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I never intended for working late to end up with me bent over my boss’s desk, panties lost somewhere on the floor of my cubicle, while the office stud’s massive black cock rearranged my guts. But a woman can only ignore her needs for so long. And on Valentine's Day evening that need came in the form of Damien King.

***
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Up the corporate ladder. That was the sole desire of my existence up until February fourteenth. Until I found myself alone in the office with Damien King. The office stud. The walking, talking, breathing monument to everything I told myself I was too busy for. He was leaning against the doorframe of my cubicle, a lazy grin on his stupidly handsome face. IT guy didn't do him justice. He was the IT god.

"Nowhere to be tonight, Erica?"

His tone was different. Different from the "poor, lonely workaholic", "she must be a lesbian", "probably has a dozen cats at home" tone everyone else used. There was a hint of something else in there. Dark. Sultry. Coating the question with a layer that would only expose itself if I answered correctly.

I could have been cold. The 'ice queen' persona had served me well. Kept me out of the office gossip mill. Just a flat delivery and I knew he would have gotten the message. But that would have been a lie. A waste. Being alone in the office with Damien King was the kind of fantasy that had me spread eagle on my bed with a vibrator buzzing on my clit for years. The kind of fantasy I'd kept in check, sacrificed in favor of spreadsheets and quarterly reports.

Maybe it was all of the lovey dovey shit that had been floating in the office all day, but something in me snapped. I returned his grin instead of the usual cold stare, letting his dark charm instantly crack the "no time for men" foundation of my life. My thighs shifted as a primal awareness of the man before me settled deep in my stomach and coaxed an unexpected wave of slick from my pussy.

"Still haven't met a man who can handle me." I wasn't an expert at seduction. I said it in the best "I'm a strong independent woman who knows what she wants" way that I could muster. Body turned slightly towards him. Pencil skirt riding up my thighs. Legs parted just enough to dare him to look.

And look he did. Not subtle. Not quick. His gaze held an intense hunger that made my clit pulse. His eyes were looking past my clothes, calculating the way men do, forming an image of what my flesh looked like underneath the layers of cotton and polyester. I could feel my nipples harden against the thin lace of my bra as Damien walked closer, letting the verbal silence fuel my anticipation. Each of his steps sounded so confident and powerful on the tile floor. What was he doing? What was I doing?

By the time he was looming over me, I was breathing audibly and fighting the urge to grind my hips against the chair. God, I didn't realize exactly how much I wanted this until it was right there, a big black god-of-a-man and the bulge of his cock against fitted khaki pants tempting me. His mouth parted to reveal perfect pearly whites and I hung on the cliff of expectation.

He pulled out a USB drive and said without missing a beat, "I need to update your drivers."
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I blinked. My brain, which had been happily skipping toward a scenario involving him lifting me onto this very desk, short-circuited. Drivers? My drivers? Computer drivers? The whiplash was so violent I almost blurted out, "What the fuck?"

Damien just stood there, waiting for me to log out of the system. The professional detachment in his expression was a goddamn masterpiece. Like the last thirty seconds of raw, eye-fucking tension had never happened. He could have been asking me about the weather. But the air in the cubicle was different now. Charged. Thick with the ghost of what had almost been. And the very real, very potent threat of what could still be.

I did the usual motions with my mouse, closing out as if it had been another fulfilling day. However, this time, instead of a face full of relief, I possessed the wide eyes and flat lips of a woman hoping there was more for me to do. Literally.

"I'll move," I said, expecting Damien to step aside.

But those muscular thighs only crept closer, his crotch leveled with my face like his own version of a dare. Unlike him, I couldn't keep my composure. A glimpse at that magnificent, intimidating bulge up close and my head snapped back to the computer screen as if there were still pages to read.

"You're fine, this shouldn't take long," he said as he leaned over me to reach the tower.

Fuck. It hit me all at once. His muscles. His scent. His heat. I was engulfed by his frame, a glimpse of what it would be like to get pinned underneath him as he made no effort to avoid touching me. A brush of his forearm against my shoulder. The press of his thigh against the back of my chair. My nipples hardened to the point of pain as I tried to control the tremor that threatened to rack through me.

Was this his game? To drive me insane with a slow, torturous burn? See if I would break first? And then what? Would he tell the whole office how the frigid secretary practically begged for it on Valentine's Day? How she creamed herself just from him leaning over her chair? The thought sent a wave of ice through my veins that warred with the fire licking at my cunt. Risk my office reputation for a quick fuck with the company stud? For some big black cock?

There were a few clicks of the mouse, a hum of a tone from Damien, and a progress bar that acted as a visual timer for me to make a decision.

Damien glanced back at me as if he could tell everything that had been racing through my mind. "This is the exciting part," he said with a smug smile. "The wait."
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