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“Why are you doing this?” I asked Steven as we walked into the meeting room.

“Why not?” he grinned in response. “You’ve worked your ass off, you deserve it.”

“Yeah, but you did all the work!” I tried to reach for his arm and pull him back to me, but he was already ahead of me.

“Devon!” my boss Karl smiled at me. “Nice work with the accounts!” he shook my hand. “Keep it up!”

I just stood there and smiled as I walked toward my seat.

Steven had handled all the work on the new accounts, putting in countless hours. My role was simply to type it up and present the findings. He truly deserved the recognition and praise, not me.

After everyone was seated, Karl immediately dived into the new accounts the company had acquired, mainly through Steven’s keen eye for smaller businesses needing a corporate umbrella for financial support.

I wanted to speak up in front of everyone and tell them I had nothing to do with it, other than being Steven’s secretary, not his partner.

I was about to say something when Karl turned to me and told me I was being promoted and that I would be taking full responsibility for overseeing two of the accounts.

Everyone started clapping, even Steven, who was staring right at me.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“It’s what you wanted right?” Maxwell asked.

“Of course, but not this way,” I stared at my husband of twenty-six years.

Max and I had been high school sweethearts and moved in together shortly after graduation. Just a year after moving in, we got married.

Max was the only man for me.

“We could do with the money,” Maxwell stated the obvious.

With the promotion came a big boost to my salary; it was significantly more than I expected, not nearly as much as Steven’s.

I was still going to be under Steven’s direct supervision, but at least I wouldn’t be among the others in the cubicles. I would have my own office.

With our two kids off to college and out of the house, we thought things would get easier. Our old house, however, needed constant repairs. So, we decided to move. This new house, located in a nice neighborhood and filled with fancy decorations and state-of-the-art appliances, was expensive. Between the cost of the house and Max’s recent pay cut, things were getting tight.

Max worked at a manufacturing plant, and one night, he decided to push his workers beyond normal hours. One of them had an accident, and the lawyers had a field day with the company, stating that the worker was overworked and tired, which caused the accident.

Max nearly got fired, but instead, he stepped down to keep his job. The pay cut was causing major financial problems for us.

Later that evening, I sighed as I leaned back in my chair, staring out into the backyard. I sipped on my wine as Max looked at me.

“So, are you going to tell them it was all Steven’s idea?” he asked.

He was hoping I would say no that I would keep my mouth shut about Steven helping me. Apparently, Steven wasn’t going to tell anyone, and by the way things were looking, no one suspected anything.

“No,” I answered. I felt a pang of guilt in my chest as I said it.

“Good answer,” Max grinned from ear to ear.

“Doesn’t mean I feel good about it!”

“Of course not.”

Sleep didn’t come easily that night, and I couldn’t wait to get back into the office and talk to Steven.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Devon!” Steven exclaimed that he saw me sitting outside his large office. “What a nice surprise.”

“Can we talk?” I was nervous.

“Biting your nails again, huh?” Steven stared at my hands.

I always bit the tips of my nails when I got nervous. “Yeah,” I nodded.

Steven unlocked his door and walked inside.

I had been in his office many times; it was spacious, with a nice view of the city through the large glass windows.

I waited until Steven took his seat at his large desk.

“Sit,” Steven offered.

I sat down across from him and took a deep breath.

“I know what you are going to say,” Steven started the conversation. “You’re going to ask why, right?”

“Yes,” I let out a sigh of relief. “Why are you helping me?”

“Look out there,” he motioned his head to the rest of the floor.

I turned in my seat and looked out the floor-to-ceiling glass panels.

“Melissa has been in that same cubicle for four years,” Steven pointed at Melissa, the lady who was in the cubicle next to mine. “Gary six, and Charlie started long before I came aboard.”

I stifled a laugh. “Not one of those people came to me for help,” Steven sat back in his large office chair. “None of them asked how they could improve, what they could do for the company.”

“Oh,” I turned back around to face Steven.

“Day one!” Steven slapped his hand on the table. “Day one of their career, guess who walks in my door and asks me about a problem they encountered, it wasn’t a problem that they had done, they found a problem on our end, on their very first day?”

“Me,” I smiled.

“Yes, you!” Steven grinned. “You’ve stayed late, come in early and done all the things asked of you without complaint.”

“I’ve never been one to complain about things,” I told him.

“So, that’s why,” Steven smiled. “I saw an opportunity for you, that get you ahead of the others and where you needed to be, and I did it.”

I felt a little better about my situation.

“Do you think you can do the job?” Steven asked.

“Yes, absolutely,” I answered.

“Well, get to it, and no more questions on the matter,” Steven turned to face his monitors.

“Yes, sir,” I stood up and walked out of his office with my head high.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Back at home that night, Maxwell breathed heavily. “Whatever got into you, I like it,” he said.

“I just had a good day at work, that’s all,” I slumped down next to him.

“I hope every day is a good day in that case,” Maxwell smiled.

I had just ridden him like a cowgirl riding a mechanical bull.

I came home excited about the direction of my career. I had my own assistant, and people were listening to me. I even had someone come around and ask me what I wanted for lunch. When I reached for the money to pay for it, they laughed at me and told me it was one of the new perks of my new position.

I was on cloud nine and soaring upwards.

Maxwell got the benefits of my excitement; he always liked it when I got on top of him. He loved squeezing and playing with my huge breasts as they swayed in front of him.

“Don’t count on it,” I expressed to him. “There are going to be very late nights ahead, and early mornings. Sometimes I am going to downright miserable.”

“I have been warned,” Maxwell grinned as he stared at me.

“Uh huh,” I smiled back at him. “We will see.”

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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“Again!” Maxwell yelled at me.

“I warned you this would happen!” I shouted back.

I had to leave for work in the middle of the day, even though it was supposed to be a day off. We had planned to spend the day together, one of the very few we had since my promotion and the new accounts.

I was trying to balance work life and home life, but work was taking over most of my time.

“I warned you this would happen!” I told him as I got ready to head into work.

“That was six months ago, we haven’t had any time together since,” Maxwell argued.

Sex and intimacy had taken a back burner since my promotion. I had tried to be more caring towards Max’s needs, but things were hectic.

“I am sorry!” I put on my heels and stood up. “I really am, I will make it up to you, I promise.”

“You said that last time,” Max pouted on the edge of our new bed.

My salary was huge, and some of my bonuses were enormous. We were all caught up on our debts within the first two months.

I even got a new car; it had all the bells and whistles. I got Max a new set of golf clubs, something he had been eyeing for a while now.

My phone went off, it was Steven.

‘I hope you are on your way,’ the text read.

“I got to go!” I picked up my purse and car keys. “I will probably be late coming home.”

Max didn’t respond.

I didn’t have time for his childish antics, not today.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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Steven had taken me under his wing and become my mentor. Through his guidance, I was achieving great things and reaching new heights in my career.

I was on first name basis with a lot of the higher-ups, and my name was in the running for Steven’s position, which I knew was the reason Steven was pushing me so hard.

It was no secret that Steven was next in line for Karl’s position. Karl had already put in for his retirement, and in a few months, he would be gone, and Steven would take his place, and I could be the one who slipped into that vacancy.

I couldn’t imagine the pay raise, but I knew that I wanted it.

Steven wasn’t easy on me, not at all. He ran me ragged, remained strict at times, but was also gentle. Whenever I did things the right way, he offered many compliments.

That night, I came home just before midnight. Max was fast asleep.

I was beyond tired; exhaustion had taken over me. I slipped into the shower and then into bed.

“It’s past midnight,” Max groaned.

I took a deep breath. “I know, things were...”

“Hectic,” Max finished my sentence.

I felt him roll over so his back was towards me.

I hated that my job was creating this divide between us.

Frustrated, I shot up and turned on the lamp. “You know!” I said. “You were the one who talked me into this!”

“What?” Max turned to face me.

“Remember?” I stared at him. “I was going to tell Karl and the others that it wasn’t me that got those new accounts, that Steven had done it, not me, but, No! You wanted me to lie about and take the promotion.”

Max stared at me with a blank expression.

“We can do with the money,” I did my best impression of him. “Good answer!”

I folded my arms. “Remember that?”

“I didn’t think....”

“Yeah, you didn’t think,” I interrupted him. “Like you didn’t think it through when you worked those workers four more hours after their shift was already over!”

Max got out of bed. “I am not arguing with you when you are like this,” he said, grabbing his pillow.

“That’s right, do what you always do when I am right, tuck your tail in and run!” I yelled at the bedroom door as he slammed it shut.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Things didn’t get better between Max and me, not after that argument. I had tried to talk to him, but he was giving me the silent treatment.

“Sounds like you need a getaway,” Maxine grinned.

Maxine was another controller like me. She was in the office next to mine.

“Do I ever,” I sighed. “I haven’t been on a vacation since the kids were in high school.”

“Did you sign up for the trip to the Bahamas?” Maxine asked.

“I thought that was only for the big wigs upstairs?”

“No, silly, it’s for us too!”

“Then I will be sure to sign up, it would be nice to get away from all of this for a while,” I grinned.

“I already put you in,” Steven told me as he walked into my office without knocking.

“What?” I asked with a huge smile on my face.

Steven always had that effect on me.

“The trip to the Bahamas, I had already put you in for it,” he sat on my desk and stared at me.

“How was I to know?”

“Well, now you know,” he smirked.

I loved the way he stared at me; it made me feel like I was the only one in the whole building.

His dark brown eyes always melted my insides. I could never say no to him, especially when he looked at me the way he was looking now.

“We always get this nice hotel just off the beach,” he said, moving in closer. “But I like the huge swimming pool, it’s my favorite place.”

“I haven’t gone swimming in years!” I told him.

“Well, you’re going when we get there,” he quickly responded.

I was truly flirting with him.

“You just want to see me in a bathing suit,” I grinned.

“You read my mind,” Steven stood up.

‘Fuck!’ I thought as I saw him check his phone.

“Got to go, but two weeks the two of us have a
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