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"Come in."

Tilane Kildare ran a quick hand over her hair and skirt before
she opened the door and stepped inside.

"You need to see me, sir?"

"Please have a seat. I just need to finish this email, then we
can talk."

On her way to the chair she scanned his office. It had to be
cleaned and dusted every morning before he arrived and it looked
like the cleaning service did a good job, as usual. She sat down
and made a note on her tablet to send a thank you note to their
manager.

Waiting for Mark to finish his email, she studied him from the
corner of her eye, pretending to look at a document on her
tablet.

Her heart still fluttered like the first day she came to work
for him as his office manager. A lawyer specialising in commercial
properties and investment, he was highly sought after for his sharp
mind and integrity in his business dealings.

He had been swamped with work and she knew he had not been
getting much rest. He had also not been having regular sex with her
for the last few weeks and that made him cranky.

Her fingers touched the diamond collar she wore as a symbol of
their personal relationship. She squirmed in her chair as her body
reminded her of unfulfilled needs.

About a month ago she suggested that they get more help since
the clerks and admin people couldn't keep up with all the new
clients he had taken on. Hopefully he wanted to discuss their
options so that their lives could get back to normal. She missed
him. Her body missed his.

"So," he said, turning his attention back to her, "I took your
suggestion to heart."

She smiled. "I am glad, sir. When can I expect the new clerk
to start?"

He got up from his chair and moved around it to lean against
the desk in front of her. Folding his arms, he regarded her in
silence for a few moments.

"The clerk will start on Monday, and you will meet my new
partner," he glanced at his watch, "in two hours."

Tilane knew her surprise showed. It was more than she had
asked for, but she was glad that he got someone to help
out.

"Of course, sir. I will arrange everything to be ready for his
arrival."

"Good, I know you will."

Instead of dismissing her to go and see to the new office, he
took her tablet and put it on the desk beside him. Then he pulled
her to her feet and right up against him between his thighs.
Immediately his hand went under her skirt to her bottom to caress
the cheek that missed his attention. As usual she wore no panties,
and he slipped a finger down her ass to her pussy that was wet in
anticipation.

"You will extend him any service he requires."

He slipped a finger inside her pussy and used his free hand to
pull her hard against the erection straining against his pants.
Holding her hard enough that she couldn't move, he slipped his
finger in and out, but made no effort to bring her
release.

Her breasts were squashed against his chest and the hard
nipples could not be disguised by the soft lace covering them. She
needed more.

"Please, sir."

He leaned closer and bit her earlobe. "Are we clear on your
duties to my new partner?"

"Yes, sir. I aim to please, you know that."

He removed his hand and licked his fingers, making her moan.
He smiled and dug his fingers into her long hair.

"You are such a pleasure," he whispered before claiming her
mouth. He ravaged her mouth as if he would never have another
chance. Sucking her tongue deep into his, biting her lips and
tongue, he took his pleasure from her with almost brutal
force.

She wanted more, needed more, but has learned that he would
take his time no matter how she begged and pleaded. In the end he
never disappointed when she craved it the most. Mark Hamilton was
the best Dom she had ever had. She would do anything for him, even
fuck his new partner should that be what he wanted.

Abruptly he let go of her. "Fix yourself and see to Paul's new
office. I want you back here at eleven sharp."

"Yes, sir."

She stepped away on shaky legs, but offered no protest. After
a quick stop in his private bathroom to fix her hair, wipe away her
smudged lipstick and straighten out her skirt, she collected her
tablet from his desk and went to see to her responsibilities for
the morning.
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When they originally rented the building, she had thought it
would be too big, but Mark said it was reasonably priced and they
might need the extra space in future. It turned out that Mr
Hamilton knew his stuff and almost all the offices were now being
used by their staff.

There were three executive suites: one which Mark used, she
occupied the smallest one closest to the clerks, and the last one
would now be used by the mysterious Paul.

The unused office did have furniture, but it might not be to
the new partner's taste. They could always change that later, but
for now it had to be cleaned and readied for the new
occupant.

After inspecting the interior, she was on the phone to
Watford's Cleaning Services. Twenty minutes later a crew, complete
with buckets, brooms, vacuum cleaner and a cart full of chemicals,
came to the rescue.

An hour later they gave her the thumbs-up and left a pristine
office behind with polished wood furniture, a rug with an amazing
pattern and windows you could actually see out of. The en suite
bathroom was spotless and smelled faintly of
disinfectant.

A knock sounded on the door of the office.

"I am in here," she called.

It was Clare, the receptionist. "The rest of the stuff you
ordered are here. Where do you want the flowers?"

It was a rule in the office that small, fresh flower bouquets
be delivered once a week to each office. The women got their
favourites when available, but for the men Tilane chose whatever
was available from the florist. Mark always got lilies, because it
reminded him of his mother who had passed away when he was
fifteen.

She preferred a mixed bunch, the more colourful the
better.

The new guy also got a mixed bunch, because it was the easiest
to get on such short notice. She regarded the office with a
critical eye. Flowers on a desk for a man was out, so it had to be
somewhere visible but out of his way.

"Let's put it on the table with his visitors chairs. He
probably won't be seeing any clients today. When he is settled in
we can find a more permanent place if he doesn't like it
there."

While Clare took care of the flowers, Tilane ripped the tags
off the towels while two more clerks took care of the rest of the
bathroom paraphernalia.

Ten to eleven the two women stood and inspected their
handiwork.

Desk calender, basic stationery and the internal telephone
directory were on the desk. She made a note to call the telephone
company to come and install the voice and data lines. But for now
that was all they could do.

"Good job, everyone," she said before ordering everyone back
to their offices. "We don't want to be seen idling in the
hallways."

With laughs and speculation on who the new guy was and what he
looked like, they all went back to work.

In her own office, Tilane quickly washed her hands and brushed
a bit of dust from her black skirt. After brushing her hair, she
checked her watch. Two minutes. Time to go.
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