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I had just settled in at my desk Monday morning, coffee in hand, ready to tackle the Kingsley implementation details, when a notification pinged on my screen. My calendar had automatically updated with a meeting request from Victoria—starting in fifteen minutes in her office.

No subject line. No agenda.

My pulse quickened. After seven months at SynergySec, I'd learned that unscheduled meetings with Victoria Fairchild rarely meant something trivial. Especially not after everything that had happened with the HR situation a couple weeks ago.

I spent the next fourteen minutes obsessively reviewing the Kingsley project details, trying to identify any potential issues she might want to discuss. By the time I knocked on her office door, I'd convinced myself I'd overlooked something critical.

"Come in, Michael," her voice carried through the door with that familiar commanding tone that still sent shivers down my spine.

Victoria sat behind her desk, glasses perched on her nose as she reviewed something on her monitor. She gestured to the chair across from her without looking up.

"Just finishing something," she murmured.

I took the opportunity to observe her—something I never tired of. Today she wore a charcoal pencil skirt with a cream silk blouse, her dark hair falling in perfect waves around her shoulders. When she crossed her legs, I caught the telltale glimpse of black silk stockings beneath her skirt hem.

"I have an assignment for you," she said finally, removing her glasses and fixing those piercing blue eyes on me. "Something that requires your particular... skill set."

"The Kingsley project?" I asked.

"Related, but different." She leaned forward slightly. "We're implementing new remote security protocols company-wide. Before full deployment, I need someone to test the system thoroughly. Someone handling genuinely confidential material."

I nodded slowly. "And you want me to run the tests?"

"Precisely." Her lips curved into that slight smile that always made my stomach flip. "The equipment is specialized—not something we can set up in a temporary space. You'll need to work from home for the next seven to ten days."

As she explained the technical requirements, I noticed how carefully she was studying my reaction, gauging my response to each detail she shared. Her fingers tapped lightly against her desk, the only sign of what might have been anticipation.

"Given your position on the Kingsley project, you're the ideal candidate," she continued. "The material you're handling is exactly the kind of sensitive information these protocols are designed to protect."

Victoria reached for a tablet on her desk and swiped through several screens before turning it to face me.

"These are the security specifications your home setup will need to meet," she said, her voice all business. "We're talking military-grade encryption, biometric verification, and physical security measures that exceed our standard protocols."

I leaned forward to review the requirements, trying to focus on the technical details rather than her proximity. The list was extensive—dedicated secure connection, specific router configuration, environmental controls, and even recommendations for window treatments to prevent visual surveillance.

"The equipment itself is quite sensitive," Victoria continued, taking the tablet back. "It requires precise calibration that I'll need to personally verify. I'll bring the hardware to your apartment tomorrow evening and oversee the installation."

She looked up at me, one perfectly shaped eyebrow arched. "That won't be a problem, will it?"

"No, of course not," I replied, perhaps too quickly.

As Victoria delved into the technical specifications, my mind drifted traitorously to our last encounter. Just three days ago, she'd bent me over this very desk after hours, the silk of her stockings brushing tantalizingly against my thighs as she took me with those measured, powerful thrusts that still haunted my dreams. I could almost feel the firm grip of her hands on my hips, hear her controlled breathing as she claimed me completely.

"Michael? Are you following this?"

I snapped back to attention, feeling heat rise to my face. "Yes, absolutely. Redundant authentication and encrypted local storage."

Victoria's lips twitched slightly, as if she knew exactly where my thoughts had wandered. "This test deployment could significantly influence our company-wide remote work policies moving forward. The board is particularly interested in the results."

"I understand the importance," I assured her, shifting slightly in my chair to hide my body's response to my wayward thoughts.

"Good. I've selected you specifically because you're handling the Kingsley materials—exactly the kind of sensitive data these protocols are designed to protect." She closed the tablet case with a decisive snap. "Plus, I trust your... attention to detail."

I felt simultaneously flattered by her professional confidence and anxious about what it would mean to have Victoria enter my personal space—my apartment, where I slept, where I lived. The lines between professional and personal were already blurred between us; this would erase them further.

I returned to my desk, mind spinning with implications. Ten days working from home. Victoria coming to my apartment tomorrow evening. The sudden collision of my professional life and personal space had me off-balance in a way I hadn't anticipated.

"Remote work assignment?" Lucy asked, appearing at my office door with a stack of folders. Her knowing smile made it clear she'd already been briefed. "Victoria doesn't usually send her key people off-site."

"Specialized equipment testing," I replied, keeping my voice neutral despite the flush I felt creeping up my neck. "For the new remote security protocols."

Lucy set the folders on my desk, leaning in slightly. "Must be very specialized if she's personally handling the setup." Her emphasis wasn't subtle, but then again, subtlety had never been Lucy's strong suit.

"It's for the Kingsley implementation," I explained, turning to my computer to avoid her amused gaze. "Highly sensitive material."

"Mmm-hmm," she hummed, clearly unconvinced by my professional explanation. "Well, enjoy your... equipment testing."

After she left, I threw myself into preparation with perhaps more intensity than necessary. I created secure backups of essential Kingsley files, organized implementation timelines, and set up contingency protocols in case the remote system failed. All standard procedure, but my mind kept wandering to less professional concerns.

What would Victoria think of my apartment? It was modest but comfortable—nothing like her sleek penthouse with its designer furniture and panoramic views. Would she judge the mismatched bookshelves I'd accumulated through years of moves? The kitchen that needed updating? The bedroom with its simple queen bed where I'd sometimes imagined her?
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