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      Ellie

      "Shall we sit?" My boss's rumbling voice rolls through me like slow, sweet syrup, and even though he isn't talking to me, I have to fight the urge to say “Yes, sir” and climb onto his lap.

      My hands tremble as I pour water for the trio of investors he's meeting with. Not because of nerves, but because of what it does to me when he exercises his man-in-charge tone. I slide one glass across the table, then fill the other three, and finally, take a seat that's close enough to write notes but far enough away to be unobtrusive. As an assistant, that's my job. To always be there to help, but not attract undue attention—something I excel at.

      "Nice place you've got here," one of the investors says, glancing out a full-length window over the view of Washington below.

      "It has its charms." Warren Hamilton, the sexiest man alive, a.k.a. my boss, sips his water and sets it down, his palm remaining curled around the glass. His massive palm. My thighs squeeze together as his finger idly rubs the rim. I have a thing for his hands. They're huge and capable and sexy. Just like the rest of him. My gaze dips to his crotch, then flies back to my notebook as my cheeks heat. I've been working for Mr. Hamilton for nearly two years, and I’ve spent most of that time uncomfortably turned on. Unfortunately, I don't seem to have the same effect on him. At least he hasn't noticed my crush. I'd be mortified if he knew how often my vibrator gets a workout while I exorcise my fantasies of him. For a virgin, I have a very active imagination.

      "Now, gentlemen, let's talk about why you're here." Warren sits forward, drawing my attention to the breadth of his shoulders. There's something about their solidness that makes clients feel safe. "You want the best for your new casino in Vegas, and you know I can give that to you. Hamilton Industries has the best architects, engineers, and construction staff in the business. We can provide excellence through every stage of the project."

      I bite my lip. His confidence is sexy as hell. I like to imagine he's the same in the bedroom. Any woman he is with wouldn't need to worry about being satisfied or taken care of. My gaze skims his strong chin and the neatly trimmed beard covering it. A recent addition. I'd hoped it would decrease his appeal, but instead it's multiplied tenfold because each time I see him rub the rough hair—as he's doing now—all I can think of is how it would feel between my thighs.

      They go on to discuss details, with the investors asking questions and Warren taking his time to answer each one properly. I jot notes, but my focus lingers on the way Warren dominates the conversation without being aggressive. He directs it without them even realizing he’s doing it, and as their confidence in him grows, so does the dampness of my panties. I shift restlessly, hoping my skirt is thick enough that it won't be obvious when we get up.

      "Ellie."

      I blink, startled, and find all four men staring at me. I duck my head, cheeks flaming. "Yes?"

      "Are you okay?" Warren asks, his brow furrowed with concern. "You seem uncomfortable."

      Oh, my God. My face flames hotter. Of course he's noticed my state. He's considerate, and way too attuned to those around him.

      "Oh, um, I'm okay." I search for a reasonable excuse. "Just thirsty."

      He frowns at the four glasses, and notices for the first time that I don't have one. He slides his glass over. "Here. Next time, make sure you have one for yourself too." Then he resumes talking to the investors and I sink further into my chair, hoping none of them can see my total embarrassment. I force myself to drink, although I can practically feel the imprint of his mouth beneath mine. This might be the closest my lips will ever come to his.

      Warren sits back with his hands on his knees. "Are we ready to sign?"

      One of the men nods. "We're excited to work with you."

      "Great." Warren gestures at me. "Ellie, the contract, please?"

      I pass him the papers, hoping no one notices the hitch in my breath as our fingers brush.

      "So, we'll see you in Vegas next week?" the lead investor asks.

      Wait, what?

      "I'm looking forward to it," Warren replies.

      I scramble to catch up. I must have missed part of the conversation. "What days should I schedule the flights, sir?" I ask, to mask my stuff-up.

      "We'll be going there on Monday and back on Tuesday." He smiles at me, and it's a miracle I don't turn into a puddle on the floor. After all this time, you'd think I'd be immune to his slightly crooked grin, but it never loses its appeal. "No need to book flights. We'll take the jet."

      Wait, "we"?

      I'm starting to feel a little slow.

      "How many people will be going, sir?"

      "Just you and me. There's no need for anyone else to be involved at this stage. There are a number of details to work out before then."

      "Okay, got it." Inside, I'm a flustered mess. Did he just announce that he and I will be alone on a private jet? That we'll be staying in Las Vegas—together? We've never done that before. Although, to be fair, he rarely travels, preferring to reign supreme from headquarters and have his staff do the running around. He must be making an exception because of the scale of the project. It's going to occupy most of Hamilton Industries’ resources for months.

      But my mind refuses to think of anything other than him and I. Traveling together. With no one else.

      If ever there was a chance to make him to look at me as something other than his assistant, this is it. Am I up to the challenge?

      Warren stands. "Gentlemen, would you like a drink, or shall I see you out?"

      The one in the center checks his watch. "We'd better get going, but we'll see you next week."

      I stay seated until Warren has escorted the men from the room, then slowly get to my feet. My legs are shaky, and when I run a hand down the back of my skirt, there's a slight patch of moisture but hopefully nothing too obvious. As I tidy the glasses away, my brain is zooming through possibilities. Is someone like me, who's built to blend into the background, even capable of capturing the attention of a man like Warren Hamilton?

      I'm not sure whether I'm brave enough to find out.
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      Warren

      I see the clients out the door as fast as I can do so politely. I'm pleased they've decided to go ahead with their plans, but I'm distracted by the need to check on Ellie. My assistant is usually quiet and organized. During that meeting, she was scattered. I hope she's not getting sick. Not because it would inconvenience me to have her absent from work, but because I have a soft spot for the gorgeous blonde whose job it is to look after me. A soft spot I never had for her mother, who worked as her predecessor in the role.

      As I hurry back to my office, I remember something that eases my mind. Today is Ellie’s birthday. Her twenty-first. Perhaps she started partying early and is nursing a hangover, although she doesn't seem the type. Suddenly, I picture her in a skintight dress with a plunging neckline as she dances her way through the bars of Washington, and have to adjust myself behind the zipper of my fly. Yeah, I'm the sort of sick fuck who fantasizes about a woman half my age and within my employ. My father was the same. The difference between us is that he dipped his wick in the company inkpot whenever he damn well pleased, whereas I'm resisting my attraction to Ellie because I refuse to do the same. I'm better than that. Her mother would never have recommended Ellie as her replacement unless she trusted me not to fall into the same pattern as my father.

      I collect the box I had delivered earlier and carry it to her desk, which is located just outside my office, where she acts as sentry. Nobody gets to me without her say-so. She hasn't returned from tidying the conference room yet, so I pause. Post-it notes line the front of her desk, all covered in neatly written text. In the space where her laptop usually goes is a pink notepad with hearts doodled on it. My jaw tightens. Who was she thinking about when she drew those hearts? Is there someone here she likes? I see the architects and engineers drop by sometimes, lingering longer than necessary just for the joy of talking to her. I can't blame them. I do the same. She's a perfect blend of beauty and vulnerability that makes men want to introduce her to pleasure and then shelter her from the world.

      "Warren." She glides along the corridor toward me. "Sorry to keep you waiting. What do you need?"

      "You're fine," I assure her, then pass her the box. "Here. Happy birthday."

      A blush travels up the elegant length of her neck. "Thank you. You didn't have to do that."

      "I wanted to." I only wish it could be something more. Something that would be wholly inappropriate for a boss to give his assistant, like a diamond necklace or a ring. Something more reflective of her true value.

      She opens the box and beams as though all of her Christmases have come at once. Her green eyes shine with delight as they meet mine. "Are these cupcakes from the Honeysuckle Cafe?"

      I nod. "Made fresh this morning."

      "I can't believe you remembered they're my favorite!"

      I shrug. "When you talk, I listen."

      The pink creeps up her cheeks and flushes them a delicate shade that only makes her more stunning. "Well, thank you. That's very sweet of you."

      "Oh, here. Before I forget." I pass her a candle, and she pokes it into the top of a cupcake, then retrieves a lighter from the desk drawer and lights it.

      "Do I even want to know why you have a lighter?" I ask.

      She laughs. "It's my job to be prepared."

      "Go on." I gesture to the cupcake. "Make a wish."

      She purses her lips to blow it out, and a shot of lust bolts to my groin. My cock stiffens, threatening to make its presence known. It looks as though she's preparing to go down on me, and my greedy flesh is eager for her touch. Desperate, even. Through sheer force of will, I manage not to tent my designer pants in front of her. When she closes her eyes for a moment, part of me wants to shove her to her knees and find out what those sweet lips will do when confronted by my throbbing cock. Would she take pity on a horny older man for the state she's unconsciously put him in? In my fantasies, she lets me fuck her mouth, but I'd be damned lucky if she'd just sit there and let me jack off onto her tits.

      Shit.

      My dick stirs again.

      I clench my fists at my sides.

      Do not manhandle your innocent assistant.

      Her eyes open and lock on mine. For a moment, I think she's read my thoughts and that she's about to pull away in disgust, but then she smiles.

      "I made a wish." She grabs a cupcake from the box and offers it to me. "I can't eat them all on my own."

      I take her cupcake, knowing that its frosted top is the closest I'm going to get to the gorgeous tits hiding inside Ellie Rose's modest high-necked blouse. Even if she weren't my employee, she could have anyone she wanted. What would she want from a guy who breezed past forty a few months ago? Sure, people say I could have anyone. I keep myself in decent shape and the face I see in the mirror isn't ugly, but my beard is sprinkled with gray, and the hair at my temples has already turned silver. Not to mention that I'm married to my job as CEO of Hamilton Industries. My gaze travels down her body, eating her up, then it lingers on her shoes. While she dresses conservatively, her shoes are always sexy as hell. Her one concession to vanity.

      "I'm sure it'll be delicious." She'd probably taste better, but I won't ever be able to confirm that. "I must get back to work. Happy birthday, Ellie. Make it a good one." Just not too good.

      “Thanks, Warren.”

      I nod and return to my office. Then I sit at my desk, set the cupcake aside, and rest my forehead on the wood. I live in fear that Ellie will tell me she’s met a man. Someone who can woo her properly. Make her feel special. Give her everything she needs. When that day finally comes—and it will—it's going to be the worst kind of torture. But at least I'll have her all to myself for two days next week. Although a night in Vegas with my sexy assistant might not be a blessing.

      Reaching beneath the desk, I cup my cock and squeeze gently. The poor thing has a rough time with Ellie around. She's too much temptation, and every time I give myself relief, I feel like the worst kind of asshole for picturing her in the ways I do. But I can't help myself. Not when it comes to her.

    

  

OEBPS/images/my-billionaire-boss-v1-1.jpg
A BILLIONAIRE BOSS AGE-GAP ROMANCE

AUBREE FROST






OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


