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I stared at my monitor, reading the email from TechFortress for the fifth time in as many minutes. The job offer practically glowed on the screen—Principal Security Architect, a salary that made my current one look like pocket change, and enough perks to make a Silicon Valley startup jealous. My finger hovered over the trackpad, uncertain whether to close the message or respond.

Two months. It had been two fucking months since that night at the Riverfront Hotel. Two months since Victoria had kissed me—actually kissed me—while buried deep inside me. Two months of uncertainty, lingering glances across conference rooms, and a tension that had morphed from purely sexual into something far more complicated.

I leaned back in my chair, rubbing my eyes. We'd continued our... arrangement, if you could call it that. The sex was still mind-blowing, still left me aching in the best possible ways. But something had shifted. Victoria would sometimes look at me with an expression I couldn't decipher, her usual mask of control slipping just enough to reveal something vulnerable underneath before she'd catch herself and rebuild her walls.

The TechFortress recruiter had reached out after our conference presentation. I'd taken the call out of professional courtesy, never expecting them to come at me with an offer this aggressive. Now it sat in my inbox like a life raft in choppy waters.

"Fuck," I whispered to my empty office.

Working under Victoria—both professionally and personally—had awakened parts of myself I never knew existed. I craved her dominance, her approval, the way she could take me apart and put me back together with just her voice and touch. But that kiss... that goddamn kiss had changed everything. It wasn't part of our power dynamic. It was something else entirely.

And she was avoiding talking about it. Hell, we were both avoiding talking about it.

I clicked back to the spreadsheet I was supposed to be analyzing, but the numbers blurred together. The TechFortress offer represented more than just career advancement—it was escape. Escape from this emotional limbo, from wondering if I was just another conquest to her, from the growing ache in my chest whenever she dismissed me from her office with the same professional courtesy she'd show any employee after she'd just had me on my knees.

But leaving meant abandoning whatever this thing between us might become. Leaving meant never knowing if that kiss was a momentary lapse or the first crack in a dam about to break.

I closed the email and stared at the print dialog box for a long moment before clicking "Print." The offer letter deserved more than just digital existence—I needed to feel its weight, to make this choice real. The printer down the hall hummed to life, and I rose from my chair with practiced casualness, as if I wasn't printing out my potential escape route from the most confusing relationship of my life.

The walk to the printer felt like crossing a minefield. Every step carried me past colleagues who had no fucking clue about what was happening in my life—what had been happening between their boss and me for months now. Their ignorance suddenly felt suffocating.

"Hey, Michael! How's that encryption protocol coming along?" Dave from IT operations gave me a friendly nod as I passed his desk.

"On schedule," I replied with a smile that didn't reach my eyes. "Should have it ready for review by Thursday."

Thursday. Would I even be here by Thursday? The thought sent a jolt through my chest.

I reached the printer and quickly retrieved my papers, folding them twice before sliding them into my jacket pocket. The offer letter felt heavy against my chest, like it was burning a hole through the fabric.

As I headed back to my office, Lucy caught my eye from her desk outside Victoria's corner office. That girl missed nothing—it was part of what made her such a damn good assistant. Her gaze tracked the slight bulge in my jacket pocket before flicking up to meet mine, one eyebrow arched in silent question.

"Coffee?" she asked, rising from her chair with a knowing look that said she wasn't really asking about caffeine.

I nodded, grateful for the excuse. "God, yes."

We walked in silence to the break room, which was mercifully empty this time of day. Lucy locked the door behind us—a move that would have raised eyebrows if anyone had seen, but somehow she made it look casual, like she was just checking if it worked.

"Spill," she said, leaning against the counter as she set the coffee maker running. "And I don't mean the coffee."

I pulled the folded papers from my pocket, smoothing them on the table. "TechFortress. Principal Security Architect."

Lucy whistled low as her eyes scanned the numbers. "Holy shit, Michael. That's... impressive." She looked up, her warm brown eyes surprisingly serious. "Are you going to take it?"

"I don't know." The admission felt heavy in my mouth. "That's the fucking problem."

She poured two cups of coffee, sliding one toward me. "This is about Victoria."

It wasn't a question. Of course it wasn't—Lucy knew everything that happened in this office. Including exactly what had been happening between her boss and me since the conference.

"Two months ago, at the Riverfront..." I started, then faltered.

"She kissed you," Lucy finished matter-of-factly. "Like, actually kissed you. Not just fucking you, but something real."

I nearly choked on my coffee. "How did you—"

"Please." She rolled her eyes. The emphasis she placed on 'every' made my cock twitch involuntarily. "I know when she's off her game. She's been off since that conference. And you're thinking about running because you're scared."

The bluntness of her assessment hit like a slap. "It's not that simple."

"Actually, it is." Lucy leaned forward, her voice dropping. "Tell her. Show her the offer. Victoria respects directness—it's the game-playing she can't stand."

"And if she just wishes me luck and shows me the door?"

Lucy's laugh was surprisingly bitter. "Then you take the fucking job and move on. But Michael?" Her expression softened. "I've never seen her look at anyone the way she looks at you when she thinks no one's watching."

She drained her coffee and stood. "Victoria's in meetings until two. Her calendar's clear after that." She unlocked the door, then turned back. "Don't waste this on assumptions. Trust me—I know her better than almost anyone."

With that, she was gone, leaving me alone with cooling coffee and a decision that suddenly felt much clearer than before.

I returned to my office, Lucy's words ringing in my ears. The offer letter sat on my desk like a loaded gun—both escape and threat in one crisp stack of paper. 

My fingers hovered over the keyboard as I stared at my email. What the fuck was I supposed to say? "Hey Victoria, got a job offer, wondering if you'd miss me if I left" seemed a bit too direct, even for her taste. I typed and deleted three different messages before settling on something professional:

Ms. Fairchild, I have a time-sensitive matter I'd like to discuss. Would you have 15 minutes available at your convenience today? - Michael

Simple. Respectful. Giving nothing away. I hit send before I could overthink it again, then immediately regretted not specifying what the "matter" was. Too late now.

My heart nearly stopped when her reply came less than a minute later:

5:45 pm. My office. - V

Fifteen minutes at the end of her day. Just enough time to either change everything or end it completely. I checked my watch: 2:17 pm. Over two hours of purgatory stretched ahead.

I tried focusing on the encryption protocol, but my mind kept drafting and redrafting what I would say to her. Should I lead with the offer? Or start with how I felt? Did I even know how I felt? My thoughts circled like vultures over the carcass of my concentration.

Every time I glanced at the clock, it seemed to have barely moved. 3:05. 3:38. 4:12.

I rehearsed a dozen different approaches, each sounding more desperate than the last. By 4:30, my shirt collar felt too tight, and I'd worn a path in the carpet between my desk and the window.

At precisely 5:45, I knocked on the glass door to Victoria's office. Through the transparent barrier, I could see her at her desk, head bent over some document, pen moving with deliberate strokes across the paper. My heart hammered against my ribs as Lucy gave me a subtle nod and buzzed me in.

"Mr. Morrison," Victoria said without looking up, her voice carrying that familiar authoritative tone that made my cock stir despite my anxiety. "Close the door behind you."

I did as instructed, the soft click of the latch sounding unnaturally loud in the hushed space. The evening sun slanted through the floor-to-ceiling windows, bathing her corner office in amber light that caught the glossy black of her hair. She'd removed her suit jacket, leaving just a crisp white blouse that accentuated the curves of her breasts and the broadness of her shoulders.

"Have a seat," she instructed, still not meeting my eyes.

I lowered myself into one of the chairs across from her desk, the one slightly lower than hers—a subtle power play I'd come to recognize in our professional interactions. The leather creaked beneath me as I placed the folded offer letter on my thigh, out of sight below the desk's edge.

Victoria finally set her pen down with deliberate precision, aligning it perfectly parallel to the edge of her desk. She leaned back in her chair and crossed her legs, the movement causing her pencil skirt to ride up just enough to reveal where her black silk stockings met the clasps of her garter belt. The sight sent a jolt of heat straight to my groin, a Pavlovian response after months of conditioning.

"You requested this meeting," she said, finally looking up. Her piercing blue eyes fixed on mine with an intensity that made my mouth go dry. "What's this time-sensitive matter we need to discuss?"

I reached into my pocket and withdrew the folded papers, placing them on her desk without a word. The crisp sound of paper against the glass surface seemed to echo in the silent office.

Victoria's eyes flicked down to the letter, then back to my face, one perfectly shaped eyebrow arching slightly. With deliberate slowness, she reached for the document, unfolding it with manicured fingers that had been wrapped around my throat just three nights ago.

"TechFortress," she read aloud, her voice betraying nothing. "Principal Security Architect."

I watched her eyes scan the page, taking in the details of the offer—the salary figure that represented a 40% increase over what I currently made, the signing bonus, the executive benefits package. Her expression remained perfectly composed, but I'd learned to read the subtle tells in her face over our months together. The almost imperceptible tightening around her eyes. The slight flare of her nostrils. The way her thumb moved against the edge of the paper in a rhythmic motion I'd never seen before.
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