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Brice Trudeau has it all.  But does he really?  That's the question myself and my co-author Kayla Zanotti set out to explore in this short story.

By any measure he's perfect. Money, power, looks, and a fantastic lover between the sheets.

We wanted to explore how an intelligent, independent woman like Allison really perceives a man she finds impossible to resist. What is she thinking and feeling as she learns more about him?

When her feelings run as deep as they end up running, does it matter who he really is?

It's wild, hot, quick story about what drives obsession in a beautiful young woman with the world at her feet. And how she handles difficult choices.

I hope you love Brice!  We loved writing about him!

Rebecca
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Chapter 1

Allison

I have to do whatever it takes. That's what I repeat to myself over and over.

If it means putting on this “too tight skirt” that ends halfway up my thigh, just to do morning weather, I'll do it. 

This is the New York market. The big time. And I want to be on the air. 

It's not morning drive time. It's early early morning. I honestly didn't know people were up at 4 AM watching the news.

But this is the city that never sleeps. The fact this is the lowest rated station in the market doesn't matter. I am not married to this station. Or any station.

I see the goal. I am going to be an investigative reporter. Expose corruption and evil doers among us. Change the world for the better for regular people.

Because I am a regular person. I know I won the looks lottery compared to most people from my tiny town in West Virginia. But that only drives me to do more.

And I am not above leveraging my appearance to get ahead. But I have my limits. 

I could have gotten on the air doing actual reporting and not a sex pot weather tart over at KOX. But I wasn't going to fuck the station manager.

My only friend back home told that kind of thing is blatant sexual harassment. But that's how the business works, so I ain't talking about it with anyone else. I could kill my chances of getting another job.

I just left. Then I flipped on the TV the other day on my day off. KOX had this girl who looked like a porn star doing crime reporting and they were hyping some investigative report she was doing about the homeless.

She could barely talk without saying “um”. 

But I bet she gave that pervert manager the ride of his life.

Some call my path stupidity. I call it having a little self-respect.

It's early but thank God for Sharon, the greatest make-up person in TV history. I don't look half bad. 

I walk back and forth practicing raising my hand in front the green screen. Making sure I am not pointing out in the middle of the Atlantic when I am supposed to be talking about a cold front moving in from Upstate.

“Shit! Sharon help me. I tore my nylon,” I gasp. “I have no time for this right now.”

She drops the work she is doing on Tom “Ape Man” Thomas, our goofy sports guy, then rushes over.

“Did you bring a spare?”

“Nope.”

“Forget it. Pull them off.”

“Sharon no. It's trashy looking with this skirt clear up to my, um...”

“Mid thigh?”

“That's putting it mildly,” I say, shaking my head in disgust.

I am trying to be a good soldier. I know my goals. And this is small part of it.

“I want to be more than that,” I begin speaking again as I drop my shoes and head to a private area behind a portable divider that is set up for quick clothing changes like I am doing.

“And you are. I respect you. We all respect you. You're going to make it big in this business and not by reporting fluff or prancing around half-naked. But this station needs ratings. And you need air time. That's how it goes.”

I run my hands down my skirt and reinsert my suddenly cold feet into my high pumps.

I close my eyes and envision myself reporting for “60 Minutes” chasing down a politician who is screwing over his constituents.

I am not nervous.

I have been here since 1 AM rehearsing this forecast again and again. 

No one will outwork me in this business. 

It's these bare legs and the sleeveless tank top. It actually pisses me off.

I hate this business. 

But I love it.

Chapter 2

Brice

Hell yes Brice is my real name. Every bit of my name is the same one I was born with.

No way I am going to let the people back home in small town Michigan miss out on the greatest thing in business and personal success.

See, while they all looked down on me because my family couldn't afford good clothes for and I wasn't as good at sports, I was learning how to make money.  Those overgrown meat heads from the nice part of town got all the attention and the best looking girls.

But I had a plan. And thanks to them and all the losers in my family who told me to give up on myself and dreams, I worked around the clock for years on that plan.

Until I became something so big, I could rub my success in all their faces. Funny how I never see or hear from any of them anymore.

Except Becky. My little sister. I'll always hear from her and she'll always be part of my life. 

My name sounds official, important, powerful, and rich too. So why change it? It's perfect.

I am perfect because I built a life that's perfect. There is nothing I can't buy, sell, or dominate.

Don't let the losers fool you: perfection is attainable. And it's so worth it. 

I look out from this office. High above Central Park. Right on Park Avenue. I own this city and could literally purchase entire blocks of the best streets with one phone call. 

Money is intoxicating. Believe me. I am getting way higher shelf pussy then those princesses I couldn't have from the old days. The princesses who wouldn't give me the time of day.

Way way better  pussy than the first girl I thought I loved. Give Kelsey credit too. She made me the woman slayer I am now. More than anyone else.

When you go to prom with a guy who adores you and would do anything for you, and you fake being sick so you can fuck a football player, you'll never be forgotten by the guy you stood up.

Now she's got two kids and a third on the way. All by three different guys. I keep up with her in secret I can get private dirt on anyone, anytime I want.

Power. Power. Power.

“Mr. Trudeau, Miss Shay Morland.”

That's Sissy. My smoking hot, Amerasian secretary. She coaches the Jet's Cheerleaders on the side. She's hotter than anything you'll see modeling swimsuits or anything else. 

I haven't fucked her yet. And I won't. At least I don't think. Because she's a great secretary. She works really hard. She dates around all the time. Pro jocks, actors, CEOs of big companies everyone has heard of. But she's flirty as hell with me. She's always checking out the bulge in my pants.

Hard to blame her. It's a package beyond compare.

Ahh Shay Morland. Shay Morland knows. And she knows we have an agreement. That's why she's slinking into my office looking fine. Like usual.

Mrs. Shay Morland. Husband is a TV host on one of the big networks. That's what I was told. I don't watch fucking TV. That's for average chumps.

The door clicks shut. Then I hear the lock.

I don't even have to look up. The next sound is one I know well.

Zipper and clothes hitting the floor.

“I had to see you,” she says almost gulping for air. 

My office is huge and she's fifty feet away. 

I am standing behind my desk thinking of everything I have to do to kick ass today. A deal in Hong Kong. Another in Australia. A guy wants me to co-author a success-with-money book.  All happening in the next hour.

The fabulous naked form of a chick men wap to thousands of times a day in front of their lap top doesn't even cloud my focus.

And her tits are amazing. 

“You know every time we fuck, I try to guess whether those are real. Because they are perfect. You're one hot woman. But tell me something?”

“Yes?” 

She's almost stumbling toward me. I think she's nervous or out of breath or both.

Those hips of hers in the black nylon. That pussy. It's so tight for a woman who I know has had her share of lovers. She keeps it up  like I like it too. Little black hair landing strip and then bald and smooth everywhere else.

She'd love it if I go down on her. She's begged for it in the past. 

But I tell her no and she just blows me again instead.

She knows how to suck cock this one. What a naughty plaything she is.

“You don't feel nasty using your husband's charity to as excuses to come see me?” I ask with smirk on my face that makes it plain I approve of her relentless need to get what she wants. “Then locking the door. Sissy could tell the press on us.”

“I don't care what anybody tells anybody,” she snaps with horny defiance. 

She steadies herself on
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