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    Prologue




    Finding yourself in the en suite bathroom that adjoins the company boardroom may not be all that unusual. Finding yourself hiding in there while two people are about to fuck on the boardroom table – well, that definitely doesn’t happen every day. Certainly not to Alexia.




    She eased herself as far back into the bathroom as she could, hoping to stay hidden. How the hell did she get here? Two days into a new job and she was hiding in a bathroom? She had run away from her old life, a life that had cornered and trapped her. And yet here she was, cornered again, praying hard she wouldn’t be discovered, and holding her breath. But then, it felt as if she had spent years holding her breath …




    One month earlier




    She didn’t look back at the house, not until she’d gone through the gates that led out on to the street. She pulled her car into the road to drive away, desperate to slam her foot to the floor and get as far away as possible, as fast as possible. But she found herself pulling the car over to the side of the road, and taking a last look back at the front door.




    It was an impressive house, large and double-fronted, surrounded by trees, with a pretty cherry tree swaying in the front garden, soft pink and fluttering, so inviting. She remembered the first time she’d seen it, at the end of a whirlwind first date. She had trotted behind Carter as he strode up the drive and the taxi that had delivered them retreated into the night. He’d proudly opened the door to his mansion for his new girlfriend.




    She shivered. How could she have been so stupid? It was obvious throughout that first evening that he was controlling. He ordered the wine without asking her what she liked. He’d insisted on a certain table without checking if she was happy. She’d missed her train home and he insisted she stay at his house. He’d made it a fait accompli before she’d had time to object. Then he’d insisted she share his bed when she asked for the spare room. It was their first date, and Alexia wasn’t the type to jump into bed so soon. But he made it impossible to say no. He managed to make her sound petulant and unreasonable for daring to object.




    She had moved in with him two weeks later, just as a temporary measure. Her flatmate had sold the apartment she’d been in living in since leaving college. Alexia was now homeless and jobless.




    ‘Of course you should come here,’ Carter had said as he brushed her objections aside. He was tall, powerfully built, with a strong voice, and a stronger grip. He was a human bulldozer, physically and emotionally.




    She wasn’t sure quite when he had gained control over her; it seemed to happen slowly, incrementally, like water dripping on a stone. He played on her lack of experience with men, and bit by bit she became passive, complying. She dared to argue, but less and less, as it always ended with him shouting her down until she acquiesced.




    She was in his house, and he made sure she felt beholden to him. By day, he was mercurial; one minute charming and loving, the next petulant, controlling, bullying and difficult. By night, he was worse. That first evening she should have known. The sex had been demanding and hurried. She hadn’t enjoyed it, but then she thought, I’ve had a few drinks and so has he; it’ll get better, he’ll get softer. But it didn’t get better, and he didn’t soften.




    He didn’t believe in making love. He would grab her hair to make her look at him as he pounded her, his jaw tight and his eyes hard and staring. Or force her face down as he took her from behind without ever testing whether she was ready. He liked her before she got too wet. He told her it felt better, but deep down she knew it was because it gave him a sense of control.




    He owned her and didn’t care what she did or didn’t want. She had sex like an automaton. She’d never really enjoyed sex that much before Carter, no one had ever lit a fire inside her, making it easier for her to avoid it or blank out each encounter. He wasn’t often demanding of her, and she suspected he got his bedroom kicks elsewhere. Instead of feeling betrayed, she was relieved he would leave her alone.




    Alexia sat in the car, the engine still running. She took a last, long look at that huge oak door, the one she’d run out of so many times. With nowhere else to go she had always gone back, hearing it shut behind her. The noise of the slamming door reminded her each time of her failure. Not this time. This was the last time.




    Carter had gone to some business meeting, leaving her alone in the house. The overwhelming feeling of incarceration had suffocated her, tightening around her stomach, her ribs. She’d paced through the house, tearing at her own clothes. This feeling had been getting tighter and tighter around her until she could barely breathe. He had screamed at her again that morning, another of his flashes of temper that erupted from nowhere over nothing at all. This one had been a bad one. He’d left her shaking on the bathroom floor.




    As she paced the hallway she cried out like a wounded animal. She had to go, she had to get out, but where? Anywhere was better than this. She was leaving. Now.




    Alexia ran upstairs and started throwing all her things in bags, stuffing them blindly. She ran out of the house, filling the back of her small car. When she was done she turned around and ran to the door. Her keys were inside the house; if she pulled the door now, she couldn’t get back in. She froze, contemplating what closing the door would mean. She could feel her heart pounding against her ribs; her breathing was ragged. Then, with one big heave, she pulled the door. The final slam. She had heard it shut so many times, but this time the sound echoed like someone had struck a giant bell. She fled backwards to her car and leapt in, thrusting the keys into the ignition and speeding out of the drive, gravel flying out from under the wheels. But then she stopped the car on the far side of the road. She was across the street, looking back.




    ‘This is the last time I look at this house. This is the last time, the last time.’ Saying it out loud made it more real. She was the mistress of her destiny, not him.




    She slammed the car into first gear and roared away down the street. 


  




  

    Chapter One




    Running into Romy had been unexpected. The kookiest girl in school, Alexia always knew she’d end up doing something crazy or glamorous. It turned out to be both. Gone was the pink hair, punky jewellery, and drop dead attitude; here was her old friend smartly dressed, working as a PA at a sports agency. Not just any agency, but the hottest one in London. Fallon Sports Agency had the biggest and sexiest client list. A-listers of track and field, footballers and tennis stars were represented by Nathan Fallon and his team of agents. Romy had landed on her feet all right, in her brand new red-soled Louboutins. What happened to the Doc Martens? Alexia thought. If the old Romy could see the new one, she’d laugh herself hoarse.




    Over a coffee and then too many glasses of wine, Alexia had poured out all her troubles to the new-look Romy. It was a night that was to change her life for ever. Romy’s flatmate and former work colleague had just upped and left for Australia, leaving an empty room at the flat, and an empty chair in the office at Fallon’s. In less than a week, Alexia had moved in and started work as a temp at the agency. She had found a friend’s sofa after her flit from Carter’s house, but she couldn’t stay there much longer. So this was perfect, and it came with the prospect of a lasting job.




    ‘If I make a good impression maybe they’ll keep me,’ she told Romy.




    ‘Yeah, just one thing though, Alex; they’re quite a fast lot. You know, work hard, play hard. And you’re – well –not really used to that, are you?’




    Romy was concerned her shy, beautiful blonde friend would be eaten alive at the agency. Alexia was petite and unassuming, completely unaware of her attractiveness. She had a cool air about her that made men think she wasn’t interested. But she was just a little shy and very naïve.




    ‘Seriously, Alex, it’s great I’ve got you a job, but it’s not an ordinary office!’




    But Alexia was determined. ‘Oh, don’t worry, Romy, what’s the worst that can happen?’




    That was a week ago. Now, as she pressed herself against the tiles in the tiny bathroom off the boardroom, Alexia remembered the conversation all too clearly.




    She pushed herself further into the darkness in the cramped room as she tried to stay hidden from the couple who very definitely thought they were alone.




    She’d crept upstairs at the company offices to use the boardroom en suite as the downstairs loo was full of people intent on snorting cocaine. It was a party after the first press event for a huge new client. Romy was right. Romy told her they worked hard and played hard, but Alexia really hadn’t been prepared for this.




    Alexia peered out through the crack between the door and the frame. She’d seen the couple before, the two people who were now in the boardroom; she’d seen them in the office, but had never met either of them.




    Phillipa Greenwood was walking backwards towards the board table. She was the commercial director, a very confident and attractive 40-something bottle blonde with a taste for tight silk blouses, fuck-me heels, and younger men. In her hand was a tie, still attached to the young man she was pulling into the room with her. Tony was the kind of man every girl noticed. In his mid-20s, he was a young would-be agent, with rock-hard abs and tousled dirty blond hair. Alexia watched his face. She didn’t recognise the expression in it. He was young, but he looked very calm and in control, despite the fact that he was being led like a dog on a leash.




    Phillipa tugged Tony’s tie and pulled him to her. He was only a few inches taller than her as she stood in her towering heels. He eyed her coolly.




    ‘Ever fucked a cougar, Tony?’




    He lifted one eyebrow and a small, crooked smile curled his lip. His fingers found their way to her breasts, hitched up by a very tight Wonderbra. She always wore her blouses with one button straining to stay shut, so every man she dealt with would be distracted enough to give her what she wanted. And she always got what she wanted. Tony was going to be no exception.




    He walked forward purposefully but slowly, forcing Phillipa to move backwards. They were face to face, chest to chest, groin to groin, stepping slowly across the room. It was like watching a tango, a very slow, deliberate, sexy tango.




    As Phillipa’s backside hit the edge of the board table they stopped. They stood staring at each other for a moment, as if each was waiting for the other to make the first move. The air was heavy with electricity and Alexia was terrified they would hear her breathing.




    Then suddenly Tony jammed Phillipa against the table. Alexia felt a jolt in her groin. She clutched her hand to her stomach. The couple’s faces were centimetres apart, like two fighters eyeing each other in the ring before a fight. They didn’t kiss but their mouths hovered close together, breathing each other in, daring each other not to kiss.




    Alexia’s heart hammered in her chest; she was terrified she’d be discovered. But then, they were in a far more compromising situation than her. Perhaps she wasn’t scared, perhaps she was something else. Excited?




    She realised she was squirming slightly, watching as Tony ran his hands down Phillipa’s arched body. She felt a tugging lurch in her panties as he reached down and grabbed the bottom of Phillipa’s pencil skirt, hiking it up so the pink flesh above her stocking tops was exposed.




    Alexia bit her lip to stifle a moan. She noticed his hands; long, elegant fingers, with silver Celtic rings that betrayed him as a surfer masquerading as a suit.




    ‘Well, well, it seems like young Tony is more of a tiger than I thought,’ Phillipa teased, twisting her exposed hips against his groin.




    But Tony was still dancing, and he was going to make sure she knew he was still leading. He lifted Phillipa up and sat her on the edge of the table. Alexia felt a squirt of dampness hit her panties. She had to force herself to stop squirming. They’d hear her!




    But Phillipa wasn’t about to relinquish control. She grabbed Tony’s belt, and pulled it hard to let the little metal pin unhook itself. The leather strap started to slide through the buckle, as if she was slowly unbridling a horse. He put his hands on her knees and held her there for a moment, looking into her eyes, eyeing her like a fighter again. His strong fingers curled around her knees, locking her to the table. The air between them was heavy with desire and power play. They stayed there, breathing hard, looking into each other’s eyes. No words. No fucking. Just watching … Waiting.




    Alexia wanted to moan again; she’d entirely forgotten her fear of discovery. All she could think about was how she didn’t want them to stop.




    Slowly, achingly slowly, Tony inched Phillipa’s knees further apart, never taking his eyes off hers, daring her to stop him. Holding his gaze, Phillipa reached out for his fly and slowly unzipped him, rolling his trousers over his hips. It wasn’t easy, his bulging erection made it difficult, but she was clearly practised.




    Alexia could see his cock, so hard and stiff it looked almost painful. As he breathed heavily it bobbed slightly, moving gently up and down as he breathed in and out. The small muscles in his flank and buttocks were taut and twitching. He reminded Alexia of a racehorse, standing straining in the stalls, waiting for the race to begin, waiting for the chance to explode forward.




    Phillipa curled her long, scarlet-tipped fingers around his cock, wrapping her hand around it one finger at a time. She was looking deep into his eyes, looking for the smallest sign that he was losing his grip on his self-control. This was a battle, to see who would yield to their passion first. Tony stayed impassive. As Phillipa worked her fingers around his length, their eyes stayed locked together.




    Alexia realised her own hand had crept to her crotch. She was holding herself in her palm and pressing down. The tension between the couple was almost unbearable for her to watch. The tension of the last months seemed to have been building in her, and now, it seemed it would be contained no longer. The tension had a will of its own and it wanted attention, it wanted passion, it wanted …




    Without warning, Tony let go of Phillipa’s knees and grabbed her arse, a strong hand covering each butt cheek as he yanked her towards him. She slid the few inches across the desk towards him in an instant; her pussy, covered only by a thin sliver of damp, blood-red satin, slammed against his naked, hot erection.




    Alexia’s gasp was masked by Phillipa’s own. She wanted to feel him, the way Phillipa was. She rubbed the hard heel of her hand against her clit. She was not in control. And neither was Phillipa.




    Victory was Tony’s; she’d lost control first. It might only have been a small gasp and a widening of the eyes, but he knew it and he felt her increasing wetness as her pussy pressed up against the underside of his cock.




    She needed to get her composure back.




    ‘Well, this is a party, I hope you brought a party hat,’ Phillipa purred.




    He looked at her intently.




    ‘Oh well, a good girl guide is always prepared.’ She reached into one of the cups of her overflowing bra and pulled out a purple foil packet.




    She slowly and very deliberately put the corner of the packet between her beautiful, straight white teeth and started to slowly tear it open, millimetre by millimetre, watching the anticipation on Tony’s face.




    The foil opened achingly slowly, and Alexia found she had to move her hand inside her panties to feel skin on skin, and stifle the ache. She was soaking. Her middle finger slid through her wetness to find what she was looking for. As she rubbed the engorged nub, her knees started to weaken with the delicious feeling.




    The foil was off and Phillipa was expertly covering Tony’s erection with the condom. Alexia marvelled that anyone could do that so quickly. But she didn’t have time to dwell on Phillipa’s hidden talents as Tony grabbed his partner’s hands and pinned them to the table.




    His cock was aimed at Phillipa’s pussy, like a missile. It looked even bigger in the condom, like the rubber was straining against his size.




    There was a moment, a hiatus when nothing happened. The two stared at each other again. Who was going to start?




    Alexia was rubbing now, desperate to feed the starving need in her groin. She could hear her own wetness as her fingers moved and curled around her pussy. But she was past caring if anyone heard her. She leant against the wall with her other hand, steadying herself as she rocked. There was music floating up from downstairs; she could only hear the beat, and it chimed with her heartbeat and the throb inside her.




    ‘Come on, come on, please,’ she silently urged Tony. She needed him to start; she needed to watch the last, explosive movements of this dance, so she could find her own release.




    Tony pushed Phillipa down and aimed his cock right at the crack of her pussy. With one hand he tugged her panties to one side and exposed the yawning, raw wetness that waited to accept him. Then he expertly manoeuvred himself to thrust into her. He waited, teasing the tip of his cock against her. Phillipa panted. He plunged. Phillipa and Alexia both gasped at once. Alexia was pressing her clit so hard now, desperate to feel what Phillipa was feeling. Phillipa’s legs hung open, dangling from the edge of the table as Tony pumped into her. He was really driving; Alexia could see his cock, glistening and hard, as he pulled back and plunged again, over and over.




    Alexia watched as every muscle on his flanks and his hard arse compressed and relaxed with each thrust, all working together like a piston engine. Compressing then relaxing, compressing then relaxing, thrusting over and over, he rammed into her as he gripped her hips to keep her on the edge … On the edge of the table and on the edge of coming.




    At the end of each thrust he pressed against her clit, in up to the hilt. But each time Phillipa’s moans sounded as if she was close to coming, he would lean his body back away from her, leaving that quivering nub of flesh exposed and needy. She clawed at him to make him come closer and press against her. But then he would stop. He would stand there motionless, his long, muscular legs taut with the tension of staying still as he watched her exquisite agony. She was desperate, desperate for him to keep thrusting, to keep hammering her clit into submission and explosion. But he was in control and he would decide when she came.




    Each time he stopped, Alexia thought her heart would leap into her mouth as she had to stop too. She was so wet, her entire hand was smeared with her own juices; she was wetter than she had ever been in her life, and she could hear her juices squelching as she rubbed.




    Then Tony would start again, slamming into Phillipa. She’d given up her fight for supremacy and was now arching back, getting the ride of her life. Tony’s cock must have been hitting all the right spots as her lower legs were hanging limply like a rag doll over the table, and she moaned with every burning thrust of Tony’s hips. Harder and harder, until she threw her head back.




    As Phillipa came, Alexia pressed and rubbed herself with furious pressure, desperate, desperate to come and end this excruciating torture. Tony kept thrusting, his eyes now fixed on Phillipa but glazed and unseeing as he climbed and climbed to finally hit the target.




    Alexia leant on the wall with her elbow, stuffing her fist in her mouth to disguise her stifled moan as she came with him. She came so hard she thought her legs would buckle. A sudden warmth she’d not felt before rushed from her groin to her stomach and down her legs to her toes. This was not an orgasm like she had ever known before. She had very little experience of sex; one pale and earnest college boyfriend, and then Carter.




    She breathed heavily and watched the couple on the table. Phillipa was lying back, her eyes closed, her mouth open, her lungs clutching for air. Tony stood over her, his cock still deep inside her, as if he was leaning against her and into her, to steady his legs.




    Alexia straightened up and slowly pulled her hand from her panties. She realised it was soaking wet, and looked round desperately for something to wipe her juices away. There was a towel on a rail. Silently, she wiped her hand and tried to smooth down her clothing.




    When she looked through the crack in the door again, Tony was zipping himself up, and Phillipa was trying to compose herself. The sassy, in control woman Alexia had seen in the office was gone. She saw Phillipa flushed and breathing hard. She did up her clothing and smoothed her hair. Slowly the calm and powerful professional returned, on the outside at least. But there was no mistaking that she looked like she’d been fucked, hard.




    She put a hand on Tony’s chest as he buttoned his shirt.




    ‘Give it a few minutes before you leave,’ she told him, back in control.




    ‘Sure thing … boss!’ Tony smiled sarcastically.




    Phillipa made for the door. The red soles of her killer Louboutins showed a very small unsteadiness in her walk. She opened the door and the music from downstairs flooded the room. She paused, then went out, closing the door behind her.




    Alexia was leaning against the wall, still slightly out of breath. The throb that had spread through her limbs and her stomach was subsiding now, and she was left with the warm afterglow of pleasure lying languidly in her veins. I’ll wait here a couple of minutes until Tony leaves too, she thought. She closed her eyes, waiting for her breathing to return to normal. The room was quiet again, save for the dull thud of the bass line.




    ‘What the hell …?’




    Alexia’s eyes burst open to see Tony standing in the small bathroom, staring at her with disbelief.




    ‘Were you watching us?’ Tony demanded




    ‘What! No … No … I … I mean …’




    ‘You were watching us … Get a kick out of it?’




    Alexia stammered, ‘You don’t understand. I was already in here, and when you came in … I …’ Her voice trailed away.




    Tony studied her for a moment. Those same wicked eyes that had fixed Phillipa now rested on her. He might have only been around 25, but Alexia could see why it had been such a battle for the strong and controlling Phillipa. He was no boy; he knew he was attractive, with his dirty blond, surfy hair and fit body. He loved himself and he loved to see himself reflected in the eyes of others.




    ‘Maybe you’d like a turn? Give me a couple of minutes to get my breath back!’




    ‘No!’ cried Alexia. ‘No!’




    She caught a panicky note in her voice. He regarded her coolly for a moment.




    ‘You’re the Ice Queen, aren’t you?’




    ‘The what …?’ Alexia was confused now.




    ‘That’s what they call you, the boys downstairs. Cool as anything, with that “look but don’t touch” thing going on.’




    Alexia was dumbstruck.




    ‘Hey, that doesn’t matter, ice can – melt.’ He said the last word as if the breath of his voice alone could accomplish the task.




    ‘Alexia isn’t it?’ His full lips formed her name as if he were sucking her in as he said it.




    She flushed, unsure what to say or do. Then Tony stood straighter and finished buttoning his shirt.




    ‘Don’t worry, little ice maiden, plenty of time for that. Though spring is coming. Thawing season might be just around the corner.’




    He laughed to himself and disappeared from view. Her stomach lurched with relief and embarrassment. It seemed unreal, but it was real all right. She’d just watched two people fuck and now one of them had caught her. She moved to look out into the boardroom to make sure he was leaving, but as Tony got to the door it flew open, and in strode a tall, dark-haired man in a perfect dark suit, carrying a briefcase. He stopped and eyed Tony, then his eyes flashed to Alexia. She felt her stomach somersault so heavily she thought she’d fall backwards.




    The smell of sex hung unmistakably in the air, and Alexia’s flushed appearance made it all too obvious that some serious fucking had just taken place in the room.




    ‘Finished?’ said the man coolly.




    His voice was hard and commanding, without a hint of sarcasm. He was clearly Tony’s superior, in every way. Tony half raised his hands in a “you got me” gesture and walked out, leaving Alexia standing in the doorway of the bathroom.




    The man eyed her coolly. She didn’t know who he was but she wouldn’t forget him in a hurry. He was very tall, at least 6 foot 3, with broad, strong shoulders. His hair was very dark brown, almost black, and well cut, but strands escaped and hung down over his dark blue eyes. He had an aquiline nose, slightly French-looking, which gave him a haughty appearance.




    ‘Don’t let me keep you!’ he said with mock civility. He strode over to a desk and put down the briefcase. Alexia couldn’t help noticing that his legs were long and athletic. He looked tired, as if it had been a very long day and he was eager for it to end.




    ‘I … It’s not what you think –’ she stammered




    He raised an eyebrow in a gesture of tired indifference.




    ‘As long as people do their jobs in my company, then I will put up with a certain amount of excess, but don’t insult my intelligence, young lady …’ He almost spat out the last word.




    His company? Oh my God, thought Alexia, this is Nathan Fallon, the Fallon Sports Agency, my boss!




    She had never met him; she’d been at the company only two days and he had been away on business.




    ‘Please go and find your boyfriend, and do whatever it is you do somewhere else. I have work to finish.’ He walked back towards the door and opened it. The music flooded the room again. Shame and mortification flushed through Alexia’s face.




    ‘But –’ she protested.




    ‘Look, it’s been a long day, I’ve had a long flight, now kindly go and find yourself –’ he looked at the table where the fucking had just finished ‘ –find yourself a more comfortable bed.’




    He walked behind her and ushered her out before she could protest any further. She could smell his aftershave, soft and warm; it filled her nostrils and its heady effect seemed to find its way into her panties. But she didn’t have time to ponder on it for long, as she found herself propelled into the hallway by a strong hand and the boardroom door shut firmly behind her. She could hardly breathe.




    Alexia was dumbstruck. It was like a bad dream. She gasped suddenly and clutched her forehead. She ran down the corridor, straight into the main office where the party was still in full swing.




    Romy was sitting on some guy’s lap, and he was clearly intent on getting the kind of action Tony had got. ‘Hey where you going?’ she slurred, a little drunk.




    ‘Home!’




    Alexia grabbed her coat and handbag and ran the gauntlet of the partying staff to get to the door. As the cold night air hit her chest, she sucked in a lungful of it. A taxi was drawing past the office; its yellow roof-light blinked invitingly, signalling her salvation. She waved him down frantically and fell into the back seat.




    ‘Good night?’ said the taxi driver, regarding her in his rear view mirror.




    ‘Oh God!’ she whimpered. ‘How the hell am I going to get out of this one?’




    ‘Don’t worry love, it can’t be that bad. Whatcha do? Kiss the boss over the photocopier?’




    Alexia’s mind was swirling. ‘No … I … Look, I’m sorry, I just need to get home.’




    She gave him the address and he obliged, moving the cab away from the kerb and away from the scene of her shame. Alexia looked out at the office and saw the boardroom light still on. Nathan Fallon was standing in the window. Was he looking at her? His lone figure in the window grew smaller as the cab drove away; he turned away from the window and was gone, just as the cab turned the corner. Her misery was complete.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    Alexia woke up slowly. She was exhausted; the last few months with Carter had really worn her down. After her sudden flight from captivity, and being catapulted into a new job, her nerves were in shreds. She rubbed her eyes and peered groggily at the sweet little room that had become her new home. She hadn’t had time to make it her own yet, but it felt good to have a bedroom door that was hers and hers alone. No man could enter unless invited.




    She sighed heavily, and stretched her long legs to the cool patch of the bed. Why did that feel so good in the morning? Cool cotton sheets slipped against her freshly waxed legs. The waxing was Romy’s idea.




    ‘You have to up the grooming if you’re going to work here sweetie!’ Romy had laughed as she dragged Alexia into the salon.




    She’d drawn the line at a Brazilian wax, though; that was a step too far. She settled on a neat triangle. That was as radical as she wanted to get.




    She moved her hand down to her pussy and felt the triangle of hair and bare upper thighs. She was still foggy, not fully awake. But as her hand slid over the curls, a jolt of memory snapped her into full wakefulness.




    ‘Oh God!’ she cried out loud. So loudly she heard Romy’s voice through the door.




    ‘Hey, I thought you came home alone, girl!’




    Romy came into the room carrying two huge, steaming mugs of coffee. Alexia felt her face flush violently with the embarrassment of remembrance and she flung the sheet over her face as if it would cover her shame. She needed to hide from last night, from the memory of Tony’s invitation and – worse, much worse – of Nathan Fallon’s disgust and disappointment. He was her boss and their first meeting had been a car crash. She was on three months’ probation at the firm, and now she would never get the job.




    She groaned under the sheet. Romy pulled it roughly away from Alexia’s face.




    ‘What the hell’s the matter with you? Here, I made you coffee. I don’t know about you, but my head’s banging!’




    She proffered the steaming cup of salvation. Alexia sat up slowly and took the offering; she sipped. The scalding hot liquid seemed to be a reproach for her behaviour and her shame. She bit her lip.




    ‘Hey, the coffee’s not that bad! It’s the expensive stuff from the deli, thought we could do with a treat. Celebrate your new job!’




    ‘Oh God, Romy!’




    ‘What did you do last night? I saw Tony looking at you when you ran out.’




    Alexia groaned with shame.




    ‘Oh my God, did you fuck him?’ demanded Romy.




    Alexia was horrified. ‘What? No!’




    Romy raised her eyebrows.




    ‘No, I didn’t!’




    ‘Mmm, thought not, you’re not the office fucking type. Mind you, you might feel better if you had shagged him. Might loosen you up a bit. Get Carter out of your head. Out of your snatch, certainly!’




    ‘Romy!’




    ‘Well, if you had a bit more – you know, experience – you might not let bastards like Carter get their claws into you. I think you should give Tony a ride. I certainly wouldn’t mind, I bet he’s a bloody good shag.’




    Alexia nearly spat out her coffee and started coughing violently.




    ‘Oh, come on, sweetie, I know you’re a good girl and all that, but you must admit he looks like he’s got a cock that could keep you happy for hours!’




    Romy giggled at the thought of Tony and his tool.




    ‘Well he has, actually,’ said Alexia, who’d finished her mini coughing fit.




    ‘Eh? I thought you didn’t …?’




    ‘I didn’t! But I saw who did!’




    Romy was understandably confused.




    ‘What happened last night? Because you ran out like your arse was on fire. And not in a good way!’




    Alexia took a deep breath and put her head in her free hand, trying to smooth away the memory by rubbing her temple. She took a long glug of her cooling coffee to steady herself.




    ‘Alexia?’




    ‘OK, OK … Look, I just needed a pee. I went in the loo and it was full of people snorting coke so I went to look for another toilet. There’s one off the boardroom.’




    She stopped, flushing again at the memory of the previous night.




    ‘Well …?’




    ‘I was in there, and I couldn’t find the light, so I was just feeling the wall, looking for it, when two people came into the boardroom. They didn’t know I was in there, in the bathroom. I couldn’t just burst out.’




    ‘Why not?’




    ‘Well, it was Tony and that Phillipa woman and they’d come in …’




    ‘To fuck! Oh my God, this is too good. So what happened, what did you do?’




    ‘What could I do? I just had to hide.’




    ‘Did you see them – you know – do it?’




    Alexia took a long, slow slurp.




    ‘Oh my God Alex, you did! Oh details, details. Come on …’




    ‘Well they just – you know – got on with it.’




    ‘Phillipa! She’s a right bitch; she’s like a praying mantis. Did she rip his head off and eat it afterwards? Bloody hell, Tony’s brave!’




    ‘Oh no, he won that bout!’




    Romy looked at Alexia, her eyes wide.




    ‘Seriously, it was like watching a couple of tigers or something, you know, big cats … Circling each other, like they were trying to decide who was hunting and who was …’




    ‘Getting eaten?’ Romy smirked at the double meaning.




    The two girls slurped their coffee, both imagining the scene.




    ‘God, that sounds hot!’ said Romy.




    ‘Yeah,’ Alexia said quietly to herself, remembering.




    ‘Hey, you were turned on!’




    ‘No, I bloody wasn’t. I was trapped. It was awful!’




    Romy remained unconvinced. ‘Well, when you ran out of there last night it looked like you were the one who’d been royally fucked.’




    Alexia flushed violently.




    ‘Come on, Alex, what’s wrong with that? It’s just like watching porn, only live. Did you see it all?’




    Alexia nodded as she drank her coffee.




    ‘Is he good?’




    ‘He left Phillipa looking like she’d been filleted.’




    Romy screamed with laughter. Alexia relented and had to join in; it was funny, after all. The two girls rocked with laughter on Alexia’s double bed.




    ‘Well, it’s about time someone brought that cow down to size,’ said Romy. ‘What did he do to her?’




    ‘Well, it wasn’t so much what as how. He was making her virtually beg for it. And the way he was …’




    Alexia faltered.




    ‘Way he was what?’ demanded Romy.




    ‘Well, hammering into her … Literally.’




    Romy bit her lip. ‘Is he big?’ she asked.




    Alexia nodded ‘Yeah, he is … And rock hard. It was like a truncheon!’




    The two girls dissolved into laughter again.




    ‘So, what were you so torn up about when you left?’ asked Romy.




    Alexia stopped suddenly. The laughter abandoned her as she remembered the finale to the little pornographic operetta she’d witnessed. She groaned.




    ‘Phillipa left, then Tony found me!’




    ‘Oh my fucking God!’ Romy’s mouth fell open.




    ‘And he … Well, he said …’




    ‘What? He said what?’




    ‘He offered to …’




    Romy’s eyes rolled with realisation. ‘Oh yes! Go for it. Every girl in the office wants to fuck him. He’s been with us for six months and he doesn’t seem to have done anyone yet, except Phillipa, obviously. He must be more into fucking management. Although I hear he’s fucked quite a few clients. If Nathan knew he’d be out on his ear.’




    ‘He told me everyone calls me the Ice Queen or Ice Maiden or something.’




    Romy’s enthusiasm suddenly evaporated. She looked uncomfortable.




    ‘Romy? Oh my God … Is it true? They call me that?’




    Romy sighed ‘Well, you have this untouchable look, sort of virginal. And you don’t give off vibes that you might be up for it, which is unusual.’




    Alexia suddenly looked like a child and Romy felt huge guilt. She wanted to protect her friend; her doll-like beauty always made her look so vulnerable, and never more so than now.




    ‘Don’t take any notice,’ said Romy. ‘The girls are just jealous ’cos you’re gorgeous, and the boys just all want to get there first. You take your time.’ She blew out her cheeks. ‘Although Tony … I wouldn’t mind tripping him up and making sure I’m underneath him when he lands!’




    ‘Romy!’




    ‘Look, he’s gorgeous. And it wouldn’t be serious … You should think about taking him up on the offer. You need to get over Carter. I’m just talking about a damned good fuck, not an affair. You need it.’




    Alexia couldn’t deny that. Watching Tony last night, she realised that she needed it, and badly.




    ‘That’s not all that happened,’ she said quietly.




    ‘There’s more? Bloody hell.’




    ‘Well, after Phillipa left and Tony found me, and I told him to get lost … After that, he started to leave, but … Oh God!’




    Alexia collapsed on the bed and closed her eyes.




    ‘Oh God … What?’




    Alexia just lay there shaking her head, her hands covering her face.




    ‘What? What?’ Romy was desperate.




    Alexia sat bolt upright. ‘Nathan Fallon walked in.’




    ‘Oh buggering hell!’ Romy looked startled for a moment, then started to laugh with the craziness of it.




    Alexia was beside herself. ‘He took one look at me and knew that Tony had been …’




    ‘He thought Tony had fucked you!’




    Alexia was miserable again. She buried her face in her hands. Romy gave a low whistle.




    ‘Wow! The white whale thinks you shagged Tony.’




    ‘The white what?’




    ‘The white whale,’ repeated Romy. ‘It’s what we call him. The big one no one can catch. No one knows why, but he doesn’t fuck around – well, not so that anyone knows if he does. And it’s not because no one’s tried. God, I’d give anything for a night with him, he’s fucking gorgeous. I’ve been his PA for a year now and he’s never flirted with me once. He’s just a good boss … Damn him! He built that company from nothing, he knows everyone, goes to all the best parties; he’s the catch of the century. I saw him in tennis shorts once …’ Romy closed her eyes in remembrance. ‘Tight tennis shorts. Oh God, is he ever a mouthful. Not sure I could cope … I’d love to try though.’ She giggled.




    ‘You should have seen the way he looked at me, Romy. Like I was a cheap little tart!’




    ‘Oh I’m sure he didn’t … It was a party, and he knows how people behave in this industry. Just ’cos he doesn’t join in doesn’t mean he doesn’t know about it.’




    ‘No, I know he thinks that … It was the way he …’ Her voice trailed away.




    Romy pushed a blonde lock away from Alexia’s pale face. There was a tear running down her pink cheek.




    ‘Oh sweetie, don’t. So he thinks you fucked Tony, so what?’




    ‘Because it’s a temp job and I need to keep it. If he thinks badly of me then he might not give me the job permanently.’




    ‘Listen, as long as you do your job OK, you’ll be kept on. It’s only temporary while they try you out, so stop worrying …’




    ‘But then …’ Alexia bit her lip.




    ‘Then what? what?’




    ‘Nothing. I just … I don’t know.’ Alexia looked desolate again. ‘I don’t want him thinking that about me.’




    ‘Why? Want a shot at the while whale yourself?’ Romy cocked an eyebrow.




    ‘Well, that could never happen now, could it?’ Alexia realised what she’d said and tried to backtrack. ‘I mean, could never have happened …’




    ‘Hmm,’ said Romy knowingly. ‘Be careful who you have a crush on. Tony you could fuck and throw back into the pond, but Nathan Fallon – he’s not catch and release. And you don’t need your heart broken again.’




    The two girls fell silent. Then Romy jumped up.




    ‘Mind you, if you just want to get back on the bike Richard is going to be here in a minute.’




    ‘Who?’




    ‘He’s an old mate. He needs somewhere to crash for a bit so I told him he could have the sofa. He’s American, very pretty, complete tart but great fun. He could pump your tyres up! Come on, get up, he’ll be here soon and you look like a fright. I’ll run you a bath.’




    She flounced out of the room, singing to herself. For a moment Alexia could see the old Romy, punky and proud. You can change on the outside, she thought, but not on the inside, not really. The thought made her sad. She knew she needed to change, to reinvent herself the way Romy had done. She couldn’t bear to think that the office staff thought she was frigid. But maybe she was. Her sexual encounters with her college boyfriend had been uninspiring. She’d slept with him because that’s what you did. And Carter? That was horrible; she didn’t want to think about him or his bedroom.




    But then last night had proved to her that the aching in her loins was as strong as any woman’s, stronger perhaps because she had been so starved of satisfaction.




    Alexia heard Romy turn the tap in the bathroom and heard the water running into the bath. She swung her legs over the bed and looked at the floor. There was her laptop. She thought for a moment, then reached down to pick it up. She turned it on and found herself slowly typing a name into Google. She was jittery and her fingers were jumpy. She seemed to have trouble typing straight. N-A-T-G- no wait, that’s an H-A-N …




    She tapped out the 12 letters that made up the name but her finger hovered over the search button. Why was she nervous? She made the final tap and half a dozen pictures of the gorgeous Nathan Fallon jumped off the page. Her stomach flipped, a jolt of electricity running down the invisible line from stomach to pussy.




    There he was: Nathan Fallon at Wimbledon; Nathan Fallon with Premier League football managers; Nathan Fallon with his arm around that gorgeous women’s Olympic sprinting champion; Nathan Fallon alone, in black tie, smouldering into the camera. Looking into those eyes, the same eyes that had looked down at her in the boardroom, the surge to her pussy was undeniable.




    He was like a panther, with his black hair, black suit, and searing blue eyes. He was handsome, but not in the conventional sense; his face had a smouldering intelligence. He was in his late 30s and very self-assured. Nathan Fallon, star sports agent. His image stared out at her from the screen. He’s my boss, she thought. The boss who thinks I’m a tart.




    She threw herself back on the bed. Images of Nathan swam before her eyes and her face burned again. She hadn’t done anything wrong and here she was feeling like it was she who’d behaved appallingly, when her only real crime was being in the wrong place at the wrong time. How could this have happened to her?




    She lay on the bed, prostrate with searing shame and horror. She could hear the water tumbling into the bath as if it were far away in the distance. She closed her eyes and listened; the sound of the liquid was soothing, warm and inviting, just waiting for her to step into it, and wash away her shame.




    She realised her hand was on her chest. She felt a deep urge to rub her nipple. Slowly, almost guiltily, she moved her hand and ran her fingers gently over it. She felt a tiny spark of electricity. She did it again; the same spark. She pressed a little firmer and curled her toes at the soft and lilting pleasure. She pulled down the strap of her nightie and exposed the nipple.




    It was pink and hard now, proud and begging. She held it between the tips of her thumb and forefinger and increased the pressure into a slow pinch. The pressure revealed that straight line connection between her nipple and her pussy. She pinched it again and the tug got stronger. She pushed her other hand under the covers and ran her middle finger down into her now damp curls until she found the nub. It was already engorged.




    She began to rub gently. She could hear the water fill the bath as her own wetness began to increase. She rubbed the flat of her middle finger up and down as her other hand pinched and tweaked her erect nipple. She dug her heels into the bed. Romy was just the other side of the open door; she could hear her humming in the kitchen. She had to stay quiet.




    She rubbed harder, pressing the length of her finger against her clit, trying to imagine it was a cock. But whose cock? She had started thinking about Nathan, but realised that Tony’s face kept swimming into view.




    Nathan’s face, then Tony’s face. Nathan, then Tony … Nathan face, then Tony’s’ face … Nathan’s face, then Tony … Tony’s face …Tony’s cock …




    She stopped abruptly and gasped. What was going on? She didn’t like Tony, he was arrogant and cocky. Cocky! Literally. But Romy was right: he would be a hell of a ride. Nathan, well, he was altogether different. Thinking about him felt dangerous; he was dangerous. Too dangerous for her? He wasn’t a man to be played with, not that she knew how to play with men, Romy was right again. She needed to learn. Maybe Tony was the man to practise on, even if it was just in a fantasy?




    She started rubbing again, this time harder, picking up speed. She arched her back as Tony’s blue eyes hoved into her imagination. She could hear his voice. ‘Ice can – melt …’




    She groaned and thrust a finger into her soaking pussy, but it was a poor substitute for Tony’s cock. But she rubbed and rubbed and bucked underneath her own hand until she came. It was a short and almost perfunctory orgasm, but she needed it so badly after the tension of last night. The orgasm she’d given herself in that bathroom was intense, but nothing close to what she needed.




    She lay still, breathing hard. The sound of the bath water, which had seemed so far away a moment ago, now re-entered her consciousness.




    She got to her feet and looked at the laptop, still brazenly flaunting pictures of Nathan. She slammed the lid shut and walked into the living room.




    ‘Hey there!’ said a scruffy young guy.




    ‘What?’ She gasped.




    ‘Hey, sorry. Didn’t mean to startle ya!’




    She heard a southern American drawl and looked at the dishevelled guy, wearing torn jeans and an old T-shirt. He might have needed a tidy up, but there was no denying he was sexy. His hair was collar-length and a little greasy, and he was unshaven, which gave him a lived-in look.




    ‘I’m Richard … Sorry, I thought Romy told you I was coming.’




    Alexia composed herself. ‘Yes, she did. Sorry, I was – er …’




    ‘Yeah, I’m sorry I’ve disturbed you two …’




    Alexia thought that he was referring to her and Romy when he said “two”. But she realised Romy was in the kitchen and Richard was nodding towards the bedroom.




    ‘Two? No, there’s no one else in there, just me … I just got up’




    ‘Got up?’ he said. ‘I thought maybe you’d just got off!’




    Alexia flushed.




    ‘Don’t worry,’ he said, lowering his voice. ‘A little morning self-love is a great thing. Keeps you healthy.’




    Alexia was still stumbling for a reply when Romy walked in.




    ‘Hey, you’ve met! Richard, this is Alexia. Alexia, this is Richard.’




    Richard took Alexia’s hand and kissed it theatrically. He stopped for a moment, holding her hand and breathing in. A tiny half sniff. Alexia realised it must still smell of her come. She yanked it away as her face reddened.




    ‘I’m making breakfast,’ said Romy and went back into the kitchen.




    Richard’s eyes twinkled at Alexia. ‘Maybe I could help you out one morning.’ He cocked an eyebrow and sauntered into the kitchen.




    Alexia stood in the living room, her head swirling.




    ‘Alexia, get in the bath before it runs over!’ shouted Romy.




    ‘Oh my God, the bath!’




    Alexia dashed into the bathroom and shut off the taps. She locked the door, then wiped the mirror with a towel and took a look at her reflection. She looked like a wood nymph, all wide-eyed and innocent. But her little hand job had left her flushed and wanton-looking.




    She stepped away from the mirror and took off her nightie. She looked down at the little triangle of hair over her pussy. Blonde curls still glistened. Her lips were pink and swollen. She got into the bath, lowering her body into the water to wash away the evidence of her morning’s pleasure. The warm water lapped her lips and soothed her after her frantic rubbing. She closed her eyes and sighed heavily.




    Romy was cooking bacon, and the smell of it was wafting into the bathroom. Richard was helping himself to coffee and sat on the windowsill in the tiny kitchen.




    ‘She’s nice.’




    ‘Hey, she’s had a rough time, so watch it,’ warned Romy.




    ‘OK, OK, just sayin’ …’




    ‘Yeah, and you were just thinkin’ …’ She copied his American drawl and curtailed verbs.




    ‘Actually, she looks real sweet.’




    ‘She is, and she’s been with a complete bastard. Took a huge amount of guts to leave him.’




    ‘How do you guys know each other? She’s not like your usual friends.’




    ‘I know. School together – hadn’t seen for years, then ran into her. She was always a quiet one. But she’s nice, you know. And I wanted to help. She needs …’




    Richard’s eyes glinted.




    ‘Hey!’ Romy slapped his arm.




    ‘Am I wrong?’ asked Richard teasingly.




    ‘No. No, you’re not.’ Romy sighed. ‘I think she’ll come out of her shell once she’s settled down at work.’




    ‘You got her a job too?’




    ‘Er, yeah. But …’




    ‘She no good at it?’




    ‘No she’ll be great … But you know what it’s like at my office, it’s a bit on the wild side for her.’




    ‘Well, then she’ll definitely come out of her shell.’ Richard smirked.




    ‘Yeah, I just hope she enjoys it, I don’t want to see her hurt again. She needs to get back in the saddle but not with another arsehole.’




    ‘I’m not an asshole!’




    Romy threw a tea towel at him.




    ‘Hey, watch it, sister!’




    Richard folded the towel up neatly and put it on the counter top.




    ‘Look, I won’t touch her if she doesn’t want me to, and if she does, I’ll be real gentle, in every sense … OK?’




    Romy shook her head. ‘Well, she is a grown woman, and a gentle jiggle with you might do her good. Better than Tony – or Nathan.’
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