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    HERE FOR A GOOD TIME




    An erotic novella




    A.M. Hartnett




    When Alexis booked her work retreat at The Deveaux, the most she had to look forward to was a bit of spa time on the company dime, but flashy salesman Chris Kendrick has an even better suggestion. For years they’ve had a hot and cold working relationship with a bit of flirting mixed in, and now is the perfect time to get that spark out of their systems.




    Will three days hopping in and out of beds (and other convenient places) show Alexis that Kendrick’s smooth demeanour is more than just talk, and that aromatherapy and soft-tissue massages have nothing on Kendrick’s firm hand?


  




  

    Chapter One




    ‘Sandy beach, spa, and what is this? A full bar? Why, yes, I think I will have a bit of bubbly.’




    Alexis Shea kicked off her shoes and wriggled out of her pantyhose. She left it all in a heap by the bed, then went to the mini fridge in the corner of the suite.




    Alexis’ boss, Quinn Stratford, was in his private cottage near the beach, possibly giving his trophy wife an afternoon quickie. She toasted them both by drinking champagne straight from the bottle. She intended to make the most of a weekend away from her two-bedroom apartment and live as much as she could in the enormous bathroom with the Jacuzzi tub.




    She had enough vacation time built up to disappear from the face of the planet for a few months, but there never seemed to be a good time to take it. The mess she would come back to wasn’t worth it, and so she kept her late hours and counted on early retirement.




    At least she had these retreats. One a year: two partners, two deputies, six department heads and three personal assistants had checked in and dispersed to their own rooms before dinner.




    They could have gone to Stratford’s family camp in Maine for this retreat, which would have given Alexis a headache at dinner when the kids started screaming. They could have delayed the retreat until winter and held it on the ski hill, but she’d hinted that the troops of Stratford & Street were getting antsy and needed a little appreciation in the sun.




    Her suggestion had been nearby Montreal, but in the end Stratford had taken a vote and it was decided: The Deveaux of North Carolina.




    Champagne bottle in hand, Alexis went about exploring every inch of decadence that lay before her. She ran her fingertips along the cool, shining surfaces as she passed through the living room area, to the double doors that led to the bedroom where the king-size bed was the showcase. There was a fireplace in this room, but it would go unused for this August trip, and so she passed it by and went directly to the shared balcony.




    On the veranda, she let her hair down and shook it free. The view was an outstanding panorama of flawlessly manicured lawns, symmetrical shrubbery, and gardens bursting with colour, and beyond it all a lake with a wharf but no beach.




    A view made for coffee and croissants, Alexis thought, and sank into one of the rocking chairs that lined the veranda. She took another swig from the bottle and tilted her head back to take it all in.




    In the distance, she heard the whirr of a cart, and she smiled a little to think of her stuffy, suit-and-tie colleagues shooting the shit on the green while she soaked in the tub.




    With a long sigh, she closed her eyes and reached for the top button on her blouse. No meetings were scheduled before 11 o’clock, none scheduled past 7 in the evening. Work she must, but she would stay up late and sleep late, indulge in a massage, or spend an evening with a book at the water’s edge.




    She might even get laid, if she had the opportunity to get acquainted with the other guests or nab herself a hot waiter.




    ‘You hit a home run with this place, Miss Shea.’




    Alexis turned towards the voice. Chris Kendrick, head of sales, swaggered from his corner suite next to hers. He took the rocker next to hers and reached for her champagne bottle.




    Alexis pulled it out of his grasp. ‘Get your own.’




    ‘You don’t want to save the company a few bucks by sharing?’




    She grinned at him as she stretched out her legs and wriggled her toes. ‘I want to drink the whole bottle myself and then order room service.’




    He returned her smirk, and then his eyes started to move down over her rumpled clothes, along bare legs to toenails painted pink.




    By the time he met her gaze once more, Alexis was tingling in all the right places.




    Kendrick was slicker than snot on a doorknob. With golden looks and a runner’s tan, shoulders and a chest that just went on and on and on, he had the kind of charm that could peel the panties off even the most frigid clients.




    It had taken her a long time to warm up to the man. When she’d started off her career as a sales assistant, he had talked down to her like she was some airhead secretary. She’d held a grudge for the longest time, long after she’d gone to work under Stratford and found her Mama Bear dynamic with the department heads, but she’d never really shaken off the coolness she felt towards Kendrick.




    He’d tried a few times to get her to meet him after work for a drink, but she’d never bitten. By the end of the day, she didn’t want to prolong the time she spent with her work colleagues, even if there was the promise of a hard dick at the end of the night.




    She couldn’t help but notice that Kendrick was looking absolutely fuckable in khakis and a T-shirt, with sunglasses propped up in his dirty-blond hair. He had wonderfully muscled arms and legs dusted with honey-gold hairs, and his knees were nicked with little white scars she guessed came from his passion for cycling off-road.




    Just like the bubbly and the view, he seemed to fit into this grand scheme of loosening up. She passed the bottle over and watched him drink.




    She’d always liked his mouth, wide with a bit of a pucker. Watching him wrap his mouth around the lip of the bottle, her nipples hardened and her fingertips itched with the urge to reach into her panties for a bit of a rub.




    ‘I suppose your room is a hell of a lot better than mine,’ he said as he passed the bottle back to her.




    ‘The same. Aside from Stratford and Street, all of us are on the same block.’




    ‘What do the bosses have?’




    ‘Cottages on the beach.’




    Kendrick chuckled and settled back. ‘Of course. I’m sure the trophy wife demanded it.’




    She chuckled. This time last year, the current Mrs Quinn Stratford had only just been upgraded from mistress to new bride. The whole team had bets on how long it would take before her eagerness to perform fellatio in his office would wane and the hunt would be on for the fourth Mrs Stratford.




    ‘What about you?’ She cocked her head at him. ‘I notice you didn’t put in a request for a guest. What happened to whatsherface?’




    ‘Which one?’




    ‘The brunette.’




    ‘Molly? Jesus, that was more than a few fucks ago.’ He clapped his hand over his mouth. ‘Sorry.’




    ‘Don’t be. I consider it a part of my job to know who is doing who. You’ve just reminded me that I’m lapsing in that department.’ She took another sip and sighed as a warm breeze tickled around her toes. ‘What’s on your schedule for the rest of the day?’




    ‘You made the schedule, you tell me.’




    ‘This is free time. Dinner will be at six, but until tomorrow morning you’re the master of your own destiny.’




    He held out his hand and she passed over the bottle. ‘I was going to go exploring, but I spotted Street and money men headed out earlier.’




    ‘So?’




    ‘So they’ll ride my ass until I join them, and all they do is talk shop. They have the most boring job in the company, yet they find it endlessly necessary to discuss it.’




    ‘You do the same thing. You love to brag.’




    ‘I need an audience. I need someone to impress. No one here is going to be impressed by how much I brought in last quarter, and I doubt they’re interested in my many other skills.’




    There was a naughty murmur wrapped around his last words. Alexis could only imagine what his other skills entailed. She pressed her tongue to the roof of her mouth and let those wicked little imaginings cascade through her.




    Kendrick tilted his head toward her. ‘You don’t like me much, do you?’




    She couldn’t help the bubble of laughter that burst in her throat. ‘Whatever gave you that impression?’




    ‘I read people for a living, and you’re easy. I can tell when you like someone. Your smile is different. When you don’t like someone, your right eyebrow raises just slightly. I first noticed it when we were in the same department.’ He slung his arm over the edge of the rocker and grinned. ‘Don’t deny it. Don’t even try. I can tell you’re trying to come up with some vanilla excuse.’




    Alexis straightened in her chair. This was part of why she tried to avoid Kendrick. As fuckable as he looked right now, his frank approach rubbed her the wrong way. He always had to be right.




    ‘It’s not that I don’t like you, Kendrick –’




    ‘Chris.’




    ‘Kendrick, it’s not that I don’t like you. Really, it’s not, but you have a way about you that doesn’t work for everyone.’ She slurped from her bottle to chase away her annoyance with him. ‘And to be honest, I always thought it was you who started that rumour that I fucked Stratford to get the job.’




    ‘Of course you did.’ Kendrick sounded genuinely annoyed as he took the bottle from her. ‘Except that I’m the one who shot it down.’




    ‘Right.’




    ‘No, I did. I won’t deny that the rumour came from someone in my department, but it didn’t come from me. I know better. You wouldn’t fuck anyone to get the job.’ Rather than relinquishing the bottle to her, he tucked it between his legs. ‘Besides, you’re not his type.’




    ‘Why am I not his type?’




    ‘For the same reason you wouldn’t fuck him to advance your career. You’re too smart. He doesn’t like women who have too much going on upstairs. He wants them wet and expendable.’




    Alexis turned her attention to the landscape in front of her as she started to feel overloaded.




    Wet and expendable.




    He’d inadvertently tapped into one of her favourite fantasies, of being used as a thing of pleasure and dismissed by a man who didn’t love her. Any man she was attracted to could easily slip into this role in her mind. Strangers on the street. Husbands of her friends. Kendrick.




    ‘You’re right, I’m not his type,’ she conceded. Glancing back at him, she was faced with his smirk. ‘What?’




    ‘That was an interesting tone. I wonder if I hit a nerve.’




    ‘Meaning?’




    He leant closer. ‘Have you ever fucked Stratford?’




    ‘Have you?’




    He laughed, and he was close enough that she could feel the rumble go through her. ‘Touché. No, I haven’t fucked Stratford either. I wouldn’t appreciate his beard rubbing between my thighs as much as I’m sure all the ladies in the office would, even if it would advance my career.’




    Alexis shifted in her seat and glanced down the balcony. She could hear a television on somewhere. They weren’t completely alone. ‘We really shouldn’t be having this conversation right now. Anyone could be listening from their room, and you know how gossip catches fire.’




    ‘Are you saying you’d rather take it inside?’




    Alexis looked to the bottle between his legs and curled her fingers into her palm. ‘Someone might come knocking.’




    ‘They’ll just assume that I’ve found something to do, and that you’re with Stratford.’




    ‘Unless it’s Stratford.’




    ‘Then for fuck’s sake, he can watch. Don’t pretend you’re not as horny as I am.’




    He had her. God, he had her. She was drenching her panties just shooting the shit with him, and said, more to herself than to Kendrick, ‘Must be the heat.’




    ‘I don’t care what it is. It’s not like we’d be the first people to have some X-rated fun on a G-rated work retreat. Besides, when are we going to get another chance?’




    Alexis squeezed her legs together as she weighed the merits of fucking Kendrick. It wouldn’t diminish her disdain for him, even if she did believe he hadn’t spread that nasty little bit of gossip about Stratford. Come Monday, when they were back at the office, he’d still be an insufferable prick.




    ‘Just so you know,’ she said, ‘this isn’t a one-way ticket into Stratford’s good graces.’




    He laughed. ‘You really think I don’t know that? I know a few hours between your thighs won’t get me any bonuses. In fact, it might get me fired.’




    ‘Then you know you need to keep your mouth shut. By the time the wheels go up on the flight home, this never happened.’




    He set the bottle on the small table between them and stood. ‘Your room?’




    Alexis looked down his body to the shape of his cock poking against his fly. Her mouth watered as she wondered what would be unleashed behind those metal teeth.




    She took his hand and got to her feet. ‘Your room.’




    Kendrick had requested the corner suite. Now, as he led her inside, she was glad she hadn’t been a bitch and denied his request. There were no shared walls to worry about, which meant less urgency to hold her breath and bite her lip.




    His suitcase was opened at the foot of the bed and his clothes were strewn about. As Alexis locked the balcony door behind her and drew the curtains, he shoved everything from the bed onto the floor.




    ‘You know,’ she said, ‘your assistant passed on this trip. She’s not around to press your clothes for you.’




    ‘Didn’t you read the brochure? There’s a service for that.’ He stood at the foot of the bed and pushed out of his shoes as he went for his fly. ‘Even if I have to do it myself, it’ll be worth it if the trade-off is having you spread out on my bed.’




    His promise circled around her clit with a flutter. She reached for the second button of her blouse. ‘I assume you have protection.’
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