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

And now here we are.

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

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

“Excuse me,” I said.

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

“Excuse me!” I yelled.

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

“Yes?”

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

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

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

“That’s okay.”

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

Probably more than my monthly salary.

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

“Evie!” someone called.

I raced to the counter to collect the coffee with a grateful smile. Once it was in hand, I turned to look for the stranger again. My heart leapt when I met his curious gaze. Taking a deep breath, I headed for the door. As interesting as my reaction was, I didn’t have time to entertain it.
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The AC in the medium-sized office cooled me down quickly. In my rush from the café, I’d managed to get sweatier than I liked. The good thing was that Alicia got her coffee, and I’d done my hour-long orientation with HR with time to spare. Now, I just needed to meet with my new boss. He’d been on vacation when the interview was conducted.

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

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

“Okay.”

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

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

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

“But successful, I hope.”

“Absolutely.”

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

My boss. Oh, sweet Jesus.

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

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

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

His gaze flicked to mine.

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

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

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

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

“Did you enjoy your coffee?” he asked.

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

“Ah, so you don’t like coffee?”

I wrinkled my nose.

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

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

My eyes widened. Did he just…?

“Uhm, tea is fine.”

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

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

“That’s not a problem.”

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

“Okay. Let’s get started, then.”

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

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

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

And then I’d be embarrassed and jobless.

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

Goddamnit.

“Right on time. I like that.”

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

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

My eyes widened.

“Me? Do you think I’m ready?”

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

“Absolutely.”

“How good are you at taking dictation?”

“Very good.”

His left eyebrow arched.

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

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

His laughter was low and a little intoxicating.

“What’s the matter?”

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

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

“Or I’m just thick-headed.”

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

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

This is against the rules.

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

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

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

Fuck.

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

Suddenly, he pulled away.

“Fuck, Evie.”

“I was just thinking about that.”

He laughed softly.

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

“It wasn’t bad,” I joked.

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

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

“Okay. Yes. Let’s do that.”

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

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

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

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

Maybe tomorrow.

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

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

And he wanted me.

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

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

“Mr. Dawes…” I whispered.

“I think you should definitely call me Ben.”

“Ben.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

I squirmed.

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

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

His deep chuckle only worsened the situation.

“Are you wet now?”

“Yes.”

“Show me.”

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

“No, no. Nobody else matters.”

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

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

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

“Jesus,” I sighed.

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

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

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

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

“Ben,” I whimpered. “Oh my God.”

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

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

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

“What?”

Laughing, he pulsed his fingers slowly inside me.

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

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

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

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

“You’re driving me crazy.”

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

“Of course.”

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

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

Fucking my boss like a little slut.

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

If it goes away…

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

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

Just enjoy the fun.

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

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

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

“I’d imagine.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh!”

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

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

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

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

Shit.

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

“I just need you inside me.”

“Beg me for it, then.”

“Please.”

He laughed softly.

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

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

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

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

“Since you asked so nicely…”

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

Please don’t hold back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do.”

“Oh my God.”

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

“What’s that for?” he asked.

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

“As opposed to sex and lilacs?”

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

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

My eyes widened when I saw Ben.

What the hell?

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

“Are you going to let me in?”

“Uhm… yeah, sure.”

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

“This is nice.”

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

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

“I can’t stop thinking about you.”

“Because of today?”

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

“But the rules…”

“Fuck the rules, Evie.”

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

Ben pulled away to look at me.

“You’re so fucking beautiful.”

I grinned and reached for his jacket.

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

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

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

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

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

“I’ve been longing for this, too.”

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

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

“You like it?”

“I love it.”

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

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

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

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

“Up. Naughty girl.”

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

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

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

“I didn’t know.”

He curled his fingers inside me.

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

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

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

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

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

Chuckling, he slowly pulled his fingers from me.

“I like the sound of that.”

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

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

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

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

“You want me to breed your tight cunt?”

“Yes!”

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

Holy shit.

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

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

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

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

“Maybe.”

He chuckled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I guess you’ll find out. Sleep.”

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

Fingers crossed.

That was my last thought before finally falling asleep.
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

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

“Well, that looks like good news.”

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

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

“Good job! I knew you could do it.”

“Thank you.”

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

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

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

His laughter rumbled in his chest.

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

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

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

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

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

He let out a bark of laughter.

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

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

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

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

Ben grinned while licking his fingers.

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

“Fuck, that’s so far away.”

“But completely worth it.”

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

END

Thanks for reading! Check out the rest of the series.

If you like your office stories extra spicy with some darker elements, then check these books out, too. Get FREE books when you sign up for my newsletter.
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