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I was a bitch.  I know that sounds harsh, but there it is.  There is no sugar-coating it and quite frankly, I was not apologetic about it either.  I was not the fun snarky smart-ass bitch that people like to hang out with.  I was the teeth-bared, claws-extended, drawing-blood kind of bitch.

When I got my promotion to vice president, I took my job seriously and everyone under me paid the price.  My subordinates, the production room staff, the marketing flunkies, everyone.  But no one more so than my assistant.  Looking back, I am amazed that he did not report me or at minimum quit the job.  But he stuck it out like a trooper.

He was recently out of college and looking for his first job.  I hired him directly myself but mostly because of the way he looked in a suit.  And I liked the idea of being a female executive with a young male assistant running my errands.  I realize that if the roles were reversed, it would be misogynistic and sexist, but it did not feel that way when I was in charge.

Cole was in his early twenties, dark hair that he wore combed straight back, and flashing green eyes that always looked like he was hiding a secret.  It turns out he was, but I did not know that when I hired him.

I had been with the bank for almost ten years when I finally got the vice president position.  I had worked the long hard hours that were required and my boss finally got noticed.  Or more to the point, my boss got his own promotion and left me in charge.  I suppose it is a compliment but I thought it was way overdue personally.

I knew that my reputation was not flattering but I was on my way up the ladder and I did not care.  In my earlier years, I might have been known to let my looks carry me forward but the years were creeping up and I had to rely more and more on cutthroat tactics and ruthless abilities.  I am certain that my stiletto heels and tight French twist only added fuel to the rumor fire.

On Cole’s first day, he showed up promptly at 7:45 in the morning with his suit and tie and I whipped him straight to work.  Within the first hour, he was filing, fetching coffee, scheduling meetings, and logging sales calls.  I was mildly impressed that he did not even balk once.  I sent him out to pick up my lunch at one o’clock sharp and admittedly he did get the complicated order correct.  When I returned from my last meeting, it was a few minutes past five and I did notice that he was already gone.  Since he was an hourly employee, I was not certain whether I appreciated his attention to cost control or whether I was upset that he clocked out without waiting for me to return.  But since he had been there since before eight, I did not waste too much time thinking about it.  After all, I was a busy executive and had no time to worry about such things.

As per my routine, I packed up at five thirty sharp, arrived at the gym at six on the dot, and finished my spin class at seven.  I was home by seven thirty to heat up the meal left by my private chef and had finished eating by eight o’clock.  I showered and dried my hair before finally crawling between my sheets at nine.  I operated by my clock and by my schedule.

Everyone does need a slight deviation and mine happened at night when I was alone.  Despite my buttoned-up suits and flawless French twists, at night I slept with my hair down and I read trashy graphic romance novels.  It was my escape and I did not share it with anyone.  Granted, part of the addiction might have been the lack of male companionship in almost a year.  But dating just was not a priority to me.  It seemed like such a waste of time and resources, not to mention the fact that my life revolved around my career and I certainly was not going to date anyone from work.  At that stage, who would have wanted me anyway?

Seriously, the comments that I heard about my Prada handbag all referred to a movie about the devil carrying one.  That was not conducive to flirtatious lunches and giggling over drinks after work.  Luckily, the idea of either of those activities almost turned my stomach.

On Cole’s second day at work, he again arrived slightly before eight and was ready to go.  I cracked the whip to his surprisingly nice ass, and put him straight to work.  I was buried in a report that I had to turn in when he stopped in at 11:30 sharp.

“Ms. Greyson?” he asked politely.

“What is it?” I snapped, my head barely moving from the papers in front of me.

“Same lunch as yesterday?”

I nodded and waved him off.  He returned in about twenty minutes with the exact same meal, down to the special substitutions I usually asked for.  I was mildly impressed as I handed him a $20 to cover the cost.

This time at five o’clock, I was still in my office so he stopped in before he left.

“Ms. Greyson?  Is there anything else?”

“No, Cole, but thank you.” I tried to soften since he was still new.

He nodded, and I noticed a smirk on his lips.

“You have something to say?” I challenged.

“No ma’am, nothing at all.”

His dark hair seemed slightly disheveled and there was that glimmer in his green eyes that hinted of a secret.  I narrowed my own eyes at him but did not push the issue.

“Did you put the company function on my calendar?” I asked instead.

“Yes, ma’am.  This Friday at the club on the top floor.”

“Excellent, thank you.” I returned to my report as a silent dismissal.

****

I did not pay Cole much attention for the rest of the week as I banged out my own work.  I knew that he probably had questions, being his first week, but I just did not seem to have the time.  Well, in retrospect, I simply did not make the time.  But in the moment, it felt like I did not have the time to waste.

On Thursday after work I actually skipped my spin class and headed to the spa instead.  I was not normally a spa kind of woman, but in honor of the company function the following evening, I got my fingernails and toenails painted and a lovely bikini wax.  I had forgotten just how badly those hurt, and nearly punched the attendant before I realized that it would have smudged my nail polish.  I considered getting my hair blown out as well, but opted to skip that so that I could shampoo and shower in the morning.

By the time I got home, I was feeling pretty fancy.  I ate the last remaining meal from my chef stash and slipped between the covers at nine, right on time.  I read a few chapters of my trashy romance novel and realized that, to my embarrassment, I had hired an assistant that closely resembled the descriptions of the main male character in my favorite series.  Granted, the character in the book was a swashbuckling pirate hell bent on capturing the innocent princess, but the physical descriptions fit Cole to a T.

I even suspected that under his pressed suit and crisp button down shirts, he was actually quite built.  He struck me as a guy who spent a lot of time at the gym, probably just to gawk at the scantily clad girls.  He probably had no issues getting dates.  I was a little surprised that a young man of his education and with his looks was working as an assistant but what did I know.  I could barely remember his last name.

But the scene in the book was making me remember the way his strong jaw tensed when he seemed annoyed with me, and the way his emerald eyes always looked slightly devious.  I finished the section of the book, and lay back on my 600-count Egyptian cotton sheets.  They felt cool and soft against my bare skin and I closed my eyes with thoughts of a naked Cole hovering over me.  I felt something in my core that I had not felt in a very long time, desire for another person.

The next morning was the day of the party and I am afraid I was a little more abrupt with Cole than necessary, probably more from embarrassment than anything.  I ordered him around and barely made eye contact with the unflappable young man.  I had carefully selected my outfit for the day.  I normally wore traditional suits with high-necked blouses underneath.  I had done a 180 from my earlier days and was determined not to be taken for my looks any more.  But I had chosen a buttoned blouse today and a suit that rode a little higher on my thighs than normal.  I felt almost sexy in my lacy push-up bra and matching thong.  The peep toe pumps accentuated my glossy pink toenails as well.  But sitting behind my desk, I know that all Cole could see was the buttoned blouse, long-sleeved suit jacket and prim bun in my hair.

Around four o’clock, Cole poked his head in tentatively, “Are you ready for the party ma’am?”

I looked up from my computer, startled at the time.

“Yes, just give me five more minutes.  And please shut the door on your way out.”

He silently pulled the door closed and I whipped out my purse.  I shook my bun down into loose waves over my shoulders and carefully laid the suit jacket out on the back of my chair.  In front of the full-length mirror on the back of my office door, I unfastened two buttons on my blouse and regarded the peek of cleavage.  I then unfastened one more and grinned at the swell of my full tits. I swiped on creamy red lipstick and ran my fingers through my hair one more time before rearranging my boobs for maximum effect.  The skirt hugged my hips snugly and I shimmied just a little to make sure everything was in place.

When I opened the door back up, Cole was standing there waiting patiently.  His green eyes widened when he saw me, and his gaze raked over every inch of my body in this new outfit.  I walked up to him with a grin, and rested my palm flat on his chest.  He had shed his suit jacket as well, and his chest as firm as I had expected, and I could feel a certain heat radiating out from his body.  He had even rolled up his shirt sleeves, revealing muscled forearms and just the hint of a tattoo peeking out from one sleeve.

“You taking me to the party then?”

“Y-Yes, ma’am,” he nodded eagerly.

I tossed my hair over my shoulder and spun on my tiny stiletto heels.  I could feel his eyes on my swaying ass as I walked in front of him.  I knew I had a nice firm rear and the thong made sure there was very little clothing to hide each motion.  The elevator door closed silently around us and I cocked my head to the side to regard him coolly.

“So, Cole, how was your first week?”

“Busy,” he chuckled, “but good.”

“We didn’t run you off yet?”

“No Clara, you haven’t,” he emphasized the word indicating me.

“Maybe I need to try harder?”

Cole crossed his arms over his muscled chest and his eyes suddenly flickered from eager young man to something darker but I could not put my finger on it.

“If you feel the need,” he replied smoothly.

“I need a lot of things,” I smarted back before realizing what I had just said.

He smirked but smartly did not respond.

****

I could feel Cole’s eyes on me during the entire ride to the top floor but we rode in awkward silence.  Once the doors opened to reveal the party, I tightened up when I felt his warm hand on my lower back as he escorted me from the elevator.  The thin silk of my shirt did nothing to ease the heat from his body and I felt his fingers slide slightly lower than my waist.  I tried not to respond but the dampness was collecting between my thighs and I was mortified to be aroused by my assistant.

Our first stop was the bar on our right.  He ordered a dirty martini with a sly grin in my direction and I demanded a tumbler of Scotch neat.  I knew that too much would not help my situation but I needed at least a little something to take the edge off.  We wandered over to the tables of food.  With drinks in one hand and small loaded plates in the other, we headed to a dimly lit corner and found a table.

We aimed for the back corner of the back table, and ended up sitting next to each other with a view to survey the entire room.

“So, boss, fill me in on who we’re looking at,” Cole dipped a shrimp into the cocktail sauce and sunk his teeth into it.

I chuckled as I took another swallow of my Scotch.  It slid down my throat with a burning warmth and I felt my fingers starting to tingle.  I knew I had to go easy and focus on the food rather than the alcohol.

“Her there?  In the skintight red dress?  She’ll sleep with any penis in the room,” I giggled as the Scotch started to seep into my bloodstream.

“Hmm, maybe I’ll have to chat with her,” he grinned at me.

I stiffened my spine and felt a chilly edge tickle over my skin when I realized that I did not want him chatting up the slut of the company.  I wanted him chatting up this slut, me.  His eyes darkened again as he witnessed my reaction.

“Or we can just drink ourselves stupid and gossip about everyone,” he gestured to my nearly empty tumbler.

“I need more,” I nodded.

He waved down a wandering waiter and ordered refills for both of us.  By the time we finished the second round, I was extremely aware that our thighs were pressed together and that his arm was slung over the back of my chair.  I was grateful for the dim lighting and was ready for whatever the rest of the night was going to bring.  I had not been laid in months and it seemed that tonight needed to be the night.

“I think it’s time to get going,” he mumbled softly.

His warm breath tickled as he whispered in my ear and I shivered, my nipples tightening from his nearness.  We abandoned our glasses and plates and made a hasty exit to the elevators.  We returned to our floor and I was just about to gather my things and head home when he appeared, leaning sideways against the door frame.

His arms were crossed and his green eyes glittered like diamonds.

“It’s not time for you to leave yet,” he said coolly and calmly.

“Excuse me?  This is my office and I can leave whenever I want to.”

I had my purse on my shoulder and my jacket slung over one arm.

“No, you may not.”

I raised one eyebrow at him and cocked my head to the side, trying to understand what he was getting at.  He stepped forward into my office and shut the door behind him.  With a practices flip of his fingers, he even managed to lock it without looking.

“Cole?  What the hell are you doing?”

“I think you need to learn a little lesson, boss,” he called me that sarcastically now.

“A lesson?  Who the hell do you think you are?”

He strode purposefully towards me, yanked the things from my arms, and pushed me backwards against my desk.  The sharp edge bit into my ass and I blinked at him.  He stepped forward again and managed to wrestle his hips between my thighs, pinning me in place.

Without so much as a warning, he rested both palms flat on the desk and kissed me hard.  His lips pressed against my mouth, his tongue demanding entrance between my lips, and his teeth grasping roughly at my lower lip.  I let out a muffled gasp but made no effort to push him off.  Instead, I locked my ankles around his waist, letting the points of my stilettos dig into his ass, and kissed him back.

He finally broke free and growls in my ear, “I’m the boss now.”

I nodded, too surprised by the change and the conquering to argue with him.

He raked his nails up the outside of my thighs and withdrew them just as sharply, dragging my thong with them.  His hand buried itself between my thighs and when he feels the slippery wetness of my smoothly shaven pussy, he grins at me.

“You been waiting for this?  Hmm?  Are you the real slut of the office?”

He laid his palm flat against my pussy and massaged large circles over my flesh.  Tormenting and teasing the throbbing need buried within my folds.

“Oh I think you are.  I think you’ve been waiting for me all week, boss lady,” the twinge of his sarcasm was lost in my building arousal.

My breath was escaping in small faint gasps as he teased my pussy.  His teeth left tiny tingling bite marks down my throat until his nose was buried in my cleavage.  He dipped just one single fingertip between my pussy lips causing me to gasp loudly and then withdrew completely.

He made quick work of the remaining buttons on my blouse and yanked the garment open to expose my full ripe tits.  He stepped back to look at my flushed face and chest, my heaving boobs, and my spread thighs.

“No one pictures this when you are on those rampages in your meetings,” he grinned evilly.

“Now, boss lady, strip for me.”  He dropped into one of my office chairs and lounged backwards with his legs spread.

I tossed my hair and tried to catch my breath.  It was my moment to regain control and I had to reestablish who the boss was.

I stood up from the desk and slowly approached him, swaying my hips and staring him down.  I peeled off the rest of my blouse and my lacy push-up bra, letting my aching tits swing freely.  I stood just in front of him, spun around on my sharp heels and slowly unzipped my skirt, letting it slide down my ass until I was naked except for the spike-heeled shoes.

“Well damn,” he exhaled sharply, “Now get me hard and suck my cock.”

I turned back towards him, pressing his knees together so that I could straddle his lap.  I felt the stiffness of his cock underneath his crisp slacks and I rubbed my wet pussy against the swell.  I pressed my tits up against his chest as I gyrated my hips, feeling his cock twitch beneath me.  I finally slid my body down his until I was kneeling in front of him.

I reached for the fly of his slacks and he slapped my hand away sharply.  He grinned down at my upturned face and slowly unzipped his own pants.  His cock bobbed out eagerly, thick and long and ready for attention.

I excelled at cock sucking and I was determined to show him every last skill.  I pressed his length upwards against his stomach and ran my tongue over the underside of his shaft, flicking my tongue sharply over the opening at the tip.  I released my firm grip on his shaft and let it flop stiffly on his shirt.

I ran my tongue over his heavy balls, flicking and suckling lightly.  There is hardly a man alive who can tolerate having his balls played with while his cock goes untouched.  I sucked one of his swollen balls into my mouth, running my tongue over the crinkled surface in rapid little circles, then switching to the other.  As my fingers massaged the sensitive area just behind the sack, he groaned loudly.  And then right on cue, started stroking his own cock.

“I told you to suck my cock boss,” he released it with a downward motion, causing the shaft to smack me on the cheek.

I grinned up at him and engulfed his entire shaft into my hot wet mouth and let my tongue dance over his hot skin as I slid down.

“Holy shit,” he exhaled loudly.

I wrapped my fingers around his shaft and slowly slid the warm wet tunnel up and down, massaging his balls with my other hand.  I worked his entire cock with my hand and mouth, sucking and stroking firmly, dragging him to the edge of pleasure.  Suddenly, he yanked his hips backwards, pulling his cock from my grip with a wet popping noise.

“On the desk,” he grunted at me.

I perched my naked ass on the edge of the desk and he dropped his pants as he stood up.  His legs were lean and muscled, and they flexed as he stepped between my spread thighs.  He raked his nails up my inner thighs and I squirmed at the sharp lines of pain.  His fingers teased and rubbed at the outer lips of my pussy, tickling and stroking lightly.  I gasped in rhythm with his touch and was near begging him for more.

He stared as my breasts rose and fell with each shallow breath, and he pinched my nipple hard, twisting it roughly between his fingers.

“Oh!” I finally cried out in surprise.

“Don’t cum until I tell you,” he ordered.

I bit my lower lip and nodded.

I agreed easily because since his teasing was driving me crazy but did not push me closer to the edge.  As I finished nodding, he drove two fingers deep inside my slick wetness.  I gripped the edge of the desk until my knuckles turned white and my eyes closed to half-mast.

“Don’t cum for me,” he warned, continuing to drive his fingers in and out of my pussy.

I tried to think of something else, anything else, to keep myself from violating my orders.  But just when I thought I had distracted myself, his thumb landed on my clit and pressed firm tiny circles around my throbbing nub.  He kept finger-fucking me roughly and tormenting my needy swollen clit until I could not think straight.  My smooth stomach trembled as my peak grew close and he watched with rapt attention.

Just when I knew I could not hold it off, when the need and the teasing hit the breaking point, he withdrew his hand completely.

“Oh, no, please,” I did not intend to beg but the words just slipped out.

He roughly pulled me down off the desk and whirled me around so that I had to brace myself with my palms flat on the surface.  He grabbed my hips, his fingers digging in to my skin, and pulled my ass backwards so that I was bent in half.

His hand slid between my thighs again and pushed against my clit, rubbing and flicking until I was squirming against him.  I felt the edge of my climax pressing against my skin from the inside and again, just when I could not hold it back, he withdrew his hand and buried his cock inside me.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned and rested my forehead on the desk between my hands.

“Exactly,” he grunted as his hips bucked forwards against my ass.

And he pounded me.  He fucked me.  He drove his hips into my body.  He shoved his thick hard cock so far inside me, I think he touched new places.  His hands twisted in my hair and pulled until my back arched and my ass struck his pelvis with each stroke.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he suddenly burst out.

I tightened up my inner muscles, squeezing at his cock to force the cum out.  I gyrated my hips against him, massaging his orgasm to the surface.

He leaned over my back and growled in my ear, “Cum with me.”

I screamed something unintelligible and came harder than I ever had.  I am amazed I did not force his cock out of my body with the muscle spasms, but he shot jet after jet inside me, slamming his hips into the quivering cheeks of my ass.

After he was drained, he collapsed forward to rest his forehead against my gleaming skin.

****

Surprisingly enough, no one heard or caught us.  In retrospect, we probably both should have lost our jobs for fucking like that in my office.  We continued to play it off for quite a while.  By day, Cole remained my sweet doting assistant.  And by night, he was master of my pussy.  But if anyone noticed at all, they never reported it.

Eventually we realized that there was more going on than simple fucking, and we altered half of our relationship.  He found another position at the bank, and in turn, I found all new positions in which to tease and torment him.

It was part of our game -- to run into each other in the breakroom.  I would tilt my head to the side, exposing the soft underside of my throat that he liked to bite.  He would casually rub his palms together like he did before he spanked my ass.  If we had several of these encounters during the day, then that evening was really on fire.  Those nights, I would show up at his apartment and he would bend me over the table as soon as I walked in.  He loved to fuck me while I still wore my suit.  He just yanked the panties out from underneath and went to town.

One day in particular, for his birthday I think, I stopped by his desk while he was away.  I left a tiny black G-string in his chair so that he knew I was spending the rest of the day naked and wet under my suit.  When I saw him in the breakroom that afternoon, he had to adjust himself when I sashayed past him.  That night I had to suck him off before he would even touch me.

I have since learned that he is actually into the lifestyle, and we are looking forward to our first outing as a couple to one of the clubs next weekend.  I am excited to see what Cole is really about.
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