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          SLOANE

        

      

    

    
      My phone buzzes, and even though it’s in my purse, in a desk drawer, I can hear it. Declan and Soames has a very strict no phones policy for its secretaries, so I ignore it.

      It buzzes again. And again. And again.

      I glance behind myself at the door to Mr. Declan’s office. It’s only my second week working here, and I don’t want to break the rules already, but he’s had the door closed all morning. It’ll be fine if I check my phone for thirty seconds, just to make sure it’s not someone telling me that my apartment is on fire, and then I’ll turn it off.

      Quickly, I reach down and pull my phone out of my bag. It buzzes again, the screen lighting up, and I realize I have one billion texts from my best friend, Hayden.

      Hayden: Ugh, how’s your morning? You as bad as me?

      Hayden: I feel like these fashion bitches are stomping on my brain with spike heels.

      Hayden: You there? Are you at work already?

      Hayden: With your hot boss? :-D

      Hayden: Ooh, maybe you already got him to bend you over the desk like you said you wanted. You work fast, girl. Damn.

      Hayden: You can tell me about it over drinks next week.

      All the texts are like that — Hayden teasing me about having a crush on my boss. We met for happy hour last night to celebrate my new job, but she’s a bad influence, and we stayed out until one in the morning on a weeknight.

      I might have gotten really drunk. I might have told her that I have a thing for my new boss, Mr. Declan, who’s fifteen years my senior, very stern, and sexy as hell. I might have told her that every time I’m in his office, all I can think about is him bending me over his desk, pushing my skirt up and—

      “Sloane,” a voice says, and I freeze. I’m still bent over at my desk, drawer out, phone in hand.

      He’s right behind me, his tall, powerful frame looming over me, still bent over, desk drawer out. I drop the phone like it’s on fire and sit up straight, turning bright red as I look him in the eye.

      Please, God, don’t let him have seen those texts. Please.

      “Yes, Mr. Declan?” I say, my stomach in knots.

      “Could I see you for a moment?” he asks, his voice quietly powerful. In control.

      I swallow.

      “Of course,” I say, and follow him into his office.

      I’m wearing a tight pencil skirt and sky-high heels, because when I woke up this morning, it seemed like a good idea. I was hungover, and I’d just woken up from a dream that Mr. Declan had pushed me against the floor-to-ceiling windows in his office, then slowly stripped me where practically all of Manhattan could see.

      I have to stop picking out what I’m going to wear when I’m too horny to see straight, I think, my ass swishing side-to-side as I follow my boss into his office.

      “Close the door,” he says, his low, commanding voice quietly filling the space. I do it, then turn toward him as he sits in the leather executive chair behind his wide mahogany desk, leaning back.

      I fold my hands in front of me and force myself to focus, because I’m at work, and even if most of my fantasies start exactly this way, I need to be thinking about advertising copy right now, not my boss pulling me onto his lap, the thick, hard pole of his erection rubbing against me...

      Shit, I’m dripping wet again, my tiny thong soaked, just from standing in front of him.

      “We have a cell phone policy for assistants,” Mr. Declan says, his gray eyes looking dead into mine.

      My heart is pounding so hard I’m almost certain he can hear it, and it’s not the only thing pounding.

      “Yes, I know, I’m sorry, I just got a couple texts and realized I hadn’t turned it off this morning. It won’t happen again,” I say, all the words spilling out in one breath.

      He nods, still holding my gaze.

      “Good,” he says, and his eyes soften, just a bit. “I just wanted to remind you.”

      I turn bright pink.

      I’ve been a bad, bad girl, I think, the thought coming to me totally unbidden.

      I blush harder.

      “I called you in here because we’ve just won a very big project with a very tight deadline,” he says.

      I blink in surprise.

      “The Daily Grind is going to be launching a sit-down restaurant chain, and they’ve asked us to put in a bid for their first major advertising campaign,” he says. “They would be an enormous client, and we could stand to do very well, but they want a full mock-up by close of business Friday for their print ads.”

      I nod, the throb in my pussy finally lessening. At least talking about advertising for coffee chains doesn’t turn me on.

      “I’m going to need you to do quite a bit of overtime,” he says.

      The throb starts again, and I don’t respond for a moment.

      Just the two of us, here, in the office, late at night, I think. Make up some obligation that keeps you from staying. Tell him that your grandmother is dying, or your sister is having a baby, or something.

      “I’d be happy to do it,” I say.

      Shit.

      Mr. Declan just nods.

      “Set up a meeting for me with the head of copywriting and the head of the art department for this afternoon. Whatever they have going on now, they can reschedule. Tell their assistants it’s urgent, and that this is coming directly from me, but don’t tell them why. I hate starting rumors,” he says, the commanding tone back in his voice.

      I nod.

      “And please cancel all of my dinner engagements for this week. I believe there’s one tonight and one Wednesday.”

      “Lunches?”

      “Those can stay for now.”

      “Anything else, Mr. Declan?” I ask.

      He gives me a long, slow look, and even though his eyes don’t leave mine I feel like he’s raking his eyes over my body, heat bubbling through me as I imagine him saying come over here, Sloane.

      I glance at his lap, just for half a moment. Maybe it’s the way his pants lay, but I swear I see the outline of his cock, stiff against the expensive material.

      “Not right now,” he says, his voice soft, nearly a growl.

      My juices slide down my inner thigh, and I clench my legs together, thankful that this skirt goes to my knees.

      “I’ll get that done,” I say, my voice nearly trembling, and I open the door to the rest of the open-plan office.

      “Sloane,” he says, my heart thumping in my chest.

      Nothing is going to happen now, not with the door open, I think.

      I turn. He’s still at his desk, leaning forward now, gray eyes deadly serious.

      “Yes?” I ask.

      “You’re off to an excellent start here,” he says, his voice so low I practically feel it vibrating through the floor. “Keep it up and you could go far.”

      My toes clench in my uncomfortable shoes.

      “Thank you,” I say, and walk out of his office, hips swaying in my tight skirt.
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          MR. DECLAN

        

      

    

    
      Sloane, my new secretary, walks out of my office, her perfect ass swaying from side to side in her tight skirt. I don’t exhale until she’s seated again.

      Fire her, I think. You don’t even need a reason. Fire her before you fuck her and get sued for sexual harassment.

      It won’t happen, and I know it. Every time I get near her all I can think about is Sloane, on her knees in front of me. Blindfolded, her pink lips around my cock as I hold her hair and push myself down her throat. The way she’d gasp for air when I let her go, the sticky sweetness pooling between her legs.

      I have excellent eyesight, but reading those texts only confirmed what I’d already suspected. Now I don’t think I’ll be able to get the thought of fucking Sloane over my desk out of my head.

      My inbox has nearly sixty unread emails, and I turn to my computer screen and try to make myself focus.

      From: Diane Williams

      To: Jasper Declan

      URGENT: Action required on utilizing the Slauson account!

      I’m still rock-hard, my cock straining at my custom-tailored suit pants. Thinking about Sloane, on her hands and knees on my desk, skirt hiked over her perfect ass. Her eyes rolling back in her head as I make her come harder than she’s ever come before.

      I try to read the email from our head of accounting, but it may as well be Greek because I can’t think about this right now. I clench my jaw and glance at my open office door.

      Then I adjust my cock so I at least don’t have a tent pole in my pants, and walk out of my office toward the men’s room. I nod brusquely at my coworkers as I walk past, glad for my no-nonsense reputation around the office, or I might have to make small talk while nursing an erection so hard it feels like my cock might explode.

      In the men’s room, I shut myself in a stall, lean one hand against the tile over the toilet, and finally free my cock. It practically jumps into my hand and I grip it, nearly groaning as I stroke myself from root to tip.

      I think of the way Sloane’s eyes went wide when I asked her to step into my office. I think of the way she bit her lip when I told her she’d need to do overtime this week, like she didn’t even know she was doing it. I stroke harder, gritting my teeth together, forcing myself not to release the guttural growl I can feel building in my chest.

      Sloane, standing in my office, breathing so hard, the buttons on her blouse strained. Sloane, on her knees, blouse torn asunder, big eyes looking up at me, mouth around my cock.

      My balls tighten, tension gathering in my belly, and I squeeze my eyes shut, already close to coming just thinking about her like that.

      Sloane, handcuffed and blindfolded. Face down on a bed, her sweet cunt slick with juices. The way she’d moan as I knelt behind her, so ready for me to take her, to claim her —

      I pump my fist one last time and come with an explosive grunt, the thick, ropy streams splashing into the water below as I come spurt after spurt and don’t stop until my cock has gone soft in my hand and I’m panting.

      I can’t fucking believe this, I think, staring down, trying to steady my breathing. Some secretary has me jerking off in the office bathroom like a teenager at the Playboy Mansion or something.

      This is ridiculous.

      I wipe the seat with some toilet paper, but I’ve done this quite a few times since Sloane started, and my aim is pretty good now. I tuck my cock back into my pants, flush, and hope that I make it through the rest of the day without needing to jerk off in the bathroom again.
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      I stay late that night but send Sloane home at five, her normal time.

      “Are you sure?” she asks, standing in my doorway, hands clasped.

      Hard to not imagine them tied, her legs spread as she moans please, Mr. Declan, please.

      “Yes, I’m sure,” I say, my cock twitching in my pants yet again.

      Then I pause.

      “But I’ll need you to work late the rest of the week,” I say.

      She swallows and nods quickly, a faint blush rising to her cheeks.

      “Good night,” she says.

      “Good night,” I say.

      Then I watch her ass again as she walks to her desk, bends over to shut off her computer, then walks for the front door.
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          SLOANE

        

      

    

    
      When I get to the ground floor of my office building, I step to the side, take off my heels, and slip into the flats that I bring for my walk to the subway. Most of the secretaries do this right in the office, but I don’t want to.

      I can feel Mr. Declan’s eyes on me as I walk in these things. I know how my hips move from side to side when I walk in heels this high, and impractical as it is, I like it.

      I shouldn’t want him to watch me, but I do. I shouldn’t want to drive my boss crazy, but I can’t help myself. Just thinking about him turns me into a shivering puddle of goo.

      It’s dangerous. It’s dirty. I want him to do filthy things to me, things I’ve never even thought about doing to anyone else. I want to get on my knees and suck his cock in his office chair. I want him to take me in his office — every way he can.

      My pussy throbs again, and I squeeze my thighs together, standing in the lobby of an office building.

      Quit it, I think. The subway is no place for dirty thoughts.
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      The express train to Queens does help the situation, actually. I’m not usually glad to be stuck in a huge crowd of smelly strangers, but it has the welcome effect of making me stop thinking about the things I want my boss to do to me.

      Only for a while, though.

      As I unlock the door to my tiny studio apartment, I’m thinking about him again, so flustered I nearly drop my keys twice. Once inside I head straight for my bed in the middle of the room, tossing my purse on the floor.

      I lie back, my skirt already hiked over my hips, and push my fingers under my soaking-wet thong, biting my lip so I don’t make noise. It feels extra silly to moan while I masturbate, but I’m thinking of being on Mr. Declan’s desk, his fingers stroking me.

      I circle my clit with one finger and bite my lip harder, electric shocks going through my body at the thought of his finger there. I rub harder, adding another finger, both slippery with my juices as I arch my back, already breathing hard.

      I imagine him, getting his cock out, stroking it in his hand.

      “Please,” I whisper out loud.

      Then I immediately bite my lip harder, because there is no one else here.

      My fingers circle faster, but it’s not enough. I’m aching with emptiness, and I reach my other hand down and slide three fingers into my swollen, wet channel.

      I moan, working both my hands in tandem, and I can feel the pressure building inside me toward release. I think about Mr. Declan’s cock as he pushes me back on his desk, holding me down roughly as he teases me, the thick head against my entrance.

      “Please,” I whimper, and this time I don’t care how silly it sounds.

      My fingers feel good but I need more. I need to be filled up, satisfied.

      I need Mr. Declan’s cock, but I can’t have that.

      Then I remember: the dildo that Hayden gave me.

      I stop for a moment and stare at the ceiling, blinking in surprise. Then I start laughing.

      How the fuck could I forget that? I wonder. I pull my hands off myself, sit up in bed, take my thong off, and root through my underwear drawer, biting my lip.

      When I broke up with my last boyfriend, almost a year ago, Hayden gave me a comically large dildo. She told me it was in case I got lonely, but I’ve never used it, because it’s... well, it’s way bigger than anyone I’ve been with before, and it just seemed impossible.

      But right now, I’m so desperately needy that I’ll give it a shot.

      I find it behind my stash of period underwear, and swallow hard as I pull it out of my drawer. It’s lifelike, flesh-colored and veiny, and even though I thought it was dumb when she gave it to me, just looking at this realistic cock makes me just a little wetter.

      I lie back on my bed and close my eyes, rubbing my clit hard, the dildo thick and firm in my other hand. I slide it along my lips and then position its thick head at my opening, hold my breath, and push the head inside myself.

      Fuck it feels good, and I gasp out loud, my hips lifting off the bed. I can feel my cunt stretch around the massive dildo, and for a moment I hold still, just the head inside, and try to breathe.

      Then my body just takes over. My hips come off the bed further, almost moving of their own accord, and I moan out loud as I slide the dildo into my tight, waiting hole, as deep as it’ll go. I’m still rubbing my clit furiously, stretched and filled beyond anything I’ve ever felt, and it’s incredible.

      I can’t believe I’ve never used this thing before, but I don’t think I’ve ever been horny enough to get it inside before.

      I start fucking myself with the dildo, but I know I’m not going to last long. My thighs are already shaking, my pussy clenching and fluttering around the big sex toy. I’m imagining myself on Mr. Declan’s desk, his thick cock pounding into me as he holds my legs over his shoulders, plowing me as deep and hard as he can.

      “Fuck me, Mr. Declan,” I whisper, eyes shut, head thrown back against my pillow. “God, please, just fuck me.”

      I bite my lip and push the dildo deep and hard, my fingers still working my clit furiously. A bolt of heat flashes through me, nearly pushing me over the edge.

      “Make me come,” I whimper, thinking of my boss’s face above my own, his cock deep inside me.

      Then I’m flying over the edge as my muscles all clamp around the huge dildo, my head arching back as I gasp and moan, my whole body shaking and jerking with the force of it. I keep coming, the dildo in my pussy urging me on to new heights, and I’m panting for breath, forcing myself not to scream.

      Finally, it fades, and I’m lying on my bed, work clothes rumpled. I pull the dildo out of myself with a sticky slurp and put it on the bed next to me, still lying there in a stupor.

      There, I think. Maybe now overtime with the boss won’t be so bad, since now I know I can come home and fuck a monster dildo, at least.

      I take a deep breath, then get up and make spaghetti for dinner.
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