
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


Mr. Baltimore

 


 


by
Victoria Lawson

 


 


Copyright 2022
Victoria Lawson

 


Distributed by
Smashwords


Free Gifts

 


As a Special Gift
for acquiring this book you are entitled
to another 10 Free
Bestseller Romance and Erotica Books worth $34 PLUS incredible weekly deals
on new books and collections! Do as over 12,700 people before
you and grab it all — FREE for a limited time only!






http://www.AmorBooks.com





or simply


AmorBooks.com


Disclaimer: The material in this
book is for mature audiences only and contains graphic sexual
content and is intended for those over the age of 18
only.

 


***

 




“She’s a
pain in the ass Baltimore! Let’s be honest here, she doesn’t do
anything I tell her, she barely makes the copies I ask for, the
faxes I need seem to never get sent out, and talk about not getting
my messages! For an executive assistant, she doesn’t assist me with
shit! C’mon Baltimore! This girl has got to go! She’s just another
pretty face without a brain.” Yelled Brian.



Mr.
Baltimore tried his best to hide his smirk. Turning around facing
the New York skyline from his high rise office, he answered calmly,
“It’s because she doesn’t like you Brian. I’m sure you
can-”



“I’m a
partner Adam!”



Mr.
Baltimore didn’t like being interrupted. He turned his face to the
left so he could see Brian out of his peripheral. “Understand why
she doesn’t like you. You know what it took to bury that sexual
harassment case? She could’ve had you not only fired, but possibly
facing more legal ramifications. Now I’m sure you understand,” Mr.
Baltimore turned around to face Brian, “that we can’t have that
kind of image hanging over the company.”




Recalling the incident between Nora and Brian, he found Brian
pushing Nora against the wall in the break room. His hands upon her
waist pulling her tucked in silk white blouse out of her black
calf-length pencil skirt. Mr. Baltimore remembered pausing to help
her. Instead of seeing Brian forcing her, he imagined himself
pushed up against her, but instead of Nora fighting she would be
giving into him.



He was
only in the doorway for a second before Nora’s knee landed right in
the middle of Brian’s crotch shaking Mr. Baltimore right out of his
fantasy. Bowed over in pain Brian was struggling to breathe. Mr.
Baltimore looked at Brian and then at Nora. Nora kicked him again
for extra measure and stormed out.



“Leave
her alone Brian. Don’t speak to her. Don’t look at her. Don’t even
acknowledge her existence. If you do, and if I hear of any future
incidents or if I so much as hear that you took a breath in her
direction, I will have you fired! Do you understand me Mr. Moore?!
There won’t be an inquiry into the matter, any investigation, or
the like. What will happen is that I will personally kill your
severance package and empty your pension. And you will never work
at another law firm in the city. Do you understand me? And if you
think I’m joking, be just dumb enough to try me Mr. Moore!” Mr.
Baltimore yelled. He felt heat rising in his chest and anger
bursting through his tone.



“Y-Yes
Mr. Baltimore. I understand.” Brian said, his voice shaky. He
mumbled something under his breath that Mr. Baltimore didn’t even
care to address. He was hungry and needed to eat. Mr. Baltimore
straightened the cuffs on his sleeves and buttoned up his suit
jacket. He was looking more than dapper as usual in his grey
pinstripe Giorgio Armani three piece suit. His waistcoat was button
just underneath his ribs elongating his torso. An Armani red tie
sparked style into his suit and his Italian dress shoes screamed a
love for the finer things. Grabbing his double breasted wool pea
coat Mr. Baltimore grabbed his keys. He decided he was done for the
day. It was only 2:50pm but he’d had enough.



Nora
overheard the conversation or rather the verbal beating. Mr.
Baltimore was always quite generous with her but very distant.
Seemed to treat her as another hired temp. Still from time to time
there was kindness in him. One evening when her car wouldn’t start,
Mr. Baltimore called a tow and took her home.



He
didn’t speak the whole way except to ask her to put the address in
the navigation. There was another time when she had been overlooked
for her lunch break. Mr. Baltimore had seemed to notice that she
had been snacking all day. When he asked her if she’d eaten, and
she’d told him no he immediately told her to get lunch.



He had
given her his credit card and asked her to bring him back something
to eat and to get it herself. One wouldn’t have thought this a
kindness but he told her to come back in an hour and a half.
Essentially giving her more than enough time to get her own lunch
and his with enough time to eat. She’d asked what he wanted to eat
and Mr. Baltimore only shrugged and said, “Surprise me.” She came
back with a lamb gyro and fries. When she came back and gave him
his food, credit card, and receipt, he simply said thanks and waved
her off.



His
mixed signals between superior boss and kind gentleman crossed
often. Most importantly she knew Mr. Baltimore was a true gentleman
because of her altercation with Brian Moore, partner at Baltimore,
Blake, and Boone Law Firm. Mr. Baltimore had sincerely apologized,
explained he would deal with it himself. To boot he even offered
her an immediate two week paid vacation. He was a stern man and
while normally she would’ve filed a lawsuit, she held him to his
word. After overhearing the conversation, she believed everything
would be okay.



Mr.
Baltimore was a handsome man with strong masculine features, and a
body to die for. To be thirty-six with his own practice was a hell
of an accomplishment. He walked tall and held a possessive
demeanor. One look in his eyes and anyone would know when he was
serious. He was like a cold killer hiding behind a designer
mask.



She
loved every bit of his intensity. The water cooler chatter
suggested not only was he not currently married, but had never been
before. He had no kids and the women he dated were super models.
Nora wasn’t considered one of the ‘girls’ but she heard enough over
the months she’d been working there. She always got to work early,
and typically left late. She was younger than the other assistants
which was the reason for her lack of popularity. To be twenty-seven
and executive assistant didn’t sit well with the other
women.



Nora
watched Mr. Baltimore slip his keys into his pea coat, and with a
tired expression walk out of his office. She wanted to talk to him,
to thank him but her will failed her. She tried not to make eye
contact so she fidgeted in her seat and dropped a file with papers
flying everywhere. She quickly attempted to gather them before Mr.
Baltimore walked by her desk. She was looking down the whole time
and hadn’t noticed that he stopped dead in front of her. He bent
down to help her pick up her papers and gratefully she accepted the
help. “Thanks Mr. Baltimore. Clumsy day I guess.”



“That
happen much?” His tone cold.



“No sir,
well no-not usually. But thanks again.” Nora’s cheeks burned. She
had to be blushing.


Mr.
Baltimore helped Nora up and watched her situate her paperwork.
“Have you taken your lunch today Nora?” He scanned over her and
smiled. She looked beautiful wearing a teal fitted collar shirt
with a black three button vest fitted right underneath her bosom.
Her black slacks the same material as her vest yet her ankle boots
were the same color teal as her shirt. The girl had flare. He liked
it.



“No sir.
I have a lot of work to get done.” Nora blushed. She could feel the
heat of his eyes on her.



“You
still haven’t filled out the vacation request Nora? I assumed you’d
be doing that soon?”



Nora had
been meaning to fill out the paperwork, but her position didn’t pay
much, just enough to cover the bills. Her salary rarely left room
for savings. “Mr. Baltimore, while I’d love to go, trust me, I
don’t have the money to go on a vacation. And frankly, I’d rather
not use two weeks to stay here at home, in the city.”



“I see.”
Mr. Baltimore wanted to take her to lunch. She obviously had fight
in her from what she displayed with her fight against Mr. Moore,
but she was naturally a sweet woman. Just not a woman to be trifled
with.



“Are you
done for the day sir, or just off to lunch?” Her tone a little too
cheery.




“Actually I’m done for the day. Get a head start on the
weekend.”



“Okay.
Should I forward your calls to your blackberry or to the office
phone?”



“Let the
office machine get it.” Mr. Baltimore said.



“Yes
sir. Enjoy your-”



“Come
with me.”



That
sounded more like a command than an actual question. “I’m
sorry?”



Mr.
Baltimore hovered over Nora’s desk. “I said, come with me Nora.
Lock up the files. Grab your stuff. Meet me in the parking deck by
my car.



And with
that Mr. Baltimore left. Walked right out. He didn’t wave to a
single soul. He was more social in this conversation than she’d
ever seen before. For a moment she thought about those three little
words. Come with me. What did he want with her? She looked around
and the other secretaries seemed to be staring and snickering
amongst themselves. She’d had enough for the week.




Stepping
out of the elevator she looked towards Mr. Baltimore’s White Audi
A8. Flashy but modern at the same time. He was standing at the
passenger side door. She walked towards him with her coat over her
forearm and purse on her shoulder. When she came face to face with
him, she expected a smile but was greeted with the same business
look he always had. “Where are we going?”



“Get
in.” He opened the door for her and watched her get in. She was
compliant. He liked that. What he didn’t expect was that when he
got to the driver’s side of his car, he saw her reach over to open
his door from the inside. When the door popped open he smiled. Now
she was just showing off. He took off his coat, unbuttoned his
jacket, got in the car and looked at her.



“What
about my car?” Nora asked.



“Doesn’t
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