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My heart races as I stand outside the construction trailer, wiping my clammy hands on my skirt. The summer heat's a bitch, making my blouse stick to me like a second skin. This is it. No chickening out now. I suck in a breath, catching whiffs of sawdust and sun-baked metal, then rap on the door.

“Come in,” a deep voice rumbles from inside.

I freeze, my hand on the knob. Am I really doing this? Trying to get a summer job with my ex's dad so I can seduce him? The memory from two nights ago flashes through my mind—catching Derek with his face buried between another girl's legs, and his pathetic attempts to convince me it “doesn't count.” Rage bubbles up inside me, hot and fierce. This is so not me—Little Miss Goody Two-Shoes. But I'm done being the sweet, clueless girl everyone walks all over. Time to get some serious payback. I can imagine Derek's face now when I tell him I was on my knees for his father and then remind him it doesn't count.

I step inside, and Christopher Novak's eyes pin me in place while I struggle to breathe. Holy shit. Derek's father is even hotter than I remember—that strong jaw with stubble makes my insides flip. He's sitting behind a massive desk, salt-and-pepper hair all sexy-messy, those killer gray eyes studying me. My body lights on fire, and an unfamiliar ache builds between my legs. Uh, okay, so this might be more fun than I expected. At 19, I'm a virgin and only dated one guy—Derek—and the way my body is responding to Mr. Novak right now is nothing like anything I ever felt around Derek.

“Katherine?” He stands up and walks around the desk, towering over me. “Is everything okay?”

I plaster on a smile, trying to ignore how wonderful he smells—it's a woodsy cologne that scrambles my brain. “Hi, Mr. Novak. Yeah, all good. Just...wanted to talk to you about something.”

He waves at a chair. “Sure, have a seat.”

I can feel his eyes on me as I sit. Is he checking me out? God, I hope so. I cross my legs, suddenly hyperaware of my short skirt and my complete lack of experience. The chair squeaks, and I cringe.

“What can I do for you?” he asks, all warm and professional.

Here goes. “I was wondering if you have any summer job openings in the office.” My voice wavers, and I clear my throat. What would he say if I told him I wanted to give him a blowjob and we could skip the paycheck? Yeah, I'll keep that part to myself. 

His eyebrows shoot up. “A job? Do you know anything about construction work?”

“No, not exactly,” I admit, as my face heats up. “But I need money, and I thought...well, I can do office work. I know your company, and I trust you.” The words tumble out, and something flashes in his eyes.

He leans back, studying me. “I see. What kind of experience do you have?”

I almost laugh. The type of experience he's talking about is not what comes to mind. I'm a virgin who's never even pleasured herself successfully—nor has his son done anything for me. A wave of frustration washes over me as I remember all those nights alone, trying and failing to orgasm. Maybe I'm just broken down there. 

I push those thoughts aside. He wants to know my professional experience. “I've waitressed before, and I'm good with computers. I'm a quick study, and I'll do whatever needs doing.” I lean in, meeting his gaze. “I'll bust my ass, Mr. Novak. Promise.”

Our eyes lock, and fuck, the air practically crackles. He glances down at my legs, and I see his expression shift with an interest that's definitely not just business. My heart's pounding, and I have to remind myself to breathe. A part of me wonders what it would feel like to have his hands on me, to finally experience the pleasure I've only read about, but I need to focus. This isn't about my pleasure, and I'm not here to fuck him. 

I'm here to give him a blowjob so I can rub it into Derek's face.

He clears his throat, breaking into my thoughts. “What about college? You're going back in the fall, right?”

“Yeah, but I'm free all summer. I can work whenever you need.” I pause, realizing I should fill him in on current events. “Oh, and Derek and I broke up.” In my head, I add, 'And I’m ready for a new position...preferably on my knees.'

He stands and walks to the window, his broad shoulders stretching his shirt in all the right ways. God, I want to run my hands all over him. “I see,” he says, his back to me. “It's probably not the best idea to hire my son's ex-girlfriend.”

I want to badmouth Derek, but I hold it in. If his dad thinks I'm holding a grudge against Derek, it'll make him less likely to hire me. But really, fuck Derek. He cheated on the wrong girl, and payback's gonna be a bitch. I just need to seal the deal with his dad...in more ways than one.

“I get it,” I say, keeping my voice soft. “But I'm here as Katherine Williams, a hard worker who needs a job.” And a woman who needs your cock in her mouth. Not that I know how I’m going to accomplish that. I can’t just drop to my knees and open wide, can I? The thought makes my pussy throb.

He turns, a hint of a smile on his face. “I could use help in the office. Filing, data entry, that kind of thing. Not glamorous, but it's work.”

Relief floods through me. “That'd be perfect.” And I could be your perfect little slut, if you let me.

“All right,” he says, coming back to his desk. “Let's start with a two-week trial. If it works out, we'll go for the rest of the summer. Fair?”

I nod, probably looking like an eager puppy. “More than fair. Thanks so much, Mr. Novak.”

As we hash out the details, excitement builds in my belly. I'll be working close to Mr. Novak all summer in this tiny construction trailer. It's more than I hoped for when I cooked up this revenge plan, and it gives me weeks to figure out how to get his cock in my mouth.

“Any questions for me?” he asks, resting his hands on his desk. The movement draws my eyes to his strong forearms, and fuck, I want them pinning me down.

“Just one. Why are you giving me this chance?”

Christopher's eyes soften. “Everyone deserves a fresh start, Katherine. And...” He pauses, his gaze roaming over me. “I've got a feeling you're capable of more than people think.”

His words make me shiver. Does he see through my good girl act? Can he sense how badly I want him?

When I stand to leave, Christopher extends his hand, and I take it. His massive hand is warm and strong, swallowing mine whole. I imagine those hands exploring every inch of my body. Maybe he could give me an orgasm.

“Looking forward to working with you, Katherine,” he says, his voice low and rich.

“Me too,” I whisper, my mind racing with all the ways I'd like to “work” with him.

As I turn to leave, I add a little extra sway to my hips, feeling Christopher's eyes on me. Glancing back, I catch his gaze quickly shifting to meet mine. The flash of desire I see sends a thrill through me. I think he's attracted to me. That will make my plan so much easier.

Stepping outside, I take a deep breath. I came here to seduce Mr. Novak, to get back at Derek for breaking my heart. But now, I'm not sure who's seducing whom. It's hot that he was checking me out even before knowing about my breakup with Derek.

The old Katherine might have felt guilty about this plan, especially given my lack of experience. But I'm not that girl anymore. This new me is ready to explore her desires, virgin or not.

Maybe Christopher will be the one to finally show me what I’ve been missing.
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I'm a mess of nerves as I approach the construction trailer—first-day jitters mixed with a hefty dose of excitement. It's going to be a scorcher of a day, but when I enter the trailer, cold air makes my nipples stand at attention. It's the Arctic tundra in here. Not that I'm really complaining.

Construction noise filters through the windows, but I barely notice it. I only have eyes for Christopher. He's sitting at his desk, and holy shit, he's sexy. His grey shirt hugs his broad shoulders like it was made for him.

“Morning, Katherine,” he says, his deep voice sending a zip of pleasure straight to my core. “Ready to get started?”

I swallow hard. “Absolutely, Mr. Novak.”

He smiles. “Please, call me Christopher. Mr. Novak makes me feel ancient.”

“O-okay, Christopher,” I stammer. Using his first name feels weirdly intimate.

As he shows me where everything is located, I'm hyperaware of him. His cologne teases me every time he leans close. I'm fighting the urge to “accidentally” bump into him.

“Your desk is here,” Christopher says, pointing to a spot by the window. “You'll see anyone coming up.”

After he explains my first task, I dive into work, determined to impress him. I can feel his eyes on me as I file. I pretend I'm super focused, but I'm totally angling my body to show off my legs. This short skirt wasn't an accident.

Derek's face pops into my head for a second as I plot to
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