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            THE CHEMIST

          

        

      

    

    
      He knows how to use his beaker…

      

      Sophie

      I love my boss.  Liam Whitby is brilliant, funny, and makes a lab coat look sexy.  He’s also completely uninterested in me.

      Until one late night at work changes everything.

      Now, we can’t keep our hands off each other, and the sparks could cause fiery chaos in the lab.

      Liam

      I don’t date coworkers.  At least not since my messy breakup with my lab tech.  I’m determined to stick to my vow, even if I’m constantly imagining what my fellow chemist, Sophie looks like in nothing but a lab coat and heels.  Sleeping with Sophie is a mistake, but I can’t resist her sweet kisses or our explosive chemistry.

      Even though I only want a casual relationship, our bond is elemental.  Is that why I can’t stay away from her?
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        Sophie

      

      

      “Sophie, don’t take this the wrong way, but that’s a stupid idea.”  My best friend Hattie sipped at her coffee and took a bite of the carrot cake muffin.

      “Mrs. Galath always said there was no such thing as a stupid idea,” I said.

      “Look, our second grade teacher was a real sweetheart, but trust me, even she would say that’s a stupid idea,” Hattie said.

      “Lots of people move to new towns, get plastic surgery, and assume new identities,” I said.  “It happens all the time, Hattie.”

      “No, it doesn’t.”

      Hattie’s pragmatism was a real downer.

      “Honey,” Hattie's gaze was sympathetic, “I know this week has sucked really hard -”

      “Just like me in that video!  Heyo!”  I held out my fist, but Hattie shook her head.

      “I’m not fist bumping something that is upsetting you.”

      “I’m using humour to overcome the humiliation,” I said.  “Since the ‘change my identity and my looks’ option is not viable.”

      Hattie’s continuing look of sympathy didn’t make me feel any better.  “Don’t feel sorry for me, okay, Hatts?  I have no one to blame but myself.”

      Her sympathy became fierce disapproval.  “Don’t even start with me on that bullshit, Sophie.  This is one hundred percent that cocksucker Cody’s fault.  He uploaded the video to PornCentral, not you.  He sent the copy of the video to your coworkers, not you.”

      “Ugh.”  I stared at my coffee and my uneaten piece of banana loaf.  I’d lost my appetite sometime around Tuesday when Cody sent the email, and it had yet to return.

      “Why did he have to send it to everyone at work?” I asked.  “Why?”

      “Because he’s an asshole,” Hattie said.  “An asshole with an inflated ego and a ridiculously tiny dick. Now I know why you faked your orgasms with him.  Although the one on the video was real, yeah?”

      “No,” I admitted.  “It’s fake.”

      “Huh.  Your faking ability is impressive, girl.”

      “Thanks,” I said morosely.  “I had a lot of practice.”

      “I never understood why you dated Cody for so long, anyway.  I mean, not that sex is everything, but if he couldn’t even make you cum, why stick with him?”

      “Well, because like you said, sex isn’t everything in a relationship, and I kind of thought that I could teach him how to make me cum eventually, you know?”

      “Not with a dick that small,” Hattie said.

      “It’s not about the size,” I said, “it’s how they use it.  Besides, Cody is average size, and you know it.  Although I appreciate you trying to make me feel better.”

      “I’m sorry it’s not working,” Hattie said.

      “Honestly, I’m not sure there’s anything that can help,” I said.  “Not when every person at Optimum Pharmaceuticals was emailed a copy of my sex tape with my ex-boyfriend.”

      “Any luck getting the porn site to remove it?” Hattie asked.

      “Not yet.  Honestly, the real damage was sending the video to my coworkers, and Cody knew that, you know?  How they look at me now is… well, it’s awful and embarrassing.”

      “It’s only been three days,” Hattie said.  “The novelty will die off, and they’ll treat you the same as they did before.”

      My blonde hair was in its usual ponytail, and I tugged absently on the end of it.  “Did I tell you that Cody replied to my text?”

      “Shit, no.  What did he say?  Did he tell you why he did it?”

      “Yeah.  Says he knows it was me who ratted him out to Liam, and that’s why Liam fired him.”

      “Are you kidding me?  You didn’t tell Liam about Cody’s mistake!”  Hattie’s look of outrage was kind of adorable.  “That fucking cunt.  Seriously, I hate that guy so much.  You were the one who fixed his mistake!  And if you were going to rat him out for the fuck-up, you would have done it three months ago when he broke up with you.”

      “Honestly, I should have reported his mistake the day it happened.  Liam gave me so much shit on Monday about not reporting it.  I thought he was gonna fire me too,” I said.

      “It’s been over four months since Cody fucked up.  Do you know how Liam found out?”

      “No, but I suspect it was Erica.  Liam didn’t say who told him, and he was so pissed that I didn’t want to push.  I'd be heartbroken if I got fired just as we started the pre-clinical development stage.  It feels like it’s taken us forever to get here.”

      Hattie smoothed back a strand of her dark hair that had already escaped her braid.  “I’m proud of you, Soph.  You do important work.”

      “So do you,” I said.

      She scoffed and took another sip of coffee.  “I was paid to pretend to be someone else.  That’s not important work.  You’re creating a new drug that could help epilepsy.  That’s important work.”

      “That isn’t who you are anymore,” I said.  “And you haven’t been that person for a long time.  What you do now is important.”

      “I fix cars,” she said.

      “People need their cars,” I said.

      “Yeah, I know.”

      “You okay?” I asked.  “I thought you loved being a mechanic.”

      “I do,” she said.  “I seriously love it, but lately, I’ve just been restless.  I’m looking for….”

      “Looking for what?” I asked when she didn’t continue.

      She shook her head.  “I don’t want to talk about it.  At least not right here in the middle of Brilliant Beanz where anyone can overhear us.”

      I looked around the crowded coffee shop.  I recognized about seventy-five percent of the faces, which happened when you lived your entire life in the same small town.

      “All right,” I said, “but we are circling back to this, Hattie.”

      “Yeah, yeah.  Right now, let’s focus on your crisis, okay?”

      “Do you think Barb looked at me funny when we ordered our coffee?” I asked.

      Hattie glanced at the silver-haired woman standing at the till and smiling at a customer.  “No, why?”

      “Because she gave me an, I’ve seen you sucking your boyfriend’s dick look,” I said.  “And Walter at the Super Save last night definitely gave me an, I watched you taking it from behind look.”

      “Oh, Walter has absolutely seen your sex tape,” Hattie said.  “He asked me on Thursday night if you and I had ever hooked up and recorded it.  Said if we had, we could load that to PornCentral, and he’d even pay to watch it.”

      “What a gentleman.” My voice was thick with sarcasm and embarrassment.  “Sorry you’re getting dragged into this, Hattie.”

      “Honey, you know I don’t care.  Besides, there are, like, four videos of me on PornCentral right now.”

      “Yeah, but none of them are actually you,” I said.  “Just incredibly impressive look-alikes.”

      She shrugged.  “People believe it’s me.  Or want to believe it is.  It’s what happens when you’re a moderately successful actress.”

      Moderately successful was total BS.  My best friend had become the star of a very popular sitcom at the age of eleven.  Everyone knew her name, but few people knew why she’d quit the show and returned to Willowdale as soon as she turned eighteen.

      It’d been seven years since she’d quit, but thanks to the show's popularity, syndicated reruns, and the antics of Hattie’s mother, Hattie hadn’t faded into obscurity as she’d hoped.  Paparazzi occasionally showed up to our small town of Willowdale to stalk and snap pictures - usually whenever her mother did something stupid - and Hattie bore it all with a quiet stoicism, no matter what they wrote about her in the tabloids.

      “Anyway,” Hattie said, “I promise this will die down, even with your coworkers.”

      “I’m working with him today,” I said.

      “Liam?” she asked.

      I nodded, my stomach churning up the small amount of coffee I’d managed to drink.  “Yeah.”

      “Okay.”  Hattie’s voice turned brisk.  “So, the guy you’ve been crushing on since you started at the lab has seen you banging another guy.  It’s not ideal, but it's not that big of a deal in the grand scheme of things because….”

      “Because Liam is gay and probably more into watching Cody in the video than me,” I said.

      “Bingo.”  Hattie gave me finger guns and ate another bite of muffin.

      “Finger guns, Hattie?”

      “I’m bringing them back.  Making them cool again.”

      “They were never cool in the first place.”

      She just shrugged before smiling at me.  “Look, I know it’s embarrassing that Liam saw you naked and doing nakedy things in the video, but you’re a twenty-five-year-old woman who doesn’t need to be ashamed that she had sex with her boyfriend.  You did nothing wrong, honey.”

      “I know, but it’s just….”

      “What?” she asked.

      “It’s bad enough that I’m crushing on my gay boss and have been for what feels like forever.  Now I have to deal with the fact that he’s seen me naked, even if it does absolutely nothing for him.  My boss saw me having sex with a co-worker, Hattie.  It’s so embarrassing.”

      “One, it’s not like it was a secret that you and Cody were dating, and two, Liam had his own drama with dating a co-worker, remember?  He’s probably the most sympathetic out of everyone at the lab.”

      “That’s a good point,” I said.  “Dayton did kind of lose his mind when Liam broke up with him.”

      “Honestly, I’m surprised that HR didn’t mandate a ‘no dating your co-workers’ rule after that fiasco,” Hattie said.  “Dayton destroyed the entire lab.”

      “You know that’s only gossip and rumours,” I said.  “He just broke some beakers and smashed his fist through the fridge glass door.”

      “Just,” Hattie said with a roll of her eyes.  “My point is, Liam had his own co-worker drama at the lab, so he gets how embarrassed you are.  He hasn’t brought up the video, has he?”

      “No, but I haven’t seen him since Cody emailed the video.  But that ends today.  We’re working together this afternoon, and, even worse, Finn will be there for part of it.”

      “Finn?”  Hattie immediately perked up.  She’d had a crush on Liam’s older brother since the moment she’d seen him at the company barbecue I’d dragged her to last month.  She’d peppered me for details about him, but unfortunately, I knew very little about Finn beyond he was a biologist at the lab, he was at least a decade older than Liam, and he intimidated the hell out of me.

      “Why don’t you like Finn?” Hattie asked after a few seconds of silence.

      “It’s not that I don’t like him.  I barely know him,” I said.  “I don’t like working with him.”

      “Why?”

      “Because he’s intimidating, and he’s as smart, if not smarter than Liam.”

      “So?” Hattie said.  “You’re not exactly a dumb-dumb, Sophie.  You have a Ph.D. in chemistry, for God’s sake.”

      “I know, but trust me - Liam and Finn are both brilliant and hot as fuck, and when you put them in a room together -”

      “The ladies start to spontaneously combust?” Hattie said.

      I laughed.  “Not in the lab, we’re all way too busy, but I imagine out in the real world - yes.  It’s like both of them are the Hollywood version of what a chemist and a biologist look like.”

      “Don’t remind me.  I’m still dreaming about how Finn’s ass looked in his jeans,” Hattie said.  “Why aren’t you interested in Finn?  He and Liam are pretty similar in looks, and Finn’s not gay, right?”

      She ruined her casual tone by immediately biting at her fingernails, an old and familiar indication of her nerves.  My best friend had it bad for Finn Whitby, no matter how hard she tried to pretend she didn’t.

      “As far as I know, he isn’t gay.  But he doesn’t do it for me,” I said.  “Sure, he’s good looking, but he’s gotta be in his forties, and he has a very ‘you will do exactly what I say when I say it’ attitude that’s a little off-putting.  I don’t need to be told what to do, thanks.”

      Hattie continued to chew at her already ragged fingernails.  “So, he’s a dick, is what you’re saying.”

      “No,” I said.  “He isn’t.  At least, I don’t think he is.  He just has very high expectations.  Also, it’s super obvious he likes to be in control, and I’m not interested in my dude telling me what to do and how to do it, day in and day out.  Could you imagine how he’d be in bed?  He’d probably be like a drill sergeant barking out orders.  Spread your legs!  Get on your knees!  Show me that pussy!  Suck my dick!”

      I laughed at my own joke, but Hattie’s face had gone pink and sweaty, and she practically gnawed on her fingernails.  I reached out and tugged her hand away from her mouth. “Hey, stop that, honey.  You’re about to start eating your flesh.”

      She stared blankly at her hand before muttering a curse and tucking both hands under her legs.

      “Why are you so flushed?” I asked.

      “I’m not,” she said.

      “You are.  You turned red and got all sweaty the minute I started talking about Finn and his control.”  I stared silently at Hattie for almost thirty seconds.  “Oh my God.”

      “What?”  Hattie practically vibrated in her chair.

      I glanced around to make sure no one could overhear, then lowered my voice anyway.  “You like the idea of Finn telling you what to do in bed.”

      “Keep your voice down,” Hattie said with a scowl.

      “It already is,” I pointed out.  “Admit it, Hatts.  You like being told what to do in bed.”

      Hattie pressed her lips together and looked around the coffeehouse before leaning across the table.  “I have certain preferences in bed, yes.  Which I am not about to explain or share in this damn coffee shop, so don’t even ask.”

      “That’s fair,” I said.  “I have to get to work anyway.  But we’re definitely talking about this in detail later.  Although before we leave, I want to know why you’ve never mentioned this before to me.”

      I wouldn’t admit this, but I was a little hurt.  We’d been best friends since kindergarten, and Hattie knew everything about me.  Up until now, I thought I’d known everything about her.

      Hattie sighed.  “It has nothing to do with you and everything to do with me.  I didn’t want you judging me for my… kink.”

      “You know I wouldn’t do that.  Besides, is being bossed around in bed even a kink or more of a preference?” I asked.

      “It’s more than just being bossed around in bed,” Hattie said.

      “Okay, that’s it.  We’re both calling in sick to work, and you’re telling me everything,” I said.

      Hattie smiled, the flush on her chest and face finally fading.  “Neither of us can call in sick.  Whenever an employee calls in sick on a Friday, their boss thinks they’re lying.  Look, I have a Saturday off for a change, so I’ll come over tomorrow, and we’ll talk, okay?”

      “Sounds good,” I said.

      We both stood, and I wrapped my banana bread in a napkin and stuck it in my purse.  Maybe my appetite would return by lunch.  I picked up my coffee and followed Hattie outside to our cars in the lot.  She kissed my cheek.  “Love you, Soph.  Today will go better than you think.  Just remember, Liam doesn’t have any interest in seeing you naked anyway.”

      I made myself smile and wave at her as she climbed into her car and drove away.  I slid behind the wheel, placing my coffee in the cup holder and my purse on the seat beside me.  I knew that Hattie was only trying to help, but the reminder that Liam would never be interested in me only depressed me more.

      I might have been a little hurt by Hattie keeping a secret, but I’d been keeping a doozie of a secret from her.

      I wasn’t just crushing on my boss, Liam.  I was utterly and hopelessly in love with him.
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      “You should have told me about the video, Liam.”

      Finn stalked into the lab, a scowl on his face and his dark hair sticking up like he’d been running his hands through it.

      “Good afternoon to you too, Finn,” I said.  I stepped back from the microscope and leaned against the lab counter, crossing my arms across my chest.

      My older brother scowled at me.  We had different mothers, and Finn was fifteen years older than me, but we both favoured our dad in looks, so it was easy to tell we were siblings.  His blue eyes, the same shade as mine, had narrowed and a muscle ticked at his temple.  “Why didn’t you tell me about the video?”

      “Because Cody was my employee and my problem,” I said.  “Besides, it’s been four days since he emailed it.  Did you seriously only find out about it today?”

      “Just now,’ he said.  “And only because I got trapped in the goddamn kitchen with Luther, who took great delight in sharing every detail with me.  He even tried to show me the link on PornCentral on his fucking phone.  When the fuck is it appropriate to show a co-worker a porno at your place of business?”

      “Honestly, I’m surprised it took this long for you to find out about it.  It’s all anyone’s talking about,” I said.

      “Maybe because I’m working and not gossiping?” Finn said.  “Christ, am I the only one who works in this fucking lab?”

      I rolled my eyes but didn’t reply.  Finn’s car, a 1957 Chevy Bel Air and his one true love, was having mechanical issues, and it had put him in a real mood for the past two weeks.  There was no point in poking the bear when he got like this.  It would only make him even harder to deal with.  I loved my brother, but sometimes there was nothing to do but keep your head down and wait out his mood.

      “Did you go to PornCentral and watch the video?” I asked.

      “Christ no,” Finn said.  “How many times did you watch it?”

      “I didn’t,” I said.

      That got a reaction from my usually unflappable brother.  “You’re kidding me.”

      “Nope.  I had about four employees texting me before I even opened my email,” I said.  “You really didn’t watch it?”

      “I’m not interested in seeing the woman my brother is crushing on, naked,” Finn said.

      “I’m not crushing on Sophie,” I said.

      “Bullshit.”

      “She has no interest in me.  She thinks I’m gay,” I said.

      “Everyone in the lab does,” Finn said.  “Because you haven’t told anyone you’re bi.”

      “None of their fucking business,” I said.

      “Agreed.  Why did Cody send the video?” Finn asked.

      “Cody blames her for being fired.  He thinks Sophie told me about his fuck up.”

      “You told me Erica shared Cody’s mistake with you.”

      “She did, but Cody believes it was Sophie.”

      “Did you set him straight?”

      “So he could then upload a video of Erica to PornCentral as well?  Erica came to me crying on Tuesday morning, saying that Cody had recorded them having sex too, and practically begged me not to tell him it was her,” I said.  “Which I won’t because one of my employees being violated so horribly is enough, thanks.”

      “Wait… Cody was fucking Erica?”

      I nodded.  “He started fucking Erica the day after breaking up with Sophie.”

      “Jesus wept,” Finn said.  “It’s like a fucking soap opera at this place.”

      I knew he didn’t mean anything by it, but I cringed inwardly anyway.  A year ago, my personal drama had lent a certain soap opera-ish atmosphere to the lab, so I could hardly call Cody out for fucking his way through our roster of chemists.

      But I could and had fired him for making such a colossal fuck up, even if said fuck up was four months ago.

      You should have fired Sophie for not telling you about his mistake.

      Yeah, I should have.  But I hadn’t.  I couldn’t.  Sophie was one of my best chemists, and while it’d been easy to get rid of that fucker Cody, even the idea of firing Sophie had made me sick to my stomach.

      Because she’s so good at her job or because you desperately want to fuck her?

      “Why did Erica tell you about his mistake?” Finn asked.

      “Cody was cheating on her with Alanna, and she found out.”

      “Alanna, our receptionist?” Finn’s eyes went wide.

      “Yep.”

      “Does he just let his dick hang out all the fucking time?”

      “Probably.  Anyway, Erica told me about his mistake.  I verified it happened and then fired him on Monday.  He sent a company-wide email of his and Sophie’s sex tape on Tuesday morning.  I had IT pull it from the email server, but at least eighty percent of the employees saw it.”

      “Fuck, what a shitshow,” Finn said.

      “Yeah.”  I rubbed at the back of my neck.  “I haven’t talked to Sophie since the video was emailed.  But she’ll be working with us this afternoon.”

      “I can’t make it,” Finn said but didn’t give a reason.  Not surprising.  My brother rarely gave explanations for anything he did or said.

      “All right,” I said.  “There’s a good chance we’ll be working late, though.  Can you check on Alina tonight?”

      Finn nodded.  Our younger sister didn’t need to be ‘checked on,’ and we both knew it, but old habits died hard.

      “It’s my fault,” I said.  “The video being released.”

      “It’s not your fault,” Finn said.

      “It is.  Most of our coworkers have seen Sophie naked, and it’s because of me.  If I hadn’t fired Cody -”

      “If you hadn’t fired him, he’d still be here potentially making another huge and costly mistake,” Finn said.  “The only reason we even made it to the pre-clinical development stage after what he did, is because Sophie worked a goddamn miracle and fixed his error.”

      He glanced at his phone when it buzzed.  “Does she realize that’s the only reason she wasn’t fired right along with Cody?”

      I didn’t reply, and Finn gave me a hard look.  “Did you clarify to her that what she did should have gotten her fired, Liam?”

      “She’s basically a genius.  I’m sure she already knows.”

      “You’re letting your feelings for her get in the way.  It’s the same thing that happened with Dayton and -”

      “Don’t, Finn.”  My voice went uncharacteristically sharp, and I stood up straight, my fists clenched and my spine stiff.  “Don’t you fucking act like I haven’t learned my lesson since Dayton.  I have, and you fucking well know it.”

      For once, it was my brother who backed down.  “I know.  I let my temper get the best of me, and I shouldn’t have said that.  What happened with Dayton wasn’t your fault and -”

      “It was,” I said, “but it’s never going to happen again, and I don’t need you throwing it in my face, asshole.”

      “Watch your mouth with me, Liam,” Finn said.

      I glared at him, but Finn met my look with a cool calmness that made me feel like I did when I was a little kid, and he’d caught me stealing a candy bar from Walgreens.  I didn’t look away, but I took a deep breath and said, “I won’t let what happened with Dayton happen again.  You don’t have to worry about that.”

      “I’m worried about your tendency to take everything onto your shoulders.  Not every bad thing that happens is your fault, Liam.”

      “You’re seriously getting pissed because I’m taking responsibility for my actions?” I asked.

      “It isn’t your fault that Cody emailed that video,” Finn said.

      “I still need to apologize to Sophie,” I said.

      Finn shrugged as he glanced at his phone again.  “Shit, I have to go.  Look, apologize or don’t, whatever.  But make it clear to Sophie that she can’t be keeping these types of mistakes from you again, or she will be fired.”

      The soft gasp behind him indicated I wouldn’t need to talk to Sophie.

      Finn closed his eyes, a fuck me, why won’t this day end look on his face, before opening them and turning around.  “Hello, Sophie.”

      “Hello, Finn,” Sophie said stiffly.

      After a moment, Finn glanced back at me.  “I’ll text you tomorrow.”  He walked out of the lab, shutting the door behind him.

      Her face pale, Sophie joined me at the counter.  Her blonde hair was pulled into its usual ponytail, and I itched to pull out the elastic and bury my hands in the silky-looking strands.  Her lab coat hid her perfect tits and firm ass, but the memory of how she’d looked last month at the company barbecue was still burned into my mind.  It was the first and only time I’d seen her in a dress, and while the dress had ended modestly at her knee, I’d gotten a fucking boner just seeing her bare shins and the hint of thigh when she’d sat down.

      Having those legs wrapped around my waist as I buried myself in her tight pussy had been my number one fantasy for months now.

      Her pale skin was soft pink with embarrassment, and her gorgeous dark brown eyes studied me.  She occasionally wore glasses when working at the lab, but she wasn’t currently wearing them.  Probably for the best.  I also tended to get boners when she wore her glasses.

      She took a deep breath and straightened her shoulders.  “If you believe I should be fired for not telling you about Cody’s mistake, you should fire me.  I’d rather be fired than work for a boss who believes I’m incompetent at my job.”

      “You’re not incompetent,” I said. “You fixed Cody’s mistake, remember?”

      Her chin lifted a little higher.  “But you think I should be fired anyway.”

      “No, my brother thinks you should have been fired.  But he’s not your boss, is he?”

      “No,” she said.

      “I owe you an apology,” I said.

      Cute little lines appeared in the smooth skin between her eyes.  “An apology?”

      “Yes.  It’s my fault that Cody released the video.  He believed you told me about his mistake, so he sent the video in retaliation.”

      “I know,” she said.  “But did Cody tell you that he blamed me when you fired him on Monday?”

      “No, he didn’t,” I said.

      “Then how is it your fault?”

      “I didn’t tell him who came forward with the knowledge of his mistake.”

      “You shouldn’t have,” she said.  “I’m sure he has a video of him and Erica having sex, and he would have done to her exactly what he did to me.”

      My jaw dropped.  “You know it was Erica who told me about his mistake?”

      “I suspected.  I don’t know how she found out, but it makes sense she would want revenge when she realized Cody was cheating on her with Alanna.”

      “Christ,” I said.  “What a dick.”

      “Yes.  For what it’s worth, I wish I’d told you about the mistake when it happened, and I’m sorry I didn’t.  I let my personal life affect my work life, and it won’t happen again.  You have my word on that.”

      “He shouldn’t have sent out the video to everyone.  I’m sorry he did,” I said.

      She shrugged and tried to sound nonchalant, but embarrassment practically radiated off of her.  “Yeah, well, I shouldn’t have let him record us.”

      I frowned.  “This is in no way your fault, Sophie.  He’s the asshole for violating your trust.”

      She just nodded and stepped away to peer into the microscope.  I waited for a beat and said, “I didn’t watch the video.”

      Her body jerked, and she straightened, staring at me with a mixture of relief and embarrassment.  “You didn’t?”

      “No,” I said.  “I didn’t.”

      “Thank you.  I appreciate that.”

      I nodded, and she turned back to the microscope.  I told myself for the hundredth time that I’d learned my lesson about fucking a co-worker, and even if I hadn’t, Sophie most definitely had.
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      “Christ, I’m going cross-eyed over here.”  Liam sat down on a stool and rubbed at his eyes.

      I straightened, wincing when my back cracked, and rubbed at the base of my spine.  “I’ve been bent over this microscope for so long, I’m pretty sure I’ve done permanent damage.”

      Liam didn’t laugh at my joke.  “Do you do stretches?  Some really simple ones make a huge difference.  With how much we’re sitting and hunched over, you really should do stretches.”

      “I’ll look into it,” I said as Liam’s stomach growled loudly.

      “I’ll send you a link to the ones I use.” He glanced at his watch.  “It’s almost six, and we have at least another couple of hours of work.  We should order some food.”

      “Sure,” I said.  It wasn’t the first time I’d worked late with Liam.  Hell, it wasn’t even the tenth time, but tonight felt… strange.  He had weird energy, and everything felt slightly off-kilter between us.

      Unlike his brother, Liam had an easy-going nature and was good to work for. Not that we were friends or anything, but we’d always gotten along well in the lab. Until Monday, I’d never given him a single reason to be unhappy with my work.

      Yeah, well, you fucked that up, didn’t you?  Big time.  That weird energy is how it will be between you two from now on.  He can’t trust you anymore.

      “How about A Taste of Thai?” Liam said. “I know we always order from there, but it’s my favourite.”

      “Mine too,” I said.

      “You want your usual?” Liam had already pulled out his phone.

      “Yes, please.”  I rubbed at my spine again as Liam tapped away on his phone.  Fuck, what if I’d permanently screwed up my working relationship with Liam?  My stomach tightened, and I could barely breathe through the pinhole that my throat had become.

      Relax, and take a breath.  Everything’s fine.  At least he hasn’t seen you naked and screwing Cody, right?

      A colossal sized wave of relief washed over me.  Somehow, Liam not watching the video made me feel like I could put up with my coworkers’ side looks of judgment and the awkward silences when I walked into the lunchroom.  Hell, I could even find a way to laugh it off when one of our lab techs, Darren, joked that I could benefit from a boob job for the third day in a row.

      I mean, he wasn’t wrong, right?  My tits were pretty tiny.

      “Food’ll be here in about thirty minutes,” Liam said.

      “Great, thanks.”  Ignoring my aching spine, I bent over my microscope again.

      Thirty-three minutes later, there was a knock on the lab door.  A guy carrying a large paper bag with a Taste of Thai logo stamped on it stood in the doorway.  “Hey, the dude at the front desk said I should just bring this back here.”

      I glanced at Liam.  He was in his office at the far end of the lab, typing on his laptop and deep in his own world.  I doubted he’d even heard the guy knock.

      I grabbed my wallet from my purse and headed over to the door, taking out fifty in cash and handing it to the guy.  “Keep the rest for a tip.”

      “Hey, thanks,” he said.  “That’s really….”

      He paused, holding the bag in front of him as he took a good look at me.  Up close, I could smell his BO, and his long, greasy hair and wispy mustache practically screamed creeper.

      I reached for the bag, tensing when the guy refused to let go of it.  “I know you.”

      “No, I don’t think so,” I said.

      “I’m pretty sure I do.  I never forget a face,” he said.

      “We probably went to school together,” I said.  “It’s a small town.”

      “Nah, I just moved here a month ago.  I grew up in Marketville.  You been there?”

      “A couple of times,” I said shortly.  “Thanks for the delivery.  Have a nice weekend.”

      He refused to relinquish his hold on the paper bag.  He peered at me, and dismay rippled through me when recognition lit up his muddy brown eyes.  “Holy fuck.  I watched you get railed on PornCentral last night.”

      My face turned bright red.  Could the asshole talk any fucking louder?  Praying like hell that Liam was still wrapped up in his work, I said, “No, I don’t think you did.”

      “Oh, I did,” he said as his gaze skipped down my body.  “You had a hot little body and took that dick like a champ, didn’t you?”

      His eyes lingered on my tits.  “Tits are kind of small, but the rest of your body ain’t too bad.  You really sucked down that dude’s dick.”

      “Give me the food and leave,” I said.

      “Okay, no need to be prickly.”  He handed over the bag but took my arm when I started to turn away.

      “Let go of me,” I said.

      “What are you doing once you’re finished here?” he asked.  “You wanna get a drink or something?”

      “No,” I said.  “This is your last chance to let go of me.”

      He rolled his eyes but dropped his hand from my arm.  “C’mon, girl, have a drink with me.  We can go back to my place, get comfortable, and you can show me how good you are with that mouth of yours.”

      “Fuck off,” I said in a low voice before walking away.

      “Prickly bitch,” the guy said.

      I kept walking toward the far end of the lab.  By the time I got to Liam, my hands shook from adrenaline, and I felt sick to my stomach.  The tiny thread of hunger I’d felt had disappeared, but I set the bag on Liam’s desk and plastered a smile on my face.  “Dinner’s here.”

      Liam looked up in surprise.  “Already?”

      “Yep.”

      “I didn’t even hear the guy.  Did you pay for the food?”

      I wanted to say who else would have paid for it but didn’t.  I was just upset about what happened, and taking my feelings out on Liam was a dick move.

      “I did,” I said.

      “Shit.  Make sure you expense it, all right?”

      “Will do.  The food smells good.”  It didn’t, at least not anymore, but I could fake being hungry.  I was exceptionally good at faking.  Just ask Cody.

      “It smells fucking amazing.”  Liam reached into the bag and pulled out a container.  “You good with eating in my office?  We can’t eat in the lab, but I don’t feel like walking to the break room.”

      “Here’s fine,” I said.

      “I’ll get us a couple of sodas from the vending machine out… hey, you okay?”  Liam stared at me, a container of noodles in one hand and napkins in the other.

      “Fine,” I said.

      He studied me silently.  His usual clean-shaven jaw had a five o’clock shadow, and his gorgeous full lips had thinned out with concern.

      I made myself smile at him.  “I’m a little tired.  And hungry.”

      I got the distinct feeling he didn’t believe me, but thankfully, he didn’t push.  He handed me the container of noodles.  “You want a Sprite?”

      “Yes, please,” I said.

      “I’ll be right back.”

      “Sure, okay.”  I made that stupid smile even larger, not dropping it until Liam had left the lab.  I slumped against his desk, rubbing at my temples and wishing not for the first time that I’d never dated Cody.

      Why did you?  You love Liam, remember?

      Yeah, I did, but I also knew he would never feel the same way.  Dating Cody, sleeping with Cody, was my attempt at getting over Liam.  Sitting alone, night after night and pining for a man I would never have wasn’t healthy.  So, I’d put myself out there, went on dates, tried to forget my love for my boss, and find my happiness.

      Only I’d chosen poorly and ended up with an idiot with a vindictive streak.  Even worse, I’d let him record us having sex.

      I sighed before taking out the rest of the containers and lining them up neatly on Liam’s desk.  What was done was done, and I couldn’t change the past.  I needed to let it go and look for someone who a) I didn’t work with and b) wasn’t an asshole.

      What’s the point of dating?  You’ll only wish they were Liam when you’re with them.  You’ll have to close your eyes and pretend they’re Liam in bed if you want even a chance of cumming.

      A flicker of anger surged through me.  No, I wouldn’t have to.  Just because I had to fake ninety-five percent of my orgasms with Cody and the few I did manage to have, were because I pretended it was Liam touching me didn’t mean I’d have to do that with every man I dated.

      I just had to find someone who made me feel the way Liam did.  I didn’t believe in soulmates or that there was only one person out there or any of that stupid bullshit.  There was a guy in the world for me who wasn’t Liam.  I just needed to find him.
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      “I think I’ve done everything I can do tonight,” I said.

      Liam didn’t even look up from the microscope.  “Okay, see you Monday.”

      “You sure there isn’t something I can help you with?  I don’t mind staying longer,” I said.

      He waved distractedly.  “Nah, I’m all good here.  I’ll be finishing up in the next half hour or so.  Go home, Soph.”

      Some of the tension in my stomach loosened when he said my nickname.  Which was stupid because it didn’t mean anything, but my mind tried to pretend it did.  I puttered around my lab station for another five minutes, tidying the already clean area and trying to think of a reason to stay with him.

      Which was pathetic because it was after nine on a Friday night, and what twenty-five-year-old wanted to spend their entire Friday night at a lab?  I should be out at a bar getting wasted and making bad choices, right?

      I think you’ve made enough bad choices for a lifetime.

      Lord, wasn’t that the truth.  Besides, I’d never been much for bar hopping or socializing the way most people my age were.  I was an introvert, and the idea of spending my evening in a crowded bar made me shudder.

      I needed to leave.  Spending time with Liam when I didn’t have to wouldn’t help me fall out of love with him anytime soon.

      I slipped into my jacket and grabbed my purse.  “Good night, Liam.”

      He didn’t respond, too absorbed in his work to even hear me.  I would have been mad, but I loved seeing this side of him.  How seriously he took his job and the effort and the intensity with which he worked was a huge turn on.

      I left the lab and headed for the front foyer.  It was a long walk.  Optimum Pharmaceuticals was housed in a large sprawling building on the outskirts of town.  The pharmaceutical company had been in Willowdale for over thirty years.  Until the auto manufacturing plant, Hudson Automobiles, had built their factory here two years ago, Optimum was the most significant hiring force for our small town.

      My heels loudly click-clacked as I walked down the silent hallways.  This late on a Friday night, no one was left but Liam and me and the janitorial staff.  Honestly, the empty hallways were a little eerie when they were typically packed with people.

      I reached the front foyer, pulling out my keys from my purse when I realized the security guard, Arnie, had left for the evening.  I’d never understood why they had him work until nine every evening anyway.  Sure, there was expensive equipment in the lab, but they had security cameras and building alarms, and it’s not like Willowdale was a hub of criminal activity.

      I locked the door behind me and briefly considered texting Liam to remind him to set the alarm before dismissing the idea.  He was a grown-ass man who worked late hours a lot.  He wouldn’t appreciate a reminder from his employee to set the alarm.

      I headed toward my car in the employee parking lot, ignoring my aching spine and sore feet.  I was having a hot bath the minute I stepped foot in my home.  I’d pour myself a glass of wine and watch a mindless action movie to take my mind off the fact that most of the damn town had probably watched me on a -

      “Hey there, cutie.”

      I froze a few steps from my car before turning slowly to see the Taste of Thai delivery driver standing behind me.  Adrenaline sang her sweet song in my veins as I swallowed hard.  “What are you doing here?”

      He shrugged, shoving his hands into his pockets before smiling at me.  “I got off work early.  Thought I’d swing by and see if you’d changed your mind about that drink.”

      “I haven’t,” I said.  “Good night.”

      “C’mon now,” he said.  “Don’t be so hasty to say no.  I’m Dave.  What’s your name?”

      When I didn’t reply, he took a few steps closer.  I backed away until my ass hit my car.  “I’m not interested.  Fuck off, Dave.”

      He frowned and moved forward until he stood only inches away.  “Why are you being such an uppity bitch?  You think you’re too good for old Dave?  Is that it?”

      I took a deep breath, inhaling the scent of his BO mixed with weed as he reached out and touched the end of my ponytail before grinning at me.  “C’mon, cutie, why don’t we take a ride back to my place?”

      Fuck me sideways.
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        Liam

      

      

      My phone buzzed again in my pocket, and with a muttered curse, I stepped away from the lab counter and yanked the phone out of my pocket.  I glanced at the screen before answering the call.

      “What’s up?”

      “Well, hello to you too, bunny.”

      I could tell immediately from Nick’s voice that he was drunk.

      “You’re drunk,” I said.

      “Fuck, yeah, I am.  How’d you know?”

      You couldn’t be best friends with someone for fifteen years without knowing their drunk voice.

      “Where are you?” I asked.

      “I’m at the Brewhouse.  Get your ass over here and drink with me,” Nick said.

      “Can’t.  I’m working.”

      “You’re always working,” Nick said.

      “Because what I do is important.”

      “Hey.”  Nick’s voice turned indignant.  “I’m a physicist.  I do important shit too, you know.”

      “Hmm, let’s see.”  I leaned against the counter.  “I’m creating a new drug that may help drug-resistant epileptics.  You’re creating a car that runs on electricity.”

      “I’m saving the planet, man,” Nick said.

      I laughed.  “Yeah, that’s fair.  But I can’t join you.”

      “Sure you can,” he said.  “It’s better than being alone at your lab on a Friday night.”

      “I’m not alone,” I said.  “Sophie is …” I looked around the empty lab before glancing at the clock on the wall.  Shit, I didn’t even remember saying goodbye to her.

      “You fuck her yet?” Nick asked.

      “Shut up,” I said.  “You know I haven’t, and I won’t.”

      “You should.  Life’s too short to not fuck the ladies or men you want to fuck, bud.”

      “I learned my lesson about fucking an employee,” I said.  “Christ, are you so drunk you’ve forgotten about Dayton?”

      “Like I could forget about that fuckwad,” Nick said.  “Also, you maybe shouldn’t talk about fucking an employee in front of an employee.”

      “She left,” I said.  “I think.”

      “You think?”

      “Yeah, she did.  I remember her saying she was leaving.”

      “You let her walk out to her car alone?” Nick said.  “It’s like ten at night, dude.”

      “It’s nine-thirty,” I said.  “And it’s Willowdale.  She’s perfectly safe.”

      “I’m telling your brother you let a girl walk to her car late at night,” Nick said.

      “Don’t you fucking dare, Nicky,” I said.  “She’s fine.  She’s probably halfway home by now.”

      “Maybe,” Nick said.

      “Fuck.  I gotta go,” I said.

      “You going to check on your girl?”

      “She’s not my girl, but yes, I’m going to check that she made it safely to her car in the town of Willowdale, where the biggest crime spree we’ve seen since moving here was when that gang of teenagers went on a cow tipping rampage last spring.”

      Nick roared laughter.  “Teenagers are the fucking worst.  Get your ass to the bar after you make sure she’s safe, yeah?”

      “No,” I said.  “I’m finishing up here and going home.  It’s been a long day.  I’ll call you tomorrow.”

      “Fine.  Later, asshole.”

      “Bye, dick for brains.”

      I ended the call and shoved my phone back into my pocket before leaving the lab.  I jogged down the empty hallways, nodding to Edith, who pushed her cleaning cart down the hallway.

      “You working late again, Liam?” she asked.

      “I am.  Did you see Sophie leave?” I paused by the door to the break room.

      “Haven’t seen her,” Edith said.  “Have a good night.”

      “You too, Edith.”

      Even though I was confident that Sophie was fine, confident that she’d be in her car and halfway home by now, I couldn’t ignore the trepidation that slowly settled over my body.

      She’s fine, I repeated to myself as I entered the front foyer and jogged over to the door.  She’s perfectly fine.  Don’t let Nick get into your head.

      I peered out the door, cupping my hands around my face to cut the glare as I looked toward the employee lot.  I froze for a few seconds, the noodles in my stomach threatening to mutiny, when I saw the man standing near Sophie.

      I unlocked the door and stepped outside, running toward them before the door even closed behind me.  I had no idea who the guy was, but when he stepped closer and touched Sophie’s ponytail, the fear on her face sent real anger rocketing through my body.

      I raced forward, the anger turning to rage when the man crowded Sophie, his body pressed up against hers.  To my surprise, Sophie immediately punched him in the face and then kneed him in the balls.  I stopped behind them as the man screamed and sank to his knees, grabbing his balls before falling over onto his side on the pavement.

      “I told you not to fucking touch me,” Sophie spat before she kicked him in the ass.

      He squealed, one hand grabbing at his ass, the other still cupping his balls.  I burst into laughter, and Sophie gave me a startled look.

      “Liam?  What are you doing here?”

      “I came to make sure you were okay.”  I studied the crying, moaning man at our feet before nudging him in the leg.  “Buddy, get the fuck up.”

      “My balls, man,” he groaned before retching.  “My balls.”

      “Get the fuck up,” I repeated as I reached for my phone.

      “Who are you calling?” Sophie asked.

      “The police.”

      She shook her head as the man staggered to his feet.  “No, don’t call them.”

      “Soph, he attacked you.  I’m calling them.”

      “I didn’t attack her,” the man whined as he backed away, his hands still holding onto his balls.  “I was just being….”

      “You were being a fucking asshole,” I said.  “And you’re getting arrested.”

      Before I could dial 911, the man turned and, considering that his balls were probably somewhere near his esophagus, ran surprisingly quick across the parking lot to a car parked near the road.

      “Let him go.”  Sophie reached for my arm, stopping me from going after him.  “I know where he works.”

      “What?  How?”

      She grimaced as she rubbed at her hand.  “He was the delivery guy from earlier.”

      “Fuck me,” I said.

      Still rubbing at her hand, she said, “Yeah.  I’ll call them and let them know what he did.  I doubt they’ll fire him, though.  He didn’t do anything to me beyond saying some gross shit and touching my hair.”

      “The police need to be involved,” I said.

      “If we call the police, I’ll most likely be arrested for assaulting him,” she said.  “You know that.”

      I muttered a curse before taking Sophie’s left hand.  “C’mon.”

      She balked.  “Where are we going?”

      “Back to the lab.  You need some ice for your hand, and I want to check you over, make sure you’re okay.”

      “I’m fine,” she said.  “Liam, I’m okay.”

      “Let me take care of you, Sophie.  Please?” I asked.

      Her face softened, and she let me lead her toward the building.

      By the time we made it back to the lab, some of my anger had receded, and I no longer thought I might simply punch through a wall.  As long as I kept the image of that guy touching Sophie out of my head, anyway.

      Still holding hands, we walked through the lab to my office.  I pointed to my chair.  “Sit for a second, Soph.”

      She sat down, and I crossed to the tiny bar fridge shoved into the corner.  I opened it and reached into the freezer for the ice pack I kept in it.  I didn’t suffer from headaches like Finn did, but it was nice to have something cold for the occasional headache I got while working.

      I returned to my desk.  Sophie had stood, and when I gave her a disapproving look, she sat her butt on the corner of my desk.  “It feels weird to sit in your chair.”

      “Why?”

      “Because it’s your chair, and you’re my boss,” she said.

      I took her hand, studying the knuckles already swelling a little.  “Shit, I hope you haven’t broken your hand.”

      “I haven’t.”  She flexed her hand carefully and grimaced.

      “How do you know?”

      “I know what a broken hand feels like, and this isn’t it,” she said.

      “You’ve broken your hand before?”  I placed the ice pack across her knuckles, holding it in place as she stared up at me.

      “The one and only time I climbed a tree,” she said.

      I laughed, and she smiled, but her face was pale, and her entire body trembled.  I moved closer, cupping her face and rubbing my thumb along her cheekbone.  “You okay, Soph?”

      She nodded, closing her eyes briefly when I used my other hand to knead the back of her neck.  “Wh-what are you doing, Liam?”

      “Checking to make sure you aren’t hurt,” I said.

      Fuck, I was a liar.  I closed my eyes so she wouldn’t see the rage in them.  I wanted to touch her.  I needed to touch her soft skin.  Needed to reassure myself that she was okay.  Because the memory of that asshole touching her made my urge to punch the wall return with a fury.

      “Liam,” Sophie’s voice was soft, her breath warm on my lips, the heat of her inner thighs burning against my legs.

      “Yeah?”  I kept my eyes closed.  My rage had died as quickly as it returned, leaving only desire and an all-consuming ache to fuck the woman sitting in front of me.

      “Look at me.”

      I took a deep breath.  I couldn’t look at her, couldn’t let her see the need barely simmering below the surface.  “Sophie, I…”

      “Please,” she said.

      I opened my eyes, staring into those gorgeous brown eyes, my hand already sliding to cup the back of her neck to tug her head back and give me access to those beautiful lips.

      “Liam, do you…” she swallowed hard, her gaze roaming over my face, surprise written all over hers, “do you want me?”

      “So much,” I groaned before pressing my mouth against hers.
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        Sophie

      

      

      The touch of Liam’s mouth against mine left me frozen in shock.

      Liam was kissing me.

      Liam was sliding his tongue between my lips.

      Liam was… oh fuck… he was sucking on my bottom lip.

      I moaned, my paralysis broken by the pull of Liam’s mouth on my lip.  I dropped the ice pack on the desk and pressed up against him, immediately frantic for his touch and kisses.  I didn’t know what fucking rabbit hole I had fallen down, but I didn’t care.  I didn’t want this to end.

      I returned his kiss, slipping my tongue into his mouth.  We kissed eagerly, our mouths devouring each other’s, our tongues twisting and turning.  I yanked at Liam’s lab coat, and he shrugged out of it before stepping back long enough to pull his t-shirt over his head.

      “Holy fuck,” I breathed as I stared at his upper body.  His chest was gorgeous with a light layer of dark hair, and I traced my hand over his visible six pack, making him shudder and groan.

      He reached for my jacket, pushing it off my shoulders before grabbing the hem of my shirt.  He paused.  “This okay?”

      “Yes.”  My voice was impatient as I lifted my arms over my head.  Liam pulled my shirt over my head and had my bra unhooked and on the floor before I’d even unbuckled his belt.

      He cupped my breasts.  I was embarrassed that they were barely a handful for him but lost my self-consciousness when his fingers started playing with my nipples.  My tits might have been nothing to be proud of, but I had nice nipples.  They were large and… oh fuck me… sensitive as hell.

      I moaned when Liam pinched my right nipple.  He made a low growling sound.  “Fuck, your tits are amazing.”

      I was too busy unbuttoning his pants to reply.  I shoved my hand into his briefs, and wrapped my hand around a dick that was most definitely not too small.  I stroked him firmly, watching his face as pleasure washed over it, and he groaned.

      He pushed his hand under my skirt, spreading my thighs open roughly.  Fresh wetness flooded my pussy.  He rubbed me through my soaked panties, a smug grin crossing his face.  “My girl is so wet for me.”

      I shuddered all over.  Being called Liam’s girl while he touched my pussy was almost enough to make me cum.

      He pushed the crotch of my panties to the side and stroked one finger across my wet pussy lips.

      “Liam,” I whimpered, my hand tightening around his dick, “please.”

      He groaned again, his hips pumping against my hand.  “Fuck, you’re gonna make me cum before I even get into your,’ his finger sank deep into my pussy, “tight, hot cunt.”

      I forgot all about his dick the minute he rubbed my clit with his thumb.  I released him and gripped his shoulders, pulling him closer, rocking my hips against him as I reached for my release.

      “Not yet, sweet girl,” he said, pulling his hand away from my sopping pussy.  He licked his finger, grinning at me as I made a low moan of frustration.  “You taste so good.”

      “Liam, I need you to fuck me,” I said.

      A part of me was so certain he would stop or remember who he was and who I was that I was frantic to cum before it happened.  Selfish, I know.

      He pulled a condom out of his wallet and shoved his pants and briefs down his legs.  I stared at his perfect, fat dick, my mouth watering and my pussy practically begging to be filled with it.

      “Skirt up,” he said as he rolled the condom onto his dick.

      I hurriedly shoved my skirt up to my waist, but before I could push down my panties, Liam had crowded up close and pulled them to the side again.  “Hold them,” he demanded.

      I wrapped my fingers around the wet fabric, holding my panties in the crease of my thigh.  Liam pressed the head of his dick against my opening, and I cried out when it slipped in.

      “Shh, Sophie,” he said as he wrapped his arm around my waist and made another slow push.  “Take my dick like my good girl.”

      “Oh God,” I said.

      He grinned and pushed again, sliding his dick deep into my pussy until his balls slapped against me.  “Fuuuuck.  Such a tight pussy, Soph.  Put your arms around my shoulders.”

      I did what he asked, moaning when his chest brushed against my sensitive nipples.  He thrust in and out of me, gripping my hips to keep me still as he took my pussy with hard and fast strokes.

      I clutched at his shoulders, burying my face in his neck as he moved faster.  Each stroke sent me spiraling higher and higher.  His grunts and groans grew louder, his pace more frantic, and when he reached between us and rubbed my clit, my orgasm washed over me in a shower of light and raw pleasure.

      He moaned my name, his hands digging into my hips before he thrust so hard the desk scraped across the floor.  His body shuddered, and he groaned one last ‘fuuuuuck’ as he came inside me.

      I clung to him, my body quivering, my pussy still milking his cock as we came down from our high.  He rubbed my back in slow circles, his breath stirring the ends of my ponytail.

      His dick had softened, and he pulled out, holding onto the condom before taking it off and tossing it in the trash can.  He pulled up his briefs and pants, and I straightened my panties and slid off his desk, yanking my skirt down.

      The entire office smelled like sex and regret, and my orgasm high disappeared almost immediately.  Feeling sick to my stomach, I quickly finished dressing as Liam did the same.  When he stayed quiet, I couldn’t take the uncomfortable silence a minute longer.

      “That was unexpected,” I said, massaging my sore hand.  I hadn’t even noticed the dull throb while Liam and I were fucking.

      When Liam just continued to look at a spot over my shoulder, I blurted, “Because you’re gay.”

      “I’m bi,” he said.

      “Oh.  Ohhh… uh, well, good for you,” I said.

      That made him smile, and enough of the awkwardness disappeared that I could breathe again.  “Liam, I’m -”

      “Sophie, I shouldn’t have -”

      We both stopped, and I made a go on gesture.  He rubbed a hand through his hair.  “I shouldn’t have done that.”

      “You?” I said.  “You weren’t the only one in the room.”

      He took a deep breath.  “We shouldn’t have done that.  I’m your boss, and while there isn’t a rule against coworkers dating, I think we both know from experience that it’s a bad idea.”

      “Why did you fuck me?” I asked.

      “Because I’ve wanted you for a long time.”  He hesitated, his look uncharacteristically shy.  “Why did you fuck me?”

      “Because I’ve wanted you too.”

      He didn’t say anything, and I grabbed my coat, wincing when my hand knocked against his desk.  “I should go.”

      “Sophie, wait.”

      I paused with my jacket halfway zipped.  Looking incredibly uncomfortable, Liam said, “It’s not that I don’t like you.  I do.  You’re a fantastic employee and a nice person, and -”

      “I don’t need the ‘you’re a nice person, but I don’t want to date you’ speech, Liam.  I’m aware of why our dating isn’t a good idea.”

      “I’ve already dated a co-worker, and then everyone watched our relationship implode right here in the lab,” Liam said.  “I won’t let that happen again.”

      “I get it,” I said.  “I dated a co-worker, and now everyone at the company has seen me naked and with a dick in my mouth.  Trust me, I understand.  I’d appreciate it if you stopped acting like I’m an idiot or giving you sad puppy dog eyes because you fucked me and now won’t date me.  I don’t want to date you either.  We made a mistake tonight, and we won’t let it happen again.  Simple as that.”

      I pushed past him before he could see the lie on my face.  I’d always been terrible at lying.

      “Sophie, wait.”

      “I have to go, Liam.  It’s late, and I’m tired, and I’d like to get out of here before one of the cleaning staff comes in and realizes we just fucked on your desk.”

      “Wait, Sophie.”  Liam’s voice had turned hard, not the easy-going tone I was used to.

      I stared at him over my shoulder, turned on all over again by the intensity of his gaze.

      “I need to shut down my computer, and then I’ll walk you to your car,” he said.  “You’re not leaving the building without me.  Is that understood?”

      I nodded, my traitorous pussy pulsing with need and my body practically screaming at me to push Liam to the floor and ride him like a pony.  I turned away quickly, staring out at the lab.

      Why did I feel like I’d just made the biggest mistake of my career?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 5


          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Sophie

      

      

      “Okay, so I have a theory about why you want to be bossed around.”  I sat cross-legged on the couch and took a huge bite of my tomato sandwich.

      “I told you, Soph,” Hattie’s voice was a little exasperated, “it’s more than just being bossed around.”

      I couldn’t blame her for being annoyed.  She’d spent the last hour pouring her heart out to me about what she needed and wanted, and I was boiling it down to a simple ‘be bossed around’.

      “Yeah, you’re right.  I’m sorry.  I’m simplifying it too much.  Pretty sure my theory is still a good one, though.  Depending, of course, on how you answer my next question.”

      Hattie ate a bite of her sandwich.  “What’s your question?”

      “You said you’re looking for a partner who takes control in bed.  Someone who tells you what to do, and if you don’t do it, punishes you with spankings or floggings, or whatever, right?”

      “Yes.”  Hattie’s face was pink again.

      “Hey, what did I tell you earlier?”

      “That I don’t need to be embarrassed,” Hattie said.

      “Exactly.  You like what you like in bed, and I will never ever judge you.  You know that, right?”

      “I do.  But hearing it out loud from another person makes it more real.  Until now, it’s always been a fantasy for just me.”

      “Sure, but we’ve already established that this is a fantasy you want to come true.  Some fantasies are just that - fantasies.  But you’re looking to turn this into the real thing.  A guy who’ll take control, make you call him Daddy… wait, do you have a daddy kink?” I asked.

      “I don’t think so,” Hattie said thoughtfully.  “I mean, I’m not against calling him Daddy if that’s what he wants, but it doesn’t feel like a personal kink.”

      “Okay, cool.  Anyway, so you crave control in bed.  Do you want him to tell you what to do outside the bedroom?”

      “Sort of, but not really,” Hattie said.  “It’s complicated.”

      “But you are looking for someone to take care of you,” I said.

      Hattie laughed.  “I’ve been taking care of myself since I was a kid, Sophie.  I don’t need a parent.  I need a partner.”

      “A partner can take care of you without being a parent,” I said.  “Look, here’s my theory - you like being bossed around,” I held up my hand when Hattie started to protest, “I know, I know, it’s an oversimplification but just go with it.  You like being bossed around because you never had that.  Your mom was a total selfish flake who constantly put her own needs ahead of yours.  You have never had someone take care of you, look after you, or worry about you other than me.  Right?”

      “Yes,” Hattie said.

      “You’ve always had to make all the decisions, so it’s no wonder you want to give that up in the bedroom,” I said.  “It would be so freeing to not worry about when you’ll cum or how you’ll cum.  You do enough worrying outside of the bedroom.”

      I sat back and took another huge bite of my sandwich as Hattie stared at her half-eaten sandwich.

      “You’re right,” she said.  “I mean, I already knew that’s why I wanted to give up control, but it’s nice to hear someone else say it too.”

      “Good.  So, all we need to do is find you a Dom,” I said.  “And you think Finn might be one.”

      Hattie’s face went an even deeper pink.  “It’s just a feeling I get.”

      “A feeling,” I said.  “From meeting him once at a company barbecue?”

      She nodded, poking at her sandwich with the tip of her finger.  “Yes.  I stood next to him in the food line, and there was this moment where….”

      “Ooh, you had a moment!”  I said excitedly.

      Hattie huffed out a laugh.  “I don’t really know.  He looked at me, I mean, he really looked at me, and there was something between us.  It’s hard to explain.”

      “A ‘he’s picturing you naked and tied to his bed’ something?” I asked.

      “No, nothing like that.  More of a ‘he could see right to the center of me and immediately knew what I needed from him’.  Like he could tell I was submissive just from looking at me and he….”

      “He what?” I asked.

      “He liked it.”  Hattie’s voice had dropped to almost a whisper.

      “So, why haven’t you asked him out?” I asked.

      “He’s out of my league,” Hattie said.

      “Are you fucking kidding me?  You’ve looked in a mirror recently, right?  You’re drop dead gorgeous.  You’re brilliant.  You’re Hattie fucking King.  You’re a goddamn movie star.”

      “TV star, and that was a long time ago.  Now I’m a broke mechanic living in a single wide trailer,” Hattie said.

      “It’s not your fault your mother blew through all of the money you made when you were a kid.  Nor is it your fault that she screwed up your chance to get residuals from What About Julie reruns.”

      “Yeah, well, I’m still a loser with seventeen dollars in my bank account,” Hattie said.

      “You’re not a loser.  And why won’t you let me give you a loan?  I want to help, Hattie.”

      “Don’t, Soph,” Hattie said.  “I don’t want your charity.”

      I scowled, but we’d had this argument many times, and I’d never won.  I loved Hattie, but she could be stubborn as hell when she wanted to be.

      I brushed the sandwich crumbs off my shirt.  For whatever reason, my appetite had come roaring back this morning.  Maybe Liam had fucked it back into me last night.  I grimaced and took a drink of water.  Thinking about what I did with Liam last night was a terrible idea.

      “What’s wrong?” Hattie asked.

      “Nothing.”

      “You have a look.”

      “I don’t have a look.”

      “You totally have a look.”

      “So, are you asking Finn out or not?” I said.

      Hattie shook her head.  “I don’t know.”

      “Is it the age difference?” I asked.

      “No.  I don’t care that he’s in his forties.  In fact, it makes him sexier to me.  I like older men.  You know that.”

      “He is in pretty good shape for his age,” I said.  “It’s weird that there’s such an age difference between him and Liam, though.  Like, why did their parents wait so long between kids?”

      “No idea,” Hattie said.

      “You can find out if you ask Finn on a date,” I said.

      “The thing is,” Hattie said, “if he is a Dom, I think I want to have a little more experience under my belt as a submissive before I ask him out.”

      “You gonna put out a call on Facebook for an experienced Dom to teach you some shit?” I asked and then laughed.

      When Hattie didn’t laugh with me, I said, “Wait, you’re not doing that, are you?”

      “Not exactly.  But there is a club in Havenport.  It’s called Sapphire.”

      Havenport was a midsize city about twenty minutes away.  It’s where most of us went when we couldn’t find what we needed in Willowdale.

      “Okay, so this Sapphire club is what?  A sex club?”

      Hattie nodded, and I almost fell off the couch.  “Seriously?”

      “Yeah.  I mean, it’s a particular kind of sex club.”

      “Meaning what?” I asked.

      “Well, the main part of the club is, like, a normal club, you know?  Drinks and dancing and what have you.  Anyone can go to it.  But there’s a second part of the club that’s exclusive and by invite only.”

      “And that’s where all the sexy times happen,” I said.

      “Yes.  That part of the club is all about sex.  There are shows, uh, flogging and spanking demonstrations, private rooms, that sort of thing.  The club brings in Doms each night.  They’re looking for submissives to play with, and if you’re not one, they politely escort you back to the regular section of the club.  I’m considering going to the club and asking one of the Doms to teach me some stuff.”

      “Okay, so you know someone who’s a regular and can get you an invite?  Someone you trust?” I asked.

      “No.  But in the main club area, they have spotters whose job is to observe clubgoers and invite them to the club’s VIP section if they think they might be a good fit.”

      “That’s a little sus,” I said.

      “It isn’t,” Hattie said.

      “How do you even know about this club?” I asked.  “You’re more of an introvert than I am.”

      “I belong to some submissive groups online.  They talk about it all the time.  Many of them have been there, and they all say it’s fantastic.  That it’s the best place for a new submissive to learn what they do and don’t like with a Dom they can trust.  A Dom who knows what they’re doing, you know?”

      “I don’t like the idea of you going to some club and putting it all out there in hopes of being picked to join the sex club,” I said.  “It’s risky.”

      “It’ll be fine.  I want to do this, Soph.  I need to do it.”

      I studied my best friend.  She’d spent most of her life never doing what she wanted to do and being forced to live a life she’d never wanted to live.  I wouldn’t be the one to tell her she couldn’t go for her dreams now.

      “I’ll go with you,” I said.

      Hattie nearly dropped her sandwich.  “What?”

      “I’ll go with you,” I repeated.  “To the club.”

      “I can’t ask you to do that.  You’re not submissive.  And if we do manage to get an invite to the sex part of the club, it’s kind of an expectation that you’ll be fucking the Doms.”

      I shrugged.  “Like I can’t handle a little slap and tickle or play pretend sub for the night.  You’re not going alone, Hattie.”

      “Soph, are you sure?”  Hattie would never admit it, but I could see the relief in her eyes.

      “Positive,” I said.  “Besides, maybe I’ll like it, right?  Maybe I’m a submissive too and don’t realize it.”

      “Maybe,” Hattie said, “but I doubt it.  Most subs know pretty quickly that they’re one.  But the subs in my online group who’ve gone to the club all say that the Doms are amazing at making them cum.  After having to fake it with Cody for so long, it’ll be nice to have a real orgasm during sex, right?”

      “Right,” I said.  My mind immediately flashed back to last night in Liam’s office.  It’d been one of the best orgasms of my life, and I doubted that any of the sex club Doms could make me cum harder than Liam had.

      “You have that look again,” Hattie said.

      “No, I don’t.”

      “Yes, you do.  Spill it, Soph.”

      I sighed.  “Today is about you, Hattie.  I’m not going to start going on and on about me when -”

      “We’ve talked plenty about me.  Tell me what’s got you acting so weird today.”

      “I fucked Liam last night in his office.”

      This time Hattie did drop her sandwich.  It sat forgotten on the floor as she stared wide-eyed at me.  “What the hell?  You and Liam had sex?”

      “Yep.  On his desk.  And it was hot.”

      “I thought he was gay,” Hattie said.

      “He’s bi.”

      “Oh.”  Hattie leaned forward on the couch.  “Tell me everything, Sophie.”
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