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Daddy’s Personal Assistant


I smooth my hands over my pencil skirt and take a deep breath, heart pounding with excitement and nerves. Today's my first day as Evan Hart's personal assistant.

When I step into his office, his piercing blue eyes flick up and settle on my chest, my nipples hardening under the silk of my blouse. His gaze travels up to my face, a slow smirk spreading across his lips.

"Ms. Thompson, it's a pleasure to meet you in person." His voice is like whiskey, dark and smooth. "Please, call me Evan."

His handshake lingers, the rough heat of his palm sending tingles up my arm. I swallow hard, fighting the urge to squirm under his scrutiny. He's even more striking than his photos—tall and broad-shouldered, salt and pepper hair cropped close. The lines around his eyes only add to his allure.

I clear my throat, hoping my voice won't shake. "Thank you, Mr. Hart. I mean, Evan. I'm looking forward to working with you."

"The pleasure is all mine." His thumb strokes the inside of my wrist, and my cunt clenches in response. "I have a feeling you'll fit right in here, Lily."

The way he says my name, like a caress, makes my cheeks flush. I'm in so much trouble. How am I supposed to concentrate with him looking at me like he wants to devour me whole?

Evan releases my hand and sits behind his desk, the picture of nonchalance. But there's a new tension in the air, a heat that wasn't there before. I press my thighs together, acutely aware of the slick arousal gathering between them.

This job is going to be more challenging than I thought. And more pleasurable. I fight back a smile, smoothing my skirt again. Bring it on, Mr. Hart.

Evan leans back in his chair, watching me with a predatory gleam in his eyes. "Why don't you have a seat so we can discuss your responsibilities?"

His gaze rakes over me as I perch on the edge of the chair, and I have to bite my lip to stifle a moan. Just being near him makes me so fucking wet. How am I supposed to get any work done with these filthy thoughts swirling in my head?

"I have high hopes for you," Evan says. "You came highly recommended, and your resume is quite impressive for someone so young."

"Thank you, sir." I fold my hands in my lap, hoping he can't see how badly they're trembling. "I'll do my best to exceed your expectations."

"I have no doubt you will." He stands and circles the desk, coming to stand in front of me. I crane my neck to look up at him, heart pounding, and his hand cups my cheek. "You seem very dedicated, Lily. I appreciate that in an employee."

His thumb grazes my lower lip, and I part my mouth with a quiet gasp. Our gazes lock, and the tension spirals higher and higher, lust and anticipation mingling in the scant space between us.

Evan's voice drops to a husky murmur. "Why don't you show me just how dedicated you are?"

My pussy clenches at the unmistakable promise in his words. I've only been here an hour, but I'm already dreaming of sinking to my knees before him, of taking his hard cock between my lips and—

I jerk back to myself, face flaming. What the hell am I thinking?

I clear my throat and stand, smoothing the front of my pencil skirt. "I apologize, Mr. Hart, but that kind of request is highly inappropriate."

He arches a brow. "Is it?"

"Yes." I lift my chin, refusing to be cowed. "I was hired as your personal assistant, not to satisfy your personal...needs."

"I see." Evan returns to his seat, steepling his fingers and regarding me with those piercing blue eyes. My traitorous body thrills at his gaze, heat pooling between my thighs, but I stand firm. "My apologies, Miss Thompson. I misread the situation."

I nod crisply. "Thank you for understanding. Now, if there's nothing else, I have quite a lot of work to get started on."

"Actually, there is one more thing." He slides a folder across the desk. "I'll need these files reviewed by nine tonight."

I blink at the sizable stack of paperwork. "Nine o'clock? But that's—"

"Is there a problem?" His tone holds a hint of warning, and I swallow hard.

"No, Mr. Hart. I'll get right on it."

"Excellent." He smiles, slow and predatory, and I know this is his way of punishing me for refusing him. "I'll expect you back here at nine, then, to go over everything in detail."

"Of course." I gather the files with trembling hands, acutely aware of his gaze following my every move. "I'll see you at nine."

As I make my escape, I can't help wondering if I've just made a very big mistake. But no job, no matter how prestigious, is worth compromising myself for.

I have to believe I've done the right thing.

I bury myself in the stack of paperwork, determined to prove my worth. But by the time nine rolls around, exhaustion weighs heavy on my limbs. I've only made it through half the files, and my vision blurs as I make my way back to Mr. Hart's office.

He looks up when I enter, a predatory gleam in his eyes. "Not finished yet, I see."

I swallow hard. "I apologize, but there was more than I anticipated. I'm still reviewing the documents."

"Unacceptable." He stands and stalks toward me, radiating dominance. I back up instinctively until I'm pressed against the wall, heart pounding. "Did you really think you'd get away with defying me?"

"I didn't—I was just—"

"Silence." He braces his hands on either side of my head, leaning in until his breath ghosts over my lips. "You seem to have forgotten your place here, Miss Thompson."

I squirm under his gaze, anger and arousal warring within me. "Let go of me."

"Not until you understand who's in control." His eyes darken. "You may have gotten away with your little stunt this morning, but you belong to me now. And I will have what's mine."

He slams his mouth over mine, greedily devouring as his hands roam my body. I try to push him off, but he only chuckles against my lips, pinning my wrists above my head.

Desire pools hot and slick between my thighs, and I can't hold back a moan. Evan takes full advantage, plunging his tongue into my mouth to deepen the kiss.

By the time he releases me, I'm panting for breath, trembling with need. But I muster the last of my resistance and glare up at him. "I don't belong to anyone."

"Keep telling yourself that." His eyes gleam with victory. "You're mine now...and you'll come crawling back for more."

Evan steps back, smoothing his hands down his suit jacket. "Now, if you'll follow me to my office, we have some business to discuss."
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