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The office is empty.

She doesn’t like the building after dark, once even the cleaners have slipped back to their homes and their families; without the bustle of people that fill it during its waking hours it feels even more cold and clinical than usual. The fluorescent strip lighting flickers as it bathes the cubicles in a sickly glow, but fortunately she’s not here for that. The bullpen is beneath her. She’s better than the mindless, smiling drones who file their lives away along with their monthly reports.

No, her interest lies in the office down the hall.

The door would normally be locked, but that’s no problem: she’s one of the Inner Circle here, a lowly underling granted special privileges by her proximity to the Powers That Be.

Secretary to the boss. Some women would have killed for the opportunity. Perhaps, if it hadn’t been dropped in her lap, she would have been one of them.

Is it enough for her?

For now, perhaps. Not for long.

Maybe tonight, it changes.

Behind the door, she knows he’s waiting – even if he doesn’t know it himself, yet.

She can picture it, as her hand rests on the handle of the door: the way he looks when he’s hard at work, concentrating on the McAllen deal the way he has for months. It’s make-or-break for him, the kind of thing that could rocket him to a seat on the board within a few years, if he plays his cards right. The stress has been getting to him, though. Long hours, time spent away from his wife... it’s a good job he doesn’t have any children, or they might not even remember what he looks like by now.

She has no sympathy for the woman.

She has seen the picture of his wife that he keeps on his desk a thousand times, and every single day she finds herself hating it just a little bit more. Everything about that woman irks her, from the subtle plainness of her features to her bland, easygoing smile. What could he possibly see in her, anyway? Perhaps, once upon a time, she might have been some sort of a catch, but recently she had started to succumb to the pressures of age. Faint wrinkles have begun to crowd around his wife’s eyes, and her hair had lost some of the lustre of youth – not like hers. She had seen her at the Christmas party – they had stood side by side in front of him, even – and she knew there was no comparison.

And she had caught him looking. Of course she had. How could any man resist her, especially when they worked in such close proximity? Especially when he went home to the same dull sex life every day for over a decade.

Especially when she had made it clear that it didn’t have to be that way.

Oh, it had been little things at first: bending over just slightly more than was necessary, always ensuring that an extra button or two managed to work their way free whenever he was in the room, that sort of thing. It wasn’t long before she had upped her game. He’d been resistant at first – no, not resistant; hesitant, maybe, but she had expected that from a man with so much to lose – but that morning when she had delivered the latest reports to him, when she had practically whispered in his ear as she felt the lingering touch of his hand on hers as the papers were handed over, she had known for sure.

He was on the hook. All she had to do was reel him in.

Looking back at it now, though, the morning feels like a lifetime ago. It’s not doubt creeping in, exactly, but... apprehension, perhaps? For a second, she feels a twinge of guilt, but it soon passes. She knows what she wants, and this is the best way to get it. How many work hours has she wasted over the past year and a half just staring at him, wondering through what sort of twist of fate she would need to win him over, to tempt him away from his wife and to grab his attention for herself? How much time has she devoted to convincing him – subtly, of course – that her body is what he wants, that the woman he goes home to could offer him nothing in comparison?

Too long. It’s time.

All’s fair in love and war, she thinks, and then opens the door.

He doesn’t look up as she enters, which is odd: there’s no reason for him to have been expecting her. It isn’t until she lets out a little cough that she gets his attention.

‘Sorry,’ he says, meeting her eyes at last. ‘I thought you were one of the cleaners.’

‘Thanks.’

‘You know what I meant. What time is it?’

‘Way past nine. They left hours ago.’

He runs a hand around his mouth. ‘Jesus,’ he says.

‘Lost track of time?’

‘Must have.’

‘I think it’s time you went home.’

He shakes his head, and in that gesture she can see the true burden of his job: he’s carrying the weight of the company all by himself – or at least, that’s how it feels to him. ‘I can’t,’ he says. ‘Not yet. I’ve got to get this prepped for tomorrow.’

She knew that would be his answer; her plans would have fallen apart otherwise. She walks behind him, preventing him from seeing the smile on her face, and leans in close as though looking at the screen of his computer. It’s filled with dense type and innumerable graphs, all of which she could decode if she had the inclination, none of which she cares to suffer through right now. ‘Anything I can help you with?’ she whispers, almost directly into his ear.

She knows the effect a breathy whisper has on him – it’s a weakness of his, a personal fetish that she uses as the first crack in his armour. The second comes when he turns to face her, to tell her what he thinks passes as sternly that he’s fine, that all he needs is to be left in peace for a few hours to struggle through it: that’s when he finds himself staring directly at the beautiful, smooth expanse of her breasts. He’s never seen them so up close before, and certainly not with quite such a plunging neckline. Of course, it’s just a blouse button that has slipped its mooring – plausible deniability insists she always keeps a way out, no matter how late in the game they are – but it is impossible for him not to notice the black-and-red lace that borders her bra, perfectly hugging the curve of her body. After that, the words he had planned seem to vanish away.

‘No,’ he says, deluding himself that she hasn’t noticed the quiver in his voice or the way he has turned her body away from her to hide the bulge she knows is growing in his trousers. ‘No, I’m fine. Really.’

‘You sure? You seem tense,’ she says, and begins to rub his shoulders through his shirt.

He doesn’t fight it. How could he? Her fingers are skilled, and she’s right: he has been stressed recently. Surely five minutes won’t kill him? And besides, it’s not as though anything inappropriate is going on. She’s his secretary, for God’s sake. It’s just work.

‘There,’ she says as she feels him loosen up beneath her hands. ‘Isn’t that better?’

He doesn’t reply; in fact, it seems almost like he knows what is coming next and has decided to give himself over to it. ‘You know I just want to help you,’ she purrs. ‘However I can. If there’s anything I can do...’

‘I... I think I’m OK,’ he stammers out, but his hands are itching to cover his crotch from her probing eyes. If she leaves now, she knows that his next five minutes would see his cock out and a furious masturbation session to the thought of just what she might have meant by that – but why let the evening end in a damp tissue when it can be so much more?

How much clearer can she make it?

‘I mean anything,’ she says, resting the weight of the world on that one little word. ‘Anything. At all.’

Her face is inches in front of his now, designed to make it as easy for him as possible. She wants to give him no time to reconsider his decision to kiss her, no time to pull back once he makes his move.

His lips touch hers, and she has already won.

His kiss isn’t the kiss of a man who’s thinking about what he’s doing. It’s desperate, needy – a long-overdue explosion of lust. His hands are off the keyboard now, gripping at her arms. He has wanted this for so long that now it is here everything else seems to fade into the background. The only thing that matters is that he has her, that the teasing has reached its peak, that finally he can throw caution to the wind and get what he has craved and what she has always kept available but oh-so-tantalisingly out of reach.

At least, until tonight.

He’s so given over to the moment that she half expects him to sweep the contents of the desk onto the floor, laptop and all, but instead she drops to the floor and begins unbuckling his trousers. Within seconds, his hard cock is bobbing and swaying in front of her face, waiting for her to make her move. He’s huge and uncut, just the way she likes it.

Yes... she’s going to enjoy this – almost as much as he will.

The tip of her tongue touches the tip of his cock, a playful tease that promises so much more, but she can’t keep her focus for long. She wants it too much. She needs to feel him fill her throat, the sticky warmth of his come splashing across her face and breasts as she proves she possesses the kind of skills that would never have featured on her résumé.

He moans at the gentle flick of her tongue against his head, and again as she finally opens wide and wraps her lips around it. She can feel him throbbing as she pulls his trousers down to his ankles, running her hands back up his shapely calves – he has the legs of a runner, and he keeps himself in excellent condition for a man approaching forty – and then wrapping one firmly around the hilt of his cock. She could pump him to an orgasm right now, but that’s not what she needs. After having seen it, even the feel of it in her mouth won’t do.

She has to have it inside her.

But not yet. First, she has to make him need it as much as she does.

The gentle stroking must be agony for him. How long has it been since his wife treated him like this? How long since she greeted him home from the office on her knees by the door, her mouth open and her tongue willing to accept his gift? Has he ever been that lucky? If it were up to her, and she had daily access to a cock as glorious as his, that would be his life.

She spits on her hand to give herself a little extra lubrication, letting her fingers slide over his cock, and for the first time he looks down at her. Maybe he has been trying to convince himself that this isn’t happening, that the woman who is keeping him so tantalisingly on the edge isn’t someone he has to work with – maybe even that he isn’t breaking the trust of the woman he’s supposed to love. It’s almost enough to make her feel guilty.

Almost.

‘I want to see you naked,’ she says. They’re the first words that have been spoken in what feels like forever, but he doesn’t protest; in fact, his hands claw at the buttons on his shirt as though his suit is on fire. In no time at all he’s standing in front of her, stripped bare. His body is just as she had expected it would be – how she had dreamed it would be, if she was honest with herself – and she knows that she can’t tease him anymore: to do so is merely teasing herself.

She falls back onto the floor, noting the momentary disappointment on his face as her hand and lips are pulled away from his cock, and then hikes her skirt up over her hips. Her panties – black, lace, built for seduction – are cast aside, and as she spreads her legs she allows a finger to gently graze the dripping slit between them.

She doesn’t say anything as she brings the finger to her lips. Instead, she just keeps eye contact with him – harder than she expected it to be, given the parade of toned muscles that stands in front of her – and sucks it clean.

Her meaning is clear: I want you. I want you here, and I want you now.

He understands.

He drops to the floor on top of her, those athletic arms that previously had been kept hidden away under stuffy business shirts now on either side of her, holding him up. He kisses her neck tenderly, at odds with the incredible power she feels in the body that rests just inches above hers. He’s a wolf unpenned from his desk-cage, allowed to roam free, no longer hemmed in by restriction but able to take what is being offered to him.

Almost, she thinks as she feels the tip of his penis probing between her legs, seeking her entrance. This is almost yours, and then everything changes forever.

But not quite yet. It’s time for her to play her trump card. ‘We shouldn’t,’ she says, biting her lip as coquettishly as she can manage – a vamp playing the ingénue. ‘What about your wife?’

‘Forget about my wife,’ he says, and she does. As he pushes into her, it’s difficult for her to think about anything else. Colours swim in front of her eyes and she feels his breath hot on her throat. Who would have ever guessed that there was so much passion in him? Who could have known that the dam was so easily breached?

He’s kissing her again now – hungrily, a man who doesn’t know how much time he has to feed his urges and is desperate to get everything he can. His lips run down the line of her jaw and past her neck, giving way to a gentle nibbling – and then a not-so-gentle series of bites that thrills her, that run through her body like tiny electric shocks of pleasure, the pain of his bite mingling with the ecstasy of the fullness in her cunt.

She brings her hands up to his shoulders and digs her nails in, hard. She wants him to really feel it, to know how different this is from sex with his wife. She wants to hurt him in a way she knows he’s unused to and yet knows he craves. The pinch of her nails only serves to drive him wilder: it’s a challenge, and it will be met.

He thrusts into her harder in response, his whole body tightening as he throbs against her pussy – so many hours spent in close proximity with her, so much sexual tension, all being brought out and poured into one, final, desperate...

She moans as he floods her pussy with his seed. It pours from him in a torrent, but she isn’t worried: her birth control will deal with it. She can just give herself to the sensation, to the pleasure of his wetness dripping down her thighs, to the breathy gasps of satisfaction that are the only noises he can bring himself to make now. They are so much sweeter than her own release, because she alone knows what they represent. She can take care of herself later, in the privacy of her own home. Then she can really enjoy herself at the thought of what just happened.

She pulls her panties back up and smoothes down her skirt, but he barely notices. He’s lost in the glow of orgasm, not thinking about what he has just done and the implications it will have. Just at that moment, he is happy. She can give him that.

She leaves him on the floor, still half-nude, and wanders out into the hallway. The fluorescent lights flicker as she walks away from him. The caustic lighting suits her mood, somehow. It seems strangely apt.

She takes the phone out of her bag, presses the large red STOP button on the screen, and then skips to the middle of the recording she just made.

‘What about your wife?’ she hears her voice say.

‘Forget my wife.’ She skips it back, over and over again.

‘Forget my wife.’

‘Forget my wife.’

‘Forget my wife.’

The words echo in the hallway, but there’s no one else around to hear them; his office is too far away for that – and besides, he’s probably still recovering from her onslaught. No matter. He’ll hear it soon enough. After all, what’s the point of blackmail material if you keep it to yourself?

It’s not that she wants to hurt him – she doesn’t. Actually, aside from the occasional leer, he’s been rather a good boss. She might not have respected him, exactly, but she certainly didn’t hate him, no matter how it might look.

This isn’t about hate. This is about advancement. Profit. It’s strictly business. Nothing personal. She just wants what he has: the corner office, the company car, the yearly bonus that’s more than she would currently earn in a decade.

And now, thanks to his little indiscretion, he’s going to help her get them. At least, he will if he has any sense: he has a lot to lose, and he’s not a stupid man. When she confronts him with this little recording, he’ll give her just what she wants – or else.

‘Would you like to save this recording?’ the phone asks.

You bet your ass I would, she thinks, and smiles.
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