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Chapter 1


Drake



As soon as I dismiss everyone from the meeting, several people stay behind to shake my hand and welcome me aboard. I know some of them are classic brown nosers, but the one person I want special time with, Lola, disappears from the boardroom so fast I can't help but wonder what's wrong.

Is she upset with me for keeping this a secret? Or could she possibly be unnerved that I'm suddenly her boss?

Unfortunately, I don't have time to address it right now because Joseph, one of the partners, wants me in his office to talk over some concerns.

Fuck.

Feeling aggravated as hell but hiding it as usual, I follow him down the hallway, passing by Lola's office. Her door is closed, so I can't even make eye contact with her to gauge what's going on, how she’s feeling.

On the other side of the hallway is Karina's office. She, on the other hand, has her door wide open and looks up at me as I walk by, flashing a solicitous smile. I give a quick nod, wondering how I'm going to handle this situation. Because it's clearly a situation that needs to be handled.

Once inside Joseph's office he closes the door and wastes no time pulling up a collection of spreadsheets, showing me what the numbers have looked like this year. The spikes and dips I’ve already become intimately familiar with.

After relaying that to him and letting him know how I plan to handle the dips and boost the peaks, he seems placated. Afterwards, we spend about 20 minutes shooting the shit and he asks me point blank where I plan to take the company over the next five years.

I tell him that I will aim for a 20% growth each year, as I strive for with all my companies. He seems content with that answer, so I excuse myself and head to my new office while I think about what to do with Karina and Lola.

Karina was extremely flirtatious with me when we were alone in Justin's old office this morning. Several years ago, I would have gotten hard as a rock. But my tastes have changed. And fuck.

I want Lola, and only Lola.

It took me by surprise, my body’s lack of response to Karina’s advances. And while her behavior didn't exactly cross a line, I haven't had a chance to assess her abilities, so I don't want to lay her off or fire her. I sure as hell don’t need a damn lawsuit on my hands.

However, I know that she is a source of contention for Lola. And my baby girl is my priority.

I crack open the laptop that was left behind and re-open the emails between her and Justin. God, these two were a filthy duo. I’m convinced Justin had his dick buried inside of Karina more than he had his face buried in spreadsheets. And speaking of burying faces … that’s one thing he didn’t indulge in with the woman. Seems like all they did was ass play.

The more of this garbage I read, the harder my dick grows. But there’s something else here that’s intriguing me.

Karina … she’s pretty, yes, and loves sex as much as the next healthy adult. But she’s also bright. The way that she communicates, hinting at what she wants without saying it outright, makes me ponder a certain position for her. Not just her, but for Lola as well. A project they can work on together. One that will allow for extraordinary growth of the firm.

More importantly, if they can work on this project without any sort of hiccups, at least on Lola’s end, I’ll know if she’s prepared to handle running this company on her own someday soon. I need to know that Lola can put work ahead of her emotions. And no, it isn’t because she’s a woman. I’ve actually seen more men lose control of their emotions when things didn’t go according to plan.

I pick up the phone and dial Karina’s extension, and she picks up right away.

“Yes, Mr. Stone?”

“Come to my office please. And bring Lola.”

“Right away, sir.”

Before they get to my office, I jot down a few ideas for this project along with instructions on what I'd like each of them to do, what their individual tasks are.

“Is this an open- or closed-door meeting?”

I'm so focused on jotting down my ideas, Karina's voice catches me off guard. I glance up and catch her standing in the doorway, alone.

“Where is Lola?”

“She's coming. She was on the phone, said she’d be right here.”

“Oh, come on in. We’ll wait for her to arrive before we get started.”

Karina sits in the chair across from my desk, and my eyes briefly flit her way. Her cleavage pushes up through the top of her blouse, and while I can admit she has a nice body, she’s got nothing on my little bird.

“Before Lola does get here, let me just say I think what you did was pretty amazing.”

“Really? How so?”

Karina gives a half smile and reaches up to tie her hair into a clip. “You saw a random company flailing and decided to swoop in for the kill.”

“That’s a rather dark spin,” I say, chuckling.

She bites her lip, her smile broadening. “Just calling it like I see it. I’ve been watching the numbers drop for a few weeks now. I think Justin was … distracted.”

Ah, an interesting confession begins.

“Do you, now? Distracted by what? Or rather whom?”

Karina tosses a look over her shoulder towards the door. “Just between you and me, I think there was something going on between him and the new girl.”

“New girl?”

Karina nods, briefly turning her attention to her fingernails painted bright red.

“Are we dropping names? Seems we could have several new employees here.”

I have no clue who's new and who's a seasoned veteran here. I didn’t take the time to familiarize myself with those basic facts. Besides, I get the distinct impression that Karina is doing her best to blow smoke up my ass.

“I hate being that person, but since you asked, and you are my new boss, I have no choice but to comply and answer your question.” Leaning forward, she drops her voice to a whisper. “It's Lola.”

I hold her gaze quietly, wondering if her endgame here is to get me in bed, or demolish Lola from any future promotions. Or both.

“Are you suggesting that a senior partner and Lola were having an affair? Because if so, that's quite a serious accusation, Karina. There are consequences for unethical behavior in the office.”

“As there should be,” she states as a matter of fact. “I've been busting my hump to prove my worth around here, but every time I turned around, there Lola was, spending time in here, asking him questions, requesting more work to do. I mean, there's nothing wrong with sucking up a little bit, but there were times I'd come by and the door would be closed, and I would hear them laughing. Other times it would be quiet, a little too quiet, and you could just … feel that something was happening. Something beyond examining spreadsheets.”

Leaning back in my seat, I steeple my fingers underneath my chin. Lola told me about Karina, but I must admit, this tale she's spinning has caught me a little off guard. Damn if she wasn't spot on about how sneaky and underhanded Karina really is.

I need to use extreme caution here. In today's climate, being a man in a position of power, I can't simply dismiss her from the company for spreading false information. Not without having a valid professional reason.

“Do you have proof? Some tangible evidence of these accusations?”

Something flickers in her eyes momentarily, and she looks away briefly before flicking her eyes back at me. “Yes. I do. And I'd be happy to show it to you. It might take me a few hours to get everything together, but I can prove everything. It’ll blow your mind.”

My blood runs ice cold for a moment. I don't want to believe my little bird could have actually been involved with that fucking asshat. Karina is fucking with me, trying to get ahead, placing blame when she really needs to look in the mirror.

“Hmm, all right. This is quite illuminating. You have me intrigued, Karina. I want to see what you've got. But here is not the time or place. Meet me downstairs at The Hanover tonight. 8:00 PM. We can discuss it then.”

“Yes, yes of course.” Karina nods eagerly.

“Until then, I have something to go over with you and Lola. If she ever gets here.”

Just then, Lola appears in the doorway. And I have to admit, the sight of her steals my breath. She flashes a deer-in-the-headlights look, her face a deep shade of crimson.

“Sorry. I was on the phone with one of our investors, but I'm here now.” Her voice is tight, her words clipped. I don't know if something happened on the phone or if she overheard what I just said.

“Good, thank you for coming, Lola. Have a seat.”

I gesture to the chair next to Karina, and she hitches her jaw, pausing momentarily before sitting.

“No problem,” she mumbles.

I pick up my notes and slide them across the desk. “I have a project I'd like for you two to work on. It's somewhat high stakes. I've got my eye on a firm downtown that’s growing like crazy, and I'd like to bring them in. I think they'd be a good fit for us.”

Lola leans over and looks at the piece of paper while Karina continues to stare at me quietly.

“I know this firm,” Lola says, her tone completely changed, now full of interest. “You're right, they're growing. You think we can bring them in?”

“That's the plan. On their own, they'll become our biggest competition. So we need a good pitch.”

“Yeah. You're definitely going to need something solid and strong to pull them away from their own independence.”

“So... what do you want from us?” Karina asks.

“I want you to work on the sales pitch of course.”

Lola's eyes widen, but Karina's gaze drops straight to the floor. I can already tell this is out of Karina's wheelhouse. If it doesn't involve stripping out of her clothes, it's going to be a challenge.

“And what? Whoever comes up with the best pitch wins?” Lola asks.

“No. I want you to work together and come up with one pitch. Then I’d like you to call them and schedule an appointment to give the presentation. Together.”

Karina stares ahead, dumbfounded, but I watch in real time as anger draws across Lola’s face. “All due respect, Mr. Stone, I work much better alone.”

“Yeah, me too,” Karina mutters.

“I'm sure you do. But this is a unique situation that requires … a meeting of two minds. I'd like for you to begin working on this immediately. First thing tomorrow morning, bring me your presentation.”

Lola scoffs, but I hold her stare with as much neutrality as I can.

And I think to myself, come on baby girl, show me what you’ve got.


Chapter 2


Lola



After leaving Drake's office, all I want is to go to my own quiet space, shut the door, and block the whole world out. But I barely get past my office door before Karina appears right on my heels. I'm still reeling from this morning and what I overheard before walking into Drake’s office. And now, he wants me to pair up with my arch nemesis?

“I don't know what you’re thinking, but I have some ideas on this pitch,” Karina says, shutting my door most of the way.

I glare her down, fighting the urge to throat punch this bitch, right here, right now. But I know I need to keep it together. I can't let my emotions get the better of me. I'm a professional to my core, and if I'm going to get ahead in the business world, I need to stay calm, cool, and collected.

“I have some ideas, too,” I tell her, forcing a smile. “I think it would be best if you let me come up with the pitch since I have more experience with this. No offense.”

She scoffs and crosses her arms in irritation. “I worked at another firm for a year before coming here. Six months ago, you were fresh out of college. I think I'm the one with more experience.”

I grit my teeth and clutch the stack of folders to my chest. “The only area you have more experience in, Karina, is flirting. In the six months I've been here, I've handled more accounts and put in more hours behind the desk, nose to the grindstone. So don't even go there with me. I barely tolerated you when Justin was here, but he's gone now.”

Yeah, I don't think I can shove my emotions down that deep.

A smirk turns up the corner of her mouth. “Justin is gone, but he's been replaced by someone far superior. And hotter for that matter. And that flirting you're referring to is going to get me ahead, in more ways than one. I can already tell.”

“How can you tell?” I snap. I don't know why I’m asking instead of telling her to fuck off.

“Because Drake has already requested a one-on-one meeting with me, tonight in fact.”

My blood turns to ice. “A meeting? What—what are you talking about?” I try to hide the panic in my voice, but I know it's there. And did he tell her to call him Drake?

“He wants to discuss some business proposals. He clearly sees potential in me. Not my fault he likes me better than you. Let me know when you're done with that sales pitch. I'll let you know if it's good enough for us both to take credit.”

She opens the door and saunters off like she owns the world, and my fingers clutch the folders, envisioning that it's her throat.

My eyes drift towards Drake's office down the hall. I tell myself I need to remain calm and not go over there and explode on him like I want. But at the same time, I feel so betrayed. Keeping the hostile takeover a secret. The way he and Karina were looking at each other this morning when he made the announcement in the boardroom, then overhearing him make a condescending remark about me not getting to his office fast enough.

He knows how I feel about Karina, and yet he still chose to put us on a joint project. And now this? Arranging for them to meet tonight? What the hell is up his sleeve? Was he just using me this whole time? Was he planning to buy Caldwell and Grant before we met, and saw me as his ticket through the door?

I find that last one hard to believe. It's not like he got any insider information from me. But something feels off, and I swear, I’m about to flip my lid.

I toss the folders down and march down the hallway, barging into Drake’s office without even knocking.

“You want to tell me what the hell is going on?” I growl in a very feminine sort of way.

Drake deadpan stares at me, a calculator in one hand and a pen in the other. But I continue to glare him down, heart racing, mind racing, and the heat of anger flushing my face.

That’s when I see him standing to my right, just out of view but perfectly visible from the corner of my eye. Mr. Cartwright, in the flesh. When I make eye contact with him, he looks horrified, his mouth half open and his brow wrinkling in confusion.

“Lola, I'm glad you could join us.” Drake stands from his desk and forces a smile. “I was just about to fill Mr. Cartwright in on the crisis with the Midwest account. I trust you have looked over the numbers and are equally horrified by what you found.”

Stupefied, because I'm not on the Midwest account, I realize Drake is attempting to cover our asses. Well, mine, since I’m the one who just made an ass of myself, barging into his office and losing my cool without considering someone else could be in here.

“Yes, the Midwest account,” I answer, feeling like a bumbling fool as I gulp down my shame. “I know you're in the process of getting caught up on everything as our newest senior partner, but I was hoping you could tell me what is going on with that account?” My voice drops a few notches, and I realize I'd give anything to put my foot in my mouth right now and turn back the hands of time. “I thought we had a better handle on things.”

“Well, unfortunately, it seems we don't, no thanks to a certain Mr. Justin Grant. He completely botched that account. If you don't mind, Lola, give me a few moments to brief Mr. Cartwright on the situation. I’ll e-mail you some figures I found from last year. See if you can come up with a pitch to bring those numbers back.”

“Absolutely, Mr. Stone. I'll get right on it. Sorry I interrupted.”

“No problem. I know you're working hard around the clock. I appreciate your efforts.”

Before leaving, I flash Mr. Cartwright an apologetic look, and he seems placated for now. But Drake is a whole ‘nother subject. I can tell he's not happy with me.

I go back to my office with my tail tucked between my legs, but anger still crawling under my skin. I’m feeling quite burned and very distrustful about everything that's transpired this morning.

I pace my office for a few moments, just trying to cool down before checking my e-mail. Surprisingly enough, Drake has sent me the numbers for the Midwest account. This was Justin and Karina’s territory, and Drake wasn't lying. It's a mess. I put my emotions aside and immediately start coming up with some ideas on how we can pull that account back up. I even type up all my ideas in a reply, and within the hour, I’m sending those ideas to Drake, hoping he'll call me into his office so we can talk about it and clear the air.

But no such luck. My heart drops into my stomach when I get an auto-reply that he's out of the office until the next business day. So, without even telling me, he left the building.

I slam my laptop shut, muttering a few curse words under my breath, thinking about this upcoming meeting he has with Karina. I don't know where they're meeting, but I intend to find out.

I pull out my phone and type up a message to him.

We need to talk.




It takes him five minutes, but he replies.

We will. Soon.




Tonight?




Tonight is not looking good. Possibly tomorrow. I have some things I'd like to discuss too.




Sickness twists in my gut.

things? …like what …?




I type out the reply, but hesitate before sending. I don't want to do this over text. I don't want to have this conversation. And I don't want to appear desperate or pick a fight. So I backspace and leave it at that. I need to find out where and when this meeting is.

The secretary up front is the only person who had access to Justin's schedule at all times. And if she had Justin’s schedule, surely she has Drake’s.

I stroll up front right in time to catch her hanging up the phone. I flash a friendly smile when she smiles back.

“Hey, girl. I see our new fearless leader is out of the office. Can you tell me what his schedule looks like? Or when he'll be back? He wanted to set up a meeting with someone from the Midwest account.”

“Of course, let's see …” She taps on the keyboard and clicks the mouse a few times. “Looks like he'll be back in the office first thing tomorrow morning. Did you need me to black out some time for your meeting?”

“I think he already did. I’ve got the client on hold, and they can’t recall the location. Can you check tonight’s schedule?”

Pulling a face, she lets out a heavy breath. “He’s blacked out the calendar from six to seven, then it looks like he’s got a meeting with an unknown client at 8:00.”

“Perfect. Does it say where?”

After clicking the mouse a few times, she answers, “Downstairs, at The Hanover. But it doesn’t say who he’s meeting with.”

Of course it doesn't. And I already know he's blacked out the time between 6:00 and 7:00 for his dinner. He's a stickler for eating at the same time every night. “I'm sure that's the Midwest account meeting. Thanks. You saved my butt. And this account.”

“Glad I could help,” she answers.

I beeline back to my office, feeling only slightly better. But also slightly worse. Is he actually taking her to dinner at The Hanover? That’s where all the filthy rich people eat.

The thought of him taking her there for a nice meal makes me sick to my stomach. I have to show up and find out for myself. Maybe it's not very mature, and maybe Karina has already sunk her claws into my man, but I'll be damned if I let her get ahead in the office and steal everything else from me that I’ve worked towards.

I spend the rest of the afternoon working on the sales pitch that Karina and I are supposed to be working on together, and I come up with something I think is damn good. Completely bypassing Karina, because I don't need her damned permission to come up with a team sales pitch, I print out my script as well as the slides and tuck them into a folder to show Drake tomorrow. I start to tuck them into my leather bag, but then I realize … I really should do this as requested and by the book.

Letting out a frustrated sigh, I carry the folder to Karina's office, where I find her gathering her things.

“I got the pitch ready if you want to take a look at it before you head to lunch.”

“Oh, I'm not going to lunch. I'm taking a half day.”

“A half day? But we're supposed to work on this project together, remember?”

She waves a hand through the air. “I'm sure whatever you've come up with is great. Just e-mail it to me so I can look it over and be prepared for the morning.”

Irritation seethes under my skin. This is exactly why I work better solo. Because every single group project I had in school was like this. Everyone expected me to do all the work because I was the smart one, and they wanted all the credit too.

I could fight her over this, but it's not worth it. Honestly, it’s better this way.

And depending on what I learn tonight, I'll make a decision about whether I’ll even stay at this company or find another place to plant my roots and grow where I'm appreciated.


Chapter 3


Drake



Today was harder than I predicted. I wanted a good, solid investment that would allow me to give my little bird all the opportunities she deserves. But now it seems like everything's going to shit.

Lola is furious with me—she made that clear with her explosive entrance into my office this morning. I don't blame her for being angry. I have been cold and distant.

Caldwell and Grant don't have any rules against dating a coworker, or even a superior, for that matter. But I came in here with the intention of getting things in order. Not spinning them into total chaos.

I'll get answers at this meeting with Karina, though. I’ve been racking my brain, trying to figure out what kind of proof she'll bring that Lola was having an affair with a senior partner. But I’ll find out soon enough. I spent all afternoon feeling sick over avoiding her, but I need to know she can trust me. That what I feel for her is more than just a fleeting thing. Once this dinner with Karina is over, I’ll know how to move forward.

The Hanover is a five-star restaurant and bar, known for its prestigious customers. It’s in the same building as Caldwell and Grant, on the ground floor. I come here often, treating clients to a meal or drinks while brainstorming business ideas or reworking possible mergers. I never bring dates here, so I automatically go into “business mode” the moment I arrive, even though I’m at least twenty minutes early.

The hostess seats me at my usual table, and I see a few faces I recognize, some business associates from the past, as well as two women dining together, one of whom I had an affair with several years ago. She does a double-take when she sees me, then flashes a knowing smile. I politely nod, hoping she doesn’t come to my table before Karina arrives. I just want to get some busy work done until I have to face the music.

I get out my tablet and check my email from Caldwell and Grant. I had the tech department set up an address just for me, requesting that they forward Justin’s email to mine. It’s mostly banal stuff, but when I catch a few attachments from Lola, I open them right away.

Mind blown, I look over her work. She spent all afternoon on the sales pitches for both the account she and Karina are supposed to work on together, as well as the Midwest account. I meant to tell her not to worry about that one yet, knowing she'd be busy, but I got caught up with Mr. Cartwright, and it slipped my mind.

But damn if she didn’t do it anyway.

I spend a good fifteen minutes reading over her ideas, and they are beyond impressive to say the least. Lola hasn’t just spat out “ideas.” She’s backed them up with figures, stats from the past, and actual, realistic ways to implement the changes.

My god, this girl deserves the junior analyst position. Hell, at this point, she knows more than most senior analysts.

“Good evening, Mr. Stone.” Karina appears, her voice soft. She’s wearing a smile and a form-fitting short dress that hugs every curve and showcases her ample cleavage.

The irony that she’s dressed like this to bring proof of Lola’s “affair” is not lost on me.

“Karina, glad you could make it.” I pull her chair out, and she sits down, tucking some hair behind her ears.

“I’ve never been here. Always wanted to try it, though. I’m famished.”

I've already eaten myself. Dinner is never past 7:00 PM. Any later than that isn't healthy. But I don't want to make her uncomfortable.

“Order whatever you like. It’s on Caldwell and Grant.”

She lets out a hefty laugh, setting her phone on the table and looking at me with a flirtatious glance. “I’d love for you to order for me. I can never decide what to eat at nice places like this.”

Normally, I wouldn’t mind such a request. If it were coming from someone with whom I have a romantic interest. But I have no such feelings for Karina.

“Oh no,” I answer. “I draw the line at ordering for women, particularly business meals. You can’t go wrong with anything on the menu. The food here is exceptional.”

Disappointment weighs her face, but she flips open the menu, accepting her defeat. I wave the waitress over, and we place our orders.

“So, you said you have some concrete evidence detailing an affair at the office.”

“Yes, I do. But before I show you that evidence, I have a few questions for you, Mr. Stone.”

“Fire away. I’m an open book.”

“As I'm sure you know, there's been a lot of talk about promoting from within for the junior analyst. Do you have any idea who's up for that position?”

“Mr. Cartwright and I discussed it briefly today. And yes, we have some ideas, though ultimately I'll make the final decision once I have an idea of where everyone's strengths lie. Why do you ask?”

“My reasons are selfish, I suppose. I'd love a chance at the promotion. Just wanted to be sure you knew, that's all.”

“Yes, Karina. I'm aware of who's expressed interest and who hasn't.”

Her mouth twists, and she takes a sip of her drink. “Just remember, some of those who have expressed an interest are not necessarily the most qualified. I'd be happy to consult with you on people's strengths and weaknesses.”

I don't respond right away. It's clear what she's trying to do. “That's nice of you to offer, but consulting with you on a position for which you’re applying would be a conflict of interest.”

“Maybe, but no one has to know.” She winks at me, and I chuckle. Not because I find it funny. I actually find this behavior revolting. I'm not used to dealing with women like this. So unbelievably bold and inconsiderate of her fellow workers. She's already got one foot out the door. Let's see if this so-called evidence she’s brought gives her the final push.

“Enough about the junior analyst position. I'd like to see the proof that you've brought about Lola and Mr. Grant.”

She lets out a sigh but picks up her phone and taps at the screen a few times. “I have a close friend who's somewhat of a hacker, ethical of course. He managed to get into Justin's email records and forwarded me some … illicit exchanges between himself and Lola. Here are some screenshots I took of just a few of those interactions.”

She passes me her phone, and I look at the first photo: a screenshot of an e-mail sent to Justin, with Lola's @ as the sender.

“Feel free to swipe through them all. You can clearly see they’re recent exchanges, too.”

I draw in a deep breath, swiping through each screenshot one at a time. And each one I read makes it harder to fight the smile tugging at my lips. Karina must notice because she leans forward on the table and lowers her voice.

“I would laugh too. If it weren't so disgusting.”

“Oh, it's disgusting all right.”

Karina leans back in her seat, wearing a smug grin. “So, are you satisfied with what I've shown you? Lola and Justin were clearly a thing. I’m sure she was sleeping with him to get ahead. I've had to hold her hand through every project assigned to her, including the one you gave us this morning. I don't know if she's sent you any of our ideas yet, but I came up with nearly every single one. She was so brain-dead all afternoon, claiming she couldn’t understand what it was you wanted and asked me to handle most of it.”

Now I know she’s full of shit.

“Really?” I ask, rubbing my chin. “Tell me, Karina. Was the Munson account your idea? Or Lola’s? I was particularly impressed with that one.”

“That was all me,” she answers. “I knew you’d like it. It’s been effective in the past.”

I can’t stop the laugh that comes up my throat. Karina’s face turns pink, a worried look twisting her lips into a nervous smile.

“What? It’s true. I know I’m young, but I have good ideas.”

“Oh, I’m sure you do. You’ve got good ideas on how to … manipulate. Digitally, emotionally, professionally … I could go on …”

The waitress sets down our food, but all I can do is watch the smile fade from Karina’s lips.

“What are you talking about?” she asks.

“There is no Munson account. Also,” I shove my plate aside and flip Karina’s phone around so she can see her own mess, “these screenshots have been altered. Aside from the fact that it’s blatantly obvious Lola’s name was copy-pasted into that field, I know for a fact that these messages were sent between you and Justin over the past few months. And I know this because I read the emails myself, just this morning when I took over as senior partner.”

Averting her gaze, Karina licks her lips and takes a sip of wine. “Would you excuse me for a moment? I need to use the ladies’ room.”

Without waiting for an answer from me, Karina stands from the table and calmly walks across the bar in the direction of the restrooms. I watch her walk off, utterly flabbergasted that she would think for one moment she could get away with something so underhanded. She's far less bright than I gave her credit for.

I glance out the window, feeling a huge wave of relief. In light of this move on her part, I can fire Karina without worrying that she’ll claim she’s been discriminated against or unjustly terminated.

Karina will be gone, and Lola can work in a stress-free environment. There's just one little hitch. I can't exactly promote Lola to the junior analyst position with so many others vying for it, especially if I plan to make her my bride in the very near future. That would stir up far too much controversy, and my employees would claim I'm showing favoritism.

It's not favoritism if I'm creating a position, though. A position I know is the perfect fit for her.

“I can’t believe you,” a voice grinds out.

I turn my attention to the side and find Lola standing beside the table, arms crossed, eyes narrow and angry. She’s changed from her work clothes into a sexy little one-piece dress that hugs her hips and makes me bone hard.

“Lola,” I stand from my seat, wanting to lean over for a hug but knowing she’d claw my eyes out before letting me near her. “What are you doing here, baby girl?”

“Don’t ‘baby girl’ me,” she says through a scoff. “You know how I feel about Karina, what a sneaky and disgusting tramp she is. And you’re having dinner with her?”

A few customers swivel their heads in our direction.

“It’s not dinner. It’s a business meeting to discuss something important.”

“It’s not dinner? What the hell do you call that?” she snaps, gesturing at the food.

I pull in a deep breath. “Lola, please, calm down before you make a scene.”

“Oh,” she laughs. “You want me to calm down? That’s cute. Just this morning you shoved your dick down my throat, secretly took over the company I work for, made googly eyes with the office slut, decided it would be a good idea to pair us up for a project, ignored me all day, then arranged a secret dinner meeting that isn’t dinner with the same office slut. And you want me to calm down?”

Her voice is practically carrying across the restaurant, luring the attention of nearly every customer. My frustration rises.

“Lola, that’s enough,” I growl in my firmest voice. My dick is getting hard at her feistiness. I don’t know why. I’ve never been turned on by behavior like this. But Lola is making my fucking balls heavy.

Her eyes flare in anger as she quietly stands her ground. Fuck, all I need is for Karina to come out of the bathroom and witness this drama, accusing me and Lola of everything that she and Justin were doing. And when my cock presses against the front of my suit pants, I know I’m damned.

I wrap an arm around her waist, tucking her body close to mine and forcing a smile as I walk her to the lobby beyond the entrance. Her feet quickly shuffle across the floor, and the moment we hit the elevators in the lobby, I growl another few choice words in her ear.

“We don’t need to air our dirty laundry like this. Go upstairs to my office and wait for me there while I wrap this up. Then I’ll explain everything.”

“You damn well better,” she snaps.

“Don’t talk to me like that,” I caution her. “I know you’re upset, but I still deserve to be treated with respect.”

Her jaw hitches, and the elevator doors open, causing her to turn on her heels and barge into the small space.

She holds my gaze until the doors shut, and as soon as they do, I see Karina come out of the bathroom and make her way back to the table.

Good. All I need to do is deal with her, send her on her way, and take care of Lola.

Problem solved.


Chapter 4


Lola



As I pace the office that now belongs to Drake, I can’t help but think about all the times I came in here for my other boss, Justin Grant—delivering files, listening as he droned on about some account he wasn’t at all familiar with, or finding Karina drooling all over him.

And now, I’m about to face the same threat with the man I thought I was falling in love with.

Hell, who am I kidding? I am falling in love.

I know I should give him the benefit of the doubt. I want to believe Drake wouldn’t betray me. But right now, my trust is wavering. Everything has happened so fast—my feelings … this job … everything. And it’s been a good half hour since he sent me up here. What the hell is he doing with that traitorous bitch?

My mind goes crazy imagining scenarios where he’s holding her hand, placating her, making promises about what he’ll do.

I find myself growling. Men always fall for women like her. Always. And those of us who actually have the brains get left behind.

The door behind me opens, and my heart lurches into my throat when I see Drake. The way he bores his gaze into me hints at his frustration. How dare he look so fucking handsome? And … oh my god. Does he have a fucking boner?

My pussy clenches and aches, and I slam my arms across my chest. “Where’s Karina? You didn’t bring her along to watch us catfight one another?”

Confusion flickers across his face, then irritation as he pushes the door closed. “Lola, don’t be ridiculous.”

“Oh, now I’m being ridiculous,” I laugh angrily. “Man, you sure know how to decompress a situation.”

I watch the vein on his forehead grow and pulse. “Before you lose your temper any further and say something you’ll regret, I'm going to ask you to take a deep breath and sit down.”

He walks around to his desk and tosses his wallet and phone down as I stand my ground, fists balled at my sides, about to pop off at his command.

“I won't sit down until you tell me what's going on. I want all my questions answered, now.”

Drake pulls in a tight breath and narrows his gaze at me. “I know, Lola. Sit down.”

“No,” I snap. “Answer my questions. How long were you planning to take over the company I work for? And why didn’t you tell me about it this morning before I sucked your dick?” Something flickers in his eyes. Something like a blend of lust and anger. My pussy aches remembering the way his fingers tangled in my hair, how he rocked his hips while moaning, the way his turgid cock twitched in my mouth. God, I hate the way my body is responding to the memory right now. And knowing he could be doing the same thing with Karina, or even thinking about it, drives me mad.

“Lola, I couldn't say anything because I didn't want to put you in the middle, to force you to keep a secret that would have been very difficult to keep. I had my reasons, and I will explain them to you when you’re not so upset, but I never intended to hurt you.”

I never intended to hurt you…

That’s what you hear when you’re being dumped. So those words hurt more than the betrayal.

“Why do you need to wait until I’m not so upset to explain yourself? Because newsflash—I won’t be so upset if you have a good explanation.”

“Because I need to know that you trust me.”

“I can’t just blindly trust, Drake. Trust is earned. And you broke it by staying silent all day and lying to me.”

“I didn’t lie,” he growls. “You’re drawing conclusions and deciding I’m guilty without giving me a chance to explain. A hostile takeover, which is what I pulled off in the last twenty-four hours, is a fragile, delicate thing that must be handled with care. Letting you know about it ahead of time would have been risky and unfair to the other partners. You being in the dark was for everyone’s good. I see what you’re capable of, and I wanted to be sure Caldwell and Grant didn’t go under and take you with them.”

I soften, feeling a twist of guilt for being so harsh with him. “Okay, then why were you downstairs with Karina? Are you … are you fucking her?”

“God no, Lola. I wanted to meet with her outside of the office to give her a chance to bury herself.”

“What?”

He comes around to the other side of the desk and sits down on the edge. “She came to me this morning, slinging accusations at you, accusing you of sleeping with Justin.”

My blood runs cold. “What the fuck.”

He holds up a hand. “I knew she was lying. I wanted to give her a chance to bury herself before firing her based on assumptions. When we were downstairs, she showed me some emails that were clearly altered to make it look like you and Justin were communicating sexually explicit shit, but I saw right through it.”

“Jesus christ. That little tramp.”

Drake pulls a face and nods.

“So where is she now?”

“Gone. I fired her. Offered her a nice little severance package in exchange for keeping her mouth shut about her affair with Justin, and she stormed off. As far as being quiet all day, I’ve been tied up with the other partners, handling all sorts of questions while eager to get you alone and explain everything.”

My body deflates when I realize how unfair I've been. “God, I’ve been awful. How can you ever forgive me?”

I bury my face in my hands, and Drake’s arms go around my body, pulling me between his legs.

“I don’t blame you for being upset. But I do wish you’d given me a chance to explain before speaking so harshly to me.”

I nod and drop my hands. And when I look into Drake’s eyes, I can see the hurt there.

“I’m sorry. I deserve to be punished.” I let out a sorrowful laugh, my words only reflecting my regret. But then I see the look on Drake’s face, and suddenly, I realize I’ve opened a Pandora’s Box of sorts.

“Hmm, yes … I should fold you over my desk and spank your bottom,” Drake grumbles, gliding his hands down my back and cupping my cheeks.

The heat of my need ripples through my belly and lands right on my bundle of nerves. I slide my hands up Drake’s chest, and he kisses my neck, dragging his tongue over my flesh.

My breath hitches in my throat when I feel his dick pulse against me. “It would teach me a lesson for sure, to never speak disrespectfully to you. I—I deserve a spanking, Granddaddy.”

He growls, then sinks his teeth into my flesh before gently pushing me away. With my nipples tight against my dress, I can’t help but notice the bulge at his crotch.

“Baby girl, you’re going to get a spanking and then some. Pull up your dress and bend over.”

Drake shoves a pile of papers away from the edge of his desk, and I know what to do. I wiggle my hips, tugging up the bottom of my dress, but before I fold myself over, Drake holds up a finger.

“Pull the top of your dress down, let me see those pretty little tits of yours.”

My body heats at his words. Biting my lip, I peel the fabric covering my chest, and my boobs fall out. My nipples are hard as pebbles, feeling like pin pricks are dancing across the surface of the sensitive flesh.

Lust dances in Drake’s worldly eyes, and his jaw tightens before he mouths a fuck. “Bend over, right here. And spread those eager legs for me.”

Feeling dizzy, I fold my body over his desk, the cold surface biting my chest and making my nipples even harder. I’m wearing lacy thong panties, and they’re already drenched.

Drake’s hands immediately smooth over my ass, palming my flesh and squeezing while he groans behind me.

“Look at this soft, supple skin. Just waiting for Granddaddy’s firm hand. Are you wet, little bird?”

I grip the sides of the desk and allow my eyes to flutter closed. “Maybe … I’m not sure.”

His fingers drag along my pussy lips through the panties, and my pussy aches for more. “My, my, you are wet. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were looking forward to being spanked. The question is … should I use a belt? Or my bare hand?”

I whimper at the thought of either. God, what is wrong with me? Why am I so horny for this man to spank me?

Gripping the elastic band of my panties, Drake peels them over my hips, stopping mid-thigh. As his hand brushes over my ass cheeks, I feel my skin pimple as the flames of lust burn through my core.

“I’ll skip the belt. I want to see the evidence of your punishment in the form of my handprint.”

With that declaration, Drake’s hand comes down on my ass, the sound of the slap and the tiny sting it leaves forcing me to yelp. But then he smooths his palm over the spot he just hit, sending tingles over my flesh.

“Are you sorry for not trusting me, baby girl?” His voice is laced with testosterone, and with the question comes another spanking, this one a little harder.

“Yes,” I whimper, toes digging into the tips of my heels. “I’m … so sorry.”

“Hmm, I’m not sure I believe you.”

Waiting for another slap, I flick my eyes over my shoulder and catch Drake unzipping his pants. Flames lick my insides, hoping, praying this is it.

That he’ll finally take my virginity.

“Maybe I’m not sorry,” I say. “Maybe you need to fuck the sorry right out of me.”

He releases a long, steady growl, then I feel his palm slide up the inside of my thigh as his other hand grips my hip. My body trembles, waiting for his next move.

“Maybe you should concern yourself with lying still and taking your punishment like a good girl.”

His fingers sink into my pussy, forcing a deep moan to rumble out of my chest. My legs begin to quake as he pumps them in and out, and I'm already on the verge of coming when he curls his fingers down to massage my G spot.

“Oh god … fuck,” I purr.

“Don’t you dare come yet,” Drake commands.

But when he slides his fingers from my walls and gently massages my clit, I can't help but arch my back and beg for the release. My hips naturally start grinding back and forth against his movements, and I'm eager for the release I need.

“Oh god, please, Granddaddy. Let me come,” I pant.

I feel his hand move over my ass before giving it another slap. I cry through a whimper, but not because of the spanking. It's because I'm so turned on I can hardly see straight.

“It's not a punishment if I let you come before I can fuck you. Tonight is about you pleasing me and showing your remorse. Which means every orgasm you have belongs to me.”

Whimpering like a puppy, I bite my lip as he swirls a wet finger over my clit. I'm trembling all over, fighting the most intense orgasm of my life, when I feel Drake's hand move away from my clit and swipe upward towards my forbidden rose. He spreads my ass cheeks wide, then slides a finger inside my dirty little hole. It burns, but damn if I’m not arching my body for more.

He pumps his finger in and out, and I’m a dripping, whimpering mess.

“Mmm, baby girl. Granddaddy is going to wreck that tight little asshole of yours.”

After rubbing his hand along my pussy, getting it coated in my juices no doubt, I hear the wet sounds of him rubbing his length, then the pressure of his cock poking at my rear end.

He nudges very gently at first, slowly stretching me as I let out a moan of ecstasy. It hurts but feels so good.

Holding my hips steady with one hand, he moves his other hand around the front of me and finds my swollen bundle of nerves. My breath hitches in my throat as he flicks it rapidly, forcing me to push against the burn.

“Ahhhh, baby girl,” he groans.

Right away, I feel a slight pop as he pushes all the way inside my bottom. And once he's all the way in, both of us let out an animalistic groan.

My body is on fire as he starts fucking me. His balls slap my labia and the ecstasy is almost too much to bear.

Drake keeps diddling my hard clit, and I'm almost powerless to stop the orgasm that's creeping up my body.

“Please, for the love of all things holy, let me come,” I beg him.

“Not yet,” he growls, continuing to pummel my ass. “I want you to tell me that you'd be capable of helping me run this company some day …”

“Fuck … I’d—I’d be capable,” I grind out, gripping the edge of the desk as tight as I can.

“Whoever I choose to help me must show control … restraint. Over her body, and over her mind. You'll come when I tell you to.”

When he slows down, my eyes roll back into my head. At this point, holding back an orgasm is sheer torture. And every command he gives only turns me on that much more. “Yes, sir. I'll … come when you tell me to. Just please … tell me soon.”

“I'm enjoying the view, baby girl. Watching your red little ring tighten and quiver around my dick. Do you know how fucking sexy your ass is?”

I answer with a huff, and he swirls his finger over my clit in delicious ways. I start to rock my hips, feeling something heavy build around my forbidden rose.

God, my asshole is about to orgasm!

Is that even possible?

“I’m going to come in your ass, baby girl,” he grunts. “And when I do, I want your tight little ring to come around my cock.”

I nod, then muster as much restraint as I can as he tightens his fingers around the flesh of my hips and fucks me hard, fast, and deep. He reams my ass so good that I feel his balls slap my pussy, his cock turning to steel inside me.

“Fuuuuuck,” he grunts. “I’m gonna come, baby …”

Suddenly, I feel his seed spurting inside of me, each hard jolt of his dick sending me over the edge.

“Aaaahhhh,” he growls. “Your ass … my god …”

My body goes tight all over, and the bliss hits me all at once. His cum-coated dick moves in and out of my tight ring, making sinful wet sounds that force me to topple over the edge.

My dirty little ring of muscles starts contracting violently, and I let out a cry of pleasure.

“Oh fuck yes! I’m coming!”

He growls a good girl, which only intensifies my orgasm, each pulse of my sphincter sending rivulets of pleasure through my body.

My first fuck, my first anal orgasm, and I owe it all to this 60-year-old billionaire who’s now my boss.

I’m fucking my boss. And nothing has ever felt better.

Drake keeps his pace steady, my legs trembling as my orgasm slows, and when he slips from my bottom, soft and wet, I immediately feel his cum dribbling from my rear. I lie still, catching my breath as my body feels like rubber.

“Mmm, look at that delicious cream pie,” he murmurs, smearing his seed all over my bottom. “Making me want to lick that pussy of yours.”

“Huh?” I mumble.

“Sit up and turn around,” he grinds out.

Feeling like my limbs are made of rubber, I manage to push up from the desk and spin to face Drake. He lifts me by the bottom and sets me on the edge of the desk before dropping to his knees and shoving my thighs open, like he’s starving to death and I’m the only food available.

I kick my feet on his shoulders, and he uses his fingers to part my pussy lips. And before I can even gasp, he buries his face in my folds and licks my clit.

My head drops back, and I release a long moan, my butt sliding along the surface of the desk. I glance down at my older lover, watching his tongue flick my swollen hood, and I fist the silver hair at the top of his head.

When his gaze flicks up at me, my nipples tighten at the way he stares at me while licking my swollen pearl.

I mouth a fuck at him as my legs quiver, and I rock my hips upward to meet each lick he gives me. But when he tugs my clit past his lips and suckles softly, then pushes several fingers deep inside my womb, I damn near lose it.

“Permission to come, Granddaddy, please,” I beg.

He groans. Keeping two fingers deep and pumping gently, he licks his lips.

“Count to ten, out loud, then come for me, baby. Squirt your delicious juices all over my fucking chin.”

I pull in a deep breath as he suckles my clit past his lips once more, then start counting aloud, each number making my body tremble in want.

Drake continues to finger fuck me as he reaches up with his other hand and rolls my nipples between his fingers.

“ … three … four … five …” Each number I speak aloud comes with an upward thrust of my hips.

Drake growls when I get to ‘nine,’ and it feels like I’m standing on the edge of a cliff. At ‘ten,’ I push with all my might, not knowing how this squirting business works. Do I need to force it out? Or does it just … happen?

As I give that little push, Drake arches his fingers inside me in such a way that they massage the most blissful part of my body. Then his tongue lightly flicks my hard little bean.

With no warning, or ability to stop it for that matter, a warm rush of fluid gushes from my womb as I come, and I can feel the hard contractions of my walls, thrumming in time with the pulse of my clit.

Drake growls into my wet folds, still licking and finger fucking away, and my hips throttle up and down in an urgent desire to fuck his fingers as much as his face.

“Oh gohhhhhd!” I cry out. “Nnnnggggnnnnn … fuck my pussy now … please …I need you.”

I fist Drake’s hair as those words spill from my lips, but he doesn’t come up for air, or respond, until my body is shuddering and I fall back on his desk.

He kicks off his pants, then climbs on top of me, his cock still rock hard as he lowers his lips to mine and kisses me in such a way that I feel owned.

I grip his shirt, fisting it in my grasp, wanting and needing more. Needing all of him.

As we tongue kiss, I manage to trap his cock between my thighs and start thrusting upward. It’s still wet from his cum, or maybe he’s seeping pre-cum at this point, who knows. But I come damn close to rutting up and forcing his dick inside of me.

Drawing back and lifting his hips, Drake pushes up, breaking the kiss. “Not now, baby girl. Not here, and not like this.”

My heart sinks in disappointment, but when he lifts me off his desk, scoops me in his arms, and carries me over to his chair where he tugs me in his lap, I feel loved. And safe.

My dress is still bunched up around my hips, and somewhere along the way, I lost my panties. I straddle his lap, noticing his cock is still pointed up, hard and ready to go.

I run my hands down the front of his shirt, resisting the urge to push up on my legs and mount his cock. His tie is still snug around his neck. I tug at it gently, and he smiles at me.

“Do you know how fucking incredible you are?” he asks, brushing some hair from my face.

“Incredible enough for a major promotion?”

“You’re goddamned right.

Drake leans forward, pressing his lips to mine and sneaking his tongue inside my mouth. He makes a throaty noise, then fists my hair at the back of my head, and we make out for several long moments.

When he breaks the kiss, I run a few fingers over his lips. “I don’t really deserve the promotion. Not after the way I acted today, convinced something was going on with you and Karina.”

He smirks, then gives me the softest little peck on the nose before standing up and setting me on the edge of his desk. He steps into his pants, shoving his hard cock to the side before tugging up the zipper. “Believe it or not, baby girl, I like that jealous side of yours. Also, I saw your proposal for the Midwest account and your pitch for the other one. You’re an asset to this company, and I’m going to give you a position that comes with a six-figure salary.”

My jaw drops as excitement pulses through me. “Six figures? Are you serious?”

He nods, slides on his shoes, then winks at me. “And that’s not all, baby doll.”

“What else is there?” I ask, standing up and tugging my dress down over my hips and ass.

His mouth lifts at the corner, and he pinches my chin before softly kissing my forehead.

“Go home, pack an overnight bag, and wait for me. You’ll find out soon enough.”

When he walks out of his office, I’m speechless. I don't know what this mysterious man that I'm dangerously in love with has planned now.

But I'm here for it.


More by Daisy Luke


To Be Continued …
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