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Chapter One

 


Lida
leaned back in her office chair, holding the phone to her ear.
“Hey, Sandy. How are you doing? I’m having lunch alone at my desk,
again. Everyone else has gone out to celebrate Katie’s impending
nuptials. What are you up to? Still chasing the twins around the
house? Better you than me.” She chuckled at the thought of Sandy’s
rambunctious twins. “What are they doing now?”

She
paused, giving her friend time to answer. “Yes, well thank goodness
for the Teletubbies and Barney. Me? I’m just killing my last few
hours here. I can’t believe I have just half a day left, Sandy, and
I’m leaving Corporate America behind forever. I was here for almost
six months. The job was okay, I guess. Some of it was boring, but I
did enjoy working the reception desk. Besides, it paid the bills
and they treated me alright while I looked for something in my
field, and now I’ve got it. I can’t believe I start on at
Carrington Academy on Tuesday. I can’t wait. You know how much I
love kids. I’ll be teaching grade one, which is exactly what I was
looking for.

“But yeah, I’ll miss this place…not.” She laughed at the thought.
“Except, of course, for the big man himself, and I do mean
big man. Not that I have
any personal knowledge, mind you, but word has it he’s hung like a
horse. Hell, the man’s got everything. He’s rich and powerful and
unbelievably gorgeous and hung. I mean, seriously, who wouldn’t
want to do him? I’ve lived like a nun for the last six months,
working two jobs to pay the bills while I looked for a position in
my field. But let me tell you, I’d give anything for a single night
with Dave McKenna. I’d like to rock his world just once. It would
be like winning the Lotto! I have no illusions about any kind of
relationship, mind you, Sandy, but I’d just like to experience once
what it was like to be with a man like that.

“No, no, he’s always been a total professional whenever I’ve
interacted with him, which isn’t that often. I’m low woman on the
totem pole. A temp and part-time receptionist. Only thing lower is
the mail room. Whenever there’s a need to have something reviewed
by him, they are always tripping all over themselves to be the one
to take it up to his office, hoping he’ll notice and whisk them out
of the accounting office and into his executive suite.

“Jeez, Sandra. You have to see the guy. I’m not kidding. I was
standing next to him in the elevator a few weeks ago. I swear I
went weak in the knees and creamed my panties just from being so
close to him. Yeah, he was practically giving off waves of
pheromones. In fact, any time I go near him, I hold something in
front of my chest because my nipples always get hard and poke
out.

“And those bright blue eyes of his? His short sandy brown
hair. His body… I know, I know, I’m gushing like a teenager with a
crush, but what can I say? He’s clearly fit, but he’s not bulky
like those steroid-freaks at the gym. His body has an understated
elegance, just like the rest of him. I could just lick him all
over!

“I tell you, I’d do him in a minute. I’d let him do
me in a minute. Damn it
Sandra, I dream of him fucking me nine ways to Sunday. On top of his desk,
over the arm of his sofa. He could tie me up and smack my ass, if
only he fucks me, too. Hell, I’d crawl on my hands and knees and
bark like a dog if I thought it would get him to notice
me.”

Lida
closed her eyes and had to remind herself she was at work. No
touching herself imagining it was Dave McKenna. That didn’t stop
her pussy from tingling or dampening her panties at the thought of
him seeing her naked.

“Seriously, Sandy. I read this book. Oh my God, the guy was
into something called puppy play
and it was so hot. He made his girlfriend crawl
around and bark and stuff. It was so kinky and hot. I’d totally
like to try it, once, at least. But that’s neither here nor there.
I don’t have a boyfriend, and as for Mr. Sexy Pants McKenna, men like that
don’t notice women like me, not even if I crawled naked into his
office and barked. I’m just one of his many adoring minions who
haven’t a hope in hell at getting him to notice us. As far as I can
tell, he never fucks his staff, ever. I know it’s a sign of
integrity or something, but I wouldn’t have minded
sex on his desk falling
under other duties as assigned
on my job description, but that opportunity is
going to be gone forever. Only half a day of work left and then I’m
no longer employed by McKenna Industries.

“Well, I’ve got to go. The rest of the staff will be back from
lunch soon, and I need to look busy. Maybe we can do lunch next
week before I start at Carrington?

“Great. Talk to you Monday, Sandy.”

Lida
slowly put the phone back in its cradle and turned her chair back
to her computer monitor. It was only then that she felt… something.
Frowning, she turned to her left.

Him. He. Uh oh! He was standing
there, leaning against the file cabinet with his mouth twisted into
a wicked grin. She immediately dropped her eyes from his
penetrating gaze. How much had he overheard? Oh God. Did he hear
her talking about wanting to bed him? What about the puppy play
thing? Thank goodness it was her last day, otherwise she’d have to
quit because she’d be far too embarrassed to look at him again.
Lida stared at her computer screen, hoping the ground would open up
and suck her down.

No such
luck.

Dave
McKenna himself walked toward her and placed a small rectangle of
paper on the desk in front of her. “I would notice you, you know,
if you crawled naked into my office. But then again, so would my
staff. Besides, as you noted, I never fuck anyone who works for me.
It isn’t professional. Anyway, as hot as sex on my desk sounds,
it’s not the right venue for what I have in mind. Let’s say
tomorrow, eight AM. My place. That is, if you meant what you said.
Or are you all talk?”

“I never say anything I don’t mean.” She looked up at him, her
heart hammering so hard she thought it was trying to burst
out.

“Then I look forward to playing with my puppy
girl.”

“I, uh, um…”

“Eight AM. Don’t be late, pet, or I’ll punish you. We’re going
to need the whole weekend to get all those nine ways done before
Sunday.” He walked back toward his office, but paused at the
doorway. “One more thing…”

“Yes, Sir?”

He
walked around the side of her desk and leaned down. She looked up
at him, waiting. He grinned and covered her mouth with his. This
kiss was short, hard, and full of promise. His tongue invaded her
mouth, demanding, taking and then withdrawing abruptly. “No playing
with yourself or coming tonight. I want my puppy nice and horny for
tomorrow, understand?”

And then
he was gone and Lida was staring at his departing back, her jaw
hanging open and her panties drenched. Uh, oh. What had she just
agreed to?

* * *
*

It was a
beautiful Saturday morning. The sun was shining and it was a crisp
spring morning. The air was fresh and there was not a cloud in the
sky. He groaned and adjusted his cock in his pants. Lida wasn’t the
only one having fantasies about fucking each other’s brains out.
He’d had similar thoughts about the comely temp with her long
blonde hair and the biggest bluest eyes he’d ever seen.

From the
first time she’d delivered a file to him and promptly dropped it
and scrambled on the ground to pick up the scattered papers, he’d
wanted her. It wasn’t just the glimpse he got of her breasts from
the gaping neckline of her blouse as she crawled around retrieving
his papers. No, it was also the sight of her on her hands and knees
at his feet. He had always been turned on by the sight of a hot
woman looking up at him. And Lida had looked at him so adoringly,
so hungrily, just for a moment before the embarrassment turned her
cheeks bright red and she’d quickly picked up the scattered
papers.

However,
he didn’t take advantage of his position. She was right about that.
He would never abuse his power like that with an employee, even a
temp. However, as of five pm Friday, Lida no longer worked for him.
Even so, he hadn’t intended to act on his infatuation. However,
after hearing her on the phone, he hadn’t been able to help
himself. Damn. He headed to the bathroom to rub a quick one out
before she arrived. Just the thought of Lida as a puppy, his puppy,
had turned his cock to iron. Maybe if he took the edge off, he’d be
able to avoid coming in his pants at the sight of her.

Ten
minutes later, he walked back into the living room. It was now one
minute past eight o’clock. She was late. This was not the way to
start, not at all. As he took a seat on the couch, he wondered what
here excuse would be. Transit issue? Oversleeping? Changed her
mind? Accident? Maybe she wasn’t coming. He took a deep breath and
tried not to worry. Instead, he thought about what a suitable
punishment would be for her being late for their first play
session.

It was
almost eight fifteen by the time she finally knocked. He felt the
relief wash through him when he realized she’d arrived. However, he
made her wait for five minutes before he opened the door for
worrying him. He checked the security monitor. She looked like
she’d run most of the way. Her hair was wind-blown, her cheeks
flushed, and her chest was heaving as she struggled to take in a
breath. She also looked bedraggled and she was dripping with water.
He looked up at the sky. Still sunny. What the hell had happened to
her?

Pasting
a stern expression on his face, he pressed the intercom button that
would allow him to communicate with her and said, “Gate’s unlocked.
Head around to the side door. I don’t want you dripping on my
hardwood floor.”

cover.jpg
Evernight Publishing





tmp_c340abbc524431422a1d659f24b1c6f6_Xacj63_html_3b781ee3.jpg
Evernight Publishing






tmp_c340abbc524431422a1d659f24b1c6f6_Xacj63_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





