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WILL

WILLIAM HENRY HARPER SLID HIS fingers up the back of her neck and grabbed a handful of her soft, fiery mane. In one swift move, he tightened his grip and pulled her closer to him, making her gasp loudly into his ear while he swept his other hand across the desk and hoisted her up. 

Papers fluttered to the ground and supplies fell to the floor with a crash, creating a mess below them. He didn't care. It wasn't his desk, anyway, and it was a small price to pay for what he was about to give her.

She was wearing a short skirt that showed off her legs to mid-thigh—a conscious fashion choice, he was sure, given the sultry looks she'd been tossing his way. How the hell Derrick Michaels ended up with such a hot assistant was beyond him. And how was he not fucking her already?

Didn't matter, really. It just meant that Will could take her, whisper whatever sweet nothings he wanted, and use her to get dirt on his new nemesis within Harper Global—the one guy with enough credibility and smarts to win over Henry Harper and steal the entire company from underneath him.

Will leaned the woman—Lauren was her name?—against the desk and pushed her skirt up to her waist, revealing a lacy red thong. 

Just another day at the office, Will mused, or had she expected this?

He shimmied the panties past her ankles and spread her legs; the thong hooked around the stiletto heel of her shoe. The woman thrust her body toward him, and he lowered his mouth to her mound. 

And hesitated. 

Damn it. 

He had been with the same woman for so long, too long, and he was out of the game. This was supposed to be his liberation, but all he could think about was the girl he really wanted—Alexa Romo.

He stood, frustrated, and ran a hand through his hair.

"What's wrong?" she asked, using her elbows to prop herself up.

"Nothing," he said. He grabbed her waist and slid her off the desk. "Turn around."

She did as she was told, tossing her hair to one side and revealing her slender neck again. That was more like it—he could probably make this work.

He unbuttoned her blouse and helped her lift it over her head. A small flick of his wrist unhooked her matching red lace bra, which he discarded quickly with the rest of her clothes. He kissed the side of her neck, reaching one hand around to the top of her bare breasts to squeeze her nipples while the other snaked between her legs. She sighed, pressing her palms against the desk, her ass jutted toward him in a way that made him think she'd done this before. 

Her curves were incredible, her skin was supple, her smell was intoxicating—but while his body couldn't help but respond, his thoughts were still fuzzy and resistant.

She's hot, he told himself. And Alexa released you, remember?

It was one of the things they'd decided that night. They'd stayed up talking into the early morning hours, Alexa wrapped up in his blankets and Will in the plush chair beside the bed, careful to give her enough space, careful not to push her. He'd wanted more than anything to take her in his arms, to make love to her until they were both satiated—he wanted more than anything to have her back—but was there a way to come back from everything they'd gone through? From what she'd gone through?

And so Alexa stuck to her promise. They would fight together, but they would remain apart. They'd continue to be tied to each other publicly, but their private relationship would be non-existent.

And damn if that didn't cut him to the core.

"What's wrong?" the redhead pouted. Will glanced at her, realizing too late that he wasn't kissing her anymore, that the mere thought of his ex-girlfriend had completely killed the mood. "Are you worried about your girlfriend?" Lauren—Lucy?—asked.

Fake girlfriend, he thought with a scowl. 

"I'm not going to tell her about this," the woman continued. Linda? Yes, definitely Linda.

He unbuttoned his pants, pulled a condom out of the pocket, and kicked his boxer briefs off along with them.

"Bend over," he ordered her, pushing the small of her back until she was leaning over the desk. He spread her legs again from behind, her pert, tight ass lifted invitingly toward him.

Fuck, that looked good. He could definitely work with that.

He lifted his penis and brushed it against her. Her gasp was all it took. With one quick thrust, he eased himself into her, almost groaning at the sensation. Though not as wet as he wanted, she was tight, and the friction was the best thing he'd felt in weeks.

Yeah, he could get it done like this. He pushed in harder until she had taken him all in, thrusting her hips against his body, her head thrown back and a low groan emitting from the back of her throat. Will grunted as he thrust in and out in a natural rhythm, his thoughts drifting to Alexa to keep himself hard. That could be her beneath him, his body against hers, pushing in and out of her like they'd done so many times before. That could be her hair in his hand—he'd pull gently in the way that always made her gasp. That could be her ass rocking against him, her tits bouncing against the desk, her breath escaping rounded lips--

With a final grunt, he thrust once more within her, his penis twitching at the release. 

Linda's breaths were shallow, but she didn't make a sound. She flipped over, looking up at him with a knowing smile. 

"Did you like that?" she asked as he reached down for his boxer briefs.

 He hadn't even bothered to make it pleasurable for her, and here she was, asking if he enjoyed himself. God, he was an asshole. 

He leaned over and kissed her mouth. "You were great, baby."

He was more than an asshole. He was whatever came after asshole.

She sat up, pulling him toward her again. "You weren't so bad yourself."

He smiled back, a practiced smile he'd perfected over the years, then kissed her neck to avoid her gaze. What had he done, and for what? A few minutes of pleasure? He'd had casual sex before—he'd had plenty of casual sex—but he'd never once regretted it, and it had certainly never made him feel this bad about himself.

"Why don't you get cleaned up?" he whispered softly in Linda's ear. "I'll take care of everything here."

The woman smirked, clearly pleased with herself, and gathered her clothes while Will hastily pulled on his pants and straightened his shirt and tie. He waited for the door to the adjoining private bathroom to close, then he sat down at the desk and pressed a key on the keyboard to bring the desktop back to life.

Of course he'd had an ulterior motive when he suggested to Linda that they get dirty and fuck on her boss's desk—there was no way he would be able to get close enough to what he needed otherwise. But the sex itself was a welcomed relief for all the pent-up tension he knew he'd been holding in, and no matter how much of a dick he felt for what he'd done, he had to admit, it still felt good. 

He quickly logged on to Derrick's desktop using the password he had stolen from Linda's desk. He pulled up his Dropbox account through the web and navigated to Derrick's files. With just a few clicks, he was copying all of Derrick's files into his own account.

"What the hell?" A man's voice startled him from the doorway. "What are you doing in my office, Harper?"

"Derrick," Will said, his voice smooth in an attempt to hide just how rattled he felt by the interruption. "What are you doing at the office so late?"

Derrick glanced around at the mess on the floor. "What happened here?" 

Will leaned back in the chair and followed his gaze. Once a playboy, always a playboy. Isn't that something Alexa liked to say? Might as well prove them all right and play the part.

"Oh, you know…" he said casually.

Derrick's eyes narrowed as they fell to the red lace thong wedged between a handful of strewn pens and an expensive paperweight. 

"I see," he said slowly. "Is your own office so small you can't play secretary with my brother's ex-girlfriend there?" 

He wasn't smiling, but there was a mixture of amusement and disgust plastered on his face. Will knew that Chase Michaels, Alexa's ex-boyfriend, was Derrick's younger brother, but it hadn't occurred to him that, after all this time, that was why Derrick disliked him so much.

Until now, that is. 

The door to the bathroom opened. Derrick and Will turned to see Linda walking out in only her skirt and bra, her rumpled blouse in her hands.

"Will," the woman whined, "you got my shirt all dirty."

"Laura?" Derrick exclaimed.

Laura, Will thought. Right. So close. 

Laura gasped at the sight of her boss standing in the doorway; her hands flew to cover her breasts. Will raised an eyebrow. Well, that answered one question—she obviously wasn't going to be climbing the corporate ladder with Derrick, so might as well sleep with the president's son. The only problem with that theory was Will didn't know how much power he yielded at his own company anymore. He certainly wasn't about to use whatever he had left to help a woman like Laura seduce her way to the top.

"Oh my gosh!" Laura shrieked. She threw her blouse on over her head and tugged at the hemline of her skirt. "This isn't what it looks like," she said to Derrick. "I can explain."

Derrick crossed his arms, a silent fury building in his eyes. Will glanced at the desktop. All the files had copied over—all he had to do was log out of his account, and Derrick would be none the wiser about why he was really here.

Derrick stepped forward, the fury turning to suspicion.

"What are the two of you doing in here?" he asked, his eyes focused on Will and the computer in front of him. 

Will shrugged. "Playing Solitaire."

Laura glanced between the two of them. "It was a mistake—" she began, but Derrick was too quick. He made it around the side of the desk just as Will clicked out of his account. 

"Are you going through my files?" he asked in disbelief.

"Maybe a few," Will said.

Laura whipped her head around to Will. 

"You used me!" she exclaimed. "Is this why you've been coming on to me for weeks? No—" She held up a manicured hand. "Don't tell me because I already know."

"Laura, gather your belongings," Derrick instructed. "You're officially terminated."

Laura's mouth dropped open, her face turning bright red. "You…" she stammered. "But…"

"Go," Derrick commanded with more force.

Laura's eyes watered as her glare turned to Will. He shrugged, unsure of what to say. Her mouth gaped open further, then she turned in a huff, fleeing toward the door.

"Seems to me you might have a media crisis on your hands there, Will," Derrick said with a smirk.

Shit. Will glanced out the door. He was right. He jumped from the chair and raced down the hall, Derrick's footsteps echoing behind him. 

"Laura, wait!" he shouted after her. The elevator doors began to close, and he stuck his hand in, activating the motion sensor so that they slid open. Laura angrily jabbed at the buttons on the console, but he lay an open palm on the door, preventing it from closing again. 

"Come to my office tomorrow," he said. "I'll
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