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I’ve never been attracted to bad boys. 

They’re just too full of themselves for my taste, and I hate how they all act like they're God's gift to women.

Yeah right.

That may work on others but not me. I’m too smart for that.

But then I start working for Mr. Rochester, and everything changes.

I’ve never met someone more horribly rude and self-centered, and even worse is the way he’s so darn moody. 

Just being in his presence makes me feel dizzy. 

One moment he’s viciously cruel, another moment he’s exquisitely charming. 

One moment he seems invincible and out of my league, another moment he’s broodingly vulnerable and mysteriously tormented. 

But the worst part is when he stares at me like...like...

Well, I just hate it, okay?

And I hate HIM.

I hate Mr. Rochester, and if he thinks I'm going to let him get away with acting like my lord and master just because he’s my boss and I find him too irresistible for my own good—-

You don’t own me, Mr. Rochester, I hiss at him.

‘Not yet', my boss whispers back with a smirk. 
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“Bastard,” I hiss.

“And I’ll keep being one,” Mr. Rochester murmurs, “because it’s exactly how you want me to be.”

The words make me want to scratch his eyes out, but I don’t. There’s this shameful cringing part of me that finds it impossible to deny the truth, and what Mr. Rochester’s saying is true.

When I start to pick my clothes up, he says, “No.”

“Excuse me?”

“I want to see you leave like that. And tomorrow when I wake you up, I still want to see you without anything covering your breasts.”

“Are you insane? Who the fuck do you think you are?” 

But Mr. Rochester only shrugs. “We both know you already know the answer to that.”

“You—-”

“Last but not the least, Ms. Reed.” He pauses, his gaze narrowing on me. “You are not to touch yourself or make yourself come tonight. I want that pleasure for myself. Do you understand?”

“Fuck you.”

“I’ll take that as a yes.” He slides to his feet gracefully and takes my hand. “Let me walk you to your room.”

“No, thanks.” I yank my hand out of his hold and stalk back to the connecting door of our suites, all the while feeling his gaze on me. Oh God. I can’t believe I’m doing exactly as he says, walking out of his room with nothing but my pants—-

The thought has me wrapping my arms around myself, and the feel of my bare breasts against my skin makes me shudder in a mixture of shame and desire.

Oh God. 

Is this how my life is going to be from now on?
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I take my seat in front of the H.R. manager and place my hands primly on my lap. Every time I’m called to Maria Fairfax’s office, I feel like a schoolgirl being sent to detention...and I’m not quite sure what I did wrong.

Like now.

The silence in Maria’s office is hard to read. I feel like she’s not mad at me (for a change), but I also feel like she’s about to make this dire announcement I’m guaranteed to hate. 

I try to rack my brains for what possible misdemeanor I’m guilty of that warrants HR’s attention. Is it because I had exchanged words with old Sarah from accounting, who’s not just miserly and nasty but also a bit of a klepto?

Or maybe it’s because of last week’s team building in Orlando, and certain skeletons about my past had suddenly resurfaced? 

So I once suffered from domestic abuse.  It’s not like I’m the only such victim in the world. Everyone had made such a huge fuss over it, but the thing is, I’ve long gotten over the everyday beatings my step-aunt used to subject me to. 

I’m a fairly resilient person, not to mention practical. Even without the help of a therapist, I had long figured out there were two kinds of people in this world: those who were just plain nice...and those who weren’t. 

Obviously, my step-aunt and stepbrother fell in the latter category, and as soon as I turned eighteen I had left my uncle’s home and never looked back. 

It’s been a closed book since then, but apparently people at my workplace didn’t believe I could get over my past. Remembering the pity party that followed last week’s anonymously orchestrated exposé makes me shudder even now. Most of them thought I’d appreciate them treating me like I’m fragile, but honestly it just made me feel I’m a freak. 

All those poor-little-you looks—-

It had pissed me off so much, I might have, umm, thrown out a fuck-you-asshole or two, along with a couple of middle fingers, to, umm, supposedly well-meaning individuals? 

I steal a look at Maria. Could that be it? 

Maria looks back at me, her poker face made picture-perfect after two decades of managing labor relations has made her poker face. 

The silence in the room becomes increasingly unbearable, and I start to fidget. 

Maria clears her throat. 

I straighten. Shit. That sounds bad. 

She opens her mouth to speak—-

But I beat her to it. “Whatever it is that was said about me,” I blurt out defensively, “it’s probably because of a misunderstanding.”

Maria lets out a huge sigh.

“I mean it,” I stress earnestly. “You know how I am. I’m like, all bark and no bite. So if someone lodged a complaint against me, it’s probably just a misunderstanding—-”

“It is,” the H.R. manager says dryly, “but the misunderstanding is all on your side.”

Oh.

“I called you here because executive management asked for a recommendation for our CEO’s personal assistant—-”

I sit up at the words. Is this what I think it is?

“And I chose you.”

Oh my God, it is what I think it is. 

I shake my head, amazed and incredulous. “No shit?” Maria winces at the words, and I apologize right away. “Sorry. I didn’t mean to. I’m just shocked.” 

“In a good way, I hope.”

“Oh yes. I’m happy as fuck—-”

Maria scowls. “Language!”

Oops. “Sorry,” I say again, more meekly this time, but inside of me I’m doing somersaults and cartwheels. 

Clearing her throat, Maria goes on, “Should you choose to accept it—-”

I almost snicker, thinking how she makes it sound like babysitting the CEO is some kind of mission impossible.

“—-then the promotion will come with a salary upgrade and a more lucrative compensation package overall. You will also be working from the penthouse, with your own work area—-”

“I accept,” I say eagerly. 

Maria frowns. “Don’t be so hasty.”

“But salary upgrade, Ms. Fairfax!” I grin. “It’s everything to me.”  

“Oh, Ms. Reed.” The older woman sighs. “Money isn’t everything.”

“Only rich people say that,” I mutter under my breath. 

Maria ignores this, which of course is something also only rich people can do. “I know you don’t believe me, but there will come a time when you’ll realize that money truly isn’t everything.”

“I already know that,” I say patiently. “I know it very well, and I know you know that, too, Ms. Fairfax. In my job interview six years ago, you used your psycho mumbo-jumbo to hypnotize me into telling you my life story—-” 

Maria rolls her eyes. “For the last time, Ms. Reed, no hypnosis was involved. I’m simply paid to prevent the unwanted from working here, and that’s why I needed to ferret out your past. Moreover, I am not worried – as you have mistakenly assumed – that money will make you greedy. What I am worried about is the way you seem to be using money as an excuse to keep your distance from other people."

“I don’t know what you mean,” I say automatically.

Maria wags a finger at me. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed how confrontational—-”

“You mean bitchy?” I ask innocently.

Maria gives me a pointed look. “That’s exactly what I’m talking about.”

Shit. She totally got me there. 

“Now, you’ve been working for us for six years and throughout it you’ve had a succession of bosses as you climbed your way up.”

I can’t see where she’s going, and I say warily, “There’s a but, isn’t there?” 

“They may have let you gotten away with a lot of things because they appreciate your hard work, but—-”

“I knew it,” I grumble.

“Our CEO won’t be the same.” Leaning forward, the older woman settles her elbows on her desk and laces her fingers under her chin. “Mr. Rochester is different, Mary Jane—-”

I cringe. “Reed please.”

“Mary Jane,” Maria says even more firmly. “And you better get used to it. Mr. Rochester happens to be the traditional and conservative sort—-”

“Is that the H.R. term for chauvinist?” I quip.

“My point is,” Maria says diplomatically, “it’s possible that Mr. Rochester won’t call you ‘Reed’ like you’ve convinced your other bosses to do so, and you must be prepared for this.”

“So he is a chauvinist.”

“No.” But Maria is visibly fighting off her smile, and when I snort, she loses the battle and the sound of her barely smothered laugh fills the room. “Oh, Ms. Reed.”

Every time she says that, I think wryly, I feel like I’m a hopeless case for Hell.

“Working for Mr. Rochester is a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity, and I want this for you. I really do. But I also know you’ll end up fired within the first five minutes if you don’t at least try to—-”

“Act like a sweet little idiot around him?” 

“Mary Jane!” 

“Sorry.” I gnaw on my lower lip. “I’m grateful you recommended me of all people, but I don’t know if I can meet your expectations. I’m not sure if I have the stomach to pretend being someone I’m not.”

“Which is good,” Maria surprisingly concurs, “since I’m not asking you to do such a thing. Rather, I’m imploring you to give Mr. Rochester a chance—-”

“Oh, please, Ms. Fairfax. You make him sound like I can bully him.” I snort at the mere idea of it, which is utterly preposterous. If what I’ve been hearing is even half-accurate, then someone like Mr. Rochester is the exact opposite of what he’s suggesting. Rather, he’s the type who throws his weight around on a whim, and of course no one has the power to stand in his way when he does.

When I notice Ms. Fairfax’s lips purse, I say defensively, “I only know what I’ve heard.”

“Then I’m disappointed,” she counters severely, “that you put so much stock in the office grapevine. I thought you were smarter than that.”

Shit. She has a point. “Sorry,” I mutter, properly chastened. I barely know anything about Mr. Rochester, and what I do know I’ve only picked up from workplace gossip, like the fact that our 35-year-old boss is considered one of Britain’s most legendary playboys (or at least he is according to The Daily Mail), and that he always leaves a string of broken hearts wherever he goes.

But to be fair to him, it always takes two to tango, and I don’t think he’s ever forced any woman to go out with him. Those women whose hearts Mr. Rochester allegedly broke were women who chose to play with fire in the first place.

“Perhaps we should clear the air now,” the H.R. manager suggests, “so we can avoid any preconceived notions about Mr. Rochester from affecting your job.” Maria reaches for a pen and taps the end of it against a pad of paper, saying, “To start with, tell me what you know of Mr. Rochester.”

Startled by her words, I stammer awkwardly, “Women think he’s hot?” But even though I know it’s true I can’t help wrinkling my nose as I speak. I’ve seen enough photos of Mr. Rochester to know he’s more than passably attractive, with his ebony black hair and sapphire eyes, and that his six-foot-plus frame is built more like a professional athlete. Supposedly, he’s this ridiculously wild animal in bed, too—-

“Dare I even ask what you’re thinking now?” 

“Nope.”

Maria sighs. “This is going nowhere. I can see that you don’t like Mr. Rochester, so may I just go straight to the point and ask why?”

“It’s nothing personal,” I say uneasily. “It’s just...I hate the idea of him.” I shrug again. “Bad boys have never been my taste, you know?”

“Ah.” The older woman’s fingers tap on the desk. “I’m beginning to understand what you meant earlier. You are thinking about the previous PAs, aren’t you, Ms. Reed?”

I nod warily.

“And you’ve heard rumors about how he’s bullied and mistreated them, taking advantage of the fact that they’re in love with him. Yes?”

“In a nutshell.”

Maria sighs. “I want you to enjoy working for Mr. Rochester, Mary Jane, but I don’t see that becoming a possibility until I correct these misassumptions of yours.”

“It’s not—-”

The H.R. manager waves a hand, and I fall silent, knowing a ‘shut up’ sign when I see one.

“Just this once, I shall be coarse and indiscreet, quite unprofessionally so, to deliver the point across.”

I gape at her. What did that even mean? Is she saying in too many words she’s going to be...honest?

“All those women who worked as Mr. Rochester’s PA have two things in common, Ms. Reed.” She gives me a humorless smile. “One: they wanted his cock.”

Oh my God, that was coarse!

“Two, they wanted his money even more.”

And that was way harsh!

“Now, Mr. Rochester can only be so obliging—-”

I choke. Obliging? Really?

“And unfortunately all of them ended up being greedy, which warranted their complete eradication in Mr. Rochester’s life.”

“You mean he got rid of them,” I say bluntly.

“Legally and permanently so,” Maria says pleasantly, “and with absolutely no chance of even getting within a ten-mile radius of Mr. Rochester unless they wish to be slapped with several indefensible charges.” 

A moment of silence follows, and I find myself subject to Maria’s contemplative look.

“I’m not going to follow in their footsteps,” I say with a roll of my eyes, “if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“It’s not. But what I am worried about is...” Maria pauses.

I frown. “What?”

“Never mind,” the older woman says finally. “Just please heed my advice if you wish to keep this new job – be quiet as a mouse, work hard, don’t give Mr. Rochester any sass, and you’ll be fine.” 
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Two weeks later

I twist and turn my neck while reaching over my shoulder to knead the aching muscles on my back. God, I’m tired. I stretch in my seat, wincing slightly at the way my body protests in reaction. I’ve been working since eight am, and it’s—-

I glance at the digital clock display on the phone’s dock, and my eyes widen.

Nine pm? Sheesh. I’ve been working for over twelve hours, and I haven’t even noticed. Shaking my head, I stand up and shut my laptop close. Time to call it a night, I decide silently. But when I’m halfway to the reception counter, I hear the most awful sound.

Rrrriiiiiiiiing.

My footsteps stall as I debate what to do. Should I pretend I’m already gone?

Rrrriiiiiiiiing.

I gnaw on my lip. It’s already way past my working hours. I’m under no obligation to answer it. Right?

Rrrriiiiiiiiing.

But then a memory drifts back in my mind, and I remember the blistering earful I received the last time I made my boss wait for more than five rings before answering his call.

Rrrriiiiiiiiing.

Shit. That’s number four already, and before I know it, I’ve already dropped my stuff on the floor and I’m running back to my work area. As I make a dive for the phone, its display starts to flash. 

Rr—-

“Good evening, Mr. Rochester.” I struggle to keep my voice level even as I work hard to catch my breath. 

“You sound out of breath.” 

The words are spoken briskly, almost brusquely, in a strongly accented British voice. I’m ashamed to admit this, but my toes had curled involuntarily the first time I had heard Mr. Rochester’s voice. Right now, however, I have more pressing concerns—-

“Were you about to leave when I called?”

—-such as the fact that my boss is too perceptive by half.

Jabbing the loudspeaker button on the screen, I glare at my phone even as I manage to say sweetly, “Not at all, sir.” The gall, to make it sound like it’s my fault I’m leaving. Hasn’t he noticed what time it is? 

“You’re lying.” 

“No, Mr. Rochester.” I glare harder at my phone.

“Yes.” Mr. Rochester’s pleasant tone comes with a cultured edge. “You are.” 

Received pronunciation is what it’s called, an accent so prestigious it’s estimated only 2% of the British population has it.

And most likely than not, I think grumpily, all of them are assholes like Mr. Rochester.

I take a deep breath, but Mr. Rochester beats me to speak, saying curtly, “Enough with this. You’re wasting too much of my time.”

ASSHOLE!

“I need you to send the Marconi report to our Japanese affiliate,” Mr. Rochester goes on briskly. “You know who I’m talking it about?”

“Yes, sir. The report will be in your inbox in two minutes—-”

“Make it one.” And the line goes dead.

My teeth grind against each other, and it’s all I can do not to throw my phone against the wall. Gaah! I never knew that another person in this world can make me so mad, but Mr. Rochester simply takes the cake. 

“Make it in one,” I mimic sarcastically to myself, and my teeth start gnashing again. But even as I continue cursing him in my mind, I’m also moving towards my seat because asshole or not, it’s Mr. Rochester who pays my bills—-

And people who pay the bills always get their way, I think with a sigh while switching my laptop open. Pulling out the report Mr. Rochester’s asked for, I update it with the latest data and click Send thirty-five seconds after. 

A moment later, a message pops up over my inbox.

Your message has been sent.

Ha! Take that, Mr. Rochester. 

Getting up, I close my laptop – hopefully for the last time – and just as I pick my bag up from the floor, the iPhone I’ve shoved in my back pocket chimes out a message alert – and it’s the special tone I have assigned to my asshole boss.

Seriously?

I reluctantly take my phone out and read his text.

Mr. Rochester: Update on the Marconi report?

Me: Already sent, sir.

Mr. Rochester: Good girl.

I grimace. The former PAs probably had their hearts skipping a beat over that, but I just can’t help feel it’s a little bit condescending. Then again, I’m also the practical sort, and I know the words “good woman” don’t quite have the same ring.

But then, I continue arguing mentally to myself, if he had a male PA, I doubt Mr. Rochester would have told him ‘good boy’ by way of praise. 

So whatever way you look at it, he’s being a little sexist—-

Mr. Rochester: Inform Maria for me you’re scheduled for overtime bonus, will you?  

—-but I’ll totally forgive him for that since Mr. Rochester is, in my opinion, the best boss ever.

Me: Understood, sir. Thank you, sir.

No reply follows, but I don’t mind. 

Yes, yes, yes! 

In the mood to celebrate, I impulsively decide to make a detour towards the kitchen, which is exclusive for the penthouse staff and always has a fully stocked pantry. It’s definitely going to have everything I’d want for a celebratory dinner, I think happily, and even better all of it will be free.

On my way I catch a glimpse of my reflection on the glass walls of the office, and my nose wrinkles, like it always do, when I’m confronted by the reality of my appearance. 

Hair – average. 

Eyes – average. 

Even my body is the same, neither thin nor chubby but just...average. 

The thought of what Mr. Rochester would say if he sees me makes my nose wrinkle anew. 

Bloody mediocre?

I mentally nod to myself as I enter the kitchen. Yeah, that would probably it. Although I’ve been working for Mr. Rochester for the past half month, my boss and I actually haven’t come face to face yet. In the past two weeks that I’ve been his P.A., Mr. Rochester has only been communicating with me either by phone or email.

Even so—-

Why are there moments when I feel like I’ve known him for a long time?

I mull this over as I rifle through the pantry’s contents. Maybe it’s because Mr. Rochester never tiptoes around me? Unlike my previous bosses, who were all perfect gentlemen, our British CEO is so rude there are times he makes me seem nice. He likes calling a spade a spade, never mind if he ends up rubbing other people the wrong way.

I kinda admire him for that, I admit to myself grudgingly, but only when his viciously blunt words aren’t directed at me.

After finally settling on some Japanese crabstick salad and pasta, I pull out my phone to browse my newsfeed on my socials, and I let out an inelegant snort as I’m once again greeted by an insane number of friend requests. 

It’s been like that ever since word’s spread that I’m now Mr. Rochester’s PA, which I think is stupid. What did these women expect me to do, anyway? It’s not like our resident bad boy would ask me for dating advice or something. 

After washing up, I make myself a cup of latte and go back to scrolling up on my newsfeed. I take my time perusing photos and status messages but not liking or commenting on anything. It’s just endlessly fascinating to me how people seem not to have any qualms posting everything on their feed—-

I don’t get it, but I do respect it, and it’s another thing I sort of admire. At least they’re putting their selves out there, which is more than I can say for myself. As I take another sip of my latte, an article shared by someone from my old high school catches my eye.

CONSTANTIN EDWARD ROCHESTER – EXPOSED!

Obvious click bait, I think to myself, snorting over my mug.

But it also works, and so I click. 

The link takes me to my mobile browser, and a new page starts to load.

What the—-

My face warms as a single photo takes up the entire screen of my iPhone, and I realize too late what exposed means. 

In the photo, my boss is lying lazily on a bed of white silk sheets, ebony black hair tousled, one arm behind his head, and his sapphire blue eyes smirking at the camera. 

I know you’re staring at me, that cocky look in his pretty blues is saying—-

I take a quick gulp of coffee as I feel my pulse actually start to stupidly, inexplicably race.

Close the page now, Reed! 

Close it!

But I can’t even tear my gaze off the page. 

Mr. Rochester’s powerfully muscular body is almost completely naked in the photo, with only his crotch covered by a rumpled silk sheet. If that isn’t bad enough, the sheet is so thin the shape of his cock makes a rather prominent impression—-

Shit. 

I down the rest of my coffee, but it’s no use, and my throat continues to feel dry. I may be a virgin, but I’ve watched enough sex scenes in my life to know the difference between small and big weenies—-

Well, let’s just say that Mr. Rochester’s is not small. Instead, it’s—-

It’s—-

It’s so...so...monstrously—-

Heat suffuses my cheeks, and I mentally catch myself in time. Why the hell am I thinking about my boss’ cock? And did I really just use the word monstrous to describe—-

I shake my head hard, literally, but it’s too late. My thoughts have once again gone off tangent, and now there’s no stopping it. 

Now, all I can imagine is Mr. Rochester – my boss – and he’s not just naked. 

It’s worse than that.

Right now, I can only imagine Mr. Rochester lying over me, naked, mocking blue eyes devouring my body—-

“I’m going to fuck you bloody hard now, Ms. Reed.”

My mind has no trouble imagining the sound of his voice either: it’s very much British and – yes, cultured, and when used to say dirty words the combination is devastating.

A moan of embarrassment tries to rush out of my throat as my body clenches with unexpected need. 

Oh, to be fucked so bloody hard!

I close my eyes and cover my face, but it’s no use. 

I can’t stop fantasizing about him—-

Oh, Mr. Rochester!

Imagining how he’d shove his monstrous cock inside of me, tearing me apart—-

I feel something ooze out of my folds, soaking my panties, and I jerk. My hands fall away as I gaze down at myself in horror.

Am I...wet?

As soon as the word forms in my mind, I realize I am, extremely so, and the knowledge has my legs automatically pressing together. 

Oh my God!

But still the wetness continues to ooze out of me, hot, sticky, and uncontrollable.

This is stupid. Insane. Impossible. 

And yet—-

My mind is stubborn, and it’s STILL fantasizing about Mr. Rochester fucking me, with his bloody hard cock—-

His impossibly, monstrously-—

Stop imagining things, Reed!  

My fingers tighten and loosen reflexively around the handle of my empty mug as I struggle to control my arousal. Just one stupid photo, I lament to myself, and now I’m horny as hell.

It doesn’t even make sense. 

I hadn’t lied to Ms. Fairfax when I told her I’ve been attracted to bad boys. They’ve just never been my type. Never. Other girls no doubt see them differently, but I’ve always thought them shallow and selfish, and more often than not cruel and stupid.

So why is Mr. Rochester making me feel this way – when he’s virtually the king of bad boys?

Only one answer comes to me, and the mere thought of it has me squirming, not out of discomfort...but of arousal.

I’ve never thought I could be this way, but the moist heat still making my insides churn and my pussy ache tells me that what I’m suspecting is embarrassingly true. 

Monstrous cocks are my weakness.

It’s my fetish, my—-

Shit.

A sound has reached my ears, cutting my thoughts off, and I tense and strain my ears—-

Shit.

I still hear it, which means I haven’t imagined the sound of a knob turning. 

The realization has me automatically reaching for my empty mug like it’s a weapon for self-defense. It’s no pepper spray, but right now anything is better than nothing. 

Penthouse access is so strict that entry to it after office hours requires at least 24 hours’ notice. And since I’m the one who grants such access as Mr. Rochester’s PA—-

My heartbeat speeds up, and my grip on the mug tightens. 

Whoever’s coming in isn’t supposed to be here, I think grimly.

I hear the main doors of the penthouse office start to open. 

Shit, shit, shit. 

I tiptoe behind the door, knowing that it’s too late to switch off the light in the kitchen and hide in the darkness. 

What if it’s a ghost? 

What if it’s an intruder? 

Ah dammit, I’m not even sure which is better, all I know is—-

The sound of footsteps reaches my ears.

Shit. Shit. Shit. 

And the sound is coming louder, the footsteps nearer—-

Intruders can be hurt, but not ghosts...right? 

Even so, it doesn’t hurt to try.

Taking a deep breath, I raise the mug over my head as I bide my time, waiting, waiting—-

The kitchen door opens, and whoever – whatever – it is casts a shadow on the ground.

Oh God.

Someone—-

Something—-

Enters—-

I swing hard.

Stunned blue eyes clash with mine, and I pale, gasping, “Mr. Rochester?”

Oh, shit.

I try to control the downward swing of my arm, but it’s too late.

A moment later, we both hear something crack.

And then—-

“BLOODY HELL.”

The mug slips out of my grasp and crashes into the floor.

I stare at my boss in stupefied horror, thinking numbly, Bloody hell indeed. 

I think I’ve just given my boss cause to sue me for manslaughter.
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WHEN MR. ROCHESTER emerges out of the E.R. with the coldest-looking expression I’ve ever seen on a human face, I open my mouth immediately to say sorry—-

“Later,” my boss snaps.

I shut my mouth. Still rude as ever, but I have to let it go, considering how I’m the reason for the ugly cast covering his right hand. 

Outside the hospital, Mr. Rochester’s limousine is already waiting and when he glares at me, I take it as a non-verbal command to get in or die. My teeth start to grind, but I doggedly remind myself being subjected to tantrums is getting better than being sued.

Mr. Rochester takes a seat in front of me, and soon after the limousine starts to move. The silence between us is horrible, and I wonder gloomily if this is the aftermath before a storm, AKA the moment before I get fired.

But...surely Mr. Rochester can’t be that petty?

When I steal a look at my boss, I barely notice how hot and utterly British he is in his pinstriped suit and oxfords. All I can see right now is the hideous cast covering his right hand, and a sick feeling forms in the pit of my stomach as I recall the E.R. doctor saying how Mr. Rochester’s fracture requires two to three weeks of recovery period post surgery, and that’s only assuming no complication arises.

Mr. Rochester shifts slightly in his seat, and my gaze reluctantly moves up. I’m disconcerted and dismayed to find his sapphire eyes studying me, and I sit up self-consciously even as I prepare myself for the worst. 

“So...”

Oh God. How can one word be so damn expressive? Is my imagination running wild or do I really detect fury, disdain, and a distinct need to extract revenge in that one word? 

I wait for him to say something else, but he only gazes at me with narrow blue eyes that do nothing to keep my heartbeat from escalating.

Oh God, oh God.

What do I do if Mr. Rochester decides to press charges? 

Several worst-scenarios occur to me, and I shove my hands under me, sitting on them so I don’t accidentally start pulling my hair.

Whatever happens, Reed, you are going to accept your fate with dignity. 

Okay?

But when I hear Mr. Rochester speak again, saying, “I’m afraid I’m going to have to—-”

Not okay.

And I hear myself snap, “You can’t blame me for what happened!”

Mr. Rochester stills. “I...can’t?”

I have a feeling I’ve said the wrong word, but I’m too far gone in a haze of anger and panic to pause and think about it. Instead, I hear myself say hotly, “No, you can’t.” 

A smile starts to play on Mr. Rochester lips. “Perhaps you’d care to enlighten me, Ms. Reed—”

“Gladly,” I snarl.

“Why do you believe I require your permission to do anything?”

My mouth opens...and closes. He has a point there. Shit. But then Mr. Rochester raises a brow, and the sight infuriates me so, my mouth ends up running away from me again.

“Don’t twist my words,” I snap. “It’s so petty.”

“Petty?” Mr. Rochester echoes very softly.

Shut up now, Reed, my sensible side pleads. Please shut up and stop trying to commit verbal suicide.

But I can’t. I just can’t. There’s something about Mr. Rochester that makes me lose my head—-

And so I lift my chin, saying, “Yes. Petty.”

Silence.

And then Mr. Rochester says with a sigh, “Now, you’ve done it.” 

I start to tell him I don’t care, but Mr. Rochester shakes his head. “Enough.” 

The word is laced with ice, and it startles me into silence. 

I watch him cross his legs. It should have made him look gay but somehow Mr. Rochester makes it work. He still looks sophisticated, masculine, and scary as hell. 

As the silence between us lengthens, my mind begins to replay all the words I had uttered in the past five minutes—-

And the urge to puke comes back with a vengeance.

Wasn’t this exactly what Ms. Fairfax warned me about?

No sass.

And yet—-

Numbers suddenly start running through my mind.

The thousands of dollars I still owe on my student loan—-

The hundreds of dollars I spend every month for daily expenses—-

And all of it will be gone in a blink of an eye, I realize sickly, if this man chooses to fire me. 

In front of me, Mr. Rochester’s lips curve in a smile that’s dazzling and terrifying at the same time, and I gulp.

I’m dead. I’m so dead. 

Mr. Rochester’s fingers begin to tap on the armrest, and my heart drops to the pit of my stomach. 

I just know...I just know...whatever’s going to happen—-

“Listen very carefully to me, Ms. Reed.” 

And so I do—-

“Because the next words I’ll speak will determine the course of your life.”

And so it does.
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“YOU LOOK HORRIBLE,” Virginia, the penthouse receptionist, declares as soon as I come in for work the next day. 

“Do I?” I ask uninterestedly while writing my name on the logbook. Virginia’s always hated me for being chosen as Mr. Rochester’s PA, a job she apparently also applied for – and obviously failed to nab. Once in a while, the sting of her failure gets to her, and it’s in those instances she’d try to make these little digs, like now—-

“Unfortunately,” she says sweetly, “I’m not lying.”

“Fortunately,” I say just as sweetly as I return the logbook to her, “I don’t care.”

There’s a pause, and then she says stiffly, “Ha.” 

And so it ends like always, with Virginia always losing for lack of a proper comeback.

Virginia’s gaze narrows on me as I move on to the second half of our company’s two-step authentication process and I digitally clock in by placing my thumb on the scanner.

“You’re acting strange,” she says suspiciously. 

She’s right. Normally, I’d be on a roll by now. In my book, all’s fair in bitch fights and if you start something with me, I’m going to damn well finish it.

Or at least that’s what I do, normally.

But right now, I’m far from feeling normal and it’s all because of—-

The door to the CEO’s office suddenly opens, and everyone in the floor shuts up and sort of freezes.

Speak of the devil.

I’m equal parts fascinated and disgusted at Mr. Rochester’s effect on people, but one thing I’m not is surprised. It’s just further proof of my belief how much people who pay the bills can get away with, and I can’t help lifting my chin defiantly when my boss reaches the reception, stopping only a few inches from where I’m standing.

The scent of his aftershave teases my nostrils, and I involuntarily jerk. The telltale reaction causes Mr. Rochester’s blue eyes to glint, and my teeth gnash. Damn him.

A part of me has secretly hoped he’d be less imposing in daylight, but of course these hopes turn out to be foolish. Although Mr. Rochester is still as coldly handsome as ever, there’s something about the way sunlight pools around his feet that makes him seem even...ethereal.

Which is plain unfair, I think grumpily, considering how he’s a devil in disguise.

He inclines his head at me in greeting, murmuring, “Ms. Reed.”

Shit. It doesn’t escape me that I’m the only one he’s deigned to acknowledge – and neither has it escaped anyone else, considering how many eyebrows shot up at the special attention he’s giving me.

The realization has me squirming internally. Maybe other girls like being singled out this way, but not me and definitely not when this particular man is concerned. 

But...he’s the one who pays the bills.

And so I swallow back my reservations and general dislike, and I force myself to smile politely. “Mr. Rochester.”

And let it please end with that, I wish fervently.

But of course it doesn’t. 

Ever since I’ve started working in the penthouse floor, the one thing I always hear people say is how terrifyingly aloof and moody Mr. Rochester is, with a beast of a temper. I’m sure this is all true, which is why I’m just as sure that when Mr. Rochester’s lips curve into the most devilishly sexy smile...I know he’s doing it just to get a rise out of me. 

Damn him.

Jaws drop all around us as the rest of the staff tries to adjust to the reality of our CEO knowing how to do something else besides brood. Some react more viciously – Virginia in particular – and I grit my teeth as I feel women’s gazes shoot daggers at my back.

Like I said, I hate being singled out, especially if it makes people think it’s because I’m special when in reality I’m just being bullied.

I scowl at Mr. Rochester. Glad you’re having fun at my expense. 

My boss’ smile becomes even more devastating. I am, thank you.

God, why can’t movies like The Purge be real? Because if it is, I just know who I’m going to kill—-

Mr. Rochester makes an imperious gesture in my direction. “I’ve just remembered I need a private word with you, Ms. Reed.”

I open my mouth, intending to make up all kinds of excuses to refuse—-

“And in case you’re in doubt,” Mr. Rochester drawls, “it’s not a request.”

Shit. I manage not to choke on my rage as I force out the only acceptable answer. “Yes, Mr. Rochester.” 

The walk to his office as I follow behind my asshole of a boss is like heading down death’s row, and even worse I feel like I’m collecting enemies with every few seconds that pass. Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned, as the saying goes, and right now I’m definitely on every woman’s kill list.

I can feel them judging me, scorning me, all of them thinking I’ve somehow connived my way into a “special” place in Mr. Rochester’s life—-

Which of course is exactly how Mr. Rochester wants it to be, damn him.

As I step inside of his office, Mr. Rochester says lazily, “Close the door, please.”

Asshole, I can’t help thinking even as I turn around to do as bid. Reaching for the knob, I catch sight of Virginia glaring at me murderously all the way from the reception counter—-

Shit. I have a nasty feeling my attendance sheet’s going to suffer after this. I close the door with grimly, feeling like I’m hammering down on the last nail of my own coffin. Turning around, I see Mr. Rochester smirking still, and my temper can no longer take it.

“Congratulations,” I snarl. “You’ve succeeded in ruining my reputation. Everyone thinks I’ve become your mistress overnight now so I hope you’re happy.”

“I didn’t think you were the type to care about what others think.”

“And I don’t, but only when it’s something I’m really guilty about. But this is—-”

“Not anyone else’s business except ours, don’t you think?” Mr. Rochester’s broad shoulders move under his perfectly tailored jacket in a dismissive shrug. “Like you, I have never been bothered by other people’s opinions, Ms. Reed. But unlike you, mine isn’t selective. I simply feel that letting yourself affected by how other people see you is a sheer waste of time. Hopefully you’ll come to realize this for yourself as well.” 

Before I can tell him that only rich people can afford such “realizations”, Mr. Rochester gestures to one of the leather seats across his desk, saying, “Please sit—-”

I raise my chin again, saying proudly, “I prefer—-”

Perching himself on the edge of his desk, Mr. Rochester pats his lap, drawling, “Sitting here, perhaps?”

Again, my mouth opens and closes, and my mind has a mini breakdown as I find myself envisioning Mr. Rochester placing me on his lap—-

Aaaah.  

Fire slithers its way down my body, making every inch of it burn.

Shit.

But no matter how hard I try to fight against it, my body just keeps getting hotter. 

Shit. Shit. Shit. 

How is it that this man arouses me so easily?

“Well, Ms. Reed?”

“I’ll take a seat,” I mutter. 

Mr. Rochester sighs. “A pity.”

Pretending I don’t feel his amused gaze following my every movement, I make my way to the leather seat and plop down ungracefully. In the corner of my eye, I catch sight of Mr. Rochester reach for a pen on his desk and start twirling it between his fingers—-

Every movement is picture-perfect, and for some reason I find myself reluctantly enthralled by the sight. 

“Now.” Mr. Rochester’s tone is musing. “Where were we?”

Where were we indeed, I wonder vaguely as the movements of his fingers continue to mesmerize me. Will those fingers be just as skillful when they’re caressing a woman’s flesh—-

SHIT. 

I jerk in my seat, face flaming as the fire in my blood burns hotter. Oh God. Why is it that every little thing Mr. Rochester does is capable of sending my mind to the gutters?

The pen in his fingers suddenly stills. 

And then I hear him say, “You’re blushing.”

Shit.

His words are infinitely embarrassing, but there’s something in his voice that’s even more worrying, and I blink in bemusement even as my heart starts to race. I feel like I’ve forgotten something...but what?

Our eyes meet again...and Mr. Rochester starts to smile. “Oh, Ms. Reed.” His voice is filled with mock disappointment. “Have you somehow convinced yourself that last night was a mere whim of mine? Or an empty threat perhaps?”

Oh.

OH.

I’m unable to answer, dismay and shock turning me into a statue in my seat as I realize he’s right. I have made myself forgotten—-

But not anymore.

Now, I remember very clearly how Mr. Rochester looked at me when he said, Listen very carefully, Ms. Reed. Because the next words I’ll be speaking will determine the course of your life.

The memory makes me cringe, and the knowledge that the worse is yet to come more so.
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“EARLIER, I HAD A BIT of time to myself before the surgery, so I thought I’d make use of it by asking security to send me everything they have on you.”

His voice might be deceptively casual, but I knew a threat when I heard one. Infuriated that he thought I could be so easily intimidated, I lifted my chin, saying proudly, “I have nothing to hide.”

“I’m glad you think that.” Mr. Rochester paused. “But if you’re thinking I’m referring to the fact that you were a runaway in your childhood, it’s not what I’m talking about.”

Since that was exactly what I thought he meant, his words left me annoyingly stumped, and all I could do was glare at him, asking ungraciously, “Then what?”

“Can you truly think of nothing you’d want to hide from me?” Mr. Rochester’s voice is taunting.

“Not a single thing,” I answered coolly.

“Are you certain?”

“Hundred ten percent,” I snapped.

But instead of enraging him – which a part of myself foolishly wanted to happen – Mr. Rochester only smiled. “I’m glad to hear that,” he said softly, “since it means you want me to fuck you that much.”

My jaw dropped. What was he—-

And then Mr. Rochester took his phone out, saying, “Security sent me CCTV footage, Ms. Reed. You were in the staff kitchen, enjoying what I assumed was a very late dinner.” Mr. Rochester paused. “But then I looked closely and I realized that it wasn’t the only thing you were enjoying.”

I looked at his phone and saw myself on the screen, staring at his photo, a look of undeniable arousal on my face.

Oh God.

“I was actually prepared to let everything go, Ms. Reed. If you had simply apologized, we could have put the incident behind us and things could have gone back to normal.” Mr. Rochester gazed at me contemplatively. “Sorry. That was all you had to say, Ms. Reed.”

I couldn’t answer right away...because he was right. Why hadn’t just I said ‘sorry’? Why?

“But you didn’t apologize.” Mr. Rochester leaned back against his seat. “Instead you did the opposite. Rather than keeping your mouth shut, you kept provoking me at every turn. It was as if you were begging to be punished—-”

“T-that’s insane.” But my voice was faint, and a large part of me was terrified that what he said was true. Hadn’t I been wondering myself why I kept saying and doing the most outrageous things in his presence?  

“It was clear enough you wanted me to be furious,” Mr. Rochester went on as if I hadn’t said a word, “but what frankly puzzled me was why. Why would you court trouble so deliberately? I read your background report, so I knew you couldn’t afford to lose the job. I considered the media angle: perhaps you were a paid snoop by the paparazzi, but it didn’t fit your profile—-”

“It’s none of that,” I finally blurted out. “And you’re right I’m sorry—-”

“Please, Ms. Reed. There’s no need of that.”

I blinked.

Mr. Rochester flashed another smile. “After all, it’s already too late.” 

What?

“When I saw the video everything became clear.”

It did?

“This tiny glimpse into your private world was enough to explain everything.” As he spoke, Mr. Rochester glanced down at his phone, and I flinched when I saw him running his thumb down the screen. 

Oh God. 

My body started trembling almost as if his hands were caressing the real me, and not just a captured image of myself—-

SHIT.

How could I be so aroused with just the knowledge that he was watching me stare at his almost-naked photo?

It didn’t make any sense, I thought numbly.

Mr. Rochester chuckled, and when my gaze jerked towards him, he said calmly, “Of course it does.” 

My eyes widened. I hadn’t realized that anxiety had me unconsciously speaking my thoughts out loud.

“The photo was the mere trigger, but the desire was there all along.”

His words stunned me, and I said automatically, “No.” I shook my head. “It’s not like that.” And it couldn’t be.

But it was as if he hadn’t heard me.

“It was why you started acting out the moment you saw me,” Mr. Rochester murmured. “You were like a child who wanted my fucking attention—-”

“NO.” This time, I cried the word out. “It’s not—-”

“It’s exactly like that,” Mr. Rochester crooned, “and you’ll be glad to know that it worked.” 

I froze.

“You have my fucking attention.” Mr. Rochester paused. “The question is...what do you want to do about it?”

****
[image: image]


“DO YOU REMEMBER EVERYTHING now?” Mr. Rochester’s words, spoken in a dulcet tone, snap me back to the present, and I nod jerkily in answer, accepting that there’s no point lying.

He knows. Mr. Rochester. Mr. Rochester knows he turns me on.

A tidal wave of sensation threatens to sweep me away, and I find myself gripping the armrests tightly. I wish I could say it’s dread that’s trickling down my spine and making me shiver, but I know it’s not. 

It’s something worse – like excitement, or even arousal. 

He knows. Mr. Rochester knows. 

And as if the realization isn’t enough torture, my mind starts replaying events of last night, forcing me to confront reality. 

You have my fucking attention. The question is...what do you want to do about it?

My cheeks flush at the memory, and when I find myself involuntarily searching for Mr. Rochester with my gaze it’s as if he knows exactly what I’m thinking—-

Mr. Rochester’s smile is all taunting sexiness, but it’s a complete contrast with his oh-so-polite tone as he prompts, “And your answer, Ms. Reed?”

Arrogant bastard.

God, I hate him. 

Jumping unthinkingly to my feet, I bite out, “Nothing. Nothing is going to happen because you’re being completely delusional.” 

Mr. Rochester’s smile continues to play on his lips. “Am I?” And then his gaze slowly moves down, lingering on my chest. 

I gasp, but he doesn’t look away, and I feel my chest start to rise and fall rapidly. Even worse, I’m horrified to feel my flesh swelling in response behind the cups of my bra, and when my breasts start to ache painfully, I realize too late what it is he’s trying to prove.

I want him. I want him to fuck me. And the bastard knows it, too.

Hopeless frustration consumes me, and I find myself whispering bitterly, “Bastard.” Before I know it I’m already rushing towards him, my hand raised to slap the smirk off his goddamn face—-

Mr. Rochester catches my wrist before I can hit him, and even as I gasp in outrage Mr. Rochester goes further, hauling me against him while he reverses our positions—-

In a blink of an eye, I’m trapped between his desk and Mr. Rochester’s rock-hard body, his uninjured hand holding both of my wrists captive behind my back.

I stare up at him, confused, horrified, but most shamefully of all – I’m also aroused, more so than ever—-

And of course the bastard knows this, too. It’s there in his eyes, and even though I know it’s true, the sight still infuriates me, and I mutter under my breath, “This is harassment.”

But Mr. Rochester only chuckles. “Harassment only occurs when someone’s reluctant.” His hips move right after he speaks, and I find myself gasping as the positions of our bodies change—-

And just like that his monstrously erect cock is cradled directly between my wet, throbbing folds.

Oh God.

“And you’re not reluctant, are you?”

Biting back a moan at the feel of his cock rubbing against my pussy, I manage to snarl, “Bastard.”

“Yes,” he agrees without hesitation. “I am a bastard. I’ve never pretended to be anything else and yet – you want me anyway, don’t you, Ms. Reed?”

I can only glare at him, knowing that if I speak, my breathless voice will only reveal how true his words is.

“I suggest you do the same,” Mr. Rochester murmurs, “so you can put yourself out of your misery. Be honest, Ms. Reed. Tell me what you want—-”

“All I want,” I grate out, “is that you let me go now and stop harras—-”

Mr. Rochester doesn’t wait for me to finish. His uninjured hand yanks one of my hands between our bodies—-

My words end in a gasp. “What are you—-”

Mr. Rochester shoves my hand down.

And I suddenly find myself gripping the pulsing, engorged length of Mr. Rochester’s cock.

Oh God.

A low whimper escapes me, and the sound makes Mr. Rochester’s eyes gleam in cruel satisfaction.

“This, Ms. Reed,” Mr. Rochester says silkily, “is what you really want.” And as if to underscore his words, his hand over mine tightens, and my fingers automatically tighten around his cock as well—-

Oh God.

The feel of his enormous cock between my fingers makes my breath hitch in my throat.

“Perhaps you can answer me now, Ms. Reed.” 

I watch Mr. Rochester’s hand lift from mine as he speaks. I know it’s my best chance to pull away—-

“What do you want from me?”

—-but I don’t.

I can’t.

Instead, I watch in horror as my fingers tighten its grip around his cock—-

Oh God.

Why can’t I let go?

Over my head I hear Mr. Rochester slowly expel his breath, the sound filled with such languid pleasure I just know—-

He loves the way I’m holding his cock and he wants me to know it.

“Say it,” Mr. Rochester whispers.

It’s like being tempted by the devil himself and I squeeze my eyes shut in a desperate, futile attempt on resistance.

“I d-don’t know what you’re talking about—-” 

Mr. Rochester cuts me off with a laugh, and even the mere sound of it is dreadfully alluring. He really is the devil, I think foolishly.

“Shall I help you out then?” Mr. Rochester suggests under his breath. “Do you want me to say it for you?”

My eyes widen. “No—-”

But I’m too late, and the words that I should never have heard are already out.

“What you want, Ms. Reed,” Mr. Rochester croons, “is to do what I want.”

“No!”

“You want me to fuck you. Wherever and whenever I desire—-”

“Stop,” I gasp.

“However I desire,” Mr. Rochester goes on ruthlessly. “Rough. Hard. Fast. On the wall. On the floor. On this damn desk this very minute if I want it—-” 

“No!” And I finally remember to struggle. “Let me go.”

“Not until we’re done—-”

“You don’t own me, Mr. Rochester,” I hiss at him.

But the words only make him smirk, and he whispers into my ear, “Not yet.”

Aaaah.

I try to shove him away even as my knees quake, but Mr. Rochester retaliates by grinding his lower body harder against mine-—

Oh God.

Desire surges up inside of me, and I can feel my body starting to sag and mold against his powerful length.

Oh God. Oh God. Oh God.

Why do I want him so much?

And again, it’s as if the bastard really is capable of reading my mind as he whispers, “I told you, Ms. Reed. You want me.”

Chaos erupts inside of me at his words. Half of me is lost in despair: it’s so damn terrifying, knowing that this man has such a hold over me. But the other half...oh, that other, more foolish, hopeless half is delirious. It can’t wait to have Mr. Rochester ordering me to do things.

Unspeakable things. 

Shameful things. 

Things that Mr. Rochester can only do—-

Clenching my fists, I force myself to meet Mr. Rochester’s gaze as I ask stiffly, “What now?” 

Instead of answering right away, Mr. Rochester raises his uninjured hand to touch my cheek—-

I turn my face away sharply, avoiding his touch.  

Mr. Rochester chuckles. “Stubborn to the very end, Ms. Reed?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I mutter with a shrug and continue doggedly, “You still haven’t mentioned anything—-”

“If you’re asking about my plans,” Mr. Rochester interrupts calmly, “they’re relatively straightforward. We’ll start with having you move in with me tonight—-”

“Excuse me?” I choke out.

“You won’t have to worry about the logistics.”

“I won’t move in with you!”

“Yes. You will.”

“Or what?” I challenge bitterly. “You’ll blackmail me about the video?”

He blinks. “Of course not.” And his tone is even mildly reproving. “That has never been my style, Ms. Reed, and even if it were I’d have no need to do such a thing with you.” When I continue looking at him with suspicion, Mr. Rochester says with a sigh, “You have an extremely low opinion of me, don’t you, Ms. Reed?”

To my surprise, Mr. Rochester gently pulls away and I automatically take a few steps back to put much needed space between us. I watch him go around his desk and take out a sheet of paper from his drawer. 

“For you, Ms. Reed.” Exasperation flashes in Mr. Rochester’s gaze when I glance at the document suspiciously. “Go on and read it. The contract’s primarily drawn out for your benefit.”

Yeah right, I think even as I slowly reach for the document. 

It takes me only a few minutes to fully digest what the contract’s about, and when I’ve finally convinced myself I’m not reading anything wrong I turn to him, wary and bewildered. “You really had the video permanently deleted?”

“Yes.”

“And you’re actually going to pay me if it turns out otherwise and the video surfaces and goes public?” In fact “paying” me is quite the understatement; considering the amount stipulated in the contract, he’s practically setting me up for life—-  

“Yes.”

Mr. Rochester’s mildly voiced reply only leaves me even more confused and suspicious, and I burst out, “Why?” Why would he get rid of the one thing that gives him enormous hold over me?

Mr. Rochester walks towards the door, saying over his shoulder, “First of all, extortion of that type has never been my style. Secondly—-” His hand rests on the doorknob and he turns to face me again. “I don’t need it.”

He...doesn’t?

“Because you want me, Ms. Reed. And as long as you want me—-” Mr. Rochester’s smile is filled with dangerous promise. “I know you’ll do whatever I want.” I watch Mr. Rochester turn the knob, murmuring politely, “Now, if it’s alright with you, I’ll need you to leave, Ms. Reed. I have a meeting in ten minutes.”
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THE REST OF THE DAY proceeds like usual, and it’s so damn normal it’s exactly what’s driving me crazy. As I go through the motions of work, I can’t stop thinking about those few minutes I was alone with Mr. Rochester in his office.

Did it really happen? 

I can’t help pinching myself at the thought, and a tiny part of me actually expects it won’t hurt—-

But it does. 

“Ouch.” I let go quickly and grimace at the swollen bit of flesh on my arm. Damn Mr. Rochester. This is his fault, too.

Swinging away from the windows, I turn back to my laptop and resume banging hard on the keyboard, imagining all the while I’m poking Mr. Rochester’s body with a fork. 

Damn him. Damn him. Damn him.

But deep inside, I know I’m not really furious with him. My anger is completely self-directed, and every time my masochistic mind replays memories of this morning’s shameful confrontation—-

I just hate myself more and more.

He deleted the video, permanently!

You have the contract in your bag to prove it!

So why are you still wasting your time obsessing over him?

A great question, I think darkly, but one I unfortunately have no idea how to answer. Everything’s Mr. Rochester has so far done is nothing like I’ve expected—-

He has a video of me that he can use as his leverage, but he ends up getting rid of it.

He could have sued me for his injuries but he chooses to overlook it.

He has the experience – the skills, for heaven’s sake, if tempting women could be considered one – to seduce me into making me believe all sorts of things, but instead he gives me the agonizing truth.

What kind of man does that?

A man like Mr. Rochester, an irritatingly know-it-all voice inside of me mocks, and it’s because he’s like no other that you want him.

The jeering thought makes me bang harder on the keyboard—-

“Ms. Reed?” a meek voice interrupts my tantrum.

I swing my seat around, snarling, “What?”

The intern jumps, and I curse in my mind, knowing I’m in danger of being a real bitch. It’s one thing to take my frustration out on deserving targets like Virginia, but that I’d go on a rampage on innocent bystanders, too?

“Sorry,” I mutter. “I’ve just a lot on my plate.”

“O-of course, Ms. Reed.” The intern does her best to sound convincing but the terrified expression on her face is a dead giveaway. 

I force a smile, but when the girl looks even more terrified, I wipe the fake smile off my face. Lesson learned: when people are used to your resting-bitch face, it’s just better to stick to it.

I clear my throat. “So what is it that you want?”

“I j-just need you to sign these papers?” 

Since the intern sounds like she’s about to cry any second, I say right away, “Sure.” I take a look at the documents before scribbling my signature. When I’m done, I hand it back, asking, “Anything else you—-”

But the intern’s already run away.

Right. 

I turn to face my laptop again, but I just can’t find the energy to start working again. Out of frustration, I take my iPhone out and log in to a private forum for secretaries and PAs. What I have to say isn’t something I want security to dig out for Mr. Rochester’s benefit.

After clicking on a private message thread, I type, Anyone online?

A reply comes in a moment later.

Sara Crewe: Yo.

Sara is one of my two closest friends from the forum. She works in New York and, in her life-changing quest to get rid of her “old-fashioned” traits, has taken to talking like her vocabulary primarily consists of hip-hop lyrics.

The Little Prince’s Rose: What did you do now?

TLPR, on the other hand, works from Beverly Hills and is a tough cookie on the outside, but a hopeless romantic on the inside. We practically know everything about each other but for the sake of our jobs, we’ve also chosen not to reveal our identities to each other or use any real names in our conversations. 

It’s a bit paranoid of us, but in this age of Wikileaks, you just can’t be too safe.

Me: Thank God you guys are online. I’m so pissed. And @TLPR what do you mean what did I do? 

The Little Prince’s Rose: Because you’re always the troublemaker among the three of us.

Sara Crewe: Preach.

Me: Am not, and Sara can you please skip the teenage talk just this once? I’m in trouble.

The Little Prince’s Rose: Like I said.

Me: @TLPR shut up. 

Sara Crewe: Fine, just this once – and I mean it. If I don’t practice, I get rusty.

Me: Seriously? You need to practice saying yo?

Sara Crewe: Yes. 

Me: You’ve got issues, Sara. Real issues. We need to talk about it one day – but not now because I’m calling dibs on today. 

The Little Prince’s Rose: So what DID happen?

Me: It’s like this.

I feel my forehead creasing into a scowl as I type the rest of my story, leaving nothing out except for my name and Mr. Rochester’s. While I can never be this honest with anyone else, being quasi-anonymous has a rather liberating effect on me, making both Sara and TLPR privy to many of my innermost thoughts.

Sara Crewe: Is it true though? Were you on the verge of you-know-what just by looking at his photo?

Me: What’s you-know-what? And I’m just asking this because I’m your friend and I want to help you become a modern-day slut. 

The Little Prince’s Rose: HAHAHAHA

Sara Crewe: Fine. MASTURBATING. Did your boss’ near-naked photo get you to masturbate? Happy now?

Me: Hey! Don’t be mad. I just don’t want you to get rusty.

Sara Crewe: You haven’t answered my question.

Me: What do you think? Of course not!

Sara Crewe: You’re lying.

The Little Prince’s Rose: She’s lying.

Me: Am not.

The Little Prince’s Rose: We know you, Jane Eyre. So stop jerking us around. What happened next?

Me: Okay fine but for the record – I wasn’t about to masturbate myself last night.

Sara Crewe: Still lying.

The Little Prince’s Rose: Still lying.

Me: Whatever. Anyway, he didn’t use it to blackmail me. Instead he deleted it, and he told me that he doesn’t need any leverage to make me do whatever he wants.

The Little Prince’s Rose: Ooooh. This is getting interesting. Why did he say that?

Me: He says it’s because I want him, and that’s all the power he needs.

Sara Crewe: How cunning! And true!

Me: And now I can’t concentrate on anything. I just keep thinking about it and I hate how it’s affecting me. He’s made me this nasty monster—-

Sara Crewe: But you’re always nasty.

Me: I even ended up scaring away an intern for no reason.

The Little Prince’s Rose: You scare people away all the time. 

Me: Are you guys on my side or his?

The Little Prince’s Rose: Yours, which is why I need to ask. Why are you chatting with us again? You said you were in trouble but from where I’m sitting I think you’re just sexually frustrated.

I sit up in shock at TLPR’s words. 

Sara Crewe: I’m going to have to agree.

I want to bang my head against the desk. 

Sara Crewe: Jane? Are you still there?

I close my eyes in despair. It can’t be. It can’t be that what they’re saying is true...and that Mr. Rochester is right. Is all my inner torment simply because...I can’t wait for him to fuck me?
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I MAKE A DASH FOR THE reception counter as soon as the clock strikes six and I’m officially off duty. I’m determined to avoid Mr. Rochester at all costs until I get myself together and I’ve thought things through. Even knowing there’s more than a grain of truth in my friends’ words, I just can’t make myself completely accept it—-

I mean, come on. 

Am I really the kind of girl who would deliberately provoke a man so he’d notice her?

It’s a rhetorical question but the know-it-all voice residing in my head doesn’t seem to care and answers quickly – and slyly. 

You’re the kind of girl who’s always been sexually passionate. You’re the kind of girl who’s always known that only a very special man can give you pleasure, and now that you’ve found him—-

The elevator doors open before me, and I use it as an excuse to shut my know-it-all inner voice off. I half run towards the revolving doors, just plain eager to put as much distance between everything that can remind me of Mr. Rochester and myself.

But the moment I step out to the street, the first thing I see is a familiar-looking limousine parked by the curb, and standing next to it is an equally familiar-looking chauffeur.

Shit.

I quietly and stealthily try to turn around and take another path, but the old man chooses that moment to glance my way and his expression brightens. 

Shit.

He walks quickly towards me, saying, “Ms. Reed, good afternoon.” He tips his cap in a gesture of greeting. “I’m Sam, by the way. I was asked to wait for you.”

I gape. “You were?” And as I hear a couple of gasps from behind, I realize I’m not the only one surprised and that other people working for Mr. Rochester have overheard the chauffeur’s words.

And judging by their expressions, I think gloomily, they know exactly who had asked Sam to wait for me.

Damn him. Damn him. Damn him.

I take a step back. “I think you’ve mistaken me for someone else. I’m not—-”

Sam scratches his head with a frown. “Ms. Mary Jane Reed?”

Shit. My heart falls to my stomach, but I still try to avoid the inevitable, stammering, “Maybe there’s another Mary Jane—-”

“Who was with him last night?” 

Sam’s perplexed expression tells me he doesn’t mean anything by it, but I still want to strangle him. Behind me, surprise and shock have once again turned into resentment and envy—-

Sam opens the door. “Shall we go, Ms. Reed?”

“Sure, why not?” I answer dourly. At this rate, everyone’s already thinking the worst about me and I don’t see any way I can convince people otherwise.

As soon as the limousine gets moving, Sam tells me that we’re heading back to my place.

I perk up. “Really?” So maybe this is just a free ride—-

“Mr. Rochester asks that you pack only an overnight bag, Ms. Reed. I’ll personally take care of moving the rest of your belongings to Mr. Rochester’s home.”

Riiiiight. I study Sam calculatingly through the rearview mirror. “What if I tell you I’m being forced to move in with him?”

“I don’t think I quite heard you properly, Ms. Reed.” Sam studiously avoids my gaze as he answers, and a moment later the glass partition separating the driver’s section from the passenger area slides into place.

I guess I have my answer.

When we make it to my place, it only takes me half an hour to pack, but with every minute of it spent asking myself just one question. Why? Why am I letting Mr. Rochester get away with this?

Sam knocks on my front door, and I call out, “Come in.”

The chauffeur opens the door and pokes his head in, saying hesitantly, “Ms. Reed?”

“Yeah?”

“Is there anything I can help you with? I’m afraid Mr. Rochester is feeling a bit impatient and wishes that—-”

“Sam?”

“Yes, Ms. Reed?”

“Could you tell your boss something for me?”

“Yes, Ms. Reed.”

“Tell him,” I say sweetly, “to drop dead.”

Sam pales. “I’ll, ah, just wait outside the door, Ms. Reed.”

“Tell him that,” I insist even as the door closes behind him.

“I don’t quite hear you, Ms. Reed.”

And because I can’t help being perverse, I decide impulsively to make myself dinner and force Sam to join me under the threat of causing him more trouble. When I glimpse the older man’s tortured expression, I shake my head in exasperation.

“Relax, Sam. He knows he won’t blame you.”

Sam doesn’t look convinced.

I sigh. “Okay, look at it this way. Your boss has this huge crush on me so trust me when I say I’ll keep him from getting mad at you.” I try not to laugh when I see Sam visibly mulling my words over.

And then the old man starts to smile. “You’re right, Ms. Reed.”

I was, huh?

As Sam dives into his food, he shares with me how there’s this guy who accidentally bumped into his boss at a hotel lobby—-

“And Mr. Rochester got him fired an hour later,” Sam exclaims after finishing his second plate of pasta. “That man begged Mr. Rochester for his job back, got down on his knees and all, but the boss was like stone.” Sam shakes his head at the memory. “That’s why I know you’re right—-” And he turns to me with a grin. “You’re special, Ms. Reed.” He reaches for the ladle and serves himself another bowl of pumpkin soup. “This is good, by the way.”

I manage a smile. “Have at it.” Good thing he’s got his appetite back, I think numbly, since I just lost mine.

A guy bumps into Mr. Rochester by accident and he gets fired.

So what happens to me, considering I’ve sidelined him with a serious hand injury?
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MR. ROCHESTER’S PLACE is a sprawling three-story manor hidden behind tall walls. Made entirely of natural stone, the imposing structure has a rather distinctly Tudor feel, and I can’t help but notice how it’s very much a facsimile of Thornfield Hall—-

But you’re not going to tell him that or make any kind of Jane Eyre joke, I remind myself swiftly. No point adding fuel to the fire, especially since I now know for a fact Mr. Rochester is indeed a moody son of a bitch—-

And petty as hell. 

I suspected as much from the start, but even so having it confirmed makes me feel oddly...sad.

The main doors of Mr. Rochester’s home are quite the statement piece, made of heavy oak with quarter-sawn panels. They kind of remind me of dungeon doors, only prettier, and when they finally open, I feel like I’m about to enter my own cage.

“Good evening, Ms. Reed.” The housekeeper lets us in with a warm smile, and as Sam brings in my luggage, which he insists on carrying himself, the beaming middle-aged woman introduces herself as Consuelo. 

Her uniform reminds me of those worn by higher-ranking servants in the Victorian age – a white no-frills apron over a dark, high-necked dress – and I blurt out, “Is that your uniform?” 

Consuelo’s beaming smile widens. “Si,” she answers eagerly. 

I knew it. Mr. Rochester isn’t just petty. He’s also vain as hell. Housekeeping uniforms are just so archaic, not to mention discriminating. 

“Do you like it?” Consuelo asks.

Fuck no, I think. Uniforms are just another device rich people use to pander to their own egos, wanting a visible reminder of the class division-—

Or at least that’s what I want to say. But for once I manage not to be a bitch and say nicely enough, “It looks the way it’s supposed to be.”

“Gracias,” Consuelo exclaims happily.

Sam bids us goodbye then and Consuelo takes over as she gives me a quick tour of the house. 

The interior of Mr. Rochester’s home is dark and heavy, a reflection of sorts of its owner. The mood, however somber, is also made beautiful by the elegant mix of wood and leather. Its open layout from foyer to living room also adds a certain sense of illustriousness to the home, making it feel like the kind of place you need to mind your Ps and Qs.

Which is just like Mr. Rochester, too, I think, being the tyrannical, manipulative bastard he is.

“Now, I shall take you to your room,” Consuelo says.

And so we go up to the second floor and the room Consuelo takes me is as luxurious as the rest of the home and more spacious than I expect it to be.

“I’m really supposed to stay here?” I ask warily.

“Si, Ms. Reed. I have given it a proper cleaning just this morning, as Mr. Rochester has requested.” Consuelo glances at my luggage. “Do you need my help to unpack—-”

“Oh, no, I’m cool.” I manage not to wrinkle my nose at the idea that Mr. Rochester’s habits may have made the housekeeper expect her boss’ guests to be similarly helpless. God. I must have been out of mind to be attracted to someone like him.

“Are you sure, Ms. Reed?”

“Absolutely.”

“Then I shall leave now and let you rest. You must still be tired, after last night’s incident.”

What I’m feeling right now runs more along the lines of wishing her boss to perdition. But since I don’t think she’d want to hear something like it, I say diplomatically, “Something like that.”

When Consuelo leaves, I don’t unpack right away and instead sit at the edge of the bed—-

My bed, I correct myself and the realization gives me pause.

Am I really going to stay here – knowing what kind of man Mr. Rochester is?

He may be the hottest-looking man alive, but the time I’ve spent in Sam and Consuelo’s company also tells me he’s the moodiest son of a bitch, petty as hell, vain and tyrannical—-

I’m red-faced and fuming by the end of my mental tirade, and before I can think twice of what I’m about to do I’ve already snatched my phone out of my purse. 

I press Call on the screen.

Mr. Rochester’s phone starts to ring.

My eyebrows shoot up.

What the hell?

I take the phone away from my ear but I still hear his phone ringing—-

I turn towards the direction the sound is coming from, and that’s when my gaze falls on another door. I had assumed earlier it would lead directly to the bathroom but now I realize it’s the doorway to hell. 

My God, he’s put us in connecting suites? Marching towards the door, I try the knob, find it locked, and my teeth gnashes. The gall of him, to have the lock on his side! Does he think he’s in danger of being raped? 

I start banging on the door. 

“Hang on a minute,” I hear Mr. Rochester’s very British voice call out a moment later.

“No,” I yell furiously, “I won’t wait—-”

“Very well then.” 

The door opens.

And Mr. Rochester is naked—-

I let out a shriek. “What the hell?”

Okay, Mr. Rochester isn’t actually completely naked. He has the tiniest towel riding low around his hips, and it does an appalling job at covering his body. I know I should tear my gaze away, like right this very second, but I can’t. 

It’s impossible.

Mr. Rochester is just...hard. So ridiculously hard, all over. I mean, how’s that possible? What kind of workout does this man do that every inch is just strewn with muscles? 

I try to make my vocal chords work, but they refuse to cooperate. My throat feels so dry and the rest of my body has turned into something I don’t recognize. It’s become feverishly hot and trembling, and the longer I stare at Mr. Rochester, the weaker I feel, made worse by this weird fluttery feeling in my stomach. 

“You’re welcome to do more than stare, Ms. Reed.”

The lazily spoken words work like a bucket of cold water and I finally manage to stop ogling him. “Thanks, but no thanks.” It’s such a lame comeback, made even lamer by the croaking sound of my voice. Gah. I want to kill myself right now.

He opens the door wider. “Come in, please.”

I shake my head, saying once more, “No thanks—-”

Mr. Rochester smiles. “I insist.” His voice is gently commanding, and although it pisses me off, it also arouses me like no other, and I feel a shameful gush of moisture between my legs.

“Ms. Reed?”

“W-Whatever.” I march ungraciously inside his room. The sound of the door closing behind us almost makes me stumble. 

Dear God, I’m alone in Mr. Rochester’s room. 

My pulse leaps and my imagination runs wild. I feel like I’ve just stepped into another cage...but instead of feeling terrified, I feel more moisture soaking my panties.

Shit.

I press my legs closer together while looking around me, desperate for a distraction. Mr. Rochester’s room is only a little bigger than my suite but every inch here screams ‘master of the house’. The walls are an alternating pattern of natural stone and quarter-sawn panels, complemented by coffered ceilings and umber-colored velvet curtains. 

It suits him, I think vaguely. 

Mr. Rochester walks back into my line of view. “How do you find it?”

Heavy on tradition without being oppressive, I answer silently. I like it a lot actually, but I’d rather die than give him any kind of compliment so I just shrug, saying, “It’s okay.”

Mr. Rochester only smirks, and the way he looks at me seems to suggest he knows I’m just being contrary. 

Shit. 

When he starts coming closer, I force myself to stay still, not wanting him to see how much his proximity is rattling me. In such an enclosed space, the fact that Mr. Rochester is so much taller and larger than I am is inescapable, and the knowledge is excruciating to my senses. I can’t stop thinking of the way Mr. Rochester can easily overpower me if he wants to—-

My gaze involuntarily slides to the oversized bed behind him. Even if he’s injured, I know Mr. Rochester’s strength is still enough to throw me on that bed if he wants to. I know he can keep me trapped, his hard body over mine—-

“Can you tell me why that is?”

Mr. Rochester snaps me back to the present, and I’m aghast to realize that I had been so lost in a haze of lust I didn’t hear a single word he’s said. Clearing my throat, I ask, “Err, what’s that again?” Forced to look at him as I speak, I’m once again confronted by his near-naked form and I blurt out, “Don’t you want to change into something?”

“Not really,” Mr. Rochester answers, “since I sleep in the nude.”

Oh. Okay. Did he really have to tell me that? 

I bite my lip hard. 

And how the hell am I going to forget that now?

“Ms. Reed?”

“Uhh yeah?” Nude. He sleeps in the nude. Nude!

“Did my chauffeur tell you I wanted you here as soon as possible?”

Oh. So that’s what he wants to talk about. “He did tell me,” I confirm quickly, “but I told him I couldn’t be rushed.”

He raises a brow. “Is that so?”

I shrug. “I was hungry.”

“As expected,” Mr. Rochester murmurs, “which was why I had Consuelo prepare dinner for us here.”

Oh.

“I waited a good hour for you, Ms. Reed.”

I blinked in surprise, thinking that was awfully nice of him...until I remember how Sam seemed afraid of him and how he made Consuelo wear that awful uniform all year round—-

Don’t let yourself fall under his spell, Reed. He’s evil! Evil!

Lifting my chin, I said deridingly, “No one asked you to do so.” 

His eyes narrowed. “Somehow, I have a feeling this isn’t you just acting out.”

I clapped my hands, saying sarcastically, “Bravo. You guessed it right!”

Sapphire eyes glinted as he warned softly, “Careful, Ms. Reed.”

“Or what?” I demand even as my heart suffers a curious little twinge of sadness. “You’re going to make some petty threat—-”

“If I were truly as petty as you seem to think I am,” Mr. Rochester counters, “you wouldn’t even have a job to go back to—-”

“Don’t worry,” I snapped. “I won’t be surprised if you do fire me, just like you did with that poor guy at the hotel lobby—-” I manage my mouth shut before I can say more, but it’s too late.

Mr. Rochester’s gaze narrows. “So that’s what this is about.”

“I—-”

“And I’m guessing someone’s been telling tales,” Mr. Rochester murmurs silkily. “Sam perhaps?”

“No!” But as soon as I cry the word out, I realize belatedly that I’m just giving myself away.

Shit.

“Maybe it’s time to fire him,” Mr. Rochester says pensively.

I gasp. “You wouldn’t dare!” Or would he?

“Since he can’t keep his mouth shut, it’s worth considering.” 

My teeth gnash at the musing tone of his voice. Doesn’t he realize that he’s talking about an old man’s livelihood here? 

“And then there’s the fact he’s explicitly gone against my wishes, allowing you to delay your arrival—-”

“You know that’s not his fault,” I hiss. 

“All I know is that I asked him to do something,” he counters simply, “and he didn’t do it.”

Aaaargh. I can feel my entire body shaking with rage at how cold and unreasonable he’s acting, and I have to clench my fists tightly so I won’t accidentally slap his face. But even so I can’t help whispering furiously, “You’re unbelievable.”

Mr. Rochester only responds with a low laugh, and I grit my teeth, hating the way the taunting sound ripples down my spine like a caress. 

And of course the bastard knows it.

It’s all in those sapphire eyes of his—-

“Bastard.” I just need to say it.

Instead of answering, Mr. Rochester only turns his back to me.

I watch him walk towards the bed, and when he takes a seat on the edge, the tiny towel dips lower and starts to part. 

I quickly force my gaze up, not wanting to see what it can further reveal. 

“Come here, Ms. Reed.” All at once the mood in the room changes, and the fury coursing through my blood turns into something else. Equally hot, equally passionate, but one of a different flavor—-

Lust.

“Why?” I hear myself ask.

“Why else, Ms. Reed?” Mr. Rochester’s voice is a dark, tempting purr. “You’ve been a naughty little thing, don’t you think?” Sapphire eyes glitter at me, and I dig my nails into my palms as I feel my body responding to his look. “And with naughty little things, something must be done.”

His gaze devours my body, promising me all sorts of wicked things, and I bite back an involuntary moan.

Oh. OH. Oooooooooooh.

“Tell me,” Mr. Rochester invites softly, “what I must do to a naughty little girl like you.”

I shake my head. 

“Tell me.”

“I c-can’t.”

“Tell me, Ms. Reed. Tell me or I won’t do it.”

Ah. God. 

My breasts ache hard at the threat, nipples poking against the cups of my bra, and my pussy isn’t faring any better. It’s throbbing so madly, and it’s so damn wet my panties are completely drenched—-

And I know there can only be one way – one person – to make this torture stop.

“You’re going to punish me,” I choke out.

The glitter in his eyes blazes, and my knees literally knock against each other. 

“Good girl,” Mr. Rochester whispers. 

The words make me want to whimper. Good girl. Two simple words that I should hate but instead make my body melt in wanton heat.

“Now come here.”

And I find myself following him even as I question my sanity.

Why? Why am I following him? Why?

When I step between Mr. Rochester’s thighs, the feel of being this close to him is too much and I tremble harder. 

“Now take off your blouse, please.”

I jerk, my eyes flying to him in shock, but Mr. Rochester’s languid expression doesn’t change. 

“You heard me.” His pleasant tone makes it like he had simply asked me to hand him the remote control, but oh, those eyes. Those devilish blue eyes that swear to do all these wonderfully wicked things—-

Aaaaah.

I shakily reach for the hem of my blouse, but my fingers refuse to move further. I’ve never undressed myself in front of a man and that I’d be doing it now for Mr. Rochester—-

“Do it now, Ms. Reed,” Mr. Rochester croons, “because I won’t ask again.”

Ah. God. 

It’s that threat again. 

Instead of blackmailing me over things that mattered—-

He’s making everything my choice.

And it works. 

Cool air caresses my skin as the blouse finally falls to the carpeted floor, and I fix my gaze doggedly on his chest, unable to meet his gaze, knowing that there can only be more—-

“Now, the bra.”

Aaaah. The mere knowledge that he’ll soon see my bare breasts makes my fingers shake harder, and all the while I can feel myself heating up—-

“You’re blushing all over, Ms. Reed.”

Ah God. My fingers become clumsier and I struggle with the back clasp of my bra.

“Say, ‘Please help me, Mr. Rochester.’”

I squeeze my eyes shut. Dare I? Dare I say it? Dare I?

“Say it.”

His voice is still commanding, but it’s the raw desire underlining the words that do the trick. 

And so I hear myself whisper, “Please help me, Mr. Rochester.”

A hiss of lust escapes Mr. Rochester’s lips, and I almost whimper, realizing that he wants this as much as I do.

Mr. Rochester moves toward me. “Stand straight.” 

I hasten to follow me and fight against a wave of self-consciousness as the new position makes my breasts protrude. When he moves closer I can’t help stiffening—-

“Does this excite you, Ms. Reed?”

I bite my lip harder, refusing to answer because I know whatever I say is just going to incriminate me.

His uninjured arm goes around my body, and I draw my breath as the new position causes him to move forward, closer and closer—-

His fingers find the clasp at the same time his mouth nuzzles the valley of my breasts. 

Oh God. God oh God.

My bra falls to the floor, and I whimper. 

A second later and Mr. Rochester’s hand is alternately cupping and palming my right breast—-

I cry out.

“I love the way your breast feels, Ms. Reed.”

Aaaaaaaaaaah.

Looking down, I see Mr. Rochester’s head slowly descend, and I can’t help sucking my breath. 

Oh God.

His breath starts to fan my nipple.

Oh Gooooooood—-

“Such succulent-looking tips,” Mr. Rochester rasps.

My hands clench once more against my sides. It’s the only thing I can do so I don’t grip his hair and just shove my nipple into his mouth.

“Do you want me to suck on them?”

I bite back a cry at what he’s asking. Oh God. Oh God. Why can’t he just do it?

“Do you, Ms. Reed?”

I imagine how it would feel, having his mouth on my breast, his teeth grazing my nipple—-

“Yes,” I choke out.

“Good.”

My eyes close.

But several moments have passed, and nothing happens.

When I open my eyes I see Mr. Rochester has straightened.

What the—-

“Your punishment, Ms. Reed,” he says pleasantly.

Outrage explodes inside of me as I realize that he intends to leave me unfulfilled. “Bastard!” I raise my hand to slap him—-

“Do that,” he warns in the same pleasant voice, “and you’ll have to wait longer for my touch.”

Oh!

“So what’s it to be?”

My fingers clench in the air. 

I want to slap him so bad—-

But I also know I want him to fuck me more.

Mr. Rochester starts to smirk when he sees me pulling my hand back.

“You’re such an asshole,” I snarl. 

“And I’ll keep being one,” Mr. Rochester murmurs, “because it’s exactly how you want me to be.”

The words make me want to scratch his eyes out, but I don’t. There’s this shameful cringing part of me that finds it impossible to deny the truth, and it’s the fact that I hate him for the same reasons I find him irresistible.

And the bastard knows this, I think darkly. The damn bastard knows everything, it seems.

When I start to pick my clothes up, he says, “No.”

I gape at him. “Excuse me?”

“I want to see you leave like that. And tomorrow when I wake you up, I still want to see you without anything covering your breasts.”

“Are you insane? Who the fuck do you think you are?” 

But Mr. Rochester only shrugs. “We both know you already know the answer to that.”

“You—-”

“Last but not the least, Ms. Reed.” He pauses, his gaze narrowing on me. “You are not to touch yourself or make yourself come tonight. I want that pleasure for myself. Do you understand?”

“Fuck you.”

“I’ll take that as a yes.” He slides to his feet gracefully and takes my hand. “Let me walk you to your room.”

“No, thanks.” I yank my hand out of his hold and stalk back to the connecting door of our suites, all the while feeling his gaze on me. Oh God. I can’t believe I’m doing exactly as he says, walking out of his room with nothing but my pants—-

The thought has me wrapping my arms around myself, and the feel of my bare breasts against my skin makes me shudder in a mixture of shame and desire.

Oh God. 

Is this how my life is going to be from now on?
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I TOSS AND TURN THE entire night, troubled by nightmares of both the past and the present. When I do fall asleep, it’s already too late, and it’s only as if I’ve been dozing for mere moments when I feel warm, hard fingers clasp my bare shoulder.

“Rise and shine, Ms. Reed.”

My eyes fly open, and it’s exactly as I wished and feared.

Mr. Rochester looms over me, and when I sit up he moves away. He’s already bathed and dressed for work in a sexy pinstriped suit. He looks so very dashing the way only proper Englishmen seem capable of looking, and he could’ve been the epitome of elegance if not for the ugly cast that covered his right hand. 

“You’d make an exquisite sight to wake up to, my dear.”

The term of endearment feels like something a grandfather would say, but with Mr. Rochester and his oh-so-British tone, the endearment feels thrillingly sensual—-

Until I realize what said exquisite sight he’s staring at.

“Bastard!” Too late I reach for the covers and clutch them to my naked chest.

Mr. Rochester smiles. “It was good while it lasted.” He gives me a nod, murmuring, “I’ll see you downstairs for breakfast.” As he turns towards the door, he says, “You have thirty minutes.” He pauses. “Don’t make me wait again.”

The door closes behind him.

Asshole. Bastard. Jerk.

But even as I call him all sorts of names, I’m already racing around the room, not wanting to make him wait. If I do, I just know he’s going to make me wait as well—-

The icy cold water blasting down my body is both a torment and comfort, relieving the dull, persistent ache of my unfulfilled needs. If last night has taught me anything, then it’s sleeping sexually unsatisfied is hell on earth, and I definitely want it to end.

When I finally make it to the dining room, I’ve at least ten minutes to spare, and I grit my teeth as Mr. Rochester makes a show of checking the gold-plated watch on his wrist. “You’re remarkably early, Ms. Reed.”

“It’s no big deal,” I snap defensively. “I’m not the one to linger in the shower, that’s all.”

“Of course.” Mr. Rochester’s voice is soothing, but the smirking amusement in his sapphire gaze is unmistakable.

Bastard.

“Please have a seat.” He pulls out a chair for me, and I force myself to acquiesce. Returning to his seat, Mr. Rochester offers, “If there’s anything else you’d like Consuelo to prepare—-”

I shake my head. “This is like a feast already, thanks.” And I’m not exaggerating. All kinds of breakfast fare are laid out before us, more suitable to feed a party of ten rather than just the two of us. 

I take my time choosing my food all the while worrying that Mr. Rochester expects me to be a model houseguest and expect me to make small talk. But when my boss continues to prioritize his Wall Street Journal over paying me attention, I find myself relaxing and letting my appetite take over. 

It’s only when I’m on my second mountain of bacon that I realize Mr. Rochester has been staring at me for quite some time.

Shit. Feeling guilty and self-conscious, I offer him the last strip of bacon on my plate, which also happens to be the last strip on the table. “Do you want it?” I ask clumsily.

He laughs. “It’s all yours, and I’ll make sure Consuelo prepares more next time.”

I have coffee after while Mr. Rochester has tea, and then we’re off to the office, with Sam once again driving the limousine. 

I blink in surprise when Mr. Rochester takes a seat beside me. “Sorry,” I say right away. “I didn’t know you prefer this side.” 

But when I start to move to the opposite row of seat, Mr. Rochester shakes his head. “Stay here, Ms. Reed.” 

Oooookay. We’re still just a little too close to each other for comfort, so I try inching towards the other end of the seat—-

“Why are you trying to get away from me?”

“I’m not.” But I can’t quite meet his gaze as I speak.  No way am I going to tell him that it’s because I hate the way he turns me on so easily.

“Look at me please.”

I reluctantly do as he says—-

Ah.

This close, I am once again reminded how extraordinarily good-looking my boss is, and I find myself swallowing hard. Is this really the same guy who had demanded last night that I take off my blouse and—-

I mentally shake my head.

I am not going to think about that—-

“So, Ms. Reed.” Mr. Rochester’s tone is speculative. “Did you touch yourself last night?”

—-and so here I am, about to speak of it instead.

“What do you think?” I mutter furiously under my breath.

Amusement flashes in his eyes. “That bad, is it?” 

“Fuck you.”

“I’m sure you know,” he murmurs, “I’ve fired people for far less offensive reasons than that.”

The reminder makes my mouth tighten. “Yes. Unfortunately I do.” 

“You hate me for it.”

I look him in the eye, saying levelly, “I do.”

“And yet you can’t help wanting me.”

I switch back to my all-around answer for safety, saying sweetly, “Fuck you.”

He laughs.

We don’t talk anymore after it, but when we reach the office building and Mr. Rochester insists on helping me out of the limousine, he waits for me to get my feet before bending his head down, whispering to my ear, “I want your panties out of the way when I call you to my office.”

As I sputter in shock, Mr. Rochester doesn’t waste time as he spins me away from the limousine and escort me to the building, his uninjured hand pressed against the small of my back. The sight of us arriving together draws attention from everyone we walk past, and I just know that by the time we make it to the penthouse floor, the entire company would know we’ve arrived at work together. 

I should be furious over it, and normally I would be but right now all I can think about is Mr. Rochester’s last words.

When we enter the elevator, our eyes clash—-

Are you serious? Are you mad? No fucking way!

Those are the words I should say, but instead I hear myself choke out, “When?” I want to cringe in humiliated defeat as the word slips out. If Mr. Rochester had the slightest doubt of how much he has me wrapped around his finger—-

Mr. Rochester’s lips curve ever so slowly. “Today.”

My teeth gnash. He’s deliberately making this hard, the bastard. He knows I want him so badly he can get away with practically anything. 

I wait impatiently for the other people to step out, and when we’re alone, I snarl under my breath, “You know what I mean. When today?”

Mr. Rochester smirks. “Exactly.”

Gaaaah. I’d have reached for his throat and strangle him with my bare hands in the next moment, but unfortunately the elevator doors have already parted, and so I’m forced to keep my hands to myself. 

Mr. Rochester steps out and inclines his head towards me. “Ms. Reed.” His voice is polite, but the gleam in his sapphire eyes is pure cruel amusement. 

Asshole. Bastard. Jerk.

But I can’t take my gaze off him even as he walks away, and I find it near impossible to keep my body from shaking as lust and rage war inside of me. Mr. Rochester has me in the palm of his fucking hand, and the bastard knows it.
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IT’S AROUND HALF PAST ten when Mr. Rochester’s first round of meetings ends, and I unthinkingly straighten in my seat as I watch the last of his guests leave. Will it happen now? The answer eludes me, and even as I force myself to keep my gaze on my laptop and my fingers to keep moving, I’m excruciatingly aware of the way my breath catches every time I hear a door swing open...just as I’m painfully conscious of the way my stomach cramps with disappointment when I realize the sound isn’t coming from the CEO’s office.

Minutes trickle by, and when I shift restlessly on my seat, I’m suddenly reminded by how bare I am under my skirt. I’ve taken my panties off soon as I’ve placed my stuff on the desk, and it’s been what—-

Over two hours of panty-less existence?

The realization makes me swallow hard. It’s only been two days since Mr. Rochester’s literally walked into my life, and yet so much has changed it’s terrifying. How much more can I change? And is it right that I’m changing?

Mr. Rochester comes out at lunch hour, but I manage to keep my head down.

Is it going to happen now?

And yet Mr. Rochester only ends up walking past my desk without a single word—-

What the hell?

I hear people start to talk, and my heart clenches when I hear Virginia’s especially loud voice reach me all the way from reception. 

That will teach her. 

I hear the other women snigger as they agree. 

Bitch. I want to scratch all of their eyes out, but even I know my anger is superficial. The person I’m really furious with is him.

It’s half past two when Mr. Rochester walks back into the office, and again he strides past my desk without a word. 

I resist the urge to throw my laptop at him.

Whatever. 

I’m just over it—-

Or so you say, the know-it-all voice inside my head snickers, but we know that’s a lie since you still don’t have your panties on.

Shit. 

My inner voice has a point, and it’s all I can do not to throw a tantrum and start slamming my keyboard against the desk. 

Damn him. Damn him. Damn him. 

Did he ask me to get rid of my panties purely to make fun of me? Is all of this just a game to Mr. Rochester? 

I stare murderously at my laptop’s screen. Instead of words and numbers I see my boss’ face, and God I want to slap it so—-

My intercom suddenly buzzes, making me jump in my seat. 

Shit. 

I clutch my chest unconsciously, hating the way my heart so easily changes its reason for beating madly, switching from anger to excitement in a blink of an eye.

After taking a deep breath, I pick up the receiver. “Yes, Mr. Rochester?”

“You took long enough to answer.”

“I—-”

“Don’t bother. I’m not interested. Just get in here. Now.” The line goes dead, leaving me gaping at the receiver. 

Bastard.

I jump to my feet—-

And regret it a second later when I feel my skirt inch up dangerously close to the crack of my ass. 

Shit. Shit. Shit.

Face flushing, I hastily push my skirt down and look around guiltily, but fortunately no one seems to be facing my way. I force my limbs to work, all the while conscious of how bare my lower half is. I don’t know what I’d do if someone actually ended up finding out I don’t have anything under my skirt.

Kill Mr. Rochester first probably, I think grimly, then myself.

Not bothering to knock on Mr. Rochester’s door, I barge inside my boss’ office and slam the door loudly behind me, uncaring of how it would look to others. Crossing my arms over my chest, I demand coldly, “Do you really think I’m in the mood right now?”

It’s a grand entrance if I say so myself, but I might as well have slunk in like a timid little mouse with all the attention my boss gives me. Mr. Rochester hasn’t even glanced up the entire time I was speaking and instead takes his time putting his papers away. After, he places his pen on the desk before getting to his feet with leisurely grace.

And then he’s walking towards me, his glittering sapphire eyes meeting my gaze—-

Ah.

I’ve never had anyone look at me so possessively before, and it leaves me stunned and jittery, but more than anything else it makes me wet—-

Oh God. 

My legs snap together in an instinctive attempt to stem the wetness threatening to gush past my folds. I feel feverish and cold at the same time – it’s a strange, all-consuming feeling and I start to tremble as Mr. Rochester comes closer and closer—-

Oh God. Oh God.

The scent of his aftershave precedes him, tantalizing and teasing, and a tiny gasp escapes me. How can a mere scent be arousing in itself?

I watch Mr. Rochester’s lips curve slowly into a taunting smile. “I can smell how wet you are for me, Ms. Reed.” 

His purring voice is just as provoking, and the combination makes my fingers clench against my sides as I hiss, “Bastard.”

But my rage seems only to amuse him. “Dare I hope you’ve been a good girl?” 

Before I can even think of a proper retort to his hateful question, Mr. Rochester is already drawing me close, his uninjured hand firmly clasping the side of my hip. 

“What—-”

And then I feel his hand moving down my side.

I stiffen. “Mr. Rochester—-”

His hand goes under my skirt and moves up. In the next second his fingers come into contact with the bare flesh of my pussy.

Whatever else I have to say is completely forgotten as a gasp tears out of me at his touch.

“It’s time for your reward,” Mr. Rochester rasps. 

R-reward?

But there’s no chance for me to speak. His fingers have started moving and oh—-

Oh God, it’s so, so, so much more than I’ve ever hoped for.

My knees give out, but even as Mr. Rochester releases a low, dark chuckle at the way my body sags against him, his expertly skillful fingers don’t stop moving. Every stroke seems calculated to make me wetter and hotter, and God it’s driving me crazy—-

“Please,” I choke out.

“Please what, Ms. Reed?”

“You know.” My fist strikes his chest, but it’s a half-hearted attempt, and whatever impact it should have is completely ruined by the way my body shudders as his fingers start stroking faster over my folds. 

So, so fast, I can feel my eyeballs threatening to roll black at the sheer beauty of it.

“Oh God. Please—-”

One finger finally slips inside of me, and I whimper. 

It’s good. It’s so good. It’s so damn good.

My eyelids drift shut as his finger starts thrusting in and out of me. 

So good. So damn good.

Another finger joins in, and I find myself clutching his shirt as I start to feel full.

“You like that, don’t you, my dear?”

I bite my lip hard, not wanting to make his already huge ego even bigger.

When it becomes clear I’m not going to answer, Mr. Rochester’s fingers pause right before my entrance, hovering but not quite penetrating.

Another whimper escapes me.

“Don’t you?” 

Bastard. “Yes, damn you.” The words are torn out of my throat as I clutch his shirt more tightly. “I like it—-”

And Mr. Rochester rewards me with a third finger. 

Aaaaaaah.

The combined width of his fingers force the walls of my pussy to expand and I can’t help moaning as I find myself feeling so deliciously stretched. 

God. God. God. 

I feel so full of him, and to think these fingers of his are nothing to his massive cock—-

The thought has my body jerking, and the gesture works like a cue for Mr. Rochester, with his other arm wrapping carefully around my waist before ushering me closer—-

And then he’s ramming his fingers harder and faster into me. 

In and out. In and out. In and out.

My head starts to reel, and I let out a cry. “D-don’t stop!”

“Never.” Mr. Rochester’s tone is hard. “Not until you cum all over my fingers.”

Aaaaaah.

And to keep his word, Mr. Rochester starts shoving his fingers relentlessly inside of me in a furiously spiraling cycle of pleasure.

Oh God. Oh God. Oh God.

My body starts to tighten. One moment I’m suspended in the air, suffering from the most exquisite agony. The next moment I know and I’m falling, heavy and weightless at the same time as the most beautiful feeling sweeps over my body.

Wave after wave, my orgasm strikes me. I’m coming so hard I become unaware to everything else. Nothing exists except the pleasure that Mr. Rochester’s still-plunging fingers inside of me—-

And I don’t want it to end.
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WHEN THE HAZE OF PLEASURE finally clears from my mind, I come out of it appalled. 

Oh God!

What happened to all my talk of not liking bad boys? 

Why did I let him fuck me with his fingers just like that?

And why, dear God, have I enjoyed it so much?

A hazy answer tempts me from afar, asking me to chase it, but I can’t. In a blink of an eye, I’ve found myself once again distracted, and it’s entirely his fault, of course. My boss is still holding my body tightly to him, his fingers still plunged in the depths of my pussy—-

More questions swirl in my mind.

Does he think I’m a slut? 

What do I say? 

What do I do?

A knock suddenly sounds on the door, and I jerk—-

Shit. 

I shouldn’t have done that, but it’s too late, with the involuntary movement of my body causing Mr. Rochester’s fingers to slide deeper into me.

Mr. Rochester’s eyes glint, and I bite back a whimper.

“You’re starting to get wet again,” he rasps under his breath.

Another knock sounds on the door before I can answer. “Mr. Rochester?” 

Shit. I recognize the voice. Virginia. 

“May I come in, sir?” 

I hear the doorknob rattle, and the sound reminds me of one alarming fact.

Neither of us had locked the door.

SHIT.

I shove Mr. Rochester away unceremoniously, and even as the sound of his fingers popping out of my pussy makes me cringe, I don’t waste another second, running as fast as I can to the washroom. I make it inside just as I hear Virginia enter the CEO’s office, and the last thing I hear before the washroom door swings shut is the receptionist’s simpering voice as she apologizes for the intrusion.

Yeah right, bitch.

Silence encases the washroom, and it takes all my willpower not to childishly press my ear to the door to hear what she has to say. Instead, I focus quickly on attending to myself, a grimace twisting on my lips as I find out just how sticky I am between my legs.

Is it normal to come this much from finger fucking?

The answer to this grazes my thoughts, but again I find myself deliberately shying away from it when I realize it’s not what I want to hear. 

Shit, shit, shit. 

I distract myself by repairing my appearance and start with pushing my skirt back down to its respectable length. Turning to the vanity, I wince when I catch sight of my flushed expression—-

Gah.

I don’t only look like a woman who’s just been fucked, but I look one that’s been fucked pretty good—-

And that’s bad.

I start pacing the length of the washroom, which by my standards is palatial, considering how it’s the same size as my entire flat.

Time to get yourself back in control, I tell myself determinedly. 

And step one to that is to hold your head high and act cool.

Got it?

When I open the door, Virginia is still inside our boss’ office. Mr. Rochester is seated behind his desk while she’s leaning towards him, her blouse unbuttoned low enough to reveal the pink lace trim of her bra.

She’s sexy, I think grudgingly. An uncomfortable, flaming-hot sensation flares up inside of me at the thought, and I grimace when I realize it’s none other than jealousy. 

“Thank you so much for clearing that up, Mr. Rochester,” I hear Virginia gush. “It’s been troubling me the entire time, not knowing what’s the right thing to do.”

I close the washroom door loudly behind me, but neither of them turns my way.

“I just want to be what you want me to be, you know?”

I clear my throat loudly as she speaks, but both of them continue to ignore me. 

What the hell?

I can feel myself turning red in annoyance and my cheeks flush hotter when I see Virginia start inching closer—-

And Mr. Rochester isn’t doing a damn thing to stop it.

Again: what the hell?

Doesn’t he realize she’s trying to seduce him?

No sooner do I think this when Mr. Rochester chooses that same moment to glance up.

I glare at him. MANWHORE!

His sapphire eyes gleam like he knows what I’m thinking...and doesn’t care. 

Virginia suddenly turns and scowls at me over her shoulder like she’s calling me a bitch without words.

I scowl just as fiercely. Back atcha!

Virginia flips her hair over her shoulder. “As I was saying, Mr. Rochester...” She moves a little to the right, and the new position effectively cuts my line of vision to Mr. Rochester.

I bite back a gasp. How...admirably cunning! As Virginia continues with her attempt to hypnotize Mr. Rochester with her jiggling breasts, I square my shoulders and take a deep breath.

Fine then. 

Round 1 is all hers, but it’s a shallow victory, I think ungenerously, considering I’m the one who had Mr. Rochester’s fingers inside her—-

My thoughts come to a screeching halt when I realize where they’re heading.

Seriously, Reed? 

Panic consumes me, and this time I don’t even want to look their way as I march out of Mr. Rochester’s office. Shock and shame wars inside of me as I try to make sense of my thoughts. Dear God. 

How did I end up like this? 

Since when did I turn into a woman whose victory is determined by who’s finger-fucking her?

I grab my iPhone as soon as I make it back to my desk, but before I can type an SOS message to my online friends I realize I already have an unread message waiting for me – from him.

Mr. Rochester: Jealous?

Oh!

Me: You wish.

Mr. Rochester: That’s too bad. I’d have gotten rid of this woman if you said yes, and then I’d fuck you right after.

I almost toss my iPhone into the garbage bin. 

Bastard.
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IT’S A QUARTER TO FIVE when Mr. Rochester leaves his office and stops by my desk, saying, “Shall we go?”

Looking up, I open my mouth to refuse, see my boss raise an inquiring brow, and change my mind. “Okay,” I say sullenly. 

Mr. Rochester patiently waits for me to gather my stuff, and when I’m done he places his hand on the small of my back as we start to walk. Everyone turns to follow us with their gazes, which I do my best to ignore. 

When we make it to reception, I catch a glimpse of Virginia’s resentful gaze.

“Your new girlfriend’s mad.” As soon as the muttered words come out of my mouth I want to bite my tongue off. Way to go, Reed. That’s exactly what I shouldn’t have said if I wanted to pretend indifference.

But Mr. Rochester only shrugs, saying mildly, “She’s the understanding type.”

My furious gaze snaps up to his, and I snarl, “Understanding?” What the hell does that mean? And does he mean he wants me to be just as understanding? Does he think I’ll be okay if he divides his time between me and another woman? 

The offensive thought has me bristling, and I can barely contain myself, waiting only until we’re alone in his blasted limousine before hissing, “What do you mean ‘understanding’, asshole?”

Mr. Rochester crosses his legs with an amused smirk curving on his lips. “So you are jealous.”

“What I am,” I snap, “is offended, while you are an idiot if you think I’m going to let you get away—-” The rest of my words turn into a choked gasp as Mr. Rochester suddenly hauls me into his lap.

My knees land apart, and I let out a cry when I realize I’m straddling him on the car seat, and his monstrous cock is pulsing powerfully under his pants, enough to make the folds of my pussy start to moist.

Oh God.

As our gazes clash, and Mr. Rochester murmurs lazily, “This is all your fault, you know.”

“E-excuse me?” I want to sound indignant but instead my voice comes out weak and trembling. It’s so hard to even remember what I’m mad about, with the way his cock keeps rubbing in the most delicious way possible against my wet, hot core.

“Or perhaps I didn’t make myself clear enough.” Mr. Rochester captures a loose lock of my hair, and the gesture is almost tender, frighteningly so. It completely unnerves me, and my heart beats harder and harder against my chest.

“You may have my attention, but I still require you to say what you want to do about it.”

Oh. The meaning behind his actions finally becomes clear, and I’m torn between shuddering in despair and anger. He knows how hard it is for me to say such things, and that’s exactly why he’s asking for them.

“Bastard,” I can’t help choking out.

“Always,” Mr. Rochester croons, “and it’s all for you.”

His words are begging for a retort, but I just end up shuddering on his lap as he tucks the loose lock behind my ear. After, his fingers continue to trail down the side of my neck—-

I shake my head vehemently, crying out, “Stop.”

And still his fingers continue to move lower and lower.

“I said, s-stop.”

Mr. Rochester releases a taunting laugh. “Stop, you say.” His voice is gently mocking. “But the sexy note of plea in your voice says otherwise.” And he proves it so easily as his fingers find one nipple, so erect that I might as well have gone bra-less, with the way it’s poking so visibly against my blouse.

My eyes jerk up to his. “Don’t—-” But Mr. Rochester has already pinched my nipple between his fingers. Hard. And I end up crying out instead.

“How does it feel?” He pinches it again, and I bite back a cry. “Tell me, Ms. Reed. Give me the words.” 

I shake my head. Never.

Almost in retaliation Mr. Rochester starts tugging my nipple and the excruciating sensation has my whole world turning faster. 

Oh God.

“Tell me.” 

And again, the words are like the devil’s whispers in my ear, wicked, forbidden, and God, they’re absolutely tempting.

“Tell me so I can give you what we both want.”

I start to shake my head—-

“Your nipple in my mouth. I want to taste it. Don’t you want me to suck on your breasts?”

A whimper escapes me at the graphic picture his words paint. I squeeze my eyes shut, but it’s futile. I can’t stop imagining how it would look like. How it would feel.

“Tell me.”

And once again, the devil wins, and I find myself succumbing willingly into his dark embrace as I choke out, “I want it.” A shudders run through me at my surrender, but I can’t make myself regret the words, knowing what kind of pleasure awaits me. “I want it, damn you. I want it—-”

“Then feed me.” 

A cry trips past my lips at what he’s asking, but it’s a sound of desire than horror. 

“Take your blouse off,” Mr. Rochester grates out.

And I find myself doing it.

“Get rid of your bra.”

Oh God. My fingers shake as I follow his command, and I can’t help shivering anew when my breasts finally spill free from their restraints. 

Mr. Rochester’s gaze settles possessively on my chest. “Beautiful.”

It’s not just what he’s said that makes me moan, but it’s how the word sounds, with his low voice and cultured edge turning a single word into a fuckload of promises—-

And of course, they’re all bad.

“S-stop staring.” I try to cover my breasts, but Mr. Rochester shakes his head sharply.

“No.”

I freeze. 

“Don’t hide them.” Mr. Rochester’s voice is harsh with desire, and the sound makes my already aching breasts ache even more painfully. “From now on,” he continues in a hard voice, “you are never to hide them from my sight. Understood?”

I nod jerkily.

“Now, cup them for me.”

I hesitate.

“Now.”

And my hands once again move on their own volition. The weight of my own breasts on my hands is unfamiliar and embarrassing, and I feel my cheeks turning redder as I watch the way Mr. Rochester’s gaze devour my naked chest.

“Come closer.”

“Don’t let go of them.”

The back-to-back commands make me whimper, more so with the way his monstrous cock is twitching impatiently against my swollen folds. When I can’t get any closer, I look up, and Mr. Rochester says, “Now, feed me.”

Aaaaah.

His head lowers as I shakily raise myself up on my knees, my hands still cupping my heavy, aching breasts.

A moment later, and it finally happens—-

His mouth on my nipple, and when he starts to suck stars explode behind my eyelids at the exquisite beauty of it. I moan and I moan, and as Mr. Rochester sucks harder and harder on my nipple I just can’t stop moaning. 

It’s so good. God, it’s so good.

I cry in disappointment when Mr. Rochester tears his mouth off, but then it starts all over again when Mr. Rochester latches on to my other breast, his tongue laving around the erect pink tip. 

It’s so good. So good. God, it’s soooo—-

Mr. Rochester bites on my nipple. 

Hard.

I scream.

And he’s still biting—-

I find myself letting go of my breasts and clutching his head.

“Oh God.”

I can’t stop rocking against his body as he keeps sucking on my nipple, and I find myself frantically rubbing my pussy over his cock—-

Mr. Rochester tears his mouth away. “Jane!” His voice is tight with desire, and the look glittering in his sapphire eyes is feral.

“Make me come,” I sob. It’s all I can think of saying, begging. I’m no longer in my right mind. All I know is that I need him to make me feel that same wonderful feeling again. “Please.”

“God, Jane.” 

And then his mouth is back on my breast, sucking hungrily, and as I drive my fingers desperately through his hair, pulling his head closer I feel his fingers weaving between our bodies, moving down—-

He starts rubbing on my clit.

I scream.

And still the sweet, sensual torture continues, his mouth on my breast, his fingers on my clit—-

It takes only a few seconds before I peak.

And then I’m screaming as I fall into a familiar abyss of pleasure, and I come so hard and long that by the time the pleasure starts to fade I can only collapse against his body, completely spent.

As my eyelids drift shut, I hear Mr. Rochester whisper into my ear, “Don’t sleep just yet.”

H-huh?

“I want to fuck you as soon as we get home.”

Minutes later, and I realize that Mr. Rochester isn’t lying.

He doesn’t even give me time to dress myself the moment we reach his place. Before I know what’s happening, he’s already taken his jacket off, gets my arms into its sleeves, and holds me tightly to him so not a single inch of my bare body is exposed.

“Hold on to me,” he mutters.

It’s all the warning I get before he steps out of the limousine. 

Shit! My arms immediately wound around his neck while my legs lock around his waist. I’m appalled and aroused, but even so I do my best not to move too much, conscious of the fact that he’s bearing my entire weight with his uninjured arm. 

Consuelo’s by the front door to greet us as usual, and I manage to smile weakly in response before quickly hiding my face against the crook of Mr. Rochester’s neck. Having glimpsed an army of maids lined up behind her, I’m not exactly eager to see how his staff would react to the sight of their lord and master with his obviously naked PA in his arms.

“Damn you.” But the muffled tone of my words makes it like I’m being coy, and my cheeks flush in shame, more so when Mr. Rochester’s chest rumbles with his low, taunting laugh.

“Damn me all you want, Ms. Reed. I don’t really care what you do as long as you let me fuck your brains out.”

I beat his back with my fists as he carries me up the stairs. “Asshole.” But my anger’s a complete sham, and we both know it, with the way my breasts are swelling against his chest.

Seeing us bypass our room makes me stiffen, but my throat is so tight with emotion that I can’t even make the tiniest sound of protest.

Oh God. Is this really happening?

A moment later and we’re entering Mr. Rochester’s vast suite, but he keeps on walking, straight towards his bed. His arms loosen and I fall on the bed. 

Mr. Rochester’s gaze glitters.

Oh!

I remember too late that I only have his jacket on, and with its folds spread wide open, my breasts are completely exposed. It makes me sit up in the bed with a cry, and I start to cover my chest—-

From now on, you are never to hide them from my sight.

I remember his command, and I slowly, shakily pull my hands back. 

A smile curves on Mr. Rochester’s lips, and dipping one knee on the bed, he leans forward to caress my cheek. “Good girl.”

The words should anger me, but instead I have this embarrassing urge to rub my cheek against his palm like a pet in need of affection.

When he moves forward, I find myself leaning back until I’m lying on the bed and he’s looming over me——

A shiver of apprehension skitters down my spine as Mr. Rochester continues to gaze down on me, a feral glint of desire in his sapphire eyes. This close to him, I’m again reminded by just how larger and stronger he is, how so much harder and more powerful his massive body is—-

“Last chance, Jane.” His words make me swallow hard, its guttural note a perfect foil for the shadows playing around the walls. Heavy curtains have barred daylight from coming and though I know it isn’t even early evening, the intimate darkness of his suite makes me feel like I’ve entered a world of eternal night—-

And the man above me is its master.

“You can still go,” Mr. Rochester grates out, “and you need not worry about repercussions.”

Anxiety sweeps over me, and my fingers curl restlessly against the bed sheets. 

Am I really going to do this, let a virtual stranger take my virginity? 

I may have worked for Mr. Rochester’s company for years, but I’ve only been his P.A. for a few weeks and I’ve only met him in person for the first time just the other day. 

No matter how you look at it, our circumstances can only make Constantin Rochester a stranger.

And yet here I am, half-naked on his bed, unable to jump on his last offer of safety.

“If I fuck you tonight, there’s no turning back. Everything will change, and I don’t bloody know how things will turn out. ” Mr. Rochester slowly lowers his body, just enough for me to feel the heavy twitching of his monstrous cock.

I bite back a moan.  

“All I know is that I want you so badly right now...” Mr. Rochester grinds his crotch down on me harder. 

Oh God. 

“All I know is that if you say yes, I’m going to fuck you so damn hard you won’t be able to walk.” Mr. Rochester punctuates his words with a nudge of his cock against my clit, and my entire body lurches. 

So good. So damn good. And I just know it’s going to better—-

“So what’s it going to be?”

There’s no other answer I can think of except for—-

“Yes.” I moan out my surrender. 

And then it’s exactly what Mr. Rochester says it is, and everything changes.

Mr. Rochester abruptly moves away, and I almost cry out in confused protest when I hear him order harshly, “Get rid of the rest of your clothes. Now.”

Aaaaaaaaaah. 

The commanding note of his voice is a huge turn on, and I find myself shakily hurrying to do his bidding. The jacket goes off first, and when I start wriggling my hips to get my skirt down my legs I catch sight of Mr. Rochester’s nostrils flaring—-

That’s when I notice how my breasts are jiggling with every movement I make, and heat explodes in my cheeks. “Stop making this more embarrassing,” I mutter.

“What’s there to be embarrassed about?” Mr. Rochester’s tone may be lazily amused, but the look in his eyes is nothing but. It’s intense and predatory, and I feel like a lamb about to be eaten—-

And I can’t wait for it to happen.

“You’re my woman now,” Mr. Rochester croons. “It’s my right to watch you undress.”

The possessive words make my fingers falter, and I croak out, “You’re s-such a Neanderthal.” 

“And you, my beautiful Jane,” Mr. Rochester mocks, “are a liar. Do you think I don’t smell your desire from here? Do you think I don’t know you can’t wait for me to fuck you—-”

“S-shut up!” But my voice is weak and breathless, and I can’t help squirming in heightened consciousness as his sapphire gaze leisurely travels down my body.

Ooooh. 

I have to clench my fists against the urge to cover myself. Except for the lace panties covering the triangle between my legs, I’m completely naked and I feel my whole body turning pink as his gaze lingers on my breasts and its pouting tips. 

God. Oh God. I suddenly remember the way his mouth sucking on my nipple feels, and I instinctively press my legs together as I feel moisture threatening to gush out of me.

“You’re getting wet, aren’t you, Ms. Reed?” Mr. Rochester purrs.

“Fuck you.”

He throws his head back with a laugh. “I’ll take that as a yes.” He gaze moves down. “But we digress, Ms. Reed. It’s time to get rid of your last piece of clothing.” His voice lowers into an authoritative tone. “Now.”

And oh, intoxicated little fool that I am—-

I do what he asks.

In a second, my panties have joined my skirt on the floor and I’m completely naked. A sensual jolt strikes my body as Mr. Rochester rakes my nude body with his gaze. 

Oh God. 

Just one look, and it’s enough to make me go up in flames. 

“Beautiful, my dear.” 

Mr. Rochester’s whispered words make me press my legs harder together. It seems like everything he does and say is a turn on for me, and I hate it. Biting my lip, I mutter, “You’re still fully clothed.”

“I know. I’m hoping you can help with it.” When my head jerks up, Mr. Rochester only smiles and crooks a finger towards me. “Come here and undress me.” 

Ooooooh.

“Now, Jane.”

And of course I find myself unable to resist this command either.

My legs threaten to crumble with every second that passes, and when I finally make it to my side I feel so dizzy and faint I’m seriously worried that I’ll pass out.

Mr. Rochester raises a brow, saying in mock surprise, “Why, Ms. Reed. It seems like you’re quite excited to see me naked—-”

“N-no!” But the squeak in my voice gives me away, and Mr. Rochester smirks.

“Let’s not waste time then, shall we?”

“I told you I’m not—-”

Mr. Rochester’s fingers start working expertly down the buttons of his shirt and my voice trails off as inch by inch his the bronze muscled wall of his chest is revealed.

Oh God. 

The shirt falls to the floor, and I’m treated with the most amazingly sexy sight of Mr. Rochester’s broad shoulders that then taper down to his strong chest and sculpted abs.

Impossible, I think weakly. Surely it’s impossible for any human being to have this kind of godlike body of perfection?

Mr. Rochester unbuckles his belt, and I gulp hard when this, too, falls to the floor. 

What’s left now, I wonder dazedly.

Mr. Rochester suddenly reaches for my hand and steadily but firmly pulls me close until the erect tips of my breasts graze his chest—-

A whimper escapes me just as Mr. Rochester sucks his breath.

“Finish the rest, Ms. Reed.” His voice is harsh with desire, and the look on his face is taut with strain.

After unzipping him carefully with trembling fingers, I find myself kneeling on the floor as I slowly pull his pants down. He steps out of them and now I’m just left with his boxers—-

A moment later, that, too, disappears and I’m suddenly at eye-level with his cock.

I gulp.

It really as monstrous as I imagined—-

“Do you think it’s big enough for you, Ms. Reed?”

“I...ah...” For God’s sake, if I have to be honest, I’m seriously worried it won’t fit.

When Mr. Rochester chuckles, I realize I’ve spoken my thoughts out loud and I turn red.

“It will fit,” Mr. Rochester drawls, “but it may feel like I’m tearing you apart at first.”

Ooooooooh.

Mr. Rochester pulls me up, and that annoying-slash-sexy smirk is back on his lips when he asks with mock concern, “I hope that’s alright?”

“Uh. Yes.” My voice is hoarse. I can’t even muster the energy to get mad. 

Tearing me apart, he says.

I can’t wait.

Mr. Rochester takes my hand and as he leads me back to the bed, he asks under his breath, “Are you nervous?”

I look away, muttering, “A bit.” But even so I don’t murmur a single word of protest as he lays me on the bed, and I only draw my breath sharply when his body slowly covers mine.

Aaaaaah.

My world spins just a little faster as every inch of our bodies come into contact, and I feel the delicious heaviness of his length. 

“I’m going to take care of you, Jane.”

The words are completely unexpected. 

Tender. 

I don’t quite know what to make of it, much less what to say, so I end up giving him a small, simple nod.

He lowers his head slowly, and my eyelids fall shut.

Mr. Rochester’s seduction begins with the softest, gentlest brush of his lips against mine, and it’s so painfully sweet that my toes curl hard at the sensation. Over and over his mouth brushes against mine until I find myself relaxing. My arms move on its own volition, looping around his neck—-

Mr. Rochester chooses that same moment to slip his tongue between my lips.

I arch against him with a soft gasp of surprise, and Mr. Rochester takes advantage of my parted lips by pushing his tongue further.

Aaaaaaaah.

Our first kiss, I think dazedly.

And it’s exquisitely erotic.

The movement of his tongue inside my mouth is sensual and bold. I can’t quite explain it. All I know is that every stroke makes me want him more and more and more. 

“Open your mouth, Jane.”

And I do.

“Suck on my tongue.”

And I do this, too, because I know—-

“That’s it,” Mr. Rochester rasps. “Exactly like that.”

—-everything he makes me do always makes me feel good.

When Mr. Rochester tears his mouth away I can’t stop myself from moaning in protest—-

“Sssh.” Mr. Rochester’s tone is soothing. “You’re going to feel even better. I promise.” And he proves this as his mouth latches to my breast—-

Oooooh God.

Each breast is given lavish attention, and the way he spends sucking on my nipples is so good it’s almost tortuous, causing my fingers to drive up his hair until I’m clutching his head hard and arching up to push my nipple deeper into his mouth.

And then Mr. Rochester is moving again, and I can only moan and writhe restlessly under him, knowing that it’s as he promised, and everything will be even better—-

When I realize where his mouth is heading, I shake my head in protest, whimpering, “No!” My legs automatically try to close, but Mr. Rochester only forces them apart again.

“Be a good girl,” Mr. Rochester grates out, “and just open wide for me.”

Aaaaaah.

“Now, Jane.”

Even as my legs part wide open slowly, I can’t help muttering, “Damn you.”

“You can say that as many times as you bloody want. I won’t give a fuck as long as you do what I say.” 

Mr. Rochester’s possessive gaze falls on my pussy. 

“Stop staring,” I moan.

“So I can start eating your pussy?” While I choke in surprise, Mr. Rochester clucks his tongue. “How impatient of you, Ms. Reed.” 

“You—-” But I can’t say anything else. Mr. Rochester has already dipped his head between my legs, his tongue lining my folds. 

I shudder. I scream. And most of all, I hope it never ends.

My fingers once again tighten its grip on his hair. “Please.” I shake my head restlessly against the pillows as Mr. Rochester continues to thrust his tongue in and out of me. “Please.” I don’t even know what I’m pleading for. I just know everything is up to him.

As Mr. Rochester’s tongue begins to move faster and thrust deeper I feel pleasure start to build inside of me. My body begins to tighten, and I can no longer stop myself from thrusting my hips up, wanting Mr. Rochester to fuck me harder with his tongue.

Oh God. 

Oh God.

Oh God.

It’s sooooo goooood—-

And before I know it Mr. Rochester has already sent me flying, and I’m screaming as I fall. 

I come so hard I can’t even scream. All of my energy is focused on the creamy wetness gushing out of my pussy—-

And God oh God, throughout it Mr. Rochester’s mouth remains on my core, his tongue lapping up every drop of my cum—-

It’s just too much, and even as the pleasure begins to fade in the aftermath, my body continues to shudder.

Just too much.

When Mr. Rochester lifts his mouth, I let out a tiny, tremulous sigh, thinking it’s over for now and I finally have time to catch my breath.

But I’m wrong.

The next thing I know Mr. Rochester is already bracing his arms on the bed and his eyes capture mine as he starts to lower himself—-

“W-what—-” 

And then I feel it. The bulbous tip of his powerful erection nudging against the swollen trembling folds of my pussy.

My eyes fly wide.

“Mr. R-Rochester?”

“Remember what I told you,” he whispers. “It will feel like I’m tearing you apart—-”

And it does.

Mr. Rochester plunges his thick, monstrous cock inside of me in one swift, hard stroke and I scream, my fingers instinctively digging into his back. 

“Oh God.”

The feel of his possession is indescribably raw, and I feel so stuffed it’s almost as if I can’t breathe without feeling his cock pulse inside of me. 

Above me, I see beads of sweat line the sides of Mr. Rochester’s face. His expression is taut, and I can see the amount of control he’s exerting to keep himself from moving.

“Does it still hurt?” Mr. Rochester asks tightly.

Instead of answering, I take a deep breath before moving experimentally and raising my hips a fraction—-

“Don’t,” Mr. Rochester bites out. 

But I keep moving my hips up until his cock involuntarily thrusts deeper. 

I moan. 

Mr. Rochester inhales hard even as sapphire eyes furiously rake down my body. “What the hell, Jane?”

“I...I...” But for some reason, the words just won’t come. All I can do is clutch his shoulders more tightly as I raise my hips again—-

His nostrils flare. “Jane.” His voice is rough with need.

“Mr. Rochester...” 

“Bloody hell, woman.” 

And then he starts to move, and I cry out.

“I wanted to wait longer, but fuck it.”

And his thrusts become just a bit faster and harder.

Oh God.

I love it. 

It’s so damn good.

Clinging to Mr. Rochester, I instinctively raise my hips to meet his every thrust.

“You’re so bloody tight,” Mr. Rochester grates out. “It makes me want to tear you apart.”

His words should’ve frightened me, but instead excitement sweeps over my body, and I can only moan. I want it. I want him to tear me apart.

And it’s as if Mr. Rochester has heard me because the next moment the movements of his cock have changed.

He’s ramming it into me relentlessly now, so damn hard my body slides up and down the bed with every thrust.

And it’s good. So damn good. Oh God it’s soooo gooood—-

“Please.” I no longer care that I’m begging. “Please don’t stop.”

“Never.” And Mr. Rochester rears up to his knees, placing my legs over his shoulders before shoving his cock back into me.

I scream. 

He starts pounding into me, and I find myself gripping the bed covers tightly. 

“Oh God. Oh God. Oh God.”

And without warning I start to come. 

“Oh Gooooood—-”

Mr. Rochester plunges his monstrous cock into me one last time with a low growl. A second later and I feel him shooting his hot sticky cum into me.

My feet dig against his back as I try to push myself up, wanting all of it.

Yes. Yes. Yes.

Fill me with your cum, Mr. Rochester.

****
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A PART OF ME HAD BELIEVED it would end there. 

And yes. I know. It’s stupid.

A man like Mr. Rochester would never be satisfied with just one round—-

And I’m secretly glad of that.

Following my first time, Mr. Rochester had carried me to the shower and cleaned me up. His movements had been careful and gentle, but while it had been terribly sweet I also had to remind myself not to feel bad about how experienced he seemed. 

You got yourself into this with your eyes wide open, Reed.

Mr. Rochester had never lied about his past. I had no excuse to feel upset about being confronted by the fact that Mr. Rochester had sexual partners before me. 

No excuse...and yet the feeling had continued to linger in the brief moments that I was alone, tormenting me with images of Mr. Rochester with other women.

Women who were more beautiful and more accomplished, women who were more suitable for him than I could ever be...

The only times those painful thoughts had faded were when I was in Mr. Rochester’s arms, which fortunately happened more often than not. Mr. Rochester and I had fucked for five nights straight—-

And God oh God, the things we did in those 120 hours—-

We had only eaten and slept because we had to. 

But other than that it really had been fucking nonstop.

Against the wall. On the floor. In the shower. Over the table. On the chair. 

And in every position he could manage to convince me—-

Standing up. Sixty-nine. Doggie. Seated on his lap. 

“Should I even ask what you’re thinking?” Mr. Rochester’s question, spoken in a quietly amused tone breaks the silence inside the limousine and hauls me back to the present.

“It’s nothing.” I avert my gaze as I speak and lace my fingers together over my lap. After nearly one week of nonstop shagging, Mr. Rochester and I are now back to our regular routine—-

And it’s a good thing, I tell myself doggedly. If we spend too much time together, we might end up being sick of each other—-

And you don’t want that, do you, Reed?

Mr. Rochester sighs. “Why do you insist on lying to me, Ms. Reed?”

I squirm on my seat. “I’m not—-”

“Is it because,” he asks at the same time, “you miss being punished?”

What the—-

You’d think I’d be used by now to having Mr. Rochester tease me, but I’m not. Everything he says or does still gets to me, and I’m either angry...or aroused.

Most times, it’s both...like now.

Turning to him, I half-stammer, half-snarl, “Of course not!”

“Liar.” 

The limousine crawls to a stop, preventing me from responding right away. Mr. Rochester steps out first and after taking his hand, I wait until I’m on my feet before muttering childishly, “I’m not lying.”

“If you say so.” Mr. Rochester’s voice is smooth.

Too smooth, I think irritably, which means he’s just humoring me.

Bastard.

When we make it inside the building, the attention we draw is as I expected, which is a hundred times worse than usual. By now, there can’t be any doubt that Mr. Rochester and I have an understanding. 

How can there be, with the way Mr. Rochester has his arm wrapped possessively around my waist?

Is she his girlfriend, I hear one of the interns ask before the elevator doors close on us.

I kinda want to know the answer to that myself, I think.

Mr. Rochester catches me looking at him. “What is it?”

I shake my head. “Nothing.” And it is nothing. I don’t need a label to define what we have, I tell myself. It’s the 21st century now, Reed. As long as you and Mr. Rochester are having fun without harming anyone—-

Then who cares what other people think, right?

Easier said than done, I realize a moment later. 

When we make it to the penthouse floor, Mr. Rochester takes my hand as he leads me out of the elevator, and it’s all I can do to keep my head high even as most of the women shoot me dirty looks whenever Mr. Rochester isn’t looking.

As expected, I think with a silent sigh.

When we reach my desk, I try digging my feet in, saying, “This is me.”

“I know.” Mr. Rochester doesn’t stop walking. “But it’s not where I want you to be.”

And so I’m forcibly dragged into his office with him. 

As soon as the door closes, I throw my hands up in exasperation, exclaiming, “What the hell’s that about? Didn’t we agree we’d do this low key?”

Mr. Rochester looks genuinely bemused. “That was low key.”

It was?

“If I had done what I wanted to do, then we’d have been making out in the elevator.”

“Oh.” All sorts of explicit images flash in my mind, deflating my anger and making me aroused instead.

He smirks. “Interested?”

“N-no.” But the word comes out a croak.

“Liar.”

Absolutely, I think. Even so I scowl at him, muttering, “I’m serious about keeping this low-key. Everyone’s probably talking about us now, and I’m sure they all think I’m your newest bimbo.”

“Then they’re idiots,” Mr. Rochester dismisses with a shrug. “Anyone only has to be in your company for five minutes to know you’re not the type.”

Oh.

“Secondly, your boobs aren’t big enough.”

OH! 

“You fucking—-” But then I meet his sapphire eyes, see the gleam of amusement in them, and grimace, realizing he’s only pulling my leg. “Bastard.” But I have a hard time keeping myself from laughing.

Mr. Rochester’s lips curve, but his tone is gently chiding when he says, “You care too much about what other people say.”

“To be honest,” I can’t help mumbling, “I never did...until you.”

One eyebrow arches. “Is this true?”

I nod jerkily. Years ago, I had left home and never looked back, not even when it reached me that my step-aunt had made up all sorts of lies about my sudden disappearance. 

I ran away with an ex-convict. 

I got out of town because I had to have an abortion. 

I checked myself in for drug rehab.

And those were already among the nicer things that had been said. 

There were other stories, more disgusting and all completely untrue, but I hadn’t even lost a single night’s sleep on any of them. As long as I knew the truth it was enough for me, but with Mr. Rochester—-

My lips compress. 

There’s just something about this man that makes me feel overexposed and oversensitive, and I find myself caring about every damn little thing. Something about him is so damn...different. I’ve never even found myself crushing on a guy, but then Mr. Rochester acts like the biggest ass in the world to me, and what do I do in return?

Jump into bed with him and offer my virginity on a silver platter.

I look at Mr. Rochester. Dressed in a handmade Italian suit of dark grey, he looks even more stunningly handsome than the first time we met, and when our eyes meet and his lips curve into this devastatingly sexy and annoying smirk—-

I have this really bad feeling I’ve been doomed to be under this guy’s command for as long as I live.

“And aren’t I lucky,” I mutter sarcastically under my breath.

Mr. Rochester, already standing behind his desk as he browses through his morning papers, glances up at hearing me speak. “What was that?”

“Nothing,” I say sweetly. “May I go now?”

“Not yet.”

I scowl. “Why not?”

“Because I have something to tell you.” Mr. Rochester crooks a finger towards me. “Come here, Ms. Reed.”

I consider disobeying him.

“Now.”

Or maybe I’m just pretending to consider disobeying him, I think uneasily, so I can hear him order me around. 

Gaaaah. 

Either I’m suffering from temporary insanity—-

Or I’m just plain masochistic.

It’s a horrible thought, but even so I find myself moving towards him.

Mr. Rochester settles himself on his seat, and my heart lurches.

Oh no. 

Is he going to—-

Mr. Rochester taps his lap.

I shake my head vehemently. “No.”

But our company’s resident bad boy only smiles, purring, “Yes.” And when he taps his lap once more, it’s like having my willpower sucked away and all of a sudden the only thing I need to do is whatever it is he wants to do.

Shit.

I am a masochist.

Mr. Rochester reaches for me, and when I sit stiffly on his lap, he croons, “Relax, my dear.”

Again: easier said than done.

But there’s nothing I can do, with Mr. Rochester already pulling me towards him, forcing me to lean against him, my back pressed to his chest—-

That’s when I feel his monstrous cock stirring underneath me, and a bolt of sensual excitement strikes me, making my body shudder.

Oooooh.

“Last week,” Mr. Rochester whispers into my ear, “was one of the most enjoyable times I’ve had in recent years.”

The sweet words catch me unaware, and I say awkwardly, “O-oh?”

“I want more of it.”

Oh.

“But unfortunately—-”

And of course there’s a but, I think darkly. All kinds of worst-case scenarios rush to my mind, and just about every one of them involves Mr. Rochester dumping me for another woman. Unable to bear the possibility that it’s so, I blurt out, “Are you ending things?”

Mr. Rochester turns me around to face him, and I catch sight of the flash of exasperation in his eyes as he remarks, “A negative Nancy, aren’t you?” 

My face remains stoic, and I ask flatly, “Are you or aren’t you?”

“No, my dear.” His voice is amused. “I’ve barely had my fill of you so why the bloody hell would you think I’d end things this soon?”

Oh. His words alleviate my worries somewhat, but even so I say defensively, “You can’t blame me. You’ve been acting so shady since you said you were going to tell me something. I mean, why don’t you just say it—-”

“I’ll be gone for two weeks.”

My jaw drops. Two weeks? Two weeks?

Mr. Rochester pulls me back closer to him, murmuring, “I’m sorry it’s sudden. I only got the call about the emergency in London earlier.”

“It’s your life.” My voice is stiff. I try pulling away from Mr. Rochester, but my boss doesn’t let me up.

“Are you mad?” His uninjured hand moves up to cup my breast, and I hate the way it immediately swells at his touch despite the inner chaos I’m struggling with.

“I’m not mad.” But I can’t help slapping his hand away. Seriously, two weeks? When he chuckles, my hackles rise, and I snarl, “I’m really not. Okay? In fact, I wish you a safe trip.”

Mr. Rochester’s lips twitch. “You don’t sound like you mean it.” His hand goes back to my breast, and I slap it away again.

“Will you stop—-” But my voice weakens when his fingers find my nipple.

Gah.

How desperately horny am I for this guy?

“Perhaps,” Mr. Rochester suggests softly, “what you mean to say is that you’re going to miss me?” He tweaks my nipple in the end, and my breath stutters.

“N-never—-” But I end up gasping as he pinches my nipple harder.

Mr. Rochester’s mouth touches my ear. “Consider it said.”

Even knowing he’s only deliberately provoking me, I still can’t help gritting out, “I didn’t say anything, bastard—-”

Mr. Rochester forces me to turn towards him with a smirk. “I’m going to miss you, too.” And then he’s kissing me.

Hard.

My toes curl even as I do my best to keep from succumbing to his kiss. 

“Promise me you’ll be a good girl,” he murmurs against my lips.

I shake my head, just to be contrary.

He nips my lips. “Promise me, Jane.” 

Ah God, he’s so unfair. He knows what it does to me when he calls me that. 

“Fine.” My voice is sulky.

“Good girl.” His lips move down the side of my neck. “I’ll call you every night.”

“Yeah, sure,” I say sarcastically even as I can’t help arching my neck. “I’ve heard that before.” But that’s a lie. I’ve never been close enough to any guy to receive such a promise, and it’s only my way of bracing myself for disappointment.

And the blasted man seems to know it since my words just make him chuckle before he draws the tender skin of my neck into his mouth—-

Aaaaah.

“Try not to weep tears of joy when I prove you wrong, mm?”

I’m unable to answer. The way he’s sucking on my neck has taken over my senses. I vaguely feel him moving as he does, but I’m too lost in the feelings he’s evoking to pay attention until—-

“W-what are you doing?” I manage to gasp when I realize that he has us both on our feet and he’s gently exerting pressure on my back, causing me to bend over his desk.

“A parting gift,” Mr. Rochester croons, “for you to remember me by while I’m away.”

I hear the distinct sound of his pants being unzipped.

My eyes widen. No. My gaze jerks towards the door. I don’t think it’s even locked. 

Mr. Rochester pushes my skirt up to my waist. 

Oh my God.

“No—-” But I end up whimpering as Mr. Rochester calmly rips my panties off. 

He starts rubbing the head of his cock against my pussy, and I feel myself becoming wet with every stroke of contact.

“You c-can’t—-” And yet my fingers are already gripping the edges of his desk, preparing to hold on instead of letting go.

My eyes squeeze shut. I’m so hopeless. So damn hopeless when it comes to——

Aaaaah.

Mr. Rochester has finally thrust inside me, the monstrous girth of his cock causing the walls of my pussy to expand deliciously. 

When he starts to move, his pace is excruciatingly slow, and I can’t help gasping, “Please.”

“Please what?” he rasps out even as his thrusts remain steady and leisurely paced. 

My fingers tighten around the edges. It’s good. It’s so good. But it’s not enough. “P-please—-”

“Didn’t I teach you to say what you want?”

I can no longer bear the torture, and I gasp, “Faster. Harder—-”

His cock withdraws and shoves back in. But this time it’s exactly how I want it, and I manage to swallow back a scream even as my entire body bursts into flames.

Yes, yes, yes!

Mr. Rochester begins pounding into me, harder and faster, and my breasts begin to slide back and forth against the surface of his desk.

Papers and pens start falling, littering the carpeted floor, but neither of us stops, and I can only close my eyes more tightly as I do my best to keep my cries to myself.

So good. So good. So good—-

Mr. Rochester slaps my ass. 

Ah!

“How does that feel, my dear?” He slaps it again, and this time I can’t help letting out a little cry—-

But it’s not out of pain, and we both know it.

His thrusts become more forceful, and so do his slaps. I imagine my ass is a fiery shade of red now, but somehow the thought only arouses me even more.

So good. So good. So good.

My body starts to tighten, and behind me Mr. Rochester lets out a rough groan.

“Come with me,” he says hoarsely.

It’s all the invitation I need.

He plunges into me one final time, and I come with a shuddering moan. Mr. Rochester groans again, and then he’s shooting his cum into me, his seed mingling with my own release, and God, I feel so hot, so stuffed, so full—-

My eyes sweep shut.

Yes, yes, yes.

I love it when he’s filling my pussy with his cum.

When Mr. Rochester finally pulls out, I’m bone-tired and barely able to lift my head while Mr. Rochester draws me to his private washroom. Exhaustion turns me into a doll in his hands, and I can only let Mr. Rochester clean me up and set my appearance to right.

“There,” Mr. Rochester murmurs. “You look so bloody innocent once more.”

I follow his gaze to my reflection on the full-length mirror. 

He’s right, I realize absently. My hair, my clothes – everything’s been perfectly restored. It’s like nothing happened at all, and the only proof that something did is my bare pussy still quivering faintly under my skirt.

When we step out of his washroom, I sit on the couch and watch him get ready to leave.

Two weeks. He’ll be gone for two weeks. Two weeks.

Mr. Rochester bends down to kiss my forehead. “Take care of yourself for me.”

And then he’s gone.
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MY FIRST NIGHT ALONE in Mr. Rochester’s home leaves me feeling oddly lost. It confuses and angers me, so much so that when his promised call finally does come, I find myself pretending to be asleep and leaving Consuelo to make up excuses on my behalf. 

Time continues to pass ever so slowly. I feel like it’s been hours, but when I check my watch it’s barely nine in the evening. 

God.

I hate this. How is that mere days in Mr. Rochester’s company have usurped the routine which had dictated most of my life? 

It doesn’t make sense. 

Or it can’t make sense save for one thing, but the sheer possibility of it scares me—-

Not yet. Not now.

And so I deliberately shun the thought, and instead continue tossing and turning on a bed that suddenly feels too big and empty. I desperately search for something to keep my mind off things—-

I get it sooner than I want, and it’s worse than I can ever imagine. 

A rustling sound reaches my ears in the dead quiet of the night, and I sit up. 

Impossible, I think nervously.

Mr. Rochester’s place has all kinds of high-tech security checks in place. It’s impossible for any burglar to get in – right? 

And yet I keep hearing it, someone moving around in the next room—-

The supposedly empty room next door.

Gulping, I ask out loud, “Is anyone there?”

The sound stops...and so does my heart.

I wait with bated breath, but the sound doesn’t resume. 

Lying down, I slowly pull the covers over me. 

I must’ve been imagining things. Right? 

I try convincing myself of this even as my heartbeat continues to stutter and I can’t quite breathe properly.

It can’t be a ghost, I tell myself. And it can’t be an intruder either. 

I close my eyes. 

I must have been imagining it—-

But the thought has barely formed in my mind when I hear the same rustling sound.

SHIT.

The next day I give Consuelo the shock of her life when she finds me in the kitchen at five in the morning, drinking my third cup of coffee. 

“Madre de Dios!” She hastily makes a Sign of the Cross. 

“Morning, Consuelo.” I smile weakly. “Sorry I frightened you.”

“Te ves terrible,” she says forlornly as she peers at my face.

I don’t speak Spanish, but I definitely get what she’s saying, and I sigh. “I know.”

The housekeeper clucks her tongue sympathetically. “You didn’t get to sleep last night?”

“Uh huh,” I answer while suppressing a yawn. My eyelids are finally starting to droop, and I wonder tiredly how I’m going to get myself to work.

“So you came down for a change of surroundings.”

“Uh huh.” I cover my mouth as I yawn.

“But then you drank coffee and it kept you up instead.”

“Uh huh.” 

She nods understandingly. “I see.” Turning away, she takes her apron off the hook, saying, “You miss the master, si?”

“Uh huh.” And then I realize what I’m saying, and I sit up. “I mean, no!” I make a face at the housekeeper, but Consuelo only laughs with a knowing look on her face.

“I don’t miss him! Okay?” 

“You want to have breakfast now?” the housekeeper asks cheerfully.

I groan. “You’re not taking me seriously—-” My stomach interrupts me with a grumbling sound.

Consuelo shoots me an inquiring look.

“But yes, I’d like breakfast.”

The older woman smiles, promising, “I’ll have it ready in ten minutes.”

“Thank you.” I bite my lip, and unable to leave it alone, I stress, “But I mean it. I’m really not missing him.” I get up from my chair, adding, “I’m a free bird, you know. My happiness doesn’t depend on a man—-”

“—-are words that all girls say,” Consuelo finishes with a snort, “when the man they want still haven’t placed a ring on their finger.”

“You make a terrible feminist,” I tell her earnestly. “Has anyone told you that?”

But the older woman only shrugs, clearly unaffected.

On my way out to the kitchen, I pause by the doorway. “Umm, Consuelo?” 

“Si?”

“I kept hearing things last night.” 

A pause. 

Then Consuelo coughs. “O-oh?”

The sound is suspicious, and I whirl around to look at her properly, and the housekeeper gives me a guilt-stricken expression.

Aha!

My eyes narrow. “You know something.” 

“I don’t know anything.” The housekeeper turns her back on me and starts busying herself taking out pans and food from the pantry. 

“You make a terrible liar, too, Consuelo.” I cross my arms over my chest. “Is this place haunted, is that it?”

“N-no?”

“I don’t believe you.” It’s clear that the woman’s hiding something, and when I remember the sounds I heard last night I feel the hairs on my nape start to rise.

Shit. 

I don’t care if Consuelo admits it or not. I just know the place is haunted...and it won’t be for weeks until Mr. Rochester comes back.

Damn it.

Mr. Rochester calls me again when I get back from work that day, and this time I’m unable to resist the urge to hear his voice. 

“Ms. Reed.” His oh-so-British accent makes me shiver. I’ve forgotten how sexy his voice sounds. “How have you been?”

Missing you. Badly. But out loud, I just say gruffly, “Okay.” 

“Tell me about your day.”

“One of your business associates from Turkey called.” And so I go on and on, telling him everything about work.

“I’m glad to hear you’re handling everything well while I’m away.”

“Yes, well, that’s what you’re paying me for, aren’t you?”

“Absolutely.” He pauses. “And now that you’ve gotten that out of your system—-”

Realizing he’s easily seen through my ruse, I mutter darkly, “Know it all.”

Mr. Rochester ignores this. “May we start talking civilly? I asked about your day, Jane.”

I say sweetly, “Bastard.”

But my boss only chuckles. “I am that. And if you were to be honest, you know you’d thank God I am—-”

“No, I won’t!”

“Otherwise you’d find me utterly boring,” Mr. Rochester completes silkily.

Oh. 

He has a point.

“Now tell me about your day,” Mr. Rochester invites me once more.

“Why should I?” I can’t help sounding childish and sullen.

“Because I asked you to,” Mr. Rochester answers easily, “and you promised to be a good girl, didn’t you?”

I can’t help laughing a little. Oh, the gall! But even so, I end up acceding and I start telling him about my day, leaving nothing out except the hauntings. After, I hear myself say, “Tell me about your day, too.”

There’s a moment of pause before Mr. Rochester says slowly, “I’ve never bothered to talk to any woman I’m fucking.”

“If they didn’t bother to ask,” I say sweetly, “then maybe they didn’t really want to hear what you have to say.”

“Another woman would’ve said it was because they were stupid.”

“We all are,” I say with exaggerated sadness, “for wasting our time with you.”

Mr. Rochester laughs. “Touché.” And then he starts to speak again, and I find myself gripping my phone tightly when I realize he’s doing exactly what I asked, and he’s telling me about his day.

We talk until the wee hours, but when it’s time to end the call I can no longer help it. “Mr. Rochester—-”

“What is it?” 

My lips move, but no words come out. 

A moment later, Mr. Rochester sighs. And then he says very softly, “I miss you, too.”

Ah, shit. I squeeze my eyes shut. “Are you a mind reader now,” I mutter sulkily. “Is that it?”

“My soul knows yours like it’s its other half, that’s all.”

I close my eyes more tightly. “And now you’re a fucking poet?”

A lazy chuckle is my response, but when I don’t say anything else, Mr. Rochester sighs once more. “Something’s wrong.” The words aren’t a question. “Tell me what’s wrong, Jane, and I shall fix it for you.”

He speaks in such a matter-of-fact voice I can’t help smiling a little despite the trepidation that’s making my heart ache so badly.

“It’s just...” I look back at the past few days. In so short a time, he’s managed to make my world revolve around him so quickly and easily. And that’s not normal, is it?

“Things are going too fast,” I say finally.

“Maybe.” Mr. Rochester’s tone is quiet. “Or perhaps neither of us are simply the type to waste time on bullshit.”

I choke back a laugh.

“Sleep now, my dear. I’ll call you again tomorrow.”

Hearing him end our call is bittersweet, but somehow I feel better and I find myself drifting to sleep easily...until the sounds wake me up once more.

Shit. 

This place really is haunted.
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“YOU TOOK TOO LONG TO answer my call.” 

And you’re taking too long to come back, I think dourly as I close the door to his office. But out loud, I only say, “I didn’t want to answer your call where everyone’s around. In case you’ve forgotten, I’m still at the office—-”

“And in case you’ve forgotten, I’m the CEO at that bloody office.”

“True,” I agree, “but it still doesn’t mean you have any right to command me unreasonably.” 

It’s a nice line if I say so myself. Unfortunately, I completely ruined it with an involuntary yawn.

“You sound tired.”

“I’m not.” But it’s a lie. The two weeks are almost up, and I honestly can’t wait until our resident bad boy is back home. It’s not just that I miss him. I also just want to get a good night’s sleep for once, and I’m thinking that maybe the hauntings will stop when the lord and master of the manor returns. 

I’ve been reading about hauntings, and several books have mentioned how some “spirits” are less likely to make their presence felt when around a home’s true owner. 

Which could be why they’re only making those terrifying noises, I think wearily, when Mr. Rochester’s away.

“Perhaps you’re missing me too much,” Mr. Rochester suggests.

“Yeah.” I don’t even have the energy right now to lie about my feelings. “That could be it.”

A pause, and then Mr. Rochester asks abruptly, “What’s wrong, Jane?”

“Nothing—-”

“Do you need to see a doctor?”

“Huh? No!” The jump from Point A to Point Z makes me dizzy. “I’ve just been having a hard time sleeping.” The idea of telling him about the hauntings doesn’t even occur to me. Even now, it still sounds silly to my ears, and besides he’s coming back tomorrow anyway.

So just one last night of haunting, I remind myself, and then it’s done.

“What time’s your flight?” I ask.

He tells me, adding, “But I’ll need to drop by the office first.”

An idea occurs to me, and I say slowly, “Is it okay if I wait for you here? I mean, I want to sleep in the office tonight.” The more I think about this, the more I’m convinced it’s the perfect solution. I’m so tired of the ghostly noises, and I just want to sleep eight hours straight for once.

“Why would you want to?” 

“Because I, umm...” Shit. What excuse can I give? Racking my brains for an answer, I blurt out the first idea that comes to me. “I...want to give you a...a...welcome fuck?”

As soon as the words are out I want to kill myself.

“A...welcome fuck?” Mr. Rochester echoes the words blankly.

I can’t blame him. What the hell, Reed? Like, what the hell? But since I’ve already said it, might as well stick to it.

And so I say, “You heard me right.”

Mr. Rochester sighs. “You’re obviously lying, but...I’ll still take you up on your offer. I’ll let Maria know about the arrangements so no one will bother you. I’ll have Sam deliver a change of clothes to you as well.”

His thoughtfulness surprises me as always, and I say awkwardly, “Thank you.”

“It’s the least I can do,” he murmurs devilishly, “when I have a welcome fuck to look forward to.”

The line goes dead before I can answer, and I stare at my phone for several moments, wondering if hitting my head with it will perhaps knock more sense into me. 

Welcome fuck! Had I really promised Mr. Rochester a welcome fuck?

The realization makes me cringe, but even so it’s not enough to get my mood down. With every minute that passes I find myself increasingly buoyed by the knowledge that at least for tonight I won’t be troubled by any kind of hauntings.

By six in the evening everyone working at the penthouse floor has left, and an hour later I’m having dinner alone at the staff kitchen. Just being there makes me feel nostalgic—-

Everything started here, I think wistfully.

And so much has changed then.

Bunking in Mr. Rochester’s office that night turns out exactly as I predicted, and as soon as I curl up in the couch I drift into sleep, one that’s peaceful and completely uninterrupted by any kind of haunting. 

The morning after, however, is a different matter. It’s around five in the morning when I hear sounds. 

Shit. 

Not again, and not here, too?

For long moments I remain under the duvet while waiting for my eyes to adjust the darkness. I see the faintest ray of light streaming from the windows, but it’s not enough to throw out the shadows in the room. 

Eventually, I spy a figure near the desk—-

My heart stops.

Oh God. So this time it isn’t a ghost but an intruder, and the slight figure is bent over the CEO’s desk, ruffling through Mr. Rochester’s drawer. 

Shit. Shit. Shit.

What do I do?

I fight to keep still when the figure suddenly turns towards my way.

Oh God. What if the person has a gun? What if he shoots me for no reason?

The figure keeps moving closer.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

Closer and closer—-

Until I realize I’m not staring at a man. The intruder turns out to be a young female, and I almost gasp in surprise. 

What the hell? 

She doesn’t even seem a day older than sixteen! 

My mind boggles at the idea, but I manage not to give myself away as the girl continues to stare at me. 

Finally, she turns away, and I watch the intruder move towards the door, actually tiptoeing to keep her footsteps noiseless.

I bite my lip hard, struggling in my own fight for silence.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

The door closes behind the intruder.

I wait a few seconds, fearing it’s a trap and the intruder is just waiting to see if I’m awake. 

A few more moments pass, and when nothing happens I jump off the couch, hit the emergency button, and tell security that an intruder’s been to Mr. Rochester’s office.

And then I wait.

I pace the length of Mr. Rochester’s office, biting my nails every once in a while as I struggle to figure out how exactly the intruder was able to sneak past security. And were they able to catch him or not?

An hour later someone knocks on the door, and I rush to open it, uncaring that someone sees me still in my PJs. Instead of the security, however, I find myself face to face with a sneering Virginia.

“I had to come in early today because of a meeting,” the receptionist says with a curious smirk on her lips. “And it’s a good thing I did because I needed to fix the mess you created.” “What mess?” I watch Virginia make this huge pause like she’s biding her time before making a big announcement, and my brows furrow. What the hell is this about?

The other woman meets my gaze once more, asking, “Were you the one who asked security to catch an intruder?”

“Yes.” And so what if I was? Does she want to take the credit for it? 

“I see.” And she starts smirking again.

“Can you just tell me what this is about?” I try not to sound bitchy or impatient, but I’m honestly beginning to feel tired at how she’s dragging things out. 

Virginia laughs.

I just stare at her. “I don’t see what’s funny.”

“You certainly wouldn’t,” Virginia jeers, “since you’re the joke here.” She takes another pause and looks at me expectantly as if waiting for me to die of embarrassment.

Idiot, I can’t help thinking. I’m sorry I’m being a bitch, but she really is an idiot.

“If you want me to feel bad,” I say very slowly and patiently, “you need to explain a little more, okay?”

Virginia turns red. “Stop treating me like an idiot!”

“I can’t help it if you keep acting like one.”

“Bitch!” 

“Better that,” I say honestly, “than an idiot.”

“Fuck you,” Virginia shrieks. “You’re the idiot here because you’re acting like you have everything when you don’t!” And for some reason she starts cackling like it’s going to hurt me.

Idiot, I think again. Inside jokes can’t hurt if they’re not shared. 

“You!” She cackles even more. “You still haven’t figured it out, have you?” She throws back her head with another shrill laugh. “You’re so clueless. It’s too much.” She makes a show of trying to control her laughter, and this time it works. 

I’m feeling just a little bit pissed, and I say thinly, “Just get to the point.”

But of course Virginia doesn’t and instead takes her time brushing off imaginary dirt from her clothes.

My teeth grind. I know when I’m being symbolically brushed off, but even so I’m grudgingly impressed she can be that subtle.

Finally, Virginia turns to me and says without preamble, “Mr. Rochester has a daughter.”

I still.

“And she’s the intruder you had security apprehend.”
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SHE REALLY WAS MR. Rochester’s daughter. The words hammer nonstop in my brain as I sit on the couch in the CEO’s office. His eighteen-year-old daughter is seated next to me, beautiful, witty, and currently chatting my ears off. She is refreshingly candid, the total opposite of her father. 

I’m Adele, but you can call me Addie, had been her first words just before giving me a hug. 

“I’m so sorry I frightened you,” Addie says once more.

“It’s honestly okay,” I say yet again. “But if you don’t mind me asking – what were you looking for in your...father’s desk?” The word ‘father’ sounds strange on my lips. I’m still having a hard time imagining Mr. Rochester as someone’s father.

“I was checking his drawers to see if my school sent him a letter or something,” Addie explains with a sigh. “That’s all, really, which is why I feel so horrible something so inconsequential ended up like this.”

“There’s nothing to be sorry about,” I remind her. “No one’s at fault—-” Except Mr. Rochester, I think.

Addie gives me another hug, gushing, “I knew you’d be this sweet! I feel like I’ve already known you forever since we’ve been living next door to each other—-”

It takes me a couple of moments to understand what she’s saying. “You’re the one behind all the haunting?”

Adele gives me a sheepish smile. “When I found out from Consuelo that Papa hasn’t told you anything about me, I thought I shouldn’t say anything myself.” A look of sweet apology followed after. “Say you’re not angry about it?”

“Of course not,” I reassure her right away. And I mean it. I may be quick-tempered, but even I draw the line on taking my anger out on teenagers. 

If there’s one person who I should be mad about – and I am – then it’s none other than the devil himself.

A moment later, Mr. Rochester appears almost on cue, striding inside the office with a decidedly taut look on his handsome face.

“Papa!” Addie’s happy cry has his head snapping towards our direction, and even as he opens his arms to embrace his daughter, Mr. Rochester’s sapphire blue eyes remain on me.

I don’t have a hard time keeping my face expressionless because it’s exactly how I’m feeling. I’m still numb at knowing he’s hidden his daughter from me. It’s not like him at all, but it’s what he’s done, and now I’m just...lost.

“Will you excuse us for a moment,” I hear him murmur to Addie.

“Of course.” 

When Addie glances at me, I muster a smile. “It’s been nice meeting you.”

She returns my smile, albeit uncertainly. “I’ll see you at home?”

I keep smiling, unable to answer.

When the door closes behind her, Mr. Rochester wastes no time, crossing the room to crouch in front of me. “Jane.” 

But for once, hearing him say my name doesn’t make me melt. 

His hands enfold mine. “Look at me.” Our gazes meet, and he draws his breath sharply.

“There’s dirt in my eyes,” I mutter, knowing – feeling – how...glassy my eyes have become.

“I didn’t mean to lie to you about her.” He waits, but when I still don’t speak, he continues tightly, “I wasn’t lying when I told you I never talk to the women—-” He breaks off.

Too late, bastard, I think. So I say it for him. “The women you fuck?” 

“I don’t see you like that,” he says sharply.

I only give him a brittle smile, knowing it can do the job of saying it all. He’s a goddamn liar, and I hate him for it.

“I know you’re angry, but just hear me out first. I’ve never let any woman close enough to me that she’d deserve to know about Adele. But you—-” His grip tightens. “You were different right from the start. And it’s like what you said. Everything happened so fast and it...bothered me, too. I’ve never meant to hide the fact I have a daughter from you, but somehow...I couldn’t make myself tell you either.” A grim expression settles on his face. “I suppose I felt if I did...then it would be acknowledging that my life has to change.”

I feel his sapphire blue eyes on me, but I can’t make myself say a word. I’m still frozen in numbness, but I also know that the moment its icy layer cracks open—-

The pain would be there, and it would eat me alive.

I get what he’s saying. Hurt has never made me unreasonable and impractical, so I do see it from his point of view. 

But what I don’t know...what I can’t be sure of...is if I should believe him.

“Jane.” Mr. Rochester’s voice is unlike anything I’ve heard from him. It’s hoarse and low, almost...vulnerable.

But for some reason, the knowledge just makes me want to distance myself. I instinctively try pulling my hands away, but it only makes Mr. Rochester’s grip tighten.

“Jane. Talk to me.”

I shake my head mutely.

“Please—-”

“I can’t,” I hear myself say stiltedly. He wouldn’t understand. No one can, not unless they lived the same life I did. 

For many years, I’ve tried to mold myself into a daughter that my step-aunt would want. She’s the only mother I’ve ever known and for such a long time, I had thought there would be something I could do to make her love me.

But all she did was beat me.

Over and over, until my tears have permanently dried, and my heart has turned into stone—-

By the time I left home at eighteen, my old, sensitive self was gone. The new one – the current me –  had only one goal in mind.

I would work to be independent, and I would work so that I wouldn’t need to seek comfort in love. Money would take care of all of my needs. Money would be all I’d need. And I had succeeded...until Mr. Rochester.
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“GOOD MORNING...” ADDIE greets me as soon as I enter the dining room, and she waits until I’m seated across her before finishing mischievously, “Mom.” 

I roll my eyes. “Good morning, brat.” But she knows I don’t mean it, and the exchange is merely a part of what’s become our daily routine. 

It’s been over a month since Addie has started living with us. At first, Mr. Rochester had been coldly furious and was adamantly demanding that she return to the ladies’ college she was enrolled in for her first year. 

But then in the middle of their confrontation, Addie had dashed out of his study and went all the way up to my bedroom, where I had been busily packing my stuff. Her cries had me rushing to open the door. I had been seriously worried that Mr. Rochester was beating her black and blue. 

But the young girl had only thrown herself in my arms, begging me to make her Papa see reason. 

Please tell him you understand me, Addie had sobbed, and that I deserve to choose where I want to study. Please, Ms. Reed! Please!

And even though I had been aware I was being manipulated, her big dark eyes were just impossible to resist. And so I had been forced to say, “Please listen to her.”

A long tense moment of silence followed before Mr. Rochester had drawled, “I’ll agree...”

Addie and I had looked at each other in surprise, and it was evident then that both of us hadn’t really thought it would work.

“On one condition,” Mr. Rochester had finished.

“What’s that, Papa?” Addie had asked warily.

“If Ms. Reed agrees to live with us for the duration of the year—-”

“What the fuck?”

Both Addie and Mr. Rochester had winced at my language, and for a second I had been distracted at how similar they were.

“Then I will agree with your decision to leave your current school and transfer to wherever it is you want to study.”

The memory of how I ended up still living in Mr. Reed’s mansion makes me fume in the present. Cunning bastard, I think furiously. Now I get why he didn’t use the video against me. The asshole knows that such methods of blackmail never have a good ending for any of the parties. On the other hand, emotional blackmail where other people’s feelings are at stake—-

Cunning bastard, I think again.

“Mom?”

Addie’s voice makes me realize I’ve been lost in my thoughts, and I grimace. “Sorry, what’s that again?” Then I remember what she’s called me and flash her a look of exasperation. “And seriously, can you quit calling me that?”

The teenager responds with an impudent grin, saying, “But I like it, and I want you to be my mom.”

I’m in the act of sticking out my tongue at her – just to show Addie how immature I am to be her mother – when we hear Mr. Rochester murmur, “Good morning, ladies.”

I stiffen in my seat.

A moment later and he’s reached my side, the scent of his aftershave making my body clench.

Shit. Shit. Shit.

As always, he bends down to kiss me on my cheek.

And I jerk my head away, avoiding his kiss, as always.

Mr. Rochester’s lips tighten but even so he doesn’t say a word and takes his seat at the head of the table. The rest of our breakfast is spent in angry silence. I know it’s because of me, but even so I mulishly keep my gaze on my plate and only respond to Mr. Rochester with nods and shakes of my head. 

After, he asks me if I want to ride with him to work and I say stiltedly, “No, thanks.”

His lips presses together once more, but even so his voice remains mild as he says, “I’ll see you later then.”

In front of me, Addie is clearly bursting to speak but she’s smart enough to wait until we both hear his limousine speeding away before blurting out, “He won’t wait for you forever, you know.”

I force myself to shrug even as her words make my heart stutter in pain. “I don’t care.” And I don’t. I really don’t...even though the past month has been more horrific than anything I can remember experiencing. 

“Can’t you just forgive him?” Addie pleads.

“I’ve already forgiven him,” I mumble. “I just don’t trust him.”

“I know Papa. I’m certain he didn’t mean to deliberately lie to you about me. But...I also know he’s not the one to talk about his feelings. He’s already going out of his way with how he’s wooing you—-” 

“I didn’t force him to do those things,” I say defensively. “If he wants to stop, then he can stop—-”

Addie shakes her head in exasperation, demanding, “Do you really mean that?” 

I shift restlessly on my chair.

“Oh, Ms. Reed.” Worry flickers in her dark eyes as Adele gazes at me. “He was wrong not to tell you about me right away, but don’t you think you’re being too hard on him now? Papa has a lot of pride, and if things continue as they are...” She falls silent.

“If he gives up,” I say thinly, “then doesn’t that mean he never really cared enough?” 

Addie opens her mouth to answer, but I don’t give her a chance to do so. Getting up from my chair, I mumble an excuse and quickly leave the room. I hate that I’m being rude, but I have no choice. If I stay to listen, I’m terrified the younger girl will end up convincing me—-

To go after Mr. Rochester, the know-it-all voice in my head sneers, the way you really want to?

My jaw clenches at the thought. 

It’s not like that. It’s not. Mr. Rochester is the wrong one here, and so it’s entirely my privilege to act like a bitch to him.

Right?

I desperately remind myself of this as I get to the office and I’m once again forced to work in close proximity to Mr. Rochester. 

With Virginia having told everyone who cared to know about what had gone down that day, the nosy looks I attract have significantly multiplied. I feel like I’m under a microscope wherever I go now, and every little thing I do or say is being dissected.

Most times, I manage to grit my teeth and ignore it. They can waste time talking about me all day long, and I won’t give a fuck. It’s their lives, anyway. 

But there are times when it seems the whole world is conspiring against me, throwing all sorts of painful reminders my way...like today.

Virginia stops by my desk, asking, “Is Mr. Rochester busy?”

Why don’t you ask him? 

Or at least that’s what I want to say. 

Instead, I force a smile, saying, “He has no meetings at the moment.”

“That’s great,” Virginia immediately gushes. “I’ve just taken a call from Ms. Blanche Ingram, and she only wants to be connected if Mr. Rochester isn’t occupied.” Before I can get another word in, she goes on, “Ms. Blanche is an old childhood friend of Mr. Rochester. They grew up together, and she knows everything about Mr. Rochester.”

Ah. So that’s what the cruel gleam in her eyes is about.

I abruptly rise to my feet, surprising the receptionist into taking a step back. “Where are you going?” she demands.

Instead of answering, I march past her, and despite the countless pairs of eyes that start stalking me I make my way to the door of the CEO’s office and knock.

“Enter.”

I open the door but stay outside. When our gazes meet, I say tonelessly, “Ms. Blanche is on line one.”

Mr. Rochester jerks.

“And according to Virginia—-”

The receptionist lets out a nervous squeak behind me. “You bitch.”

“This other woman knows everything about you.” I shut the door closed without waiting for an answer.

Damn him. Damn him. Damn him. 

I cling to my anger as I walk away. 

I was different, he had said. I was the only one, he had said.

But even those things were a lie.

****
[image: image]


I’M ONCE AGAIN BUSY packing when someone pounds heavily on my door. But this time it’s not the product of a frantic teenager but a full-fledged male adult. “Jane, let me in.”

Also known as the biggest liar in the world, I think furiously, but underneath my anger is pain.

So much pain that I can’t quite see properly and my fingers are shaking too hard I have to give up folding my clothes and I just start dumping them on my suitcase.

Damn him. Damn him. Damn him.

“Jane!”

I ignore it. Only a few things left, and I’ll be out—-

A crashing sound explodes behind me, and I whirl around in shock. 

Mr. Rochester stalks in.

Oh my God, did he just break his own door?

His handsome face whitens when he sees what I’m doing. “No.” His voice is violent.

Ah God, I have a sudden urge to cry. He makes it sound like I’m destroying him by leaving, but we both know it can’t be—-

Damn him. Damn him. Damn him.

“I’m leaving,” I manage to say without breaking down. 

I start to turn away, but Mr. Rochester catches hold of my shoulders and forces me to face him. “Let me explain—-”

The words are all too hurtfully familiar, and I find myself snapping. 

“No!” I use all my strength to strike his chest with my fists. “No, goddamn you, enough explaining! That’s what you said the last time and you still lied! And you’re still lying—-”

Lies. All lies. Every word a lie.

And yet I still feel it in me.

The realization makes my arms fall back to my sides.

Oh God. 

How do I stop myself from feeling?

How?

His fingers bite into my arms. “I know what you’re thinking about Blanche—-”

“You lied to me about her,” I cry out. “You keep lying to me—-”

“I didn’t lie about Blanche,” he grates out, “because I’ve never fucked her.”

My head snaps up.

“I can’t help it that she knows everything, Jane. She has been around for as long as I remember. Our parents know each other, we’ve been to the same schools, we have the same friends—-” He inhales heavily. “She was there when I married Adele’s mother and she was there when my marriage crumbled.”

His sapphire eyes capture mine. “And that’s the only reason why she knows everything. It was only because she was there.” And when I still don’t answer, he begins shaking me. “Do you understand, Jane? Do you understand what I’m saying?”

I can’t make myself speak. I’m too terrified.

“It wasn’t because I talked to her,” Mr. Rochester says rawly. “It wasn’t because she knew me...like you know me—-”

What he’s saying—-

What he wants me to believe—-

It’s just too much, and I shake my head. “I don’t want to hear anymore.”

“Jane—-”

I squeeze my eyes shut. “I said I don’t want to hear a single—-.”

Mr. Rochester has cupped my face, and the mere feel of his hands on my skin threatens to break me. 

Tears sting my eyes.

“I’m so scared,” I choke out. “You have so much power over me—-”

Mr. Rochester hauls me towards him, his arms closing around me.

Oh God, I want to cry even more—-

It’s been so long since I felt his strong powerful arms wrapped around my body.

“Do you think I don’t feel the same terror that you do,” Mr. Rochester mutters against my hair. “You’re an obsession with me, and unlike you I’ve known it from the start. The way I want you close all the time defies logic, but I’m done questioning it.” Mr. Rochester pulls slightly away so our eyes would meet. “All I know is that I fucking need you in my life.”

And again he’s cupping my face—-

A tear falls.

But I don’t care.

Mr. Rochester’s lips have covered mine, and it’s all I can think of.

Even as the tears suddenly start rushing down my cheeks, seeping into our kiss, I can’t help weaving my arms around his neck—-

So long. It’s been so long. So damn long.

Mr. Rochester deepens the kiss, his tongue sweeping further into my mouth, and I moan.

Lifting his head an eternity later, he whispers, “Come back to me.”

I swallow hard.

“Jane?”

“I will...”

He tenses. “But?”

“If you fuck up,” I choke out, “you’ll never see me again.”

Mr. Rochester jerks, and then he says savagely, “Never.” 

My eyes widen.

“I’ll never let you go.” 

Ah God, it’s Mr. Rochester at his most arrogant—-

And despite everything my body still finds it a turn on. 

The shameful truth makes me struggle to get away. “Let go—-” But my words end up in a gasp when I feel him grab my blouse—-

A second later and Mr. Rochester has torn it away from my body, and I scream. “No!”

Another second passes, and he’s done the same to my skirt. “No!”

He sweeps me off my feet, and I let out another shriek. “Are you insane? Let me go!”  

But if Mr. Rochester was strong before, he was invincible now. 

With his hand injury fully healed, it’s become overwhelmingly and annoyingly easy for him to overpower me, and before I know it, he’s already tossed me on the bed. I scramble up as soon as my back hits the bed, and I try to crawl away. 

“You’re going nowhere, Ms. Reed.” 

And Mr. Rochester takes hold of my ankles before yanking me back. 

“No!” But even to my ears the word comes out like a moan of excitement than of fear.

Mr. Rochester flips me on my back before his weight bears down on me, and I find myself imprisoned in place.

Oh yes—-

No, I mean, shit.

SHIT.

“Let go!” I try pushing him away.

But Mr. Rochester only pins my wrists over my head while his other hand busily tears off the remaining scraps of clothing that cover my body. 

“No,” I moan as my bra is tossed out of the way.

His fingers move down my body, stopping at the hem of my panties, and I let out another moan even as I try to kick him off me.

Mr. Rochester looks down at me with a devilish smile. “Keep fighting,” he croons. “It only makes things more exciting.” He rips my panties away as he speaks, and I moan.

I feel him unzipping himself and I try shaking him off.

“You can’t be serious—-”

“I am.”

“You just can’t—-” I feel the head of his massive cock nudge against my entrance and I whimper. 

Oh God.

“T-the door,” I manage to pant out as his cock starts rubbing against my folds.

Doesn’t he remember that he’s broken it? That Addie could walk in on us any moment?

Mr. Rochester sucks hungrily on my lip, saying, “Then you better stay quiet, won’t you?”

He thrusts into me before I can answer, and it’s so forceful, I feel like I’m being torn apart.

Aaaaaah.

I cover my mouth and scream against my hands as Mr. Rochester pounds into me.

It’s so good. 

So damn good. 

So gooooood——

And I know, in my heart, that this is just the start.

The End

Thank you so much for reading After Hours Contract! If you enjoyed this (super) loose adaptation of Jane Eyre, I hope you'd consider writing even the shortest review. A quick rating would also do. These things always mean huge to indie authors like me.

Last but not the least, please consider subscribing to my newsletter if you'd like to be notified about my next release. Thank you so much again and God bless!

Until our next journey,

Marian Tee
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