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      I walk into my office to find a handsome man decked out in an expensive suit and silk tie sitting behind my desk. He doesn’t hear me come in. He’s deep in thought, staring out the large window, which gives my brain a few seconds to appreciate his dark good looks, his strong chin, his big shoulders. I feel a flare of heat starting at my belly and ending at my vagina. I’m turning 30 this year and it’s been so long since I’ve had sex, I consider myself a born-again virgin.

      I drop my briefcase on the desk with a thud, which draws his attention. As he turns, his dark eyes assess me, then crinkle at the corners when he smiles. I lose both my breath and my words as I get caught up in his startling good looks.

      “You’re late,” he says.

      I suppress a smile, gather my wits. “You’re sitting in my chair.”

      He looks down at the chair as if confirming the truth behind my words. “Would you like me to vacate it?”

      “Yes, please.” My voice isn’t as forceful as I wish it to be. I don’t know who he is or what he’s doing in my office, but he exudes power, aggression and confidence. In my line of work, it isn’t unusual for me to deal with men like him. But he’s different because my body is telling me he is.

      The smile drops from his face as he gazes at me, his coffee brown eyes unsettling. “Say that again.”

      I steel my voice. “Get out of my chair.”

      He gets up, rounds the desk and slips by me, deliberately close enough to brush my breast with his forearm. Fuck, he’s tall. Then he offers me a hand, a boyish grin, a dimple on his right cheek buried under his scruff of whiskers. “I’m Liam Stewart.”

      Oh no, he’s not!

      I shake his hand as I press my lips together. “You’re early.” I’m no longer even a little bit amused. “By two weeks.” I drop the handshake and round my desk, sitting in my chair at the same time as I wave him to a chair in front of my desk. “Sit,” I command like he’s a disobedient dog. And he is. Bastard!

      Liam Stewart, heir to the kingdom, Stewart Enterprises, an organizational front for a number of business activities, not all necessarily legal. The only son of Alan Stewart, Liam is a myth, a legend. Lots of gossip and talk about where he’s been the last five years, what he’d been doing while his father ran the business with an iron fist. Then a week ago, a call from the boss himself, telling me that I should expect Liam to join my team, as a member of my executive, reporting directly to me, leading my directors.

      It’s unconscionable that Alan Stewart would over-involve himself in my activities and I told him so. I’ve worked my ass off, day and night – hence the reborn virgin status. I get results, I out-perform everyone else. Competitive? Maybe. Driven? Without a doubt. The little country girl inside me pushes to be better, be greater, show my dead parents that I have what it takes in a world that supposedly eats up women and spits them out.

      And now the boss’s son is sitting across from me, assessing me with his dark eyes, waiting for me to say something. Alan told me it was a new position, one that would benefit his son, a chance for him to learn from a pro. I couldn’t believe Alan was using flattery and I told him so. I thought he knew me better than that.

      It pissed him off. “Not flattery, Dru. Truth! Liam needs to have a better understanding of the workings of the company. He’s going to be taking over when I retire.”

      But I wasn’t persuaded then and I’m still not. “I don’t want some guy thinking he can come in and push me around because he’s my future boss. Unfair, Alan, to put me in this position. Put him somewhere else.”

      But Alan wouldn’t be persuaded. “You work too hard, Dru. It’s all you do. You have a big bank account and you don’t spend any of it. Liam will be good to have around. You give him a chance. Two months. If it isn’t working, we’ll talk.”

      In the end, I had no choice. Alan’s the boss. He calls the shots. I had a new guy on my team, one no one would want. And worse, an executive layer between me and my former-direct reports. I went from having a team of eight directors to one executive director.

      And the sonofabitch is in my office, sitting in a chair across from me, two fucking weeks early. I haven’t told my team yet.
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      If looks could kill, I’d be dead six times over. So far, I have two strikes. Strike one – sitting in Dru’s office chair like I own the office, which I do. All of it belongs to me. Strike two – showing up two weeks early. She didn’t hate me on sight. I could tell. The flash of heat in her eyes, the flush to her face. Nope, that wasn’t hate, that was straight up physical attraction.

      No problem for me because she’s everything my father said she would be. Sexy, sultry with long toned legs and lush lips. Long dark hair clipped behind her head, high cheekbones, exotic green eyes that turn slightly up at the corners. Slim, but luscious curves hidden behind a well-tailored business suit. Light make-up, enough to accentuate her features. She screams cool professionalism and I want to strip it from her. I can’t help picturing her naked, her hair falling over her shoulders, her lips swollen with my kisses, her hands tied behind her back, on her knees, begging me to fuck her.

      And then she says, yes, please, and I almost lose it right there in her office. She’s a man’s wet dream, probably knows it but hides behind her work and her suits. Sure, I’m oversimplifying her, but what the fuck, I’m a guy after all. If I don’t think about sex at least ten times an hour, then there’s something wrong with me. I’m not truly an ass, and I know she has a ton of depth, but she’s like an exquisitely wrapped Christmas present and I want to savour the packaging.

      She’s staring hard at me, her lips tight, her eyes narrow, waiting for me to respond. Expecting me to explain my untimely arrival. I shrug, reach out and straighten a stack of files on her desk. “Early’s a good thing most days of the week.”

      “Close the door,” she orders.

      I look behind me at the open door, then back to her. “Is that how you talk to your staff? Order instead of ask?” I need to set the ground rules.

      She flushes. “Please close the door.”

      I keep my grin inside as I straighten the crease in my pant leg, deliberately slow, before I get up and walk to the door. I close it firmly, then turn to her.

      She’s standing now, leaning in, fingertips on her desk, spitting mad. “You are not one of my staff.”

      It’s such a fucking turn on. I want to go to her and flip her skirt up over her ass, rip her panties off and take her on her desk. “I think there’s a misunderstanding, Dru. I am one of your staff.”

      She shakes her head, small little shakes that are so cute my cock gets interested. “I hire my staff. I’ve always hired my staff. I didn’t hire you. I didn’t ask for you. I don’t want you.”

      She’s pushing at the edges of my patience, so I walk up to my side of her desk and place my fingertips on the top and lean into her. “Don’t be a fucking bitch, Ms. Holland. My father was very clear what my role was. I report to you. You’re my boss. My expectation is that you treat me like you would treat any of your other employees. Apparently, you treat them with respect and dignity. From what I’ve heard, everyone wants to work for you. When someone transfers into your department, they’ve more or less won the lottery.”

      Her face is red now, her eyes shimmering. Yeah, I want to see her cry, but not here, not like this, so I back off a little. Step away, sit down, soften my voice. “I get what you think. I’m the heir to a billion-dollar fortune. A spoiled, entitled rich kid who will make your life hell, take your job, fuck you sideways, and destroy you.”

      She sits down too. The tears are gone, her face is less flushed, but her mouth is still pursed. “I do think that.”

      I nod. “You don’t know me, Ms. Holland. At all. Don’t know who I am, don’t know my background. But I know about you. My father speaks highly of you. When he and I discussed how I should transition into the leadership of this organization, your name and department came up, over and over. This is a growth opportunity for both of us. You get to be less busy with the day-to-day bullshit and have a chance to look at the big picture. Maybe become a member of the board, maybe a partner.”

      I watch as she mulls this over but I can see she’s not buying. “It’s presumptuous to think that’s what I want. I like what I do. I like working with my staff.” And then she takes the gloves off, says what she wants to say. “You’re two fucking weeks early and I haven’t had a chance to tell my directors that they have a new boss. Not just a new boss, an arrogant asshole that gets to slide in based on who he is, not what he knows or brings to the table.”

      I want to slap her, just a tap on her ass for being so enticingly difficult. I like that she’s speaking her mind. I like that she’s not cowed by the fact that I own her. She’s overconfident though, maybe needs to be brought down a peg. “You don’t have to sit here and take it, Ms. Holland. This isn’t indentured servitude.”

      What not to say to your new boss. She stands up and rounds the desk. I can tell she wants to grip me by my suit lapels. Her hands are fisted, she’s shaking. “You fucking bastard! Is that what this is about? You and your father are trying to force me out?”

      I stand too. I don’t say I’m sorry but inside I’m regretful. “Stop shouting. I’m here to learn from you because you’re good at what you do. You need to give me a chance, see if I have the balls to run this business before you judge me.” A lock of her hair has slipped from her clip and I resist the urge to reach out and tuck it behind her ear.

      She’s not completely mollified. “Why should I? You’re a ghost for the past five years and then you waltz in here expecting me to embrace you. Tell me your fucking background. Give me a reason to respect you.”

      My background? She wants to know my background. That I don’t share with anyone. “What I’ve been doing for the last five years is none of your fucking business. You’ll have to respect what my father wants and give me the benefit of the doubt.”

      She’s rattled by my aggression and lets out a small puff of breath. “I know.” But she’s at war with herself and I can’t tell what the outcome will be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            3

          

          
            Dru

          

        

      

    

    
      The fuck. I don’t know how I’m going to manage this. All my life I’ve maintained control. Had a vision, followed it through, dealt with the twists and turns. But this is different. Liam Stewart is not just a twist and turn, he’s a disaster, and I have no disaster management skills because I’ve always had the foresight to see them coming and head them off. It’s what makes me so good.

      A rap at the door draws my attention away from Liam. Lisa pokes in her head and sees the two of us, standing toe to toe. She opens the door wider, I guess thinking the man in front of me might be a threat. She doesn’t know the half of it. “Just reminding you of the directors’ meeting.” I look at my watch. I’m ten minutes late.

      What the fuck am I going to say?

      The sonofabitch is two weeks early and I’ve had no time to prepare myself. I turn back to Liam. “Why are you so early? Can you at least tell me that much?”

      He grins, and the little pucker in his cheek shoots an arrow to my pussy. This can’t be happening. None of this can be happening. “That’s a long story. Sounds like we don’t have time. I’d like to meet my new team.” He turns, lobs his smile at Lisa, who eats it up like maple syrup on ice cream. “Lead the way, Lisa, is it?”

      And she does, turning from me, forgetting about me. Traitorous bitch. I gather my notebook and trail after them. I’m fucked.

      As we step into the meeting room side by side, I’m reminded of how tall he is, how broad, muscular under his well-fitting suit. I feel small by comparison, in his shadow. It taps at me. All eyes turn to us, me first, some irritated by my lateness, but it gives way to curiosity about the handsome man beside me. Four of my directors are women. Three are married, two in their fifties, one a grandmother. They all squirm when they see him, pupils dilating, mouths slightly open. Jerry Parsons too. Director of Financial Operations, gay, happily married with two adopted children.

      Liam is a five-course meal to be sure.

      There are few open chairs, the one at the head of the table, reserved for me and I watch to see what Liam will do. He opts for the chair beside Sandra, Director of our European team, young, single, cute. I get pissed off for a reason I can’t fathom. I stalk to the head of the table and sit. Going to be a long fucking meeting, I think.

      All heads turn to me, expectant, waiting for me to explain the good-looking stranger in our midst. I look down at my notepad, my hands clasped together on top of it. They’re shaking.

      I’m not weak. I’m not usually afraid to deal with the tough issues. How could I be? I lead the Global Relations Division for Stewart Enterprises. We’re dealing with shit every day of the week. But this is different, because the new guy is about to take over everything I hold dear. It doesn’t matter that I’m his boss on paper. I’m still under him and he knows it. And everyone in this room will soon know it too.

      I run my tongue across my upper lip and look over to Lisa who is carrying a cup of coffee, sets it on the table in front of me then takes the seat to my left. I’ve told her to stop with the coffee. It’s not her job. She ignores me. According to her, it’s her job to look after me. I don’t know if she’s still my assistant or if she also now reports to Liam. The way she’s looking at him, I know exactly how she wants to look after him.

      I’m stalling.

      “I spent part of the weekend meeting with Alan Stewart, who has asked me to make some organizational changes within our division. He and I have agreed that we will add an executive layer to our leadership team. I am still considered the principle lead, but it means that an executive director position has been created, and all director’s in this department will now report to that position.”

      I stop for a minute, wait for my staff to take this in. Then I say, “The position will not be competed. This is Liam Stewart, Alan’s son. He will step into the position of Executive Director, Global Relations.”

      Everyone is stunned, not sure what to say. The men are angry. Andy, who is my right hand, my 2IC, is red in the face. I think he may have a heart attack. He says, “Wow! So you’re finally getting the recognition you deserve.” Good cover. He doesn’t realize that that’s not what’s happening. Or maybe he does.

      “Yes,” I say faintly. I look to Liam who is assessing the various reactions around the room. Lillianne is crying, wiping her fingers under her eyes. I understand that. We’re a good team. They all have questions, but not in front of him. It will be a revolving door this week.

      “When’s the official transfer?” Andy again.

      “Immediately.” I smile like I’m happy for them, for me. “Why don’t we do a round table, you can introduce yourselves to your new boss. Then Liam, maybe you can introduce yourself to the team. Answer questions.”

      Everyone behaves themselves, the men gruff, the women reticent. Gender roles, I think. Then it’s Liam’s turn and he smiles, his eyes light up, the corners crinkle, the dimple on his cheek puckers and everyone, including me, is engaged. “Thanks everyone. I’m here to learn the business and I’ve been told that this department’s the best learning ground there is. After talking with Dru, I see why. I’ve been in several leadership roles, so you can be assured that I know what I’m doing. Also, by the results of this team, it’s clear you know what you’re doing. I’m not here to make changes, at least not initially.

      “But I will be interested in meeting with each of you one-to-one this week, to discuss your roles in the organization, your thoughts about its structure, what we could be doing that we’re not and anything else of relevance. Please wait until the end of the week, after we’ve met, before discussing the transition with your teams. Messaging is important.” He looks to Lisa and says, “Can you please set up appointments this week for us.”

      She nods without checking with me, makes a notation on her pad. I try not to let my pissiness show.

      He turns to me, smiles like we’re best friends. I smile back the same way. What bullshit. “Back to you, boss.”

      We follow the agenda, discuss the usual business. Liam asks all the right questions, interjects his comments at the right time. As the two hours progress, my directors are talking more and more to him. At the end of the meeting, just before we close, he says to Lisa, “Let’s have a little get together next week for the boss, with all the staff.”

      As we rise, there is a general buzz in the air, handshakes all around. Liam is almost perfect. I hate him.
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      The meeting went well and most of the next couple of weeks. Meeting with the directors, I see the strength of Dru’s team. She’s carefully crafted a solid division and I can’t help but be impressed. It’s never quiet, never a dull moment, but it runs like a well-oiled machine. By the end of the week, none of the directors are knocking on her door. I’ve told them not to. I’ve told them that they’re capable of providing me with the advice I need to do my job. If there’s something I can’t resolve, then I’ll knock on Dru’s door.

      It’s late Friday afternoon and I’m in my office, nice enough though I have every intention of gutting it. Not just mine, but the entire work space. It’s a nice suite of offices and meeting rooms but I want it to look shinier and new. After all, our job is to keep our global partners impressed.

      Everyone is gone for the day except for Dru and me. She’s in her office, head down, typing on her laptop. Long couple of weeks for me, longer for her as she mourns the loss of her old role. I don’t feel sorry for her. She’s top of the food chain around here, smart and capable. She’ll figure out what to do next. But she still isn’t sold on me and the few times I’ve checked in with her, she’s been cold, unforgiving and even a little bit mean. It’s a challenge for me and I think of all the ways I could break her.

      I pull out the expensive bottle of scotch I’ve hidden away in my drawer and pick up two glasses on my way to her office. She’s turned her chair and is staring out at the city. It’s Seattle, mid-January, 6:30pm. Colourful lights blurred by the slight drizzle cast a rainbow of colour on the white of her blouse.  She’s not really looking though. She’s lost in thought and I have a half minute to watch her unguarded, the softness to her face, the lushness of her lips before she realizes she’s not alone.

      She turns to me as I drop into the seat across from her and place the glasses on the desk. “Not a bad couple of weeks,” I say as I unscrew the cap on the scotch.

      “For you?”

      I grin. She’s not willing to let go of her anger at me, at my father. Still early days and I haven’t spent much of this week darkening her doorway. I think that it irritates her that I’ve taken over so easily and completely.

      I let her have the little win as I pour the scotch and push a glass in her direction. “Yes, for me.” I watch her hesitate, then she picks up the glass and takes a small sip. She’s so fucking beautiful that it messes with me. The scotch is the best money can buy, and I can tell she’s a whiskey drinker by the way she holds the liquor in her mouth, savouring it, then lets it slide down her throat. A small smile on her lips before she remembers that it’s me.

      Let the games begin. “You travel a lot.”

      “I did,” she corrects.

      “We have a trip to New York coming up.”

      She studies me with dark emerald eyes as if we’re fighting over alpha status. “You.”

      I disagree as I stare back – I’ve never been a beta and I’m not about to start now. “They’re expecting you and it’s important right now that we go together to maintain client confidence as we transition. You make the introductions, say goodbye, promise you’ll remember all the little people as you ascend the throne. You know this already so why’re we discussing it?”

      She sighs and looks down at her skirt, adjusts a fold. “If you and I go, then Andy doesn’t. Usually, he accompanies me on the trips. It’s what he does because he is… was… my second-in-command.”

      My jealously flares up when she speaks so casually about travelling with another man. I can’t help myself. “Is he a good fuck then?”

      Her face reddens as she purses her mouth. “This is a professional environment. I don’t have relationships with my subordinates because that would open us up to sexual harassment suits. Office romances are not encouraged.”

      She leans towards me and scoops the bottle of scotch, pours a measure into her glass then bangs the bottle back to the desk. “And you. You keep your fucking hands off the girls in this office or I will find a way to ruin you.” She picks up the glass, slams the scotch and stands. I stand with her, but she ignores me, grabs her coat and her briefcase and storms by me out of her office.

      I follow, resist the urge to yank her back, slam her against the wall and put my hands all over her. Instead, I say quietly, “Ms. Holland?”

      She stops. Doesn’t turn, won’t face me. “I’m very particular about who I fuck. You don’t have to worry about me touching the subordinates.”

      I stop, wait to see what she does next. She takes a few steps towards the door, hesitates, her hand on the handle, then pushes it open and walks out.
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      New York, one of my favourite cities. When I travel for business, I always try to eat least one hot dog, shop for something exquisitely useless, and take a walk in Central Park. Our clients here indulge me, take me out for fine-dining, Broadway plays, parties. Andy always stayed back, married and older, happy to prep for meetings and presentations the following day. It was win-win. I don’t think with Liam it will play out that way.

      The first day is meetings from morning to late afternoon, then a dinner party and drinks well into the evening with a number of clients. By the time we get back to the hotel, I’m exhausted and a little bit drunk. Liam walks me to my room but doesn’t step past the threshold of my door. “That was a productive day,” he says. “See you in the morning.”

      As I close the door behind me, I’m a little disgruntled by his hasty retreat. Maybe he’s a gentleman after all, not willing to take advantage of a tipsy woman, but the little insecure girl inside me pokes at me. Maybe he’s just not interested. I soothe my hurt under the warm stream of the shower, telling myself that it’s not what I do anyway. I don’t sleep with my staff.

      Even my drunk self knows I’m full of shit.

      The next morning is a breakfast meeting with an important client, then morning meetings, a group lunch and a seminar in the afternoon that involves a number of speakers including myself. Liam refuses to step in even though we are both fully prepared. He wants to see me in action, learn from the best. I’m unaccountably nervous when I step up to the podium. Unusual for me to feel butterflies, but I know why. Liam is watching, his eyes piercing me as I walk the audience through my talk, our company, our future projections. At the end of my presentation, I ask Liam to join us, introduce him as Alan’s son and the future of the Stewart empire. He slides his hand across the small of my back as he steps up to the podium, the warmth of his palm searing straight through me. As he addresses the floor, I stand behind him in his shadow, wondering how his small touch can light me up the way it did.

      After he’s done, after he’s charmed them, we mingle with drinks in our hands. I am talking to the CEOs of two well-established investment companies, but my attention keeps wandering to Liam. He’s surrounded by women and some men, talking and laughing. One woman, a director of a competitor has her hand wrapped around his bicep. I want to fucking destroy her. Liam looks up, catches my eye and throws a small smile my way. I don’t smile back.

      As the evening wears on, Shawn Gilmore takes Liam aside and the two approach me. “Shawn,” I give him a small hug as he pecks me on the cheek. He’s a nice-looking man, someone I dated briefly four years ago. Married now with a child.

      “Dru. So good to have Liam back in the land of the living.”

      “Why? Was he dead before?”

      Shawn and Liam laugh, but Liam changes the topic quickly. “Shawn would like us to come to his headquarters tomorrow morning to provide an overview of our company to a Hong Kong group that’s in town.”

      I’m serious now. “Of course.” But inside I’m seething. Typical Shawn to put me on the spot like this. It’s going to take half the fucking night to prep for this and I watch my plans for a hot dog and a Broadway play disappear.

      After Shawn wanders off, I turn to Liam. “Asshole,” I mutter.

      “Shawn’s a good friend of mine.”

      I colour. “Sorry. It’s just, we’re going to be working all night to get ready for him.”

      Liam grins. “He is an asshole. And yeah, I figured we’d need to pull it together tonight.”

      It takes almost an hour to say our goodbyes and after, we return to the hotel and go upstairs to our rooms. I stop at mine and pick-up my laptop and a bottle of red wine, then head up three floors to Liam’s room. I’m not sure why we’re meeting in his suite. It doesn’t matter which room we’re in I guess, and Liam offered to order the room service.

      We talk about Shawn’s company as we eat. He’s ordered the lamb shoulder for him and the ling cod for me and I wonder about it as I eat. Wonder about his choices, his presumption. Wonder how he knows my protein of choice is seafood. But I don’t ask, don’t want to go down such an intimate road.

      Liam impresses me with his knowledge of Shawn’s business and his understanding of the global marketplaces in general. He’s already done the return on investment analysis and it’s impressive enough for us to commit to the long hours it will take to ready ourselves for the Hong Kong group.

      As we get down to the work, our civilized veneer starts to drop off. We’re bickering about details, disagreeing about direction, sitting side-by-side on the sofa, drinking my wine and his scotch as I punch the keys on my laptop. My suit jacket and shoes have long been abandoned and Liam is wearing the bare essentials to be decent, his dress shirt half-unbuttoned, untucked, cuffs rolled up to expose his strong hairy forearms. He’s distracting me as he sits next to me, his thigh brushing mine. I can smell him, a day of labour, male musk and I find it intoxicating. Or maybe, I think as I take another sip of wine, I’m intoxicated.

      “It’s done,” he says as he taps save on the keyboard and sits back, stretching his back and neck.

      I disagree. “I think we should go through it one more time.”

      He looks at his watch, tilts his head and frowns at me. “When’s the last time you were fucked?”

      I choke on the sip of wine I’ve just taken, sputter as I wipe my mouth with the palm of my hand. I start to stand, but he reaches out with his hand and holds me on the couch.

      “Did not mean to be disrespectful, but all you do is work. You could have told Shawn that he could wait two days and he would have. You could have said ‘no’ full-stop or offered to come back when the Hong Kong group was in New York again. But you didn’t. I’m wondering why?”

      I blow out a breath as I consider his question, but the answer is none of his business. I check the time, 2:30am. “I should go. We should get to bed or we won’t make any sense tomorrow.” I make a move to stand up, but he stops me again with his hand on my forearm.

      He’s pissed off. “So the fuck what? You know this shit inside and out. You could provide a six-hour seminar on it without doing any prep.” He shifts closer to me and I find myself trapped between him and the armrest.

      “It’s what I do.” I try to stand again, but he holds me down. “Goddamnit. Let go of me!”

      He’s on me now, just his hands cradling my head, holding me steady as he grazes my lips with his. Then another kiss, this one more insistent and the heat of it fucks with my senses. He pulls back. “Dru, you need a good fuck.”

      I shove at his chest and push him back from me. “No. We’re not going to do this. I’m your boss. Remember, Liam.”

      He chuckles. “You’re cute. Let me kiss you.” He reaches for me again. “I know what you need.”

      I consider his words, his arrogance, thinking he knows me. All my commitment, the sacrifices in my personal life to arrive at this moment where I’m in a hotel room with the boss’s son because the fuck is taking over my life’s work. I shove him away and stand. My legs are shaking and my knees almost buckle. “You have no fucking idea what I need!”

      I scoop up my shoes and my jacket and head for the door, but he’s on me before I get there. He forces me around to face him, shoving my back up against the door. I gasp at his aggression as my senses go sideways at his nearness. “I do know what you need, Ms. Holland. You’re tired of being in control, the leader of the pack, the golden girl. Every fucking day, seven days a week. You need someone to help you lose control. You need someone who will let you be weak.”

      I shake my head. He’s so close, pressing me into the door with his body, his face shadowed, his warm breath caressing my ear. He smells like whiskey and man and I’m folding in on myself. “And you think you can be that someone?” I am trying for derisive, but my words are too weak.

      His brings one hand to my hair, gripping it with his fingers, the other to my neck, circling it. Then he crushes his lips to mine, thrusts his tongue into my mouth, taking everything with a single sweep. Roughly, demanding, unrepentant. It’s savage and my body responds. I’m wet, my legs quake, and my desire streaks through me, a reckless, desperate hunger.

      I hear myself whimper, drop my shoes and my jacket and reach for him, my fingers tearing at his shirt, holding on because that’s all I can do as he savages me. The heat from his body surges through my thin shirt, his erection presses on my belly and sends a fire raging through me. I’m losing awareness and I need him to stop. I start to struggle, no longer holding on, but slapping at him, pushing at him. He pulls back, his breathing heavy and uneven. We stay that way for a moment, our eyes locked in a battle, our chests heaving. Then he steps back, three feet from me. Stares at me hard.

      “You should leave now.” His voice is heavy, dark, almost menacing as he draws in a shaky breath.

      I nod a couple of times, but am paralyzed to move, to speak.

      He slams his hand next to my head, palm down on the door, making me jump. “Dru! Leave now or stay. Your options. But if you stay, you’re mine. Do you understand?”

      I do and I don’t because my body is begging me to stay, my brain is listening to my body and the little warning in the back of my mind is drowned out by the thudding of my heart. “Liam…” I falter.

      He shakes his head. “You don’t get it your way, not with me. You stay, you’re mine. You do what I want, when I want and how I want.”

      “I’m going,” I whisper but I don’t move. I let out a small breath. I can’t let go of the kiss he just laid on me, his fingers on my throat, squeezing me, holding me. Hand in my hair, forcing my lips to his. Demanding, commanding leaving me dizzy and breathless. I want another of those kisses.

      He steps back and waits. “Three seconds.”

      I drop my eyes from his as I nod my head and reach behind me to the door handle, my fingers fumbling for it, grasping it, but I can’t bring myself to turn it. He’s winning. He has me.

      A small upturning of his lips as he says in a quiet hushed voice. “Time’s up.” He reaches past me and bolts the door. I’ve made my choice.
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      Dru’s leaning against the door, stunned. Her hair, so beautifully pinned today, is ruined, falling in unruly waves, trying to escape the last of the barrettes. Her face is flushed, and her lips are plump from my fierce kiss. She’s mine. I have her and what she doesn’t understand yet is that I don’t mean for one night. I mean for all nights.

      I’m so hard, so fucking hard. I’ve been since the moment I laid eyes on her in her pretty little office, a halo of sunshine on her hair as she took back her desk. She needs to do something about my needs first. I undo my pants, drop the zipper. Her eyes track my hands as I rub at my crotch then reach in and pull out my cock. I watch her face, her mouth, a small oval as she sees me fully erect. I pull her to the couch as I sit down and open my legs. “Get on your knees.”

      Her eyes fly to my face, pupils blown, uncertainty in her hesitation but then she falls between my thighs. I have my hand in her hair again as I rub my cock on her forehead, down her cheek and across her lips, painting them with precum. “Put you hands behind your back and take it in your mouth.”

      She’s slow in her movements, shaking, but does as I tell her. She’s awkward without the use of her hands but she pulls my cock between her lips, sucking at the top, running her tongue across it, tasting it, not taking in the shaft and I am as intrigued as I can get while being in so much lust I have to hang onto my shaft so I don’t thrust it down her throat. She brings me further into her silky, heated mouth, using her tongue like a feather duster, soft strokes up and down and sideways. My balls are begging for release, but I tell them to fuck off. Not yet.

      I groan as she drags her lips up my shaft, scraping her teeth gently along the way. Then she mouths me fast, up and down, over and over, maybe for a minute, before letting off, slowing down, letting go, but trailing wet kisses up the length to the top. My eyes are closed, my head is on the back of the couch and I do everything I can to hold on to my orgasm. I don’t want to let go. I want to make her work for it. I want to shoot my cum to the back of her throat.

      She’s back at the top of my cock, frenching my helmet and it’s not enough. I want more. I shift, lean towards her, my hands cradling her head. “Take me deep, princess.” I don’t give her a chance to get ready. I shove her head down, my cock into her mouth, three, maybe four times. She gags on me and I pull back, but not out, I don’t let her release me. She’s breathing hard now, not excitement, though I’m sure she’s wet. But she can’t get the breath she needs and this further inflames me.

      “Fuck me.” I’m not gentle in my words, in my grip on her head. “Until I come. I’m close so make it count. Make me happy.”

      She speeds up with her mouth, sucking me deep, not as deep as I want her to go, but I don’t force her again. The pressure is building in my balls and I try to control it. Think about pulling her onto me and fucking her, finishing inside her, but no. Not now. “Use your hands.” My voice is guttural. She’s fucking amazing. She grabs my cock with her hands, sliding them up the shaft, using her saliva as lube, jacking me as she blows me. She’s losing her breath, tiring and then a gentle squeeze to balls puts me over the top. I shove myself into her mouth, over and over and then I explode.

      It scorches me, a bolt shooting in all directions as my cum bathes the back of her throat. I dimly hear her gag, sputter as I hang on to the pleasure. She tries to withdraw, but I won’t let her. I’m easing as my orgasm spends itself, but I want to stay in the warmth of her mouth for a few more seconds. She stays on her knees, doesn’t fight or protest, then I capture her head between my hands and pull it up so I can see her face.

      She’s a mess and I almost get hard again. I’m not ready to go to sleep tonight. I want to fuck her. I wonder if she wants that too, then dismiss the thought, because if she didn’t want it, she’d have left when I told her to go. The prick in me decides she should wait though. I want her on edge tomorrow, I want her stimulated and needy; in a state where she’ll let me do anything to her. Fuck her anywhere and any way I want.

      She’s still on her knees, gazing up at me like a wary gazelle, waiting for me to say something. So I do. “Where the fuck did you learn how to blow like that?” I sound like an army sergeant, my words barked at her, about to tell her to drop and give me 50.

      She shivers as she drops her eyes from mine. Says nothing.

      I tilt her head up. “You answer when I ask you a question, Dru.”

      She blows a small breath out and it lands on my cock. I jerk from the warmth of it, the sensation, feel myself hardening. Mid-thirties and sex bores me sometimes. I rarely get hard twice for the same woman, certainly not in the same night. And yet, my cock seems to think I still have it in me. Finally, she says, “It’s intuitive.”

      I bark out a short laugh. In part because her answer surprises me, but also because I should have expected it. “Did you study up on it?” I’m running my hands through her hair, filtering the strands with my fingers, rubbing it gently. I want to feel my cock wrapped in it. My cock thinks that’s a good plan as it takes a small look around.

      Dru flushes.

      “You did, didn’t you? Fuck Dru, you even intellectualize sex.”

      She tries to stand up, but I stop her. “Stay. You don’t get up until I say so.”

      I see a flare of anger in her eyes as she narrows them at me. “I’m thirsty.”

      She’s got her game on again. Perhaps I need to remind her of what she agreed to. I grip her hair and force her to stand, then lead her into the bedroom with it. She’s clawing at my hand, small shrieks of protest at my mishandling. I slam her against a wall and rip open her blouse, then kiss her hard, my tongue invading her mouth, my hands gripping her head. She’s fighting me, her hands on my chest, clawing and pushing. I relent and she sucks in the air.

      “Are you wet?”

      She lets out a shaky exhale. Her eyes locked on mine.

      I’ve tamed her again, an act of aggression, a simple kiss. It’s so fucking erotic I can barely stand myself. My cock is hard and I wonder at it. I think about fucking her right now, up against the wall. I give her a small slap on her face, nothing that will mark. “You answer me when I ask a question. Always. This is strike two. Understand?” I let the threat linger.

      “Yes,” she says simply, and I grin to myself. She’s playing a word game. I shove her skirt up and am surprised to find her wearing a garter. Not something I expected and it fucks with me. But I’m on a mission and so I push her silky panties to the side and plunge two fingers into her. She gasps at the intrusion, a small frown, a grimace. She’s wet, but my aggression is unsettling her. I don’t let up as I slam my fingers into her over and over until she’s begging me to stop.

      “Next time I ask, you’ll answer. No games. I don’t mind checking for myself.” I stop the thrusting as I press myself hard against her, one hand still gripping her pussy, my other arm leaning up beside her head. Our faces are inches apart. “You understand?”

      She nods quickly. “Yes.” In a small voice.

      I grin and she responds to it. Her pupils dilate. She’s high on desire, she wants release, wants me to fuck her. I’m tempted. But I’m not done playing. “What’s with the garter, Dru? Who were you sexing yourself up for? Shawn?” I shove my fingers into her again, not touching her sweet spots, not giving her anything.

      “No.” She licks her lips. “I…”

      “Who?” I pull the wetness of her pussy to her ass, lube the ring and then shove a finger in.

      She groans and her hands tighten on my biceps. “You.”

      Silly girl. But the right answer. “You don’t need to wear shit like that. I’m a pretty simple guy. Like my women naked.”

      Her pretty lips purse as she narrows her eyes, a flare of anger that there are other women. I think her mouth needs another good fuck, lean in to kiss her, but she turns her head and I graze the side of her face. I grab her ear with my teeth as my hand tightens on her pussy, as my finger in her ass becomes two.

      She shrieks at the sudden onslaught.

      I relent. “Are you jealous?”

      “No,” she says, struggling with the lie.

      “You don’t need to be, Dru. You’re mine now. Remember that. I won’t fuck around.”

      She stares into my eyes with her boss look and I shake my head at her. Trying to top, but she’s so woefully out of her league.

      I bring my fingers back to her ass, invading it again and she whimpers. “And you will never fuck around on me.” It’s a command and she understands it, still clinging to my arms as I fuck her ass with my fingers. She’s getting no pleasure from it. She will, but again, not tonight.

      I pull out, step back out of her reach and watch as she struggles to stay upright.

      “Strip. Everything. Clothes, jewelry, hairpins. Then stay exactly where you’re at, against the wall until I get back.”

      Then I leave her alone.
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      I’m pressed against the wall in Liam’s bedroom, my legs shaking, my brain screaming at me to get the fuck out of his room while I still have a chance. If I run, then what? I think he’ll come for me, punish me. He gave me three seconds to leave and I didn’t and now I can’t. I hear him in the bathroom, in the shower. It’s a test, he’s testing me. Will I do as he says and if I don’t, then what? My clothes are a mess, my blouse is ripped open, my skirt hiked up around my waist and my nylons destroyed.

      My brain is telling me to go, but my body is begging me to stay. It needs what he’s offering, wants it. And the fucker is right. When he savages me, I forget to be the boss, I forget about the weight of responsibility. I forget who he is and why I should hate him. I take too long to think all this and my brain dimly registers the lack of running water in the bathroom. I panic, my fingers fumbling to get undressed. Shirt and skirt off, but I’m shaking, can’t get the garter to unhook from the hose. I look up to the door, listen to his movements, they’re distracting me. Finally, the garter comes loose, and I pull it off, then the hose. I reach up to unclasp my bra as he steps into the room.

      He freezes as his eyes meet mine. His face is cold and still as a boulder, his body naked and I forget to be afraid as my gaze sweeps him. Fuck. He’s perfect. I already know the size of his cock makes my mouth water and my body needy, but his muscles are corded, his chest and stomach well-honed, every inch of him hard.

      “Did you forget what I told you to do?”

      I shake my head as my fingers fumble at the clasps on my bra. “No. I was …” Was what? Thinking about running? Having a battle of wills with myself? Finally I unclasp the bra and let it drop off me. My breasts are aching for his touch, my nipples hard, seeking his lips, his attention, but he doesn’t look down. His eyes still hold mine in a tormenting grip. I slip off my panties, then pull the pins from my hair. As it cascades down my back, his eyes flicker and I hear a small intake of breath. Then he’s back to my eyes with a small shake of his head.

      My rings, my watch, my earrings follow as I place them on the table next to me. I’m naked like he wants, and I press my back against the wall and lower my eyes to his chest.

      “I don’t like to be kept waiting.” His voice is a soft drawl, no anger or impatience. But full of promise and intent.

      “I’m sorry.” It’s all I can say. I have no excuses and I don’t think they’ll work on him anyway.

      He steps up to me, presses into me, gazing into my face. “Are you sorry, Dru? Are you really?”

      I nod. “Yes.” A dry husk of a whisper but at least I get the word out.

      He shakes his head. “I don’t think you’re sorry enough.”

      He takes my hands in his and draws one up to his lips as he kisses it, then pulls me away from the wall. I’m shaking and I can see that it inflames him. “What are you going to do?”

      He guides me to the bed and pushes me down on my ass. “Lay down and roll over onto your belly.”

      I do as he tells me, exposing my back and my ass to him. It’s better than the front, I think. I’m about to find out how wrong I am.

      “On your knees now, ass in the air.”

      I shuffle and comply. I think he means to fuck me as he rubs his hand across my ass, over and over, soft caresses then the bite of his fingers as he digs into my flesh. “You have a beautiful ass, Dru.” He bends over and brings his face to it, draws his tongue up the crevice before straightening up. Then without warning, he hits it with his hand, open-palmed.

      Pain streaks through me and I shriek. “Fuck!”

      He leans over again, his lips next to my ear. “If you shriek again, I'll gag you.”

      I lick my lips. “I don’t want this Liam. Please.” I don’t want the humiliation, the pain. I don’t want any of this anymore.

      “You should have left then.” He straightens and slaps me again. I groan, shove my face into the pillow to muffle my whimpers as he slaps me again and again. On my ass, on the cheeks. No where else. The pain is intense, burning, streaking through me as if it’s clamped to my nipples, my pussy, my ass.

      Each slap is intense, causes a gasp from me. Then he stops and his hands rub my cheeks again, small caresses and biting fingers. I moan from the touching, I moan as he slides his fingers to my pussy and runs his hands through my folds.

      “Wet, baby. Dripping. Did you know?” He’s breathing hard and I imagine his cock, the hardness of it, pressed into me. I want him to fuck me.

      “Liam, please.”

      Another slap. And then two more. “Did you know?”

      My voice is small, whipped. “Yes.”

      I feel the mattress shift as he kneels behind, his hands on my hips, then up my back to my neck. He circles it with his fingers as he leans over me, grazes my spine with his lips as his hands slide under my chest, take my breasts and squeeze them, thumbing the nipples, making me moan, making me shatter. His breath is warm on my back, uneven and heavy. “I’m going to fuck you, baby, and you’re going to take it. No coming though, not for you.”

      He slides away from me and I feel the coolness of the room on my back. I’m so heated, so high that I don’t know if I can hold onto my orgasm. It’s been so long and he knows what to do to make me needy. But if I come, what will he do? A whimper escapes me at the thought and I hear him chuckle, then the rip of foil. A few seconds and his hands are on my hips, his fingers gripping me. Then his cock, sliding into my wet, welcoming sheath, filling me, and I suck in my breath as my pussy clenches around it.

      He stays like that, not thrusting, the bruising grip of his fingers the only sign of his tension. “You are so fucking tight, Dru.” He takes a shaky breath, then starts to thrust. I meet him with my ass, I can’t help myself. I forget that I’m not supposed to come, I forget that he gets this fuck. And I’m getting high on my thoughts, on his cock as it spears me. He’s brutal, taking me, savaging me, his thrusts hard, meant to be punishing, hitting deep inside me, against my womb.

      I hear his groans, deep and primal, pacing my cries. I bring my hands to my pussy, my fingers to my clit, thinking he’s too caught up in his own needs to be aware of what I’m doing, but then he stops, slaps my ass, stinging, brutal, unlike before. Those earlier slaps were meant as a prelude. This one is punishing. I move my hand up over my head and shove my face into the pillow to muffle my cry. He withdraws and I feel his abandonment, the coolness of the room on my back. But just a few seconds before he’s back, wrestling my hands behind me, wrapping my wrists together, restraining them. His words are thready, menacing as he thrusts back into me. “Now you’ll have to wait until tomorrow.”

      “Please,” I whisper. “Please.” I say it over and over again and my begging seems to inflame him. When he comes, it’s loud and savage, cock slamming, fingers digging into me so hard that I know they’ll leave marks. He holds me for a few seconds, a hand sliding across the small of my back. Then he heaves himself down on the bed next to me, a hand on his forehead as he catches his breath. I let myself drop to my side, facing away from him, tuck my legs under me, have a few seconds of thought that I could make myself come through sheer will. He’s depleted and I’m so heightened. It would take nothing. A small breeze, a whispered promise.
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      I come so hard I think my balls have turned inside out. It’s been so long since a woman has caught my attention like Dru has. She’s lying on her side next to me on the bed, her back to me, her hands constrained and she’s shaking. I feel selfish as I watch her. I want to see her come. I want to make her come. Tomorrow, I’ll make her want me again. And the next day. And the next. I meant what I said. We’re together now. She’s mine. Not just for one night.

      I slide to my side and pull her against me, her wrists and hands dig into my belly as her ass settles against my very happy cock. I drop my hand to her pussy, run a finger through her slit, hear her suck in her breath. “Do you want to come, Dru?” My warm breath is on her ear, then I drop a kiss on her neck and a shudder rolls through her.

      Her voice is soft, breathy as she answers. “Yes. Please, Liam.”

      Fuck, she’s perfect. I pull the knots from the bra I used as a restraint and flip her onto her back, then straddle her, holding her hands up by her head, pinning her like we’re wrestling on a playground. “If I give you the best orgasm you’ve ever had, what will you give me in return?”

      Her eyes are glittering, little green nuggets as she considers my question. “Haven’t I already done my part?”

      Fucking woman is going to get me hard again. “Be careful, Dru. I can still change my mind.”

      She tucks her lower lip in between her teeth, her face a blush of mixed emotions. “What do you want?”

      She’s right to ask me even though I wish she’d thrown an offer out there. I like negotiations. But she’s too needy, under me, pinned by me. Not in a position of strength. I think of all the possibilities. A blow-job in the stall of the men’s washroom. A fuck in a dark closet. No panties? Yeah. No panties. I decide we should start there. “Wear the garter again tomorrow to the presentation and the stockings, but no underwear. And shave. I want you smooth.”

      She moves her eyes to the ceiling as she thinks about my request. “I’ve had some pretty good orgasms, Liam. Are you sure you’re up to the challenge?” Her edge is coming back and I don’t want that, not yet. And bad girl for bringing up her other lovers. We’ll discuss that another time.

      She only thinks she’s had a good orgasm. I’ll make sure she can’t walk after I’m done with her. I reach down and tweak a nipple, then suck it between my lips, gently, a small rake with my teeth and then hard, until she’s groaning and pushing at me to stop. When I look up, I see her lips blowing little puffs of air as she tries to settle herself. Then I kiss them, plunder her mouth with my tongue, take her until she can’t breathe. I push her hands over her head. “If you move them, even once, I’ll spank you. I don’t think your ass can take more of that.”

      She nods, says nothing as I drop my lips to hers again, my fingers curling around her throat as I pull my other hand through her hair, then I trace my lips, my tongue, my teeth down her body, handling her roughly, but not too much. She’s already gasping and I haven’t even touched her cunt. I draw my hands over her mound as I make way down. Touch her clit gently and she bucks like I’ve hit her with an electric shock. I take my fingers away. “Slow down baby. Not yet.” I’m down at her pussy, wrapping my arms around her thighs, stretching her open to me. She’s beautiful, swollen, wet. I bend my head and lap at her vagina, tasting her juices. Feasting on her.

      She’s moaning as I do this, her body arching, a whispered, “Please.”

      Not yet.

      I draw my tongue up her folds, touch it gently to her clit, just once as she jolts again, and then I hear a small sob as I take it away, draw it through the crevice of her thigh where it meets her pelvis, pushing her wider, licking at it like I’m on a mission. She’s moaning, writhing and I bring my head up to see her. Her head is flung back and her fingers are clutching at the headboard. She’s doing everything she can not to move her arms. I get back to work. I trail my kisses down her thigh to her knee, draw her foot to my shoulder. She’s limber and I’m excited by that. By all the possibilities.

      I’m back at her pussy now, watching her ass thrust as I blow on her clit, small warm huffs of breath like I’m blowing out birthday candles. Her moans are increasing and she’s brought her hands to her breasts, pulling at them, pinching the nipples. I stop and watch. She’s a sight to behold, then she lifts her head off the pillow, looks at me and I wait. She realizes what she’s done and her eyes widen slightly. “God, please. Please.”

      As she raises her arms, I decide to be benevolent. “Keep your hands on your tits. It’s a turn on for me too. Keep those nipples at attention.” I bring my lips down to her pussy, to her vagina and stroke it, French it, then my fingers, two, into her tightness and she embraces them, clenches around them. I find the sweet spot inside of her. I know because she damn near jumps off the bed when I curl into her, when I rake it with my nails. Now she’s gasping, panting, her thighs squeezing in on me, and I force them open. “Don’t come, Dru.”

      “I can’t…” she whimpers.

      “Not yet, baby.” I gentle my strokes inside her, then drop my tongue on her clit. Softly. I want to see her come, but more importantly I want to see her quake. I want to shatter her. I want her to remember my name, I want to be the only one she thinks of when she needs a good fuck. I speed up the strokes inside and out, harder, faster and she’s begging now. Then I stop, watch as she folds in on herself.

      “No. Liam. Don’t stop, please. Please.” She’s squeezing her breasts, her head is up off the pillow, staring at me, then down again as her thighs squeeze. I start again, soft, gentle strokes that get harder and rougher. She’s bucking, crying, pleading. And then I stop.

      “Fuck,” she cries and I chuckle. I bring my mouth to her clit again, blow on it softly as I watch her thighs quiver. Then gentle laps with my tongue as her moans increase. Steady, softly, until I know. Then I attack her with my tongue, my lips, my fingers, hard, fast, relentlessly and she hits her peak. Her thighs squeeze in on me as I lap at her, as I feel her spasm, hear her gasps, her moans. And I milk her, let her come down, just a little and then I hit her again, my fingers inside her, my tongue on her clit. She’s crying for me to stop. But I don’t.

      Her hands are in my hair, pulling at it as she tries to sit up, but she drops down as her sensitivity is overcome by her growing need. Then she shatters, a high scream as her body grows rigid, as her knees squeeze up to her belly. And it’s magnificent. I bring up my head and watch her as I keep my thumb on her clit, letting it slow, softening my touch as she comes down.

      She drops her legs first, her face raised to the ceiling, her neck exposed, her chest and belly heaving. She’s mesmerizing. I slide up beside her but don’t touch her. She’s sensitive right now and I don’t want her distracted by my caresses, my needs. I wait until she’s ready, until she turns towards me, curls into my side, under my arm. That’s it, that’s all.

      We pass out.

      Morning comes fast – maybe two hours of sleep but everything about it was worth it. I open my eyes and know I’m alone. She’s gone – she didn’t wake me, didn’t say goodbye. As I get up, I note she’s taken everything. Her clothes, her shoes, her jewelry and her laptop. Leaving without asking permission; leaving without saying goodbye. She has so much to learn and I can’t wait to school her – later though. I need a shower, coffee and some breakfast.

      I text her before I shower. Nothing about last night. Going for breakfast downstairs. Meet in the dining room at 8:30.

      Maybe, she texts back.

      Meet me.

      Then I drop the phone and get ready for the day. I’m downstairs by 8:15, have a table, coffee, and the morning paper. At 8:35, she walks in looking stunning. She always looks stunning, but she’s different this morning. I see it in her stride, her hips a little looser, her walk a little sexier. Her back is straighter, her breasts jutting out. And her eyes are smoky. A woman well-fucked. As she sits, I see a small wince and I suppress my smile. Yes, my woman well-fucked.

      “Good morning,” she says formally as she places a napkin on her lap and thanks the waiter for her coffee. The boss is back.

      I decide to bring her down just a little. “Was that the best orgasm you ever had?” I say it just loud enough that maybe the adjoining tables can hear. Definitely the waiter who is hovering close by. He turns ten shades of red as Dru stares at me, mouth pursed, eyes narrowed. Heaven.

      She shifts in her chair, aware that everyone is waiting for her response, then curls her long, delicate fingers around her coffee cup, raises it to her lips and take a small sip. Her eyes are steady on mine as she does this. She places the cup in the saucer. “Yes.” In the same level of intensity I used.

      I imagine there to be a collective sigh throughout the tables. I think the only one not worried about her response was me, but besides herself, I was the only one there last night. “I could make it better.”

      She glares. “Stop it, you asshole.”

      I narrow my eyes. “Oh baby, you’re going to pay for that.”

      The waiter has backed off now. He’s afraid of us and I’ll have to share my breakfast with Dru.

      Dru shakes her head. “No. Last night was a one-time thing. There can’t be a second time.”

      I tilt my head as I stare at her. “Did you keep your side of the bargain?” I’m beginning to think she reneged on our deal.

      She takes another sip of coffee. “Can we please talk about this morning.”

      “Yes,” I reply, pretending I misunderstood her. I lean across, my eyes pinning her. “It’s not okay for you to leave the bedroom without asking me first.”

      I see her jaw clench as she tightens her fingers around her coffee cup. “Jesus,” she says under her breath. The waiter interrupts with my breakfast – toast, scrambled eggs, ham, fried potatoes. He finally gets brave enough to turn to Dru. “Did you want something to eat?”

      She looks at her watch. “No time.”

      “Bring a small plate,” I tell the waiter. “She can share mine.”

      “I don’t want yours,” she shoots back.

      I can’t resist, fucking prick that I am. “That’s not what you said last night.”

      The waiter colours again. “I’ll get the plate,” he mutters as he scurries off.

      “Stop it.” She’s seems like she’s near tears and I don’t want her to cry. I feel a surge of protectiveness towards her, fully aware that I’m the asshole responsible for her current state of mind.

      I pass her a piece of my toast and she takes it. “What’s wrong, baby?”

      The waiter returns, drops the plate on the table. I look up at him. “Bring the bill. I’ll sign for it now. We’re going to have to run.”

      He nods, retreats again and I look at Dru. “What are you afraid of?”

      She takes a bite of the toast, swallows it down with a sip of coffee. “You,” she says. “I’m afraid of you.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      We make it to Shawn’s offices 10 minutes before the meeting, in time to greet the Hong Kong group, exchange niceties, settle ourselves down with cups of coffee and tea. Dru and I exchange only the necessary words on the way over. I decide to give her a break because she’s so unsettled. She’s leading the presentation and she needs to be on her game.

      Shawn and I sit at the back, behind the group as she walks her audience through her slides. As she talks, I understand why she’s where she’s at such a young age. She’s fluid in her speech and her manner, like she was born to do this. The group is mesmerized by her. She’s speaks in English but knows enough Cantonese to toss out a few words. The right words. Her humour is perfect. Her pitch is perfect. She’s so fucking perfect, I almost get hard watching her. Shawn shifts next to me and I glance over at him. He’s been watching me watch her and a small smile is playing at his lips. He leans into me.

      “As a rule, I don’t kiss and tell, but she’s perfect in bed too.”

      I feel my back stiffen. Shawn’s right. He’s always been discreet, so I’m surprised by his sudden confession and even more so by the fact that he and Dru have been together. “I didn’t know you were fucking her.”

      Shawn shakes his head. “Not anymore. A couple of months a few years ago. But it didn’t work. Time, distance, both too fucking focused on our careers. She doesn’t know how to stop. Doesn’t know how to shut it off.”

      I look away from him, towards Dru, but then past her, because I can’t look at her right now. I’m pissed and Shawn senses it. “Did I… are you two…?” Then he stops as realization creeps in. “Fuck, man. I’m sorry. I’m talking out of turn. I didn’t know.”

      It’s all I can do to say, “Now you do.”

      But Shawn won’t stop talking. “It was nothing, Liam. A few weeks. It wouldn’t have ever worked out between us.”

      His words help to mollify me somewhat and then our attention is drawn back to the presentation as Dru opens the floor for questions. What I like about her is that she doesn’t keep standing at the front. She pulls a chair up and sits down with the group, in the middle of them, like she’s one of them. They ask her questions, she answers, then she asks questions. It’s like a tea party.

      I look to Shawn as I stand. “We should join them.” And we do.
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      Liam pulls a chair up beside me and I breathe him in, trying not to visibly react. I’m like a she-wolf scenting her mate – he smells perfect to me, makes me weak with wanting. Makes me wet. And Shawn too, on the other side. I’m hyperaware of his presence this morning. The two together, past lover, present lover, both sets of eyes focused on me throughout my presentation, so much so that I can barely get through it. Liam’s right. I can do this stuff in my sleep, which is a good thing, because I’m tired, needy, horny and off-balance.

      The group turns to Liam and Shawn, the conversation goes on for an hour, but I’m out of it now. The men in the room have taken over and for a change I’m fine with it. It gives me time to think. Time to regain my equilibrium.

      I wasn’t lying to Liam this morning. Or the diners nearby for that matter. It was the best orgasm of my life. The best sex of my life. And I’m scared. So scared I barely slept last night. So scared, I slipped out early this morning, did the walk of shame back to my room. I tried to sort through it as I showered and dressed. Tried to work out what was going on.

      I’ve worked so hard my entire adult life to get to this point. A point where I didn’t have to rely on a man to look after me. A leftover of my childhood where mom ran the household and dad ran the roost. She did everything and he went to work, got to dictate her life, our lives. Made enough money to keep us comfortable but made it clear that he decided how it was spent. When I left home to go to university, I never moved back. I lost them both in a car accident three years ago. A sad note to my life, but it also powered me to move forward.

      Now there’s Liam, wrapping me in his dominance, his strength. Last night I would have done anything, did everything he asked. I reveled in it, wanted it, desired it. And even as I think about it, my mouth waters, my pussy grows wet. My nipples harden as cool desire sweeps through me. He’s going to ruin me, take everything I worked so hard for and destroy it. I don’t know him, nothing about him. He’s a mystery, a man I can’t resist, a man who wants to dominate me. And I can’t win because it isn’t a fair fight. He can have what he wants and then kick me to the curb. Then what?

      As the meeting breaks up, as we do our handshakes and little bows, I feel relief. We can go home, I can go home now. Shawn walks the group out as Liam comes up beside me and drops his hand on the small of my back, rubbing it, sending jolts of electricity through the fabric of my suit jacket and into my back. It’s spreading like an out-of-control wild fire and I have to step away from him. “Please don’t.”

      He shakes his head, throws me a small smile, his dimple winking at me. “Dru, so much for you to learn.”

      Shawn returns and shakes Liam’s hand then gives me a peck on the cheek as he hugs me. “Nice job, Dru. As always.” He looks past me to Liam. “You better treat her well. There’s always room for her here if you don’t.”

      Liam scowls at Shawn, and I almost fall over. This is it, the solution. Shawn will take me on, bring me into his organization. I’ll be away from Liam, away from Stewart holdings, away from the collapse of my future. It hurts when I think of leaving and I hunt around for the source. Not the job, not the company. They’re both a means to an end. The staff, yes, but I’ve lost them already. I know, though I don’t want to admit it, that it’s Liam I’ll miss. He’s like a sweet poison and I think I need to run from him before I no longer have the will to do so.

      I turn to Shawn. “Are you serious?”

      Shawn’s eyes flick from me to Liam then back, a dawning in them and I think he wishes he could take back his offer. But he doesn’t. He’s a man of his word. “Of course. You could go wherever you want, name whatever price you want. You know that right?”

      I do and I don’t because the little girl inside me still claws her way out now and again. The country girl who was destined to be a farmer’s wife.

      I feel Liam’s fingers on my arm as he steps up next to me. To Shawn, he says, “If you’re going to steal my boss, the least you could do is not fuck me in the process.”

      “Better face to face then behind your back.” Shawn’s not typically aggressive so I’m surprised. They’re friends, standing toe-to-toe. “If she’s considering leaving then you’re not treating her well enough.”

      “She’s being treated just fine.” Then Liam turns to me. “Best orgasm of your life, right?”

      I take a step back as Shawn’s lips thin and he gives Liam a shove. “Don’t be a prick.”

      I feel the tears, grab my purse and turn. “I have to go.” I walk as quickly as I can without looking like I’m trying to escape, down the hall to the elevator. I press the button as their angry voices float from the meeting room. The front desk receptionist is watching me, a small frown playing at her lips. I smile at her, big, bright. Fuck her anyway. How many men have fought over her? The doors finally open and I step in, but as they start to close, Liam forces them open, steps in beside me.

      “Why didn’t you tell me you were fucking Shawn?” he says as the doors close, but not before Miss Receptionist looks up in surprise.

      “Could you have said that any louder? You’re going to get rumours going. Shawn and I haven’t been together in years.”

      He slams his hand on the red emergency stop button and the alarm bells go off. It’s like he doesn’t hear them as he presses me up against the wall, presses his body into mine and shoves his hands under my skirt, hiking it up to my waist. He glares as his hands touch on my panties. “Best orgasm of your life and you’re fucking reneging on our deal.” He grabs my panties and rips them from me, shreds them, the material searing a trail of pain across my thigh.

      I’m pushing at his chest as he stuffs the panties in his pocket, opens his pants and pulls his cock out. He brings my hand down to it, forces my fingers around its hardness, its girth. My legs grow weak at the thought of it inside me. Then his lips are on mine, forcing my mouth open, sweeping his tongue into mine, thrusting, kissing. I groan against his mouth as he lifts my ass with his hands and shoves his cock into me. I’m impaled against the elevator wall, my knees coming up to his waist and my legs wrapping around him, my hands grabbing at his shoulders and hair. He’s kissing me, holding my ass bruisingly, fucking me and I’m climbing so high, I think I’ll explode. He’s hammering me hard and I’m keening his name as I hang on to him with desperation. Every single one of his thrusts is with purpose. To show me who I belong to. To show me what he alone can give me.

      It’s too fucking much and I come, crying his name, tightening my legs. I feel my pussy contract around his big cock as he shoves it into me. I feel the strength of his arms as they band around my back, under by ass, slamming me against the elevator wall. And the crush of his lips on mine. Then he comes and I come again from it all. His semen spills into me and I realize I’m fucked. Literally and figuratively. No condom and I’m not on birth control. Why would I be? I haven’t been with a man in almost two years, and a condom has always been enough for those rare opportunities.

      He drops to his knees and I slide down the wall with him still clinging to him, holding him. He leans his face back so he can see, his eyes boring into mine. “This conversation isn’t over.”

      Then he shifts away, props me up against the wall and stands. “Pull yourself together,” he says gruffly, and I do, climbing to my feet, dropping my skirt down past my naked pussy and straightening my clothes.

      I try to pull my hair back into the pins, fussing with it as Liam hits the start button and the bells quiet.

      As the elevator descends to the lobby, he says, “At least you shaved.”

      At the hotel, we go to my room first. I leave him standing in the middle of the room and stalk to the bathroom to clean up and then wordlessly, I pull a new pair of underwear from my suitcase and slip it on. I’m not walking through airport security without underwear, not a fucking chance in hell. Liam doesn’t say a word as I pull my things together.

      As we head towards the door, I say to him, “I’ll wait in the lobby for you.”

      He shakes his head. “No, you fucking won’t.”

      I’m getting angry. When he’s not touching me, when he’s being an ass, I can think clearly, act rationally. It’s when he’s so fucking close to me, smiling at me, kissing me that I lose it. But right this moment, I want to smack him. “I’ll do what I fucking want! We’re colleagues, a little fuck on the side, but that’s it. This is it.”

      He narrows his eyes at me, his lips tugging down but he turns from me, stalks from the room and slams the door. I let out a sigh of relief. I don’t understand him, can’t sort him out. I’m not sure why he left, why he didn’t push his will on me. And stupid me, I’m not sure I’m happy about it either.

      I take my bags and go to the lobby, check out and sit on the couch in the corner. My mind is bouncing around like a kangaroo on caffeine. He’s volatile, I think. He’s aggressive, domineering, possessive. He’ll smother me and I’ll die if he does. I need my life, I need my freedom.

      I watch him as he exits the elevator, stepping into the lobby with his bag in his hand. He doesn’t immediately see me because his head is down and he’s texting. I watch him as he stands there, so solitary. He’s the best-looking man I’ve ever seen and does to me what Shawn never did. He makes me needy, wanting, wanton. His handling of me last night – it was like he knew me, knew exactly what I wanted, what I needed. Is that how it is for him when he’s with me, when he looks at me? Do I have that same affect or am I just convenient, maybe a challenge because of my position in his company?

      Small prickles of discomfort taunt me as I think of how he is with other women. My eyes travel the lobby as he finishes his text and heads to the reception counter. The women are watching him. Every single fucking one of them because he’s that hot. He’s tall, muscular with an arrogant grace. My eyes narrow as he smiles at the pretty woman behind the reception counter and my jealousy surges. I don’t want him smiling at other women. I don’t want him talking to other women. Then I drop my eyes. I can’t have it all. The problem is I can’t figure out what I want.

      In the space of a minute, he’s over beside me, towering over me. “Ready to go?” He hasn’t yet forgiven me for my earlier desertion of him.

      He doesn’t offer his hand to help to my feet and I feel bereft. I have this crazy, uncontrollable need to have him slip his arms around me, hold me to him. Claim me in front of everyone. But he doesn’t because I made the pecking order clear upstairs. Now, if I want him, I’ll have to ask him and if I ask him, then I don’t think I’ll get another chance to change my mind. He takes my bag in hand and I get at least a small ounce of satisfaction that it looks like we’re a couple. He waits while I step in front of him and then follows me out the doors.
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      I alternate between lust and fury. I don’t know which is which and I’m afraid I’ll hurt Dru if I’m not careful. I’ve never felt this way before – the anger, the jealousy, the juvenile show and tell with Shawn. I’m going to have to grovel to preserve our friendship. He’s married and the last thing I said before the elevator doors closed will start the rumour mill in earnest.

      And Dru. She needs space and I can see that, but I’m afraid to give it to her. Afraid she’ll walk away and I can’t weather that. I need to find a way to keep her, convince her to be with me. I haven’t shared anything about me, about where I’ve been these past years and I haven’t listened to a thing she’s said. All I’ve done is admire her, lust after her. But right now, I can’t talk and I won’t listen. Right now it’s time to catch a plane.

      At the airport, we go through all the necessary bullshit and I’m relieved when we’re through security. We still have an hour until our flight boards and there’s a bar with a bottle of scotch calling my name. I head towards it with the intention of getting as many shots in me as I can before our flight leaves; Dru trails behind. “What are you doing?” she says.

      “Having a drink.” I sound too aggressive, so I soften my tone. “Join me?”

      “Are you buying?” Scotch isn’t part of the expense account, not between colleagues. It’s irrelevant though. Neither of us is on a budget.

      “Of course.”

      She gifts me with a a small smile. “Then yes please.”

      She grips me by the balls with those words, but I hold on to my thoughts. They stay in my head where they belong right now. We both order the scotch, hers on the rocks, mine a double shot neat and we sit in a small booth, next to each other, close enough that our thighs touch. She doesn’t pull away and I’m happy for that. I’m hopeful that I can find a way to forge ahead with her. I start small, cautious. “Will the Hong Kong group follow-up?”

      She takes a small sip of her scotch. Savours it and I watch the bob of her throat as she swallows it down. I want those lips on my cock, I want the scotch to be my semen. She catches me watching and flushes as she looks down at her hands, then back up. “Yes. But when we’re back on Monday, you should follow up with Andy. Pass them over to him. He’ll take it and run with it.”

      “So you reel them in and then hand them off?”

      “Yes. Well, usually Andy’s with me, so he’s already involved. And I touch base here and there when I can. Call and follow up, have a chat after Andy’s done the work. Make sure they’re happy. All’s well.”

      The silence lingers for a few minutes and I let it stretch. I want her to have the first word, since she had the last word back at the hotel. Finally, she says, “I don’t know what to do about us. I don’t even know if there is an us.”

      I clear that up quickly. “There’s an us.”

      She pulls her lower lip between her teeth. “What does that look like? What will it look like?”

      “Does it matter? Why does it have to matter? Don’t project plan our relationship, just let it happen organically.”

      She nods a few times, as if agreeing that what I’m saying makes sense. “I don’t know if I can do that. My whole world is about planning for the next move.”

      I lean into her, my hand on her thigh, dangerously close to her crotch. “That’s why I’m good for you, baby. Because you won’t be able to plan me.”

      “I’m afraid of you.”

      I sip my scotch. “I won’t hurt you.”

      Her voice is hushed as she rubs a nervous finger through the condensation on her glass. “Where’ve you been, Liam? These past five years.”

      I think about it, about her. It’s not a secret, not really. Just a thing I needed to do to make my father and me feel better about the loss of my sister to drugs, of my mother to depression. She’s asking me to trust her and I know I can. My father’s told me I can. I let the silence stretch though, willing the words to come out of my mouth, but they keep drying up in my throat. I take another sip of scotch. “It’s hard to talk about,” I say. I’m looking down at the table, not at her.

      “Does Shawn know?” she asks softly.

      I don’t want to hear Shawn’s name on her lips, but I keep that thought to myself. “Yeah. He’s a good friend.” And he is. Someone I trust. I turn to her, touch her hair, tuck a little stray piece behind her ear. “He has good taste in women too.”

      She looks down at her scotch, takes a small drink, then another. Uncomfortable. “I’m jealous of Shawn.”

      I laugh at the irony. “Me too, baby.”

      Then we’re both quiet until I break the silence. “I was never planning on taking over the family business when dad retired. After I graduated from university, I became a cop then eventually went to work for the DEA. The last few years I was deep undercover but it kind of blew up about a year ago. I was discharged, sent packing.”

      “Oh,” Dru says in a small voice as she puts her hand over the one I have on her thigh. “I had no right to ask. You don’t have to say anymore. I understand.”

      I shift. “It’s early days, Dru. You and me, but I want this to go somewhere. So you do have a right to ask. Maybe we should talk more and fuck less.”

      Dru’s lips tug up a little. She takes a drink of scotch. “Okay.” She stops, doesn’t ask the question she wants to.

      I look down at my drink. This is make or break for me. For us. “I was pulled because I killed one of the major cartel players in South America. I was set up to be their American connection, undercover for years and it didn’t feel like I accomplished a single fucking useful thing all the time I was there, so just before I was due to be extracted, I took a gun and executed him and three of his lieutenants. Shot them all in the head.”

      She’s not looking at me anymore and I see the slight tremble of her fingers on the glass. She lifts it to her lips and swallows down the last of the scotch. “Why?” she asks, then stops and starts again. “I mean I know why. They’re scourge of the earth, but what was the tipping point?”

      I blow out a small tense breath as her question tumbles around in my head. “Four years undercover, seeing too much, doing some things I would never have done under any other circumstances. And the agency was pulling me anyway. It was time, I knew I was on the edge, they knew it too. The day of my pick-up, just before I was extracted, I shot the fuckers to death. Then I went to the pick-up site, got in the car and went to the airport.”

      I wave at the waitress as I catch her eye and point to our glasses. Dru nods her agreement. We need more scotch. “Word got back to the agency pretty fucking fast and my replacement was pulled before he even arrived. I’d blown years of undercover work. The new guy wouldn’t be safe. Too fucking dangerous now. They decided to spin it so it looked like I died there. At least on paper. No one really knew who I was.”

      I wait to see the pity, the sadness in her eyes, in her voice. I wait for her to say she’s sorry that all this happened to me, but she surprises me as she rests her hand on her chin and gazes at me with curiosity and intelligence. “Wouldn’t something like that cause chaos in the cartels? Everyone would suspect everyone else. They’d start to cannibalize themselves.”

      I nod as I twist my glass between my fingers. “Yeah. It did. But it’s irrelevant to my superiors and to the politicians that govern the DEA. There are protocols in place and my actions had a far-reaching domino effect. I’m lucky I am who I am or I’d probably be in prison right now.”

      “Fucking protocols,” she mutters as the waitress drops off our fresh drinks. Dru nods her thanks, picks up the glass and takes a drink, then turns to me. “How are you now?” I have this overwhelming understanding of what makes her such a great boss. She doesn’t pretend she has the right words to say, doesn’t try to empathize about something she can’t relate to, and she doesn’t coddle. She asks the right question. The important question.

      I smile at her as my heart thuds in my chest. “I’m better than I’ve ever been. I’ve not killed anyone before or since, so I think I have the blood lust under control.”

      She laughs and, in that moment, I realize it’s more than want or need. It’s love. I love this woman who drinks scotch, who begs me to fuck her, who’s two favourite words are yes please. And she says them to everyone. I point to my watch and we have to slam our drinks and get to our gate. I’m glad we’re done here. I’m glad we’re going home. I’m so fucking happy we’re together.

      On the airplane, we both sleep, last night’s activities catching up with us. Dru is tucked into her seat, her face towards me, breathing softly. I want to cup her face and kiss her lips. I want to pull her to me, into my arms and hold her. I want to wake up to her every morning. I’ve been drifting for years. She’s an oasis. These are my thoughts as I drift off.

      Once we’re home, we say goodbye at the airport. No hugs, no passionate kisses. No awkward promises. We take separate cabs and she goes to her home. It’s strange, but I need my space now. I want to be alone with my thoughts. I’ve not gone down this road before, the love road, not seriously anyway, and I don’t want to screw it up. Dru’s like a colt, she’s skittish because I overwhelm her. I need to break her gently, which is not something I know how to do. I have to figure it out.
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      Confession time for Liam and of all the things I imagined, I had not imagined that he spent the last several years as an undercover agent for the DEA. It’s hard to picture, not because he isn’t physically or mentally up to the task, but because he has that easy arrogance of rich men. He wears a suit like he was born in one, interacts with people as though they were his loyal subjects and doesn’t seem like someone who would tolerate a higher authority.

      No wonder he doesn’t speak of it, a five-year hole in his life that people question, whisper about, speculate on. Maybe it’s irrelevant. He and his father are heavyweights in the business world – who’s going to fuck with them? The problem is that he’s trusted me with something big and I’m hanging on to it carefully. Of course, I would never share it with anyone, but at the same time, I have this sense that his sharing of it with me has raised his expectations of our relationship.

      And I don’t know if that’s a good thing.

      After the plane lands in Seattle, he gives me a small kiss on the cheek, and we take separate cabs to our respective homes. It’s Friday night, it’s been a long week and I think we both need alone time to gather our thoughts.

      I live in the SoDo area of Seattle, in a condo on the 18th floor, with a beautiful view of the city. The condo is small, but the view is big and I love to curl up on my sofa at night in the dark with a glass of red wine in hand and stare out at the lights. It’s like a security blanket for me. It’s what I’m doing when the phone rings.

      I pick up my cell, note that it’s Liam before I answer it. “Hi,” I say softly.

      “Hi.” He pauses and I wait, take a sip of my wine. “Come for dinner tomorrow. Dad and I want to talk with you about something.”

      I take another sip of my wine. “Is that what you want to do? Talk?”

      He laughs. “With my father there, yes.”

      I grin in the dark. He’s cute. “What time?”
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        * * *

      

      I’m standing in the formal living room of Alan Stewart’s house, a tumbler of scotch and ice cradled between my fingers. I’m unaccountably nervous for some reason. I’ve taken extra care with my appearance, wearing a conservative bell sleeve navy tea-length dress with lines that flatter my curves but don’t cling to them. My make-up is light and my hair is pulled back into an elegant bun at the nape of my neck. Alan and I rarely see each other outside of work and I’m keenly aware that I’m fucking his son and by the way Liam kisses me at the door, Alan knows it too.

      Liam steals my breath, dressed in jeans with a white open collared shirt tucked into them, a brown vest and a tweed blazer. I can’t take my eyes off him and every time he catches me looking, he smiles. I blush and his fucking dimple sends a laser to my sweet spot.

      Next to each other, I realize how much of a resemblance there is between father and son. I knew about Alan’s daughter, about his wife before Liam shared his history, but it was never a topic open for discussion. Now though, the nature of our relationship has changed – I’m sleeping with the boss’s son. It adds an element of tension.

      We make small talk through dinner. It’s a feast of baked bay scallops, miso sake glazed char, and warm dark chocolate cake with vanilla bean ice cream. A Napa Valley Pinot Grigio complements the seafood and I wonder which of these two men took the time to find out all my favourites. “Are you wooing me?” I ask as I take a last bite of the chocolate cake before I push the plate away.

      Alan laughs. “In a way, we are. Let’s take our coffee into the living room and talk.”

      I trail behind both men as we move into the luxurious living room. The entire house is an alter of English tradition, the architecture and décor belonging in a Lord’s castle.

      Alan sits in an arm chair and Liam waits for me to sit down on the sofa, before he seats himself next to me. My curiosity wins out over my patience. “What’s going on?”

      Alan shifts forward. “You know I want to make some changes to the organization, Dru. With Liam back, it’s time for me to seriously think about retirement. I’m almost 70 and I want to find out what it’s like not to work.”

      I nod as I take a drink of the coffee. “That’s fair.”

      “I want to transition the business over to Liam.”

      I look at Liam and offer him a small smile. It’s not like I didn’t see this coming.

      Alan shifts. “I’m going to be straight with you. I had Liam join your division because I wanted his impressions of you. I had no plans for him to be there long-term.”

      I’m trying hard not to react Alan’s words, but the fuck! He sicced his son on me because he wasn’t sure? After all I’ve done in his company to prove my worth and he wasn’t convinced until I started fucking his son.

      Alan catches my shift of mood and tries to placate me. “I think highly of you, Dru. Always have. So do our clients, the people who work for you, who work with you. I needed to be sure you could take on the responsibility of being a member of the board.”

      “And what did you decide?” My words are cool, in part because I can’t get the sense of where this conversation is going, but also because I’m curious about why Liam had to be involved in the decision. Alan and I have worked together for years. He knows what I’m capable of. He doesn’t need someone who’s known me a couple of weeks to tell him.

      “Liam will be taking over as president of the company and I’d like you to step in as vice-president.”

      I’m having trouble being gracious because that little country girl is not buying it. “Why?”

      “Because you and Liam work well together.”

      I drop my coffee cup on the side table and stand up. “Because Liam and I are sleeping together.”

      Liam jumps to his feet, reaches for me but I sidestep him.

      “Dru, it’s not like that. Hear dad out.” Liam’s tone is dark, commanding and sets me on edge.

      Was it because I could be bullied by him in the bedroom? Was it because I was such a good girl, blowing him, swallowing his come? Letting him fuck me. My heart is hammering as I think all this.

      But I ignore Liam. I’m looking squarely at Alan. “What I think I hear you saying is that it’s irrelevant how hard I’ve worked to elevate this organization to the level of global recognition it currently has. If Liam and I didn’t get along, this offer wouldn’t be on the table.”

      Alan stands now too. He’s also not happy with me. “Liam was always going to take over this company, you know that Dru.” His tone has a razor-sharp edge. I’m being lectured by the boss. “I thought you’d be a good second to him and I still think that. But he’s the one who had to decide whether it would work.”

      Tears are burning in my eyes now as I turn to Liam. “So will it work, then? Am I a good enough fuck?”

      “Dru!” I see the flash of anger in Liam’s eyes that I would say such a thing in front of his father.

      “You sound like you’re offering me a gift and then don’t understand why I don’t want it.” I’m acutely aware that my voice is rising, but I can’t seem to rein it in. “I don’t want a fucking gift. I want what I deserve. What I’ve worked for all these years.”

      Alan is angry now too. “Dru. Stop!”

      I clamp my lips shut on my next words. “I should go.” I head towards the door, pick up my purse and coat off the front bench. Liam is next to me, his hand on the door holding it shut as I grasp the door handle. I look at him. “It’s not going to work this time unless you’re thinking of making it a threesome.”

      If looks could kill, I’d be a searing pile of ash. Liam yanks open the door and says, “Get out, Dru, before you say something you’re really going to regret.”

      I step out, hear the door slam shut and feel small, insignificant as I stand alone on the front step in my misery.
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      After Dru makes her dramatic exit, I pour us a shot of brandy. Dad tosses it back, then holds his glass out for another. “These are the days I wish your mother was here to explain how we so royally fucked this up.”

      I laugh despite the mood in the room. My father was devoted to my mother before her death and regardless of his business genius and charm, he has always been a bull in a china shop when it comes to women. But then who am to talk? The woman I love just stormed out of the house, furious, hurt and unforgiving.

      I’ve already excused her for her last remark – I might have even deserved it.

      “Maybe you should go after her.”

      I consider my father. He loves Dru like a daughter, so proud of her when he was telling me about her before I met her. I was almost a little jealous of his warm regard for her, his intention to elevate her to vice-president as long as I agreed. That is until I met her, got to know her. Then I understood.

      I nod. “Yeah.” I take a last drink of my brandy. “I want to marry her, dad.”

      Alan smiles like he already knew that. “She’s pretty fucking perfect for you, Liam.”

      At her condo, I hover outside, thinking of what I’m going to say to her. Nothing comes to me and so I decide I’ll just deal with it spontaneously. My dick has its own opinion as I press the button. I tell it to stand down. I have to be civilized tonight.

      I wait and for a minute I think she isn’t home. My anger takes hold, but then she picks up. A soft, tentative “Hello.”

      “Dru, it’s me. Let me up.”

      A brief hesitation and then the buzzer sounds.

      Dru is waiting for me at the door when I arrive on her floor. Her face is puffy, her eyes are red. She’s been crying and it fucks with me in a way I didn’t think possible. Four years in hell and I thought my heart was dead, then this woman comes along and breathes life back into it, into me.  I pull her into my arms and she lets me. Then she starts to cry again and I’m bewildered because I don’t know what the fuck to do or say. This is new territory for me – loving a woman in a way that makes me want to protect her, even from myself.

      I hold her to me as I walk through her small condo to the living room. I sit on the couch, pulling her onto my lap, and she curls up into me. My cock thinks it’s playtime and I try to talk it down. I need a little distance from her if we’re going to sort this out. I lift her off my lap and set her on the couch and then stand, walk over to the window and see the lights of Seattle unfold before me. It’s beautiful.

      I turn to her. “I want you to stop thinking like a woman who’s been fucking the boss’s son and start thinking like the executive you are.” Okay, the words didn’t exactly come out of my mouth the way I thought they should. In fact, even I knew I was sounding like an asshole.

      But it stopped her tears and she straightened up on the couch, feet on floor, a small pout to her lips. “Okay. Sure. Tell me what to think.”

      I look across the room at her. Her condo is so fucking small and I can’t fathom why she lives here. She makes good money, could afford a penthouse suite. “Don’t be a bitch, Dru. You’re so fucking logical it makes Mr. Spock look crackerjack. So use that logic.”

      If looks could kill, I would be bleeding all over her carpet by now. “Fine.” She stands, steps up to me and cranes her neck so she can see into my face. “What’s the logic?”

      “Why’s Andy your second?”

      “Because he’s that fucking good.”

      “In bed?”

      She scowls. “We’ve had this conversation before. Andy and I are colleagues.”

      “Putting aside the fucking we’ve been doing, so are you and I.”

      She exhales a deep shaky breath. “Andy is good at what he does. We work well together.”

      She frowns at me as I say, “Ditto.”

      She shakes her head. She’s not willing to concede. “You don’t really get it though. I work so hard.” Her voice cracks on the last word.

      “Why? I don’t think you know what you want. Or maybe you’re too insecure to accept that the job dad’s offering you is based on your skills. The one test you had to pass is that you and I got along.”

      “But we don’t. We don’t! We’re either fighting or fucking. There doesn’t seem to be an in-between.”

      I pull her into my arms, crush her to me. I have to. She looks too vulnerable in her long, loose sweater, her skin-tight black leggings and her bare feet. My caveman is grunting at me. “There’s an in-between for me. I very much want you in my life and not just as a colleague. You know that. I think something big is happening between us. Am I the only one thinking that?”

      Dru wraps her arms around my waist and stretches her face up, her chin resting on my chest.  Her eyes map every inch of my face. “No. You’re not. Maybe that’s why this is hard to take. I’m so afraid. I’ve always been in charge of my own destiny and I feel like I’m losing control of things.”

      “Yeah.” I grin, then kiss her on the nose. “Isn’t it great?” She gifts me with a lop-sided smile that makes my cock get grumpy. It’s tired of waiting and so am I. I look around. “Your place is massive. Would you show me where the bedroom is so I can fuck the stubbornness out of you?”

      She drops her eyes as she flushes and it’s a little bit funny that she’s shy now. But maybe it’s because it’s different than before. Maybe it’s because we’re acknowledging our feelings. She takes my hand and leads me to her bedroom, then turns. She seems lost, not sure what to do. Doesn’t matter though. I know exactly what to do.

      I grab the bottom of her sweater and yank it up over her chest. She’s naked, no bra and I almost come on the spot. I don’t know why that’s such a turn on but maybe everything about her turns me on. “Are you wearing panties?”

      She nods. “Yes.”

      I drop to my knees, my hands at her waist, my fingers digging into the waistband of her leggings. I yank them down her legs gathering her underwear along as I go. Then I bury my nose in her cunt. I’m an animal. I know it and she smells like my mate. Perfect. I run my tongue down the slit as I try to shove her thighs open, and she almost falls over with the pants around her ankles. I stand.

      “Too many fucking clothes,” I grumble as I strip. My voice sounds a like a speedboat motor. Deep, raspy, a little out of gear. Dru kicks her pants off her feet and is standing in front of me, hands clasped together, almost shaking as she watches me undress. It makes me hard, twisted as I am, that she’s waiting for me to lead. In the workplace, she’s so fucking in control, but with me, behind closed doors she’s lets go of the power. Tonight, I want this to be about us, together, so I try to reign in the beast.

      When I’m naked, I pull her to me, lips on her mouth, on her neck, the curve of her jaw, her ear, kissing her, nibbling her, licking her. She brings her hands around to my back, digging her nails into the muscle and it makes my cock jump, it’s so hot. I pull her around, push her onto the bed, then roll on top of her. “You’re so beautiful,” I tell her. It’s the right thing to say. Her eyes light up and she grabs my face between the palms of her hands, kissing me hard on the lips.

      I let her kiss me for a moment, savouring the slide of her tongue inside my mouth. The silkiness of her lips on my skin, and her breasts, so firm against my chest. I want more of what they’re promising, so I break the kiss and move my way down her body, my hands sliding down the sides until I’m eye-to-eye with her very hard nipples. I take one in my mouth and suck on it, not too gently, not too hard. Enough to get her panting. Then past her nipple, my hand squeezing the firmness of the breast, drawing as much as I can into my mouth, feasting on it.

      “Fuck,” I hear her say as my teeth rake her, as her body jolts. Then I move to her other breast, give it the attention it deserves, before I kiss my way down her belly to her pussy. She’s wet as I sink my face into her, drawing my tongue through the crevice between her thigh and her pelvis, through her folds, teasing her clit, but just feather-soft licks that get her moaning and begging.

      “I love it when you beg me, baby,” I say. Then I’m back to her pussy, my arms wrapped around her legs, forcing her open for me, giving me access. I French her vagina and she lets out a shriek as her body bucks. She’s close and so I back off, pull myself up until I’m settled on her. I give her a kiss, letting her taste herself. And she does. I can tell by the way her tongue dances on my lips and in my mouth, that she’s savouring the mingling of our passions.

      I flip us around so she’s on top of me. Then I take her hand in mine, pull it down to my cock and wrap her fingers around it, while I wrap mine around hers. We jack me as we kiss. Long, slow lingering kisses until she can’t stand it anymore, her pussy crying out for attention. She pulls her head back, wrestles her hand from my grip and then sits up on me, reaching behind her and guiding my cock to her sweet, tight tunnel, then sliding it in and settling on it with a groan.

      I watch as she closes her eyes, her face tilted towards the ceiling. It’s ecstasy for her as she starts to move. She’s forgotten about me, her need is so voracious, but her desire fuels my lust. I’m holding her hips to help steady her as she thrusts on top of me, as she brings her hands up to her breasts, squeezing them, rubbing them, then down to my chest, twisting my nipples, plucking at my chest hair, her cries increasing. Then she folds over and drops her chest to mine, her breasts pressed up against me.

      She’s still thrusting, changing her rhythm, the volume of her cries. Fuck, I’m not going to last. My lust rushes up to me like rogue wave, swamping me, and I grab her waist, flip her onto her back and slam into her, again and again. I’m lost in a haze of need, her cries are dim as she wraps her legs around my waist, pulls me into her, then her legs tighten as her sheathe does and she comes. It’s fucking fantastic and ball breaking as I come with her, bottoming out against her womb, my semen bathing her walls. I fall on her, not sure I have a working bone in my body. And she lays there for a few seconds, then her hands capture my face and she drops a whole bunch of small kisses on my lips. Closed mouth, light and joyful. My heart hurts it’s in so much love.

      I roll off her, roll her to me and we lay for a few minutes.

      Then she says, “I’m not on birth control and I’m not ready to have a baby. So no more of this without condoms.”

      I laugh, it’s so fucking funny and at the same time, I’m happy to hear she doesn’t use birth control. “Maybe it’s too late,” I say as I hug her to me.

      She shakes her head. “No. If we’re going to have a baby, it has to be planned.”

      I groan. “Like everything else in your life.”

      She runs a hand down my chest, through the hair to my groin, teases it with her fingers. “Not everything, Liam. I didn’t plan you.”

      The quiet lingers then she says, “What if it is too late?”

      I let her words tumble around in my brain. A baby. A wife. A family. I feel a small burn in my eyes. “A baby with you. Wouldn’t that be amazing?”

      She pats me on the chest as she breathes out a small chuckle. Sometimes I’m not a complete and utter caveman. We’re quiet and then she says, almost tentatively, “Will you stay over?”

      “Try and get me to leave.”

      Right answer again. I’m on a fucking roll as she snuggles into me, tightly. She’s happy, which makes me happy.
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      I’m the first to wake in the morning and slip quietly from the bed, trying not to disturb Liam. So much has happened, too fast and I need a little time to contemplate. I draw on a bathrobe, switch on the coffee pot and then step into the bathroom, turning on the shower and letting it warm. Once it meets my criteria for hot enough, I drop my housecoat and step under the stream of water. It’s soothing to my tired body, my tired mind and as I mull over yesterday, I soap myself and wash my hair.

      Alan and Liam made me an offer I couldn’t refuse. Well, I tried to, in an unforgiveable, ungrateful way but Liam tracked me down and fucked me into compliance. I lather my hair as I think this. He didn’t really. Last night was different. He seemed to know how raw I was, how wound up and he made love to me, careful, attentive, giving me what I needed in the moment, giving me everything I needed.

      I rinse my hair and add a little conditioner. It scares me, everything that’s happening. Me being vice-president of Stewart Enterprises. Father and son both insisting that it’s based on merit. I want to believe, do believe but the self-doubt keeps creeping in. I’m fucking the boss’s son. What if that implodes? Then where would that leave me? Liam president, me vice-president and we’d have to work closely together. And I’m certain that if Liam and I went down in flames in would be like the Hindenburg - total devastation because there is too much passion between us.

      I lather the conditioner and rinse it out of my hair. Then a rub down with my sweet-smelling lavender soap bar and a quick shave over all the critical areas before I rinse off. I’m thinking I need to say these things to Liam while I’m feeling refreshed and calm. Maybe go make some coffee, bring it to him in bed, and talk to him while he’s still half-asleep. I turn off the shower tap, grab the towel that I’ve draped over the shower bar and wipe my eyes as I pull the curtain aside.

      When I bring the towel to my hair, I jump and let out a shriek. Liam is in the bathroom, naked as the day he was born, leaning against the closed bathroom door, holding his thick, swollen cock in his hand. “Fuck, Liam,” is all I can gasp out.

      He’s so fucking good looking, his hair tousled, his face grizzled with whiskers, his eyes smoky as he leisurely strokes himself. Strong corded muscles on his shoulders, his biceps prominent and flexing as he moves his hand up and down the shaft of his very prominent dick. I’m mesmerized. A light scattering of hair on his chest, his arms, his legs. The six pack of abs and the little trail of promises below his belly button like a neon arrow pointing down to the goods. The very hard, very sexy, very large goods.

      He stops stroking as his eyes meet mine, then he reaches to the bathroom vanity. My eyes track his hand and I freeze. “What the fuck, Liam?” My voice has risen a notch as he picks up my pretty little purple bottle of lube, which is sitting beside my hot pink vibrator. “Did you go through my bedside drawer?”

      He grins mischievously and his fucking sexy dimple puckers, making my stomach do cartwheels. He picks up the lube and squirts some into his hands and then rubs it over his cock, massaging it, lubing it well. His eyes close briefly at the sensations he’s causing himself, and I am paralyzed by the sheer lust that’s attacking me.

      Then he lifts his eyelids, sears me with his smoky gaze and tosses me another lopsided grin. “I did. I was curious about what you might have in your bedside drawer. I wasn’t disappointed.”

      I towel my hair off as I step out of the tub, trying to decide whether to be annoyed or amused. “It’s private, you snoop.”

      He shrugs as he picks up the vibrator. It’s a rabbit, my favourite of the few I have. Not hot pink intentionally, but it was the only colour it came in. He runs his finger down the length of it then flicks the extruding prongs, making them quiver. Positioned right, those little prongs have the ability to overcome my need for a hard body and cock in my bed. “How’s this work, Dru?”

      “I’m sure you know how it works.” I make a grab for it and he snatches his hand back.

      “Needs lubing first.” He pumps a bit more lube into his hand and then runs it over the vibrator, slowly, all of it, playing with the little nub while he watches me watch him. I lick my lips. He’s got my undivided attention. He hands the vibrator to me.

      I reach for it, but as I wrap my fingers around it, he hangs on to it. We’re at an impasse.

      “Show me how it works, baby.”

      I suck in a breath. This is too intimate. The vibrator is something I use when I’m alone, during my many nights alone. During those nights when I toss and turn, missing the touch of a man, wondering what’s wrong with me that I can’t find one man who understands the sacrifices I make for my career. Even men like Shawn, who made the same sacrifices. But he’s a man, and he wants a woman, not a colleague, not a competitor.

      I think all this as I gaze at Liam, at my vibrator. I’m giving up so much to him, and I don’t want him watching me while I fuck myself with it. My vibrator is almost like my private shame – it’s what I turn to because there’s no one else. He doesn’t know that though and I don’t want him to. And then I get impatient with myself.

      I overthink every fucking thing.

      Liam lets go of my toy, but then wraps his hands on my waist and maneuvers me around and so I’m pressed against the bathroom door. There’s about six inches of space between us. Evidence of his want for me is shoved hard against my stomach.

      “How’s it turn on?” A small smile still plays at his lips as he searches my eyes. He’s fucking with my senses. His closeness, his smile, his dimples, the brightness of his eyes.

      I drop my eyes from his because this all too intense. Of course, my eyes land on the rabbit. The buttons are carved into the silicone so it’s hard to see them unless you know where they’re at. I do, I’m well practiced, know by touch. I press one of the little button impressions and it starts to vibrate. “Like this.” I look into his face; his eyes are glued to my fingers.

      “And the other button?”

      I press, then wait as the rabbit speeds up. Then again and the rabbit pulses hard a couple of times then vibrates again. I go through several of the settings until I’m back to straight vibrate. “I like this one best.”

      He touches the vibrator, running his hands up the wand. “Why?”

      I’m embarrassed. There isn’t a man in this world that I have yet encountered who has had any interest in my vibrator. In fact, most men think it competition. “It’s steady. Draws it out, makes me last a long time, then when I come…” I close my eyes as I think of it, grope around in my head for the right words. “It’s good.” Not brilliant, but at least coherent.

      “Better than mine?”

      I grin at him. Not many insecurities but it’s nice to know he isn’t immune. “No. I told you. The best orgasm I ever had.”

      He wraps his hand around my hand and draws the vibrator down to his balls, together we slide it slowly over the crevices of his cock, between his balls and his thighs, behind his sac, up the seam, then up and down the shaft of his penis. He closes his eyes and hisses as it fucks with him. I’m dripping from anticipation of what’s next. A few more minutes of this, and then he smiles, looks at me as he opens his eyes part-way. “Your turn.” He pushes the rabbit back at me.

      I bite my lip as I draw the rabbit downward, rub it over my pussy, hold it against my clit and close my eyes to the exquisite pleasure it’s producing. I puff out a breath as I rub it up and down with a practiced hand.

      “Fuck yourself with it.”

      I hesitate. Liam is so primal, no filters, nothing off-limits. He leans forward, kisses my lips, feather-soft. His warm breath on my ear now, his words soft, but demanding. “Fuck yourself with it.”

      “Okay.” I widen my stance a little and slowly push the little darling into my pussy. It’s curved to hit the sweet spot inside my vagina and between that and the nub vibrating against my clit, it’s heaven. I close my eyes and tremble as I pull it in and out, too fast and with Liam watching and stroking himself, I know I’m going to come quickly. I feel his movements and open my eyes to see him reach over and squirt more lube into his hand. Then he turns me so I’m facing the door. I feel him press into me, pressing me into the door, then bringing his hand, the lube to the crack of my ass, drawing it down to my tight little ring. I groan as he rubs it, softening it, playing with it and then shoving a finger inside.

      I tense because I know where he’s going. “I… don’t, Liam. It’s not good.”

      “It is good, baby. Keep going with the vibrator. Think of how it’s going to feel. So fucking good, so full. Your pussy and your ass being fucked at the same time.”

      I try to think about what he’s saying and I feel the desire rip through me. His words and his finger inside me are enough and the orgasm hits me without warning. I let out a little cry as I pulse. He chuckles as he slides another finger into me, still massaging.

      “You’re good for another one, aren’t you, baby? Keep going. Let’s get you high again.” He traces his free hand up my waist and slides it around until he’s squeezing my breast, tweaking my nipple, his lips grazing my neck, hot breath in my ear.

      I’m good for another. My record with my little rabbit is six in one night, but I’m not going to arm Liam with that kind of knowledge. I’m coming up again, his heat pressing against my back, his cock pressing at the crack of my ass as his fingers work my ass and my rabbit works my pussy. Then he replaces his fingers with his cock, forcing it past the tight ring and slowly pushing inside me, stopping when the crown of his penis bridges me.

      He lets out a little of his of breath as I groan at the intrusion, my desire cooling, my grip on the vibrator slipping. “Liam, it hurts.”

      “Fuck yourself, Dru. Fuck your pussy, play with your clit. Tell me what you’re thinking when you’re alone, with that thing inside you.” He pushes in all the way until his pelvis is pressed up tight against my ass. I can feel his balls slap against my ass cheeks as I think about my fantasies. Sometimes they are this. A man fucking my ass. Sometimes two men, but the reality isn’t the same. Still the flare of heat licks at my clit.

      “God,” I gasp as the pleasure fuses with the pain, then I try to concentrate on the sensations of the vibrator inside me, of the intensity of being filled this way. As he starts to pump, I do too, with the rabbit. In and out as he does, thrust for thrust, until I get lost in the tangle of opposing sensations, until they fuse together setting off a trail of gunpowder throughout my body. An orgasm rips through me, buckling my knees, but Liam holds me to him, his strong arms circling my body keeping me upright as he keeps fucking me.

      “Another, Dru,” he grunts as he thrusts. “Make yourself come again.”

      Another? I almost cry at his expectation. I pull my bottom lip between my teeth as I press the vibrator against my sensitive clit, hold it gently as his thrusting speeds up. He’s slamming me now, forgetting about me, his own needs taking over, his arms tightening around me, his breaths heavy and raspy. It’s too much and I need it to be over even as the vibration against my clit, the pressure inside my vagina, force me up again. I’m panting, keening, holding on as he thuds into me.

      “Too much,” I pant.

      “Another,” he gasps out. “I won’t come until you come again.”

      “Oh god, Liam, please.” I press hard against my clit, fuck myself with the vibrator, my tempo, my thrusts, increasing with his, his grunts and my cries merging together in a symphony of lust. “I’m coming,” I sob, the orgasm pulsing in my feet, then searing up and through me, buckling me. I pull the vibrator out and let it drop to the floor, push my hands against the door and hang on as Liam slams into me, again and again, bringing tears to my eyes, his grunts louder, his breathing rapid. And then he comes, his semen bathing the walls of my ass. He shudders as his thrusts slow. As he holds me to him.

      “Fuck.” He drops to his knees bringing me down with him, still inside me, arms tight around me, rocking me. “Fuck,” he says again as I let my breath go and wrap my hands around his.

      Later, after we shower together, after the rabbit is cleaned up and replaced in my bedside drawer, we sit together on the sofa, backs leaning against opposite arm rests, coffee cups in hand. Funny, I think. This was the first night we’ve spent together. The first morning after. It feels so good, being next to him, both of us tucked up against an arm of the couch, our legs stretched out, Liam’s feet rubbing my hip, digging around under my housecoat; my feet, slipping along the muscles of his thighs, my toes tracing the valleys of them.

      I smile at him over my coffee mug and he grins when he catches me looking. “I want to marry you,” he says.

      For fuck’s sake! Marriage? We barely know each other. We’re going to be working closely together, 24/7. How could we do that and be married? And then we’d get sloppy and I’d get pregnant. Or he would insist on having one – not one, they’re called babies. And then I wouldn’t be able to work because I’d have this dependent hanging off me, this little precious little baby to look after. And then what? I swallow, open my mouth to tell him no, and “Okay,” pops out instead.

      “Okay?” he says, his grin broadening as he puts his coffee cup down on the table.

      I nod. Fuck the future. It could turn out to be amazing and I’d never know if I don’t take a chance. My logical self is in shock, hammering at me, pulsing in my temples, in my heart. I tell it to fuck off as I nod a couple of times and set my cup down next to his. “Okay!”

      He grabs me, his big hands circling my biceps as he pulls me to him, on top of him until my face is just inches from his. Then he laces his fingers through my hair and kisses me, hard, possessively, passionately. Until I’m breathless.

      He draws back after a few minutes. “Do you love me?”

      I grin. “Of course, or I wouldn’t marry you.” I pause, wicked little insecurities prickling at me even though he proposed to me. “Do you love me?”

      He nods as he leans his forehead against mine. “I do love you.”

      “Are we going to have kids?”

      “Yes.”
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      We spend all of Sunday together. I make a quick run out for supplies, bring back fresh bread, tomatoes, olives, cheese, grapes and a roasted chicken. We’re savage in our need for each other. Eating, drinking, fucking, planning. I take time to call my father, letting him know that Dru has accepted the position. Letting him know we’re getting married. He’s happy. I can hear it in his voice. I stay Sunday night and then leave early to go home, shower, shave, suit up for work.

      When I walk into the office, I’m ravenous, high, happy. I have one thing on my mind, the same thing that’s been on my mind since that first day.

      Dru.

      She’s tucked behind her desk with her phone to her ear as I enter. I close the door behind me, then shove a chair up under the handle so that it can’t be easily opened. Dru is tracking me with her eyes, wary, concerned. This is her office, the boss-lady is back and I’m about to do to her what I’ve been fantasizing about since the day I walked into it.

      She ends her call and puts the phone on the desk. “Not here, Liam. We don’t fuck where we work.” I’m elated. She’s using her boss voice on me. Trying to top. After everything that’s happened, she still thinks she has control.

      I draw my fingers through her hair as I cup the back of her head and pull her up from her chair. I lean into her. “Are you wearing panties?”

      She sucks in her breath as she jolts back from me. Her eyes are wide, her mouth pursed. “Of course. This is a professional environment. We’re not doing this here.”

      I drop my hands to the bottom of her skirt and try to pull it up past her hips, but she’s fighting me, tugging it down. “You want me to rip it off you?”

      She freezes. “You wouldn’t.”

      “Try me, baby.” I’m aware I sound mean, arrogant, but I see her pupils dilate in response. She’s getting wet for me.

      I reach under her skirt. The garter is there. But so are the panties. “Why are you wearing panties?”

      She seems exasperated. “I’m at work.”

      “You owe me. Best orgasm ever, remember?”

      She pulls her lower lip in between her teeth and completely fucks with my cock. “Yes. But not here!”

      “Yeah. Here. Now. Take them off.” My voice is low, deadly. Her hands are shaking as she pulls them down, bends over and steps out of them, but it’s not fear. It’s desire. I can see it in her eyes. She balls them up and hands them to me and I hold them to my nose and breath them in before I stuff them in my suit pocket. Yeah, I’m depraved. I love the way she smells.

      She starts to straighten her skirt.

      “No point,” I say.

      She freezes. “What are you going to do?”

      “What I’ve wanted to do since the day I first laid eyes on you.” I flip her around, shove the skirt up around her waist and bend her over the desk. A stack of files slides off and hits the floor. Doesn’t fucking matter. I undo my pants, pull the zipper down and pull my cock out. I’m so hard it hurts. “Are you wet, baby?”

      Her hands are splayed, palm down on the desk, her face turned towards her window. She’s tense and I’m so fucking ready. “Yes,” she murmurs.

      “I didn’t hear you.”

      “I said, yes!” She raises her voice up just a little. For my ears only.

      I enter her, hard, swiftly, impaling her, until I bottom out. A small whimper escapes her lips. It’s the only sound in the room other than our breathing, heavy, mingled. Then I fuck her, take everything I want from her and she lets me, though she really has no choice. Her hands are clenched into fists as I wrap one of mine around her belly, protecting it from the edge of the desk because I’m past reason and I can’t slow down, can’t check on her, can barely hear her soft cries. I’m suppressing my groans, my grunts. Just barely though, it’s that fucking good. I want her submission, her understanding of who I am, what I am. I want her love too. I want her regard. I’m such a fucking selfish bastard. I want everything.

      As I come, I hiss out, “Jesus fuck!”

      I thrust into her a few more times, then pull out, flip her to her back and drop down on her, kissing her hard, my tongue invading her mouth, lips taking her hard. She has her hands in my hair drawing me into her, her legs up, pressed against my thighs. She’s needy and I want to solve that, so I drop to my knees, nuzzle her pussy, before savaging her clit. Nothing else, just a vicious onslaught that has her screaming in silence as she bangs the desk with the palm of her hand. Then she comes, and I don’t stop, even when she starts to struggle. I hold her hips in my hands, her legs over my shoulder and savage her again until she explodes, until she’s trying not to scream. Then there’s a knock on the door. “Dru, Liam?” It’s Lisa.

      We freeze, looking at each other. Her eyes are wide, almost as wide as my grin. I can’t help it. It’s a fucking turn-on to see her stripped down like this. “Yeah,” she says, hoarsely, then again, a little louder, trying to get a grip on her boss voice.

      “The directors’ are waiting for the two of you.” I glance at my watch. Ten minutes late. Doesn’t matter. Changes are coming. Andy was informed of his promotion on the weekend and was pretty fucking happy. Now we just need to let the rest of the team know.

      “On our way, Lisa.” I say as I straighten up and hold my hand out to Dru. She accepts and lets me pull her to her feet. I pull her skirt down, tuck her shirt in, and she’s tucks me back into my trousers and zips me up.

      Her hands go to her hair to make sure it’s orderly, then smooths the wrinkles from her clothes.

      ‘Ready for this, baby?” I say as I offer her my arm.

      She takes a deep breath and nods. “Yeah. I am.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Epilogue

          

          Dru

        

      

    

    
      Alan retired and Liam took control of the company. I handed my division over to Andy and stepped into the role as Liam’s vice-president. We work well together when he is listening, but even after a year, the passion is still out of control. He can’t get enough of me and truly, I can’t get enough of him either. We love each other. I love him. I love the way he handles me, dominates me. Some days I fight it and maybe those are the best days – the best times. He gets a little rougher, gets more demanding, but he never hurts me.

      And he loves to play, to experiment, which takes me to places I didn’t know were possible.

      I sold my condo and moved into the big house, sharing space with Liam and Alan, but we rarely see Alan. He’s off here and there, golfing, smiling, happy.

      And of course, I’m pregnant. How could it not happen with our level of carelessness? When I found out, I thought how very unlike it was for me to allow this to happen. Not like me to be so careless and I fretted about it until Liam fucked some sense into me. He’s wild, unpredictable and a good counter-balance to me. He’s the best of everything in my life, ever. He loves me, supports me, carries me when I’m not strong enough to carry myself. And I do the same for him.

      The baby, a girl, will be born soon. I don’t want to take time off and we decide it doesn’t have to happen. It changes the way we look at our employee support programs. I have always been so career driven I never spared a thought to women who took maternity leave to have a child. Or if I did, it was a judgement about taking time off to have a child and fucking up their careers. And I’m one of the good bosses. To atone for my sins, Liam and I established on-site daycares at all our work sites. And nursing rooms. And programs to help new parents (both moms and dads) transition back to work in a way that supports the family unit.

      We’re getting married in a couple of weeks, after Alan returns from a trip to Scotland. A small, quiet wedding. We don’t want to risk drawing attention to Liam. Publicity is a minor risk, but not one we’re willing to take if there’s cartel out looking for him. One look at that dimple and they’d know it was him.

      He tells me I make him whole, I make him everything. And he thanks me for loving him, which always brings tears to my eyes. I’m so lucky to have him, so lucky he understands me. How could I not love him?

      

      
        
        The End
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