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Ryan Schuster is feisty, blond and ruggedly attractive. He's also a billionaire, and I guess I was caught off guard when he said I could go to his house to finish work after the office shut down. I'm his new personal assistant, the shy one with bleached blonde hair who sits quietly at her desk in the next room over, staring lonesomely at my computer screen while I wait for my life to start.

Now Ryan towers over me, bulging muscles showing under his casual plaid shirt. His grey eyes gleam pointedly at me as he leans over the screen of my laptop. "Still working?"

"I said I'd work on it until I was finished," I tell him, shifting uncomfortably in my smooth leather seat. My soft skirt sticks to my narrow thighs. I really should buy some less form-fitting clothes some time. The tightness is strangling me.

"We've done more than enough." He rests his smooth hand on the metal of my computer top, and then he presses low until it shuts.

I inhale, tensing.

"I've been meaning to talk to you, Annie," says Ryan. He smoothly unbuttons the top three buttons on his shirt, and I can see strands of hair poking out from his chest.

I'm tired. I can tell I'm tired because for some reason I find myself wishing that he would unbutton the rest of the shirt. Secretly, I've loved Ryan since I first laid eyes on him during my job interview. By turns, he could be cold, distant and mysterious or fun and casual--but still mysterious. I've never been able to understand him as a person. Every time his eyes meet mine I feel like they're swallowing me whole. I'm drawn to him like a magnet. Is it really any wonder that I also wonder what he'd look like under all his clothes?

"I haven't seen much of you in your personal life," Ryan continues. He voice is low, pronounced. "Do you have a boyfriend?"

Blood rushes to my face. "No," I say, looking down. The eyes! "I usually try to avoid relationships. They're complicated." True enough words. My parents divorced when I was young, and after a few disappointing dates in college I decided I was done with the whole thing.

Ryan widens his eyes intently and presses his dark brows together. "Complicated? That's one way to put it." His voice lilts lightly as he speaks, and I can feel his breath on my face before he backs off. "Personally, I think you could learn to relax a bit. Enjoy yourself. Stop hiding behind your work."

He picks up my laptop and drops it on the floor--with a thud. I gasp and reach to pick it back up, to see if everything was all right. But then Ryan places a warm hand on my arm, and presses it back into my lap. "If it isn't fine, I'll pay for a new one, all right?"

I nod.

"Stand up."

I have no idea what Ryan's trying to do here, but I'm curious enough to oblige him. As soon as I stand he untucks my blouse from my skirt and then lifts it tenderly over my head. A cool draft of air washes over my flesh, causing it to tingle and my hairs to stand on end.

"How's that?" he asks, reaching around me and unclasping my bra.

My nipples stick out in the air. "It's chilly in here," I comment.

"Let's take care of that, then." Ryan continues to unbutton his own shirt, revealing a bare chest with firmly sculpted abs. I've never seen such a fine looking man before--like a Greek statue in a museum, only with real flesh and blood and hair. I want to touch him, to rub up against him and warm my own bare chest. Then he starts on his pants. My eyes are glued on him as I unzip my tight skirt and work it around my hips. The faint red marks against my hips vanish in the warm light as soon as the skin is released. I'm still in my panties, and I wait until he steps out of his pants before I strip out of them.

I don't know when I was last so exposed before a man like this--especially a man I've never been with before outside of work. When Ryan pulls down his boxers, I can't help but stare. It's not that I've never seen a man naked before. I thought I knew what to expect down there from other experiences. But Ryan's not a normal man. He's toned. He's fit from head to toe. And his cock is--well--about the biggest I've seen and still growing and throbbing with every second.

Ryan steps closer to me. He doesn't say anything, anything at all. He puts his hands behind my back and holds me so close that my breasts are lightly touching his own. His touch is soft and feels so natural it's almost like we were cut out for each other. I press closer to him and feel the warmth of his dick pressed up against my waist. It's warm. I can feel myself soaking his warmth just from standing there.

"Let's get down--on the floor," he suggests. He speaks softly in a voice that's almost a whisper.

I sink down, still pressing against him all the way until I'm on the floor. It's almost as if someone else is doing this, like I'm being mind controlled or watching some kind of a dirty movie. But while I lie on the smooth, polished wooden floor, Ryan paces to the other side of the room. He presses some buttons on the temperature controller, and then lowers the light on a small touchpad. It's dark now, and quiet except for the wind blowing through a few thin branches of the trees outside. I close my eyes, letting myself fully relax in a limp position. I don't even know that he's over me until his warm chest





















