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CLIMBING THE CAREER LADDER

 


 


Amanda had done her utmost to
resist her phone, but decided to have check it after all. The knot
in her stomach disappeared when she saw she'd had no missed calls,
texts, or emails. She didn't know whether to be happy or not at the
lack of contact. Ultimately, her husband Rob had been a cad. It was
horrible enough for any woman to find out their husband was
cheating on her, but it seemed even more heart-breaking to discover
her alleged soul-mate hadn't been faithful for the duration of
their marriage.

 


Admittedly, thanks to her nous
and general distrust of men, she found out sooner rather than
later. It stung that it had only been less than three months ago
she'd been in a country church exchanging vows with the man she'd
intended to share the rest of her life. She cringed at the memory
of their honeymoon in the Caribbean when he'd had his phone
permanently to hand because one of his siblings was supposedly
seriously ill. Coming from a large Irish Catholic family it didn't
cross her mind to doubt his story. It took a certain type of man to
cover his lies with the excuse of family illness and that kind of
man was Rob. His lilting accent, black hair, blue eyes and
unaffected manner won her over quickly.

 


Looking back it wasn't totally
surprising to find the Irish charmer, working behind her local bar,
had been having his way with another of his patrons. Amanda's
getting him down the aisle was, she suspected, more to do with her
secure steady income and compatible easy going nature as opposed to
him being head over heels in love with her. Hindsight was a
wonderful thing, but she'd had enough common sense to question the
mysterious illness plaguing his sister which seemed to drag on
without progress or diagnosis. A quick flick through his phone
identified a collection of texts from the same unrecognized number
and the tone of the texts was not appropriate or expected between
brother and sister.

 


She had walked away with her
dignity intact, but was discovering her six week marriage was a
huge deterrent to potential suitors.

 


“You working late Amanda?” Her
boss smiled down at her.

 


“Putting a few extra hours in,”
she replied.

 


“I appreciate the effort.
There's always scope in the company for someone who wants to work
their way to the top,” he replied.

 


“That's something I suppose,”
she said.

 


She'd intended to be positive
but heard herself sounding deflated. Amanda was mortified to see
her boss had an expression of pity on his face. It was the last
impression she wanted him having of her. Since immersing herself in
work, she had decided climbing the professional ladder was more
than a method of distraction but a means of establishing a life
where she wasn't emotionally reliant or financially dependent on
anyone other than herself.

 


“Do you fancy a drink, Amanda?”
he asked.

 


She had to stop herself from
wincing. It was worse to have a sympathy drink with the boss than
be thrown a look of pity for working late.

 


“Sure,” she replied.

 


*****

 


Rather than go to a pub, Graham
retrieved a bottle of wine from the basement, normally reserved for
clients, and suggested they drink in the boardroom. One bottle of
wine quickly multiplied to three. Although shy to start, the
alcohol loosened her tongue considerably. Her story was all too
familiar to Graham’s ears but he remained
sympathetic.

 


“I can always console myself
that I walked away with my head held high and it was my decision to
end it but for me the most humiliating thing was having to walk
back into that office after my big send off. I'm not sure whether I
should return the wedding gifts to the company or not,” she
explained.

 


“As long as they're not in your
husband's possession you're welcome to keep them,” said Graham
wryly. “He was an idiot to let you go. Try and remember that next
time you check your phone and find he hasn't bothered to get in
touch with you. Things like this happen from time to time and I'm
sorry it had to happen to you, but it's how you pick yourself up
and carry on that counts.”

 


“God, Graham, that's a bit
clichéd,” Amanda commented.

 


He studied her and she worried
she may have overstepped the boundary.

 


“Perhaps. It's,” he hesitated,
“unfortunate your private life has publicly become the talk of the
office, but I doubt anyone can raise their hand and say they're
entirely happy with the relationship they're in. It's why it's
important to invest in other areas of your life.”

 


“Like work?”

 


“Exactly. Your performance has
always been a high standard, maybe it's time you thought about how
to progress.”

 


Their seats had moved gradually
closer over the course of the intimate conversation. His fingers
were intertwined with hers. The wedding ring was glaringly obvious
but there'd been enough hints to think it might be worth Amanda's
while taking a chance on making a play for Graham to secure a
promotion to expand her opportunity in the company. Worst case
scenario, if it all went wrong, she could blame her lapse of
judgment on the wine.

 


“You've been really good to me
tonight, Graham. I don't know how I can ever thank you,” she said
as she laced the fingers of one hand around his, trying to ignore
the wedding ring.

 


“You don't have to do this
,Amanda,” he said gently.

 


She leaned in and kissed him. To
her relief he responded with fervour, putting both hands on her
head to intensify the kiss. His tongue roamed around her mouth and
with the taste of alcohol and cigarettes, he'd illicitly smoked on
the premise, she felt like a school girl again.

 


As they continued, Amanda sensed
Graham's hand on her stockings. He was gradually moving up the
outside of her thigh. When his fingers finally grazed over her
stockings to the bare flesh between stockings and garter belt, she
shuddered under his touch. Graham was aware himself of electric
tingles running up his fingers.

 


It wasn't that it was taking
place in the office or that it was tantamount to cheating on his
wife that had him most turned on but the fact he was twenty-seven
years her senior and she was younger than his children. If he
walked away with anything that night it was the desire to have had
his fingers inside a young woman's pussy. He'd done his best to
exercise restraint but the second he was in contact with her thigh
and she didn't reject his caress, he was inclined to pick up the
pace of their interaction. He moved from the outside to the inside
of her thigh.

 


Amanda could feel his right hand
working its way between her thighs. She parted them slightly to
invite the hand in. Both on boardroom chairs, his access to her
panties were limited. Locked in a kiss they rose together. Graham
reached down to pull her skirt up. It was figure hugging so
required some effort to hoist it above the feminine curve of her
thighs and hips. A burst of moisture escaped and leaked onto the
crotch of her panties in anticipation of what was coming.

 


She spread her legs while
standing as he clumsily reached between them; slipping under the
elastic of her panties and rubbing her slippery cunt lips. Her
moaning encouraged him and without warning he inserted two fingers
inside her.

 


As he delved in he could feel
how tight she was, how warm and how wet. It was years since he'd
touched a woman so young without having to pay for the privilege.
Her eager response had him moving the fingers rhythmically in and
out of her.

 


“Take me,“ were the only words
she could force out of her mouth.

 


Removing his fingers, he closed
his eyes as he smelt and licked them trying to take in the sweet
scent and taste of the legal secretary. He was pleased that at her
own initiative she turned round and bent over, steadying herself on
the boardroom desk.

 


His view was of a raised skirt
and peachy cheeks glimpsing from her underwear. Her legs were toned
and the sheer black stockings against her pale skin had his
erection straining for freedom from his trousers. He ran his hands
over her bottom and up and down her thighs. Amanda quivered and
pressed her arse out, as Graham gladly pushed himself against her;
his hips gyrating slightly so she could feel his full length. As he
pulled her against him Amanda realized how full her bladder was.
She could hear him undoing the belt and flies of his trousers and
prayed she could hold on.

An easy six inches taller than
her, once Graham freed his cock he placed it between her dripping
pussy and moved it against her clit. Surprised at his proud of
erection, Amanda was literally weak at the knees. He reached around
in an effort to rub her clit once his dick had found its way into
her, but the pressure of his hand on her pubic bone had her muscle
controls weakening. She felt a hot stream start running down the
inside of her thighs.

 


Graham groaned as his cock was
immersed in her piss as well as her cunt juices. The hand that was
due to lavish its attention on her clit moved to cup her vagina and
catch her pee.

 


Amanda was mortified and stood
up, shocked at what had occurred. Apologizing profusely, before he
could even get his pants up and follow her, she'd raced out,
grabbed her handbag and fled into the night.

 


*****

 


Amanda had taken a week off
work; another day and she'd have to get a certificate from the
doctor regarding her absence. Somehow she didn't think the doctor
would be prepared to issue a sick note for a weak bladder mishap.
It had only been a week but apparently three staff had been let go.
The HR manager curtly informed Amanda, while sympathetic to recent
events in her personal life, she couldn't afford to continue taking
time off work without risking her employment. She was inclined to
hand her notice in but the wedding had left her in considerable
debt; without a husband to help cover the repayments she couldn't
afford to join the queues of the unemployed.

 


To make matters worse Graham
personally rang to request her presence back in the office, with an
instruction she should dress 'appropriately'.

 


He hadn't sounded offish with
her on the phone at all; if anything he was warm and worried about
her absence. She wasn't sure whether his genuine concern and
avoidance of what had happened between them was a result of his
chivalrous nature or guilt in respect to his marital status.
Whichever she was going to have to go back at some point.

 


Returning to work the following
day hadn't been half as bad as she'd expected. She didn't run into
Graham all day. Although she'd been paranoid everyone would know
how she'd embarrassed herself, it appeared life carried on as
usual.

 


There was a surprise company
meeting held late in the afternoon to discuss the replacement of
the newly departed staff. One vacancy opened was that of a
paralegal. Graham stated he would privately mentor the paralegal
and the company would financially cover the relevant training and
educational expenses. As he spoke his gaze caught Amanda. Blushing
she tried to avoid his eyes but realized
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