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Working Girl 1: Breaking the Office Intern

You know that moment? The one where suddenly everything changes, when the power shifts. When a man who has been domineering and in control is suddenly anything but. When he’d do anything for you not to stop doing that thing you’ve been doing.

That moment. That.

§

Beth Masters hadn’t set out to seduce anybody. For starters, she just wasn’t that kind of a girl, or at least, she hadn’t realized she was.

She was a good girl, from a good, small-town, church-going family. She’d studied hard to get her place at one of the better liberal arts colleges in New England, and she worked hard to make the most of it. There’s a point where good borders on dull, and that’s pretty much where Beth had pitched things until that day.

Even the summer internship was worthy, bordering on the dull...

Deller and Grady were an ethical marketing agency, and those aren’t three words that often go together. Their tag-line was to the point: ‘We work with good people to make sure everyone else knows they’re good.’ Deliberately just a little bit wordy and awkward in an Aw shucks kind of way, it said exactly what Deller and Grady did.

Beth chose her outfit carefully, that first day: clothes appropriate for the company where she would be working for the summer. A simple gray blouse and charcoal pencil skirt; the sheer black hold-ups and a knockout pair of patent-leather slingbacks that went with the skirt. She tied her long blonde hair back in a simple pony-tail, tidy and efficient. The little black thong was for Beth alone, not for anyone else. It was what she liked to think of as her little bit of naughty, something that made her feel good. Whenever she was talking to someone and she could tell they were thinking what a nice girl she was – and she was – she would know that underneath her polite exterior there was that little bit of naughty.

And maybe that was her undoing...

§

Deller and Grady were based in a renovated warehouse in the Harborside district. Beth was given a desk in the main office, where maybe a dozen staff worked in cubicles partitioned off by low dividing screens.

“There’s plenty of reading for you to do this morning,” said Crystal, who seemed to be the office mom and Beth learned later was actually one of the senior executives of the firm. “I want you to take a look at those company profiles and case briefs, then we can talk about what you’re going to be doing while you’re with us, okay?”

“When I interviewed they said I’d get to do some job shadowing. I’m looking forward to that.” That was why Beth had come here: to see exactly how people like Deller and Grady operated in their marketing and lobbying work.

“Oh sure,” said Crystal. “Bill Grady’s going to be in later to talk you through all that.”

It was odd sitting there, kind of divided off from other people by your cubicle’s dividing screens, listening to the office banter and unsure whether to join in or not.

Beth kept her head down, concentrating on the documents on her screen, excited that she was going to be closely involved in the company’s work, and not just photocopying and making coffee. Soon, she’d lost herself in the detailed profile of an organic produce distributor that had grown out of a neighborhood vegetable box scheme run by a student with a bicycle. It had grown from that to an operation that covered seven states in less than a year, and now Deller and Grady were helping the company’s marketing and profile catch up with that rapid growth.

“That’s quite something, isn’t it?”

And he was there, Bill Grady, standing with his thighs pressing against the end of her desk as he leaned forward to peer at the monitor.

How long had he been there?

And just where did he get piercing blue eyes like that? Eyes that locked on you and fixed you in place, as if they were reading you, eyes that examined your soul. When she could tear herself away from the eyes, she saw that he had dark, tousled hair and a dusting of stubble along a sharply defined jaw; a mouth that turned up almost imperceptibly at each corner, a hint of a smile that matched the sparkle in his eye. And... oh my God, would she just remember how to look away?

“It is,” she said, and the act of speaking seemed to break that spell, allowing her to glance down and away.

“You must be Beth,” he said, offering a hand for her to shake.

She nodded and took his hand, the skin smooth, his grip firm. He didn’t introduce himself; there was no need.

“Good to have you here. We’ll talk later, yes?”

With that he was gone, pausing to chat with one of the guys nearby, to share a joke with Crystal, and then he headed up the wrought-iron spiral staircase to his office on the mezzanine floor above.

§

Bill Grady. She hadn’t really known much about him until she secured this placement, and then she had done some more research and discovered that she had known about him after all. She knew that face from countless newspaper and magazine profiles, knew his story from the same sources: the man who’d risen to huge success after he’d dropped out of Harvard Law School to devote himself to advocacy and lobbying and then used those skills to find a business partner and establish Deller and Grady.

Bill Grady, who seemed to have imprinted himself on her thoughts for the rest of that morning.

Those pale blue eyes; the way that look made her heart rush and her skin burn. The gentle, deep tone of his voice; and, Hell, but the way those chinos hung, and the way he moved!

She focused on the documents on her computer. She wasn’t normally like this. She never had to struggle to stop her mind from wandering. Was she really so shallow she’d go all schoolgirl for a guy just because he was successful and looked good?

She got the call from him mid-afternoon. “Hey, Beth, how’s it going down there? You free to come up and talk some?”

“Let me just check,” she said, and paused. Then: “Sure.”

§

His office was at the back of the building. The entire back wall was floor to ceiling glass, with a view out over treetops to the bay.

“Could just sit and look at that all day long,” he said, smiling at how Beth’s attention had been grabbed by the view. “So: how are you finding things? Your workspace okay? The guys down there treating you well? They take you for lunch?”

“It’s great, thanks. I really appreciate the opportunity. I...”

She’d run out of words already. Such a goddamn schoolgirl!

Those eyes. They never left hers. That’s what it was, that’s what had done this to her. How could she do something as complicated as string words together when he was watching her like that, with that little smile on his face?

When his eyes left hers it was even harder, though. His look moved up, as if he was studying her hair, and then down across her face, lingering on her mouth, her neck, the little silver necklace just visible above the button-line of her blouse. Her breasts, full and pushed together beneath that blouse; her legs, as she sat, with her feet tucked back beneath her seat.

It couldn’t have lasted more than a second, that roving look, and then his eyes were back on hers and it seemed that he was the one momentarily lost for words.

Then he said, “Your hair. You really shouldn’t tie it back like you’re trying to hide it.”

That was when it happened. Her first reaction was to bridle at his comment. It was too personal and intrusive, and certainly not the kind of things she expected from someone like Bill Grady.

Her second reaction was to think of her private bit of naughty, that thong. It was a silly thing, but it gave her confidence, and now she kept her eyes locked on his and – slowly, so slowly! – reached with both hands to the back of her head, knowing that such a move couldn’t help but push her breasts out. Sure enough, he broke the look and his eyes darted down and then back up again.

She freed her hair and tossed her head, and again his gaze dropped and then jumped back up.

“I... I bet you didn’t think I’d be like this,” he said. “The kind of guy who calls a girl into his office and comments on her hair. Well me, too. I’m not usually like this. And that’s not a standard line. I...”

He faltered, and then broke away from her look, spinning round in his chair to gaze out over the bay. “We have an afternoon meeting tomorrow with the Bonners, pitching for a new campaign. You want to come along? I’ll get Sammy to give you the files.”

Slightly awkward, they talked business for a few minutes, and Beth began to wonder if that little exchange had happened at all, or, at least, if she’d read too much into it. She started to relax, doing her best to ask questions that showed she had at least some idea what she was doing there.

Towards the end of their meeting, Grady stood and went across to the glass. “You see over there?” he said, pointing. “You can almost see the place I grew up. Way before this ever became a fashionable part of town. My folks could have made a killing on that house if they still had it.”

Beth came to stand at his side. He was pointing towards a huddle of weatherboard buildings just along the shore. For all that the press stories portrayed his story as a rags to riches thing, that didn’t look too bad a place to do your growing up.

“There’s something about you,” he said, and for a moment she was thrown by the sudden change in direction. “Something that makes me stupid.”

What do you say to a comment like that? Sorry just sounded glib.

“And it makes me feel so bad because here you are on your first day and the guy in charge is coming on to you and how are you supposed to react to that?”

“You could stop.” Was this apologetic line he was spinning just that – another line? Apologizing for coming on to her as an excuse to come on to her?

“You want me to stop?”

How had they got like this? Standing at the big window, side by side, when at least before there had been a desk between them.

Standing so close she could feel his presence without even looking... And then he was reaching across her, putting a hand on the curve of her hip so he could turn her, and his other hand slipped up to the back of her head, fingers buried deep in her hair, the hair she had set loose for him.

His lips were hard, and his stubble scraped roughly across her face as his mouth followed the contour of her jaw, down to her chin, and then moved to her mouth.

The hand on her hip snaked round to the small of her back and suddenly his body was hard against her, and she was pressed back against the glass.

Her breasts were squashed up against his chest, her feet between his, and a new, growing hardness ground against her midriff.

His tongue
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