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Fallon couldn't believe her luck. She took the desk in front of Tom Shipley's office, as his personal receptionist. He was the CEO of a giant corporation which had a hand in many things including software development and computer networking components. The pencil skirt hit just below her knees, but the slit up the back moved halfway up her thighs. She chose it because it matched perfectly with the white silk blouse. Being sexy was a perk of the job and probably the reason Tom hired her in the first place. The interview took place in his posh office after human resources approved her initial application. Judging from the other applicants, they knew to send the prettiest and sexiest applicants to the boss.

Fallon spent the week filling out paperwork and getting to know the Shipley Brass, Inc company, and employees. Being Tom's personal receptionist meant any calls would have to come through her. Tom gave her a list of people to send through regardless and a list of those who had direct access to the man. She would have thought with all the protocol in the place she was working for someone famous or an important dignitary. Tom Shipley's claim to fame was his billionaire status and the fact that he and Cecil Brass ran the multi-billion-dollar corporation. Cecil Brass was a silent partner for the most part in that he didn't show up for work every day like Tom did.

"Do you like working here?" Cat Patterson asked. Fallon had entered the break room and was happy to see her friend sitting at the table enjoying a mocha and a Danish. Cat worked in accounting and had recommended Fallon for the job.

"I do. I have to pinch myself every time I come through the front doors and head up to Mr. Shipley's office." Fallon grinned as she settled on a seat across from Cat.

"Oh, well, Mr. Shipley is a man just like any other. Trust me, he puts his pants on one leg at a time," Cat said. She laughed and waved her hand.

"But he is the big boss, runs the whole place," Fallon said. She looked around wide-eyed.

"Oh, I know. He is the big man. I'm just saying, don't put him so high on a pedestal he'll tumble down just like any other man," Cat said.

"In any case, I'm thrilled to have this job," Fallon said.

"I'm glad. Just do as the man asks and you'll be fine. He is single too, you know," Cat said. Cat had a husband and a daughter at home.

"Yes, he's one of the top eligible bachelors of the city," Fallon said.

"I'm sure he'll let you know that too," Cat said.
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"I wonder what he thinks about dating employees?" Fallon grinned. She was only joking with her friend, but Cat didn't grin back.

"I don't think he has anything against it. Best to go ahead with caution there. You are fair game to him," she said.

"Seriously? Like you think I'd have a chance with the man?" Fallon's mind spun the possibilities. But he was her boss and she felt that perhaps it would be off limits.

Cat shrugged. "I mean you have as good a chance as anyone," she said.

Fallon took her post back in the front room of Mr. Shipley's giant office. He was a quiet man, for the most part, keeping to himself. He came out once in a while to leave or to meet with those who had requested an audience with the man. She hadn't had much of a chance to get to know the man yet. 

"Fallon, bring me the Cortilion file. It's in records on the third floor," Mr. Shipley said into the phone loudspeaker.

"Yes sir," Fallon said. She stood and made her way to the elevator. Everyone knew who she was and didn't question it when she entered the records office. The Cortilion file was one of the largest clients at Ship Brass, Inc. Edwina handed her the large stuffed file.

"Tell Mr. Shipley most of the documentation is digital. These are the ones with actual signatures," Edwina said. The short lady smiled at Fallon as her eyes swept over Fallon's revealing outfit.

"Will do, thank you," Fallon said as she pivoted on her high heels.

Knocking on the door caused it to swing open. "Mr. Shipley?" Fallon asked. She was embarrassed at how easily it opened and hoped it didn't appear she had merely barged into his office.

Tom Shipley was standing at his vast window overlooking the city. He had green plants sitting along the window ledge. He picked up a sprayer and spritzed a plant and plucked off a dead leaf. He turned to Fallon and offered a perfect smile. His white teeth were whiter than most. He probably spent a pretty penny whitening and straightening his pearly whites.

"Have a seat Fallon. We haven't had much time to chat," Mr. Shipley said as he motioned to a chair in the sitting area of his vast office.

"Thank you, Mr. Shipley. I have the Cortilion file for you," she said as she set it on the coffee table and slid it toward him.

"Thank you. But you may call me Tom, please," Tom said.

Fallon's eyes brightened. He wanted her to call him by his first name, which was definitely a good sign. "Yes, of course, Tom," she said as she nodded curtly.

"Tell me, Fallon, how do like working here?" Tom held out his hands and glanced around the room as if he'd asked her how she liked working in that particular location. She knew what he meant.

"I love it here. Best job I've ever had," Fallon said enthusiastically.

"You were a... bank teller before, correct?" Tom asked.

"Yes. At First National on the corner of Bentwood and Topper," Fallon said.

"Ah yes. I'm sure going from working with the public to the quiet of your office out there is quite a difference, huh?" he asked.

"Yes, sir," Fallon answered with a curt smile.

"You don't need to call me sir. I'm good with just Tom. Let's pretend we've been good friends for years. How would you talk to someone like that? That's how I want you to talk to me," Tom said.

"Okay," Fallon said. Tom's total interest amused her. It amused her even more that he wanted her as a friend.

"Is your job everything you expected?" Tom asked.

"Sir, it's a good job," Fallon said.

"Tom, please," he said and chuckled.

"Oh yes, my bad. It's hard for me. I was raised to respect those in authority over me," Fallon said.

"How old are you, Fallon?" Tom asked.

"Twenty-eight," she said.

"Ah, not too much younger than me. How old do you think I am?" Tom asked.

Fallon giggled. She'd already read about the man in the CityScape magazine. "Si... Tom, I've read an article about you before I got this job. I know you're thirty-five," Fallon said.

"Of course. That's right. Throw a little money around and everyone wants to know all about you. So, then I guess I'm not that much of a mystery, huh?" he asked. His head tilted as he placed his hazel eyes on her.

"Well, I only know what they printed. You're thirty-five. You are part owner of this company, having started it at the tender age of twenty-seven. Mr. Brass saw the potential in the young MBA holder and signed on with you. You're single and a prime ladies' man." Fallon lifted a brow as she stared back at the man.

This time, Tom Shipley blushed. It endeared the man to Fallon to see that he, being the powerful rich owner of the corporation, could blush so in her presence. "So, the article states." He chuckled and bent forward to grab the file on the coffee table.

"Sir, is there anything else you need?" Fallon asked.

Tom looked around the room, looking everywhere but at her. He whistled and wouldn't acknowledge her question.

"Sir?"

He shook his head.

"Oh, Tom, is there anything else you need?" Fallon asked. She giggled as he brightened and nodded.

"Very good. You'll learn my name yet. Booger of a name, Tom. I knew my mother had penned me with a tough one," he joked.

Fallon loved his fun sense of humor. "I shall try to remember that. I never mean any disrespect," she said. She stood and looked down at the man.

"I doubt you'd ever show me disrespect," Tom said and winked at her. He watched as she smiled and nodded and turned to leave. 

When Fallon reached the door, she turned back to the man. His eyes were firmly on her ass and he snapped his gaze back to her face. "Do you want your door open or shut?" she asked.

"Um, you can shut it," he said. He was obviously flustered by her catching his intense stare at her ass.

She
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