Mixing Business and Pleasure: Fire Eaters and Tequila Sunrise
The champagne. The sex. His fantastic body and even better techniques in bed. Everything about Richard Hardwell was perfect. We had just spent a dirty yet fantastic night together in a classy hotel with unlimited room service. This wasn’t just a one night stand in a cheap motel, he’d also told me he’d liked me for six months. Could life get better? Though I hoped nothing would go wrong, I knew that shagging my boss in a company worth billions would be no smooth ride...
The Monday after the weekend before. Richard, not only the person that paid my wage but the man that had determinedly given me about thirty orgasms, walked into the office and as usual the women started redoing their hair and tugging their already tight shirts down to reveal more of themselves to try and grab his attention. Even some of the men puffed their chests out and chatted importantly to each other. It didn’t work, and he walked on unknowingly.
Smugly, I lifted my gaze to Richard and expected at least his customary good morning smile. Terri, his obsessed PA who followed him around like a lovesick puppy with huge boobs today had erect nipples that were poking through her thin shirt like bullets. She either hadn’t noticed or didn’t care. I guessed from her sky high, neon pink stiletto heels and tight skirt that was dutifully trying to contain her arse, that she probably enjoyed the men staring at her boobs instead of her eyes.
Richard sauntered past, listening to Terri fill him in on the weekend’s activities. I tried to conceal a grin at the memory of our weekend’s activities. As he got nearer I began pouting and fluttering my eyelashes at him, acting as seductively as I could. In my mind he grabbed my hand, pulled me straight to the toilets where he would take me again and again.
Instead, he walked straight past without even a glance towards me.
My geeky supervisor Nigel stomped over, his chubby hips swaying comically. Any other time I probably would have burst out laughing. Now I felt like grabbing his stupid Harry Potter glasses and flinging them at Richard.
“Have you got something in your eye?” He asked, bending forward to peer in my face. His breath smelled of stale coffee and I could see each individual spot on his face. I reluctantly tore myself away from watching Richard fade into the distance and glared at him.
“What?” I snapped.
“Oh, you’ve stopped doing that twitching eye thing. It must have fallen out. Have you done that repor-”
“No. I haven’t done the report. I’ve never done a single report you’ve ever asked me to do. You know that. I know that. Can’t you just go and do it without bothering me? I have things to do.” I rolled my eyes and clicked on an input program on my computer as a signal for him to leave me alone in my bitter rejection.
He hadn’t even glanced at me! Right. So we’d had the best sex of my life all night and he told me he’d liked me for six months, the entire time I’d worked for him, all for nothing. Less than nothing, at least before he’d acknowledged my existence! Had I done something wrong? Was he embarrassed? We had been drunk...
Nigel crossed his arms and drew himself up to his full height. All of five foot six. He opened his mouth like he was going to tell me off, then he shut it again and slunk off to his office. I felt a pang of guilt but I ignored it and opened up the internal office chat box, and clicked on Helen Barton, my best friend at Hardwell’s. As I saw her smiling, professional photo icon I realised I hadn’t even spoken to her since before I’d slept with Richard.
Anna Fox: Hel, sorry for being so ignorant! So much happened. We need to go out for lunch. This place is killing me already. Please?
Helen Barton: Only if you spill all the goss from the weekend! I want to know ALL the gory details...
Anna Fox: Deal, see you soon!
The four hours separating me from lunch time dragged. Tapping my fingers on the desk, making myself cups of coffee, nothing helped me stop looking at the clock that was decidedly stubborn about going too slow.
I even considered doing a report for Nigel to pass the time. Luckily, I found a nail file and began perfecting them the way I’d seen in Vogue. It had been a close shave.
Finally it was lunchtime so I grabbed my bag and rushed to the lobby where I realised Helen was late as usual. Before I turned my back on a huge photo of Richard, I took in his good looks sadly. Dark brunette hair, the colour of cola, hung casually, shining healthily and curling slightly at the ends. His eyes were a pale blue, like water, and were strangely feminine in comparison to his chiselled jaw line and biceps that always threatened to burst his shirt sleeves.
Helen and I went to our usual cafe and I told her everything about Richard. She smiled and laughed in all the right places but something felt different.
“Right. What’s wrong? Did you not get laid this weekend or something? Because you’re being unusually quiet. Normally I can’t tell a full story without you interrupting.” I placed my hands on the table and leaned forward. “I managed to tell you all about Richard before your hot chocolate even had time to mould. Something’s up.”
“Nothing’s wrong.” She shrugged. “I’m just tired.”
“Now I know you’re lying. You don’t get tired, you’re too used to going on all night benders for that kind of shit.” I laughed, and she joined in weakly.
“Seriously, Anna, I’m tired.” She yawned loudly, drawing a few scowls from the people around us. “I mean, having sex with a millionaire until I had to leave for work this morning really wore me out.”
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