, you can call a couple of them.”

My eyes widened.

“Me? Do you think I’m ready?”

“I think now’s as good a time as any to find out. Do you want a little script you can use?”

“Absolutely.”

“How good are you at taking dictation?”

“Very good.”

His left eyebrow arched.

“Is that so? My dictation might be a bit more than you’re used to.”

“I—I’ll try to keep up,” I said while feeling my face heat up.

His laughter was low and a little intoxicating.

“What’s the matter?”

“I can’t decide if you’re flirting with me or not.”

“You can’t? I must be doing a really bad job of it, then.”

“Or I’m just thick-headed.”

“Or I need to be more direct and do what I’ve been thinking about since the café.”

My mouth grew dry as he walked toward me. My breathing grew shallow when he pulled me up out of the chair. Even then I was sure he was joking. Until his lips touched mine. Time stopped.

This is against the rules.

And not because I felt absolutely slutty when kissing my boss. It was literally one of the rules in the employee handbook I read a few hours ago. Knowing that didn’t make me pull away, though. Instead, I wrapped my arms around Ben’s neck and opened my mouth for this probing tongue.

He squeezed my ass while crushing me against his chest. Still, our tongues danced as we got lost in each other. This was probably meant to be a brief kiss to prove his point, but Ben’s hands continued to roam over my body. Skimming my back. Cupping my ass. Dipping below my knee-length skirt to tease my thighs.

With each caress, my pussy dripped more wetness into my panties.

Fuck.

When I’d fantasized about the stranger in the café, I never thought I’d put my job on the line for it. It was supposed to be a little naughty fun while I worked on my career. A sexy story I told my friends. But here I was yearning for Ben to slide my panties to the side and feel how wet he was making me.

Suddenly, he pulled away.

“Fuck, Evie.”

“I was just thinking about that.”

He laughed softly.

“And here I was thinking that my ‘taking dictation’ innuendo was the height of wordplay.”

“It wasn’t bad,” I joked.

“Let’s get business out of the way before we indulge in any more pleasure. Because Evie… if I touch you again, I’m going to bend you over my desk and fuck the absolute shit out of you.”

I licked my lips. How the fuck was I supposed to concentrate when he’d put that image in my head? Letting out a breath, I straightened my skirt.

“Okay. Yes. Let’s do that.”

Ben hesitated for a moment before moving back to his desk. Somehow, I knew he was just as distracted as I was.

Good.
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By the time I got home to my tiny apartment, I was exhausted. Marjorie hadn’t been kidding about the long hours. Groaning, I checked the time on my phone.

“Shit. It’ll be time to leave as soon as my head hits the pillow.”

It was an exaggeration since it was barely 11, but it felt that way. Sighing, I rushed to the shower. The warm water cascading over my body reminded me of Ben’s hands. As tired as I was, a part of me wished he were here to finish what he’d started.

Maybe tomorrow.

The thought made my pussy pulse with need. Would he lock the door or leave it slightly ajar so anyone could walk in on us? Would he cover my mouth while he filled me with his cock or dare me to scream so others could hear?

I shook my head and huffed out a breath. Fuck, this man was making me hornier than I’d ever been. Never in my life had I felt this attracted to someone. Then again, there was a huge difference between the boys my age and the man who had the confidence to kiss me like that in his office. Ben was the kind of man who knew exactly what he wanted and went for it.

And he wanted me.

Drying off, I pulled on a pair of comfortable pyjamas. Given how tired I was, it didn’t take long for sleep to pull me under. Unsurprisingly, my dreams were filled with Ben and all the ways I wanted him to fuck me.
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When I walked into Ben’s office the next morning, his gaze roved over my body like I was wearing nothing. Clearly, I wasn’t the only one who’d had naughty thoughts all night. He crooked a finger to call me over to his desk. I pushed the door closed before obeying.

He ran this thumb over my clothed inner thigh while peering at me. His touch burnt through my pants—sending shockwaves up to my pussy. Suddenly, the heat building in my body was too great for the cool air his AC pushed out.

“Mr. Dawes…” I whispered.

“I think you should definitely call me Ben.”

“Ben.”

I meant to indulge him but the feeling of his name on my tongue only made me crave his touch more. Clearing my throat, I tried to grab the threads of my thoughts.

“What if we get caught? The rules say there should be no relationships between coworkers. It’s even worse that you’re my boss. I’m just an assistant in my first week. I don’t want to lose this opportunity…”

I let the sentence trail off. It sounded so rational and yet so whiny. And it wasn’t what I wanted. Not really. Stopping this was the right thing to do so why did it feel so fucking wrong?

“The only thing you’re going to lose is your voice when I finally get a chance to fuck you like I want,” Ben said, chuckling.

My eyes widened but he was too busy looking at my pants to notice. His hand drifted up to my pussy to rub it through the soft cloth.

“I can’t decide if this is better or worse. I want to touch your bare skin but how much fun would it be to watch you get so wet that you soak through your pants?”

I squirmed.

“What is it? I can tell you want to say something.”

“My panties were drenched yesterday,” I replied with my cheeks growing hot.

His deep chuckle only worsened the situation.

“Are you wet now?”

“Yes.”

“Show me.”

Biting my lip, I looked back at the door. Ben was quick to turn my head back.

“No, no. Nobody else matters.”

I undid my pants and pulled down my panties quickly before I could change my mind. My bare ass was pressed into his desk as I spread my legs for him.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “I bet you taste as good as you look.”

The words had only registered in my mind before his lips were on my pussy. Pulling me closer, Ben slid his tongue between my folds to taste me. His moan vibrated against my heated skin.

“Jesus,” I sighed.

“I don’t know about him, but I can make you see God in a minute.”

His quip made me chuckle but not for long. Ben’s fingers slid inside my dripping wet pussy while he expertly teased my clit. I had a feeling that he could keep me on edge for hours if he wanted to. Fortunately for me, he wanted me to come. The way his fingers stroked my inner ridges made that obvious.

My clit throbbed and grew under his well-timed strokes. In moments, I was writhing on his desk to buck against my boss’ face. Absently, I wondered how he would look with my juices smeared all over his lips. Would he wipe it all off or keep just the slightest aroma of me so he could smell me again?

The thought made me dig my nails into the desk. Whatever it took to keep me from moaning my boss’ name for the whole goddamn floor to hear.

“Ben,” I whimpered. “Oh my God.”

My soft cries spurred his fingers and his tongue—sending me over the edge with an ease I didn’t know was possible. Gasping, I buried one hand in his hair and slapped the other over my mouth. Though Ben might like hearing me call for God, my new coworkers might feel a little bit differently.

Still, as pleasure surged through me, I had to bite my palm to stay quiet. I was a blubbering mess when Ben finally lifted his head.

“The answer is ‘yes’”, he said triumphantly.

“What?”

Laughing, he pulsed his fingers slowly inside me.

“About whether you taste as good as you look.”

“Oh,” I replied, my face heating again.

“And so hot and needy. The way your sweet little pussy squeezes my fingers tells me that you’d feel fucking amazing on my cock.”

How the hell did he switch to dirty talk so easily? If he kept it up, I wasn’t going to get any work done today.

“You’re driving me crazy.”

“Oh, Evie. I haven’t even started.” He gave me a mischievous grin as he pulled his fingers from me. Licking them slowly, he leaned back in his chair. “Let’s see what you have for me at the mid-day check-in.”

“Of course.”

I fixed my clothes under his watchful gaze. My eyes lingered on the bulge in his pants, but I didn’t say anything. Something told me that I’d get to see it soon enough.
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Though Ben hadn’t explicitly said he was going to have sex with me after lunch, my gut told me differently. We’d both had a hard time restraining ourselves this morning and God only knew how I’d managed to concentrate on anything during the day.

After finishing my lunch, I opted to not only brush my teeth but also to freshen up. Whatever Ben decided to do, I would be ready. Scrutinizing my reflection, I allowed myself a naughty smile. When I stepped into this building a couple of weeks ago for my interview, this was the last thing I expected to happen.

Fucking my boss like a little slut.

I snickered. It was the riskiest thing I’d ever done, and I couldn’t even tell my friends about it. Well, maybe in a few months, when we’d gotten it out of our systems.

If it goes away…

Licking my lips, I smoothed my hair down. This wasn’t the first time that thought had popped up. While it was easier to think of this as a fling, I couldn’t deny the pull between us. Every now and then I wondered about his life and how I fit in it. Where did he live? Did he have children? Is he even interested in relationships right now given how busy his work life was?

I sighed and closed my eyes. Taking a deep breath, I tried to get back to the present. Although I had developed a decent 5-year plan for my career, my personal life was another matter. Maybe now wasn’t the best time to start thinking about it, anyway.

Just enjoy the fun.

With that in mind, I headed for Ben’s office. As soon as I closed the door, he stepped out of another room.

“You have your own bathroom?” I asked incredulously.

“All the managers do. A nice little perk, I suppose.”

“I’d imagine.”

“Don’t worry. You’re going to appreciate that I have one by the time I’m done with you.” He pushed his chair aside and beckoned me over to his side of the desk. “Get over here.”

“You don’t want to hear my mid-day report?”

Taking my hand, he spun me around so that I was bent over the desk.

“You can try, if you want,” he said while pulling down my pants and panties.

“Oh!”

He unhooked my bra quickly to palm my full breasts. While stroking my nipples to hardness, he rocked his hips against my bare ass. The feeling of his erection made me whimper with need. He’d touched and tasted me to his pleasure, but I still hadn’t seen his cock. My mouth almost watered for it.

“You’re teasing me,” I said breathlessly.

Chuckling, Ben slid his fingers between my thighs to stroke my clit.

“Don’t you like being teased?” He pressed two fingers inside me to easily find my G-spot. “Or do you want me to take you rough and hard until you scream my name?”

Shit.

How the hell was I supposed to answer that? Of course, I wanted him to stroke me and get me dripping wet for him. But to finally feel his thick cock inside me—stretching my walls to my limits? Fuck, I needed it.

“I just need you inside me.”

“Beg me for it, then.”

“Please.”

He laughed softly.

“You can do better than that, Evie. Tell me what you want.”

My cheeks flushed as he used his other hand to tease my clit. The pleasure was building so fast that I was getting dizzy.

“I need your cock, Ben. Please. Give your fucking cock!”

I was pretty sure that anyone walking outside his office would have heard that last part, but his talented fingers made it hard to care.

“Since you asked so nicely…”

There was a flurry of movement behind me as he freed his cock. The few seconds where I was empty were absolute torture. Finally, his tip was inside, and I let out a moan. Immediately, I was impatient for more. Every inch of him belonged deep in my throbbing pussy.

Please don’t hold back.

I didn’t have to worry. Ben held my hips with a groan before pushing farther. His determined thrusts were a clear sign that he was as desperate to fill me as I was to have him. By the time he was buried to the hilt, I was softly moaning and pushing back on him. I thought he was going to tell me to beg for it again, but he didn’t. Instead, he accepted the silent pleas of my bucking hips.

“Evie, you feel so goddamn good on my cock. So wet. So hot. So fucking ready for my cum in your pretty little cunt.”

Whimpering, I dropped my head to the desk. Within moments, he pulled me back up by my ponytail.

“Shouldn’t you watch the door, Evie? What if someone walks in right now? You don’t even know if I have a meeting scheduled.”

My heart hammered. The idea of getting caught should fill me with fear. It only made me wetter as he fucked me. I imagined someone walking in and seeing the way his unabated thrusts made my breasts bounce. The way my fingers dug into the desk. The way Ben’s fingers still stroked my clit like he knew a special language of sex that I needed to learn.

“Fuck, Ben. Fuck. I’m coming. I’m coming. Fuck!”

And just like that, I shattered around his magnificent cock. His grip tightened on my hair for a moment before he groaned in climax. I moaned when his cock twitched inside me to fill me with cum.

“Good God, that was amazing,” he muttered.

“Do you really have a meeting?” I whispered.

“I do.”

“Oh my God.”

I laughed and waddled to the bathroom. It wasn’t until I was on the toilet that I realized we hadn’t used protection. Why the hell hadn’t we? I swore everything we did made it seem like we wanted to get caught. Shaking my head, I cleaned up as well as I could. Grabbing the air freshener, I returned to the office.

“What’s that for?” he asked.

“So, your office doesn’t smell like sex.”

“As opposed to sex and lilacs?”

Pursing my lips, I sprayed a little, anyway. The second I stepped out of the bathroom, there was a knock on his office door. I looked at him meaningfully and walked to open it. Even as he greeted the older blonde woman, his eyes were on me.

We’re going to get in so much trouble if we don’t behave.
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Thanks to a bunch of meetings, I hardly saw Ben for the rest of the day. That didn’t mean he wasn’t still on my mind when I got home. At least this time I was there by 9. Just as I got into some comfortable clothes, I heard a knock on my door. Raising an eyebrow, I tiptoed to look through the peephole.

My eyes widened when I saw Ben.

What the hell?

I opened the door and stood there silent. He gave me a lopsided smile while tilting his head to the side.

“Are you going to let me in?”

“Uhm… yeah, sure.”

He walked in as soon as I moved to the side. Turning around slowly, he scrutinized the studio.

“This is nice.”

“Thanks. So… I don’t mean to be rude but what are you doing here?”

Sighing, he raked his hands through his curls. I had a feeling that this was as close to being flustered as I would ever see him.

“I can’t stop thinking about you.”

“Because of today?”

“Yes. No. You’ve been on my mind ever since I saw you that morning at the café. I don’t want to wait until you come in to work to see you.”

“But the rules…”

“Fuck the rules, Evie.”

He swallowed any other protest I might have had when he pulled me in for a kiss. It was passionate. Punishing. All-consuming. When he lifted my top over my head to suck my nipple into his mouth, Ben sighed like he’d finally found what he was looking for. Craving more, I pushed my shorts and panties to the ground.

Ben pulled away to look at me.

“You’re so fucking beautiful.”

I grinned and reached for his jacket.

“Do you know how long I’ve waited to see what’s under all of this?”

Chuckling, he shrugged the jacket off and yanked at his tie.

“Am I wearing too many clothes for you? I can fix that.”

It didn’t take long for the rest of his clothes to join the jacket on the floor. Finally, I could take him all in. Even though I longed to have him balls-deep inside me again, I couldn’t help taking a moment to run my fingers over his toned chest. Not long after, my gaze was pulled downward to his bobbing cock.

Smiling, I wrapped my fingers around it. His velvety shaft throbbed under my palm.

“I’ve been longing for this, too.”

Keeping my eyes on him, I got to my knees. Though I didn’t have a lot of experience with blowjobs, the need to have him in my mouth was driving me crazy. As I trailed my tongue along the underside of his shaft, Ben’s jaw flexed from his clenched teeth.

“Damnit, Evie. You just keep surprising me.”

“You like it?”

“I love it.”

My heart fluttered at the word ‘love’ even though he was just talking about the way I slipped the tip of his cock into my mouth. I moved my hands along his length while slowly taking more and more of him past my lips. Given my lack of experience, it wasn’t surprising that I reached my limit in no time.

Still, Ben didn’t seem to mind. His moans filled the room as I tried my hardest not to gag. Soon, the salt of his precum settled on my tongue. I licked it away greedily and waited for more. My boss cursed before pulling my head back slowly by a fistful of my hair.

“You want me to come in that pretty mouth of yours, don’t you?”

I smiled instead of answering. Honestly, I wanted him to come in my pussy but there was something tempting about wrecking his control until he didn’t feel like he had a choice. He groaned.

“Up. Naughty girl.”

The beauty of a studio apartment was that it was easy to see where the bed was. Ben lifted me easily for a kiss again. When he lowered me onto the sheets, my body was on fire for him. Looking down at me, he slid two of his fingers inside me.

“So nice and wet for your boss. Do you like having me weak in the knees every time you walk into my office, Evie? Did that turn you on?”

I shivered. Never once had I thought my presence affected him that much.

“I didn’t know.”

He curled his fingers inside me.

“I find that so hard to believe. The way you looked at me in the café…”

It was hard to concentrate on what he was saying when his fingers were stroking me just the way I now knew I liked.

“I was just thinking about having sex with you.”

“Then you must think about that every time you see me.”

“Sometimes it crosses my mind when you’re not even in the room.”

Chuckling, he slowly pulled his fingers from me.

“I like the sound of that.”

As much as I wanted to continue the conversation, his cock stretching my walls brought all my thoughts to a halt. Moaning, I pulled him down again. I needed his tongue in my mouth—claiming every bit of me while he fucked me senseless. I wanted him to taste the moans he elicited.

Before long, we were moving together in a rhythm that had my mind and body whirling. His thick cock plunged deep into my welcoming pussy as I rolled my hips to match him.

“Fuck, Evie,” he moaned against my mouth.

“Come inside me, Ben. Fill me up with your fucking cum.”

“You want me to breed your tight cunt?”

“Yes!”

It was fucking madness, but I’d been far from sane since the moment we met. When I cried out in ecstasy, Ben wasn’t far behind. He yelled my name as he let his load loose inside me.

Holy shit.

Why did everything about us feel so right?
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About 30 minutes later, I was half asleep and curled up with Ben.

“Do you mind if I stay here tonight? It’s pretty late, and honestly, I’d much rather stay here with you than travel all the way to my house.”

“No, I’m happy to have you here. Won’t anyone… notice that you’re not home?”

“Is that your roundabout way of asking if I’m single?”

“Maybe.”

He chuckled.

“I’m single. No children. Nobody is going to care that I’m not home.”

“HR might care if we come in together in the morning, though.”

“So, let’s not go in together.” He lifted my chin to meet my sleepy gaze. “I know it’s against the company’s rules and I’m not interested in getting you into trouble. But I’m committed to finding a way to make this work, Evie. If you are.”

“I am. I don’t think we could stay away from each other if our lives depended on it. I’m actually pretty excited to see where things go with us.”

“Good. Now, go to sleep. You have a long day ahead of you tomorrow.”

“Is that because we have a lot of work to do or because you plan to fuck me before your meeting again?”

“I guess you’ll find out. Sleep.”

I snorted a laugh but settled in against him. While it had happened a lot faster than I fantasized, there was nowhere else I wanted to be. Only God knew how we were going to keep things a secret from HR, but Ben and I were going to find a way to work things out. One day, we might even get to the point where we didn’t have to hide.

Fingers crossed.

That was my last thought before finally falling asleep.
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

A smile crossed my face as I updated another client’s profile. While I’d tweaked the script that Ben had given me a little, it was still having the desired effect. The joy was still obvious on my face when I walked into his office.

“Well, that looks like good news.”

“It’s excellent news. I got Brad to sign.”

Ben’s face lit up, and he quickly moved from behind his desk to hug me.

“Good job! I knew you could do it.”

“Thank you.”

Although the hug started as professional, our bodies responded in the way they always did. His hands drifted from my back to cup my ass. I bit my lip and nuzzled his neck.

“If only I didn’t have a meeting in 10 minutes.”

“Oh, I can think of a few good things we could get done in that time.”

His laughter rumbled in his chest.

“How do you get naughtier and naughtier every day?”

Grinning, I rose to my toes to kiss him. Despite his reservations, he slid his hand under my skirt to cup my pussy. Even his tentative strokes on my clit made me whimper.

“Fuck, I wish I had time to ruin your panties.”

I groaned and stepped back. When I saw him six months ago, I never thought I’d grow to want him as much as I did. Yet here we were. It was taking more self-control than I thought possible not to get his cock out and take him in my mouth. I could almost taste him.

“Do you really have to be at that meeting?” I asked.

He let out a bark of laughter.

“I do. And even so, I don’t think I can tell them that I can’t be there because I really need to fuck my assistant.”

I pouted and played with the top button of my shirt. Ben’s eyes followed my seductive movements.

“Now, what’s the point of letting HR know we’re in a relationship if we can’t be naughty every now and then?”

Groaning, he yanked me forward. In seconds, two of his fingers were curled inside my needy pussy. He stroked me once. Twice. Three times before pulling them out. My legs trembled from how badly I wanted to be bent over his desk and thoroughly fucked.

Ben grinned while licking his fingers.

“That’s going to have to do until I see you later.”

“Fuck, that’s so far away.”

“But completely worth it.”

I nodded. It always was. And my gut told me that it always would be.

END


Bending over for my Boss
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Though Madison was only keeping up with the speed of all the other cars on the highway, it felt like we were hurtling through space. It didn’t help that the wind whipping through the windows basically held her brunette ponytail aloft. Taking a deep breath, I tried to loosen my grip on the passenger seat.

“You okay over there?” she asked.

“Mhm. Just… not used to all these cars. And horns. And people.”

She laughed heartily.

“Yeah, I know. It’s a lot to take in when you first get here, but you get used to it. I give you a year before you’re zipping down this same highway.”

I nodded slowly though it was doubtful. While a lot of my former college mates had stayed in the city after graduating, I’d packed everything up and gone home. The hectic schedule had taken its toll on me, and I’d simply needed a break from it all.

Unfortunately, what was supposed to be a tiny 3-month break at my parents’ house turned into a year and a half. Who knew that small towns didn’t need a lot of accountants? Well, I suspected but my hope outweighed my common sense for longer than I wanted to admit.

“I guess we’ll see.”

She risked a quick glance in my direction.

“You’re not getting homesick already, are you?”

“Absolutely not,” I replied with a soft chuckle. “Even if I were, my mother would never let me back in so soon. She saw me struggle with a bunch of dead-end jobs that were unrelated to what I actually wanted to do. Moving here with no guarantee of a job is a little crazy, but it would be worse to stay at home.”

Madison nodded.

“Right. And it’s not that crazy. You have a plan and a bunch of interviews lined up. I’m not the numbers girl but it seems like the odds are in your favour.”

“Technically, but you know…”

“Right.” She reached over to squeeze my knee. “You know what you need, Isla?”

“A therapist?”

“Yes, but also a night out at a fancy-ish restaurant.”

“Madison! I could never ask you to do that.”

“Uhm, you didn’t ask. I offered.”

I shook my head.

“It’s enough that you’re letting me stay with you for what I’m sure is nowhere near what the rent actually is until I find a job.”

“Oh, calm down. It’s not like I’m taking you to a five-star place. I just want you to have some fun before your first interview in a couple of days.”

“All right. You’re right. It’s been a while since I did anything fun.”

“Excellent.”

Her satisfied smile made me giggle before turning to look out the window again. Everything seemed so fast-paced here, but I would figure it out. I had to.
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A few hours later, I was much more relaxed after some good food and strong drinks. Sipping a fruity concoction that Madison had convinced me to try, I snickered.

“I don’t think I’ve ever had this much to drink. In college, I was focused on studying and I was too damn stressed about money when I was at home.”

Madison quickly clapped her hands in mostly silent applause and grinned.

“Good. The next thing on the list is a one-night stand because I’m pretty sure you haven’t done that, either.”

I threw my head back and cackled. My outburst earned enough stares for me to wave a tipsy apology to the other diners.

“How can you be so sure?” I asked.

“Well, did you?”

“Does ghosting a guy I was dating after having sex with him once count?”

“No. And was it that bad?”

“No! It was fine. I just realized he was taking up too much of my time when finals were just around the corner. You know I couldn’t take any chances with my scholarship.”

Snorting, Madison shook her head.

“You’re lucky that it’s getting late and I know how tired you are, or I would bring you to the nearest bar to find somebody.”

“Oh Jeez. Well, let’s get out of here before I take you up on that.”

“Nope. We’ve both had too much to drink for that. It’s time to pay the bill and call a car.”

“All right. I’m going to the bathroom. I’ll be right back.”

“Mhm.”

Despite all the drinks coursing through my system, I found the bathroom easily. I even managed to walk in a straight line. Mostly. Once I was done, I washed my hands and peered at my reflection. Although I was tipsy, my cheeks were flushed while my eyes looked vibrant.

Not bad.

Grinning, I made my way back to Madison. I was almost at the table when an older man who was standing nearby caught my eye. His genuine smile brought a sparkle to his light blue eyes that stopped me in my tracks. Though his look was casual, he was the best dressed person from the group he was focused on.

When his tongue flicked out to lick his lips, I swallowed. For years, my anxiety had kept me from being as spontaneous as everyone else. Now, I was standing in a restaurant staring at a stranger’s lips while wondering what it would feel like to kiss him. Old me would have analysed the pros and cons to death. But new me?

I strode forward to stand in front of the stranger. He quirked an eyebrow, but I didn’t give him a chance to ask any questions. Getting on my tiptoes, I pressed my lips to his. My heart leapt when he responded. The tip of his tongue slipped into my mouth, and I moaned.

Goddamn.

Sighing, I broke our embrace. I met his quizzical stare with a grin and then raced back to Madison.

“We have to get out of here!” I hissed.

“Why? What happened?”

“I just kissed some random guy.”

“Isla!”

“I know, I know. Let’s just go.”

Giggling like teenagers, we rushed outside. Fortunately, our car was already there to whisk us home.
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Madison and I had as much fun as we could on the weekend, but the new week meant that it was time to get serious. She’d gone to work, and I was moments away from my first interview. As soon as the time on my phone clicked over to 9:00 am, a short, curvy blonde ushered me inside a medium-sized meeting room.

One by one, the four of them introduced themselves. The HR manager invited me to sit while a fifth man walked into the room. I stood to shake his hand and my eyes widened. Although I’d been a little tipsy when I kissed him, the drinks didn’t affect my memory.

No fucking way.

Swallowing, I gave him a professional smile. He returned but it was impossible to miss the familiar twinkle in his eyes. Without skipping a beat, he introduced himself as Michael Terry. I took a deep breath before sitting again. I’d been prepared for just about anything except this.

Am I screwed?

While I had a couple of other interviews lined up, this company was the best fit for me. The average salary was better than the others and Bellers’ reputation meant the world when it came to landing other jobs. After all my research and planning, how the hell was one stupid kiss going to burn everything to the ground?

Still, I kept a smile on my face and answered all their questions. Michael had been quiet for most of the interview, but I kept waiting for him to blow everything up. Finally, he cleared his throat.

“Miss Dixon?”

“Yes, Mr. Terry.”

“I can see from your resume that you’ve always done well in Math. You’ve even been involved in several Math-related clubs and tournaments. You could have chosen any number of careers. Why accounting?”

I swallowed my trepidation as I came up with an answer. While it was good to be truthful, it wouldn’t help if it sounded like I was only telling them what they wanted to hear.

“Honestly, I wasn’t sure until I got a chance to intern for a small company in my hometown. Helping them make sense of their numbers really opened my eyes. From that day, I knew it was what I wanted to do.”

Though his nod was professional, I didn’t miss the small twitch of his lips.

Nailed it.

The HR manager turned to me and smiled.

“Okay, Miss Dixon. How about you give us a moment? You can have a seat in the reception area.”

“Sure!” I replied, smiling.

I managed to keep my face neutral even though my stomach was flip-flopping. It was hard to tell if the fact that they wanted me to wait around was a good sign or not. They might just want to get the rejection over with, so I wasn’t hopeful. Painful but efficient.

Although I couldn’t focus on anything, I scrolled through my emails to pass the time. After about 10 minutes, I heard my name in the familiar and arousing drawl.

“Miss Dixon?”

“Mr. Terry,” I replied while rising.

“Aniya wanted to tell you this herself, but I volunteered since I’m the head of the department. How would you like to start next week?”

“I would love to!”

Smiling, he extended his hand for me to shake. Once I took it, he pulled me closer.

“Does this qualify for another one of those sexy kisses or do you only reserve that for strangers in restaurants?”

My face grew hot even as he appraised me.

“I was hoping you wouldn’t remember that.”

“Well, it’s not every day a woman who’s at least a decade younger than me just kisses me like that.”

I chuckled softly.

“I definitely don’t do that every day.”

Folding his arms, he leaned on the wall.

“So, what happened that night?”

“Likely a combination of alcohol and thoughts of being spontaneous for once in my life.”

“Okay. That’s fair. I look forward to seeing your spontaneous side a bit more once you’re here. Look out for an email later in the day for a few items you’ll need to bring with you next Monday.”

“Okay, I will.”

He gave me one last once-over before turning on his heel. As I headed for the elevator, I had to wonder what he meant by seeing more of my spontaneous side. Did he think that I was going to kiss him again? I smiled and shook my head.

Maybe I will.
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I dropped onto my chair with a sigh. My first day of work had been an unexpected flurry of activity. My tiny cubicle might be one in about twenty on the floor but at least it felt like personal space. Rubbing my eyes, I finally turned on the computer I’d been assigned. Thankfully, logging in was a breeze and IT had set things up already.

The first thing I did was check my inbox for any new emails. My eyes widened when I saw one from Michael. He wanted to meet with me at 3. Of course, that was only 5 minutes away.

Goddamnit.

I grabbed the brand-new notepad I’d gotten at some point this morning and a pen. As an afterthought, I popped a stick of gum into my mouth. Just because it had been a long day, it didn’t mean that my breath had to smell like it.

Michael beckoned me to the only chair in front of his desk. While he finished a phone call, I looked around the room. Unlike me, he had more than enough space to personalize his office. Within moments, I caught myself looking for pictures of a wife or some kids. For some reason, I was pleased to find neither.

“So how has your first day been?”

“A little hectic but good,”

“Yes. The onboarding process is a lot, but you’ll appreciate how easy everything is in a couple of days,” he said with a grin.

“I can see that.”

“Anyway, you’re probably wondering why I wanted to meet with you.”

To get another kiss?

The errant thought made me drop my gaze to his lips. Immediately, my cheeks coloured. Fortunately, Michael kept talking.

“Based on your resume and what you said in the interview, I figured that you like puzzles.”

“I do.”

“Great! We have a new client. It’s a small business and they’ve been doing their books in-house, but they think it’s time to bring in the professionals. First, because they’re planning to expand in the next 6 months and second because their 5-year plan includes becoming a publicly traded company.”

My eyes widened.

“That’s a pretty sweet goal for a small business.”

“Agreed. But before they can get there, they need someone who’s good with numbers to – and excuse the bad language – unfuck their accounting. A family friend was doing it, but his experience is really just high school courses and articles he read online.”

“Oh God.”

“Exactly. I don’t know what you’ll find but I’m pretty sure, it won’t be pretty.”

I rubbed my hands in glee.

“I’m excited about it already.”

“I like the sound of that. I’ll shoot you an email with the details so you can access their information on the system.”

“Thank you.”

We sat in silence for a moment. The intensity of his gaze made me squirm in my seat. Finally, he spoke.

“You intrigue me, Isla.”

It was the first time he hadn’t addressed me by my last name and my heart fluttered. There was something about the way my name sounded in his low voice that sent shivers down my spine. Clearing my throat, I tried to distract myself from the steady pulse building between my thighs.

“Why do you say that?”

He rose slowly. When he stood in front of me, I had to lean back in the chair and tilt my head to meet his eyes. They were dark with desire.

“Would it surprise you to know that I haven’t been able to stop thinking about our kiss?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

If he heard my reply, he didn’t acknowledge it. Instead, he held my chin and ran his thumb over my lips.

“I keep thinking that I must be imagining how good those lips felt on mine. How wonderful you tasted when you let my tongue into your mouth. And how long my cock stayed hard after you ran away.”

I swallowed.

“I’m sorry I made you so uncomfortable.”

“You didn’t make me uncomfortable, Isla,” he said, chuckling. “You set me on fire in a way that I haven’t felt in years. Maybe ever.”

Taking my hand, he guided me to stand. I knew it was coming though he never said a word. Our lips met when I tipped up at the same time that he bent his head. This time, I couldn’t blame the way his tongue explored my mouth on alcohol. It was the pure, unadulterated desire that coursed through my body. And his.

Michael pulled me closer as I wound my arms around his neck. Kissing him the first time was an impulsive action that I’d barely thought about for two seconds. Our second kiss was the result of hours of yearning that had clearly plagued him as much as it had me.

And having him squeeze my ass before pulling up my skirt was only making things worse. I shifted my legs apart without thinking. Whatever he wanted to do, I was ready. Groaning, he pulled my panties aside to slide his finger along my slippery lips.

Fuck me. When did I get so wet?

I’d been so lost in Michael’s kiss that my body’s response took me by surprise. I was dripping for him. Absolutely soaked and ready.

“Jesus, Isla,” he muttered against my lips. “You’re so fucking wet for me. It’s taking every bit of self-control I have not to sink my cock inside you right now.”

I let out a shuddering breath. The newly awakened part of me was screaming for him to bend me over his desk and fuck me right there. To hell with the rules and being professional. But I knew better than to say that. There would be consequences if we crossed that line. Mostly for me.

Shaking my head, I moved my hands from his shoulders and stepped back shakily.

“I don’t want to get caught.”

“Trust me, neither do I.” He took my hand and placed it on his erection. “But fuck, it’s hard to stay away from you.”

He took a deep breath and marched back to his chair. I fixed my clothes quickly and then grabbed the stationery I’d brought in.

“I’ll—uhm, look out for that email.”

“Of course. I’m sending it now.”

Our words were professional but if my expression looked anything like his, that was where it ended. Even if we weren’t saying it, our bodies knew that we’d unlocked something that wouldn’t stay hidden. Not for long.
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Michael hadn’t been wrong about the new client’s accounts being a fucking mess. Fortunately, for them, I was always a genius at puzzles. It only took three days for me to make sense of things. As I stared at the report, though, butterflies took flight in my stomach.

Though I’d used my new workload as an excuse to avoid being alone with Michael, it was gone now. Worse yet, it would be suspicious if I didn’t present the finished report to him. Even though the system would alert him that I was done, the meeting was mandatory.

Maybe I can wait until the end of the day.

Chances were high that he wouldn’t want to keep me much longer past closing time.

Or we’ll both be stupid and take advantage of a mostly empty department.

Sighing, I gathered my notes. Regardless of how I felt, I needed to be professional. At least, until Michael kissed me again. For the thousandth time in the many hours that had passed since that evening, my cheeks grew hot. It was as if I could still feel his fingers gathering my juices as his tongue explored my mouth.

Just the memory almost had me drenching my panties again. Taking a deep breath, I marched toward Michael’s office. The longer I put it off, the more likely it was that I’d find some inane reasons to wait until another day.

Still, when I knocked on the door, I hoped he wouldn’t answer. My wish wasn’t granted.

“Come in.”

I kept my eyes down when walking into the office. Even then the heat of his lustful gaze seemed to burn into my bones.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Terry. I wanted to present a summary of my report on the new client’s account.”

“Okay. Is there a reason you’re staring at my floor?”

His voice held just a hint of irritation, but it made me look at him, anyway.

“Not really.”

Placing his elbows on the desk, he rested his chin in his hands.

“Are you hoping that we won’t repeat our last kiss if you don’t look at me?”

“Maybe.”

“All right.” He tapped his desk. “Come here. I promise I won’t look in your eyes.”

I knew doing what he said was simply asking for trouble and yet, I went. As soon as I perched on his desk, he started to unbutton my shirt. I’d only gotten through the first line of my report when he unhooked my bra to take my nipple into his mouth. My breathing hitched as he used his fingers to stroke the other nipple hard.

Though I doubted he was listening, I kept reading my notes. My voice trembled but it didn’t compare to the way my skin tingled when he pressed my thighs apart. While pulling my panties to the side, Michael didn’t lose his focus on my nipples. Groaning, he moved to swirl his tongue around the one that was already aching from his fingers’ teasing.

“Mr. Terry,” I sighed.

He chuckled while sliding his finger inside me.

“I’m about to finger fuck you until you can’t even think, Isla. I think you can call me Michael.”

I didn’t know which part of that sentence to focus on first. Better yet, I could simply stop thinking altogether and enjoy the tantalizing way his finger moved in my pulsing pussy. My notes sat forgotten in my hands as he added another finger inside me.

“Do you like the way I’m stretching your tight pussy, or do you want more?”

“I don’t know…”

How did he even expect me to answer him when he kept stroking me like that? Pleasure was spreading through my body like lava escaping from a volcano. But my indecision didn’t stop him from spreading me with a third. I whimpered from the slight sting.

Would his cock do the same?

I had to think that he was preparing my pussy for whatever hid inside his pants. But that would be another day. My boss had made no movements to unzip and fuck me so clearly his aim was to please me. And fuck, he was good at it.

“You really want to come, don’t you? Your needy little cunt is sucking on my fingers like it wants me to fuck you.” He moved his hand faster until the sound of my wet pussy taking his fingers filled his office. “You want me deeper. Harder. Faster. Until my hand is dripping wet.”

My only answer was a soft moan. Throwing my head back, I ground my hips against his hand. In the few times I’d had sex, my brain never turned off. It led to me being too self-conscious to really enjoy myself. Somehow, my desire for Michael had burnt through my reservations. I didn’t care that he saw how desperate I was to come for him.

“Michael…” I whispered.

“Are you going to come for me, Isla?”

“Yes.”

But not yet. I was so close to falling over that cliff of climax. Then Michael started to slowly stroke my clit. That was all it took for me to hit the peak I craved. Moaning and writhing on his desk I finally came.

“Fuck, yes,” Michael said.

Shuddering, I slowly rose up on my elbows.

“You see why I didn’t want to look at you?” I asked.

“Oops.” He bent to retrieve my papers from the ground. “You can still finish your report, if you want.”

My gaze flicked to his hand still embedded between my thighs.

“Uhm… don’t you want to move your hand?”

“No.”

My jaw dropped but he only gave me a mischievous grin.

“Fine.”

I found where I’d left off and started reading again. It didn’t take long for Michael to move his fingers. At this rate, giving my report was going to take forever. I didn’t mind.
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I blinked at the message on my phone. It still didn’t change. What the hell did Michael mean by “I’m outside” and why was he here?

“Are you okay?” Madison asked.

“Hmm? Uhm… yeah. Just an unexpected text from work.”

“Oh okay. Nothing bad, I hope.”

“No. I just need clarification.”

I hadn’t told her about Michael and the longer I waited, the harder it got to say the words. Sure, she’d encouraged me to live a little but that probably didn’t include screwing my new boss.

“Okay. Are you ready?”

My phone pinged again, and I read the message quickly.

“No, you go ahead. It looks like one of my coworkers is in the area and is offering me a ride.”

“Oh, that’s cool. Look at you making friends already.”

Smiling, I shook my head.

“They probably just want to talk about a project we’re working on before we have to present it to our boss.”

“Oh. Well, a ride is a ride, I guess. I’ll see you later.”

I watched her walk out the door before grabbing my bag. Michael’s car was exactly where he said it would be in the parking lot. I got in quickly.

“What are you doing here?” I asked softly.

He shook his head.

“I was on my way to work and couldn’t stop thinking about you, so I kept driving.”

“You went out of your way to—”

He cut off the rest of my question a kiss. Though we tried, it was hard to close the distance between us with the gearstick and handbrake in the way. Groaning in frustration, Michael pulled away.

“Take your panties off and come sit on my lap.”

I acted without hesitation. Reaching under my flared skirt, I pulled off my panties and climbed on top of him. Within moments, he’d freed his thick cock. It was only half-hard, but I already knew it was more than I’d ever taken before.

No wonder he wanted to stretch me with three fingers.

Stroking himself slowly, he pressed his thumb into my mouth.

“Get it nice and wet.”

Once I’d licked it thoroughly, he started to tease my clit. Sucking on my bottom lip, I reached for his cock. If he was going to turn me on, I wanted him hard and throbbing in my hand. Of course, I didn’t realize that making him groan and slightly buck into my hand would have me dripping wet in no time.

“Fuck, Isla. I need you.”

He pulled me into position over his length before guiding it inside me. I cried out as he stretched me impossibly wide. My pussy throbbed while trying to accommodate the man who shouldn’t even be here. And yet, I wanted more of him. I didn’t stop rocking my hips until my thighs slapped against his.

As my inner walls pulsed around his thick cock, I leaned in for a kiss. Kneading my ass, Michael invited my tongue into his mouth while spurring me to ride him. I’d never really done it well before, but I trusted him to guide me. Soon, we built to a steady pace in the car that I was sure had it rocking in the parking lot.

We’d avoided getting caught at work, but I doubted it would be any easier to explain why I was fucking my boss in front of my apartment complex. Growling, Michael grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled my head back. His eyes burnt into mine as he started to slam upward into me.

“I knew your pussy would be heaven, Isla. I could spend the whole day with my cock buried inside you.”

I swallowed.

“I’ve never felt so good.”

Grinning, he slipped his other hand between us to slowly stroke my clit. The resulting sensation was fucking maddening, and I wanted to scream. The more my pleasure grew, the less I cared about being caught. I just wanted to Michael’s name dripping from my lips when I came on his cock.

“God, you’re beautiful when you come for me.”

I shuddered from pleasure instead of replying. My orgasm spiralled uncontrollably to its peak while I matched Michael’s pace. My body stiffened for a moment before collapsing against him. Panting, I rested my head on his shoulder. When I finally sat up to look at him, my eyes widened. His cock was still hard inside my dripping pussy.

“You didn’t come?” I asked in disbelief.

“What’s so wrong with wanting to savour the feeling of your cunt gripping my cock?”

My face grew hot, but I smiled, anyway.

“We’re going to be late for work.”

Stroking my clit, Michael licked his lips.

“Fuck work.”

My rational side reminded me how dangerous those words were, but another side was far more vocal. It wanted me to stay impaled on my hot as fuck boss’ cock until neither of us could think straight.

“What would you prefer to be doing right now?” he asked while fucking me harder. “Doing numbers or having me fill your sweet pussy with my cum?”

Holy fuck.

“The second one,” I whispered.

Michael chuckled.

“No, no. I need to hear the words, Isla. Tell me what you want.”

With ecstasy flooding my veins again, I didn’t even have the resolve to protest.

“I want you to fill my pussy with your cum.”

“Such a naughty girl. Begging for her boss’ cum.”

“Oh God,” I cried out as I came again.

This time, Michael wasn’t far behind. He grunted and groaned under me while his cock twitched to spurt his cum inside my pussy.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” he said.

“Mhm.”

Clearing my throat, I got ready to climb off him. Michael grabbed my hips to hold me in place.

“Where are you going?”

“I need to clean up before we get to work.”

“I thought you were worried about being late,” he said with a grin.

I peered at him with widened eyes.

“You can’t mean—”

“You’re going to keep my cum inside you, Isla. I’m going to call the new client with the good news about their account and you’re going to answer any questions they have with my cum dripping out of your pretty pussy. Is that clear?”

It sounded like a question though it really wasn’t. Worse yet, the thought of it made my heart race.

“Okay,” I finally replied.

“Good.”

With that, he let me go so I could climb into the passenger seat. I put my panties back on while he placed the call. A woman’s high-pitched voice squeaked through the speakers when it connected. As Michael made the introductions, I fought the urge to unzip his pants again.  He might want me flustered when talking to the client, but I was starting to wonder how well he could carry on a conversation with his cock in my mouth.

Good God, I’m becoming such a slut for my boss.

“Yes. I’ll let Isla explain that part,” he said.

Clearing my throat, I launched into an in-depth explanation of how I’d unravelled the company’s messy books. In the middle of it, I made the mistake of looking at Michael. Though he was silent, his eyes clearly told me how much he wanted to be back inside me. My heart skipped a beat as I fumbled my words.

I kept my eyes down for the rest of the conversation but that didn’t mean I couldn’t feel his eyes on me. How the hell were we going to keep our hands off each other?
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Though Michael didn’t take me to work the next day, he invited me to spend the night with him. Since Madison wasn’t around for me to tell her where I was going, I would have to talk to her in the morning. My horny boss insisted that I carry a change of clothes so we could easily leave for work in the morning.

Of course, that was the last thing on my mind as I walked around Michael’s house. Calling it exquisite was an understatement.

“Your house is so beautiful. It feels like I’m in a completely different part of the country.”

“Thank you. The architect is a friend of mine and when he told me about his vision, I said I wanted it. I didn’t know how the hell I was going to afford it at the time, but I knew I had to have it.”

Peering at the high, vaulted ceilings that complemented the open concept perfectly, I had to agree it was an excellent choice. Though I should know better, I was already entertaining visions of making breakfast in the kitchen that was a masterpiece of white cabinets and stainless steel appliances.

“Well, you made the right decision.”

I wandered over to the sliding glass door that separated the living room from the back patio. The water in the backlit swimming pool shimmered like an invitation. Unsurprisingly, I could see myself there, too.

“I usually move quickly when I see something or someone that I want,” Michael said as he slipped his arms around my waist.

“Even if you don’t know how things are going to work out?”

He moved his hands to my shoulders so he could turn me around.

“I’ve learnt enough about life to know that things often don’t ‘just work out’, Isla. You make things work, if you really want to.”

“And you want to?”

Cupping my face, Michael kissed me softly.

“I want this more than anything.”

“Even though we might get in trouble?”

Michael chuckled.

“I think what we have is worth any trouble that might come our way.”

He lifted me into his arms easily for a deeper kiss before I could say anything else. Soon, he had climbed the stairs to bring me into his bedroom. Now that we were in a private space, I didn’t have to worry about being caught. Still, that didn’t slow the urgency of our hands as we stripped.

My eyes wandered over his toned body but eventually settled on his cock. It felt as if I’d waited forever to see it again. Our time in his car had been sexy but rushed. Having the luxury of taking it in my hands made my head spin. Without thinking, I dropped to my knees before him.

Michael groaned softly.

“I can’t tell you how many times I’ve thought about you sucking my cock since I met you.”

Looking up at him, I licked his tip. My experience with giving blow jobs was limited to one time with my first boyfriend but my hot boss didn’t have to know that. Besides, his thick, veiny cock was just begging to be worshipped.

I kept watching him as I stroked his shaft and took more of him in my mouth. Soon, he started to slowly thrust past my lips—dripping his tasty cum on my tongue. Swallowing what he gave, I bobbed my head on him with more urgency. I craved more of him even if it meant gagging on his cock.

But then he cupped the back of my head. His movements grew deeper and harder. My lips stretched around him as he fucked my throat.

Holy shit.

While I gagged a little, it wasn’t hard to relax my throat to take all of him. Spit dribbled past my lips with Michael’s increasing pace.

“Oh fuck, Isla. Fuck,” he moaned. “Are you ready to take my cum down your throat like a good fucking girl?”

I couldn’t answer but he didn’t need one. My low hum around his cock was all he needed. Hot ropes of cum splashed down my throat in no time. Michael’s grip tightened on my hair while his balls rested on my chin. He peered down at me adoringly with his cock twitching in my mouth.

“You just have a knack for knowing how to please me, don’t you?” he asked.

Reluctant to let his cock free, I nodded slowly. He grinned and stroked my cheek. Time stretched on as we stayed like that until he started to harden in my mouth again.

“You like being on my knees for me, Isla?”

I nodded.

“How about turning around and spreading your legs for me?”

Without a word, I obeyed. Not only did I open my legs, I reached around to hold my cheeks apart.

“Fuck,” he growled.

He didn’t have to tell me how much he appreciated my presentation. It was obvious in the way he pushed deep inside my wet pussy in one single thrust. My lips parted in a shameless cry as he filled me completely. Though I ached, my boss wasn’t going to wait for my body to adjust. I didn’t want him to.

With one hand on my shoulder and the other gripping my hip, Michael slammed into me over and over. It was a difference from the way he liked to tease me and fuck, I loved it. It was just another way for him to drive me absolutely crazy.

“Oh shit. Michael. Oh, God.”

His only response was to fuck me even harder. The hard tiles made my knees ache, but I was too caught up in pleasure to care. While the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room, my loud moans added to the naughty music we made.

“Fuck, I’d love to hear you moan like this in my office.”

The thought set me on fire even though we knew it was impossible. Weren’t we trying not to get caught? Still, the image of being bent over his desk and thoroughly fucked sent thrills down my spine.

Maybe one day. After hours.

But right now, I didn’t have to worry about that. I could push back on him to match his maddening pace and scream in ecstasy as much as I wanted. Or needed. Because it felt so much like a need to have him balls deep inside my needy pussy—his cock hitting all the right spots and then some.

“Michael…” I moaned again.

“Come for me, Isla.”

Those words were my fucking undoing. Screaming, I came. My boss wasn’t far behind. He roared my name while pumping me full of cum. I sighed with contentment and pressed my heated forehead against the cool tile. Moments later, Michael kissed the back of my neck while slowly rubbing my ass.

“What is it about you that makes me want to spend every second like this?” he asked.

“I don’t know but I feel the same way.”

“Are you still worried about how to handle things at work?”

“Of course.”

“I’ll figure it out, I promise.”

“I know.”

And I believed him. This relationship might have started out with a random kiss but neither of us could deny what it had become. We had to figure it out because our need for each other wasn’t going anywhere.

“Ready to get on the bed?”

“Is it your bedtime?” I teased.

“I don’t remember saying anything about fucking sleeping.”

I grinned.

“Good.”
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

Janice leaned on my desk and pouted. It always amused me how she could go from professional woman to pouty cheerleader in a second.

“Are you sure you can’t dump this work on the new guy and come out with us?” she asked while twirling her blonde ponytail.

I giggled.

“Sorry. Mr. Terry assigned it to me personally and the last thing I want to do is piss off my boss.”

Sighing, she rolled her eyes.

“Fine. I understand. It’s always more fun when you’re at Friday Fun-day, but there’s always next week, I guess.”

“Yup!”

She gave me an exaggerated wave before grabbing her bag. Even though I’d watched most people from the office leave, I still waited another 15 minutes before rushing to Michael. He was walking out of his bathroom when I got there.

“Hi,” he said. “Are they all gone?”

“Uh-huh.”

“About goddamn time.”

Smiling, I pulled my skirt up and yanked my panties off. Michael plucked it from my hands.

“Well, fuck. These are soaked.”

“What did you expect? You’ve been teasing me with sexy messages all day.”

He stepped closer and cupped my pussy.

“Is my naughty little accountant dying for a good fucking?”

“From you? Always.”

Sure, we could wait until we got home but we never really got over the thrill of office sex. While the managers who needed to know about us had been informed, a lot of people still didn’t know. Michael had promised to keep it that way but God, it was hard. I wanted to fuck him every time we saw each other.

Just as he unzipped his pants to free his cock, the phone rang. He groaned but moved toward it, anyway.

“Hello?”

He looked at me with a sigh. Obviously, it wasn’t going to be a short call. Shrugging, I sat on the chair in front of his desk. Michael raised an eyebrow and called me over with a crook of his finger. When I walked over to him, he pointed to his rock-hard cock.

Fuck me.

Swallowing, I turned my back to him and guided his cock inside me. My pulsing muscles welcomed him home. The more he filled me, the more goosebumps flushed across my skin. Still, Michael continued to talk to his client. I didn’t know how he was able to concentrate when I already felt like I was going to lose it.

While clutching the phone, he stroked my clit expertly. I didn’t want to get him in trouble, but I couldn’t help rolling my hips to get more of him. Looking back at him, I smiled at the heat in his gaze. My boss was dying to truly fuck me. I slowed my movements while unbuttoning my shirt. Michael licked his lips at the sight of my breasts.

Holding his gaze, I teased my nipples to hardness. Michael’s jaw flexed.

“You know what, Kirk? You’re bringing up some good points, and I think it’s a good idea for me to dig into things a little deeper and get back to you in the morning. How does that sound?”

Kirk must have agreed because he placed the handset in its cradle a few seconds later.

“Someone’s feeling a little bit naughty today, I see.”

“Maybe.”

Scoffing, he moved quickly to bend me over his desk. He slammed to the hilt again.

“Do you know what happens when you tease me like a slut, Isla? You get fucked like one.”

He grabbed a fistful of my hair while playing with my nipples. As much as I’d craved him all day, this was searing my senses in all the best ways. Michael’s thighs slapped against my ass in a dizzying rhythm that made me want to scream. I wanted the whole floor to know that my boss was fucking me like a little slut in his office.

But nobody is supposed to know.

Nobody is supposed to know how often I’d had his cock buried inside my cunt in this office. How often I’d touched myself to the sound of his voice over the phone. How often I worked at my desk with his cum pooling in my ruined panties.

Michael’s hand moved from my hair to my throat—resting there to keep me in place. Although the side of his desk bit into my thighs, I only cared about the way his relentless thrusts were pushing me over the edge. Clawing at the desk, I bit back the moans that were threatening to overwhelm me.

And then there was no holding back. My moans slithered into the air along with his groans—signalling how close we were to climax. It was what we’d been building up to all day.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Michael mumbled.

We exploded in ecstasy at the same time. My pussy milked his cock while he filled me up. Micheal pulled me back into the chair while still inside me.

“Fuck, I’ll never get tired of breeding your sweet pussy.”

“You’d better not.”

He stroked my nipple lazily.

“You’re never getting rid of me, Isla.”

Sighing, I dropped the back of my head on his shoulder.

“I never want to.”

We sat spent on his chair as if we were at home instead of in his office. The truth was it didn’t matter where we were as long as we were together. My sexy boss and I were inseparable.

END


Under the Desk for my Boss
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My phone’s battery grew hot while I swiped through the dating app I’d just downloaded. Despite its popularity, the options were slim in my town. None of them interested me. Groaning, I took another sip of my soda.

“What are you staring at?” Eden asked.

“This stupid dating app.”

My friend snorted while taking the seat across from me. When she handed me the bag I’d used to save her spot, I took it without looking up.

“Finally deciding to get a social life?”

I sighed and put my phone down.

“I don’t even know what I want, to be honest.”

“A distraction from the chaos at work?”

“Ugh,” I said while rubbing my eyes. “I knew my boss’ resignation was going to cause a problem, but I didn’t think it would be this bad.”

“Wasn’t his replacement supposed to be there by now?”

Popping a fry into my mouth, I nodded slowly.

“They keep talking about how he’s going to put us back on track, but he has to finish his current project first.”

“He must be in high demand. Or completely crazy to take on companies that are obviously floundering.”

“Maybe he likes a challenge,” I said hopefully.

Eden shrugged and tucked her auburn curls behind her ear.

“Well, I can’t help you with your work stuff, but I might have an answer for your dating app issues.”

“Really?”

She unlocked her phone to show me an app icon marked with a stylized ‘Q’.

“There’s a new app called ‘QuickFriends’. It’s not meant for anything serious. As a matter of fact, it even has a section for people who are just passing through town.”

I quirked an eyebrow and looked it up. Despite only being a few months old, the reviews were fairly solid. They praised the selection and security—factors that definitely interested me. I’d never been interested in one-night stands, but what the hell else did I have time for right now? Besides, I just needed someone to remind me what it was like to be touched and held. It had been almost two years since my last and only boyfriend.

“Okay. I have it. I’ll set it up later and see what comes up.”

Eden grinned and swirled the straw in her drink.

“Hopefully, you’ll have as much luck as I did on my last trip.”

“Eden!” I gasped. “Is that how you met the guy with the talented tongue?”

“Hey, you never know who might be passing through town when you need them.”

I laughed so hard that my sides started to hurt.

“You know what? I’m going to start setting this up now. If I’m lucky, I might have someone in mind by the time I get home.”

“I hope so.”
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Even though I got home later than expected, my excitement about trying the app hadn’t waned. As soon as I’d showered and eaten a sandwich, I opened the app. I took a deep breath and scrolled through the potential matches. A few of them were good, but something I couldn’t identify was missing.

Maybe I should try something new.

While I’d always stuck to guys in my age group, it couldn’t hurt to mix things up. After all, the whole point of being on this app was to get out of my comfort zone, right? Pursing my lips, I changed the age range to guys who were in their 30s and 40s. Immediately, the pool became much wider.

I’d admired an older man or two when I was in college, but these men were on a different level. Where the fuck did all these hot guys come from?  Then I paused on one of them. It was hard to pinpoint what caught my eye. It could have been the slight tan or his striking blue eyes. Maybe the way his lips curled into a smirk that suggested he knew exactly what I wanted, though I wasn’t sure yet.

The way his unbuttoned shirt hinted at his toned chest didn’t hurt either. Swallowing, I started to imagine having his large, veined hands travelling all over my body.

Jared.

“Looks like we’ve got a winner,” I whispered.

I swiped on his profile before checking out a few other people. But even as I moved on, I couldn’t get Jared out of my head. As I was about to close the app, he sent me a message asking if he could call me. My heart thudded. Wasn’t this what I wanted, though? The younger guys I’d talked to were so ambiguous when they made the first move.

Swallowing, I replied that calling was fine and gave him my number. Seconds later, my phone rang. I almost dropped it. I cleared my throat before answering.

“Hello.”

“Hi, Jazz.”

Holy shit.

His voice was like sinful molasses sliding down my throat—setting off a spark between my thighs. Deep down, I hoped the next words out of his mouth would be to meet him somewhere.

“I wasn’t expecting to hear from you so soon.”

“I don’t waste time when I see what I want,” he said with a chuckle. “What are you doing tonight?”

“Nothing much. Just spending some time at home. How about you?”

“I have a meeting to get ready for in the morning, but I’d still like to have some fun with you.”

My heart leapt.

Hell, yes.

“What did you have in mind?”

“Well, technically, I can’t leave where I’m staying tonight. However, that doesn’t mean I can’t give you what we both need.”

“Phone sex?” I asked incredulously.

I knew a lot of people who had done phone sex—especially after leaving their partners at home when they left for college. It was essential for any long-distance relationship. I hadn’t done it, though. As good as my imagination was, I found it hard to wrap my mind around.

“Yes. But on a video call because I want to see you come for me.”

“Oh! Okay.” I looked down at my unflattering T-shirt. This definitely wasn’t what I wanted him to see me in. “One minute.”

“All right.”

I dropped the phone and whipped the T-shirt over my head. It was quickly replaced with a slinky dress that barely made it to the middle of my thighs. Taking a deep breath, I reached for the phone.

“Okay. We can video chat now.”

If he heard my panting, he didn’t acknowledge it. Instead, he agreed and ended the call. Within a minute, we were looking at each other.

Holy shit.

Somehow, his picture hadn’t done him justice. As I peered into his eyes, phone sex didn’t seem so mundane. While I’d been worried about what to wear, Jared clearly wasn’t. He held the phone far enough away for me to see that he was only wearing boxer briefs. The view had my cheeks flushed already.

“Hi,” I said tentatively.

Why the hell was I suddenly so nervous? It wasn’t like he knew me. This man had no idea that I didn’t know the first thing about phone sex, or well… that I wasn’t very experienced in sex, in general. But Jared? He looked like he could make me come from a look alone.

“Hello, Jazz. You’re so much more beautiful than your picture suggests.”

I blushed harder.

“Thanks. You’re pretty handsome, too.”

“I appreciate that. First time doing phone sex?”

I giggled sheepishly.

“Is it that obvious?”

“A little.”

“It’s the dress, isn’t it? Too much?"

“Oh no, it’s sexy as fuck. You just look really nervous.”

“I want things to go well.”

“It will. Look at you. You’re already getting me hard, and you haven’t even done anything yet.”

He moved the phone down to his growing erection to prove his point. Even though I could only see the outline through his boxer briefs, my pussy clenched.

“Can I see it?”

“Right after you take that dress off.”

Putting the phone down, I got naked. Jared let out a low whistle when he saw me again.

“Fuck, yes. Cup your breasts for me and play with your nipples. I want them nice and hard while you think about me licking and sucking them slowly. Can you feel my tongue on you, Jazz?”

It was crazy but I could almost feel his tongue lazily curling around my hardening nipples. I leaned the phone against a pillow so I could have both hands free. Licking my index fingers and thumbs, I stroked my nipples while he encouraged me.

“That’s it, Jazz. I love stroking your back while sucking those pretty little nipples. Touching the curves of your ass. Running my fingers along your thighs.”

Just thinking about his hands and mouth on me had me dripping wet. It had to be his voice, combined with how attracted I was to him. I’d never been this fucking wet in my life. What the hell was going to happen when we met?

“God, that’s good,” I whispered. “I like that.”

“Show me how much you like it. Spread your legs for me, Jazz.”

I shifted to show him my pussy. Without thinking, I used my fingers to spread the lips for him.

“Fuck. See what you do to me, Jazz. Your sweet little cunt has me leaking for you.”

My breath caught when I saw the precum pebbling at the tip of his veiny cock. Even though he’d guided me to touch myself, I hadn’t forgotten that I wanted to see him, too. Now, I wished there was a way to guide all that thickness into my aching pussy.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Let me taste you, Jazz. Let me get all that delicious juice on my tongue while I tease your clit.”

“Please.”

I started to rub my clit while thinking about his tongue on me. The image was so fucking powerful that I started to buck on my bed from the pleasure building between my thighs.

“Fuck, yes,” Jared said. “I’m so hard for you right now. Are you ready to feel my cock inside you, Jazz? Fucking you deep and hard until you scream?”

“Yes!” I yelped.

The truth was that each time he spoke, I got closer and closer to coming. Of course, I’d made myself come before but there was something indescribably fucking hot about having someone else talk me through it.

“Oh fuck, you feel so good, Jazz. I can’t help taking you so deep. I need to feel all of you.”

Although I was hovering on the brink, I had to pause and watch him on my phone. Jared was bucking into his hand like he really was fucking me. His rhythmic thrusts made me crave having him inside me. Biting my lip, I slid two fingers into my needy pussy to mimic his movements.

Oh fuck.

The result almost fried my goddamn brain. Still, I kept my eyes on Jared. When he started cursing and cum splattered on his stomach, I lost it. Moaning, I finger-fucked myself into a frenzy until I was panting. Ecstasy pulled me under so quickly that my lips parted in a silent scream.

When I finally looked at the phone again, I burst out laughing. A part of me couldn’t believe that I’d done all of that in front of someone else.

“Sounds like you enjoyed yourself,” Jared said.

“I did. Did you?”

“Absolutely. Now, I need to know when we can see each other in person.”

“My work schedule can be a little crazy, so how does this weekend sound?”

“That would be perfect. Can we iron out the details after I get to know more about this town?”

“Of course! I’ll hear from you soon, then.”

“Definitely.”

Nodding, I ended the call. Although my thighs were still drenched from my juices, I still couldn’t believe what had just happened. It was going to be fucking crazy when we saw each other, and the weekend felt too far away.
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Though I tried to hide the bright smile courtesy of Jared, a lot of my coworkers looked at me with curiosity. Fortunately, none of them had the time to ask me about it. The new guy we’d been waiting for was finally here.

“Ready for the meeting?” Alana asked.

“Yup. I even printed off all the updates from the current projects in case he wants them right now.”

“Oh, see that’s why the managers love you. Always prepared.”

I chuckled, though she wasn’t wrong. This place was notorious for running through new employees like cheap tissues. I’d only survived the year by trying my best to anticipate what those in charge needed. I’d even sacrificed my social life for it.

Until last night.

Feeling the smile creep to the surface again, I hung my head and cleared my throat. Fortunately, one of the managers announced that the meeting was about to begin. That should get my focus back. Scott walked to the front of the room and clapped.

“Okay, everyone. I know things have been a little… off kilter these past few weeks. Well, we finally have some good news. Reed Butler is here to get us back on track. Of course, everyone is expected to give him all the support he requires, so we’ll come out on the other end of this.” He looked around the room until he found me. “And Jazz? Since you’ve been working with a bunch of us to keep the marketing department afloat, you’ll be Reed’s assistant while he’s around.”

“Of course,” I replied quickly.

While I anticipated a lot of work, it was much better to finally have a direct supervisor again. Fielding requests from different managers with varying personalities was a major pain in the ass.

“All right,” Scott said. “I’ll let you hear from the man himself now. I’m sure he has a plan that he can’t wait to tell you all about.”

There was a chuckle as the man in question stepped into the room to shake Scott’s hand. I froze.

What the actual fuck? Is that Jared?

I swallowed and tried to hide my look of shock. Still, the way Reed’s eyes lingered on me said I hadn’t been completely successful. To his credit, his poker face was a lot better than mine. He smiled politely and launched into his summarized spiel.

Of course, he used a different name. He was well-known enough in the industry to not want his name out there on a hook-up app. In hindsight, it would have been smart for me to do the same. Taking a deep breath, I resolved to change my name as soon as the meeting was over.

Maybe I should delete the damn thing altogether.

Even as he outlined what he planned to accomplish in the next few weeks, I struggled to pay attention. I thought I was taking notes but when I looked at my notepad, all I saw were doodles.

Goddamnit.

It was just my luck that my first time out of my comfort zone would get me fucked. And not in the way I’d been fantasizing about since last night.

“Jazz?”

The sound of my name on his tongue set my body on fire immediately. Clearing my throat, I met his gaze.

“Yes, Mr. Butler?”

“Why don’t we meet in my office? You know where it is.”

“Of course.”

Nodding at the rest of the room, he walked out. Without a second thought, I followed.
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He waited for me at the office door, and I lowered my gaze as I passed him. When I sat on one of the chairs facing his desk, he closed the door. My hope that he would pretend he didn’t know me evaporated when he took his time sitting on the desk in front of me.

“Good morning, Jazz. It’s nice to see you again.”

“Good morning.”

“Did you sleep well?”

“I did. How about you, Mr. Butler?”

He burst out laughing.

“Oh, you’ve seen me stroking my cock, Jazz. I think you can call me Reed.”

I shook my head.

“That probably wouldn’t be a good idea in the office.”

He slipped a finger under my chin to raise my gaze to his.

“Using my first name definitely isn’t going to be the worst bad decision we’re going to make.”

My jaw dropped.

“What do you mean?”

Instead of replying, he pulled me to my feet. My notepad and pen fell to the floor when he captured my lips. The surprise was fleeting. I was too caught up in the feeling of his mouth and then his tongue to think. Letting my body rule, I snaked my hands around his neck and pressed against him. The woodsy aroma of his cologne only heightened my arousal.

His hardening cock was hot against my stomach—making my fingers itch to free it. As our kiss deepened, Reed squeezed my ass and groaned.

“Jazz,” he said in a tortured groan. “I’ve been thinking about what it would be like to get my hands on you all night.”

“I’ve been thinking about you, too. I was thinking about our planned date, but—”

“But what?”

“We can’t do that now!” I hissed while pulling away from him.

Reed grabbed my wrist to ensure I didn’t get far.

“Are you really going to pretend we didn’t have a serious connection last night?” One tug and he had me in his arms again. “That you weren’t thinking about my hands all over your body? And already fantasizing about coming on my tongue?”

I whimpered. It was a pathetic sound that confirmed what he said without a word. Reed smirked.

“Is your pussy getting wet for me now?”

I found my voice the second his hand wandered under my skirt. The whisper-light touches of his fingertips had my pussy pulsing with need.

“Reed…”

“Yes, Jazz?”

“We shouldn’t.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

He paused on the outside of my thong—his fingers radiating heat to my needy hole.

“No.”

“I didn’t think so.”

Nibbling on my ear, he pulled my thong aside to slide his fingers along my slick lips. Soon, his wet fingers found my clit. The second he started to stroke, I almost melted in his hands. As pleasure bloomed between my thighs, my resolve evaporated. Did our illicit behaviour matter if nobody found out?

Then his phone rang.

“Fuck,” he muttered.

For a second, I thought he was going to drag me over to the desk with him. At the third ring, he strode over to the phone. His tone was clipped when he answered. Letting out a breath, I fixed my clothes. Even if my insides were a mess, I could look composed on the outside.

I picked up my notepad and pen before sitting again. This time, I was determined to remain professional. I’d never put my job at risk, and it was stupid to start now. Having a boss who made me soak my panties shouldn’t make a difference.

When I looked at him, though, his eyes burnt with the same lust that throbbed between my legs.

Fuck.
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Yawning, I headed toward the elevator. Though I’d gotten a good night’s rest, getting to work early in the morning always took its toll. I pushed the button for the eighth floor and waited. The second the doors slid open, someone sidled up beside me. I’d know that cologne anywhere.

“You’re here early, Jazz,” he said while joining me in the elevator.

“I needed to get a head start on the list of tasks you emailed.”

“Good.”

We stood still until the doors closed. And then he had me braced against the wall—his lips on mine and his tongue exploring my mouth. My hands found their position around his neck while he caressed the small of my back. But I knew they wouldn’t stay there for long.

As our kiss grew more ravenous, he cupped my ass. Groaning into my mouth, he pulled my panties to the side. Two of his fingers found my waiting pussy with ease. I moaned while he stroked my sensitive G-spot.

Fuck, this was bad. And so, so goddamn good. A voice in the back of my head screamed at me that I should know better. I should know that doing this would put all my hard work at risk. But my body… My body was on fire for this man who already knew his way around all my sensitive spots.

Then the doors started to open.

“Fuck,” Reed groaned.

Although I knew he didn’t want to, he pulled away from me. I struggled to fix my clothes. Fortunately, it was too early for anyone else to be here. Just as I was thinking about getting started on my tasks, Reed took my hand and pulled me toward his office. I didn’t even think about resisting. My pussy’s throbbing need was far more pressing than my resolve to work.

He marched into the office with me in tow and slammed the door. Papers went flying from his immaculate desk when he got between my thighs. This time, he unzipped his pants and pushed inside me. I sighed from the dizzying combination of finally feeling his cock and not having enough.

“Reed… More, please. Don’t tease me.”

“Trust me, I don’t want to tease you, Jazz. But I don’t want to hurt you, either.”

“I need you,” I whined.

Dropping to my elbows, I tried to push against him—a filthy quest to claim more inches of him. Reed growled through clenched teeth and filled me to the hilt with one thrust. When I cried out, he drank every sound from my lips.

I clutched the edge of the desk until my fingers ached but even then, the pain was only a speck compared to the sheer ecstasy that built between my thighs. It was more than anything I’d fantasized about since meeting Reed on that damn app. It was more than anything anyone else had ever made me feel.

Rolling my hips, I matched his pace. Even though I was on the brink of climax, I wanted to milk this for everything I could. And still, the orgasm caught me by surprise when it crashed over me.

“Oh, oh fuck,” I muttered.

“Yes. Come for me, Jazz. Come on my cock like a good fucking girl.”

I couldn’t have stopped it even if I tried.

“Yes! Yes! God, yes!”

Reed picked up his pace at the sound of my cries—fucking me so hard I thought his desk was going to crash into the wall. Cursing, he pumped into me one more time before filling my pussy with cum. He grinned while his cock twitched inside my cum-filled pussy.

“Now, this is exactly how I want to start every day. Breeding your sweet little cunt.”

My cheeks flushed and I imagined being beet-red.

“You’re determined to get me in trouble, aren’t you?”

Grinning, he kissed my forehead.

“Maybe we’d be less likely to get in trouble if you finally went out with me.”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. That seemed unlikely but who was I kidding? I wanted more of him. At least, we wouldn’t be distracted at work. Maybe.

“Okay, fine. I’ll go out with you.”

“Excellent. I’ll make the arrangements.”

We stared into each other’s eyes in silence—knowing that we’d somehow crossed a line that we couldn’t backtrack from. But, at the moment, I didn’t care. The heat in Reed’s gaze told me that he didn’t either.
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I took in a deep breath before walking into the restaurant. Though I’d asked Reed not to pick me up, he’d insisted on sending a car for me. The location we’d chosen was on the edge of town so the odds of running into anyone from work were fairly small. That didn’t stop it from bothering me.

What the hell was I thinking?

But I hadn’t been thinking, had I? I was in a post-fuck stupor where the only thing that mattered was feeling him inside me again. The right thing to do would be to go back home. It would cost a hell of a lot of money, but wouldn’t it be worth it to keep my job and stop this madness? I lingered in the doorway, anyway.

“Jazz?”

I looked up at the sound of Reed’s voice.

Tell him you have to leave.

When he extended his hand, though, I took it. The second I was sitting across from him I knew common sense was out the door. Although I didn’t have the words to describe what was happening between us, walking away was impossible.

“For a second, I was worried that you wouldn’t show up,” he said quietly.

“I almost went back outside to get a car, honestly.”

“Still worried about your job?”

“Of course! You’re known for fixing broken companies and the managers are excited about everything you’re going to do. I’m… disposable.”

He moved to cover my hand with his.

“Absolutely not. I’ve seen your reports. They’d be stupid to let you go.”

I shrugged.

“It wouldn’t be the first silly thing they’ve done.”

“What if I told them that they’d lose me if they let you go?”

My eyes widened as I met his earnest gaze.

“You’d do that?”

“You’re not going to lose your job, Jazz. I won’t let that happen.”

“You’re not just saying that because you want to fuck me again?”

He laughed softly.

“I’m a man of my word.” His eyes dropped to my hand as he started to stroke my palm with his thumb. “But I’m definitely going to fuck you again. Anywhere I can.”

“But probably not in your office?”

“I make no promises.”

And honestly, I wasn’t sure I wanted him to keep that promise, anyway.
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Nervous excitement zapped through me as I followed Reed through the front door of his short-term rental. It was in one of the town’s newer gated communities. I remembered this one because of the uproar it caused after completion.

While quite a few people had been asking about its availability, the developers had kept quiet. Finally, they announced that it was sold out when it was done. The kicker? Every single one of the owners was an outsider who had no intention of ever living here. Now, this beautiful complex that so many people had wanted a part of only catered to tourists.

I certainly never thought I’d been anywhere near this place. But now I could admire one of the ranch-style homes from the inside.

“Not a bad way to spend a few months, right?”

“Nope.”

“Uh-oh. I feel like something else is on your mind.”

Sighing, I shook my head. This was another part of our situation that had been weighing on my mind ever since we gave in to our impulses.

“You’re going to leave. In three or four months, I mean. Once you’ve solved the company’s problems, you’ll be off to work with someone else.”

Reed stepped forward to cup my chin.

“I’ve been thinking about that. What if I just… didn’t?”

“Didn’t leave?” I shook my head, unwilling to hope. “There’s no guarantee that they’d have a place for you.”

“Then I’ll find work somewhere else.”

I met his gaze and the determination that burnt in his eyes stoked a small fire in me.

“You’re not leaving me?”

He bent his head to kiss me soundly. Even though it was only the prolonged press of our lips together, it felt more meaningful than anything else we’d done.

“I’m not going anywhere,” he whispered against my lips. “How could I leave such an unexpected delight of a woman?”

His words made me giddy, and I finally let myself stop thinking about our situation. Standing on my tiptoes, I wrapped my arms around his neck. When he kissed, there was nothing chaste about it. His tongue roamed my mouth like he was trying to memorize every inch.

Reed was panting when I pulled away.

“Aren’t you going to show me to your bedroom?”

Shaking his head, he slipped a finger under the strap of my dress.

“No. I want you here. Now. Strip.”

I swallowed and unzipped the dress. It fell to a pool on the floor. My bra and panties followed suit. Reed licked his lips as if he hadn’t seen me naked before and his intense gaze made me blush.

“Beautiful,” he muttered.

“Nothing you haven’t seen before.”

“As if a video could do this body justice.” He bent to take my nipple into his hot mouth. “Your pretty little nipples.” His hands rose to cup my full breasts while stroking my hardening buds. “Your gorgeous breasts.”

My skin grew heated from his description and his warm breath. Then he continued. Reed groaned as his large hands dropped to squeeze my ass.

“Your sexy ass.” Using his tongue to circle my nipple, he slipped his fingers between my slick pussy lips. “And your dripping wet pussy that makes me want to spend days balls deep inside you.”

I let out a shuddering breath as he spread my core with two of his fingers. They worked against my G-spot until I was quivering in his arms.

“Reed,” I whimpered with my hand fisted in his hair.

His only response was to lower me to the carpet. Flinging his clothes across the room, he let out a long groan when our naked bodies finally touched. He savoured the contact for a few moments before piercing me with his thick cock.

“Fuck, Jazz. You feel so damn good. How could you think that I’d be able to leave you?”

I only hooked my legs around him in reply. That wasn’t something I had to think about anymore. It was just me and him right now as he rocked his hips to fill me. My pleasure skyrocketed with each thrust until I couldn’t help moving to match his pace. Hearing our bodies slap together, combined with our moans, only drove me crazier.

“Oh shit, Reed! Fuck, I’m coming.”

“Come for me, Jazz.”

But even as he encouraged me to let go, I heard the strain in his voice. When I cried out in pleasure, Reed stiffened and filled me with his cum. I clung to him—enjoying the feeling of his cock twitching in my pussy.

“Okay, now I can show you the bedroom,” Reed said with a chuckle.

“Ah, so I had to earn the privilege?”

“Nope. I just can’t keep my hands off you. But you know that already.”

“Good thing you’ll have more time with me, then.”

“Mhm.”

Moving slowly, he helped me to stand. I was ready to see the bedroom and every single room in this house. He was going to fuck me in all of them, too.
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

I rushed into Reed’s office with the documents he’d requested. If Miranda was to be believed, these little papers were the final deciding factor in clinching this deal. Although Reed had worked miracles since his addition to the managerial team a few months ago, he was still determined to keep our growth on track.

While he took the folders without meeting my gaze, he pointed to the chair beside him. I sat quickly so he wouldn’t be distracted from his video call. But even as he rattled off the numbers for the client, he slowly pushed his chair back. Once he was listening to the client, he crooked two fingers in my direction. Giving me a quick glance, he pointed under the desk.

Fuck me.

It wasn’t the first time that I’d sucked his cock in this office, but we were normally alone. If I’d learnt one thing about Reed Butler, though, it was that he loved a challenge. I was more than happy to oblige. Snickering, I got on my knees between his legs. Though it was tempting to tease him, I freed his cock and licked the tip.

I wasn’t surprised when it jumped in my hand. Taking his half-hard shaft into my mouth, I used my hand to stroke him. His self-control was impressive. Even with his cock throbbing on my tongue, his voice never wavered as he talked to the client.

Intrigued, I reached into his pants to cup his balls. I slowly stroked him while taking the sack into my mouth. My lips curled into a smile when his hand tightened into a fist at his side.

Good.

When I took him past my lips again, his precum dotted my tongue. It shouldn’t take long to make him come now. It would be his choice if he wanted to treat his client to a show. But then I heard him end the call. It was hard to tell if I was delighted or disappointed. Fracturing his control in front of someone else was such a fun idea.

Reed pulled his chair back just far enough to look at me. I moved to take him out of my mouth, but he shook his head. Tilting my head to the side, I peered up at him.

“You always look so good on your knees for me. But having you here under my desk with my cock in your mouth is just perfection. Maybe I should keep you here for the rest of the day. Just holding it until I’m ready to fill your needy cunt with cum.”

Heat flashed my face, but it was nothing compared to the ache between my thighs. It would definitely be a lot of fun to sit here while he worked. Eventually, he’d be so ready for me that he’d fuck me senseless on the desk. Unfortunately, someone would miss me and ruin our fun.

Reed must have had the same thought because he sighed.

“But since we can’t do that…”

Grabbing a fistful of my hair, he slammed to the back of my throat. I sputtered and gagged from the sudden movement but fuck, I loved it. It made me so fucking wet when he used my throat like a sex toy. Spit dribbled down my lips as his thrusts grew erratic. Closing my eyes, I waited for his load to splash into my mouth. Not much later, I was swallowing it all.

Still, I stayed on my knees with his waning cock in my mouth. Taking a deep breath, Reed shook his head slowly.

“You should probably get back to your desk before anyone has questions. I have a couple more important calls to make, though, so don’t go too far.”

I sucked on the tip of his cock before finally letting him go.

“As if I’d want to be anywhere else.”

He chuckled and stroked my cheek.

“What a pair we make. Just can’t get enough of each other even after all this time.”

“It looks like that won’t change any time soon.”

“I hope not.”

We stayed like that for a little while longer until I forced myself to leave his office. A few managers knew about us but that didn’t mean we were allowed to flout the rules. But fuck, it was hard. At least, I was free to scream his name all I liked in our home. I could hardly wait.

END


Getting a Mouthful From my Boss
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My face ached from the wide smile I’d worn all day. When I’d volunteered to help at the annual city fair, I’d imagined spending a few hours at the photo booth and goofing off with my best friend for the rest of the day. Who knew so many people would want their pictures taken?

At least, it’s over.

Stretching, I snagged the wide ‘CLOSED’ desk sign from under the counter. The second I dropped it in place, the tightness left my shoulders.

Now to find Candace.

I grabbed my purse and marched in the direction of the little pop-up ice cream shop. A small smile slipped across my face when I saw her. My best friend was trying her best to hold it together, but the way her jet-black hair stuck out from her ponytail told me how frazzled she really was.

While the attendees might be done with pictures for the day, they clearly hadn’t had their fill of ice cream. Snickering, I joined the line. When I got to the front, she rolled her eyes.

“You here to torture me, Hadley?” she asked, her voice tinged with tired humour.

“Nope. Just thought a double scoop of cookies and cream would be the right way to end the day.”

“You’re not wrong.” She snatched the money from my hand with a smirk. “And I’ll just get one for myself while I’m at it.”

I held up my hands.

“Not a problem.”

Laughing softly, she handed me a receipt while putting the second one in her pocket. A few minutes later, I had my ice cream cone. Since there were a few more people in line, I wandered over to a nearby bench. As I enjoyed my ice cream, I thanked God that I hadn’t volunteered at the last minute when the only openings were on the clean-up team.

This place is a goddamn mess.

My perusal of the grounds brought my gaze in line with a man sitting on the bench across from mine. I only broke eye contact briefly to admire his chiselled jaw and salt and pepper beard. Given that his hair matched his beard, I wondered how old he was.

30s? 40s?

It was hard to care when his shirt and slacks fit his muscular frame so well. When I met his steel-grey eyes for the second time, I was amused to find them bright with interest. I had a hard time believing that there was anything alluring about me right now. After all, I was only in jeans and a T-shirt. Plus, I was sure my hair and face were a mess. I’d no doubt sweated through what little makeup I’d worn hours ago.

Still, he stared.

Maybe I should give you something to look at.

Raising an eyebrow, I swirled my tongue around the ice cream. When I’d collected enough, I curled my tongue into my mouth. Turning the cone, I licked from the bottom of the scoop to the pointed tip. When I did it a second time, my admirer rewarded me with a smile.

Holding his gaze, I continued to treat the ice cream cone the way I’d seen in way too many porn videos. Sure, I hadn’t sucked a dick before, but this stranger didn’t need to know that. It was all in good fun. Getting down to the cone, I slowly slipped the top of it into my mouth. I moved it in and out while flicking my tongue inside to scoop out the remaining ice cream.

The stranger mouthed, “Fuck” while shifting on the bench. I gave him a wide smile. Realizing that I’d managed to get him hard sent a thrill straight between my thighs. Although I was enjoying the distance, a part of me wished that I could see the results of my attempts at an ice cream blow job. Just as I was going to tease him again, Candace flopped beside me.

“Well, that was more than I bargained for,” she muttered.

“Mhm.”

“Good thing volunteer stuff looks nice on a resumé, though.”

I nodded while peering at my admirer. Shaking his head, he laughed and rose. The slight bulge in his slacks made me snicker softly. As he walked away, I couldn’t help wondering what would have happened when I finished eating the cone.

I guess we’ll never know.
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I barely had the energy to shower before collapsing on my bed. Unbelievably, my parents were still out. Knowing them, they probably found some friends to hang out with after the fair. I shook my head. They always found ways to have fun, and I was stuck at home.

Because you need a job.

Groaning, I unlocked my phone to check my email. The fair might have been tiring but at least, it distracted me from my disappointing inbox. Scrolling past a few college-based newsletters I definitely needed to unsubscribe from, I stopped at a name I recognized.

Suzanne Everly.

I took a deep breath before opening the email. The interview had gone well enough for me to be hopeful, but my optimism had waned once time ticked over to the fourth week. Steeling myself, I started to read.

“Oh my God,” I muttered.

My heart hammered when the words started to sink in.

“Oh my God!”

Sitting up in bed, I read the email more slowly to make sure that I hadn’t misread anything. Fortunately, the information was the same. They wanted me to start in a couple of weeks once I was okay with the contents of the contract they’d attached.

Feeling almost giddy, I downloaded the file.

Holy shit.

The offer was slightly more than I’d expected for an entry level position even though the expected duties were pretty standard. I grinned and quickly attached a digital signature. Minutes later, I was calling Candace.

“Hello?” she answered, her speech heavy with sleep.

“Sorry! I didn’t mean to wake you.”

“Hmm.”

“I got the job at Zen Tech!”

“You what?”

“I got the job!”

“Whoa. Congrats!” she replied, suddenly awake. “I’d say that we should go out and celebrate but I’m not leaving this bed tonight.”

I burst out laughing.

“Me either. How about this? I’ll take you out for drinks at the end of the month.”

“I like the sound of that.”

“Then it’s a date.”

Candace chuckled but didn’t make the obvious joke about me needing a date. Hopefully, this new job was a sign that a lot of things were going to change in my favour.
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My stomach did tiny flip flops as the HR Manager ushered me out of her office. We’d exchanged more details via email, so she’d only needed me to sign that I’d read and agreed to the company’s policies. Since those were all fairly straightforward, signing my agreement was a no-brainer.

Suzanne turned to me as the elevator rose toward the seventh floor.

“Oh! I completely forgot to tell you that you’ll be meeting with a new department head. You met Mr. Parker at the interview, but he’s actually been promoted to lead another department. So now you’re going to be working with Mr. Madden.”

“Okay. Thanks for letting me know.”

The truth was that it didn’t matter who my boss was. I was going to work my ass off to make sure we got along. I’d waited too damn long for this opportunity to get too picky about who was in charge.

“All right,” Suzanne said while knocking on an office door. “Joshua is going to get you settled in for the rest of the day.”

She turned the knob when a deep voice told us to enter.

“Awesome,” I replied.

I was ready for anything… except seeing the sexy older man from the fair looking at me from behind the desk. My heart fluttered. His eyes widened for a second before he adopted a neutral expression.

“I take it that you’re the new member of my department?” he asked.

“I am.”

Forcing a smile, I strode inside and extended my hand. He curled his fingers around mine.

“It’s good to finally meet you, Hadley Connor.”

“It’s good to be here.”

Suzanne clapped and grinned at us.

“Well, I’ll leave you two to it,” she said.

He kept holding my hand even as she closed the door behind her.

“Well, what are the odds of this happening?” he muttered.

“I—uhm, about that…”

Chuckling, Joshua rubbed the top of my hand with his thumb.

“No explanation required. It was hot as fuck.”

My face grew hot.

“I don’t know what came over me. You were looking at me, so I thought I’d give you something to look at.”

“You did an excellent job. It’s been a while since my cock got that hard in public. I was seconds away from walking over there to find out what else you could do with that mouth.”

My jaw dropped. Although I’d thought about him doing that at the time, it was fucking hot to hear him say it. Still, I dropped my gaze and shook my head. The time for that was gone. Now, he was my boss.

“I guess we’ll never know since I’m working for you.”

Joshua chuckled and released my hand. He lifted my chin, so I had to look at him. My breath caught at the unchecked lust burning in his eyes.

“So, you’re not thinking about kissing me? Taking my cock in your cute little mouth? Getting bent over my desk because I can’t help it?”

I was thinking of all those things but God, I shouldn’t. Didn’t I just read a whole manual about ‘not fraternizing with coworkers’? I didn’t have to imagine the consequences of giving in to the throbbing lust in my pussy. They were spelt out in black and fucking white. Joshua might be sanctioned but I would lose this job.

Clearing my throat, I stepped back on wobbly legs.

“Maybe but we can’t. I can’t afford to lose this job.”

He closed the distance between us again. His breath was hot on my ear when he spoke.

“You won’t. I won’t let that happen.”

I turned my head and his lips brushed mine. It was so fucking tempting to just give in. To let him kiss me and put his hands wherever he wanted. And good God, to finally see that cock…

But I sighed and pulled away, instead. Since when did I let my desires dictate what I did? My drenched panties were no reason to let common sense fly out the window.

“We can’t,” I said more firmly.

Groaning, Joshua retreated to his chair. Despite my resolve to behave, I risked a glance at the front of his slacks. Seeing the outline of his erection almost made my mouth water.

Goddamnit.

“Okay,” he said with a sigh. “We should get to work before I lose the rest of the blood in my brain.”

I smiled softly and took a seat on the chair that he pointed to. Concentrating on anything he said was going to be hard, but what choice did I have but to try?
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The seconds ticked by while I stared at Joshua’s office door. I turned when someone snickered beside me.

“He doesn’t bite, you know,” Savannah said with a snicker.

I wasn’t sure about that, but that wasn’t something she needed to know.

“Right.”

He answered quickly after my knock and ss soon as I stepped into his office, Joshua’s gaze followed my every move. Keeping my eyes down, I placed the folder I’d carried on his desk.

“These are all the computers that need to be upgraded on the first and second floors.”

“You work fast. I’ll get the team right on that.”

“Okay. Is there anything else that I can help you with, Mr. Madden?”

“I can think of a lot of things you could help me with, but somehow I don’t think you’re talking about this.”

He stood so I could see the bulge in his slacks. How the hell did that even happen? I hadn’t done anything sexy. But heat built between my thighs at the thought that just being in his office was enough to make him that horny. I licked my lips.

“Oh? Or maybe you would like to help me,” he whispered while walking toward me.

I looked away with a sigh, though I didn’t move. Joshua sat on the desk and held out his hand. Going against my better judgement, I took it and he helped me to rise from the chair.

“Maybe you would like me to help you…”

Before I had a chance to consider what he meant, he bent his head to gently claim my lips. When I didn’t resist, he ran his tongue along the seam of my mouth.

Fuck it.

I opened my mouth for him to explore while leaning into him. Running my hands along the hard lines of his stomach, I moaned when our tongues met. Joshua deepened our kiss while keeping one hand on the back of my neck as the other traced my curves. My heart thundered when he lifted my skirt.

“Mr. Madden…” I whispered against his lips.

“Do you want me to stop, Hadley?”

I should have had an answer to that but the way his fingers were slowly travelling up my inner thigh had me rattled. As words struggled to leave my parted lips, Joshua’s fingers found my clit through my soft panties.

“Just say the words, Hadley, and I’ll stop. Fuck, it’s going to be hard, but I’ll stop.”

But I didn’t want him to stop. The only reason I was fighting so hard to remain rational was because I was going against what my body wanted.

“No. Don’t stop.”

He let out a low groan and kissed me again. This time I stopped thinking. I let myself get lost in the feeling of his tongue in my mouth. The way he buried his hand in my hair. The sudden rush of pleasure when his wandering fingers stroked my clit.

Oh my God.

Whimpering, I wrapped my arms around his neck so I could grind on his fingers. Joshua chuckled and pulled away to watch me. Although I blushed from his scrutiny, that didn’t stop me from rocking my hips.

“You’re gorgeous when you’re coming for me, Hadley. Let those little moans out, baby. I want to hear them.”

I gasped. Not because I didn’t want to moan for him but because fear still held me in its clutches. What if someone heard me? It was bad enough that I’d given in to my forbidden desires. What could I even say if I got caught?

And yet, when Joshua looked at me with those eyes, I wanted nothing more than to please him in every possible way. Then he pushed two fingers into my dripping wet pussy while stroking my clit with his thumb. All thought fled. I couldn’t help moaning for him. Low, throaty, needy sounds that betrayed how badly I needed to come for him.

“That’s it, Hadley. Be a good girl and come for me.”

I never thought I’d fall apart from someone’s words, but my body responded easily for this ridiculously sexy man.

“Joshua,” I moaned.

That only made him move his fingers faster. My eyes rolled back as sheer ecstasy billowed over me. It left me breathless. When I finally looked at him again, I had no idea how long I’d been out.

“That was intense,” I said.

“It gets better. Trust me.”

“What makes you think that we’re going to do this again?”

Joshua burst out laughing though his fingers still lingered inside me.

“After all of this, do you really think that we can stay away from each other?”

“Probably not,” I replied with a sigh.

“How about you let me take you home this evening?”

“Do you really think that’s a good idea?”

“I don’t give a fuck if it’s a good idea. I want to take you home.”

“Is that all?”

“Say yes and you’ll find out.”

I bit my lip—silently mulling over all the ways this could possibly go wrong. The only good thing was that we wouldn’t be having risky sex in his office. Huffing out a breath, I met his gaze again.

“Fine, you can take me home.”

“Good. I’ll meet you in the parking lot at 6.”

“Okay.”
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My stomach roiled as I checked my phone again. It was almost 6 so the parking lot was getting deserted. Except for the cars of a few managers who were apparently notorious for working long hours, I was pretty much alone. No-one who’d seen me seemed particularly worried about what I was doing in the parking lot but that didn’t ease my anxiety.

Thankfully, Joshua appeared as soon as the time switched to 6. I let out a sigh of relief. He smiled while opening the passenger side door for me.

“Were you worried that I wouldn’t show up?” he asked.

“Nope. I was worried that someone would catch me before you got here.”

“Catch you hanging around in the parking lot?” he replied with a snicker. “You know we don’t have a policy against loitering outside the building, right?”

I rolled my eyes.

“Obviously. I guess I felt guilty or something.”

Laughing softly, he pulled out of the parking lot.

“Imagine how you’ll feel once you get a chance to show me what that mouth can do?”

Blood rushed to my ears and face.

“You want me to suck your dick? While you’re driving?”

“Absolutely.”

Conflicting thoughts buzzed through my head. Of course, the image of finally having his cock in my mouth sent shivers down my spine but what if I disappointed him? The whole thing with the ice cream cone had just been a show. I didn’t know shit about sucking anyone off.

I cleared my throat and kept my eyes on the road.

“Isn’t that dangerous? I don’t want you to get into an accident.”

“I’ll pull over when I have to.”

“Oh.”

Joshua reached over to squeeze my thigh.

“You don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to.”

Sighing, I turned to meet his reassuring gaze.

“I want to. I just… don’t have a lot of experience with it. Or any experience, really.”

“You’re a blow job virgin?” he asked as his lips curved into a small smile.

“Pretty much. I don’t want to disappoint you.”

“Hadley, you could never do that. Just having my cock in your mouth is going to be an unimaginable pleasure.”

Though I had my doubts, his assurance brought a smile to my face. Before I could change my mind, I undid his belt and unzipped his slacks. Biting my lip, I took his cock out. I stroked it uncertainly, but he started to harden, anyway.

Maybe it ‘s easier than I think.

Bending, I took him into my mouth. The fresh scent of soap hit my nose and I inhaled gratefully. I hadn’t even thought of that potential issue so thank God he’d considered it. With one less thing to think about, I took in as much of his hardening cock as I could.

When I pulled back to suck gently on the tip, my eyes widened at the sight of his thickness. The harder he got the less of him I could fit inside my mouth. Still, I marvelled at the way he grew longer and more intimidating under my tongue.

I stroked his veiny shaft while swirling my tongue around his tip until his pre-cum leaked out. It wasn’t ice cream but fuck, it was tasty. Moaning, I licked even more of it away while stroking him harder.

“Holy fuck,” Joshua muttered.

While I didn’t look up, I knew he was giving in to the pleasure when the car rolled to a stop.

I’m doing that.

Encouraged, I moved my head faster on his cock—taking him in inch by inch before slowly letting him go again. All the time, I kept a steady stroke rhythm. Joshua’s grip tightened on my hair as he thrust into my mouth.

“Oh shit,” he hissed through gritted teeth.

I heard his restraint break in those words. And I wanted more. To suck his cock until he was mindless and fucking my mouth like a sex toy. After only a few more moments, I got my wish. Joshua held my head in place while slamming to the back of my throat. Spit leaked from my lips and my eyes watered, but I didn’t want him to stop.

As he throat-fucked me, a surprising flash of pleasure sparked in my pussy. I was dripping wet for him—craving his cock deep inside me instead. Then Joshua stiffened. Spurts of his cum spilled into my mouth and I swallowed every drop. Even when he relaxed, I kept his softening cock on my tongue.

He breathed deeply while running a hand through his hair.

“That was fucking good,” he finally said.

I grinned but didn’t move. When he looked down, our gazes locked.

“You look like you want to stay down there.”

Nodding, I sucked more of his cock into my mouth.

“Fuck, you’re going to be the death of me.  But okay.” He started to drive again. “I wouldn’t be surprised if I have to pull over again.”

I wouldn’t mind.
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The next day I got to work even earlier than usual. It was partly because I wanted to get started on my to-do list before anyone else got there. Partly because I wanted to catch a glimpse of Joshua when he got in. He walked by as soon as I got behind my desk. When he looked up, our gazes locked. A slow smile slipped across his face.

“Hadley, can I see you for a moment?”

“Of course, sir.”

Though nobody was there to see our little performance, it was good practice. Nibbling on my bottom lip, I marched toward him. We only had to walk a short distance before he was holding his office door open for me. Then he was pinning me against it.

“I’ve been thinking about you all night,” he whispered.

“Me too.”

“Pity your parents delayed their camping trip, huh?”

I nodded as I remembered how soaking wet I’d been for him. So ready that I’d been tempted to climb on top of him, anyway. While I didn’t want to get caught at work, I didn’t feel the same way in my neighbourhood. Or maybe lust had just addled my brain because here we were in his office again and I wasn’t turning away from him.

Instead, I leaned in when his lips met mine. I opened my mouth to welcome his tongue inside. The second his hand found the small of my back, I pressed against the length of his body so I could feel the heat of his hard cock. Groaning, he moved his hand to cup my ass.

“Hadley, you’re going to be the end of me.”

But even as he said that he couldn’t help undoing my bra to take my nipple into his hot mouth. I whimpered with need while my little bud hardened. When he moved to the other, I buried my hand in his hair. I wanted to hold him there forever although I knew we didn’t have that kind of time.

Joshua moaned while wrenching his lips away from my feverish skin. Our eyes only met for a moment before his lips were crashing into mine again.

“Fuck, I need you, Hadley.”

Lifting me against the door, he pulled my panties to the side. He angled his cock to press into my tight entrance. I nodded quickly when he looked at me. This was what I’d wanted ever since that day at the fair. This was where we were always headed.

He gripped my hips and slammed home.

“Fuck!”

The cry shot from my mouth without any input from my brain. Joshua snickered when I slapped a hand over my mouth. But that didn’t mean he stopped. My sexy boss just held me tighter so he could fuck me into the door. Long, deep strokes that made me question how strong the door really was.

Of course, even if the door shattered under his thrusts, I wouldn’t want him to stop. I craved every inch of him deep in my throbbing cunt until he filled me with cum. Only then was he allowed to slow his pace. Maybe.

Thankfully, the door held and Joshua was fucking me like a man possessed. Hot and rough and reckless like I didn’t even know I needed. I fought to keep my moans in but failed miserably. The pleasure burning through my veins was too much for me to mute.

“Joshua,” I whispered. “Fuck. I’m coming.”

“Such a sensitive little slut for me. Come on my cock, Hadley. Soak me while I fill you up.”

Crying out again, I gave up on being quiet. I dug my nails into Joshua’s back and held on as he fucked me relentlessly. Seconds after my climax pulled me under, I felt his cock twitch inside me—filling my pussy with his cum.

I gasped and wrapped my legs tighter around him. The movement made him chuckle.

“Does this mean you like starting your day with a good breeding?”

“I don’t know. Maybe,” I said with a laugh.

The truth was I hadn’t thought about it. I hadn’t thought about a lot of things until Joshua came into my life. But now I wondered how long it would last.

“I’ll have to see what I can do about that, then,” he whispered against my lips.

As he kissed me softly, I pushed my worries down. It had only been a few days. Wasn’t it too soon to think about that kind of thing?
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Though we’d been in all sorts of positions in his office, it took a week before I accepted Joshua’s offer to take me home again. But as he turned in the opposite direction, my eyes widened.

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“My house.”

My heart shot into my throat. While I’d thought about seeing where he lived, I hadn’t wanted to bring it up. It seemed too soon—even if nothing about what we were doing was going at a regular pace.

“What made you decide to do that?”

He cackled.

“Well, we should probably stop fucking around in the office so much. But I’d also love to have you in my house.”

“As a guest or did you just ask me to move in?” I asked jokingly.

“Both.”

“Seriously?”

“Yeah. I mean… where did you see this going?”

“I don’t know! I was curious but didn’t want to really press you about it.”

“You thought I’d run at the thought of doing more than bending you over my desk?”

“Maybe.”

We drove in silence for a bit. Then he turned onto a road that led up a hill. Large trees lined each side as we got higher. For a moment, I wondered if the hill would ever end. Finally, it levelled off and he stopped at a large white gate. They moved inward when he clicked a remote in the car.

Fancy.

“On second thought, I might not mind spending some time here.”

“I thought so. It’s good to have your own space.”

“So you can fuck me all over the house?”

“Definitely so I can fuck you all over the house.”

Grinning, he pulled into the garage and rushed around to my side of the car. We were inside the gorgeous colonial style home in no time. Scooping me up, he trudged upstairs. I barely had time to look around his bedroom before he kissed me. Our dancing tongues drew a moan from him.

“Want to shower with me?”

“Absolutely.”

We undressed quickly but Joshua still paused to peer at my naked body. Using one hand to cup my full breast, he used the other to trace the curve of my hip.

“I’ll never tire of looking at you.”

“I hope not.”

Scoffing, he led me into the shower. Warm water coursed over my skin while we kissed. After all our stolen moments in his office, it felt like a luxury to take the time and enjoy the feeling of our bodies pressed together. Lifting his head slightly, Joshua nipped my bottom lip.

Without breaking eye contact, he reached between us to stroke my clit. My pussy clenched as soon as his fingers built up a decent rhythm. I moaned and leaned against him for support.

“You come so easily got me, Hadley. I can’t wait to fuck you and feel your sweet cunt squeezing my cock. My needy little slut just wants to be bred.”

I gasped. There was no way to explain the effect his words had on me, but who wanted explanations when pleasure surged between my thighs? Crying out, I rolled my hips to match his rhythm on my clit. Joshua groaned while yanking my head back so he could kiss me again.

My climax crested then slowly ebbed. My horny boss didn’t wait for me to fully come down, though. In moments, he had me against the shower wall with his cock buried in my pulsing pussy. I screamed from the sting of the stretch and the absolute bliss of being full of him. My inner walls wrapped around him like he was where he belonged.

“Joshua…” I moaned.

“Fuck, yes. Say my name, Hadley. I want everyone to know who you belong to.”

“You,” I whispered.

“Good. Who does this pussy belong to, Hadley?” he asked while fucking me deep and hard.

“You. Only you.”

“Fuck,” he said through gritted teeth.

Obviously, it wasn’t the first time that we were having sex, but he still slammed into me like he was marking his territory. All I could do was hold on for the ride. And fuck, it was a good ride. His cock found every pleasurable spot inside my pussy with ease. When I screamed in pleasure again, he wasn’t far behind.

I moaned as my muscles milked every last bit of cum from his cock. Was it greedy to want all of him? Maybe. But I took it, anyway.

“Every time I think about calling you my little cumslut, I hesitate because of how dirty it sounds,” Joshua said with a chuckle. “But that’s exactly what you are, isn’t it? You love when I fuck you and fill you up with cum.”

I felt a blush creeping up my cheeks that had nothing to do with the water’s heat.

“I think so.”

“Oh, I’m going to love finding out all the ways you like to be fucked and used, Hadley.”

“I think I’m going to like that, too.”

His broad smile said that we were going to start right now. In his house.

Our house.
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

The entire company was in a state of complete havoc as we prepared for tomorrow’s audit. Fortunately, Joshua ran his department so well that finding the right documents was a breeze. That didn’t stop the higher-ups from stressing him out, though. That’s why I wasn’t surprised to get a text asking me to come to his office.

When I stepped inside, he was on the phone. Rolling his eyes, he called me closer with a flick of his fingers. I smiled and closed the door behind me. I knew exactly what to do when he had that expression. Unbuttoning my shirt, I walked toward him. Once I’d taken off my bra, I dropped both garments on the floor.

Joshua’s eyes followed my every movement until I knelt before him—my mouth open with my tongue extended. I didn’t have to wait long for him to free his cock and rest it on my tongue. But I didn’t move. This was part of our game. The way he used me was up to him.

Finally, he threaded his fingers through my hair and pushed forward. His thrusts started slowly until he was rock hard in my mouth and I gagged every time he hit the back of my throat. Moaning, I flicked my gaze upward to watch him. His fingers were wrapped so tightly around the handset that they were almost bone white.

Good.

It gave me an indescribable amount of pleasure to drive him crazy with my mouth. Even though I wasn’t doing anything, Joshua got off on having me as his little stress relief toy sometimes. That didn’t mean I couldn’t tease him a little. Keeping my mouth open for him, I cupped my breasts and caressed my nipples until they were hard.

Joshua slowed his pace to look at me. When I slid a hand between my thighs, his grip tightened on my hair. I was completely sure that he wasn’t hearing a word the other person said. Still, that didn’t stop me from slowly stroking my clit. I moaned around his throbbing shaft.

Swallowing, Joshua slammed to the back of my throat again. This time, he didn’t stop. He fucked my mouth like his life depended on it. Letting out a sigh, he pumped his load into my mouth. I accepted every single drop with glee. When he staggered away, I grinned at the sight of him. If only the person on the other side of the conversation could see how he’d lost his composure.

He cleared his throat and finally spoke.

“You don’t have to worry, Adrian. We have all the documentation to prove that to the auditors’ satisfaction.”

Joshua listened for a bit longer.

“Okay,” he said before ending the call.

His eyes glistened when he looked at me—still kneeling with my lips slick from spit.

“My filthy little cumslut. If I had the time, I’d bend you over and give you exactly what you want.”

Smiling coyly, I slid my finger inside my slick pussy.

“Are you sure you don’t have a little bit of time?”

“Fuck me, you’re such a tease.” He took a deep breath before groaning. “But no. No time. But later? When we get home? I’m going to fuck you so good that the neighbours are going to file a complaint.”

I grinned.

“You better.”

I gathered my clothes before standing. Although I had a lot of work to do, my mind was already fixated on what Joshua would do to me when we got home. Something told me that he was going to remind me exactly what little cumsluts were meant for and I couldn’t wait.

END


On The Floor For my Boss
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“One, two, three!” Abby and I yelled at the same time.

Sucking in a deep breath, I opened my email and read it carefully. I squealed in delight at the same time that my best friend did.

“You got it?” she asked.

“Yup!”

We held hands and danced around her parents’ living room, and Abby’s blonde ponytail bobbed. Since we’d been job-hunting for the past couple of months, we’d bounced from my parents’ house to hers. It at least gave the impression that we were doing something other than sending out applications and waiting.

Now, all that was over. Apparently, we’d aced our last interviews because we were being offered jobs.

“I think we might be one of the few in our graduating class to have gotten employed already,” Abby mumbled.

“I mean… the job market kind of sucks. It’s a miracle that we’ve gotten these.”

“Or we’re pretty good at interviews,” she quipped.

Abby giggled and dropped onto the couch.

“Going to be pretty strange to spend my days apart from you, though. We’ve been joined at the hip for almost four years.”

“True. Doesn’t stop us from catching up on the weekends.”

“You know what we should do?” She leaned forward with a grin I knew well. “Celebrate with a special party.”

“And what would be so special about this party?” I asked with an eyebrow raised.

“You remember the party that Melody was talking about a couple of weeks ago? With the older guys spoiling hot young girls for a night?”

I wrinkled my nose.

“Didn’t she also say that it’s invite-only? How would we get in?”

“Let’s just say one of the guys is a little loose with his invitations. After all, who’s going to complain about a few extra college girls crashing the party?”

“Ex-college girls,” I said quickly with a chuckle.

She only rolled her bright blue eyes.

“It doesn’t matter, Jordan. We’re pretty 22-year-olds who just want to have a little fun, and we don’t mind having some older guys around while we do it.”

It all sounded too good to be true, and I shook my head.

“And how old are these men exactly? Are you sure they’re safe?”

“Older than us,” she said with a shrug. “But not like they’ve escaped from an old folks’ home or something. And yes, they’re safe. All the girls I know who’ve been are fine.”

“But—”

She held up her hand to stop me in my tracks.

“Could you calm down with the questions already? Jeez. You don’t always need every little bit of information about something before you agree to do it. We’re entering the real world in a couple of weeks, let’s just live a little today.”

Sighing, I sat beside her. She was right. Even when I felt like I was being impulsive, it was a little calculated.

“Fine. What am I going to wear?”

“Oh, don’t worry about it. I’ve definitely got that covered.”

Her smile held a hint of mischief, but I didn’t question it. I knew her well enough to trust what she had in mind.
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I ran my hands over the sparkly mini dress that Abby had chosen for me. It always blew my mind that her fashion sense was so much better than mine. I wouldn’t have seen this dress’ potential on the hanger, but Abby was different. Somehow, she knew that pairing this dress with certain accessories and shoes would be perfect. Now, I looked like my outfit was far more expensive than it actually was.

“Ready?” she said while extending her hand.

Smiling, I locked my fingers around hers. My heart thundered as we walked toward the party venue. If I didn’t know what was happening inside, there would have been no indication from the exterior. A tall, muscular brunette stood in front of the dark door—already staring us down. Fortunately, Abby wasn’t deterred.

“Hello. We have an invitation from Bradley Myers.”

The name must have meant something significant because he opened the door without another word. Squealing, Abby and I raced up the stairs. They led to a dimly lit room that was far larger than anticipated. There was a bar to the far left, while an assortment of chairs and tables circled the dancefloor. Although there weren’t a lot of people dancing, Abby pulled me over there, anyway.

“Are you sure you want to start dancing already?” I asked, feeling self-conscious.

“How else are we going to catch the attention of the gentlemen who’d like to spend their money on some hot girls?” she replied with a wink.

I chuckled. The music was just the right volume to make you want to dance, but not so overpowering that you couldn’t hear anything else. When the catchy beat of another song started, Abby let out a whoop and started to dance. Letting the rhythm suck me in, I joined my friend. By the time the third song began, Abby had an admirer.

The older redhead whispered in her ear and she snickered. Winking at me, she headed over to the bar with him. I danced until the end of the song, but quickly lost interest in being there by myself.

I can buy my own drink.

Wandering over to the bar, I ordered a simple cocktail. When the bartender returned with a large glass containing a neon-pink concoction, my eyes widened. I definitely hadn’t thought it was going to be that big.

“Too much for you?” a deep voice asked.

I glanced up to find an older man with a beguiling smile. Hints of grey teased his blonde hair but only laugh lines creased his face.

“I’m not sure.”

Chuckling, he turned to the bartender.

“Add this drink to my tab, Colt.”

The young man nodded and I curled my fingers around the drink.

“Would you like to join me?”

“Okay.”

His table was against the wall, and it gave me a good view of the rest of the room. Abby was chatting away with her new friend while nursing a purple drink that was almost as large as mine.

“So, what happened to the person who invited you?” he asked.

My eyes widened as my mind drew a blank. I hadn’t considered that I’d need to tell anyone else who invited me.

Shit.

“Uhm… I’m not sure.’

“It’s okay if you’ve forgotten his name.”

I shook my head.

“It’s not that. It’s—Can you keep a secret?”

“I can.”

“My friend and I kind of used someone’s name to get in here. Please don’t tell anyone. We just wanted to see what the fuss was about and have some fun.”

The stranger burst out laughing.

“Well, we have that last part in common, I suppose.”

“And how’s your first time?” I asked.

He held my gaze so long that my skin started to tingle.

“I guess we’ll see.” He downed his drink and rose. “Would you like to dance?”

“Sure.”

Taking another sip of my drink, I followed him to the dancefloor. Just as we started to move, the upbeat song switched to one that was slower and more sexual. My gaze flicked to the stranger’s eyes, but he didn’t miss a beat. He pulled me closer—melding his firm body against mine.

One of his hands held my elbow while the other rested on the small of my back. As we moved together, his hand slowly drifted to the curve of my ass. I should have told him to move it, but a part of me wondered what it would be like if he moved it even farther instead. Grinding my hips on him, I felt his cock harden against my stomach.

Holy shit.

I might not have much experience, but even I knew it was larger than average. Curling my hands around his neck, I wondered what it would be like to break my dry spell with the monster in his pants. Licking my lips, I tried to imagine taking every inch of him inside me. Just the thought almost made me moan.

Suddenly, someone tapped me on the shoulder. I looked around sharply to find Abby grinning at me.

“Sorry to intrude, but I think we’ve been found out.”

“What?”

“Yeah. Apparently, dear old Bradley has been inviting way too many random people, so he’s been kicked out.”

“Oh, shit.”

I turned to the stranger whose hand was still slowly caressing my ass.

“I’m sorry. I have to go.”

“I heard. Maybe we’ll see each other again.”

“Maybe.”

It was the perfect opportunity to rattle off my number for him, but what would have been the point? I didn’t have time for the complications that could come with this gorgeous stranger. Stepping out of his embrace, I raced down the stairs and away from the party.
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I took a deep breath and looked around my new boss’ office. It was only 10 but the morning had been a flurry of activity. Who knew it took all this effort to be on-boarded as a new employee? Fortunately, I was now waiting to get instructions for the rest of the day. I had only spoken to him briefly during the interview, but I remember him being a pleasant – if a little past his prime – man.

“Thanks for waiting. I had to—”

His voice trailed off when we locked gazes. Blinking, I waited for the dream to end because surely, this couldn’t be real. Lord knew I’d spent enough nights fantasizing about the hot stranger for my brain to concoct a full hallucination.

“Well, this isn’t how I thought we would see each other again,” he said with a familiar panty-melting smile.

“I can’t believe you’re here,” I whispered. “Wait… I met my boss. It definitely wasn’t you.”

“Oh, Bob? Yeah, he retired.”

“That makes sense.”

Laughing softly, he extended his hand.

“I’m Michael Witter.”

“Hello, Mr. Witter. I’m Jordan Teague.”

“Jordan.”

He said my name like he enjoyed the taste of it on his tongue. The second that our hands touched, the memories of the party came flooding back. Even though he hadn’t moved, I felt his hard cock against my body. I swallowed and pulled my hand back quickly.

“So, what did you have planned for me today?”

“A lot… until I actually saw you.” He cocked his head to the side and inched closer to me. “Now, I wish we could put on some music and finish that dance.”

My face grew hot. Something told me that he wasn’t only thinking about the way we’d moved together.

“Maybe if you weren’t my boss, now.”

“I thought you trusted me to keep secrets,” he replied with a smirk.

“Just so we can dance?”

Michael slid his hand around my waist and pulled me into his embrace. Our bodies fit perfectly together again.

“Is that all we were doing when you started to rub your body on my hard cock? You weren’t trying to turn me on so much that I’d lose my mind?”

I shook my head.

“I wasn’t really thinking about it, honestly. It just felt right.”

“And how does it feel now?” His other hand cupped my ass while he slowly rocked his hips. “What do you think would feel right in this moment?”

Ruining me with your cock.

But I swallowed the words before they could slip out. What was I thinking? This was my boss! It was one thing when he was an anonymous stranger at a party. It was quite another to even think about anything sexy with him now. Breaking the company rules was absolutely out of the question.

Breathing deeply, I put my hand on his chest.

“We can’t. You know we can’t.”

Michael groaned. Although he stopped moving his hips, his fingers traced leisurely circles on my ass cheek.

“I know. That doesn’t mean it isn’t… hard.”

And fuck, it was. It took every ounce of self-control I had not to stroke the outline of his erection through his slacks. Shaking my head, I balled my hands into fists.

“Then we should probably focus on work, right?”

“Right,” he reluctantly agreed. Sighing, he retreated to his chair. “Let’s discuss what you’ll be working on this week.”

“Yes, Mr. Witter.”

I doubted it would be as interesting as what he really had in mind, but that didn’t matter. The time to find out how well we fit together was long gone.
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Yawning, I turned on my computer. There were already multiple emails waiting for me when I logged into my account.

Exactly why I haven’t put the company app on my phone.

I glanced at the time again. It was a full hour before I was supposed to start working, but it wasn’t as if I could ignore the emails.

Especially this one from Michael.

Clicking the message, I read it quickly. It was easy because it was only one line. He wanted to see me as soon as I got in. Biting my bottom lip, I looked around the empty department. The usual crowd was the only thing that had kept us in check for the last two days.

Maybe I shouldn’t assume.

After all, he’d been nothing but professional since our encounter in his office on my first day. Michael wasn’t some hormone-riddled teenager. Of course, the grown man had gotten over it so he could focus on work. I should be able to do the same for the good of my future.

I squared my shoulders and headed for his office. Although meeting his gaze sent butterflies tumbling in my stomach, I sat on the chair he indicated.

“Thanks for coming in, Jordan. I must say that I didn’t think you’d get here so early.” He sighed and looked away. “Maybe that’s a good thing.”

My heart leapt. Was I in trouble?

“Did I do something wrong? I can always redo those reports, if—”

“No, no,” he said while holding up his hand. “You did well on those. You’re not in trouble. I just—Do you want to go out with me?”

My eyes widened.

“What?” It took a moment for his words to sink in. “I thought you agreed that we couldn’t act on those impulses.”

Clearing his throat, Michael rose and approached me. Having him tower over me made it way too hard to collect my thoughts. The fact that his cock was right in front of my face didn’t help.

“Is it an impulse if I still can’t stop thinking about you?”

I shook my head.

“And I can see in your eyes that you haven’t stopped thinking about me, either.”

“This is dangerous, Mr. Witter.”

The words tumbled from my mouth even though my pussy pulsed with need for him. If I didn’t get out of here, my panties were going to be soaked. Worse yet, it was going to be damn near impossible to keep my hands off him.

I pushed the chair back and stood. Unfortunately, the quick movement left me unsteady on my feet. Michael grabbed my waist quickly and pressed his body to mine. In seconds, his mouth was mere inches away.

“The rules…” I whispered.

“Fuck the rules.”

His lips crashed against mine—stealing my breath. My voice of reason shrank immediately. Splaying his hands over my ass, Michael held me in place while grinding his hard cock on me. Fuck, I wanted him.

Fuck the rules.

His words echoed in my mind while I gave in to the pleasure that curled between my thighs. I welcomed his tongue deeper into my mouth while running my hands through his hair. Groaning, he pulled my skirt up to pull my panties to the side. My clit responded instantly to my sexy boss’ touch.

As he slowly circled the sensitive bud, I moaned into his mouth. Chuckling, he pushed my thighs farther apart. Then he slid a finger into my aching pussy. My muscles clenched greedily around it like they were begging for more.

“Greedy little girl. You want a lot more than my finger, don’t you?”

I nodded quickly.

“What if I make you wait?” he asked while adding another finger inside me. “What if I fuck you with my fingers until you scream?”

But he didn’t wait for me to answer. Michael moved his fingers inside my throbbing pussy and on my clit in a mind-numbing rhythm. I didn’t have a choice but to dig my fingers into his shoulders to roll my hips to get everything from him.

Moaning, my eyes drifted closed. He was going to make me scream if he kept at it, and what the fuck would we do if people had come into the department? Still, I couldn’t fight how loud my moans were getting.

“Michael,” I whispered. “God, I’m going to come. Oh my God!”

“Come for me, Jordan. I want to feel you soak my fucking fingers, darling.”

I never thought someone’s words could spike my pleasure but there was just something about the way Michael talked to me. Before I even knew what was happening, ecstasy exploded in my core—sending shockwaves through my body. Throwing my head back, I lost track of the volume of my moans.

The intensity of my orgasm burnt through the self-consciousness that usually held me back. It wasn’t until I came down that I realized how loud the moans were.

“Holy shit,” I muttered. “Was that loud? Did anybody hear me?”

“Well, nobody knocked on my door,” he replied with a shrug.

He definitely couldn’t have been concerned because he didn’t move his hands from between my legs.

“You’re trouble.”

“And you love it.”

I panted heavily while Michael slowly moved his fingers inside me.

“My invitation still stands by the way.”

“What invitation?”

He chuckled.

“Did I just finger-fuck the first few minutes after entering my office out of your head?”

“Maybe.”

“I invited you out.”

“I’m not sure I’ll be allowed back at your party for older men.”

Michael burst out laughing.

“It’s not my party. That was my first time, remember? And I can’t say that I enjoyed it much until I saw you.”

My smile widened. I liked the idea that he’d been miserable before I got there and after I left.

“So, what did you have in mind?”

“Dinner on the weekend. We can get to know each other better.”

“I think I’d like that.”

“Good.”

It was ridiculous but I was already envisioning our easy banter in a nice restaurant. Somewhere I could pretend that he was just a sexy older man who made me come undone more intensely than I’d ever dreamed. There was nothing wrong with a little pretence, right?


[image: Swirl Clipart Country - Elegant Swirl Png, Transparent Png -  640x480(#6042568) - PngFind]

I yawned and stretched while looking at the last digit I’d typed into the spreadsheet. It was a shit tonne of information, and I almost couldn’t believe that I’d finished it in a day.

Now to print it.

Of course, it was going to be a lot of paper, but Michael insisted that was the only true way to find errors. Although I’d told him that it was old school and wasteful, nothing would get him to change his mind. Clicking the ‘PRINT’ icon, I watched paper slide out of the printer I shared with a quarter of the department.

Eventually, it stopped and I walked over to collect it. I slid the papers into a large folder before heading to Michael’s office. He answered my knock quickly. When I opened the door, I was greeted with a wide smile.

“To what do I owe the pleasure?” he asked.

“I have the Evans numbers ready for you.”

“Okay. Bring it over then.” He held up his hand when I stepped closer. “On your knees. Crawl for me, Jordan.”

I swallowed. Nobody had ever asked me to do that before and it was hot as fuck. Not knowing what else to do with the hefty folder, I placed it on the floor. I got on my hands and knees to crawl to Michael’s feet. Thanks to a few nudges, the folder made it there, too.

“Such an obedient girl for me,” he said. “Hand me the file.”

Shifting to one side, I handed him the mass of papers. Michael held the hefty folder but didn’t look in it.

“Do you know how tempting you look on your knees like that? Lips full and parted like you’re ready to take my cock.”

My face grew hot as my gaze involuntarily dropped to the growing bulge in his pants.  Before my rational side could chip in, I crawled forward until I was between his legs. I undid his belt and zipper to free his cock. It wasn’t until I’d wrapped my hand around his hardening shaft that I realized that I didn’t know what to do.

Still, I stroked him while taking him into my mouth. After all, I’d watched a bunch of porn and listened to enough of my friends’ experiences to pull something off. But none of that prepared me for the way his cock hardened to stretch my lips.

Michael groaned while weaving his fingers into my hair. The more I bobbed my head, the tighter he gripped my hair.

Maybe I’m not so clueless after all.

Then he started to buck his hips. I wasn’t prepared for the feeling of his cock invading my throat and I gagged. Yet even though spit dribbled down my lips, I didn’t want him to stop. The way he throbbed in my mouth was intoxicating, and I wanted to get drunk. When I gagged louder, though, Michael pulled my head up.

“Too much?”

“I don’t know. Maybe? I’ve never done this before.”

“You’re fucking kidding.”

I shook my head slowly.

“But I don’t want to stop.”

Michael grinned while tossing the folder on the desk.

“You want my cock down your throat, Jordan?”

“Yes.”

“Are you ready to be my cock-hungry slut?”

My face burnt from embarrassment and desire. Right now, I didn’t want anything else than having him claim my mouth in any way he wanted.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Guiding my head into his lap, Michael pushed past my lips again. As he rocked his hips, the taste of his precum coated my tongue. It was deliciously creamy and tart. Moaning, I hollowed my cheeks to get more.

“Fuck. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?”

Of course, I couldn’t answer him with my mouth full of his cock. With his pace increasing, I was certain he was going to come down my throat. He surprised me by lifting me off him again. Panting, I peered up at him. His lust-filled eyes met mine.

“You’re driving me crazy, Jordan. I need to fill up that fucking pussy. Breed you like my little cumslut.”

I didn’t even have to think about it.

“Fuck, yes.”

“Turn around.”

My eyes widened. I’d thought he would bend me over his desk, but he was too driven by need to get that far. My horny boss was going to fuck me on the floor like a slut. His slut. Biting my bottom lip, I turned my back to him—putting my ass in the air for him.

In seconds, my skirt was pushed to my waist. Michael let out a low groan when he pulled my panties to the side.

“You’re so fucking wet just from sucking my cock. Fuck.”

He slid the tip of his cock along my slick pussy lips before pushing inside me. My muscles clenched around his girth to welcome him. The stretch was excruciatingly pleasurable. It was as if I could feel every single vein in his shaft as he thrust deeper.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

With one thrust, he bottomed out in my throbbing pussy. He only held still long enough to start stroking my clit.

“You feel so damn good. Like you were fucking made just for me.”

He followed that with a groan so long and low that it reminded me of someone eating a delicious dessert. But it was just me. Just my dripping wet pussy accepting every deep, hard thrust as Michael fucked me senseless. As pleasure built between my thighs, I couldn’t decide if I wanted it to last forever or finally bring my climax.

The second Michael dug his fingers into my hips while pulling me up by my hair, though, I was lost. Closing my eyes, I couldn’t stop the moans that fell from my lips. I’d never felt an orgasm this intense before. It was like losing my mind in the best fucking way.

As soon as I cried out, Michael stiffened behind me. His cock twitched while filling me with spurt after spurt of cum. Using one hand to hold me in place, he used the other to slowly caress my breast through my shirt.

“Do you know how hard it is for me not to spend the rest of your day fucking you silly?”

I giggled.

“It would be interesting to see how many people knocked on your door, though.”

“Well, if you really want to find out…”

“Behave! We’re not even supposed to be doing this.”

“Hasn’t stopped us so far.”

I shook my head but still wondered if there would be a point when something made us stop. Could I simply be his subordinate?
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I looked around the restaurant—in search of anyone who might know us. Even though Michael had chosen one that was out of town, the fear of being caught still thrummed behind my ribs. It was impossible to deny that there was a bit of a thrill there, though.

What had gotten into me?

All my life, I’d only skirted the rules in circumstances where I was unlikely to be found out. But this? This was something else entirely. It was clear that being with my boss was against the company’s rules. Even when we were outside of the company, I knew people would judge us because of his position over me and our age gap.

So why are we even here?

But I knew the answer. At first, it was just that we needed to finish what we’d started on the dancefloor. Now, we couldn’t stay away from each other. When we weren’t flirting in the office, we were on the phone. Yet somehow, we hadn’t talked about what any of it meant. Then again, maybe I was reading too much into it. Maybe Michael was still just having fun.

“What are you thinking about?” he asked from across the table.

I nibbled on my bottom lip—unsure of how to broach the topic or if I should at all. Meeting his gaze, I decided to take the leap. It was better to know what he was thinking.

“I don’t know if we should be doing this if we don’t have a future together. Or maybe you’re hoping that we’ll eventually flame out and go back to being professional?”

Michael chuckled.

“First of all, I don’t think we were ever professional. Secondly, I’m not hoping for any kind of flameout. I want us to explore what this is.”

“But what about work? And what will people think?”

“You’re not going to lose your job. Trust me. I can talk to HR.”

My suspicions rose and the words tumbled from my lips before I fully thought them through.

“Because you’ve done this before?”

His eyes widened.

“Never!” He reached across the table to hold my hands. “I’ve never been interested in younger women, let alone someone I supervised. That’s why my friend had to trick me into going to that party. But with you…” Michael sighed while using his thumbs to slowly caress the tops of my hands. “Everything’s so different.”

My shoulders dropped and my lips curled into a smile. His look of adoration made it impossible to still harbour doubts about what he truly wanted.

“Okay.” I reached for the menu. “I’ll stop asking questions about us for now. Let’s see what this place has to offer.”

“Good. You’re going to need your energy for later.”

I met his gaze and wasn’t surprised to find his eyes twinkling with mischief.

“And what’s happening later?”

“You’re coming home with me.”

“Am I?”

“Absolutely. And then I’m going to fuck you until you can’t stand.”

The pussy pulsed at the promise. If I weren’t looking forward to trying a few things on the menu, I would have dragged him out of the restaurant immediately.

Soon.

***

It only took a couple of hours for us to give in to our desire. Though Michael had his hand on my thigh for the whole drive, his need to do more bled into the tension in his fingers. We barely made it into his contemporary style home before he had me up against the door.

His lips met mine and I eagerly accepted his tongue into my mouth. As we got lost in our embrace, he snaked his hand under my dress to pull my panties to the side. When his fingers found my clit, I moaned into his mouth. His breathing was ragged when he pulled away.

“I always planned to take my time with you when I got you into my house. But fuck, I just need to feel your cunt around my cock.”

His voice was raspy with need while he pulled down the straps of my dress. Undoing my bra with one hand, he groaned when my breasts spilled free. Despite his desire to fuck me, Michael took my nipple into his mouth and slid two of his fingers inside my pussy.

“Oh shit,” I whimpered.

I would never get tired of how easily I got wet for him. It couldn’t have been more than a minute and I was already dripping.

“Michael, please…”

“Tell me what you want, Jordan.”

“You know.”

Laughing softly, he moved his attention to my other nipple while stretching me with a third finger.

“I really don’t.”

He was obviously determined to drive me fucking crazy.

“Fuck me. Please. Micheal, fuck me. I need to feel your cock deep inside me.”

“Fuck,” he groaned.

Pulling away, he brought me farther into the house. He put me on his dining room table and yanked my panties off. With my legs spread for him, he plunged into me. It was like his cock soothed an ache but ignited an even greater desire.

“Michael…”

This time I didn’t need to say anything else. My boss knew exactly what I craved. Digging his nails into my ass, he slammed into me over and over—each delicious thrust hitting all the right spots. Pleasure pooled between my thighs, and I held on to him like a woman about to drown.

“Holy fuck, Jordan. I want to start and end all my days fucking balls deep in your pussy.”

“Yes, please,” I replied without hesitation.

And why would I hesitate? Nothing was truly stopping us from doing exactly that. Once he talked to HR and whoever else needed to know, we could be together. Of course, we probably still shouldn’t fool around at work. Probably.

Michael palmed the back of my head so we could kiss again. Even as our mutual climax spiralled to their peaks, we couldn’t pull away from each other. Our moans intertwined while he filled me with his cum.

“We should get someone to bring all your stuff here.”

“Why?”

“Because I never want you to leave.”

I giggled.

“Good. I don’t want to leave, either.”

I had no idea how this was all going to work but I was through questioning it. I was moving in with my boss.
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

I caught the glint in Michael’s eyes when he nodded at me. His presentation was going even better than he imagined. Though I’d wanted to support him from my cubicle, he suggested that working with him would show HR and the CEO that we were capable of being professional. Of course, he hadn’t counted on my panties getting soaked just watching him.

Smiling slightly, I handed out the last part of his presentation. It was the final piece of the puzzle that would clinch the deal for him. As I expected, the other managers were completely taken in by the proposal. Michael grinned while they complimented his ideas. It was all I could do not to run up to him and kiss him senseless.

Once the meeting was over, though, all bets were off. While Michael chatted with the head of accounting, I snuck into his office to wait. He walked in a few minutes later.

“Well, that went better than I thought it would,” he said.

“I told you the presentation was going to be great.”

“You never know how these guys might react to a proposal that’s going to completely overhaul the system.” Locking the door, he moved closer to me. “But having you there helped me to focus. Sort of.”

I grinned and spread my legs so he could get between them.

“Aww,” I cooed. “Was the big manager distracted?”

“Somebody kept looking at me like she wanted to get fucked.”

“Maybe I did. Seeing you in charge always gets me wet.”

His lips curled into a smirk, and he retreated to the chair behind him.

“Show me.”

I pulled my skirt up to remove my panties. My boss caught them easily when I threw them his way, but he never stopped looking at me. Bringing them to his nose, he watched me slowly part my pussy lips. I slid my fingers between them to collect the wetness that settled there.

“All that just from hearing me talk?” he mumbled in awe.

“And walk around the room as if I couldn’t see the outline of your big cock in your pants.”

“Oh yeah? Why don’t you show me what you want this big cock to do to you?”

Holding his gaze, I slipped my fingers inside my wet pussy. Even though it wasn’t what I truly wanted, I still stroked my G-spot like it was. As the pleasure built between my thighs, I reached into my shirt to stroke my nipple. Michael groaned.

“You know, it’s pretty dangerous to tease me like this when everyone can hear you scream while I fuck you.”

“Is it?”

He growled and shot up from the chair. Suddenly, I was bent over his desk with his thick thighs holding my legs apart.

“You should know by now that I’m a man of my word, Jordan. And I love it when my little slut screams for me.”

His words made my head swim, but he didn’t give me time to focus on that. Michael filled me with his cock in a single thrust. Although my lips parted, the immediate flood of sensations had me too conflicted to scream.

Holy shit.

He yanked my shirt out of my skirt to undo my bra. Playing with my nipples, Michael fucked me with a ferocity that told me he’d been thinking about this for the entire meeting, too. Even if I didn’t scream, someone outside the door could likely hear our bodies slapping together.

It was insane that we still couldn’t control ourselves after months together. Rational people would only flirt in the office and have sex at home. But us? We lost the ability to think clearly when we were near each other. It didn’t matter how focused we were on work, we found ways to touch or, better yet, fuck.

Gripping the other side of the table, I lifted my hips even higher so he could keep hitting the exact spot that was going to make me lose my mind. By the time his hand closed around my throat, I was moaning like the slut he liked to call me.

His slut.

“Are you going to come for me, Jordan?”

“Yes! Fuck, yes.”

He grunted behind me just as I let out a cry. His hot load flooded my pussy moments later. Panting, I collapsed on the desk as Michael’s cock twitched inside me.

“Now, what are we going to tell anyone who heard you?” he asked.

“Uhm… I stubbed my toe?”

“And yelled that loudly? You must have broken it.”

I laughed softly.

“This was all your fault.”

“You teased me!”

“You have no self-control.”

“When it comes to you? Never.”

He kissed the back of my neck. It always felt like this after we had sex. Comfortable. As if we could spend all day in each other’s arms. And clearly, that wasn’t going to change anytime soon.

END

Thanks for reading! Check out all my collections – including the ones with darker elements. Get FREE books when you sign up for my newsletter.
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