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 Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    I'm so excited! It felt like this day would never come. My first day at a real job is going to be great; it has to be. I was finally free from the confines of the classroom and could now enjoy the free life of the boardroom. I could barely contain my excitement as I picked out my sharpest dark grey pencil skirt and navy-blue silk blouse with classic black heels. My clothes felt more like battle armor than clothes to me. They made me feel invincible like I could conquer anything, and today, I was going to kick ass at my new position with Walker International.  
 
      
 
    I graduated from New Jersey State College two months ago majoring in accounting, and I was going to put my degree to good use, making the money I needed to pay back my student loans. Everyone always tells you to stay in school, get good grades, and your life will be everything you could ever want it to be. They forget to tell you that you are going to spend most of your adult life after school paying for all of the education you needed to get the job you want.  
 
      
 
    Well, there's no time for being in the dumps about my financial situation. I've got a first day to conquer. 
 
      
 
    I walked confidently from my tiny rundown studio apartment in Philly to the bus stop and waited as I sipped my coffee. I was in my own little world full of anticipation as I ran through how my first day was going to go when I heard whistling from behind me.  
 
      
 
    "Hey, pretty lady. Look at those legs, shit. It's too early to want to work so hard, but baby I'd work that ass until you screamed." said a husky guy dressed in a wife-beater and basketball shorts as he grabbed his crotch through his clothes and then slapped his similarly dressed friend on the shoulder.  
 
      
 
    I ignored his offensive comments as I clutched my purse tightly to my side and squeezed my metal mug almost spilling my coffee.  
 
      
 
    The second pig spoke up as they both walked closer to me, "Come on, baby. You know you want some of this fine caramel cock in that uptight pussy!"  
 
      
 
    Just as I was about to reach into my purse and grab my pepper spray, the bus thankfully pulled up. I rushed to get on as the doors were opening and I heard the men making more lewd comments but fortunately I couldn't understand them.  
 
      
 
    I looked at the bus driver as I paid my fare, but he was barely paying attention to anything other than the apparently elusive booger in his nose as he dug inside his face with his finger. I was not going to let these disgusting men ruin my day, so I took a seat as close to the door as I could find. I didn't need to spend one second more than required on this bus with the booger digging driver.  
 
      
 
    Thankfully it wasn't a long drive to the business district where my new job as a Staff Accountant with Walker International was waiting for me. I stepped through the doors and breathed in deeply. The smell of corporate America was cathartic after the morning I was having, and the air was sweet with the aroma of fresh muffins and coffee wafting through the large open foyer of the glass and metal building.  
 
      
 
    The Walker International building was one of the largest in Philly, and the architecture was striking with harsh, clean lines everywhere. Every surface seemed to glisten or shine beautifully, but my surroundings made me feel a little uneasy. Everything seemed so rigid like even the building was cut-throat. What if I couldn't cut it with these corporate types? What if I wasn't shrewd enough to fit in with my co-workers? I was lost in self-contemplation when I realized a security guard from behind the grey slate counter in front of me was trying to get my attention.  
 
      
 
    "Excuse me, Miss. Can I help you with something?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I'm sorry.  My name is Tessa Green, and today is my first day here. I'm supposed to be meeting Greg Hunter on the forty-fifth floor. I'm the new Staff Accountant." I said, smiling at the handsome young man in uniform.  
 
      
 
    "I am going to need to see some ID."  
 
      
 
    Well straight to business with this one I guess, no chit chat or niceties. I gave him my drivers license and he tapped away at his keyboard making a call before even looking at me again.  
 
      
 
    "You are going to use the elevators right behind me to get to the forty-fifth floor and when you exit, go left to their front desk and ask for Mr. Hunter. He's aware of your arrival and will be giving you your security badge. Please make sure you have your badge with you at all times and in plain sight." He said coldly.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you," I responded, feeling a little out of place.  
 
      
 
    Wow. Talk about taking your job seriously. Well, I wanted a corporate job; it looks like I certainly found one.   
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2  
 
      
 
    Mr. Hunter was pretty much the same as the security guard. He was direct and to the point, but he seemed slightly more timid at least. I was given my security badge and shown to an area with cookie-cutter cubicles lining large glass floor to ceiling windows that were filled with people working away at their computers and talking seriously on their phones.  
 
      
 
    Mr. Hunter showed me to my desk area and gave me a folder with my username and instructions on how to get signed into the computer system. He also gave me a workbook that apparently went along with a training class I would need to complete before I would be given my first account to work with.  
 
      
 
    I was so happy for this day to come, and now I was kind of sad it was here. I was expecting to work side by side with people learning the ropes. I was looking forward to having conversations with my co-workers and getting to know everyone I'd be sharing nine or more hours a day with for God knows how long. But I guess that wouldn't be the case.  
 
      
 
    I sat down at my sparse grey desk and began the provided training. I hoped the course would be quick and easy, but I finished the introduction part that seemed to take forever, and when I looked at my watch, it was only nine forty-five. I got here at nine. How had it only been forty-five minutes? Ugh, this day was going to last forever, and not in a good way.  
 
      
 
    Just as I decided I’d get up to stretch and find the restroom before I started on the next boring section of training the doors to the conference room burst open.  
 
      
 
    A tall, strikingly beautiful woman who looked to be in her mid-thirties with long flowing black hair and red librarian style glasses yelled out as she plucked away at her phone angrily, "Greg, are you seriously telling me we have no one here that I can take to review the Jackman file? It's not that hard, all I need is one person to go over the details with me, so I know what I'm talking about before I walk into my meeting Wednesday night with Fuck Head Jack Jackman himself. They don't even have to know what they are looking at. I just need someone to read it to me because I have too much other shit to do. I can't sit down and go through his file. Is there no one available to pull from something else?"  
 
      
 
    Greg followed quickly behind the beautiful woman who was clearly in charge as he stammered his response, "Well... ugh... we have everyone working on the Clayton Acquisition project. It's... well... the... ugh..." 
 
      
 
    The woman stopped dead in her tracks and turned around to look down at Greg as he almost walked into her, "Damn it, Greg. Can't you ever just give me a straight fucking answer without stuttering like an idiot? Do we or don't we have someone I can borrow for the next two or three days?" 
 
      
 
    Greg looked around at everyone who had their heads buried in their computers pretending to miss the confrontation in front of us, and his eyes settled on me as he smiled, "Yes! Yes, we do have someone you can take. Take Tessa, Tessa Green. She just started and isn't committed to any accounts yet. I'll get her the Jackman files and have her assigned solely to you, Miss. Walker." 
 
      
 
    Did he just say, Miss. Walker? As in Veronica Walker, the CEO of Walker International? Oh shit. This can't be happening. It's my first day, and they are giving me to the CEO. I felt nauseous as I looked up from my cubicle to Greg and Miss. Walker, who were both now staring at me.  
 
      
 
    Miss. Walker cocked her head to the side, and I thought I saw a small smile pull at the corner of her mouth, but her expression was gone before I could confirm if she was at all happy or not. "She'll do. Send her to my office right away with the information I need Greg. You can do that for me, right, Greg?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, mam. Right away, mam."  
 
      
 
    "Damn it, Greg. What did I tell you about calling me mam?" Miss. Walker questioned sharply as she stormed through the hall towards the elevators.  
 
      
 
    She was already gone before Greg could respond to her. Wow, what a whirlwind of a woman. I knew she had a reputation for being a bit of a hardass, but holy crap she was intense, and stunningly beautiful in person. She was actually one of the main reasons I wanted to work here. Who wouldn't want to work for a strong woman in today's corporate environment? Women are gaining power everywhere, and I wanted to be a part of that. What better place to be than a company founded by a single woman who is known in the news and tabloids for her pitbull, no shit taking, business style? I had seen her picture in magazines, online, and the papers, but seeing her in person was so different. She was so much taller than I expected. She exuded so much strength; it was intimidating. I couldn't believe I didn't realize it was really her until Greg said her name. I almost wanted to slap myself for not knowing, but I'd have to make time for chastising myself later since Greg was heading straight for me.  
 
      
 
    "So, Tessa, you are going to be working directly with Miss. Walker for the next few days. If you could come with me to my office, I'll get the Jackman files for you," he said as he started walking, "All you have to do is read the reports to her. It'll be easy. All you have to do is read them out loud to her."  
 
      
 
    I quickly got up from my desk to follow him, "Ugh... okay." 
 
      
 
    "All you have to do it read the reports to her, that's it." 
 
      
 
    "Okay, I get it. Read her the reports."  
 
      
 
    "All you have to do is read her the reports."  
 
      
 
    "Greg, is there a reason why you keep repeating yourself?" 
 
      
 
    He stopped and turned to me, "You have to... ugh... be careful around Miss. Walker. She's very... ugh... particular. She goes through assistants like most people go through pens, but please don't tell her I said that. She'd have my head on a platter." Greg looked directly into my eyes, flashed a quick smile, and turned to continue toward his office, "She fired her last assistant after three weeks. Fred was a good kid, but he couldn't keep up with her. She made him cry the first day, and it was all downhill from there." Greg said, smirking.  
 
      
 
    "But I'm not her assistant, I'm a Staff Accountant," I said slightly confused that he would compare me to her last assistant.  
 
      
 
    He opened the door to his office and motioned for me to enter, "Right, but if I know Miss. Walker, and I'm pretty sure after five years here I think I do, even though you are supposed to be helping her read up on the Jackman account, she is going to treat you like you are her assistant. If you want to last longer than just today, you'd be wise to do everything she says, how and when she says it." He responded as he handed me a thick blue binder with Jackman written on the spine. "I'll take you up to her office now. You might want to grab your purse, I don't think she'll be coming back down here any time soon, and I doubt she's going to let you leave her side until she's ready to leave for the night." 
 
      
 
    I let out a slight sigh as I followed Greg back out to my desk. Today was turning out to be one hell of a first day.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3  
 
      
 
    Greg had to stop at the front desk to have security update my badge giving me access to the eighty-second floor. Only certain members of staff were allowed up there since the whole level belonged to Veronica Walker. The button on the elevator for the eighty-second floor even had a placard with her name in gold lettering.  
 
      
 
    When Greg pushed the button for Miss. Walker's floor the screen next to the buttons lit up, asking for a badge to be swiped, allowing the elevator to accept the floor request. Greg looked over at me and pulled my ID from the retractable clip on my waist and swiped it over the screen, which blinked back green as the doors closed.  
 
      
 
    I was so intimidated by everything going on around me I didn't even flinch when Greg took it upon himself to grab my badge as it was attached to my clothing, but when he let it go, and it snapped back into place just over my right hip, my brain bounced back into reality. I stepped back from Greg slightly. I was a little unnerved that he didn't think twice about invading my personal space.  
 
      
 
    Greg looked at me with his hands up as if he were surrendering, "Sorry, I didn't mean to be rude. I don't have access to Miss. Walker's floor and an alarm sounds if you don't swipe an authorized badge right away. I think you have five seconds before the alarms sound and the cavalry comes running."  
 
      
 
    "Wow. Why all the security? Does she have like crazy expensive art up in her office or something?" I asked, highly intrigued as to what she could be protecting. 
 
      
 
    "She does have expensive art, but the extra security is directly for her. She has had what you would say were a few close calls with some not so friendly corporate rivals in the past," Greg said, refusing to look at me.  
 
      
 
    "Really? I wouldn't expect that at all. I guess I never really thought of International Finance as much of a cloak and dagger, corporate espionage type of business."  
 
      
 
    "Well, with Miss. Walker, people tend to be very trusting and vulnerable before she makes her move to get them to do what she wants. It benefits the business, but those she wins out over don't see it as business. They take it very personally, and when these people who are used to getting whatever they want all the time lose money or business to her, especially the way she likes to win, they tend to be very, ugh, angry. We're talking the need for revenge type anger." 
 
      
 
    "Wait. How does she 'win' that makes people so mad?" 
 
      
 
    Greg finally looked up at me with anxiety in his eyes, "She has a way of making people feel very comfortable around her. People tend to trust her inexplicably like she was family, or a better way of explaining it is... ugh... well like a very close lover I guess." Greg swallowed hard and looked away from me again. Apparently, the floor was more comfortable to look at than me at the moment. "I don't think she's actually done anything that anyone would consider unethical or immoral, but I do know there have been quite a few business owners who didn't answer to anyone who now answer to Miss. Walker, because of her particular negotiating techniques. Agh, we're here. Thank God." 
 
      
 
    "Wait, what else should I know?" I asked as I stepped over the threshold into a beautiful glass enclosed hallway.  
 
      
 
    Greg ushered me entirely out of the elevator without touching me, "Just read her the reports and do exactly what she says. You'll be fine. This is as far as I go. Ask Jamie over there at the receptionist desk where Miss. Walker would like you, and she'll help you from here. Jamie is Miss. Walkers personal secretary. I truly hope to see you in a few days, Tessa. It was a pleasure meeting you. You seem like a nice person." Greg said as he slipped back into the elevator and pushed the button for it to close before he was even all the way inside.   
 
      
 
    Greg's parting words did not fill me with confidence, but I've got this. She's an amazing businesswoman, and I'm going to view this as a learning opportunity. Who else is going to get this kind of opportunity to work directly with business royalty right out of college? No one, but me, that's who. 
 
      
 
    I straightened my skirt, puffed up my chest, and approached Jamie.  
 
      
 
    Jamie barely looked up from what she was typing as she addressed me, "Good morning Miss. Green, Miss. Walker is ready for you. You can go right in."  
 
      
 
    I glanced to the left, and there was an empty conference room enclosed in glass with a frosted border at eye level. I looked to the right and was greeted by a massive dark mahogany wall. Centered on the wall were large double doors with huge golden bars acting as door handles. Across the top of the doors in what seemed to be her signature gold-leafed script font read, Veronica Walker, Founding President & CEO - Walker International. I'm not going to lie; it's a grand first impression.  
 
      
 
    I remember my manors as I knock on the door politely, but with enough force to be heard and not come across as mousy. From behind the massive dark doors, I heard a faint, 'come in.' 
 
      
 
    I pushed the door forward silently and stepped into the bright room with confidence taking in the elegant white marble flooring, the extravagant modern furniture surrounding me, and then I locked eyes with the most impressively striking woman I have ever seen. She was coming around the corner of her large desk that matched the color and materials of the entryway in a dark mahogany, and as she walked, it was like everything on her moved in slow motion. Her hair was long and dark but with loose beachy waves that bounced ever so softly with each step she took. She reached up to her face with her slender fingers pulling her red glasses from her strikingly blue eyes that were veiled in a dark pink eye shadow that matched her blouse perfectly. She also wore a pencil skirt that stopped just above her knee perfectly accentuating her long, tone, and tan legs. At that moment, I wanted to touch her. I wanted to see how soft her smooth skin would feel under my fingertips.  
 
      
 
    I never really thought of women in that light before, I mean sure ladies are definitely the fairer sex, but this woman was drop-dead gorgeous, and it took me by surprise that merely watching her move from behind her desk created a warm fluttering sensation deep within my core. I always had boyfriends in high school, nothing serious, but I had never even dabbled in same-sex relationships, or even thought of it for that matter. Greg did warn me about her, I guess. What the hell does this woman have over people that makes them feel this way? This woman was not only my boss, but she's the founder and CEO of the company I just started working for. I can't think of her like this at all. My career depends on it.  
 
      
 
    Greg was worried I wouldn't last the next few days with her, and now I can see why. I thought he was concerned she'd order and bitch me out of my job, not seduce me out of it. She has to know she has this power over people, and I can't let her know that it works on me. I need to do everything in my power to not show her how attractive I think she is.   
 
      
 
    I shook the lustful thoughts from my head, smiled, and reached out my hand to shake hers and introduce myself, "Miss. Walker, it's an absolute pleasure to meet you, I'm Tessa Green."  
 
      
 
    She looked me over slowly, and the warm fluttering immediately returned. I consciously made an extra effort to swallow my desire to be with her and straightened my spine as she took my hand in hers firmly.  
 
      
 
    She took in a quick breath, and I watched her shocking bright red lips part as she spoke, "The pleasure is all mine, Tessa. I'm looking forward to having you with me. Working I mean. I assume you have the Jackman file to review?"  
 
      
 
    Straight to work, thank God! 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I have the file right here," I replied, holding out the dark blue binder. "Where should I put my purse down Miss. Walker?" 
 
      
 
    She turned away from me and delicately tossed her hair as she did, "Call me, Veronica, please. You can put your stuff in my closet if you like. It'll be secure in there. No one comes in my office without my knowledge anyway, so wherever you feel comfortable." 
 
      
 
    "Your closet?"  
 
      
 
    She snickered at my seemingly silly question, "Yes, I have a closet. I have an entire apartment on this floor. With a bedroom and everything," she smiled seductively at me as she sat back at her desk, caressing the smooth wood. "If I need to pull an all-nighter, I can just stay here and work. It makes everything so much easier. Here, let me show you." 
 
      
 
    She got up from her desk and sauntered past me, grabbing my hand softly in the process. She led me to a wall panel and put her hand against a black computer screen I wouldn't have seen unless she showed it to me. It appeared to scan her hand, and the wall panel clicked opening to a bright white and cream foyer with elegant tapestries on the walls. She led me by the hand down a hallway to another door that opened to a regal looking bedroom. The walls were a light lilac color, and the heavy curtains were a dark cream. The four-post canopy-covered bed was absolutely the centerpiece in the room, well other than Veronica that is. Seeing the soft, plush bed made me want to lay on it with her, but no. I can't think about things like that right now. I can't let my guard down around this woman in the slightest. I need to keep my head straight and not let her know how attractive I find her. 
 
      
 
    "Is there anyone other than you and Jamie on this floor then?" 
 
      
 
    "I have my security team scattered in random places. Why do you ask?" 
 
      
 
    "I was just curious. It's beautiful, but it seems like it would get very lonely up here." Why did I just say that? I'm coming on to her without even thinking about it. Shit. 
 
      
 
    "Well now, aren't you full of surprises? I was expecting you to be a demure little brown noser and here you are, being all forward," she laughed. 
 
      
 
    "I'm sorry. That's not what I meant. Here, let me just put my bag down, and we can get started." I fumbled through my words as I put my purse down next to an elaborately carved wardrobe and opened the Jackman binder. "Which sections are you most concerned with reviewing first?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh well, I guess there will be time to play later. Start with the recent acquisition of Coleson Holdings, please," she said, seemingly disappointed.  
 
      
 
    What the hell did she mean by having time to 'play' later? This woman is going to eat me alive.  
 
      
 
    I pulled up the Coleson Holdings section in the binder and began reading as she led me out of her apartment and back into the main office. She worked at her computer for the remainder of the morning into early afternoon as I read her the portions of the file she requested. It was less intense than I expected it to be and quite informative as well. What was being done with Mr. Jackman's accounts were genuinely amazing. I think I learned more reading what Walker International was doing for this one client than in my entire last semester of college.   
 
      
 
    I was finishing the last paragraph regarding the Coleson acquisition when Veronica interrupted me, "I'm starving. What time is it?" 
 
      
 
    I looked down to my watch, "It's ten after one." 
 
      
 
    She smiled as she picked up her phone and dialed, "Jamie, what's for lunch today? Sounds great. Have the chef bring two plates, please. One for myself and one for Tessa," she smiled as she hung up the receiver. "I hope you like roasted sea bass and sweet honey glazed carrots with turnip mash." 
 
      
 
    "That actually sounds delicious," I replied, now feeling hungry hearing her talk about food. 
 
      
 
    "So, while we wait for our food, why don't you tell me about yourself, Tessa?" she asked as she got up from her desk and sat next to me on the leather couch.  
 
      
 
    Her every move seemed to excite each cell in my body, and now this intimidating woman was sitting mere inches from me. She tucked herself into the corner of the couch, facing me and crossed her legs so our knees were practically touching. Her movements made my breath freeze in my throat. It felt like I had forgotten how to speak. I wanted the words to come out, but they just wouldn't, and I felt myself just staring at her.   
 
      
 
    She moved her hand from her face to the top of my thigh, "Are you alright, Tessa? You look a bit frazzled," she said with a slightly teasing tone to her voice. 
 
      
 
    Her touch was all it took to pull me from my frozen, mute state, "Yes, I'm fine. It's just... I didn't get much restful sleep last night. Today being my first day here and all. I was too excited to sleep. First-day jitters, I suppose."  
 
      
 
    Yeah, good idea Tessa, deflect that you are incredibly attracted to your boss by telling her you didn't get enough sleep. I'm sure she won't take any innuendo from that. I really need to start thinking before I speak.  
 
      
 
    She left her hand on my thigh as she spoke, "I get it. There's no need to feel uneasy, though Tessa. From what I can tell in the few hours I've known you is that you are a bright young woman with a good head on your shoulders. What I like most about you is that you seem to have a solid grasp on common sense. Unfortunately, that's hard to find in the workforce nowadays. Hell, common sense is hard to find anywhere. Take Greg, for example. He's your direct supervisor, but I bet if there were an earthquake, he'd have to be told to take shelter under a table instead of just doing it. He's what you'd call a follower and not a leader." 
 
      
 
    "So why is he even a supervisor then?" 
 
      
 
    "Because he's a good follower. He follows me, and if I tell him to jump, he asks how high, and jumps exactly that high. I need the people under me to do exactly what I tell them to do, but I can't be down there managing all of them myself. That's where people like Greg come in. I trust him to not think outside of the box and just pass along my instructions verbatim, so the company runs precisely how I want it to." 
 
      
 
    There was a knock at the door, and our lunch was brought in. Four servers began bustling about setting the large conference table with silverware, plates, and linens. It was a whirlwind of organized commotion that was over in under a minute. One of the staff motioned Veronica and me to the table, "Miss. Walker, lunch is served. Please do let us know if there is anything we can get for you and Miss. Green." 
 
      
 
    "That will be all, Sam. Thank you," Veronica replied as she signaled for me to sit at the table and she followed the servers to the doors where she peaked her head out into the hallway, "Jamie, can you make sure that Miss. Green and I are not disturbed for the rest of the afternoon? You can leave promptly at five today. Thank you."  
 
      
 
    I was slightly uneasy as I listened to her instructions to Jamie, but I sat down at the table determined not to show any weakness to Veronica Walker.  
 
      
 
    Veronica sat at the head of the table, placed her napkin on her lap, and began eating right away. She only stopped to pour a Loiure sauvignon blanc in both of our glasses.  
 
      
 
    I looked at her as she poured, "I'm not sure I should be drinking with all of the work we have left to do today." 
 
      
 
    "Nonsense, it's such a delicate flavoring, and it pairs perfectly with the sea bass. You'll love it, I promise."  
 
      
 
    "Are you sure?"  
 
      
 
    "I insist. Consider it a celebratory drink to a successful first day here at Walker International," she laughed.  
 
      
 
    "But the day isn't over. Maybe I should wait until we're finished working. I'm kind of a lightweight when it comes to alcohol." 
 
      
 
    "Tessa, you are reading from a file, not mapping genomes. I'm sure one glass isn't going to impair you that much. Go ahead, enjoy lunch, and drink the wine. It's not every day you get to drink with your boss, is it?" she replied, looking deeply into my eyes, and laying her hand over mine, causing my body to tighten instantly with lust. 
 
      
 
    It was a split second, but I knew she noticed it. My body reacted instantly to her touch, and she knew it. The smile on her face and the way she slowly pulled her hand away from mine to play with her hair told me I was in trouble. My facade was broken in a matter of hours with this woman.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 4  
 
      
 
    I finished lunch, including my glass of wine, and I excused myself to use the restroom. The bathroom is as exquisite as you would have expected. The only thing missing was a golden toilet, but I figure that would be too gaudy for Veronica's taste. Everything she had was over the top but tastefully over the top.  
 
      
 
    I was washing my hands when Veronica walked in. She looked at me like a predator hunting prey, and instead of being scared, I was excited. Veronica didn't say a single word; she walked straight up to me, forcing my back against the wall. She stared at me hard, and my only response was to put my palms out against the wall behind me. Bracing myself was the only queue she needed.  
 
      
 
    Veronica kissed me softly cupping my face with her hands. I parted my lips, and she took it as an invitation for her tongue to slide inside. She tasted like the wine, and the sensation of her tongue in my mouth engulfed my body with pleasure. I instantly felt my body get wet with anticipation. She seemed to sense my eagerness as she took her hands from my face and lifted my skirt roughly. She pet my body over my panties and pulled away from kissing me.  
 
      
 
    "You are very wet, Miss. Green. I didn't expect this from you, but I am pleasantly surprised. I want to see you. Show me your body," she demanded as she stepped back from me.  
 
      
 
    I said nothing. My hands took over like they were on autopilot. I began unbuttoning my blouse and pulling it from my skirt as Veronica sat on a round white leather ottoman in the center of the bathroom.  
 
      
 
    "Keep going," she demanded.  
 
      
 
    I tossed my blouse to the floor and reached behind my back to unzip my skirt. I subconsciously thanked myself for wearing my matching white lace bra and panties as I dropped my dress to the floor. I stepped out of my clothes, still wearing my bra, panties, and black heels. I stood before this powerful woman on full display. I felt vulnerable, but I also felt excited. The anticipation of what she was going to do next, where she was going to touch me, I felt a hot throbbing deep inside my core.  
 
      
 
    "You are beautiful," she smiled. "I want you to close your eyes, Tessa. May I touch you?" 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes and spoke without even thinking about my answer, "Yes, please." 
 
      
 
    "You are such a good girl, aren't you Tessa? Have you ever done anything like this before?" she asked as her voice moved closer to me.  
 
      
 
    I breathed heavily, "No, never." 
 
      
 
    "I am going to make you feel things you have never felt before. Being with another woman is the most exhilarating experience, Tessa. I know what you like. I know where to touch you. No man could ever make you feel the way I am going to make you feel. Do you want that, Tessa?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes... please." I begged. 
 
      
 
    I kept my eyes closed even though I wanted to see her. I wanted to know where she was going to touch me, but I dared not defy her by opening my eyes.  
 
      
 
    I jumped slightly as her fingertips touched my shoulder. She ran her fingers down my arm, around my waist, and back up my other arm as she circled me. Her heels clicking on the marble floor added to the sensory overload I was experiencing. I heard her breathing as she settled behind me. I stood there as still as possible, waiting for her to touch me again. 
 
      
 
    She put one hand on my back between my shoulder blades and the other at my waist; then she bent me over. I reached my hands out, still keeping my eyes closed, and braced myself on the ottoman in front of me. She crouched behind me, and I felt her hands softly touch my ankles as she slowly moved her hands up my legs. Then I felt her tongue just behind my knee. It tickled at first, but when she began to lick up my thigh towards my ass, I felt myself get even wetter.  
 
      
 
    She playfully bit as she pulled my panties down to my ankles. I stepped out of my underwear and spread my legs to kick them away. As I spread my legs, Veronica grabbed my hips and pulled my backside into her face. I felt her tongue glide over my slick private parts as she moved her mouth up and down, finding my clit with every downward pass. My core was pulsating with pleasure, and I felt like I was going to cum immediately. She knew I was too excited, so she changed positions, and her fingers replaced her tongue. She stood up behind me, slipped two fingers inside of me, and rubbed my backside slowly with her thumb.  
 
      
 
    I never had anyone play with my ass before, but the sensation of having her fingers thrusting inside me, and rubbing the rim of my ass at the same time was invigorating. Just as I was getting used to the rhythm of her movements, she stopped. She took her fingers, wet with my juices, and put them in my mouth.  
 
      
 
    "How do you taste Tessa?" she teased.  
 
      
 
    I didn't know what to say, so I said the first thing that came to my mind, "I taste salty." 
 
      
 
    Veronica giggled, "Yes, you do. It seems like I got you worked up into a sweat, but I assure you that deep inside, you taste sweet like honey. Now, do you still have your eyes closed?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes."  
 
      
 
    "Good. Stand up and turn around. Keep your eyes closed."  
 
      
 
    I did as instructed even though I ached to see her, to feel her touch me. Between my thighs was still throbbing from her last caresses and I wanted more.  
 
      
 
    I heard the rustling of clothes, and she grabbed my hand, placing it over her breast. She had taken off her shirt, and I felt her voluptuous chest through her satin bra.  
 
      
 
    "Do you feel how hard my nipple is Tessa?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes."  
 
      
 
    "That's because of you. You excite me, Tessa. Your gorgeous body turns me on so much my nipples ache to be in your mouth. Now sit down." I sat on the cool, soft ottoman. "Give me your hands," she demanded.  
 
      
 
    I lifted my hands, and Veronica pushed my fingers up underneath her bra so I could feel the smooth skin of her breasts. My body took over as I squeezed them, feeling their fullness in my hands. I pushed up her bra and pulled her closer to me as I put my mouth on her. I licked and sucked on her nipples until she cried out softly. I sucked her breast and moved my right hand in between her legs, pushing her skirt up. She wasn't wearing any underwear, and my fingers found her clit wet with pleasure. I had never done this before, so I decided to do what I already knew felt good from touching myself.  
 
      
 
    I used my middle finger to slide effortlessly inside of her getting my finger soaking wet. I used my slick middle finger to make small circles over her hard clit as I sucked on her breasts. She cried out softly as she rubbed her body into my hand. I used two fingers to push inside of her, and as I pumped my fingers into her, I found her g-spot, and she gasped as she hugged me tightly to her. I pulled my fingers back out and continued to play with her clit and lick her nipples.  
 
      
 
    Veronica plunged one hand into my auburn hair, pushing me to suck on her tits harder, and her other hand went down in between my thighs. I opened my legs wide for her as I continued to play with her body, and she softly slapped my pussy with her open hand. It was a shock, but one that gave me intense pleasure. She stuck three fingers inside me and hit my pussy again before she began mimicking the circles I was making on her clit. We were both soaking wet and moaning in intense pleasure when Veronica's phone started to ring loudly from just outside the bathroom. 
 
      
 
    "Should we stop?" I asked her.  
 
      
 
    "Hell no. I told Jamie, no interruptions, and I'm about to finish. I need to feel you cum too so whoever it is can wait until I'm done fucking you," she said between heavy breaths.  
 
      
 
    I penetrated her again with two fingers using my thumb to rub back and forth over her clit. I felt her entire body tighten and then release as she cried out with pleasure. Her body clenched around my fingers, pulsating in waves as she screamed. Her orgasm slowed as her breathing returned to normal. She brushed my hair from my face, kissed me deeply, and bent down, getting on her knees. "It's your turn," she said as she pulled my tits from the cups of my bra and began to flick my nipples with her tongue playfully.  
 
      
 
    She pushed me back as she kissed down my stomach massaging my thighs as she made her way down. She slid her fingers slowly into me with one hand and spread my lips with her other. Veronica licked me slowly as she quickened her fingers. She sucked and licked my clit with a rhythm that brought me to my climax. I arched my back with pleasure as I moaned her name and threaded my fingers into her thick dark hair pulling her mouth deeper onto my body.  
 
      
 
    My whole body relaxed as my orgasm faded, and Veronica's tongue left my skin. I felt invigorated, but I also felt like I needed a nap. Veronica rinsed herself off and handed me a warm washcloth to do the same.  
 
      
 
    "Grab your clothes and get dressed. We have more work to do," she said as she buttoned up her shirt and fixed her hair.  
 
      
 
    "Right back to work, huh?" I asked, rubbing the warm cloth between my legs.  
 
      
 
    "Yes. We've had our distraction for the day, and now I need to continue to prepare for my meeting with Jack Jackman Wednesday. I also need to find out who was so important that Jamie dared to defy my request for no interruptions," she said as she left me alone in the bathroom.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5  
 
      
 
    I'm not sure what to think about her quick and cold exit after the passion we just shared. I guess I just have to pull myself together, get dressed, and show her that I can be ruthless too.  
 
      
 
    I splashed some water on my face, fixed my hair, and gave myself a pep talk in the mirror before I left the bathroom.  
 
      
 
    I walked over to the conference table that still had the remanence of our lunch on it and poured myself another glass of wine. Veronica was back at her desk, animatedly talking on her phone as I downed my drink. She looked up at me and rolled her eyes. Shit.  
 
      
 
    I sat back on the couch and picked the blue Jackman binder back up and began flipping through it reading various paragraphs to myself as Veronica started yelling at whoever was on the other line. I didn't know what to do. Should I excuse myself and let her continue her conversation in private? My internal argument was interrupted by Veronica slamming the phone down on to its base with a growl full of profanities.  
 
      
 
    I put the binder back down on my lap and cleared my throat, "Is everything okay, Veronica?"  
 
      
 
    She slammed her fists down onto her desk hard, causing papers to flutter to the floor as she yelled, "No! Everything is not alright. That fucking waste of life Fred is like a disease. He won't go away. God, I hate that little shit!" 
 
      
 
    "What did he do? Can I help fix it somehow?" I asked, genuinely wanting to do anything to make her situation better.  
 
      
 
    "No, you... you are the problem."  
 
      
 
    "Wait a second. What the hell is happening? What did I do?" I questioned, honestly appalled that I was implicated in something. 
 
      
 
    "Did he send you? Did Fred tell you to start working here?" 
 
      
 
    "No! Who the hell is Fred? I don't understand what's going on right now." 
 
      
 
    "Fred is what's going on. The call while we were fucking was my security team reporting an issue with the internal surveillance camera feeds. I have them off when I’m in the office for obvious privacy reasons, but they showed the cameras being activated and were trying to notify me. The call I just hung up with was Fred telling me he just hacked into my video feeds and recorded our little tryst in the bathroom. He said he's going to sell it to the tabloids if I don't send him a million dollars in cryptocurrency. Damn it I hate that little fuck!" 
 
      
 
    "Woah, you think I'm involved in blackmailing you. How could you say that?" 
 
      
 
    "How could I not? It's so convenient that you walk in here all perky and Fred happens to hack my video feed at just the right moment? I don't know you. I'd be stupid not to suspect you." 
 
      
 
    Tears filled my eyes, "I... I would never do that to anyone, I promise. And I'll have you know that I walked in here with no intention of doing anything other than work. I've never been with a woman before. You were my first. How the hell was I supposed to know that you'd need to pull someone from your team to go over the Jackman files? You picked me, remember?"  
 
      
 
    "Shit. I'm sorry. I'm a little defensive when it comes to people trying to fuck me over. Unfortunately, I get this a lot. People like to try and screw me over. I better get Steve on damage control."  
 
      
 
    "What do you mean damage control? You have to pay this Fred guy to go away. He can't release that footage to anyone. I can't have my parents see me like that!" I cried, my tears turning from sadness to frustrated embarrassment.  
 
      
 
    "Tessa, don't worry. No one is going to see that video, and I'm not paying that little turd anything. I'll have my security team find whatever Fred or his family has that they don't want anyone to know and we'll use it to get the video. As I said, this happens to me a lot, so I know how to deal with asshats like Fred," she said as she picked up the phone again. "Hey Steve, I'm sure you've heard about our little video problem. Can you get the IT team working on that, so it never happens again, and I have a project for you that needs to be handled ASAP. Do you remember Fred DeCaro? Yeah, he used to work for me. Yeah, I know you said he was going to be trouble, that's why I fired him. Yeah, well next time I'll listen to you before I hire anyone else from now on. Listen, now that we know I screwed up, I need you to find Fred's skeletons and get them to me. I need to use whatever you can find to get Fred not to sell some private video he stole while he was in our system. I don't care how much you have to spend. And I need it done like five minutes ago, okay? Perfect. Thanks, Steve. Call me as soon as you have anything," she huffed as she hung up the phone and sat back in her desk chair.  
 
      
 
    "Now what?" I asked, drying my eyes.  
 
      
 
    "We wait for Steve to do what he does. In the meantime, can you start going over last quarters big buys for the Jackman account?" 
 
      
 
    "Wait a minute. Someone just watched us being extremely intimate with one another, you have your people working on a way to blackmail him into not selling the footage to the highest bidder, and now you want to jump right back into work? My mind is in a thousand different places right now, and the Jackman account is not one of them. How can you jump right back into work like that? I feel so violated by this Fred person and now by you. How can you be so indifferent?"  
 
      
 
    Veronica stared at me for a moment before answering, "What do you want to happen, Tessa? Do you think that just because we fucked, we're now in some kind of relationship? I don't do relationships."   
 
      
 
    "Wow. Just wow. I guess what happened between us meant absolutely nothing to you then, huh? I was attracted to you the second I saw you. I actually had butterflies, but I guess the feeling wasn't mutual. I was just someone to play with."  
 
      
 
    "Now wait a second. You don't get to do that." 
 
      
 
    "Do what? I don't get to have feelings and tell you about them now that you've stomped all over them?" 
 
      
 
    "Tessa... I... Ugh, I felt the same feelings when I saw you sitting at your cubicle today. When Greg pointed you out, I felt like I was back in high school, crushing on the new girl in class, but you have to understand..." 
 
      
 
    "Understand what? That you're too good for me? That you have too much money and I'm too poor for you? That you have an apartment inside the building you own for the billion-dollar company you created along with a few other apartments and houses around the world while I can barely pay the rent on my shitty studio apartment in the worst part of Philly? Oh, I understand alright, I'm not good enough for you to be in a relationship with," I yelled as I stood and slammed the Jackman binder on her desk.  
 
      
 
    "No, you don't get it at all. I could give a shit about how much money you have, where you live, or who sees us together. I simply can't do relationships. My life is always too complicated, and if I let people get close to me either they are going to get hurt, or I'm going to get taken advantage of. I've learned to treat every relationship like a business transaction, like a hostile takeover. You do what you have to do to get the other person to trust you implicitly, so when you need to you can use that trust to get whatever you need from that person before they can do the same to you. It's eat or be eaten in my world, Tessa. That's just the way it goes. I don't want to see you caught up in any blowback I get from my business dealings. Case in point, you've been with me for literally five hours, and you're already a part of a blackmail scheme against me. I can't have anything happen to you. That's why we can't be in a relationship."  
 
      
 
    "What the hell happened to you to make you so bitter? Did someone run over your dog when you were a kid or something?" 
 
      
 
    "No one ran over my dog, but I didn't have the most pleasant childhood. I don't like talking about it though." 
 
      
 
    "Well, either you talk about it, or I'm leaving. I can't focus on work while we wait for the call from your security people. You want me to think you truly have feelings for me, so be vulnerable. Show me I wasn't just a quick hook up and tell me about the real you." 
 
      
 
    "Geeze, is it blackmail Monday or something?" she said, shaking her head and smiling.  
 
      
 
    I turned and started walking towards the giant mahogany doors to leave.  
 
      
 
    "Wait. Don't go. Fine, I'll tell you, but if you think you're walking out of here without signing a non-disclosure agreement, you've got another thing coming." 
 
      
 
    "What?" 
 
      
 
    "I'm joking! Well, I shouldn't say that. After whatever is going to happen with Fred, I'm sure my attorney is going to want you to sign an NDA anyway." 
 
      
 
    "Really?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes, really. I told you, that's just the world I live in Tessa. It's been a rough road to get to where I am today, but I think my cynical outlook started when I was nine. My brother, Jeffrey, was twelve, and he had a lot of issues being sick frequently. The doctors told my parents it would be best if he got his tonsils removed. My parents agreed because this was back when kids sneezed, they took their tonsils out, everyone knew someone who had it done, and it was a simple routine procedure." Veronica rubbed her face briskly and took a deep breath before continuing, "Unfortunately, my brother reacted badly to the anesthesia. He was dead within twenty minutes of them putting him under."  
 
      
 
    "Oh my God, Veronica. I am so sorry to hear that. That's a terrible thing for a nine-year-old to have to go through," I said, reaching out to hold her hand.  
 
      
 
    "Well, that's what any person with common sense would think, but not my parents. My mother would ask me why I was crying when she was the one who lost her son, her firstborn, her little boy. My father just shut everything out. He pretended nothing ever happened like Jeff didn't exist. He cleaned out my brother's room the day after the funeral. My father wanted to throw everything away, and my mother wanted to keep it all as a shrine in his memory, so my parents fought constantly. My dad was either at work or anywhere but at home. My mother was always crying and laying on the floor of my brother's room, drinking herself into oblivion. So, I found a friend in my older neighbor. She lived alone, was never married, never had kids, but had a semi-successful business in real estate. She would take me to her listings, and I would help her stage the houses to look more appealing. Most of the time she just had me box the owners' things up and hide them, she said most people wouldn't know good taste if it bit them in the ass. It was nice to have someone who cared that I was around, someone to talk to and treat me like a person, but then she started treating me like an adult instead of a child. She told me that in this world, you are either the predator or the prey. She said she was teaching me the only real way to get ahead in life, and her lessons were focused around using your sexuality to get what you wanted. She boasted that she had been with hundreds of men, and all of them gave her something she needed in return. She said I needed to learn how to do the same if I was ever going to get away from my shitty parents and be successful. So she showed me what to do. I'll never forget the first time she touched me. She took me to one of the vacant homes she was selling. It was an enormous mansion right on the beach. I remember looking out the wall of windows in the bedroom, and all I could see was the ocean and a lighthouse in the distance. I felt so happy. I was isolated and alone with no one to ignore me like my father. No one to tell me it wasn't fair that I was alive instead of my brother like my mom did... that was until Barbara found me alone. She went through the owners closet and pulled out a few outfits for me to try on. They were all on the skimpy side, but I was ten, and I was trying on designer clothes that cost more than my dad made in a month, so it was exciting. Well, until Barbara told me I had to change in front of her. She said I had to get used to being naked in front of people without caring that I was naked. She always told me, 'The more something makes you feel uncomfortable, the more you should expect in return for doing it.' She did everything in her power to engrain that into my brain."  
 
      
 
    "That's disgusting. That woman was a pedophile, you know that, right?" 
 
      
 
    "I know that now, but at the time, I thought that was how the world worked. Barbara did disgusting favors for people, but she got nice things in return. My parents didn't act like her, and they had nothing I wanted for myself. So she touched me, she showed me how to have sex and make it so over the top that you'd have the other person willing to do anything for you just to get more of you. She taught me about drugs and how they were so good that when people were addicted, they would do anything, even lie, steal, cheat, or kill to get more. She taught me that I needed to be the drug that people in power were addicted to. She was more than happy to trade me around to her friends and clients for sex. She said she was training me to be better at it and in turn better at manipulating people, but she was actually using me to make money for herself. When I turned sixteen, I had enough of being the one sucking dirty old man dick or letting them fuck me and not making most of the profit from these rich assholes. So, I planted drugs in her house, just enough to make sure it would be a trafficking charge that would land her in jail for a very long time, and I called in an anonymous tip to the police. I stood on my front steps and waved goodbye as the cops dragged her out in her silk robe and handcuffs on a Sunday morning. I had taken all of the cash from her hidey-hole in the floorboards when I planted the drugs, so I used the money to start investing. I still kept my dates with the rich assholes Barbara introduced me to, and I used what I had learned to get inside investment advice and build my empire from there." 
 
      
 
    "Holy shit that's one hell of a story Veronica. I can't believe you made it through all that to be where you are today."  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, well, I'm a survivor I guess."  
 
      
 
    "What the hell happened to Barbara?"  
 
      
 
    "Oh, she was sentenced to thirty years in a maximum-security prison. All of her friends were in real estate or finances, so none of them could help get her a shorter sentence. She should have made friends in politics or the judicial system."  
 
      
 
    "How did she get so much time right off the bat?" 
 
      
 
    "The drug bust I orchestrated was her third strike. She was arrested for prostitution when she was much younger. Before she found real estate and selling underage girls, I guess. Five years into her bid, she was stabbed for trying to rip off the wrong gang member. Serves her right."  
 
      
 
    "At least she paid for what she did to you, even if she wasn't in jail for it directly." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, she taught me well." 
 
      
 
    "Hey, you can't think like that. You did what you had to do to survive a shitty situation. Look how well you've done for yourself now, though. Let's not think about that awful stuff anymore. If you could go anywhere and do anything without having to worry about your business, where would you go, and what would you be doing?" 
 
      
 
    Veronica looked at me tenderly thinking of her answer before speaking, "I think I would be in the mountains somewhere. I love skiing, horseback riding, and hiking, so I would do that every day. What about you?" 
 
      
 
    I smiled at her for being just as interested in my answer as I was of hers.  
 
      
 
    "I think I'd be up in the mountains with you, sitting by the fire, writing poetry or drawing."  
 
      
 
    "Wow. I never took you for the artistic type." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, my dad wanted me to get into finance because that's what he does, and he makes a decent living. My parents always pushed me to have a typical American dream life. A good career, money, a husband, kids, and a house with a white picket fence."  
 
      
 
    "Is that what you’re shooting for? Is that what you want for your life?" 
 
      
 
    "To be honest, no. My brother has all that, and for some reason, it's just not me. I see him with his wife and kids, and I don't envy him at all. Kids are messy and loud. I've never really wanted children. Even when my friends and I were little playing with our dolls, my girlfriends were always having their dolls get married and have babies, and mine were always traveling, trying new things, and definitely not having kids," I laughed at the memory of my adolescence.  
 
      
 
    "Well, then you shouldn't do any of that, no matter what your parents want for you. You have to do what you want with your life or what's the point right?" Veronica said as she grabbed my hand and kissed it.  
 
      
 
    I blushed at the romantic gesture and felt the warm sensation of lust building inside of me again with her touch. I crossed my legs to stifle my bodies response to her as I squeezed her hand, "You are so easy to talk to."  
 
      
 
    "You are too. You know, I've never told anyone stories about Barbara and what she did to me. Honestly, I was only going to give you a high-level overview of my shitty childhood and not mention Barbara at all, but I found myself just unloading. Only my top personal bodyguards even know I ever had a brother. I changed my name when I turned eighteen to get away from everything in my past, but I've never felt like this with anyone before. It's kind of scary, but exciting at the same time," she said, leaning over to me, grasping my neck in her hands and pulling me in for a passionate kiss.  
 
      
 
    She pulled up her skirt and straddled me while her kissing deepened, but we were interrupted by the phone ringing. It was like a buzzer that meant our time was up. Veronica jumped up off of my lap, leaving me twisted with lust as she answered the telephone.  
 
      
 
    "Hello, Steve. What do you have for me? Oh, that's good. Yes, I will definitely use that. Send me everything you have, and I'll be in touch if I need your assistance. Please make sure the IT guys don't let this shit happen again. Make sure they know they'll be fired if it does. Oh, and once they assure you that they've fixed the vulnerability, fire them anyway and get another IT firm in here to manage everything. I have no time for incompetence." She was all business again as she hung up the phone and sat in front of her laptop. "It looks like Fred's father is a Sheriff somewhere in Jersey who has a taste for young prostitutes. Daddy likes to get blow jobs in return for letting the girls off with lesser charges. It appears he even takes a cut of the local drug dealer’s profits since the dealer also runs girls while good old pops looks the other way. All of this while Fred's mom is battling breast cancer. I couldn't have asked for a better skeleton. Don't you worry my darling Tessa, Fred isn't selling any videos. When I'm done with him, he'll be begging me not to air his family’s dirty laundry and will have forgotten all about our intimate rendezvous," Veronica said with a sly smile. 
 
      
 
    "That is disgusting. People actually do stuff like that in real life? I thought that kind of crap was only for Law and Order episodes."  
 
      
 
    "Yep, people are absolutely disgraceful. You have no idea. Some of the stories I could tell you about some influential people and their perversions would give you nightmares, but right now I have work to do. Why don't you head home? I'll have my driver take you. I have this whole Fred situation to take care of, and I need to focus without your beautiful body distracting me. You look like you could use some rest anyway. I genuinely enjoyed spending the day with you, Tessa, and not just the sex part. Don't get me wrong, for someone who has never been with a woman before you were wondrous, but it was nice to genuinely connect with someone and feel okay to be open and honest. I don't get to do that. Thank you." 
 
      
 
    "Well, I feel the same. I never expected in a million years that I would be intimate with a woman, and I certainly would never have expected to enjoy it so much. Your touch awakens something inside me I never knew existed. I'm truly happy to have found you, Miss. Veronica Walker," I said, kissing the top of her head while she sat at her desk.  
 
      
 
    "Now get out of here before I take you to my bedroom and make you scream my name again," Veronica laughed. 
 
      
 
    "Speaking of the bedroom, my purse is still in there," I smiled, knowing that she would have to take me to her bedroom, and we might get to enjoy each other one more time before I left. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, right," she said as she punched a few buttons on her desk, causing the wall panel to her private apartment to open. "You know the way, right?" 
 
      
 
    I was disappointed, to say the least, but I entered her apartment and retrieved my bag in silence. When I walked back into the office, Veronica already had her back turned to me and was chattering away on the phone. I grabbed the bottle of wine from the conference table, shoved it in my bag and walked out happy that we had been intimate with each other, but unsatisfied that it was over, and she was back to work.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 
 
      
 
     I thought we had something, but I guess I was wrong. Once I was done helping Veronica with the Jackman files, and she had her meeting with him, I was sent back down to the forty-fifth floor to continue my orientation classes, and then I was assigned to my own accounts.  
 
      
 
    Veronica confirmed to me the morning of her meeting with Jack Jackman that her tech team was able to hack into Fred's computers and erase the video of her and me. So even if he didn't back off using what she had learned of his father’s disgusting business with underage girls and drug dealers, which he did, he would have had no choice but to stay silent and go away.  
 
      
 
    It was a relief to know that Fred was no longer an issue, and there wasn't a video of me engaging in extremely explicit sexual acts with another woman just floating out there on the internet. But beyond that, overall, I was unhappy. I thought what Veronica and I shared was unique. She meant something to me, and it felt like I meant something to her. After our few one on one days together, Veronica barely spoke to me. Even when she came down to the forty-fifth floor to boss Greg around, she wouldn't even look at me.  
 
      
 
    I felt like a cheap used toy, even more so when I got my first paycheck. I received my regular salary, but there was also a $25,000.00 bonus check in the envelope as well. There was a handwritten note inside that said, 'Fantastic work on the Jackman update. Thanks for the extra effort - Veronica Walker, CEO.' 
 
      
 
    I started looking for another job that very afternoon. I also started going to an art class after work, and I frequented a poet’s cafe where I finally worked up the courage to start reading some of my poems in front of people.  
 
      
 
    I tried to be happy by doing things that I knew made me happy, but nothing was good enough. I couldn't get Veronica out of my head. I even found a woman at a bar who looked a lot like Veronica and took her home with me. I kissed this woman and felt nothing. I touched her inside and out, she touched me, but it felt empty. We had sex, but it was just that, sex. There was no intimacy in it, and it just made me feel dirty.  
 
      
 
    Three months had passed, and I was waiting at the bus stop before work like usual when a large tinted out, black SUV pulled up in front of me. The front window slid down slowly, and a very intimidating dark-skinned gentleman in black clothes and black sunglasses motioned me over to the vehicle with his hand. I stepped closer to the curb, but still out of reach just in case someone was going to spring from the back seat and toss a hood over my head to kidnap me. You never can be too careful; this is Philly after all.  
 
      
 
    The man could tell I was uneasy, as he cleared his throat before speaking, "Miss. Walker would like to see you. It's urgent. Get in please." 
 
      
 
    My heart fluttered at the mention of her name, but how could I know this guy wasn't going to hurt me? She did warn me that she dealt with some unsavory people that tried to do dreadful things to her regularly. How could I know this wasn't someone trying to get to her by hurting me?  
 
      
 
    "How do I know you work for Veronica?" I asked instantly terrified of what this guy was going to do now that I questioned his intentions.  
 
      
 
    He shook his head before taking his sunglasses off, "My name is Steve. I helped Miss. Walker with a video issue you two had a few months back. The idiot who thought it was a good idea to blackmail her, his name was Fred. I have a badge for the building that I can show you." 
 
      
 
    "No offense, Steve, but anyone who wants to hurt Veronica could have that information, and a badge is easy to fake. What is something no one but the real Steve would know about her? Oh, I got it. What is her sister's full name?"  
 
      
 
    "Trick question, she didn't have a sister she had a brother named Jeffrey, but he's dead. Now, will you get in, please? She's waiting for you, and Miss. Walker doesn't like to wait," he said, putting his sunglasses back on knowing full and well that he answered my question correctly.  
 
      
 
    Satisfied he was who he said he was, I jumped in the back of the truck. I was on my way to see Veronica and find out what was so urgent that she would break her silent treatment for.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7  
 
      
 
    To my amazement, we pulled up to the very posh Rittenhouse Square building in the most amazing part of Philadelphia. Steve got out, came around to the back, and let me out onto the sidewalk as he handed the vehicles keys to a younger gentleman in a valet uniform. Steve motioned for me to follow him up to the impressive red block building where the doorman who was waiting opened the door for us and then led us to a secluded elevator before walking back to his post. Steve, keeping his head on a swivel like he was looking for threats everywhere, punched a code into a screen next to the elevator doors and swiped a key card before the light blinked back green. The doors opened, revealing one of the largest elevator spaces I have ever seen. I could fit my entire apartment in this lift.  
 
      
 
    I looked at Steve who seemed to notice my wonder but thankfully said nothing about how in awe he could tell I was.  
 
      
 
    "Miss. Walker has asked that either myself or my second in command, Kevin, is with each of you at all times. Please know that we will be around continually if you should need us," Steve said as he hit the button for the penthouse, punched in some numbers on the keypad and swiped his badge again. As Steve put the keycard back in his jacket pocket, I noticed a holster strapped around his broad chest. He was carrying a gun. 
 
      
 
    "Why would we need security like that? What's going on, Steve?" I asked, starting to worry. Steve did not remove his sunglasses as we rode the elevator, so I had no queues as to his demeanor from his lack of any facial expression through the dark glasses.   
 
      
 
    Steve crossed his thick arms over his chest as he took in a deep breath, "Miss. Walker has asked to review everything with you personally. I apologize I cannot provide you with any additional information at this time."  
 
      
 
    Wow, talk about towing the company line. I knew I wasn't getting any more information out of this bear of a man, but I did also notice he had a special forces tattoo on his forearm. It was the top half of a skull wearing a green beret with a dagger through it and the words, 'De Oppresso Liber' surrounded the artwork. So, Steve is retired Special Forces, and he's armed? Now I'm really starting to worry.  
 
      
 
    "Nice tattoo. What did you do when you were in the special forces?" I asked him, trying to lighten the mood in the elevator.  
 
      
 
    "I can't answer that, mam."  
 
      
 
    So much for lightening the mood. Thankfully the elevator doors opened, and I let Steve step out first. The elevator opened to what I would call a foyer area, but it was not the grand entrance I was expecting. There was a huge unfinished space that consisted of untreated cement floors and walls. There were areas spray-painted with directions for the electricians and plumbers instead of wood or glass tables presenting fresh flowers or other ornate decorations like I had come to expect of Veronica.  
 
      
 
    Steve walked up to the brushed chrome double doors and did his thing on the keypad again for them to open. The brightness of the space was almost blinding. This space was much more Veronica's taste with light purple and cream-colored walls and heavy curtains framing the floor to ceiling windows of the penthouse.  
 
      
 
    I heard a door open and close in the distance and the soft sound of bare feet hitting the marble floor in quick succession as Veronica came into view. I could tell she had been crying as she wiped her eyes and continued to jog towards me wearing a plain white tank top, grey shorts, and a lavender-colored silk robe. Even while crying, she was breathtaking. 
 
      
 
    She stopped right in front of me, looked me over quickly, and grabbed me into a tight embrace.  
 
      
 
    "What the hell is going on here? Steve didn't tell me anything other than it was important that you see me right away, and that he and another security guy would be watching us like hawks. What is this all about Veronica?" 
 
      
 
    Veronica released her hold on me and wiped away more tears as she grabbed my hand and lead me to the couch, "I'm sorry Steve didn't tell you anything. I didn't want you freaking out until I knew I had you safe here with me."  
 
      
 
    "Well, that's a relief. Not! What is so important that the all-mighty Veronica Walker would descend from on high to mingle with the common folk she likes to fuck and dump without as much as an apology? You stopped speaking to me, remember?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes, and I'm truly sorry for the way I treated you. I thought it was in your best interest not be involved with me. I realize we have something special together, but I wasn't willing to risk your reputation or your life just to be with you. That would be selfish of me, and you mean too much to me. I just couldn't do that to you," she said as she began to cry again." 
 
      
 
    "We 'have' something special. No, we 'had' something special until you destroyed it with a $25,000.00 check and a wham, bam, thank you mam note. Fuck you. We 'have' something special. Ha!" I laughed sarcastically in her face.  
 
      
 
    Getting to unload all of my frustration and anger on her was cathartic, but it stopped feeling good the second I saw how destroyed she was. I looked over at Steve, who was standing against the front doors, and even he looked heartbroken for her.  
 
      
 
    "I deserve that."  
 
      
 
    "Yes, you do. Now tell me what I'm doing here, or I'm leaving," I said, softening my tone slightly.  
 
      
 
    "This isn't easy to say, but there's a genuine threat against my life," she said, looking down at the floor, refusing to make eye contact with me.  
 
      
 
    I was stunned, and it took me a few moments before I could get my words out, but I moved closer to her on the couch wrapping my arm around her, "What the actual fuck Veronica? Who... I... I don't even know what to say to that."  
 
      
 
    She nestled her head into my neck and began breathing a little more comfortably, "I had a deal in the works with a company from China. There were some extra hoops to jump through because of the current political climate, and during the discovery phase of the companies past dealings, we found links to the Chinese Mafia and other various organized crime. I killed the deal immediately, and within minutes I received a call from the company’s CEO telling me that if I didn't reinstate the deal, he would bury my company and then kill my family and everyone close to me. I hung up on him and reached out to Steve immediately. This was yesterday afternoon." 
 
      
 
    "Oh my God, Veronica. You absolutely did the right thing. You can't get into business with people like that, or you will never stop looking over your shoulder."  
 
      
 
    "I know I did the right thing, but it cost Jamie her life."  
 
      
 
    "What? Jamie's dead?" 
 
      
 
    "Steve told me I couldn't go into the office because of the threat yesterday, so I've been holding up here. I bought this place through another company while I was having it renovated so I knew they wouldn't find me here, but I didn't think to tell Jamie to take a vacation day or anything. She went in like usual and was just sitting down at her desk, turning her computer on when someone dressed as the wait staff came in and shot her point-blank in the head. This guy looked right at the cameras as he walked out. The killer knew where they all were, and he wanted me to know who he was. He took the back stairs to the roof and was picked up by an unmarked helicopter," she said grabbing me tightly hugging me close, and sobbing.  
 
      
 
    "This is insane, Veronica. Who the hell are these people?" I said, sniffling into her breast.  
 
      
 
    She started crying so heavily it was hard to understand her, "Tessa... he left a note on Jamie's desk... with your name on it." 
 
      
 
    Her words made my blood run cold. I instantly looked up to Steve, and he shook his head yes silently. I grabbed her face in my hands and kissed her.  
 
      
 
    "This is not how I wanted us to come together, but what do we do now?"  
 
      
 
    "We leave everything up to Steve and Kevin. We do what they say when they say to do it. But for now, we're safe here."  
 
      
 
    "You said you bought this place through another company, but if these people can just walk through your front door and kill Jamie, they are going to be able to find this place eventually. Why don't we go to the cops? They have to be involved if Jamie's dead, don't they?"  
 
      
 
    "Yes, the police are all over the Walker building currently. They have it locked down while they do their investigation and the detectives want to question me, but I'm not coming out of hiding until we have a plan. I know the Chinese will find this place sooner or later, so Steve and his team are working on something to get us out of this mess." Veronica picked up her head and used her thumb to wipe away my tears, "I 've been thinking about what you and I talked about the day we met." 
 
      
 
    "What do you mean?"  
 
      
 
    "About two months ago, I started liquidating all of my assets and looking for buyers for the company."  
 
      
 
    I was shocked, "Walker International? You're selling the company?" 
 
      
 
    "Yes. I've done this long enough and made enough enemies for a few lifetimes. It's time to relax and enjoy life. You made me realize what I wanted, and I want you to be a part of it with me. This situation just speeds up what was already in motion."  
 
      
 
    "I don't know what to say."  
 
      
 
    "Right now, you don't have to say anything. I think all of this is going to get worse before it gets better, but it will get better. Tessa, I think I'm in love with you." 
 
      
 
    "I'm pretty sure I fell in love with you the first time I saw you, Miss. Veronica Walker." 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8  
 
      
 
    A few days went by and the stage was set. Veronica and I, with her security team, were meeting her attorneys at their offices to sign the paperwork for the sale of Walker International. Afterward, we were scheduled to meet with the detectives at the precinct to give our formal statements regarding Jamie's murder and my name being on the killers note.  
 
      
 
    Even though Steve and Kevin were with us every step of the way, I was still very uneasy about going out in public. I felt like at any minute there would be a loud bang, and both Veronica and I would be dead.  
 
      
 
    My insecurities aside, everything at the lawyer's office went quite smoothly. Veronica signed a ton of paperwork. I didn't understand most of it, but it seemed like money was going in a million different directions in a bunch of various forms. It was agreed that cash was to be secured at specifically designated locations, cryptocurrency was to be purchased under the names of LLCs I had never heard of, and wire transfers were scheduled to offshore bank accounts all over the world.  
 
      
 
    It was a relief when everything was signed, and her attorneys said we were all done. We were walking out of the hall into the main foyer when the commotion started.  
 
    A man dressed as a courier wheeling in boxes pulled a gun and screamed something in another language I didn't understand. Veronica grabbed my hand, trying to pull me to the floor as she screamed, "It's him! The man who murdered Jamie! He's..." 
 
      
 
    Those were the only words Veronica could get out before I heard the loud pops of the gun going off. I felt Veronica let go of my hand as she fell to the floor just before I felt an intense burning sensation in my right shoulder, and my body collapsed next to her. I heard more shooting, closer to us as if it were coming from right next to me before everything went black.  
 
      
 
    +++ 
 
      
 
    I woke up with the sun warming my face and what felt like an ice pack cooling my right shoulder. I blinked my eyes hard to focus and try to figure out where I was. I sat up slowly, and the ice fell to my side, revealing a huge black and blue mark on my shoulder. It was painful but bearable.  
 
      
 
    I looked around the room, and I was comforted to see I was lying in a massive four-post bed enclosed with sheer satin draperies. The walls were a light shade of purple, and the thick curtains were a dark cream. The colors were an immense comfort as I knew I had to be in one of Veronica's homes.  
 
      
 
    I stood up and walked over to the large bay window seat and looked out to the most breathtaking scenery I had ever witnessed. I was surrounded by snow-covered mountains as far as the eye could see. The sun was dipping behind the colossal pine trees as I heard the door open behind me.  
 
      
 
    Veronica walked in slowly, "Hey there, sleepyhead. How are you feeling?" she asked, reaching out to push my hair behind my shoulders.  
 
      
 
    "I feel much better than I should. What the hell happened? That guy shot you. He shot us both?" I questioned, feeling a twinge of pain in my shoulder at the memory from the attorney's office.  
 
      
 
    "He did shoot us, but do you remember the shirt I gave you to wear?"  
 
      
 
    "Yeah."  
 
      
 
    "Well, it was made of lightweight Kevlar. Steve knew the Chinese were going to make a play for us both, so he prepared for the inevitable. Steve and Kevin returned fire as soon as the assassin got his shots off and killed him instantly. You got hit in the shoulder here," she said, slowly caressing my bruised shoulder. "I got hit in the chest," she replied, pulling away her shirt to reveal a large bruise that matched mine but just over her left breast where her heart was.  
 
      
 
    "Ouch," I said, as I leaned forward to softly kiss her bruises. "Why are we not in the hospital if the killer is dead? Where exactly are we?"  
 
      
 
    She laughed softly, "We're in our new home, Tessa, in the glorious, secluded Canadian wilderness. I knew we couldn't stay in Philly, and I've had my eye on this place for a while now. So, I made sure some of the money from the sale of the company was untraceable, and I gave Steve instructions to purchase this estate and have it ready for us. I even made sure that there's a writing and drawing-room made up for you downstairs that has an extraordinary view of the stream that runs through the yard. It's frozen over now, but it's still amazing to look at. I figured that even with the assassin dead, the Chinese would never stop coming for us, and I had a plan for that too. So, ugh, technically... we're dead."  
 
      
 
    "What?" I yelped, completely taken by surprise.  
 
      
 
    "There were blood packs in our shirts so it would look like we were actually shot, and Kevin dosed us with a sedative paralytic when we went down so we'd look unresponsive. Steve already had medics on standby ready to pronounce both of us dead in route to the hospital. No one batted an eye when two body bags were wheeled into the hospital morgue and then wheeled out to the transportation that was waiting to take us here." 
 
      
 
    "But, aren't people going to ask questions when our bodies go missing?"  
 
      
 
    "It's already taken care of. Per the hospital records you and I were both cremated this afternoon."  
 
      
 
    "But what about my family? Oh my God, my parents think I'm dead!" 
 
      
 
    "Relax Tessa. You need to calm down. You are still coming down from the drugs they gave us, and I don't need you passing out. We just need to lay low for a while, and eventually, we can let your family know everything. If you want to that is. Right now, you're free. We can do whatever we want. Live however we want without anyone telling us that we're wrong. You said your parents wanted you to get married and have kids, right? Well, now you don't have that pressure anymore. You don't have to live your life the way they want you to. I highly doubt they'd be happy for you if you told them you moved to Canada to live with your new wife." 
 
      
 
    "Wife?" 
 
      
 
    "Well, yeah. In time I hoped that we could get married. I already know I want to spend the rest of my life with you, Tessa. I've never felt this way about anyone before, and I need you with me. You make me happy. Everything that's happened recently has solidified that for me. You make me see a bright, full future instead of a dark, lonely existence. I love you." 
 
      
 
    I couldn't contain my feelings for this woman any longer. I grabbed her face in my hands and kissed her ferociously. She responded by slowly pulling my nightgown off my shoulders and pushing it down where it fell to the floor. She stood back and looked at my naked body with lust in her eyes as she took off her tank top and shorts exposing her bare frame to me.  
 
      
 
    She kissed me hard and fondled my full breasts as she pushed me back to the bed. I sat on the edge, spreading my legs, welcoming her sex to push up against mine. Her body was warm and wet on my center, and she moaned softly while she pinched my hard nipple between her lips, flicking it with her tongue.  
 
      
 
    Veronica moved down between my legs and kissed my wet heat with her soft lips. "Don't move." She whispered.  
 
      
 
    I heard something click open and then a zipper before she reappeared before me with a dark purple toy in her hand.  
 
      
 
    "What is that for?" I asked as the anticipation of pleasure built inside of me.   
 
      
 
    "It's called a joystick, and it's for us to pleasure each other. Scoot back to the center of the bed and put your back up against those pillows."  
 
      
 
    I did as I was told with my legs spread wide for her. She pulled my knees up as she used the length of the toy to rub up and down my soaking tightness. She pushed a button in the middle of the toy, and it began to pulse and vibrate. The ends of the wand also started to grow longer and retract as she pushed the button again. Veronica put one end in her mouth and the other in mine. She pulled it out slowly and inserted one of the ends into my aching body. I felt the pulsing vibration and the thrust of its insertion filling me as Veronica moved her body to press her sex against mine. She inserted the other end of the toy into herself, the pressure from her body, pushing the toy further inside me, filling my core with intense sensations I had never experienced before.  
 
      
 
    Our warmth was pressed against one another, and we both began to thrust our hips into each other. Veronica kissed my knee and reached up to my face putting one of her fingers in my mouth. I sucked her finger gently and moaned as she pulled it away. She used her wet finger to rub both of our clits at the same time in a circular motion. Our thrusts became harder and heavier as we both cried out in pleasure. We reached our climaxes together, and it was intensely fulfilling.  
 
      
 
    We both collapsed into the thick warm blankets in a sweaty mass of exhaustion. Veronica looked up at me, batting her beautiful blue eyes and whispered, "I love you." 
 
      
 
    I ran the back of my hand lightly over her bare moist breast and whispered back, "I love you too."  
 
      
 
    I was going to spend the rest of my life out here in the mountains making this woman happy, and I couldn't care less about anything else. This was my life now, and I wouldn't have it any other way.   
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Thank you so much for reading my debut novel, Her Hostile Takeover. I hope you enjoyed it and that you will leave a review. Every single one of them is much appreciated! 
 
      
 
    Find me on Social Media or my author tab on ForeverMorrisPublishing.com to keep up to date on my upcoming releases.  
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