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      VIVIAN

      

      “Are you happy now?”

      His raspy morning voice makes me tingle.

      Turning my back to the other commuters, I smile from ear to ear, holding my phone close to my lips.

      “Mm-hmm,” I murmur.

      “How is the morning subway commute, Miss Mason?”

      I push a giggle back.

      “It’s just peachy, Mr. CEO,” I say, grinning.

      The doors slide closed before the subway leaves the station.

      A woman occupying a seat across from me, tips her face up from her tablet and shoots me a stern look over the rim of her glasses.

      Standing, a tall, blonde woman who looks like a model flashes a condescending smile at me.

      Holding her gaze, I point at my cell phone with my finger.

      “It’s my boyfriend. He’s a billionaire,” I say, loud enough so she can hear me.

      McKenna’s laugh rolls in my ears.

      The woman rolls her eyes while the lady with the tablet shakes her head in disbelief.

      “Are you making new friends?” McKenna asks.

      “It wasn’t hard to figure out.”

      He chuckles again.

      “Seriously, how is it?”

      “It’s packed. Don’t worry. I won't be late for my first day of work.”

      “You better.”

      I snicker, drawing the other women’s eyes to me.

      “Or?” I ask, grinning.

      “Or you’ll be reprimanded.”

      “Mmm... Sounds delicious.”

      My soft moan doesn’t go unnoticed, prompting a man nearby to glance at me as well.

      I turn my back to him and press my brow against the glass, staring blankly into the dark.

      “Tell me more,” I murmur, the train shuddering through the tunnel.

      He laughs and clears his throat. Judging by his silence, I imagine he takes a drag on his cigarette.

      I envision him with his feet propped on his desk and his head tipped back, blowing the smoke toward the ceiling.

      “Well... The punishment involves my mouth and your slit.”

      “McKenna??”

      My screeching voice pulls out of their morning snooze a couple of subway riders.

      They glance around, confused.

      I chuckle.

      “Get a room, already,” the woman reading on her tablet mumbles under her breath before glancing at me, vexed.

      “Tell me more,” I murmur, giving the woman a pointed stare.

      She rolls her eyes and moves her focus to her tablet.

      I turn my back to her and face the window as the train leaves another station.

      “I can’t wait to get a taste of you tonight,” he says seriously this time.

      “It’s only been a few days.”

      “Next time, I’ll take you with me.”

      I laugh quietly.

      “You can’t take me with you at your business meetings.”

      “Why not?”

      “I don’t want people to know.”

      He breathes out a soft laugh.

      “Except for those in the subway.”

      I chuckle.

      “Yeah, excepts for those,” I say, my gaze hovering over the crowd.

      The woman with the tablet is engrossed in her reading while the model smiles at her phone. She flicks her gaze up and meets my eyes as I stare at her a second too long.

      Her eyebrows tilt up into a questioning look, and I can’t help myself and point to my phone again with my finger.

      “Billionaire boyfriend.”

      She huffs and looks away, annoyed.

      “Why don’t you want people to know?”

      His question is serious, making me shift my attention to him, but it takes me a few seconds to come up with an answer.

      There are several explanations why I want to keep it a secret, from not wanting to ignite envy to minimizing judgmental bias.

      He’s not affected by it––he’s already told me that––but to me, going public with our affair would complicate things in the worst possible way.

      And then there is another reason, probably the most childish of all.

      “I don’t want to jinx it,” I say quietly on the phone.

      A pause follows, making me wonder if he’s heard me when the train jolts, pulling away from a station.

      I hate this.

      “What can happen?” he asks just as the subway moves smoothly again.

      I didn’t think about it at length but fearing that I could jinx it has been ingrained in me way back when I used to scrape for any bit of goodness in my life.

      I know how hard good things come by and how easily they go away. When you’re in that frame of mind, the dumbest superstition makes sense.

      “A lot of things could happen,” I say, sadness lining my voice.

      “But none of them will happen,” he says, flashing unwavering self-assurance.

      The kind of solid confidence he reveals feels foreign to me.

      “If you say so.”

      “I know so.”

      His secretary’s voice echoes in the background. She talks about a business meeting. I wait patiently until he shifts his focus back to me.

      “Meeting?”

      “Yes,” he says curtly. “I’ll see you when you get here.”

      I chuckle.

      “You’re not supposed to know me.”

      “Sure,” he says, amused. “We’ll see how that goes.”

      A mischievous smile threads through his voice.

      “McKenna?”

      “Yeah... baby.”

      “Don’t baby me,” I say under my breath, barely pushing back a chuckle. “I don’t want you to get me into trouble.”

      “Like getting you fired?” he teases, his raspy voice making me tingle.

      “That too.”

      “Or spanked?”

      I get hot between my legs.

      “Naked, over my desk,” he adds as if I needed that image in my head.

      I clench my thighs.

      “You got me so wet, Mister, and it’s not even eight o’clock.”

      “Morning sex is good.”

      “Not when you’re at work.”

      The man who was eyeing me before takes a step closer, eavesdropping.

      “I have to get off as quickly as possible,” I say, putting some distance between that man and me.

      “That’s what I said. I’ll meet you in my office.”

      My chest rocks with laughter.

      “Not that, McKenna. Ugh. Off the train.”

      “Sure...”

      His secretary’s voice rings out in the background again.

      “Okay. I have to go. They’re waiting for me,” he says seriously this time before we end the call.

      Flushed, I can’t wait to exit the train.

      The doors pull open before I join the stream of people and climb the stairs leading to the surface.

      Summer fills the streets of Manhattan as I set foot on the sidewalk.

      It’s a perfect day with a bright blue sky, the sunlight saturating the colors, making them look vibrant.

      I stop in front of a shop briefly to check my reflection in the window.

      Running my fingers through my hair a little, I drag my gaze down. My colorful blouse peeks from under my navy jacket, the tailored skirt suit molding on my silhouette, showcasing a different side of me.

      I smile at that woman. I like her.

      Still grinning, I take a long breath and walk away, heading to the CM Inc. building.

      For once, life turned out to be good to me.
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      VIVIAN

      

      I ride the elevator up to the last floor, grappling with jitters, the adrenaline wreaking havoc in my body.

      Beads of sweat form on my brow as my blood rushes through my veins.

      Obsessively, I glance at the door even though I’m fifteen minutes early. I’m the only one who can’t mirror the joyful mood of the interns I share my ride with.

      The students are dressed nicely, all brimming with energy.

      Silently, I observe them, their words and laughter hardly registering with me as my mind stays focused on the man running a meeting in the boardroom upstairs.

      The elevator doors slide open before we walk into a vast waiting area with modern furniture and luscious plants; bright light filters through the glass walls.

      After a concise greet and meet, the receptionist leads us to the conference room. It takes a few moments before Lila arrives.

      Her face is flushed, a few stray bangs falling into her eyes, giving her a frazzled look.

      “What took you so long?” I ask as she lowers herself into a chair next to me.

      A soft smile curls her lips as she ties her hair into a ponytail, avoiding my eyes.

      “Don’t you tell me,” I murmur, grinning.

      She laughs quietly.

      “Someone got lucky this morning,” I say.

      Biting her lip, she pushes back a smile.

      “Yes.”

      “I’m so jealous.”

      We both chuckle, drawing a few pairs of eyes to us.

      “What about your mysterious man?” she tosses at me.

      A grin tugs at my lips, despite my effort to keep my face straight.

      “What man?”

      Her gaze hovers over my body.

      “The one who makes you look so good... Or is he who I think he is?”

      She gives me a soft wink, unknowingly nudging me to the point of confessing.

      I am so close to revealing everything because I’m dying to talk to her about him, but then I realize I can’t do it.

      I can’t shake off my fear that once I open my mouth and give her a full account of what has happened between McKenna and me, something bad might bring everything to a halt.

      Regardless of how irrational it is, I can’t push away that stupid feeling.

      On the other hand, she is the most patient and caring friend I’ve ever had, and I hate that I have to keep secrets from her, especially now.

      She suspects something is going on, but she’s never pushed me to confess, although once in a while, like now, she signals to me she knows more than I think.

      “Who are you talking about?” I ask.

      She purses her lips, grinning with mischief.

      “The sex god who owns this building,” she says, moving her eyebrows suggestively.

      Her words genuinely make me laugh.

      “Shut up,” I say, slapping her across her arm. “This is our first workday, and we are supposed to make a good impression,” I say under my breath.

      She runs her hand over her dress before shooting me a sidelong glance.

      “I’m sure you’ve already taken care of that,” she says, giving me another wink just as the door opens, the HR manager walking in.

      The room goes silent while the woman peruses a list of names and lets the people know which department they’ve been assigned to, and I finally get a chance to muse over my new, exciting life.

      Today is my first day of internship at CM Inc.

      The semester is over, summer reigning over the streets of Manhattan, and although I’ve never told her about my secret life, Lila and I are both in love.

      “Vivian Mason?”

      The woman’s voice pulls me out of my head.

      I rise to my feet.

      “Zachary Wilson?”

      Lila’s friend follows my example.

      The woman motions to us to follow her.

      I pick up my briefcase while secretly waving to Lila, who fidgets in her seat, anxiously waiting her turn.

      We’ve been assigned to different departments, both doing entry-level work while guided by the more experienced students––like Zachary Wilson, in my case.

      Lila’s cheeks are flushed as I walk toward the exit.

      Smiling, I toss her one last glance before slipping out the door.

      “Are you excited?” Zachary asks, giving me a sideways glance while walking down the corridor with me.

      He wears a light gray suit and a navy tie, his clean-shaven face glowing.

      “Mmm-hmm.”

      My enthusiasm makes him smile.

      “It’s a good place to work.”

      “That’s what I’ve heard,” I say, flashing a secret smile while averting my eyes.

      Striding down the corridor, we slide past several doors before taking a turn and reaching a small office.

      He opens the door for me and shows me to the desk leaning against the wall.

      “It’s really easy,” he says, peeling off his suit jacket.

      He sinks into the chair behind the desk and points to the computer while I slide closer to him.

      He starts to talk, smoothly going over my tasks while I simply nod, unable to erase a smile from my lips.

      His voice fades in and out as my mind drifts away a few times.

      “Any questions?”

      “Um, no,” I say, a slight hesitation tinging my voice.

      I realize he is silent, furtively observing me.

      A warm smile reaching his eyes.

      “I’ll be in the IT department, two doors down. The name is on the door. Or you can call me. You can find me in the company’s directory, or better yet, you can call my cell.”

      He rises to his feet, grabs his jacket, and fishes out a business card from inside his pocket. With a black ink pen, he scribbles down his number on the back of the card.

      “Here.”

      I take it with a shaky hand. A smile graces his lips all the way to the door.

      “Good luck,” he says before stepping out.

      Once alone, I sit at my desk and glance around the room.

      It takes me a few minutes to get settled. I drape my suit jacket on the back of my chair and set my briefcase next to my desk.

      The Manhattan skyline filters through the large windows while a vase of fresh flowers sits on my desk––I wonder if all employees have flowers on their desks.

      Smiling, I start working.

      The hours slip by, when around noon, the door cracks open, and Lila sticks her head in.

      She looks around.

      “Are you alone?”

      “Mm-hmm.”

      She steps in, a big smile on her face. Her eyes brighten even more as she takes me in, all poised at my desk, my eyes on the computer,

      “Do you like it?”

      “Are you kidding me? I love it. What about you?”

      She nods, grinning contently.

      “Not bad,” she murmurs, studying my place. “Mmm... Beautiful flowers.”

      “I thought everybody got them.”

      She clicks her tongue.

      “Nope. There are flowers everywhere, but not where most interns work. Emphasis on most.”

      “Haha.”

      She wags her index finger at me.

      “One day, you’ll tell me more about this.”

      “Maybe,” I say, pushing back my chair and shrugging my jacket on.

      “You are such a fox.”

      I chuckle.

      “No, I’m not.”

      “Yes, you are.”

      “Where would you like to eat?” I ask to make her shift her focus away from me.

      “Here. There’s that nice place on the rooftop.”

      “Yes, I know...” I say, recollecting the day we spent there a few months back.

      We exit the room and stroll down the corridor.

      “I like this place,” she says as we navigate the quiet tube of glass, natural light flooding the space.

      “How was your morning?” I ask as we reach the end and wait for the glass doors to slide open.

      We enter the terrace.

      “It was good,” she says, heading to the cafeteria

      Minutes later, we look for a free table and find one close to the exit.

      We set the salads and the bottles of water on the table.

      “I think I need another coffee,” she says. “Do you want anything else?”

      I flick my hand up.

      “No. I’m good.”

      She makes a trip back while I move my eyes around the place. People sit at the tables, co-workers walking in and out of the terrace.

      I can see the inside of the firm from where I sit when unusual animation catches my eye.

      A group of suits fills the hallway.

      The board meeting has ended, I muse, spotting Amanda Paige. Her hair brushes against her shoulders. Wearing a pink dress, she stands out in the sea of dark suits.

      A few other women wear colorful dresses as well.

      I crane my neck to see more, my pulse racing with excitement.

      He must be there, somewhere.

      “This smells delicious,” Lila says, nearing our table.

      She takes a seat across from me as I pin my gaze on her.

      “My coffee,” she says, pointing to her cup.

      I agree. The aroma is mouthwatering.

      “What is going on?” she asks, noticing the crowd in the hallway.

      She grabs her fork while I scoop up a slice of cucumber from my salad and start munching on it. It’s crisp and cold against my palate.

      “The board meeting is over,” I say evenly, keeping my eyes away from the group of people.

      She takes a drink of coffee.

      “Mmm... This is good. Are you sure you don’t want one?”

      I shake my head in negation.

      She sets her cup down and focuses on her salad.

      We eat in silence for a few moments.

      “So, how’s Zach?”

      “Good,” I say, setting the fork down and running a napkin over my lips. “He’s knowledgeable and polite. And he also gave me his private phone number,” I add, grinning.

      “He did?”

      A playful smile creases her lips.

      My gaze lingers on her face as I read her eyes.

      “Why are you asking?”

      “I think he likes you,” she says.

      Warmth floods my face.

      I lean back in my seat.

      “He likes me?” I ask, acting surprised.

      She nods, amused.

      “Yeah... You. Why is it so hard to believe?”

      My eyes roam over the table.

      It’s not as if I haven’t noticed it as well, but still.

      “I never thought I’d fit his taste.”

      She starts laughing.

      “And what exactly is his taste?”

      My shoulders tilt into a shrug.

      “I don’t know. Someone closer to his age, a little more sophisticated.”

      Laughter shakes her chest.

      “Oh, please. You’re so full of it, Vivian.”

      She shakes her head while I grin mischievously.

      “What makes you say that, anyway?” I ask, uncapping the bottle of water.

      “I heard him talking to another guy in the break room. Your name came up.”

      I cringe.

      She gestures to erase my first impression.

      “No, no. It wasn’t like that. Someone asked him about you, and he said you were taken.”

      “Oh, how chivalrous. Thanks for nothing,” I joke.

      “I think he set his eyes on you.”

      “Maybe he didn’t like that guy.”

      “That’s possible. Anyway, he’s a catch, if you ask me.”

      She pauses, and I remain quiet, grappling with mixed feelings.

      She notices I’ve become uncomfortable with the topic and drops it, shifting her attention to her phone.

      She starts browsing while eating before she flicks her eyes up, a new expression beaming on her face.

      “Oh, my… Look who’s here,” she says in awe.

      I swivel my head to look behind me, following the direction of her stare just as McKenna leaves the boardroom, joining the group of men and women in the hallway.

      Everything blurs in the background as I only see him.

      Hands tucked in his pockets, he flashes a sizzling smile that brightens his dark eyes, his confidence leaving me breathless. It flows through him the way my blood runs through me, freely and unhindered.

      There’s so much life and power in this man. I study him for a few more seconds with admiration and adoration, my gaze trailing his features with the precision of a cursor.

      His expressive eyebrows and dark hair, his smooth complexion, and well-drawn lips are lodged in my memory.

      I look at him as if I see him for the first time.

      He doesn’t notice Lila or me as we observe him, spellbound.

      “He is quite a piece,” she finally says. “If he is the one who has your heart, you are one lucky girl.”

      I move my eyes to her, struggling to conceal my nerves.

      “No, no. Seriously. I don’t know how you met this man,” she says, her hand held up proactively just in case I wanted to argue. “Whatever the circumstances, finding each other and connecting wasn’t a simple accident. It must’ve been fate, and fate only gives you one chance before taking everything away from you, so tread carefully.”

      Our eyes stay locked a moment longer.

      She slowly nods.

      “I’m not talking money here, Vivian. Money is good, but there’s something special about him, and that thing alone is the hardest to find. If you get it, don’t lose it. That’s all I’m saying.”
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      VIVIAN

      

      The hallway is empty when we return to our cubicles. Most people are back in their offices, while some left for the day.

      Lila and I split up in front of her office before I walk down the corridor when the door to the conference room slides open, and a couple of executives saunter out.

      Checking their phones, they stroll past me, not paying attention to me.

      My eyes flick to the slightly open door just as I hear McKenna’s raspy voice. I stop before taking a couple of quiet steps back and craning my neck to get a better view of him.

      I get a glimpse of his profile.

      He sits in a leather chair at the end of the table and speaks to the people in the room. I spot Amanda Paige and the chief financial officer.

      I get tense and sweaty, but I don’t move, eager to take another peek, praying not to get caught.

      Getting dizzy from holding my breath, I have to suck in air, and just like that, he flicks his head up and swings his eyes to the door, catching me staring at him.

      His eyebrows lift as he barely pushes back a smile.

      He does a quick once over, taking me in from the tip of my stilettos to the narrow lapels of my hourglass-shaped skirt suit.

      Hot with a blush, I lift my hand and wave at him, grinning wryly.

      He leans back in his chair to get a better view of me, drags his eyes up to meet my gaze, and winks at me.

      I can’t believe him.

      A door opens behind me, and people flood the corridor, chatting about work.

      I jolt back.

      Arched and stiff, I spin around and pace away. A sigh of relief leaves my chest when the voices fade into the background.

      I reach my office and barely take a step in when my phone rings. It’s Amanda Paige’s executive assistant summoning me to her boss’ office.

      Okay.

      I dash to the bathroom first, check my hair, put on some lipstick, and run my hand over my skirt. Taking a few long breaths, I calm my nerves. Or so I think.

      This is harder than I thought. Quivering, I make the trip back.

      The door to the conference room is closed now, and as tempting as it is to peek inside again, I push that thought to the back of my mind and continue to walk to Miss Paige’s office.

      A mellow voice answers when I knock on the door.

      “Come in.”

      The secretary pushes out of her seat as I walk in, rounds her desk, and stretches her hand out.

      “I’m Elvira.”

      “Vivian.”

      “You’ll work with Miss Paige and me for the rest of the afternoon.” She checks the time on her wristwatch. “Once she gets back from lunch.”

      “Lunch?” I ask, a bit baffled, trying to connect the dots.

      The woman turns her eyes to me, surprised.

      “Yes. Is that a problem?”

      I smile.

      “Oh, no. I’m sorry if it sounded weird,” I say warmly, attempting to erase the horrible impression.

      She motions me to a workstation next to her, where she goes over the tasks she has for me. Half an hour later, I work on a few reports, corporate letters, and even a slideshow for a presentation.

      I couldn’t be prouder of myself and my work when mixed voices fill the corridor.

      The door to Amanda’s Paige office opens, her voice seeping through the walls as she walks in.

      Her secretary straightens out of her chair, heading to the side door. A moment later, she enters her boss’ office, leaving me alone.

      My concentration vanishes when I hear McKenna’s voice.

      The door pulls open, Elvira locking eyes with me.

      “Come here,” she says. “And bring your tablet with you.”

      I snatch it from the desk and walk briskly to the door.

      He is not in my line of sight when I enter Amanda Paige’s office, maybe because he leans against her desk.

      Amanda’s eyes come to me, and I try to act professionally, despite the stare searing my back.

      When I least expect it, she spins on her heel and motions to the man standing behind my back.

      “I think you’ve met Chad McKenna,” she says casually.

      Swallowing hard, I turn around and act as if we barely know each other.

      “Oh, yes,” I say, trembling.

      My heart pounds ferociously when he connects his eyes with mine.

      His face lights up with a smile.

      He pushes off the desk and straightens, smoothly erasing the space between us.

      For a moment, it’s only him and me, the two women oblivious to us, talking somewhere in the back.

      “Miss Mason,” he murmurs in a sultry voice, making me want to rip his clothes off.

      “Sir,” I say, my hand disappearing in his touch.

      A slight quiver falls through me.

      He holds my hand a little longer, enjoying my reaction before breaking away from me, a secret smile creasing his lips.

      Holding my gaze, he imperceptibly nods, his eyes drifting up and down my body, giving me an appreciative look.

      He has a great time doing this–– I can tell––making me sweat under his eyes.

      “How do you like it so far?” he asks, an undertone lining his voice.

      “So far, so good. I couldn’t be happier,” I toss back at him, plastering a grin on my lips while giving him a suggestive, pointed look.

      And yet, he keeps playing with me.

      “That’s good to hear, Ms. Mason,” he says, his voice wrapping around my name in ways that make my nails sink into my palms.

      “I may have some tasks for you to do when you finish with Miss Paige,” he says, swaggering away from me.

      My eyes stay rooted on his shoulders.

      He spins around as if knowing I gawk at him and throws a questioning look at me. The women wait for me to speak.

      “Oh, yes. Of course,” I say.

      “Good. I’ll see you later, then,” he says, nearing the door, no longer looking at me.

      A long exhale leaves my lungs as the door closes behind him. I need more air.
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      VIVIAN

      

      I spend most of the afternoon in Amanda’s office before she starts a conference call, and I retreat in my cubicle.

      Five o’clock finds me working. Minutes after five, the door cracks open.

      Startled, I look up.

      Grinning, Zach walks into my office, rounds my desk, and stops next to me.

      “Everything good?” he asks.

      “Yes,” I say softly, giving him a small smile.

      “Is not hard, is it?”

      “No. But I bet things will get more complicated.”

      “Yes, they will, but you’ll be fine.”

      He props his rear against my desk, his arms crossed over his chest.

      “Listen…There’s a, um… One of my friends has his birthday party on Friday. Lila and Michael have already been invited. I was wondering if you could come.”

      “Uh... Friday? What time?”

      “It starts around seven. We can meet at Lila’s place. Michael will be there too.”

      “Sounds good,” I say, going over my options when the door slides open, and we flick our eyes in that direction.

      McKenna fills the doorframe with his imposing silhouette. Zach pushes off my desk at once.

      “Sir.”

      He straightens his back and stiffens while McKenna swaggers in, his eyes glinting with a smile when he takes us in.

      A stray bang slides over his brow. He combs it back nonchalantly.

      “Zachary Wilson,” he says cunningly.

      Zach seems surprised that his boss knows his name. He’s genuinely flattered, but I know better than that.

      Smoothly, McKenna stops in front of my desk while Zach steps away from it.

      “I gather you’re doing a great job instructing Ms. Mason here.”

      “Yes, sir. Everything runs smoothly,” Zach says in a quick breath, having no idea what he’s gotten himself into.

      I quietly observe McKenna.

      Avoiding my eyes, he runs his gaze over my desk, taking a swift inventory of the files spread over the surface, looking for clues. The fact that Zach was propped against my desk a few moments ago is most likely the incriminating evidence.

      Somehow, he pardons my co-worker and lets him live another day.

      Biting my lip, I stifle a grin.

      “Okay, then,” he says firmly, making Zach and I jolt a little. “I’ll let you two finish your work,” he says before making a beeline for the door.

      My eyes stay rooted on him until he disappears from my sight.

      “He’s good,” Zach says, unbridled admiration flashing through his voice.

      “What?” I blurt distractedly.

      “The man is really good. He built a huge business in record time. I’ve learned about the start-up and the valuation that they got virtually overnight. I wish I had his guts. Honestly, I don’t think a tech company today can bring that kind of cash in such a short time,” he says.

      His cell phone rings.

      He takes the call.

      “Yes… Sure. I’ll be there in a minute,” he says curtly before hanging up and looking at me.

      “I need to go. I have to run a mock presentation in preparation for tomorrow’s meeting.”

      Excusing himself, he dashes to the door.

      Just before he is about to step outside, something stops him. He pulls to a halt and glances at me over his shoulder.

      “About Friday night…” he says, his eyebrows lifting, a questioning look coming my way.

      “We’ll talk before then,” I say, smiling.

      “Cool.”

      He nods a clipped goodbye and vanishes out the door. I sigh.

      Hmm. That was, um… intense and interesting. My thoughts disappear when a soft buzzing lifts from my purse.

      I pick it up and fumble through the contents of my bag before scooping out my cell phone and answering the call.

      Maria from human resources directs me to the conference room where a presentation is underway.

      I ask her to give me more details, but she doesn’t have more information.

      “Okay,” I say and hang up.

      I clean up my desk, grab my phone and my tablet, and walk out of my cubicle, heading to the conference room.

      The afternoon floods the space with warm light.

      I quickly near the end of the corridor where the last door on the left takes me where I’m supposed to be.

      Rushed, I miss the moment when a strong arm materializes at my side and snakes around my waist, pulling me inside the boardroom.

      A mixed scent of smoke and cologne drifts into my nostrils when a hand slides over my mouth, muting the sounds coming from my chest.

      He lifts me and sets me on my feet into a room different than the one I was looking for.

      “McKenna?” I breathe out when he releases me.

      He slams the boardroom door closed, locks it, and taps a button under the long oval table, closing the shades.

      His eyes glimmer with hunger in the dimness.

      “What are you doing?” I ask, knowing full well what his plans are.

      He removes my phone and my tablet from my hands and tosses them onto a chair before dropping his jacket next to them.

      A slow smile curves my lips.

      The second he tugs at his tie and slides it off his neck, I begin to tingle with anticipation.

      Strong arms lift me off the floor and slide me onto the table. I lean back and prop myself on my elbows, watching him part my legs and riding my skirt up.

      “McKenna?” I call him softly.

      He already touches my skin, trailing my bare thighs before tearing off my lacy thong and moving his hands to my neckline.

      Smoothly and swiftly, he opens my blouse, yanks my bra off, and sinks his teeth into my chest.

      “McKenna??” I breathe out again. “Damn it...” I murmur, pushing upright, threading my fingers through his hair, and shedding his crisp white shirt off his shoulders.

      His lips travel up and hungrily find mine while I lock my legs around his waist.

      He pulls me up while he presses into me, and I completely lose it. Famished, I peel his shirt off completely while he unclasps my bra and sends it flying to the floor.

      One arm loops around my waist while his hand goes into my hair, our lips and tongues moving into a sensual tango, showing me heaven.

      My hands slide below his belt.

      “This is not going as we’ve planned, Mr. CEO,” I murmur against his lips, giving him a good rub through his pants.

      “To hell with the plan,” he rasps, unfastening his belt and pulling his fly open, my hand moving right behind his touch, going down his pants and curling around his throbbing cock.

      He twitches against my hand as I slide my fingers up and down, caressing him smoothly.

      A soft smile tilts his lips.

      “You drive me crazy, you know?” I say.

      “That makes two of us,” he rumbles, his husky voice giving me goosebumps. “Now, let me take care of you,” he says, setting me down.

      My stilettos touch the floor before he nudges me to spin and face the table.

      “I’ve promised you...” he says, a grin beaming in his voice.

      “And you’re a man of your word,” I murmur, staring at the long boardroom table.

      I can’t believe that the board members were sitting around this table only a few hours ago while he was speaking to them.

      In one smooth motion, he spreads my legs and wedges himself between them, his hot, hard length resting on my butt.

      He leans forward while I swivel my head to the side, looking for his mouth.

      He uses one hand to stroke me between my legs from behind, his lips teasing mine.

      “Oh... It’s so good,” I quietly say, trembling beneath his touch.

      He strokes my folds, his middle finger rolling over my pulsing clit.

      My bottom pushes out while I’m hungry for his lips.

      His fingers go lower, rubbing my entrance, spreading the moisture around. My flesh burns under his touch, his hard length grinding against my butt.

      “Please...” I murmur.

      He gives me more of his lips and a lot more of his fingers while I rock my hips, chasing his touch.

      He slides his fingers into me, thrusting his tongue into my mouth, and swiftly I begin to shudder.

      Lit up, my blood swirls through my veins, pumping heat along the way.

      I reach back to touch him when the orgasm rams through me before I get to plead with him to enter me.

      I shake and moan. He breaks the kiss and rides his hardness into me, his long deep thrusts pushing me against the table.

      His hand slides to the side before his fingers connect to a button under the table, turning on a projector, and generating a beam of light across the room, highlighting our dark silhouettes on the wall.

      Standing behind my back, he rolls his hips, slamming into me while I’m bent over the table. Eyes rooted to that image, I am trembling with pleasure.

      Firmly, he grabs my hips and runs his hardness into me, his arms tense, his fingers latched onto my skin.

      My eyes get heavy as I soak in his silhouette on the wall, his shoulders, sculpted biceps, and tapered waist leading to his hips.
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