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Power Games
by Roxy Martin


Many romances start at the workplace, don’t they? And that’s exactly what happened with me and Chris. One day we found ourselves standing by the vending machine; I dropped a coin, and he picked it up. His fingers brushed mine and he asked if I would like to go out for lunch with him.


So, we went out for lunch, and the following night we went out for dinner. Two months later, he moved into my apartment. It seemed silly not to; he came home with me nearly every evening and stayed every weekend.


Now, don’t get me wrong, I’m not saying I don’t enjoy going to bed with Chris, but let’s just say it has become a little predictable. We’ve done all the usual couple-stuff, a little bit of role-play and sex toys, but, well, it’s kind of boring now, and probably why I am sitting at my desk, doodling on a memo pad.


‘Kirsten?’


I look up to see that Chris is talking to me. He looks, I notice, a little flustered. ‘Are you OK?’


‘I’ve just been in to see Vincent. He wants to see you now.’


Vincent Carlton came to our office from one in Manchester. I know his arrival ruffled a few feathers, but he has settled down and been accepted by all, though he has a reputation of being a man of few words. Vincent is a man of action.


‘In his office?’


Chris nods.


‘Have I done something wrong?’ I question as I get up from my chair and glance toward the private office.


‘You’ll be fine.’ Chris touches my hand.


I wonder why Vincent wants to see me. A few heads look up; eyes follow me discreetly as I head for his office door. I knock. He tells me to come in.


‘Sit down, please.’


My palms are a little sweaty; I feel stupidly nervous. I glance back toward the door. I can’t think of anything I could have done wrong, of any reason why I could have been summoned. Has he found fault with my work?


‘I couldn’t help but notice you seem a little distracted this afternoon.’


Colour flushes my face. I’ve been caught out. I really shouldn’t sit doodling, thinking about my lacklustre love life when I should be working! ‘Err, well, I suppose –’


‘It’s OK, Kirsten.’ He cuts me short. He stares at me rather intently from the other side of his desk. His eyes are very blue. Dark blue. His fingers are steepled under his chin. ‘I just wanted to talk to you. You’re happy in your work, yes?’


I nod. ‘Yes, yes, I am very happy.’


‘And your home life?’


I frown, I feel my brow furrow, and I bite back the question of what business it is of his to ask such a thing.


‘Please, don’t look so concerned. You and Chris? You’re together?’


I nod.


‘Been together long?’


‘A year,’ I reply.


‘I see.’


‘Can I ask what has this got to do with my job?’


He sits back, holds his hands out. He looks at me coyly. ‘Sorry, did I give the impression that it did?’


‘Well, we’re at work in your office and you’re asking me rather personal questions.’


He continues to stare, then shakes his head. ‘Kirsten, when I see members of my staff looking as – well, can I say as sad as you have this afternoon? I like to see if I can help them, that’s all. Not very good for morale, having someone looking so down in the mouth.’


I move my chair back a bit, make to get out of it. ‘Well, everything is fine, thank you. I’ll try to be a lot more smiley. Can I go now?’


He nods toward the door. ‘Sure. Chris is out there waiting for you. Why don’t the two of you head off now?’


‘There’s another hour to go until we knock off.’


‘He needs to take you now.’ Vincent looks down at some papers on his desk, dismissing me without eye contact. ‘Off you go, you have my permission.’


I leave his office, frowning again, having no idea what is going on, but as I close the door behind me, I see that Chris is still by my desk, his jacket over his arm.


‘What’s happening?’ I question in a quiet voice.


‘A gift horse, and all that. Come on, grab your coat, we’ve pulled.’


‘I –’ I glance down at my computer.


‘All shut down, I’ve seen to it.’


‘Oh right,’ I reply, as Chris drops a hand to the small of my back and encourages me out into the corridor. ‘Where are we going?’


‘We’re going to see a show!’


I stop walking. ‘Sorry?’


‘You’ve always wanted to go, haven’t you? Well, Vincent said he has tickets but his wife couldn’t make it, so he offered them to me. Short notice, but hey!’


‘Chris, we can’t afford a treat like this, we’re meant to be saving for our holiday.’


‘He didn’t want anything for them!’


‘He just gave them to you? For nothing?’


Chris nods.


I stand, hesitant. Torn. ‘Oh Chris, don’t you see there has to be a catch.’


‘No catch. Come on, dinner is thrown in too.’


‘Dinner?’


‘Well, you know, one of those pre-show supper things. We just have time to get home and change and then we need to get the Tube.’


‘What? No limo booked?’ I cross my arms. ‘Not sure that I want to go if there isn’t a limo involved.’


‘You’re funny!’ Chris gives my hand a quick kiss, then pulls me toward the bus stop.


The next morning my gaze is drawn toward Vincent’s office, even though he isn’t in there. Late afternoon, Chris comes over, grinning at me. He leans down to whisper in my ear.


‘How you feeling now?’


I smile. ‘I feel fine, thank you.’


‘I think that maybe we should go to see shows more often.’ His breath tickles my ear. ‘You were hot last night, Kirsten.’


‘Chris! Really!’ I shush him. ‘Not here.’


‘How about in the boss’ office, then?’


‘In Vincent’s office?’ I follow Chris’s gaze.


‘Why not?’


‘Because it’s the middle of the afternoon and –’


‘At five, then. We both have overtime we can work on. Once everyone else has left we’ll slip into his office, and –’


‘Chris, what has come over you?’


‘Nothing yet. Hopefully you later,’ he replies and, with that, he walks off. I pick up my phone and text him, but get nothing back in reply. I glance up at the clock. Another two and a half hours until five o’clock.


It’s Friday, it doesn’t take the office long to empty, then Chris is at my desk again. He offers me his hand. I take it, let him pull me to my feet, and then he leads me into Vincent’s office.


‘Over the desk, do you think? Or how about in his chair?’ Chris is already fiddling with the zip on his trousers.


‘You mean it, don’t you?’


‘Never been more serious,’ Chris replies, as he walks over to me. ‘Lift your skirt up.’


‘Now? Here?’ I question, staring into his face.


‘Why not?’ His hands are reaching for the hem, to lift my skirt to my hips, as I bite back the disappointment of no foreplay.


‘Say if – say if there are cameras in here or the office is bugged, or –’


‘Shh.’ Chris leans into my neck and starts to kiss it, as he raises my skirt. His hands squeeze my bottom. He is already pulling his cock out of his boxers. ‘Turn around.’


I do as he asks, then he pulls my knickers down and pushes his cock against my pussy lips.


‘Is she open for business?’ he asks, and then I hear him spit onto his fingers. ‘She soon will be.’ He rubs his spit-covered fingers moistly against my lips, until he parts them. Then he shoves his cock inside me and starts to pump away.


‘Oh Kirsten!’ He grunts, pushes harder, and comes inside me. When I turn round he is already zipping himself back up. ‘Fancy a pizza?’


‘We’re saving for our holiday,’ I remind him again, trying not to think about how my satisfaction has yet to be reached. Spontaneous sex was a surprise, a marvel for Chris, but still, it isn’t quite enough for me.


‘Don’t tell anyone,’ Chris leans in to whisper in my ear, even though we are quite alone, ‘but the boss has given me a little extra. It means I’ll be away next week.’


‘A little extra? Away all week?’


‘Just three nights.’ Chris pats my skirt down. ‘So you best make the most of me over the weekend.’


On Monday morning, Chris is up early. He has a plane to catch. He’s traveling out to Luxembourg.


‘We’ve had a good weekend, yes?’


I nod. ‘Yes, yes we have, but Chris –’


‘I’ll be back Thursday, and watch out for Paul, he’ll be fuming that Vincent gave me the nod for this one.’


‘Right,’ I reply, from my place in bed, where I sit, still covered by the quilt.


‘Be good and don’t do anything I wouldn’t!’ It’s Chris’s parting gambit. Always has been, and yet to raise a smile.


It’s mid-morning when the phone on my desk rings.


‘Come into my office.’


The line goes dead and I look to my right, to Vincent’s office. Having put the phone down I get hesitantly to my feet, push my chair in, pat my skirt into place, and head for his office door. Should I knock? I don’t have to, because the door opens for me.


‘Come in, Kirsten. Take a seat.’


‘Thank you,’ I reply, ‘and thank you for –’


‘For what?’ He looks at me from behind his desk, as I sit down.


‘The tickets for the show and the dinner and –’


‘My pleasure.’


‘Is your wife OK now?’


‘My wife?’


‘You couldn’t make the show because of her.’


‘Oh yes. Right. My wife is fine, thank you. Did you have a good weekend?’


I nod. ‘Yes, thank you.’


‘Sorry about sending Chris away at such short notice.’


I shrug. ‘I’m used to him going away.’


Vincent nods and rises from his chair. He walks around his desk, and indicates for me to stand up.


‘He talks about you, you know.’


‘Sorry?’


‘He talks to Paul, about how often you do – or, as the case has been, how often you don’t.’


My jaw drops.


Vincent offers me half a smile. ‘Don’t look so surprised, Kirsten. All men talk about it. Don’t you know, we are practically obsessed?’


I shake my head. ‘I don’t believe this, I, he, we –’


‘Was it good in my office Friday night?’


Now my jaw hits the floor. ‘You filmed us! You set this up and filmed us!’


Vincent shakes his head. ‘Sadly, no, I didn’t, but yes, I planted the seed. I have to say I’m quite surprised Chris carried it out, though. I didn’t think he had it in him.’


I stare at Vincent, my cheeks flaming crimson. ‘You’re telling Chris what to do to me and when we’ve done it he’s telling you everything?’


Vincent leans in, pushes my hair away from my ear. ‘Men like to talk, and I am telling him about the things I would like to do to you.’


‘And he lets you!’


‘Kirsten, I never mention you by name. He doesn’t need to know all the details about my fantasies. Now, back to your desk.’


Silently I leave the office, my whole body shaking with rage, betrayal, or maybe even lust, I can’t be sure. Chris talks to other men about what he’d like to do me? About what he has done to me?


It takes the rest of the day for me to get my courage up, aided by two glasses of wine at lunch, before I knock on Vincent’s door. It’s half past five, the office has emptied. My body trembles as I knock on the glass. Though why I knock, I do not know. I should just barge in there, demand an explanation.


‘Kirsten.’ He looks up at me, removes his glasses, and smiles.


‘What gives you the right?’ I ask. ‘How can you talk to me the way you did today.’


He stares, unnervingly. ‘I find you very attractive.’


Colour flushes my cheeks and I swallow. I look at my boss, I mean really look at him, and I realise just how attractive I find him. He’s not good looking in the way Chris is. Chris has broad shoulders, is an ex rugby player with a slightly squashed nose to prove it, and floppy blond hair. Chris is every inch a man’s man, which is maybe why he disappointments me so much. I quite fancy a ladies’ man.


Vincent’s shoulders aren’t as broad, and he’s not as tall. His waist and hips are more slender. His greying hair is buzzed short. He has dark blue eyes and dark lashes. His lips are much thinner than Chris’s and he smiles in a different way too. Vincent’s smiles start in his eyes, and only play on his lips, and Vincent is staring at me like he wants me. I shiver with longing. He gets up from his desk and walks around it. I’m still standing, but my hands clasp the chair in front of me.


‘I hope he did the seed I planted justice,’ Vincent says in no more than a breath.


I straighten up, feeling suddenly defensive. My body and my mind are confused. I love Chris, but he talks about our sex life to others in the office. And was he really so naive to accept the tickets from Vincent and think he’d expect nothing in return? I glance at Vincent, not quite able to hold his stare. What did he want in return? Me? Hell, he’d said as much, hadn’t he? More unnerving, did I want him?


‘What are you thinking about, Kirsten?’


I don’t know how he does that, how he can ask such a simple question and make it sound so loaded. Does he really want to know what I’m thinking?


‘No.’


‘No?’ Vincent sits back against his desk, his eyes still on me.


‘No, he didn’t do the seed, or whatever you called it, justice, and I think maybe next time you should give your theatre tickets to someone else.’


‘I’ve told you he is doing the things I would like to do. I would have liked to have taken you to the theatre, to have had supper with you.’


I glance at him. Not just sex, then? That’s a revelation in itself, but not one I am willing to believe. He has already said that men are obsessed by sex; why would he be any different?


‘Ahh.’ A smile reaches his lips. This makes him even sexier. ‘I see. Not just sex, Kirsten. I’d like to please you in other ways.’ He stands up from the desk, takes a step closer. He is so close to me now, our feet are nearly touching. He tilts his head, tries to make eye contact with me. ‘Kirsten?’


I swallow, and look at him.


He reaches out, puts a hand under my chin, and lifts my face so I have to look at him. ‘May I kiss you?’


I swallow again. I don’t think I have ever been asked before. Kissing has just sort of happened. An exchanged look, a sense of knowing, but Vincent is asking.


I nod.


The smile is there again. He keeps hold of my chin and brings his mouth down on top of mine. The kiss starts gently, but my lips part and my hands reach for the back of his head and I hold him there, because now this kiss has started I never want it to end. We do come up for air eventually, though, and he steps back slightly while still looking at me.
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