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The moment he walked into her office,
she not only saw his beautiful vision—she felt him.


It had been a full year
since Eva Bennett had hired Tyler Cortese as her head waiter at The
Burger Barn; the highway eatery she co-owned with her husband
Stuart in their hometown of Benington, New
Jersey. Yet she’d
never quite grown accustomed to the image of his sheer masculine
beauty; one defined by his flowing golden hair, gem blue eyes, and
tall, muscular frame. Her heart beat just a little bit faster when
he pinned her with his flawless smile; and when she heard his deep,
honeyed voice and sniffed his citrus-tinged scent, that same heart
pounded outright.


This was never more apparent than
today; when she greeted his entrance into her office with her own
broad beam.


“Good evening Tyler,” she looked up
from the pile of work that threatened to overrun her modest iron
desk. “I need to talk to you a minute, before you start your shift
this evening.”


“Sure, Boss!” The tall, muscular
21-year-old planted himself on the edge of her desk; his long legs
dangling over its edge as he pinned her with an expectant gaze.
“What’s up?”


“Well Tyler,” Eva began, averting her
gaze to her desk as her cheeks flushed. “As ridiculous as my
husband believed it was to hire a head waiter at a place called the
Burger Barn, we both believe that you’ve done a great job in the
year or so that you’ve been here. You’re always on time, always
pleasant and accommodating to the customers, and you always go out
of your way to help me out around here. You’re doing so well, in
fact, that we’d like to raise your pay by a dollar an
hour.”


She warmed as the cheery blond
suddenly got a lot cheerier; letting loose with a joyful whoop as
he clapped his hands together.


“You don’t know how much this means to
me,” he thrilled, adding, “I have to admit to you, though, that I’d
probably work here free of charge. You’re an incredible boss,
Eva—so patient in teaching me the job, and so nice to work
with—plus you always me laugh.”


Eva nodded.


“It’s easy to stay in a perpetually,
annoyingly chipper mood, Tyler, when you’re in the company of one
of your best friends,” she told him.


Tyler stared at her a moment, a light
sheen of tears filling his eyes as he considered these
words.


“Eva, that’s so kind,” he praised her,
adding in a softer voice, “I could just kiss you. And as a matter
of fact, I think I will.”


Eva took in her breath as her waiter
leaned over to touch his lips to hers; lingering for just a moment
as his mouth massaged hers in a sweet, coaxing manner.


Since the opening of their business
two years ago, Eva and Stuart Bennett devoted much of their time to
the running of their business; she couldn’t remember the last time
they’d made love—or, for that matter, even kissed.


She’d forgotten how good it felt; and
she wanted more.


Leaning into his kiss, Eva wrapped her
arms around Tyler’s muscled shoulders and moaned her pleasure—not
resisting as his tongue flowed into her mouth and tangled with
hers.


Hungrily she smacked her mouth against
his; lapping his mouth as her hands roamed his strong, planed
back.


“Let me close the door,” he whispered
against her lips, pulling back to stare deep into her eyes. “I
think we need some privacy.”


He paused seconds later as Eva shook
her head, lifting her tall, rubenesque body from the depths of her
chair.


“I’m sorry,” she told him, raising her
hands between them. “This isn’t part of your job.”


“What if I want it to be?” Tyler
interrupted, searing her with an azure gaze that dripped seduction.
“You’re a warm, wonderful woman, Eva, and your husband neglects
you—I can just tell. And you know what? If he doesn’t want you,
Eva, I do.”


Eva shook her head.


“This is madness,” she said, just as
much to herself as to Tyler, “We could get caught so
easily….”


“We work here together every night, so
you have the perfect alibi,” Tyler interrupted her, tone
reassuring. We don’t have that many customers after midnight—so
what’s to stop you from calling me into your office for a little
fun?”


Eva sighed.


“My wedding ring, for one thing,” she
told him, folding her arms before her. “Also, why on earth would a
hot young thing like you want a fat middle aged woman like
me?”


Tyler shook his head.


“I’m sick of the bimbos I meet at
school,” he told her, adding with a warm smile, “You’re a smart,
funny, wonderful woman—and I’ve been trying to think of a way to
thank you for all the help and advice you’ve given me.”


“Say it with flowers,” Eva said,
turning for the door.


She stopped in her tracks
as her gorgeous employee said the words that made her clit
pound.


“I’d rather say it with
sex.”


***


The evening passed in a haze for Eva;
who struggled to focus on her work as temptation lingered
close.


She watched as her stunning
waiter tended to their customers, all the while wondering if their
earlier conversation had been the product of a frenzied fever
dream.


Had he really said those alluring
things that made her pussy gush? Had he kissed her? And had she
enjoyed it so much she’d had to steal into her locker-room for a
full throttle panties change?


“Well that question I can answer,” she
rolled her eyes, struggling to concentrate on her most mundane
midnight duty; counting out her drawer as her golden seducer
refilled their condiment bottles.


He even looks sexy when
he’s refreshing our ketchup caddy, she
sighed, mopping at her brow with a handy dinner napkin.
Blast him.


“You look stressed, Boss.” She heard
his voice resound just behind her shoulder. “Let me
help.”


Eva took in her breath as Tyler buried
his hands into her strong, broad shoulders; relieving her stress
with loving strokes that eased her pent up tension.


“Oh baby, you need to relax,” he
purred, whispering in her ear. “Tell me how I can help.”


Eva said nothing, only basked in his
touch as he moved his hands to the center of her back.


“Just tell me where you want me to
touch you,” he whispered, “to kiss you. I’m here to serve you, Eva,
in more ways than one. Just tell me what you want me to
do…”


He gasped with pleasure as she turned
in his arms; throwing herself into his embrace as she covered his
lips with hers.


Soon their lips merged in a hot,
passionate kiss; their tongues entangling as his full, moist mouth
rubbed and massaged hers. This time, though, she sank in his arms
and pressed her soft, voluptuous body into his hard and muscular
one. He growled his keen approval of this move and pulled her
closer still; gyrating his hips in a succulent tease as his hands
and mouth caressed her.


“Just tell me where you want me baby,”
he whispered against her lips. “On a table? Under your
desk?”


“Sounds uncomfortable,” Eva muttered,
even as her heart pounded at these salacious
suggestions.


“Would it be more comfortable if I
stripped down in the back of your car?” Tyler continued undaunted,
adding with a wink, “I know you like drive in movies.”


“Yeah,” Eva allowed, drawing back
slightly as she welcomed this opportunity to change the subject. “I
got my first college job as a fry cook at the Moonlight Picture
Show back home in Texas.”


Tyler nodded.


“Ah I see,” he grinned, cupping her
flushed cheeks in two tender hands. “Well did you ever fantasize
about bringing a date? Some dude from the university that’s known
for being, you know, on the easy side?”


Clearing her throat loudly, a
flustered Eva once again broke away from her seducer; turning to
shut down and secure her cash register as her lover sighed with
frustration.


“We don’t show movies here,” she
reminded him over her shoulder. “We also don’t put on live sex
shows on the same tables where customers recently enjoyed their
milkshakes and double cheeseburgers. I’m passing sure the health
department would have something to say about it. And on that
pleasant note, young man, I bid you good night.”


***


“Home sweet home.”


Heaving a hefty sigh, Eva slipped
through the front door of the modest downtown apartment she shared
with her husband Stuart.


She had to admit that there wasn’t
anything particularly sweet about a tiny, rather dungy apartment
that neither she nor her husband had time to clean.


“I, after all, spend most of my time
running our business,” she reasoned, plopping down in her favorite
easy chair and resting her head against its cushioned surface. “And
my equally industrious husband devotes much of his time to
sleeping, eating and watching football from the comfort of his
beloved recliner—and as a side job, he also excels at mocking my
cooking and housekeeping skills—neither of which he has perfected
or even practiced himself. And, if he has any of his precious time
and energy left over afterward, he makes a repeated point of
mocking my weight, hairstyle, and any other physical characteristic
that makes me annoyingly imperfect in his eyes.”


“Not that he’s any George Clooney,”
she shut her own eyes tight. “He can barely muster a resemblance to
George Washington on a good day, and without the goodness and
honesty.”


Still and all, at least she understood
and knew what to expect from her husband; quite unlike the sweet,
respectful young employee who’d suddenly morphed into a sizzling
hot seducer.


“What does Tyler want from me?” Her
eyes flew wide open as she considered this question. “More money?
More say in corporate decisions? A bigger employee discount on our
deluxe triple cheeseburgers? Uh, given the downright infuriatingly
amazing shape he’s in, not likely.”


Suddenly aware that her train of
thought on this matter was hopelessly derailed, she once again
leaned back in her chair and closed her eyes; also trying to close
her
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