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      Karina had never considered herself one of the svelte, beautiful women that could capture a man's attention, especially not the one man she’s lusted after for far too long.

      Viktor Port was many things: arrogant, demanding, and wealthy. But he was also her boss, and she knew there would never be anything between them. There never could be. It was wrong. Forbidden. Against the rules.

      

      Viktor had to be ruthless when it came to getting what he wanted. And he’d never had to try to get a woman—until Karina. She was intent on pushing him away, on denying the intense chemistry that was tangible between them.

      And he wasn’t ashamed to admit that for the last year he’d become obsessed with her. Her timid and naturally submissive demeanor made him hard and had him fantasizing about her on her knees as she gave him the control willingly.

      He knew he couldn’t ignore what he felt. He wasn’t about to even try.

      Viktor had to have her, and one night wouldn’t be enough.

      

      Note: This book was previously published under the same title. Although it has been re-covered, re-edited, and parts minimally tweaked, the story itself is the same. This is not considered a safe read.
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      “You’re acting like a real prick right now, Matthew. If you worked for me, your ass would be fired.”

      That was the very first thing Karina heard when she’d come for her interview a year ago. She should have known then that her boss, Viktor Port, was going to be the hardest, most arrogant man she’d ever worked for.

      But to be honest, working at the Imperial building on 54th  Street, being able to put Viktor’s name and company on her resume if and when she ever left, would be such a benefit that she’d overlooked her employer’s asshole, and frankly frightening, attitude.

      “Honey, he’s in a mood,” Barbara, Viktor’s longtime secretary, said from behind her desk, her tortoiseshell glasses down the bridge of her nose, and her salt and pepper colored hair perfectly pinned back in a bun.

      He’s always in a mood.

      Despite how Karina felt toward her boss, and the fact he scared her with his commanding and arrogant attitude most days, he treated his staff well.

      When you don’t piss him off, that is.

      Karina stared at the closed double doors that led to his office, the wood smooth, custom built, with engravings of his name and title screaming out how powerful he really was.

      She held the coffee mug in one hand and a bag of pastries in the other. Despite the fact she could have ordered these and had them delivered from the shop down the street, Viktor liked the ones that were twelve blocks over.

      That meant she had to get to work, file his paperwork before he even got in, and then leave when the bakery opened to make sure he had them fresh.

      She lifted her hand, pushed her glasses up, and finally moved toward his door. Giving it three good knocks, she waited until he allowed her entrance.

      “Come in,” he all but roared out, and she immediately heard him start talking again to someone else.

      She opened the door and shut it, closing her in with a man who had others’ knees locking as they realized when up against him they would not succeed. He was standing, had his back to her, and she could hear the slight murmur of someone talking on the other end of the phone he held to his ear.

      “I don’t fucking care. If you don’t get those files to me tonight then the deal is off, Brogan.” And then he hung up, just disconnected the call and tossed his cell on his desk.

      Karina didn’t move for a second and felt her pulse increase, as it did whenever she was in the same room with him, the doors closed, and the full aura of him consuming her.

      “It’s about damn time, Karina,” he said in that gruff, husky voice of his, the one that had chills racing up her spine.

      Viktor was a gorgeous man, there was no lying about that, and no trying to pretend otherwise. She’d heard people call him an asshole, cocky, determined, and, of course, successful. He didn’t mince his words, and despite it maybe being “unprofessional” that he cursed and had moments of pure rage when things didn’t go his way, he did treat his staff well.

      Her benefits were incredible, her pay was well above what she was qualified to make, and all she had to do was put up with a very dominating man who liked to have his way in all things.

      “You’re ten minutes late with the coffee and pastries,” he said in an annoyed tone.

      She set the bag and cup on the table and looked back down at the ground. “I’m sorry, Mr. Port. They were doing construction, and then there was an accident.” But even after she told him the truth, she knew excuses were not what he wanted to hear.

      When silence greeted her after she finished speaking, she lifted her head and looked him in the eyes.

      He had the clearest, greenest eyes she’d ever seen, and coupled with his impeccably styled short black hair, he was certainly gorgeous in every sense of the word.

      The three-piece suits he wore only seemed to enhance his overall strength, and Karina didn’t try to lie and say it didn’t turn her on to see him wearing them. She could see why they were called “power suits.” Like now, with his jacket off and slung over his chair, the fact his muscles were so pronounced she could see them through his white button-down shirt and vest had this tingling moving through her.

      She felt so wrong wanting him the way she did, and although she’d never show it or act on it, it was still slightly humiliating.

      And even his older age turned her on, made her want to be “taught” by him. At only twenty-five compared to his forty years, it would seem taboo, maybe even twisted to others if she actually had a chance with him. But she knew that would never happen.

      Compared to the women that she knew he had around him, Karina would go as far as to call herself frumpy.

      She certainly wasn’t a size zero. No, compared to the models she knew he’d dated, her size sixteen frame was overweight. Pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose, she tried to seem unaffected by him, but she honestly didn’t know if he saw right through that.

      God, you have problems.

      He was still staring at her as he drank his coffee, and she didn’t know whether to leave or stay. He had no problems barking out orders, and usually when he was finished with his staff he made sure to tell them to leave, in so many words.

      Did he want something else from her? Was he seriously pissed she was ten minutes late?

      To some it would seem ridiculous, but in the world he lived in, where time was literally money, she supposed she could see why things being late made him upset.

      “Is there anything else you need from me, Sir?” She had her hands behind her back, her fingers twisted together. She was even still wearing her jacket because she’d rushed up here with his coffee and pastries to make sure she wasn’t any later.

      He set the cup down and moved behind his desk to take a seat, all the while watching her intensely. Karina swallowed, the silence between them thick, heavy.

      “No, that’s all for now, Karina.”

      The way he said her name always had goosebumps moving along her arms. His voice was so deep, with a slight huskiness to it that had her thinking really inappropriate thoughts most of the time.

      “If you need me I’ll be filing, Sir.”

      “Sir” was the title he’d asked her to use shortly after she started working for him. It was also the title no one else called him. The rest of his staff used Mr. Port, and only his closest friends and associates called him by his given name.

      No, she was the only one asked to call him Sir.

      She turned and left, not showing emotions, and only breathing out when she got to the file room. There was something darkly engrossing about him, and she didn’t know why he was the one to bring out this arousal and this crazy sexuality within her.

      It frightened her to a point, but also turned her on like nothing else she’d ever experienced.
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      Viktor stared at the doors long after the closed, the scent of Karina still surrounding him. He picked up his cup and took another drink. His dick was hard like a fucking piece of granite, pressed to his zipper, and his balls drawn up tight.

      He was a sick fucker for the things he thought about doing to her, to the images that he allowed to play in his head. Hell, he’d been thinking about ripping her skirt off and pushing her over his desk so he could fuck her until she was sore and filled with his cum.

      Yeah, he’d been thinking about that, envisioning it as she stood on the other side of his desk, acting so fucking submissive it made his blood beat in his ears.

      He’d wanted her from the moment he hired her. She certainly wasn’t the type of woman he normally went after, which were the confident, experienced women that had no problem submitting to a man like him. But Karina was a natural submissive.

      She only spoke to him when addressed, her whole demeanor screaming acceptance of everything he said.

      She obeyed him without a fault, and despite the fact it was her job to do what he said, Viktor still got fucking hard every time she called him “Sir.”

      This sick, he’d even say perverted, part of him loved that she had to obey him. He supposed she could have told him to fuck off with all of his demands, but she was naturally compliant, genuinely timid, and he loved it, got hard from it.

      For the last year, since she’d been working for him, it was her image that Viktor had been jerking off to.

      He had women at his feet, could screw a different female every night if he decided to, but he wasn’t going to lie about what he wanted from Karina.

      He’d grown obsessed with her, plain and simple, and he knew until he had her in his bed, under him, and submitting to him, he wouldn’t be able to get over this need he had churning inside of him. He just didn’t know when he’d be able to coax her, show her that being with him wasn’t the worst mistake she’d ever make.

      And he wasn’t sure enough of himself and what he wanted to say without a doubt actually having her would dim the obsession.

      No, he even thought it might make it worse. She’d grown to be on his every thought, fill his every fantasy, and it made him pissed because he couldn’t seem to focus on anything else.

      He glanced at the painting on his office wall. It was an abstract design of a woman dancing, her red gown moving around her, fading into the canvas. Inspiration struck him, and he knew what he wanted to do, how he’d see if Karina would come to him… be with him in every way imaginable.

      It would go against company policy, be breaking a code of ethics because she was his employee, but at this point Viktor didn’t give a fuck.

      That was how badly he wanted her.
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        The following week

      

      

      Karina came into work a little early and went to her desk in the back of the office. She set her bag down and saw a red envelope sitting on her keyboard. Picking it up and opening it, she saw it was an invitation for a work event being hosted by Mr. Port.

      Although they had holiday parties, and had one just a few months ago, Viktor had never had another one so close to a previous one.

      Port Industries invites you to a formal event of dinner and drinks.

      She kept reading, seeing it was some kind of celebratory dinner because of a large merger Mr. Port had acquired within the last month. She glanced up at where Barbara was sitting and moved around her desk to speak with the woman.

      “Did you get this, too?” Of course she assumed Barbara had, but Karina was basically an errand and file girl in Port Industries. Wouldn’t these kinds of parties be held for the higher-ups in the company?

      Barbara glanced up, her glasses precariously low on her nose. She looked at the card, and then back at Karina. “I did.”

      “Is this normal?” Karina wasn’t going to complain about a fancy party, but she found it a bit odd they’d gotten one, especially for a merger. She knew over the last year Viktor had merged with one other smaller business, and nothing had been held for that, so why now?

      “He’s never had a merger party for the staff before, but I’m not one to complain, especially since I know he splurges for the holiday parties.” Barbara looked at the invitation again. “This must be a huge merger for him to want to throw a party for the office.” She shrugged. “Just go with it, honey, and don’t try to understand why Mr. Port does the things he does.” Barbara smiled and turned her attention back to the computer.

      Karina moved back to her desk, staring at the invitation again and feeling a tightness in the back of her neck. She didn’t know why holding this little piece of cardstock felt strange, or why the idea that she’d be seeing Viktor out of the professional sense felt strange, too.

      He might have thrown them a lavish holiday party, but he hadn’t even been present, so it wasn’t like she had to see him. This merger party made her feel like he would be there, and that had her nerves a little tight.

      Opening her desk drawer and putting the invitation in there, she focused on work and tried to push away that weird feeling inside of her. But she couldn’t lie and say the very idea of seeing Viktor in a semi-informal setting, or at least a setting that wasn’t work related, didn’t have that arousal she felt for him rising.

      She was delusional to even think about Viktor, but hey, a little fantasy never hurt anything, right?
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      It was already past six o’clock, and since it was only February, the sun set ridiculously early. It was pitch dark outside already, and Karina was just now finishing the last of her categorizing and filing of the legal documents from Viktor’s recent conference.

      They had the main files on a hard drive as well, but Viktor liked having hardcopies just in case.

      She couldn’t complain because this was fifty percent of her job, and without it she’d just be running around getting him lunch and coffee every day.

      Once she was finished, she grabbed her coat and purse and made her way out of the back of the office and toward the stairs. Viktor’s office space was only ten stories up, and a little exercise was good for her. It was the only exercise she got, so Karina tried to at least do it a few times a week.

      As she walked out of the office and toward the stairs, she saw a sliver of light coming from Viktor’s office. She hadn’t known anyone else was in the office, least of all him. She stepped for a second, contemplating if she should see if he needed anything, but she found herself indecisive about it.

      Her heart was beating a little harder than normal at the thought of speaking to him, but she found herself walking toward his office door. Lifting her hand and hovering over the wood for a second, she finally brought her knuckles down. When there wasn’t a response, she knocked again.

      “I said come in,” Viktor barked out, and her heart jumped.

      She looked behind her at the stairs, wondering if she should just make a dash out of the office since he didn’t know it was her, but for some unknown reason she found herself turning the knob of his door and pushing it open. At first she just saw his empty desk and the lamp on top of it, casting a warm glow across the polished wood.

      She took a step inside, looking around.

      “Sir?” she called out, and when she looked at the couch he had to the right, she saw him leaning against it, a half empty bottle of liquor on the coffee table, and the glass in his hand empty. He leaned forward and poured himself another glass, and when he was relaxed against the back of the couch again he focused on her once more.

      For several seconds all he did was watch her as he drank from his glass, and she felt the heat in the room intensify.

      “Is there anything I can do for you before I leave, Sir?” Her heart was thundering a mile a minute, and she couldn’t understand why she was so nervous.

      Maybe it’s because it’s just the two of you left in the office? Or maybe it’s because the way he’s looking at you seems so inappropriately good? Or maybe, just maybe, your arousal for this man is going far beyond your control?

      Still he didn’t say anything, and she ran her hands over her skirt, her palms sweaty all of a sudden.

      “Why do I make you so nervous, Karina?” His voice was slurred, but even if that hadn’t been an indication he was drunk, she would have been able to tell by the redness and glossed-over look of his eyes. He also wasn’t impeccably styled like he normally was, but God, did the disheveled appearance look damn good on him.

      He didn’t have his suit jacket or vest on, and his white collared button-down shirt was open at the collar. He also had the sleeves rolled up, and she swore she’d never seen such attractive and muscular forearms.

      “Answer me,” he said deeply, his voice holding the same command it always did.

      She licked her lips and ran her hands over her skirt again. “I don’t know.”

      He didn’t move, didn’t speak, and instead poured himself another drink. “You don’t know why I make you nervous, or you don’t know how to answer the question?”

      She should have been annoyed by his comment and his tone, but she wasn’t, and in fact a part of her grew warm, wet that he was challenging her. “I don’t know why you make me nervous.”

      He was silent for a second after she spoke, and she swore he had to be able to hear the sound of her heart beating. To her it sounded like a freight train inside of her. He grabbed the bottle of whiskey and lifted it to her. “Want a drink?”

      She shook her head. “No thank you, Sir.”

      Maybe you’ve had enough, as well?

      Of course she didn’t say that out loud, and instead stood there and watched as he brought the bottle to his mouth and took a long pull from it. She didn’t move, although she should have said goodnight and left. Karina had never seen Viktor drunk, and it was clear he was getting pretty intoxicated.

      “I just wanted to see if you needed anything before I left. I can see you’re set, so I’ll just leave.” She went to go, but the sound of him rising had her body tightening.

      “Stop,” he demanded, and she didn’t realize how one word could hold so much power.

      Not moving, but having her back still to him, Karina parted her lips to suck more air into her lungs. She heard him draw closer, felt his body heat spear into her as he stopped right behind her, and could practically hear his inhalation right by her ear. The scent of his cologne and of the alcohol he’d been drinking came from him, making her drunk, aroused, and feeling like she’d lost her damn mind.

      It seemed like forever that he stood behind her, just breathing in and out evenly, but she finally felt him touch the side of her neck and move a piece of hair away. A shiver wracked her entire body, and she stopped breathing, feeling like this was probably so damn unprofessional and crossing some lines, but not having the strength to move or tell him that.

      She liked his touch, even if it was soft, somewhat innocent.

      “You smell so fucking good.”

      Her heart skipped a beat at the sound of his commanding, deep voice, at the fact he swore because he either couldn’t control himself or didn’t give a fuck because he was drunk.

      “You smell clean, like soap, but sweet like a fucking piece of candy.”

      She felt him move another inch closer, and her eyes widened at the feel of his erection nudging the small of her back.

      He’s hard, for me. Oh, God.

      “Sir,” she managed to wheeze out. “I don’t think this is appropriate.”

      “You don’t think what’s appropriate?” He touched the side of her neck again, just a brush of his fingertip along the curve of her throat, but it was powerful enough it felt like flames licked along her entire body.

      She squeezed her thighs together, trying in vain to stem off the arousal she felt, the wetness that was a steady flow from her, it seemed. “Viktor,” she moaned his name and instantly pursed her lips, feeling foolish and out of control. “This is wrong.” I can’t seem to think straight when he’s around.

      “Maybe, but being inappropriate is so much fun, Karina.”

      Holy shit.

      She closed her eyes when he started to slide his hand down her arm, stopping at her hip, and slightly pulling her back against him. His cock dug into her back even more, and she couldn’t stop the little sound that left her. Her nerves were exploding, and despite how much she wanted this, she knew it wasn’t right, not only because he was her boss, but because he was drunk.

      Using all her strength, she took a few steps away from him and turned around to face him.

      Viktor didn’t move toward her, but he looked feral, yet in control at the same time. He had his head slightly downcast, but his focus was on her. His eyes looked glossy and slightly red, and she could see he was drunk. That made this situation even worse.

      “I need to go.” Without waiting for him to say anything in response, she turned and left his office, and then the office building as fast as she could. It wasn’t until she was outside that she leaned against the brick wall, closed her eyes, and took a steadying breath.

      She felt like she was about to fall over a ledge, and there was no end in sight.

      If she felt like this with just a small touch from him, Karina couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel to really be with Viktor.
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      Karina stared at herself in the mirror of her bathroom, feeling her heart race, her entire body feeling like she’d just run a marathon. She didn’t know why she was so nervous.

      It’s just a party. Nothing more.

      But it wasn’t just a party, not really. All she could think about was the encounter she’d had in Viktor’s office, how her body still felt like it was alive from his touch, from his warm breath along her nape. It was crazy, but she couldn’t help it, and kind of hated it all in the same breath.

      Bracing her hands on the sink, she closed her eyes for a second and tried to calm herself. The taxi would be picking her up shortly, and here she was acting like she was going to her execution.

      Dramatic.

      Opening her eyes, she looked at her reflection. She had done her own hair and makeup, and although it wasn’t as formal as tonight probably would be, it wasn’t half bad. She was wearing a long gown in a deep emerald color with delicate straps.

      She’d had to borrow the gown from one of her friends, because aside from a few black dresses, she had nothing that would have been appropriate for tonight.

      Pushing away from the sink, she shook her hands and gave herself an internal pep talk. She could do this, and act like what happened back at Viktor’s office hadn’t happened.

      He probably was so drunk that he doesn’t even remember.

      She left the bathroom and her apartment, realizing that tonight would certainly let her know how things would play out. If he didn’t remember, then she was in the clear, because she didn’t have to worry about things being awkward. But if he remembered... yeah, it being awkward would be an understatement.
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        * * *

      

      The party was intimate and held at an exclusive and fancy restaurant downtown. Karina had never been to it because the price tag for the meals was far out of her budget, and she felt a little out of place here. Despite the restaurant being exclusive and catering to some pretty high-class people on the social spectrum, it was never formal as the party was tonight.

      That made her ten times more nervous because this was the first time she’d ever dressed so elegantly.

      He must have really scored on that contract and merger to spring for something like this for his employees.

      She paid the cabdriver and got out, feeling a little weird that she was in this fancy dress, and going to this restaurant, but getting out of a cab. The car left, and she stood there for a second, the thick shawl that went with the dress snugly around her to stem off the chill in the air.

      The sound of a car door shutting had her looking over her shoulder and seeing Barbara and presumably her husband walking toward her.

      “Karina, you look beautiful,” Barbara said, her gown a deep red color.

      “And you, too,” Karina said and turned to face the older couple.

      After introductions, the three of them headed inside.

      “Can you believe he sprang for this for us?” Barbara whispered.

      Karina just nodded, because right now she was taking in the elegance of the place and realizing she was so out of her element.

      A few more employees entered, and although Karina mainly saw Barbara because they worked so closely with Viktor, there were several analyzers, attorneys, and the environmental service aids in attendance. After a while, the restaurant was filled with people who worked for Mr. Port, although the man in question was nowhere to be seen.

      “Here, honey,” Barbra said and handed Karina a glass of champagne.

      Thank you.” Karina drank a large swallow and glanced around the room. Hors d'oeuvres had already been served, and the alcohol was flowing in the form of glasses of champagne and an open bar.

      “Where is Mr. Port? This is his party, but I haven’t seen him.” At the thought of Viktor, Karina’s heart started beating harder. She finished off her glass of champagne and grabbed another when a waiter passed by.

      “I’m sure he’s being fashionably late,” Barbara said and started chuckling. It was clear the woman was taking advantage of the free alcohol, what with her rosy cheeks and personality that was becoming even more open. Karina liked it.

      She finished off her second glass of champagne just as she saw Viktor walk in. Her body’s reaction was instant: her pulse raced, her palms started to sweat, and her throat tightened. He wore a tuxedo, the black and white garment molding to his impressive and muscular body.

      The bowtie didn’t make him look any less manly, and in fact she found the sight of him dressed up even more attractive.

      He’d be good-looking no matter what.

      All Karina could think about was being in his office, his hand light on her, skimming her body, his breath brushing along her neck. A shiver worked its way through her, and she turned and headed toward the bathroom, needing to get away, to gather her thoughts.

      Everything will be fine. He probably doesn’t remember.

      But what if he regrets what he did? What if he fires you because of how inappropriate it was?

      She shook her head.

      He won’t fire you over that.

      She breathed in through her nose and exhaled out her mouth, feeling herself calm slightly, although she knew as soon as she saw him again she’d feel so unsteady, so nervous. The sound of someone knocking on the bathroom door brought her back to reality, and she washed her hands, dried them, and left the bathroom.

      Everyone was seated for dinner, and she found her table, sat down next to Barbara, and saw Viktor. He was speaking with one of the attorneys who handled his contracts. One of the environmental service aides was on his other side. The woman was gorgeous on regular days, but all dressed up she was stunning.

      She was looking at Viktor despite the fact he was speaking with someone else, and it was clear there was arousal in her gaze.

      The waiters brought out the first course, but Karina was still looking at Viktor. He finally straightened, and although there was a good amount of distance between them, his gaze locked right with hers. They stared at each other for so long she started to shift on her seat, but it was his expression that had her body lighting up.

      He remembers everything.

      Yes, just by his expression she knew he remembered, and it was clear he wasn’t regretting it.

      Or maybe that’s just what you want to think, want to hope for?

      She broke eye contact and started eating, knowing that even if Viktor wanted something more with her, it would never work. She would never be anything more than a piece of ass for a man like him. She’d never heard of him in any kind of committed relationship.

      He’d be with one woman, have her hanging off his arm, but the next week he was seen with someone else.

      No, she wouldn’t be a notch in his bedpost, no matter how appealing that sounded in the carnal kind of way.
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      He’d stayed away from Karina all night, and it was taking Viktor all his fucking control to do just that. The fact was she appeared nervous, and she was just looking at him. He knew it was because of their encounter in his office, and the things he’d said and done to her. Oh, he remembered all of it, every single incredible thing.

      All he’d done was smell her, barely touch her, and he’d been ready to come in his damn slacks just from that.

      And ever since then he’d been thinking about her, jerking off to the image, the very thought of her, and he knew he couldn’t wait anymore. She wanted him. He knew that from her reaction at his office. Viktor might have been drunk, but he’d known what he was doing.

      He’d practically smelled her arousal, could feel her heat, and he’d known if she hadn’t run off, and if he’d pushed a little harder, she would have submitted, given herself to him, in all ways.

      He didn’t need a hardcore BDSM relationship. All Viktor needed was for Karina to be his, and he knew he wouldn’t stop until she admitted that being with him was the right thing to do.

      Did he think fucking her would rid him of his obsession for her, get her out of his system? He didn’t know, but he had to find out if being with her sexually was all he wanted, or if Viktor wanted a hell of a lot more.

      But the party was winding down, and the ones that were still left were nice and drunk, enjoying themselves, which had been the point—somewhat—of the party. Truth was another part of him had wanted to throw it to see Karina in a more personal atmosphere.

      He stood in the back of the room, sipping bourbon from a crystal cut glass and watching her. She had switched to water after her fourth glass of champagne, and right now she was speaking with another staff member, and his focus was right on the roundness of her ass.

      It was big, voluptuous, and he couldn’t help the desire that slammed into him. He’d been fighting it all night long, not wanting to get a hard-on, but also a part of him not giving a fuck if anyone saw.

      The people she was speaking to branched off in other directions, and she was left standing there alone for a moment. But then she left, and he knew she was heading toward the restrooms in the back of the restaurant.

      Viktor finished off his drink and followed her, but he was surprised she was standing in the hall looking at the framed photos on the walls of the celebrities that had frequented the establishment.

      They’d rounded the corner, so the rest of the party couldn’t see them with a wall blocking their view, but Viktor liked the excitement that anyone could walk up to them and see what he was going to do to her. He moved closer until he was right behind her, inhaled the sweet, floral scent of her, and couldn’t stop himself from groaning. She spun around, a gasp leaving her, her eyes widening. She pressed her back to the wall, and he couldn’t help but move closer to her.

      “I’ve been waiting all night to get you alone, Karina.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Karina felt him before she even turned around, but now she got a look at Viktor right in front of her, his hair perfectly styled, his eyes piercing as he seemed to take in every part of her, the scent of him enveloping her in every sense of the word.

      He stood so close to her she knew if anyone walked around the corner they’d certainly take notice of the intimacy of it all.

      “You thought I forgot about what happened?” he asked, but she could see by his expression he already knew the answer.

      “I thought you were too drunk and didn’t remember.”

      God, why did I say that?

      She could have slapped her hand over her mouth for the words that came out. But Viktor didn’t show any emotion, and instead moved an inch closer to her, lifted his hand, and placed his fingers around her wrist. He had his finger at her radial pulse, and she felt her heart beat faster, all from that small touch.

      “I remember everything, Karina, and I want more.”
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      If Viktor considered himself a good guy, he would have let Karina walk away, wouldn’t have even put her in this situation. But he was determined in all things, and when he wanted something he didn’t stop until he got it.

      She was here, with him, and he could tell she wanted this. But he wouldn’t go further until she actually said she wanted him. As he looked into her face, saw the rosy color of her cheeks, the way her lips were glossy and parted, and could see the rugged, arousal-filled expression in her eyes, Viktor knew she wouldn’t stop this.

      She wanted it as much as he did, and that was a massive turn-on.

      “You want me. I can see it in your face, the way you’re breathing, shifting on your feet. You want me as much as I want you.” He leaned down an inch and ran his nose up the side of her face. “Tell me.”

      He placed his hand on her hip and moved it down. Viktor pulled back and stared right in her eyes, watched as her pupils dilated from her lust, and heard her suck in a breath of air. When he stopped at the hem of her dress, he swore she stopped breathing altogether... the same as he did. He’d never been this hard before, never needed a female so badly.

      His cock felt like steel in his slacks, the tip already slick with pre-cum and his balls drawn up tight.

      “I want this,” she said, but it was soft, as if maybe she wasn’t sure she’d actually just said the words.

      “You sure you want this, want me, Karina?” he asked in a low voice, keeping her pressed up against the wall. Moving his hand to her face, he cupped her cheek for only a second before moving it down to rest at her pulse point right below her ear. Her pulse was racing beneath his fingertip, another arousing sign that she was just as deep into this as he was.

      “Yes. That’s crazy, right?”

      He wanted her acceptance of this, her willingness. “No, because I want you.” That was what made him a fucking madman for her, obsessed and feeling like he’d tear through his own skin just to sample her. It was about her giving him this of her own free will, and because she wanted it, too.

      Her wanting him was the high he needed, like a drug addict getting his next fix.

      She is your drug, your weakness.

      Yes, he knew that, had known that from the moment he realized he couldn’t stop thinking about her until she was his.

      “Someone might see us, question all of this,” she whispered softly with a hitch in her voice. He looked down at her lips and moved his hand lower, over her collarbone, across her large breasts pressed against the silky material of her gown, and over her arm. He placed his finger at her radial, feeling her pulse beating wildly there, too.

      A low sound left him at that, at the fact she was frantic for him.

      “Even if they do, I don’t fucking care,” he said against her lips. He looked into her eyes as he gathered the bottom of her dress and brought it up, exposing her thighs.

      “This is so crazy.” Her eyes were wide as she looked at him.

      “It’s crazy, but so fucking good.” He moved his hand under her dress, sliding it higher until he reached the junction between her thighs, the sweet spot that could have made him come right in his slacks.

      She wore a pair of little cotton panties, and even though he wanted to touch her cunt, he couldn’t lie and say feeling that little strip of fabric covering her pussy didn’t turn him on something fierce.

      “Tell me to touch your pussy.” He liked to hear dirty shit while claiming a female, but with Karina he knew it would be the sweetest of all because of her naturally submissive side and shy demeanor. “Tell me, baby.”

      There was clear arousal in her expression, in her body language, but she was also nervous. He knew it was a combination of the fact there were people right on the other side of the wall he had her pressed up against, that she was here with him, and the fact she was overloaded with her desire.

      He could see that on her face, and it made his cock jerk.

      She didn’t speak right away, but despite that he felt her heat, her wetness between her thighs. Her little panties were soaked in the middle, and he ran the pad of his finger back and forth lightly over the material, seeing her pupils dilate even more for him.

      It took a lot of willpower not to just pull the fabric aside and touch her bare flesh, feel how wet and hot she really was for him.

      He wouldn’t ask her again, but he knew he wouldn’t have to because she’d give in. He saw her resistance crumbling in the face of her lust.

      “Touch me,” Karina said softly. When she closed her eyes and sucked in another breath, he knew she was relinquishing herself in this one moment and giving herself over to him finally.

      Viktor grabbed the tiny elastic edge of her panties, pulled them aside, and touched her pussy. She was all slick, smooth, hot and soaked, and it was all for him, all because of him. Taking his other hand, he placed it on the wall beside her head, curled his nails into the wallpaper, and held off from groaning.

      “What if someone hears, or sees us?” she asked again, but her words held no strength.

      He leaned down to bury his face in the crook of her neck, inhaling deeply. She smelled sweet, like cotton candy, and he ran his tongue up the length of her throat.

      “And if they do?” Honestly he didn’t care if anyone saw them. It would probably turn him on knowing someone saw him claiming her, finally having her.

      “You wouldn’t care if someone saw you with me?” She sounded slightly surprised, but she also sounded drugged as fuck, and he knew it was probably taking a lot of power for her even to speak right now.

      He pulled back only enough to look in her eyes after she spoke. Without saying anything right away, Viktor worked his fingers over her pussy lips and couldn’t stop the groan that left him at the smoothness of her flesh. He started grinding himself against her, his cock aching to be deep inside of her body.

      “Tell me how it feels.” It would turn him on like nothing else for her to admit to him that he was the one making her feel incredible. Call him narcissistic, but Viktor didn’t fucking care. He wanted Karina to give him this. He didn’t know if she realized it or not, but she was working herself on his hand, moving her pussy back and forth ever so slightly.

      He was an arrogant bastard, and he got a sick kind of power knowing that she was doing what he said, saying what she felt.

      “It feels good.”

      He looked into her eyes and pressed his thumb against her clit at the same time he placed the pad of his index finger right at her pussy hole.

      “It feels really good.”

      He groaned softly. “Is this a virgin pussy?”

      Her eyes widened for a second, but after a moment, she shook her head.

      “Good, because when I have my cock in your cunt, I don’t plan on taking it nice and easy. I won’t be able to control myself.” Her gasp pleased him.

      He worked his fingers through her folds, moved them up and down her slit, and then started rubbing her clit back and forth, wanting, no, needing her to come for him.

      “Viktor.”

      “Call me Sir.”

      She didn’t say it for a second, but then licked her lips, her cheeks becoming a nice pink color. “Sir, wait.”

      He loved hearing her say that, but he wanted her screaming it as he fucked her, scratching his back as he pounded his dick in and out of her, and wrapping her legs around his waist tightly, holding on to him.

      “I want to fuck you,” he said against her neck.

      “God, Sir.”

      “I want my cock in your cunt. I want you in my bed, under me, and giving me everything because you need me as much as I fucking need you.” He stroked her faster, harder, and knew she would get off in a matter of seconds. He wanted her to climax with the staff just feet from them, only a wall separating what he was doing to her from the party. But he slowed his actions, and as a result she dug her fingers into his chest. “I want you to tell me you want me inside of you,” he said low, husky.

      “Oh my God,” she whispered. Karina started moving her hips back and forth, grinding her pussy on his hand with faster motions. He wanted to keep going, wanted her to come all over his fingers, to get off right at this party, for him, because she couldn’t help herself. But finding reserve and self-control, he pulled away from her only an inch. She made a soft sound of disappointment, and he fucking loved that.

      He lifted his hand, feeling her pussy cream coating his fingers, and showed her the product of what they’d just done. She was breathing harder now, and when he moved his fingers closer to his mouth, he heard her stop breathing altogether.

      “Tell me,” he demanded.

      

      “I want you inside of me.” Her words were soft, but genuine. While keeping his focus on her eyes, he sucked the digits clean, moving his tongue around his fingers and licking off all of her cream. He moved toward her again, grabbed her behind the head, holding her in place with his hand tangled in her hair, and slammed his mouth on hers.

      He forced her to taste herself on him, and when she moaned and tried to pull him closer, he moved back again.

      She was shaking, and he knew it was because she was close to the edge of coming. He let her breathe for a few seconds, wanting her like an animal, but also knowing this was probably a lot to take in. He might like to be in control with all things in his life, and just the thought of having Karina in all ways made him harder than he’d ever been in his life, but he didn’t want to frighten her.

      “Am I scaring you, baby?”

      She shook her head, and he was pleased she didn’t hesitate. “I just...” She paused for a second, and he gave her a moment to finish speaking, not rushing her. “I just don’t understand any of this. I don’t understand why you’d want me when you can have supermodels.”

      He lifted his hand and ran his thumb over her bottom lip, loving the little sound she made. When he dipped his finger into her mouth and looked into her eyes, he watched the plethora of emotions cross her face. “Suck on my thumb, rub your tongue around it.”

      She wrapped her lips around the digits, licked at his flesh, and moaned softly. He pulled his hand away and cupped her chin, holding her immobile.

      Viktor got pissed that she didn’t think she was anything special, that somehow the other women he’d associated himself with were better than she was.

      “I’m not beautiful like them, and I don’t want to give myself to you and get ruined, Viktor.” He liked her calling him Sir, liked that power, but he also liked hearing her say his name in that breathy tone. He didn’t know what it was about he

      He hadn’t even been inside of her yet, but he already knew one time wouldn’t be enough.

      Doing something he had never done with a woman, he would be honest with her in how he felt.

      “In my eyes you outshine those other women, Karina.” He smoothed his thumb along her cheek, looking at her mouth. “You’re special in more ways than you know.” He looked into her eyes now. “I don’t understand any of this either, but how about we just go with it?”

      She was silent for a second, not responding, but he didn’t rush her. Finally she took a deep breath in and nodded slowly.

      “Okay, Viktor.”

      Her voice had this strength moving through him.

      “But a part of me is afraid of the power you have over me.” He couldn’t stop the groan that came from him. He moved an inch closer, ground his cock into her belly, and placed his lips so close to hers he knew once he started speaking they’d brush together.

      “Baby, I’ll admit something to you that I’ve never said to anyone.” He paused before continuing. “You’ve had a power over me since the moment I saw you.” And then he crushed his mouth to hers and kissed her like he was starving. “The things I want to do to you...” he said against her mouth and started kissing her harder.

      She broke away, gasping and digging her nails into his arms. “What do you want to do to me, Sir?”

      His cock jerked. “You really want to know?”

      She nodded, pressing her breasts against his chest. He glanced down and took in her generous cleavage rising over the hem of the dress’s collar.

      “I want to have you in my room, stripped naked, and your ass red from me spanking it.”

      She looked down, and he lifted her chin up with his finger and thumb.

      “Look at me.” When she was staring right at him, he finished. “I want to have you bound, submissive to my needs, coming because I allowed it.”

      She parted her lips but didn’t say anything.

      “The pain I want to give you would make you get off so hard, baby. I know it.” He stroked her cheek with his finger and looked at her mouth. “I want you in every way, Karina. I’m a selfish, determined man, and I wouldn’t have stopped until I had you.” He leaned forward another inch until he could feel and smell the warm, sweet scent of her wine-laced breath along his mouth.

      “Anything I do to you will bring you just as much pleasure as it will bring me, Karina. I can fucking guarantee it.” He tilted her head to the side, baring her throat, and having her at his mercy.

      “It’s hard for me to understand, to believe that out of all the other women you could have you’d want me. I’m so plain, and certainly not skinny.”

      He made a low sound of warning, and he saw her eyes widen.

      “I don’t want you ever saying you aren’t just as beautiful as any other woman.”

      A beat of silence stretched between them.

      “You say that like it’s the truth, but I’ve seen the women you have been with.” She glanced down. “I’m thicker, plain, and tonight is probably the first night in my entire life I’ve ever dressed like this. I’m so out of my element.”

      She was wearing her glasses, and he fucking loved them, loved the way she looked all around.

      “There is something about you that draws me in, Karina. There’s something that has this obsession inside of me, that makes me think about you constantly. I want to possess you, own every inch of you.”

      “You like getting what you want,” she said without phrasing it like a question.

      “I do, and I want you.” He slid his hand over her cheek and to the back of her head. He breathed in her scent. “We would be so fucking good together, Karina. Total opposites that mesh perfectly.” He took his other hand and held her cheek, now cupping both sides of her face. He wanted her looking right in his eyes when he said the next part, because then she’d know pleasantries were done. “I want you at my apartment, naked, on your knees, and sucking my cock before I fuck you.” He took a step back and held his hand out for her to take. “Will you go with me and see where this leads?” He lifted an eyebrow, waiting to see what she’d do, what she’d say.

      Would she take this chance, give herself to him, or would she run?

      He’d chase her if he had to, because Viktor wasn’t going to let her walk away.
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      Karina had left the party with Viktor, her employer, her nerves waging war inside of her. She wanted him, but she was also afraid of these feelings. They were strong, consuming, and she didn’t know how this would end.

      She wasn’t a virgin, but she also didn’t want to be a notch in his bedpost.

      Now she stood in his apartment, the lavishness what she’d expected given his position in life. He removed his jacket and tossed it over the back of the couch. The lights were on, but were dimmed, making everything seem hazy and dream-like.

      They stood across from each other, only several feet apart, neither speaking, neither moving. Her heart was beating fast and hard, her nerves right at the surface.

      The arousal that she’d felt when Viktor had touched her consumed every part of her. She still felt his hands on her, felt the heat, the arousal... the control and power. The last thing he’d said before they left was he wanted her naked in his room, and on her knees sucking his cock.

      That’s all she had been thinking about on the limo ride to his place, all that kept her from saying anything else.

      You’re really doing this.

      Karina was still so wet for him, embarrassingly so.

      “Come here, Karina,” he said and held his hand out. She moved to him without fault, slipped her hand in his, and he pulled her into the hardness of his body. He was so muscular, the tendons and sinew so pronounced that she felt so feminine with him.

      “You remember what I said I wanted from you before we left?”

      God, yes.

      Karina nodded.

      Clenching her thighs together because she was so wet it was almost uncomfortable, she closed her eyes and just tried to focus.

      “Are you ready to do that, Karina? Are you ready to be mine?” She nodded again.

      He led them out of the living room, down a hallway, and finally they were in his bedroom. It smelled like him: woodsy, masculine, erotic. He let go of her hand and moved over to the edge of the bed but didn’t sit down. Instead he undid the button of his slacks, his focus on her while he did it. He pulled the zipper down slowly, as if he wanted to make it last. “Come here.”

      She did as he said, and when she stood in front of him, only a foot separating them, he reached out and slipped the thin straps of her dress down her shoulders. He then went to her side, found the zipper and pulled that down.

      She clenched her arms to her sides, holding the dress up and feeling every part of her tense and shake.

      “I want to see you. Let the dress fall, Karina.” His voice was so hard, so controlled and commanding that she found herself doing what he said instantly.

      When the dress fell to the floor, pooling around her feet, she couldn’t think, let alone breathe. She wore only a pair of panties, and the chilled air moved along her exposed breasts. His focus was on her chest, and when she glanced down she saw his straining erection.

      “You’re fucking beautiful, Karina.”

      And she believed him. By the tone in his voice, his hard cock, and the way he looked at her, she knew he was being genuine.

      He removed his shirt and tossed it aside, and then got rid of his pants. There he stood in nothing at all, his cock huge, and making her mouth dry. For a few seconds all she could do was stare at him. His skin had this golden hue, and his body was so defined she didn’t think a man could be so muscular.

      He had no hair on his chest except for the dark trail that started right below his navel and met with the trimmed thatch of hair surrounding his monster dick.

      “Take the panties off, Karina.”

      She found herself doing just that, and before she knew it, she was standing there just as naked as he was.

      Of course, she had dreamed about this moment, but she’d never admit that, not to him, or even to herself out loud.

      He sat on the edge of the bed waiting for her. He was like steel between his thighs, thick and long, and the drop of pre-cum at the tip told her exactly how worked up he was.

      “I said come here, Karina.”

      She moved toward him, her knees feeling like they’d buckle. “On your knees, baby.”

      With slightly shaky legs, she lowered herself to the ground.

      Looking up at him, his cock between them, the tip becoming more covered with pre-cum, she knew this man would forever change something in her.

      For a second all he did was look at her face, but then as the time ticked by he lowered his gaze to her breasts. Her nipples were so hard, but they felt like they got even harder the longer he stared at her.

      He reached out and smoothed his hands over her chest, and she tried to control her breathing, the pleasure already mounting.

      “How turned on are you, Karina?” he asked in a low voice.

      “Really turned on.”

      “Is your cunt wet?”

      She nodded, not trusting her voice.

      He squeezed her breasts more roughly, and a gasp left her. The discomfort was immediately replaced by a pleasure that shocked her.

      Viktor grinned, but it was a little ruthless in appearance. “Tell me where you want my cock,” he said in a deep, sandpapery growl.

      She licked her lips and dug her nails into the flesh of his thighs.

      “In my pussy.”

      He made this gruff noise. “Where else?”

      “In my mouth,” she said softer.

      “Anywhere else, baby?”

      A moment of silence stretched between them. She still didn’t respond.

      “How about in that nice, big ass of yours?”

      Her pulse raced at his words. “If that’s where you’d like to fuck me.” God, where did that come from?

      “You know exactly what to say to have me nearly coming right now, Karina.” He removed his hands from her breasts, but instead of letting her do what he wanted, he slipped his hand right between her thighs. Viktor spread her pussy lips with his fingers, smearing her cream around and having her dig her nails even further into his flesh.

      He continued to run the pads of his fingers through her folds, not speaking, not even showing emotion. She was already on the verge of coming, and holding still for his ministrations was damn hard.

      He pulled his fingers away, the digits glossy with her arousal. Viktor brought them to his mouth, his eyes locked on hers, and licked them clean. Before she could even comprehend anything, he had her pulled close to him, had his lips latched on to hers, and fucked her mouth like she knew he’d be doing to her pussy.

      She braced her hands on the bed to steady herself, to take his erotic onslaught. She wanted more, so much more that she was drowning in it.

      The way he mouth-fucked her, pushing his tongue between her lips, moving it along hers and mixing her taste with his, was enough to make her drunk. He groaned deeply, a sound so masculine and arousing she felt a fresh gush of moisture leave her pussy.

      “Suck my dick,” he said against her mouth, pulling away and looking down at her.

      Reaching out and running her fingers along the straining length of his cock, she wrapped her hand around the impressive girth. He was hot and hard, and the moment she wrapped her fingers fully around him, he grunted in pleasure.

      “That’s it, Karina. Give it a nice squeeze.”

      She did as he said, adding pressure and feeling his shaft jerk in her grip.

      “You see how hard you make me?” His eyes were half-lidded, his voice rough like sandpaper.

      She nodded and licked her lips.

      “I’m hard like this only for you, baby.”

      Leaning forward, she parted her lips, needing to have his dick in her mouth. He slid his hand along her cheek and gripped her, forcing her to look at him.

      “Suck. My. Dick.”

      Her heart skipped a beat at his demanding tone. She needed to stop thinking about this and just do it.

      “I want your pretty pink lips stretched wide around my dick, and I want you sucking on me until I come down the back of your throat.” He slid his hand in her hair, wound the strands in his fist, and yanked her forward until the tip of his cock brushed her bottom lip.

      Karina parted her lips and took the crown of him into her mouth without any more hesitation. Instantly the salty flavor of his cum exploded on her tongue.

      He was smooth yet hard like steel. A soft sound escaped her, a noise she would have never been able to hold back even if she’d tried. Karina was too worked up, too hot and wet for this man. The sooner she sucked him off, the sooner he’d fuck her and put out this inferno inside of her.

      “Yeah.” He grunted that lone word out and tightened his hold on her hair. “Suck my fucking cock like you’re greedy for my cum.”

      The longer she had his cock in her mouth, the more she wanted to have him touching her, kissing her... fucking her. She wanted his fingers holding on to her tight enough she had bruises in the morning. Karina was drunk on the sensation he brought out in her, on the feelings she’d tried to push away for a long time.

      She’d wanted him but had also found herself strong enough to keep them back, to do her job and not let them control her.

      But she was losing this battle now, and all it had taken was a party, a look from Viktor, and the dominance and control that poured from him to surround her. She wanted to submit to him, to do what he said, not because he deemed it so and she was scared, but because she wanted to do it.

      It turned her on just thinking about being his in every way. She wanted to surrender to him, to let this man that held so much power touch her, be with her in a way she’d never experienced before.

      Hollowing out her cheeks, Karina tried to suck as much of him into her mouth as she could. But his cock was huge, and every time the tip hit the back of her throat she couldn’t help the slight gag reflex that kicked in.

      Her eyes watered, her pussy was wet, and the gruff sounds coming from Viktor spurred her on.

      She wrapped her fingers around the base of his dick and worked her hand up and down the length she couldn’t reach. Her clit tingled, throbbed, and she wanted to reach down and touch herself so badly. But instead she curled her nails into the bed and kept sucking his dick.

      He tugged on her hair occasionally, the slight sting fueling her arousal.

      She liked that bit of pain mixed with her pleasure and wanted more of it.

      Picking up her speed because she wanted him to come, to shoot his load right down her throat, Karina renewed her efforts and curled her fingers around the base of his shaft harder. He hissed, and she moaned at the fact she’d gotten under his skin, so to speak. He was always in control, but right now she held power.

      The feel of him under her tongue, smooth, hot, and hard, had her clenching her thighs together even more, trying to give some relief to her pussy and clit. She wanted to come, too, but she wanted his cock inside of her when she did. Her mind and body were on the same wavelength, though.

      Both wanted to give in to this man until nothing else mattered.

      And she would have that power over him, because no matter how strong Viktor was, it was clear even the strongest fell.
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      “That’s it, baby.” Viktor was going to come really fucking hard, and as much as he wanted to shoot his load right down Karina’s throat, he wanted to get off in her sweet pussy. His balls were drawn up tight, and the fuckers ached something fierce.

      He’d been thinking about this moment for a long damn time, jerking off to the image of her on her knees, sucking his cock, and getting him off.

      He’d thought about his cum all over her mouth and chin, sliding down to her tits, and then she’d rub it all into her skin. Yeah, he wanted that at some point, wanted his smell on her, his cum covering her like lotion.

      He needed to come, but he wouldn’t do it in her mouth. Viktor wanted to control her, but what she might not know, or maybe she did, was that her submitting to him gave her control as well.

      “Suck harder, baby.”

      She started bobbing her head up and down, and while she tried to get his entire length with her mouth she used her hand to rub the root of his dick. He’d kept still until now, just watching her lips stretch wide over his shaft, loving that her cheeks were hollowed out, and got damn hot when the wet sucking noises of her giving him head played out in his mind.

      He groaned when the tip of his erection hit the back of her throat, and he grunted when she gently scraped her teeth along his length, sending this pleasure-pain through his entire body. His breathing shifted, and he hissed out, feeling his orgasm rise up violently.

      “No, not yet,” he said and pushed her back gently before standing. He looked down at her, the sight like something out of his fucking fantasies. She was still on her knees, naked, her lush, curvy body on display, her chest heaving because she was breathing so damn hard.

      Her nipples were engorged, elongated, and her mouth was parted, her lips red.

      Saliva covered them, giving a glossy appearance, and having him grip his cock so he could stroke himself for just a second.

      Fuck, I can’t even do that or I’ll come all over her face and chest.

      And as delicious as that sounded, as much as he’d like watching her skin covered in white ribbons of his seed, he wasn’t going to waste this first orgasm on that. He wanted to fill her with his seed and watch it come out of her cunt.

      “It wasn’t good?” she asked, her eyes wide, her mouth still parted even after she spoke.

      He reached out and smoothed his finger along her bottom lip.

      “It was better than fucking good, Karina. But when I come it’ll be inside of you, your pussy milking my dick, wanting my cum.”

      Viktor helped her off the floor, and in a matter of seconds had her turned around so she was now on her back, her legs spread. He climbed over her, nestled his bigger body between her splayed legs, and grabbed her face between his hands.

      He stared at her open mouth and leaned down to kiss her, to fuck her with his tongue.

      He brought the muscle into his mouth and sucked on it at the same time he pumped his hips against her, rubbing his cock along her pussy.

      He only did this for a few moments, because truthfully if he kept it up he’d come, and he wanted to be fucking her when he did that.

      “Are you on the pill?” An invasive question, yes, but he needed to know. He wanted to go raw inside of her, wanted to feel her pussy walls contracting along his shaft with nothing separating them.

      “W-what?” She stuttered out the word, clearly surprised by his question.

      “I need to know if you’re on the pill because I have to come, Karina, because I need to fuck you raw. I don’t want to wear a condom.”

      She was silent for a second, and when he pushed against her, letting her feel his hardness, she moaned, “Yes.”

      It only took that one word to have him off of her, have her pulled off the bed, and turned her around so she was now pressed to the wall across from them. The moves had been so swift and frantic even his head spun from them.

      He could have easily just fucked her right on the bed, but there was this primal, wild side of him that wanted to take her hard and rough for their first time in this position. He wanted to hold her up, slide in and out of her pussy in that position, and feel every part of her experiencing this with him.

      He’d never been the type of man for soft and sweet, and being with Karina would be no different.

      Right now he just wanted his cock inside of her.

      He grabbed the soft, generous swells of her ass, gave them a squeeze, and couldn’t stop the gruff sound that left him. When he had her pressed to the wall, he grabbed her arms and placed them behind her back. The position had her breasts thrust out, and he didn’t stop himself from leaning down and sucking on her nipples.

      For long seconds that’s all he did. Her tits were big and soft, her nipples dusty pink in color and the tips hard for his mouth. He let go of a peak with a resounding pop and moved an inch closer to her, pressing his dick right up against her belly.

      “Wrap your legs around me.”

      She obeyed without hesitance, and the dominant side of him reared up even more, pleased she listened so well. He ran his finger up the back of her thigh while looking into her eyes. A shiver wracked her entire body because of his touch, and Viktor fucking loved that she was so responsive to him.

      Viktor leaned back and saw that she bit her lip, the flesh slightly white where her teeth tugged at it. The sight turned him on and had this harsh sound leaving him, and he knew as soon as he was inside of her he’d come faster than ever before.

      “How much do you want me?” Maybe he was being arrogant by needing to hear her say it, but he couldn’t stop himself, not when he needed her so badly.

      “You know I want you.”

      A low sound of need left him, and he kissed her hard enough that the pain from their mouths slamming together consumed him.

      Fuck the wall.

      Viktor held her tightly and turned with her in his arms. He walked the few feet back to the bed, laid her on it, and was on top of her a second later. He went back to kissing and sucking at her flesh, and a gasp left her. Viktor was so fucking hard, and he could feel how wet she was for him.

      Her pussy cream soaked his dick as it pressed to her slit, and a grunt left him as he continued to kiss her.

      He reached between their bodies while he still had his lips pressed to hers, lined his cock with the opening of her cunt, and in one move slid all of his dick inside of her hot pussy. He wasn’t easy when he penetrated her. He tried to not be so rough, but he couldn’t help it with Karina.

      She broke the kiss and made a desperate sound of desire.

      “That’s it, baby. Squeeze those pussy muscles around me,” he managed to grit out, now balls deep in her. Her inner muscles clenched and relaxed around his cock, and it took all of his control and strength not to get off and fill her with his cum.

      His control broke then, and he started really fucking her. Viktor pulled his dick almost all the way out of her, and then shoved it back in hard and fierce. She cried out, closed her eyes, and opened her mouth wider.

      “Grab the headboard, Karina. Hold on, baby.”

      She did as she was ordered instantly, and a wave of power and pleasure filled him.

      “Tell me how it feels, baby.” Viktor had never cared much about wanting to know this shit when he fucked, but there was something different, special with Karina. He wanted to make sure she felt good, wanted to make sure she was right here in the moment with him.

      She opened her eyes and looked at him. “It feels so good, Sir.” He groaned and thrust into her hard. “You’re stretching me, filling me.” She moaned the last word and arched her throat. Her back was slightly bowed, her breasts thrust out in invitation.

      Her tits were shaking back and forth from how viciously he was fucking her. The sight mesmerized him.

      “God, you’re so big inside of me.” The words were slightly muffled, but she moaned louder, and he fucked her harder.

      “I want you to think about me tomorrow when you sit down, Karina.” One thrust. “I want you to sit down and feel sore, knowing my big fucking cock was inside of here.” Two thrusts. “But despite how sore you’ll be”—three thrusts—“you’ll be wet and want my cock all over again.” Sweat started to line his brow and slid down the length of his spine.

      She was spread out before him like an offering... his offering.

      For a moment, all Viktor did was watch her tits bounce as he fucked her. He then slowly lifted his gaze up to her face, saw the sweat dotting her flesh, and couldn’t help himself. He leaned down, ran his tongue up her neck, over her jawline and cheek, and then claimed her mouth.

      Her sweat was salty, but so fucking sweet. His cock jerked inside of her, and they both made strangled noises at the same time.

      “Tell me whose dick is up inside your pussy, claiming you, making you full, stretching you.”

      “You, Viktor. You.” She breathed out the words, her eyes still closed, her hands still grasping the headboard.

      “Yeah I am, and this is how it’ll always be.”

      She snapped her eyes open, and the surprise flickered across her face for a second.

      He’d never felt this wild with another woman, and he never wanted to either. He wanted her to be his in all ways. He wanted her pussy to only know what his dick felt like from this point on, and the sooner she understood and accepted that, the sooner they could move forward... wherever that led them.

      He wasn’t questioning himself and what he wanted, because he’d always gone headfirst into things that mattered.

      And she matters.

      He pumped in and out, faster and harder, and when she came undone for him, he nearly went over the edge with her. Her cry of completion was the hottest damn thing he’d ever heard. Viktor forced himself not to come, and instead pulled out of her and flipped her onto her belly.

      She bounced on the mattress for a second, and the sight of her ass cheeks jiggling transfixed him.

      He spread her ass cheeks and got a good look at the tight hole he’d be fucking at some point. He’d always been an ass man, and Karina had a glorious rear end. She tensed, and he stilled, wanting her to be here with him in the moment and not be worried.

      “I won’t do anything you don’t want me to, Karina, but baby—” He curled his fingers into the cheeks of her ass. “Baby, I’ll make you feel so damn good. It’ll be fucking incredible.”

      He’d never cared about what a woman felt during sex, to be honest. They felt pleasure, sure, but he didn’t stop what he was doing to make sure they were still right there with him. If they were willing and got off, that was all that mattered.

      It was a dick way of thinking, but he wouldn’t lie about who he’d been, not even to himself.

      What he was doing to her, exposing every part of her, probably made her feel uncomfortable and pushed her limits, but she hadn’t said to stop, so she must like it, and that was what mattered, what made this so different than any other time before.

      “You tell me if I go too far.”

      She nodded, her hands in the sheets, her fingers curled around the material.

      He didn’t know why he cared about if he was going too fast for her, because it was clear she liked this, given her soaked cunt and cries of pleasure.

      “I want whatever you have to give me, Sir.”

      He squeezed her ass so hard she made this soft sound, and he loosened his hold. Hearing her say that, knowing she wanted whatever he did, had this strange feeling consuming him. Smoothing his hands over the pain he’d probably caused her, he took a steadying breath.

      Viktor ran his finger along her slick folds, loving the erotic sound that came from the act.

      “That feels good,” she moaned.

      He growled and at the same time thrust one finger into her. Immediately her pussy sucked him in, and he felt his cock jerk from the act.

      “Yeah it does, Karina.”

      She lifted her ass, grinding herself on his finger, fucking herself on the digit. He fucked her pussy in slow and steady thrusts with his finger, watching the act with a parted mouth. He wanted to shove his dick back into her cunt, wanted to fill her with his cum.

      He used his other hand to smooth over the mound of her ass and give one cheek a squeeze. She kept thrusting her ass back at him, and he couldn’t stop from spanking her.

      Smack.

      “You like that, don’t you?”

      “Yes.”

      “You want to come?”

      “God, yes, Viktor.”

      He leaned forward, removed his finger, and spread her ass cheeks wide once more. The sight of her pink pussy slightly gaping and of her asshole right here for the taking had his dick aching fiercely. He got on his belly between her legs and latched his mouth on to her cunt, sucking like a fiend.

      “Oh,” she cried out.

      He smacked her ass again and again, all the while sucking and licking at her pussy, drawing her orgasm to the surface. He grunted against her slit, her flavor intoxicating, addictive. Viktor sucked her clit into his mouth, the little bud engorged from her pleasure.

      He moved his tongue back and forth over it, and from the way she started moaning and panting, he knew she was about to come.

      Viktor sat up again, grabbed his dick, and rubbed his cock along her slick folds. After a few seconds of torturing himself with the pleasure, Viktor positioned himself at her entrance. He grabbed her hips, lifted her lower body up so she was now on her knees, and felt his pulse increase.

      “Get on your hands and knees, baby.”

      She got into the position he wanted, and he reached around, grabbed one of her big breasts, and started pulling and rolling her nipple between his fingers.

      “Fuck me, Viktor,” she said softly, now looking over her shoulder at him.

      There was no more waiting, no more erotic torture. He brought his palm down on her ass cheek several times. Viktor grabbed the root of his cock, placed the tip at her pussy hole, and thrust into her in a smooth, even move. She buried her face in the mattress.

      Taking hold of her hips in his hands, he started going in and out of her, fucking her hard enough he couldn’t even see straight. The ecstasy started at the base of his spine and slowly moved upward, taking control of every part of him.

      Sweat covered his body, grunts came from him on their own, and he knew this orgasm would put every other one prior to shame.

      He moved his hand to the length of her spine and slid his fingers up and down the slight indentation.

      “I’ve wanted you for a long fucking time, Karina baby.” He thrust inside of her so deeply her hands slid up on the bed and she made a high-pitched mewling noise. He slammed into her again, held on to her hips tighter, his fingers pressed so deep into her skin he knew there would be bruises, and he fucked her like he’d never fucked a woman before.

      He owned her, and the marks would show that possession. He was going to come, and he was going to explode into her tight body.

      Groaning and squeezing his eyes shut, he felt her milk him and knew she was having another orgasm. He came in her, filling her pussy with his hot cum, pumping it deep into her, and feeling the strength sucked out of him.

      When his orgasm ended, he pulled out of her clenching body and stayed on his knees behind her just watching his cum slip from her cunt. His thick, white cum slipped down her pussy lips and dripped onto the sheets.

      “Fuck, that’s hot.”

      Viktor finally collapsed on the bed beside her and turned his head to look at her. She was now on her belly, her arms out in front of her, her eyes closed. The perspiration was glossed over her, making her flesh almost seemed shimmery in appearance.

      It was hot as hell. He reached out and pushed a piece of damp hair away from her forehead, and she slowly opened her eyes.

      “You wore me out.”

      He couldn’t help the chuckle that came from him. “Yeah, well you drained me fucking dry.” He was crude with his words, but her smile told him she didn’t care.

      “I could fall asleep right now,” she said in a sleepy voice. He cupped her cheek, smoothed his thumb over her bottom lip, and couldn’t help but lean forward and kiss her. “Then sleep, baby.”

      Karina closed her eyes, and he pulled the blankets over them. He lay there, hearing her breathe, knowing she’d fallen asleep, and realizing this woman had changed something in him with just one night.

      He’d never be the same, and how fucking incredible, if not insane, was that?
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      Karina slowly woke, but before her eyes were even open, she knew she was alone. She lay there, staring at the ceiling in Viktor’s bedroom, hearing the clock on the bedside table ticking off the time, and remembering everything about last night.

      She was on her back and smoothed her hands outward, feeling the chilled sheets along her skin, and closing her eyes at the memories.

      The soreness between her thighs and the scent of Viktor touched every part of her, filled every sense.

      She stayed like that for a few seconds, and when she opened her eyes and sat up, she looked around the room. Everything was neat and in order, exactly how she expected it to be.

      But last night she’d only vaguely glanced at her surroundings, her body and mind so wound up, so in tune to Viktor that nothing else had mattered.

      It was then that she saw a slip of paper on Viktor’s pillow. It seemed kind of cliché, but she found herself holding her breath, not sure what the note would say. Clearly he wasn’t home, but kicking her out didn’t mean he had to be here, either.

      

      
        
        Had a conference call. Sorry to leave, but didn’t want to wake you. Be ready at eleven. A car will pick you up. I’d like to take you to La Terrice for brunch.

        Not about to end this, Karina.

      

      

      

      
        
        -Viktor

      

      

      

      Her hand started to shake on its own as she reread the letter several times. She was honestly surprised, because no matter what he said, which could have been done because of the heat of the moment, she’d thought this would be a onetime thing.

      She was not like the women he’d been with, and because of that, and the fact she was his employee, Karina just assumed he’d said those things because he’d wanted her in his bed.

      The nightmare of the morning after had briefly filtered through her mind, and the awkwardness of seeing him, maybe experiencing his rejection, of course consumed her, especially when first waking.

      But it didn’t turn out that way.

      No, and that made this even stranger. Still, she was excited about the prospect of having lunch with him, of seeing exactly what his plans were, his thoughts, for all of this.

      Her thoughts and plans? She had none, because she hadn’t ever seen it going this far.

      Getting out of bed, Karina was about to slip on her dress from last night when she saw a white box with a red bow sitting on the dresser. Walking up to it, she took out the little card, and opened it.

      

      
        
        Wear this for me, Karina.

      

      

      

      
        
        -Viktor

      

      

      

      Her heart was thundering. Inside were a cashmere sweater tunic, black leggings, undergarments, and a pair of leather boots.

      Holy shit.

      She took the tunic out, the material soft and obviously very expensive. She couldn’t accept these items, not when she knew this had to cost a lot, and she’d just slept with her boss. But did she really want to go to brunch in her evening gown?

      She looked at the time. She didn’t have enough time to go home, and she told herself she’d use the clothes he left and figure out how to repay him for them.

      She didn’t know how this whole experience would play out, but a part of her hoped it would go this well up until the end. That was either very optimistic of her, or very naïve.
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      Viktor had arrived at the restaurant ten minutes ago, and he expected Karina here any moment, that is, if she even showed up. She had no reason to see him further, because for all he knew she didn’t want anything from him.

      Her desire and pleasure had been genuine last night, but the fact he’d had to leave her in his bed to handle business, and the fact he was her employer, might scare her off.

      But he needed to talk to her about all of this and about what he wanted from her.

      He leaned back in the chair and stared at the front entrance, not accustomed to the nerves wracking him. He wanted to see her walk through the doors, wanted to see her wearing the clothing he’d left for her. But it might be awkward for her, to say the least.

      She was an intelligent woman, and common sense might dictate that she stop this before it even started.

      But he couldn’t let her walk away, because even after he’d fucked her still wanted her like a fiend.

      In the early morning hours before he’d left, he’d just lay there running his fingers through the soft, long tendrils of her hair. She’d looked so peaceful and well-fucked in that moment, and he felt something inside of him tighten at the sight.

      He couldn’t say he loved her, but he could say that after the year of seeing her daily, the emotions that she evoked, when she didn’t even know it, told him he did care for her.

      He’d fought it for too long, and he was done with that. He was getting too old to ignore something that felt so good and right, and Karina made him feel those things and more.

      He saw the Lincoln Town Car pull up to the curb, and Viktor straightened in his seat. The driver got out and walked around the car to open the back passenger side door.

      When Viktor saw Karina exit the vehicle, everything in him hardened, came alert, and the remembrance of last night played through his head.

      The outfit she was wearing was what he’d had one of his assistants get for her before the sun had even risen. Being who he was had many perks, and that included businesses opening for him at any given hour. He was glad he’d been able to take advantage of that, because seeing Karina in the clothes he’d picked out for her made everything in him growl in approval.

      She stopped and looked at the restaurant for a second, not moving, her nervousness clear in her posture and the expression she wore. She finally came inside, and Viktor found himself standing. Their gazes locked for a second, and she finally started moving toward him.

      When she was standing a foot from him, he reached out and grabbed her hand, lifted it to his mouth, and kissed the inside of her wrist while holding her gaze with his. He could feel the rapid beat of her pulse right under his lips.

      He saw her pupils dilate, the blackness eating up the color. Her lips were parted, her focus on his mouth.

      He pulled back and held the seat out for her. Once they were both seated, he motioned for the waiter to take their order. After they ordered he leaned back in his seat again and wondered if he should just start right in, or give her a moment to get her thoughts.

      “Thank you for the outfit, but can I ask why you bought the clothes for me?” She was fidgeting with her napkin, and he reached out and placed his hand on top of hers.

      “Because I wanted to have lunch with you, and I didn’t think you’d want to wear your formal gown.” He smirked. “And because I liked the idea of you wearing what I’d bought you.”

      Her cheeks turned pink at his comment.

      He might have said things last night, things that should have let her know that he wanted her for more than just a fuck, but Viktor would make sure Karina knew exactly how he felt. Viktor was going to make sure Karina knew she was the one he wanted. She just had to give him a chance.

      “I’m just going to get right to it, Karina.”

      She nodded, and he saw the way her throat worked as she swallowed.

      “Last night wasn’t just about fucking you.” He noticed the way she glanced around and how her cheeks turned red. Clearly his coarse language embarrassed her, and he couldn’t help but chuckle. “I won’t mince words with you, Karina.” She was looking at him again, and when she nodded he tightened his hold on her hand, making sure she knew this was real. “Last night was the start of something. I know I can’t be the only one that feels this strongly.”

      Tell me I’m not the only one.

      For as commanding and powerful as Viktor had to be when he was in the office or negotiating terms in the boardroom, he realized when it came to Karina she was in control, whether she knew it or not. He hadn’t expected things to turn out this way, but now that he’d had her he couldn’t let her go.

      He had to make her see that being with him was what was meant to be.

      “I want more than just the one night.”

      She took her hands from his and placed them in her lap, looking down. He didn’t rush her, because he knew this was probably a big fucking surprise to her. They’d had sex last night, and she was probably still reeling about that. He was, after all, her employer, and that made what they had done, what he wanted with her, crossing a line.

      But he didn’t give a fuck. After having Karina, he knew he’d cross any damn line just to be with her.

      “Say something, baby.” He dropped his voice lower and didn’t like the fact he felt so on edge. Waiting to hear how she’d respond was hell.

      She finally looked up at him again after what felt like forever, and he saw the uncertainty in her face. “I do want you, Viktor.”

      That had his heart beating faster, had his palms starting to sweat, and all he wanted to do was pull her onto his lap and kiss her senseless in front of everyone. He’d never been the sentimental type, never given a fuck about anything that didn’t make him money in the long run.

      That was what his life had been about for as long as he could remember: furthering his career and gaining respect.

      But when he looked at Karina, something in him shifted. He didn’t feel so selfish, because pleasing her, making her happy took the forefront. It was fucking crazy to him as well that given the fact that although they’d been in each other’s company for the last year, one night could shape this moment so drastically.

      “But as much as I want you, I am afraid, too, Viktor.”

      And just like that, his heart stopped. “There’s nothing to be afraid of, Karina.”

      She shook her head and closed her eyes for a second. “I’m afraid of what I feel, of what others may say. Being with you is so unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before, and that’s so good, Viktor. But this is also so sudden, and I’m confused.”

      She was looking at the outfit he’d gotten her, smoothing her fingertips over the material, and he knew if he didn’t give her time he’d push her away, and getting her to come around might be the hardest obstacle he’d ever tried to overcome.

      “I don’t want you afraid or unsure about this. Your job is secure no matter what you decide, but I want to let you know giving me a chance might not be the biggest mistake you’ve ever made.” He held her gaze for a second before continuing. “I want you to have as much time as you need, and to decide what you want. I won’t rush or push you, Karina. I wanted you to know where I stand and what I want. I’ll be here when you make your decision, no matter what that may be.”

      God, this will be the longest wait I’ve ever experienced.

      But letting her come to her own decision was what he wanted, and she needed to know what was right for her.
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      “What are you going to do?”

      Karina had just gotten through telling her friend all about what happened with Viktor... everything in detail. She wasn’t going to hide what had happened, because she’d wanted to confide in someone, and she wanted to get another opinion on it all.

      Karina looked at the other woman, the one person she trusted most of all, Hardy. They’d been friends for the last year when Karina had found Hardy drunk, left at the bar by her deadbeat boyfriend, and trying to call someone to pick her up.

      It wasn’t the ideal way to make a new friend, but the women had hit it off—well, after Hardy had sobered up.

      After that, and for the last year, she was the one person Karina actually spoke with, the one person she considered a true friend. It was funny how people met, but it was also a blessing.

      Hardy was also the person that had lent the evening gown to Karina, and she’d come over today to pick it up.

      “I don’t know.” Karina grabbed her cup of coffee and drank from it, mulling over her thoughts. “But honestly, I know what I’d like. I’m just too afraid of what might happen, I guess.”

      Hardy didn’t speak for a second, but she looked thoughtful. “You want him,” she said without phrasing it like a question.

      Karina nodded, not about to lie.

      “But you think he’ll fuck you over?”

      Leave it to Hardy not to mince words, but that was what Karina needed to hear right now. “Yeah, or something like that. You know his reputation. Hell, everyone in the city knows who he is and the women he’s been with.”

      Hardy nodded. “True, but who cares about them?”

      “I guess I care. I shouldn’t be thinking about what could happen—”

      “Honey, if life has taught me anything, it’s that you can’t worry about what might happen. Hell, look at how it ended with Marco and me?” Hardy shook her head. “I thought I was going to marry him, but then I found out his ass was cheating on me the entire time we were together.” Hardy shrugged and took a long drink from her coffee cup, which Karina knew she’d spiked with Irish Cream. “I say live your life the way you want to. If you feel like it is right with him, fuck everyone else and what they might say.”

      Karin knew her friend was right, and she wanted to have that mentality, but she supposed never before having the kind of attention Viktor gave her made her a little unsure of which way to go.

      “Just go with what your heart says. You’re a smart girl, and it won’t lead you wrong.”
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      It had been days since she’d slept with Viktor and spoken with Hardy about the whole situation. To say Karina was still confused about how she felt was an understatement, even after speaking with her friend.

      Of course she wanted Viktor, thought about him constantly, and his admission that he wanted to see where things went with them made her happy. But Karina also didn’t want her heart broken in the process.

      She knew she could fall hard for Viktor in no time—hell, she felt like she was already halfway there. But he didn’t exactly have a reputation for being in committed relationships, and she worried that he’d get tired of her eventually.

      But do you really think that, after what he said to you?

      Honestly, no, she didn’t think that, because Viktor wasn’t the type of man to make declarations like he had and not mean them. From what she’d seen, heard, and gathered on her own, she knew he kept himself at a distance with people.

      His telling her he wanted her, that he wanted more than just that one night, had sounded genuine.

      He was real, and you know that. You just don’t want to realize or accept it.

      But Karina did want to accept it, because it’s what she wanted as well.

      “Stop,” she whispered to herself, grabbed the files she’d been working on, and got back to it. She’d been immersed in her work for the last few days, trying to stay out of Viktor’s way, because she was still wrapping her head around it all, even if she knew what she wanted.

      He’d been working on a big account, so his head had been in that, but she also didn’t miss the way their gazes would lock in passing, and the heat and emotions that bombarded her at every turn.

      “Karina, I’m going to go on my lunch. Would you like to go?”

      Karina stopped filing and looked at Barbara, who stood in the doorway. There were a few other employees with her. “No thanks. I’d like to get this done.”

      “Want me to bring anything back? We’re going to Renaldo’s.”

      “I brought my lunch, but thank you.” She smiled and watched as they left. Karina went back to filing, her thoughts on Viktor, as they’d been for the last several days. It also didn’t help that just until the other day she had still been pleasurably sore between her thighs, a remembrance of what they’d shared.

      Fortunately, Viktor wasn’t in his office and had left for a meeting a few hours ago. That at least gave her the silence she needed to think. Or maybe she didn’t need to think anymore? Maybe she just needed to either tell him this wasn’t what she could do, or say she wanted to give it a try.

      The sound of the office doors opening and closing had her assuming one of the girls had forgotten something. She finished filing the last bit of paperwork and stepped out of the backroom. “You forget something...” Her words died in her throat when she saw Viktor standing by the receptionist’s desk, his jacket midway to being pulled off and his focus on her.

      For a second they didn’t speak, didn’t even move.

      Maybe this is a sign that things need to get resolved right now?

      He took a step toward his office, and even though she could clearly see the strain on his face, he didn’t push her. She had to appreciate that, because Viktor was a man known to go after what he wanted, but he was giving her the space and time to decide what she needed in her life.

      “Karina.” The way he said her name as he walked past her made butterflies move around in her belly. The scent of him as the air wafted around her had the hairs on her arms standing on end. And the look he gave her right before he entered his office had her resolve solidifying.

      You have thought about this. You know what you want. You know what you need to tell him.

      He shut the door, and she contemplated just for a second what she should do.

      Stop thinking, and just do it. You won’t know how it’ll be until you talk to him and give this a chance.

      Steeling herself, she smoothed her hands over her legs and moved toward the door. She could hear him on the phone, and although she should have knocked, she figured they’d already shared so much that walking in would be appropriate.

      She turned the knob, pushed the door open, and stepped inside. He had his back to her and was standing looking out one of the windows, but she could see how he tensed and knew he could sense her right away.

      They had this undeniable connection, and that was another reason she was just going to go with it and see how this all went.

      “Zachary, let me call you back.” Viktor turned around and disconnected his Bluetooth. He removed it from his ear and set it on the table. The silence between them was thick, slightly awkward, but then again she figured it would be given how they’d parted.

      “I figured we should talk,” she said, trying not to twist her fingers together and show her nerves.

      He nodded and came around the table. “Do you want a drink?” he asked and went over to the small bar by the wall.

      “I’m on the clock. Probably not the best thing for me to do.”

      He glanced at her. “I’m the boss. I think it’ll be okay if you want one.”

      “Okay then,” she said and tried to smile, but she was so damn on edge she knew it came out forced.

      He poured them both a drink and walked up to her, handing her the glass. “Do you want to sit down? I have a feeling what you want to talk about isn’t in a professional capacity.”

      She shook her head, and watching him go over to the couch, she took a drink. The liquor was a little harsh, but then again, she wasn’t much of a hard alcohol drinker. But she knew she’d need a little liquid courage to get through this, because no matter what the outcome was, this was totally new territory for her.

      Moving next to him and sitting down, she focused on her glass, wondering how to proceed.

      “You’ve thought about what I said, and want to talk about it?” Viktor asked, and she looked up, thankful he’d broken the silence.

      She nodded, her throat tight and slightly burning from the alcohol, and her nerves making talking almost impossible. But she wouldn’t be a coward. She wanted to be honest with him, to tell him that she had feelings for him, ones she didn’t want to ignore.

      Then say it.

      “I’m afraid, I’ll admit that.” She held on to her glass tightly. “I don’t know if this is just a phase, like you’ll get sick of me.” She shrugged, being honest, even though it was humiliating. “I’m different from what you normally go for, and I guess that’s why I feel this way, why I think one day I’ll have given you my heart, and you’ll just discard me.”

      

      “Oh, Karina, baby.” He set his glass down and pulled her closer. She let him, because it felt damn good to have Viktor hold her. “If this wasn’t what I wanted, wasn’t what I desired above everything else, I would have never said anything.”

      It was strange to hear this softer side of him, to feel his emotions, his desire for her. It wasn’t just about sex, not for her, and he’d told her as much. This was about so much more, and she wanted to explore that.

      “But you want me, too?” He spoke tenderly, and she couldn’t help but absorb that. She was so used to seeing the strong and always in control Viktor that having this gentle, sweet man hold her and tell her everything would work out was surreal.

      “I do want you.”

      “Look at me, Karina.”

      She pulled back and looked into his eyes. He still appeared so powerful and strong, like he could crush anything that came close to him, that threatened what he held dear.

      And he holds you dear.

      “If I wasn’t sure, without a fucking doubt, that you were it for me, I wouldn’t have told you what I had.”

      “It’s just happening so fast.”

      He smiled and cupped her cheek. “It is, but doesn’t it feel incredible?”

      She nodded. “It does.”

      “Then let’s just go with it and see where this path takes us.”

      Can it really be this easy?
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      Karina glanced to her side and couldn’t help the little flutter in her chest. Seeing Viktor in the driver’s seat, his hand on the gearshift and his focus on the road, made arousal rear its sweet, erotic head up violently in her.

      They’d just gotten back from dinner, and although she would have no issues being with him right here and now, he was taking them back to his place for wine and classical music.

      She’d never have taken Viktor for a classical kind of man, but then again, he was surprising her on all avenues. They drove through the city, the sun already having set, and the night full of life.

      The traffic was starting to thicken the later it got, and her anxiety and arousal were climbing with each passing second.

      “You’re nervous,” Viktor said without glancing at her, and sounding slightly amused.

      “I’m not.”

      He did look at her then. “You’re lying, baby, but I can read you as if I’m looking in the mirror.” He grinned and focused on the road again, weaving his way in and out of traffic and heading closer to his apartment. He descended into an underground garage, the lights coming on instantly.

      There were plenty of below-ground garages in the city, but this one only held a few cars... a few very expensive cars.

      Once he parked and cut the engine they sat there for a second, her hands in her lap, her heart not beating nearly as fast as she assumed it would be.

      Although it wasn’t like they’d talked about why they were coming back to his house, she knew the end result.

      They’d fuck, and it would be incredible.

      “Why are you nervous?” he asked, looking fully at her now. “Is it because of everything and what you told me, or...”

      She swore the heat in the car went up ten degrees in just that short amount of time.

      She swallowed before answering. “I’m not so much nervous as I am... anticipating it all.” She said that last part more on a whisper, her face heating after the fact.

      Viktor made a low sound, and she couldn’t help the tingle that moved through her, starting at the base of her spine and running to the tips of her toes and fingers.

      Viktor reached out and tangled his hand in her hair, pulling her head forward and meeting her in the middle to kiss her. His lips on hers were soft at first, but as the seconds moved by, he became more demanding and dominant with his mouth and tongue.

      She loved it and couldn’t help but moan against him and reach out to wrap her hand around his bicep. Even through his suit jacket she could feel his muscles and strength, and a fresh gush of wetness left her.

      He swiped his tongue along hers, eliciting a soft moan from her. If they didn’t stop, she could easily give herself to him right now, and although the car might not be the most comfortable place to have sex, it would surely be hot as hell.

      But he pulled away after a few seconds, breathing hard and resting his forehead against hers. “If we don’t stop I’ll come right in my fucking slacks, and I want to be buried in your cunt when that happens.”

      Her throat tightened, and her nipples beaded at his words.

      He pulled back, smoothed his finger along her jaw line, and was out of the car before she could even inhale. She watched as he walked around the front of the car, her body frozen in place at the way he moved, at the fact he looked like a predator, a damn sexy one.

      He opened the car door for her, helped her out, and had her in an embrace as soon as her feet touched the ground.

      He kissed her again, and she knew she could get lost in this man, in everything about Viktor Port.

      “Let’s get you inside before we give the security cameras a nice show.”

      She chuckled and nodded.

      They made their way through the garage, her heels clicking along the pavement. Once they reached the elevator, he slipped in a key, turning it and taking them up to the top apartment. It was the same thing he’d done the first time he’d taken her here, just in another part of the building.

      When she’d first come here, they’d gone through the front doors as they’d had a driver.

      This was the first time she’d seen the garage, or this elevator, and even if those things might not seem lavish in the least, in this ritzy part of the city, and in this building, it was impressive.

      Once they’d reached the top floor and were in his apartment, she actually took the time to appreciate his place. The time before things had been so frantic and arousal-laced that she hadn’t really stopped and checked everything out—not much, anyway.

      The morning after had given her a little bit of time to look around, but she’d been so nervous of what lunch would bring that her mind had been preoccupied.

      “Make yourself at home. I’ll get us some wine.”

      She glanced at Viktor and watched as he went into the kitchen.

      He turned on the light, and the glow moved its way into the living room, which was where she was headed. Smoothing her fingers along the back of the buttery soft leather couch, she heard him approach.

      He had a bottle of wine in one hand and was holding the stems of two glasses in his other. He set the bottle and glasses on the coffee table and poured them both wine.

      She took the offered glass before making her way toward the windows. “Your view is incredible,” she said softly and sipped from her glass.

      A moment of silence stretched after she spoke.

      “It’s beautiful,” he said right behind her, and she glanced over her shoulder to see he was only a few feet from her, his focus not on the cityscape, but on her. Karina’s heart jumped a little, and she curled her fingers around the stem of the glass even more.

      The way he was looking at her was the way she’d envisioned a man looking at the woman he cared about above all others.

      There was possession, but not the kind that would frighten her, rather the kind that made her feel like she was truly wanted.

      He smiled and walked over to the stereo. After turning it on to something classical and soft, he moved back toward her, his wine glass now on the coffee table. “Dance with me, baby,” he said in a low, deep voice, one that sent sparks of fire through her.

      The view of the city was all around them, the floor-to-ceiling windows letting the lights filter through, and almost giving the illusion they were floating high above everything else and in their own little world.

      She slipped her hand in his outstretched one, set her wine glass on the table beside her, and allowed him to pull her in to the hardness of his body. She rested her head on his chest and just let him hold her, both of them swaying back and forth, the music all around them, the atmosphere soft.

      It was strange, kind of, given the way they’d had sex, the controlling and powerful persona that came from him, the needs they both seemed to have.

      But she liked these dual sides of Viktor because she knew not everyone saw them.

      He pulled back so she was forced to look at him, but then leaned down to press his lips to hers. For several seconds they kissed, still swaying, mouths fused. But as the seconds ticked by, the more heated it became, the more demanding.

      She grabbed his biceps and clenched her nails into his arms, trying to pull him as close as he could get.

      Her body was primed for him, so ready to be fucked, controlled... dominated. She never thought she’d like that in sex, because she’d never had it before Viktor. But now that she’d had a taste, she wanted more.

      “Viktor.” She whispered his name. “Sir,” she said on another breath, liking the way calling him the title made her feel, and getting turned on because she knew he liked it as well.

      He groaned, ground his erection into her belly, and placed his hand on her lower back, keeping her pressed fully to him.

      “I’m burning alive.” How she was even able to form words at this moment was beyond her.

      “You want me to help you out with that, baby?” His voice dropped lower, and she sensed that power come from him, the one she’d experienced in the office and at the party.

      “Yes.”

      “You want me to make you feel good, to make you come?”

      She was breathing harder now and forced herself to nod. “God, yes.”

      “Then say you’re mine, Karina,” he ordered.

      She opened her eyes, not realizing she’d closed them, and stared into his face, one covered with a hard expression. It was a no brainer on what she wanted to say, on what she wanted with Viktor.

      Now that she allowed herself to be open with him, and accepted her feelings, not afraid anymore, she wanted nothing more than to be his in every way imaginable.

      “I’m yours, only yours.”
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      They made it into his bedroom, but it had all been a blur because of the touching and kissing, the crude words and the pleasure moving between them.

      Now here she was, still fully clothed, shaking, so ready for him and whatever he offered. Karina wanted that shark she’d seen so many times in the office, wanted the man who had brought her to multiple orgasms in just one night.

      “Get on your knees, baby.” His voice was hard, full of intent, command.

      A shiver worked up her spine, and she got wetter because of his tone, of the fact she wanted to do what he said, submit in the bedroom at all costs. Having him order her to do what he said shouldn’t have made her feel sexy or aroused, but it did, on both accounts, and she wanted more from him.

      Karina got to her knees. The carpet was plush, soft. He was silent for so long, just walking around her, before finally stopping a few feet in front of her again.

      “Turn around. I want to see you spread for me, show me what I’ll be sampling soon.”

      She felt her mouth dry and her pulse race.

      “That’s what you want, isn’t it?” he asked the question, but the way he sounded told her he already knew that’s what she wanted.

      “Yes, Sir.”

      He groaned low. “Show me what’s mine.”

      Her heart started beating frantically, and she did as he asked. When she was turned around, she got on her hands and knees, feeling her cheeks spread, but her skirt and panties still blocking his view. She wanted for him to command her to do more.

      “Keep your ass high in the air, and lift your skirt over your hips, but keep those sweet little panties on.”

      She could hear him breathing harder, faster, a sign he was almost to his breaking point, too. Lifting up her skirt and spreading her legs impossibly wider, she felt her muscles pull and stretch, but she liked the burn.

      He groaned again. “I bet you’re so fucking ready for me, Karina, aren’t you, baby?”

      She nodded, not able to speak.

      “Is your pussy all red and wet? Do you want my dick in you?” Again, she nodded.

      “Turn back around.”

      She obeyed instantly.

      “I want you to come to me on your hands and knees, baby. I want you to show me how far you’re willing to go.”

      She was more aroused than she ever had been. Maybe something was wrong with her for wanting this, for wanting to obey him? Getting on her hands, she took a steadying breath and started to move toward him. The floor was soft as she moved closer to him, her focus on him.

      When she was right before Viktor, she looked at his face and saw nothing but cool composure and steely reserve.

      Her mouth instantly went dry when he went for the belt of his slacks. Once that was undone, he pulled his zipper down. It was an erotic display as he grabbed his erection out through only the flap, not even bothering to undo the button of his pants.

      He started stroking himself up and down slowly, his gaze trained on her, his jaw clenched tight.

      “You want my cock?”

      “Yes,” she said right away.

      “You want to suck on my big dick?”

      “God, yes.”

      “You’re hungry for my cum, aren’t you?”

      She nodded, and a gasp left her at his brutally coarse language. She glanced down at his huge shaft, at the way he continually stroked himself lazily, as if waiting for her to obey him. The tip of his dick was dotted with pre-cum, and she hungered for a taste.

      Leaning forward, she felt her throat constrict and her mouth water, her thoughts on the flavor of him. He grabbed a chunk of her hair and pulled her forward. A gush of wetness left her pussy, soaking her panties.

      “Now suck my cock.” He pulled her head forward until the slick tip of his shaft moved along her lips. “Yes, that’s fucking it, baby.”

      She started moving her head up and down, working her lips and tongue around him.

      “That’s it, Karina, baby. Move your tongue around and stroke the underside of my dick.”

      She did as he said, and the salty flavor of his pre-cum covered her taste buds, making her addicted instantly. Flattening her tongue and doing what he said required her to take in more of his length.

      She wanted more of him in her mouth, wanted the tip to make her gag.

      Karina wanted to swallow his cum, have it bathe the back of her throat and cover the inside of her mouth.

      Letting her mouth do the work, she started sucking him with fervor, grabbing the root of his shaft with her hand and stroking him in time with her mouth.

      “Make me come, baby.” He still had his hand in her hair and kept her head stationary as she sucked him harder and faster.

      Looking up at him while giving him head, she saw his attention was on her mouth.

      “Your lips are stretched so wide around my cock right now. It’s hot as fuck.” He started thrusting in time with her bobbing head and increased his speed until the tip of his erection slammed against the back of her throat, making her gag once. “Christ.” He started breathing more heavily, tightened his hold on her hair, and cursed continuously.

      A deep groan left him, and then she felt the hard jets of his cum move down the back of her throat. Karina tried to swallow every drop, but he had come so much his seed was slipping out of the corner of her mouth.

      Finally, he pulled away from her, his dick still semi-hard, his six-pack contracting and relaxing as he breathed in and out harshly. Reaching out and wiping off a drop of his cum from the corner of her mouth, he pressed the digit to the seam of her lips. “Lick it clean.”

      She opened for him, holding her gaze with his, and suctioned her lips around his finger. A low sound came from him as he watched her, and then he was hauling her up. He had her in his arms, and then was sitting on the edge of the bed with her on his lap.

      Her legs were spread, her skirt riding up her thighs, and his hot, hard length pressed right to her panty-covered pussy.

      God, he’s still so hard.

      “As much as I want to make this night last, prolong it all, I need to fuck you, baby,” he said against her neck, and then bit her hard enough that she gasped out in pain. He licked the sting away, and she found herself moaning and grinding her pussy on him.

      “I’m ready,” she said and pressed down on him again.

      “Yeah, you’re so fucking ready.”

      He ran his hand over his jaw. “I want you to know that for the last year you’re all I’ve been able to think about.” He leaned in and kissed her soundly. “I haven’t even been able to be with any women because you’re all I’ve wanted.”

      Her heart was beating fast and fierce, as if it was trying to keep up with what was going on around her. “I’ve been the same way with you,” she said honestly.

      “Fuck, baby, you have no idea how hard it was for me to get that out.”

      Oh, she had an idea, because it had been hard for her to come to that realization, too.

      “Let’s just focus on the here and now.” He leaned in and captured her mouth with his, grabbed the back of her neck with his hand, holding her in place, and kissed her senseless. “You feel that?” he murmured against her mouth, and she knew, just knew, what he was talking about.

      “Yes.”

      “It’s that feeling that we were meant for each other.”

      It was this feeling at the base of her spine, slowly moving through her until it stopped in her mouth and heated her from the inside out.

      Her pussy tingled and became wetter the longer and more intently he kissed her, the more she thought about all of this. She felt like she was suffocating with pleasure and need, from her emotions for this man.

      Her emotions were real, genuine, and Viktor had been honest with her.

      This was different, his passion more isolated, controlled, and focused right on her and this moment. This felt like he was with her in the now, like this wasn’t about him fucking her, but about him giving a piece of himself to her.

      “Tell me again, baby. Give me this. Make me feel like this is exactly what you want.” His voice was low and strained, bared and open, as if he were having just as hard a time as she was controlling her emotions.

      She took a deep, steadying breath before she spoke. “I want you in every way.”

      He helped her to stand again and went to remove his clothing.

      She brought her arms up and rested her hands on his bulging shoulders, the sinew hard under her fingers. He moved his other hand over her hip and down her thigh, softly squeezing her flesh.

      Her body, her skin, and her very cells were alive with pleasure.

      He moved his hand inward, so close to her pussy that she was nearly shaking with anticipation. She desperately wanted his touch, wanted him teasing and tantalizing her and having her forget everything that wasn’t about this moment.

      Having Viktor in full alpha, dominating possessive mode was what she needed, what she craved. It made her feel like a woman, like she was truly wanted.

      He moved his fingers over her pussy. She wanted to feel his hardness pressing against her, in her.

      In the next second, he pulled away, as if he’d read her mind or body language.

      “Take off the skirt, baby.”

      His voice caused a fresh gush of cream to coat her pussy lips. “Do it now,” he demanded.

      She opened her mouth on a silent groan, his dominance igniting something inside of her and making her burn even hotter. She swallowed as she hooked her fingers under the waistband of her skirt and slowly pulled it down. She stepped out of it, her body already shaking.

      “I want the panties gone, too.” He stood by the edge of the bed, his erection big, long.

      She hooked her fingers under the elastic of her panties and pushed them down.

      “Now the blouse and bra.”

      Breathing in deeply, she did as he said until she was now totally naked for him. Her nipples instantly became hard from the chill of the air.

      “Lie down and spread for me, baby. Let me see all the red wetness that I caused.” His voice was husky, still dominating, but had this edge of unrestrained aggression laced with it.

      Karina felt so out of control, so helpless against her feelings toward him, and it scared the shit out of her, but she wouldn’t have it any other way. She’d jumped feet first into all of this, into being with Viktor, and that’s what she was focusing on, putting her energy into.

      Opening her thighs like he said, she felt her labia spread under his gaze.

      “You want me, and I want you, and that’s all that fucking matters, baby.”

      She nodded. “I want you.”

      “That’s so fucking good, baby.”

      She closed her eyes and breathed in. Right now this was real.

      “Look at me.” His voice was steely and hard.

      She opened her eyes but didn’t respond. His smile was slow and sexual when his gaze dropped to her pussy again.

      “Wider. Spread your legs wider.”

      She started to hyperventilate as her arousal continued to pump through her veins. He wasn’t even touching her, yet his expression alone had her on the verge of orgasm. Her nipples became swollen, erect, and ready for his mouth.

      He was still gazing at her pussy when he reached down and gripped his shaft.

      “This pussy is mine,” he said and touched her between the thighs. “These tits are mine,” he said and ran his fingers along the stiff peaks. “You’re mine,” he said low and deep.

      She loved the way he spoke, loved the feeling of helplessness and surrender.

      No matter what she thought or how her brain raged against her body, she knew that she would take whatever he offered.
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      Viktor had her on the bed and was between her legs, his cock hard and pressed right against her. “As much as I fucking love being rough with you, I need to do it this way, to look in your eyes and know you’re mine.”

      She nodded and touched his face.

      “I want this, too,” she said softly. “I want you to go slow and easy.”

      “I’m going to show you that you mean so fucking much to me, Karina.” He moved his hands to rest on her inner thighs and spread them as wide as they would go. He just stared at her spread for a second, but then he used his thumbs to gently pull her pussy lips apart until they were stretched wide.

      A gasp left her.

      He looked at her for long seconds, and then moved lower. The feeling of his hot breath on her sensitive pussy lips sent shockwaves through her. It was taking a lot of control to try and breathe normally.

      “What is between us isn’t passing, Karina. You understand that, right?”

      She nodded, knowing exactly what he meant. Now that she allowed herself to feel this, all of it was so good and right.

      Why did I even try to fight this?

      He kissed her inner thighs and ran his tongue over her skin, and she grabbed the sheets in her hands, clenching the material tightly. The pleasure mounted so fast and frantically she couldn’t keep up.

      But I don’t want to. I just want to be swept away.

      “I want you so badly, Viktor.”

      “Mmm, you’re so hot and wet for me.”

      And she was, so soaked the sheets were getting damp beneath her.

      “Tell me you want my mouth on your sweet cunt.”

      Of course she wanted that, because Viktor certainly knew the exact way to touch her, lick her, kiss her, to get her off like no other. “Go on, baby. Tell me what you want me to do.”

      She sucked in a lungful of air, her mouth so dry all of a sudden.

      “Tell me how you want my tongue sliding along your pretty cunt lips, how you want me sucking on your hard little clit.”

      His filthy, but good words were like flames licking over her entire body. “I want all of that,” she managed to say.

      “Tell me what you want me to do.” He growled low, and a small noise came from her throat at the sound. His hot breath moved between her thighs, right on her pussy, causing lust to slam into her, hard and demanding.

      “I want you licking at me, getting me off.” It wasn’t that she was embarrassed to say the words. It was just that she couldn’t even think straight right now with the pleasure beating like a drum inside of her. She arched her neck when he ran his tongue on her slit. “Yes, Sir.”

      He hummed on her clit, and she gasped at the pleasure that speared right through her center.

      “Yes, right there.” Every muscle in her body was strung tight, ready to explode.

      “Yeah, you fucking like what I give you, and want more,” he said, seemingly to himself.

      She gasped at the feel of his tongue running circles along her pussy hole, slowly dipping inside of her, and of him rubbing his finger back and forth on her clit. He opened his mouth wide and licked and sucked on her, as if savoring an ice cream cone.

      Viktor sucked on her clit, humming around her until she was arching her back and moaning softly for more, begging, really. “Look at me, baby.”

      She looked at him, blinking a few times as the pleasure continued to consume her. His head was back slightly from her, but close enough she could still feel his warm breath on her pussy. The dominance was so clear and pronounced on his face.

      While watching her, he stuck his tongue out and ran it in small circles around her clit.

      He ran his tongue around the hard nub, moving lower until he was once against thrusting the muscle lightly into her hole and bringing her closer to an orgasm.

      He pulled back just an inch, and she saw a string of saliva attached from her pussy to his tongue.

      The sight shouldn’t have been so arousing, but it was, and it made her feel hotter, had the air leaving her.

      “You see how hot you are, Karina?”

      She licked her lips and nodded.

      “You taste so good, baby.” His lips glistened with her arousal, that string of saliva now gone, but the arousal from it still prominent. He gave her pussy one last lick before he moved up the length of her body and kissed her. He forced his tongue in her mouth, making her taste herself.

      She moaned when he began a slow grind against her, his cock like steel, her pussy slick with her juices.

      The huge, stiff length of him pressed right through her slit, moving up and down as he rubbed them both.

      Karina found herself thrusting her hips up to meet his, lifting them, needing him to impale her. Their rhythm was in sync, with her lifting her hips as he pressed against her.

      Their kiss deepened, and the grinding pressure increased.

      He broke the kiss, buried his face in the crook of her neck, and started pumping his dick against her harder and faster, his cock nestled between her pussy lips.

      “Fuck me, Sir.”

      He jerked against her as if her words had him losing control. “I want to, baby. I want to just fuck you until you can’t sit comfortably tomorrow, but I want to make this special, want to make this sweet for you.”

      “I just want you, Viktor.”

      His expression was strained, as if holding off was a hard feat. She wanted him so bad that she could taste it, could feel it with everything that she was.

      “Just be with me, Viktor.”

      He groaned and buried his head in her hair again.

      “I want to make love to you, to do this with you because I’ve never done it with anyone else.” He was so hard and muscular, his body like a rock, pressed against her softness. “I want to experience something I’ve never done with another woman, because you’re fucking special to me, baby.”

      She gasped as his shaft rubbed up and down against her cleft, his movements easy, but clearly getting more frantic with each passing second. He hadn’t even fucked her yet and she was on the verge of exploding.

      He had his lips on her neck, licking and nipping at her flesh, his cock still pumping against her like it had a mind of its own.

      Karina’s pussy was soaked for him, so slick she couldn’t even see straight anymore. Karina wanted him inside of her so badly that she started lifting her hips slightly, pushing against him.

      They both groaned.

      “I need you, Sir. Please.” She arched her neck and chest.

      “Please what, Karina baby?” His voice cracked slightly. “I want to hear what you want.” His voice was a husky whisper moving over her throat.

      “I want you to be inside of me.”

      He let out a gruff, almost raw sound of pleasure and reached between them to take hold of his cock and place the tip at her entrance. The bulbous head prodded at her hole, wanting entrance, demanding it even.

      She rose up and ran her tongue along his jaw line. The slight saltiness of his flesh under her tongue was a heady flavor.

      Her nipples were hard and extended, rubbing along his chest and growing even more erect from the friction and her lust.

      He started rubbing himself back and forth on her cleft for a few seconds, and right when she was on the verge of complaining, demanding he give it to her, he thrust the head inside of her in one fluid motion. He stilled inside of her for a second, but then leaned back enough to look down at her face.

      She lifted her hips and arched her back, rubbing her breasts along his chest even more.

      As if he were done teasing her as well, he pulled out of her a few inches and thrust back in deep and hard.

      She panted, felt him run his tongue along her pulse point, and gripped his biceps, digging her nails into his flesh.

      He pressed his thumb against her clit, rubbing the bud as he pumped into her. She was going to come, and it was going to be mind-blowing, she knew that. Digging her nails into his flesh even harder, she closed her eyes and bit her lip, trying to make this last and not get off right away.

      She thrashed her head back and forth, and her whole body tensed, readying itself for the impending orgasm.

      “Come for me, baby.”

      That was all it took, his deep and commanding voice telling her to come, and her muscles started to contract as pleasure filled her. She forced herself to stare at him, to not succumb to the pleasure and close her eyes, no matter how good it felt

      “You are so fucking gorgeous when you get off all over me.”

      She held her breath, the pleasure-filled tremors never ending in their onslaught as another climax peaked inside of her, and then exploding into tiny little pieces.

      “I want to fill you with my cum, to make it slip out of you because there is just too much, baby.” His voice was strangled, the veins in his neck pronounced as he gritted his teeth and spoke the words. “You’re so tight and wet for me.” It was like he forced himself to speak. His hands were on either side of her head as he slammed into her and retreated.

      In and out. Hard and fast.

      He did the motions over and over again, bringing her right to the precipice once more before backing off, leaving her wanting more. Sweat made a trek down his hairline, a sight that aroused her because it meant he was really into this.

      God, she wanted more. The full, heavy weight of his balls slapped against her ass repeatedly as he fucked her, adding to her pleasure.

      He grabbed her calf and lifted it over his shoulder, and then leaned back slightly, his gaze right on her pussy... right where he was deep inside of her.

      Viktor started to thrust back into her. “Watch me as I fuck you, baby.”

      She did as he said.

      “I want you to see my big dick claiming this sweet pussy.” Watching as he pushed the remaining inches into her and pulled back out, all Karina could think about was how good it felt, and how fucking fantastic it was being with Viktor.

      Head downcast, gaze trained right on her and eyelids seeming sleepy and drugged, Viktor appeared as domineering as he was attractive.

      “Look at what we’re doing, baby,” Viktor said in a strained voice. His arms were braced on either side of her, his muscles pronounced.

      A gasp left her when she looked down the length of her body at her pussy. Her pussy hole was stretched wide around his cock, his thickness impressive. He moved faster into her, pulling out and pumping back in.

      The sound of their wet skin slapping together filled the room, drowned her senses, and drove her need higher.

      “You’re so fucking perfect for me.” His deep voice cracked, a telling sign that he was about to go over the edge. Her climax was so close she could feel it start in her lower back, the pleasure slowly building until it would explode within her.

      “Fuck yeah, baby. I’m going to come.” He grunted the words out. “Come for me once more, Karina. Let me see you feel good.” He moved his thumb to her clit and started rubbing it quickly, back and forth, adding just a touch of pleasure.

      He pounded faster and harder into her, the sound of her pussy suctioning his dick loud to her ears.

      Oh. God.

      She fell back on the bed and grabbed the headboard, curling her hands around the beams, holding on tight as he rubbed her clit. The pleasure, the connection they had, made this even more intense. She felt her pussy tighten as her inner muscles milked his cock.

      His breathing hitched, and his face became a mask of pleasure when he started to come. She swore she could feel his dick swelling inside of her, could feel the pumping of his shaft as he filled her with his cum.

      She wanted to be full of him, to have his seed slipping out of her.

      He groaned, his gaze never leaving hers as he got off inside of her. That sight and thought alone could have given her another orgasm. And when he placed his thumb on her clit, she did just that.

      After her orgasm faded, she realized he was done getting off, but that his focus was still on her.

      He looked so aroused. “I could watch you come all night long.”

      “I don’t know if I’d survive that.” She smiled in return, but she knew it was sleepy in appearance.

      He chuckled, ran his finger along her cheek, and then moved off the bed. She lay there, watching him walk into the bathroom, the light being turned on and showing her an impressive view of his ass.

      When she was with him she felt just as beautiful as she thought those models he’d been with were... more beautiful, in fact.

      The way he looked at her, touched and kissed her, told her this man liked every part of her, big or small.

      She closed her eyes and just relaxed against the bed. A moment later she felt a warm, wet cloth smooth over her sensitive flesh as he cleaned between her thighs, wiping away the sweat and cum. Viktor slipped into bed beside her and covered them with the blankets. He pulled her so she was flush with him, her back to his chest.

      She’d fallen so hard for this man. For as fast and hard as it had been, she didn’t regret one minute of it. This felt like it was supposed to happen, and she was just going with the flow to see where it all went.

      Karina was done worrying about what might or might not happen, and what others would say. She’d go through this one day at a time, and that was all that mattered.

      She and Viktor were all that mattered, and when they were ready to tell the world about what they shared, the incredible connection they had with each other, well, that would be on their terms and on their own time, as well.

      In the end, what made someone happy was all that mattered.

      Fuck what anyone else thought.
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        * * *

      

      
        
        The next morning

      

      

      

      The sun was streaming through the windows, and Karina closed her eyes and held her coffee cup close to her chest. The heat from the light and her drink felt good, and the soreness between her legs made her smile, had her even feeling a little embarrassed because she knew why she was so sensitive.

      The memories of last night, of how Viktor had looked while he made love to her, of the things he’d said, and how they’d been so bare to each other, made her feel like she was finally where she was supposed to be. Did she know where things would take her?

      No. No one did. But that didn’t mean she couldn’t just enjoy this and not worry about the “what ifs.”

      “Hey, baby,” Viktor said as he came into the kitchen. She didn’t know where anything was, seeing as she’d only been at his place one other time, but she’d managed to find the coffee and cups, and had made a pot.

      “Hi,” she said, surprised this didn’t feel awkward or weird after what had happened.

      It felt comfortable.

      He grabbed a cup of coffee and moved toward her. The way he kissed her on the head and slid the tips of his fingers along her shoulder had a chill moving through her. He sat across from her, the stock market report in front of him, and his shirtless chest something she wanted to wake up next to more than just once.

      God, you’re really thinking you want this for more than what you’ve shared?

      She looked at him and already knew the answer.

      Yes.

      As she sat there, in her boss’s kitchen, the memories of what they’d shared fresh, pleasant, she knew that no matter what happened, she was glad she’d done what she’d done.

      How could something so good be wrong?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      “Barbara, please send Miss East into my office at once.”

      Karina stood by Barbara’s desk, so she heard the demand through the intercom. The secretary gave Karina a sympathetic look, probably because she’d heard the hard tone in Viktor’s voice. At only six months after she’d willingly given herself to Viktor, a lot of things had changed.

      For one thing, what was between them was more than just professionalism.

      They were together, their relationship not considered “traditional” by most, if they knew, but Karina didn’t care.

      She smiled at Barbara, the woman not knowing what was between Karina and Viktor, but that was because Karina wanted to keep their relationship private. No one needed to know what they shared, and when Karina wanted to tell people, it would be on her terms.

      Viktor, on the other hand, seemed to want to tell everyone about them, show her off even, and a part of her warmed at that.

      But the truth was, this was about them, and once they let the world in on their relationship, it would be considered high profile because of who Viktor was.

      Right now she just wanted to stay in her bubble and enjoy this without everyone judging them... or more aptly judging her.

      She went over to the door, smoothed her now sweaty hands on her skirt, and gave three knocks on the smooth wood. It only took a second before she heard Viktor calling her in.

      She opened the door, shut it behind her, and clasped her hands behind her back.

      “You wanted to see me, Sir?”

      Viktor sat behind his desk, and for a second he didn’t even acknowledge her. He finally set his pen down, looked up at her, and leaned back in his chair. He didn’t show any emotion, but then again, this was all part of the game.

      “Step forward,” he demanded in a low, commanding voice. “Did you misfile these reports?” He lifted a stack of papers, and she felt this thrill move through her. She’d been a bad girl by putting the files in the wrong spots, knowing he’d see, and knowing... anticipating what he’d do to her.

      “Yes, Sir.” Her whole body was strung tight at the commanding look he gave her, and when he tossed the files on the table and stood, her heart started to beat a frantic rhythm. In all honesty Karina never thought she’d be into this type of relationship, but she loved making Viktor happy, and in return she gained pleasure from that.

      Of course being the bad girl and having him show her how she should act had its benefits.

      “Come closer,” he said, not standing on the other side of his desk. His arms were crossed, his jacket off, and his shirtsleeves rolled up. He didn’t show any emotion, didn’t act upset or annoyed, but she could tell he enjoyed this just as much as she did.

      It was in the way he looked at her, the gleam in his eyes that had everything in her instantly heating.

      He held up his hand, stopping her, and she squeezed her hands into fists at her sides, waiting for his next command. He placed a finger on the intercom, and while looking at her spoke to his secretary. “Barbara, hold all calls for the next hour, and no interruptions, please.”

      There was a moment of silence, and then Barbara spoke. “Would you like me to take my lunch now?”

      “Yes,” he said without hesitation, still holding Karina’s gaze. He let go of the intercom and straightened, his arms crossed again. “Get on your knees, Karina.”

      She was excited, anticipating this, and she felt her pussy become wet and her nipples harden. He walked toward her, his steps sure, his body hard, big.

      “You like being a bad girl, don’t you?” Although he asked the question, she knew it wasn’t a literal one. He knew she did, because she liked to test him and his control so many times.

      “Yes, Sir.” She answered him anyway.

      Before she could even think or react, Viktor had her pulled into the hardness of his body, had her skirt hiked up, and had his hand between her thighs.

      She gasped. He made this growl deep in his throat, and all Karina could do was close her eyes and let him touch her slick pussy. “What a good girl, not wearing any panties like I’ve ordered.”

      The only action or response she could muster was to nod her head.

      Viktor ran his finger along her slick folds, and she involuntarily opened her mouth at how wickedly good it felt to have him touching her. “I like that you keep these pussy lips bare for me.” He growled the words right beside her ear at the same time he slowly pushed one finger into her.

      Immediately her body sucked him in and tightened around the digit. He groaned, and she felt his cock jerk right against her belly. Clearly he was excited for her, and that knowledge made her even more aroused.

      “I know, Sir,” she said on a moan, and ground herself further on his finger, fucking herself and digging her nails into his biceps. He fucked her pussy in slow and steady thrusts, and she knew she could get off from this alone. The very image of him shoving his dick into her had a chill racing up her spine.

      He used his other hand to smooth over the mound of her ass and give one cheek a hard, powerful squeeze. The pain was there from the act, but the pleasure followed right away.

      “Spank me,” she managed to moan, and he did just that.

      Smack.

      “Yes.” That one word came out of her on a whisper.

      Smack.

      “You like my hands on you?” he asked, but they both already knew the answer.

      “Yes,” she said anyway.

      Smack.

      “You want to come, Karina? You want me to make this little pussy contract, gripping for my cock, needing it?”

      She could only nod now.

      Smack. Smack.

      “God, you know I need you in all ways.” And it was the truth. Karina wasn’t ashamed to admit that, because she knew Viktor needed her in the same way.

      They were two halves of the same whole, and as crazy as that sounded given the fact they’d only been officially together for the last six months, the connection between them was undeniable.

      “Tell me you want me to get you off, that you want to come all over my hand.” He leaned forward until their lips were barely touching. He then removed his finger, and this little pleading noise left her. “Tell me.”

      “I want you to make me come, Viktor.”

      He spun her around and pushed her forward so she was now lying on his desk, her belly flush with the wood, and her bottom in the air. He spread her ass cheeks wide and latched his mouth onto her cunt and started sucking.

      She cried out in pleasure, thankful no one was in the office right now because Karina would surely be heard.

      “Yes, Viktor.”

      He chuckled against her flesh and smacked her ass again and again, all the while sucking and licking at her pussy. He grunted against her slippery cleft and took one hand and placed it on her lower back to hold her still, to keep her where he wanted her.

      She started making little sounds deep in her throat, not caring or embarrassed by them.

      Karina couldn’t help herself.

      “You’re a bad girl for filing wrong, Karina.” He sucked her clit into his mouth, moved his tongue back and forth over it, and she started to feel her climax peak. “But as much as I should punish you, make your ass so red you can’t sit, I want to make you feel good, baby.” To her surprise and pleasure, he pulled her ass cheeks apart again, and started licking at her back hole.

      He moved his tongue around the tight ring of muscle, gently probing it, grunting, groaning behind her. She’d never been one to even think she’d like a rim job, but with Viktor it had an unusual but intense and mind-numbing sensation moving through her.

      She thrust her ass back for more.

      He stood as her orgasm was still tensing and moving through her body. He rubbed his cock along her slick folds, and then positioned himself at her entrance once more. He slid his hand around to her chest, grabbed a breast, and started tweaking her nipple between his fingers.

      “Fuck me, Sir,” she said, her forehead against the table and her voice cracking at the end.

      He thrust into her over and over again and even though she wanted this to last, she also wanted to come again. He only fucked her for a few minutes, and looking over her shoulder she could see that he was about to get off.

      “I can’t hold off, baby. I can’t stop myself.” He tilted his head back and groaned, and the sight of him getting off had another orgasm rushing through her.

      She opened her mouth on a silent cry, curled her hands around the edge of the desk, and rode out the pleasure. When she felt the tightness in his body relax, they stood like that for a few moments, both breathing heavily. Viktor finally stepped away from her, and she felt the loss of him instantly.

      But as she heard the water running in the bathroom attached to his office, she knew he wouldn’t leave her alone for long. Only moments later the feeling of a warm rag between her thighs had her breathing out in contentment.

      When he’d cleaned her, he helped her off the table, tuned her around, and pulled her in for a hug.

      “Are you okay, baby?”

      She nodded against his chest and closed her eyes.

      He cupped the back of her head, and for long seconds they didn’t move, just held each other and enjoyed the aftereffect of what they’d just done.

      “You know how much I love you?”

      The rumbling in his chest from when he spoke was comforting to her, and she pulled back and looked into his face. “I know you love me as much as I love you.”

      Viktor cupped her face and leaned down to kiss her on the forehead. They went back to embracing, and Karina knew that out of uncertainty could come the most perfect and right thing in the world.

      And that was what she’d found with Viktor.

      
        
        The End.
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