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Billionaire Break Up (Billionaire Boss Series, #3)

Author’s Note

I kept glancing at the clock as I filed paperwork for the marketing department. Thirty minutes to go, I counted off to myself. Twenty minutes. Six minutes. Finally, the clock struck five, and our entire office floor erupted into cheers.

This wasn’t a normal day, mind you. Most AlphaTech employees loved their jobs, and many stayed in the office for an extra hour or two to finish a project without even batting an eye. But today was different. It was CEO Henry Meyers’s birthday, and the party was starting in an hour in the building’s lobby.

I made a beeline toward the women’s restroom to get his present ready. Three women were lined up at the sinks as I slipped into a stall.

“I heard Mr. Meyers is making an important announcement,” one of them said.

“Do you think we’re getting bonuses, Maya?”

“I wouldn’t mind getting a bonus from him, if you know what I mean.”

I smiled, alone in my stall, as I listened to the women banter. One of them scoffed, scandalized, while the other chuckled and agreed with Maya. 

I’ve been getting bonuses the entire time I’ve been here, if you know what I mean, I thought at them. I balanced my purse on the hook of the stall door and pulled out the first part of Henry’s present. The lace bra slid over my hands like black froth. I unbuttoned my blouse to change out of my everyday underwear and into some lingerie.

“Don’t you know he has a girlfriend?” 

“That Rebecca West, right? He sure likes ‘em young.”

I snorted. He sure did, and they didn’t even know it. Rebecca, an ex-supermodel and my former employer, was about ten years older than me. She was technically his girlfriend, but he was beginning to care more for me. I could tell.

The women were beginning to pack up and leave.

“Anyway, I heard that trattoria on the corner is catering.”

“Ooh, think they’ll be serving wine?”

Their voices faded off as they exited the restroom. I zipped up and buttoned my clothes over my lingerie and slipped out of the bathroom. My face in the mirror was flushed and a little surprised. There was just something about fucking your billionaire boss at work, in secret, and listening those women talking about him only reminded me of how forbidden it all was.

* * *

As the other AlphaTech employees filtered into the building’s spacious lobby, I side-stepped through the glass doors and stood on the curb of the street. Just as Henry had promised, a black town car slid to a stop in front of me. The rear window rolled down.

“Get in,” Henry said.

I tucked my hair behind my ears, hiding a small smile, as I stepped into the backseat. Henry scooted aside to make room for me. Once the door clicked shut, he put his hands up my skirt.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” he growled. His fingers touched the edge of my lace panties, and his eyes lit up. “Ivan,” he said to the driver. “Put up the partition, please.”

Ivan’s head disappeared as the partition went up, and soon we were completely sealed off behind walls of tinted glass. Henry pulled his arms out of his jacket, and I put my hands on his shoulders, always deliciously surprised by how hard and muscular they were.

“Oh, Marina,” Henry murmured before diving in for a kiss. Hearing him say my name never failed to send a thrill shooting down my spine.

My fingers shook over my buttons as I fought to get out of my top. Once I had it opened, Henry’s pupils widened, darkening his gaze. My nipples hardened, drawing his eye to my sheer lace bra. 

“Happy birthday,” I said, a little breathless.

“Happy birthday, indeed.”

Henry pushed gently at me, easing me onto my back. His fingers danced across my bare ribs, the lace bra, and the top of my skirt. I pulled at his tie. A few moments later, most of our clothes littered the floor of the car.

“You’re wet,” Henry murmured. His fingers touched against my cleft.

I leaned up to take his lips in a light kiss. Our tongues danced around each other. Henry gasped when I pulled away. 

“I could be wetter, though,” I said.

Henry smirked, forming tiny lines around his eyes. I felt a rush of heat when I studied his smiling face. God, he’s gorgeous. I couldn’t even imagine what he’d looked like at my age. It would’ve been too much to handle.

“What’s wrong?” Henry asked, still smiling.

I shook my head, briefly embarrassed. “Um, nothing.”

“Good.” Henry plunged two fingers into my pussy without warning.

I cried out, and my hips bucked in his hands. Henry chuckled, a sound that rumbled low in his chest. He began to stroke inside of me, his touch gentle and teasing. My body eased back down, and I exhaled shakily.

“How does that feel?”

My eyelids fluttered. “Uh-huh.” I could feel myself dripping around him. My clit throbbed, begging to be touched. I slid my hand down my stomach toward my crevice.

Henry caught my wrist. “Let me.” He rolled his thumb over my swollen nub, making my thighs jerk. He watched my face, using my expressions as cues as he worked me with his hands. Then, he leaned down and sucked my nipple into his mouth.

“Today is your birthday, remember?” I said. I tangled my fingers through his smooth hair as he licked my nipples. 

“So?”

“So why are you doing all the work?”

“Because I do whatever I want on my birthday.” 

Henry didn’t give me a chance to respond. He buried his face between my thighs, digging his tongue through the folds of flesh toward my clit. He slipped his fingers out of my pussy and drew them to my lips. I could see my own juices glistening on his skin, smell my own wild scent mingling with his.

I sucked his fingers into my mouth, tasting myself.

“Oh, god,” he whispered as my tongue flickered around his digits.

“Fuck me,” I said.

Henry turned his face toward mine. His expression was unreadable. He could’ve been dead, but I knew better. This was the look he gave me when he was turned on beyond reason, when there was nothing left of his mind but the primal need to fuck. I felt my stomach clench every time he gave me that look. 

I opened my thighs and wriggled down the seat, straining to touch my gushing pussy to his cock. “Please, Mr. Meyers,” I whispered.

“Damn.” Henry’s eyes drank in the sight of my naked torso, from my smooth hips to the puckered nipples of my heavy breasts. He squeezed my thigh, creating dimples in my flesh. “Damn, you’re so sexy.”

His cock quivered at my entrance, hard and throbbing. I grabbed his shoulders, bracing myself for the coming impact. His cock slid in easily when he penetrated me.

Henry began thrusting eagerly, frantically, adopting the hard, jackhammering pace that I had become accustomed to. I closed my eyes, savoring each stroke of his rock-hard member, even if it was painful and bruising. 

“God, Marina!” he said in a strained voice. The muscles in his back and shoulders tightened under my fingers. 

I dug my nails into his skin and bit my lip. I parted my thighs even wider to accept every movement of his body. Just as I felt myself sinking into his rhythm, he pulled out and reached for my hair.

I scrambled to my knees just as the first stream of cum shot out of his cock. I parted my lips, hovering less than an inch from his tip, giving him the view that he liked. He gripped his shaft and pumped his hand, milking himself into my waiting mouth. There was a single bead left when I swallowed his load. He gasped when I licked it off of him.

“Right on schedule,” Henry said, glancing out the window. 

I followed his gaze, noticing the familiar buildings flicking past the car. Ivan was supposed to drive around the block a couple times, giving Henry and me enough time for a private moment together before the party. 

I was dressed by the time we rolled up to the AlphaTech building. Henry’s hair was still slightly mussed, and he struggled with his tie.

“You go ahead without me,” he said distractedly as his fingers worked at his throat. “I think I’ll need one more trip around the block.”

“Sure,” I said as I threw my purse over my shoulder. It didn’t bother me. Henry sounded a little short of breath, and his pants were still unzipped. Despite all of that, his skin was glowing with the orgasm I’d given him. 

“I’ll see you at the party,” Henry said. He reached past me to open the door.

I leaned into him, catching his mouth in a kiss. “See you.”

The caterers had set up a table of fruit and appetizers. Servers in pressed aprons wove through the crowd, passing out glasses of champagne. I eagerly accepted one and sipped, conscious of the sweat beading along my hairline and hoping the bubbles would cool me off.

“Were you raised in a barn?” an oily voice hissed in my ear.

I narrowed my eyes. “Hello, Jason.”

Jason swung into my vision with his hands in his pockets, smirking. “You’re supposed to wait until the toast.”

“I’m thirsty,” I snarled.

“So am I. Let’s share.” He leaned close, blocking my view of the rest of the room. 

I could feel his breath on my cheek, and my mind flashed back to the last time we had been so close. He’d blackmailed me by threatening to find out and expose how I got my position if I didn’t have sex with him in the break room. Unfortunately, I hadn’t noticed until after the deed that there was a security camera keeping us company.

“I need some air,” I said, ducking out from under Jason’s face. I turned on my heel and went back to the exit, passing by the security station along the way. I knew there was a row of video monitors under the counter
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