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My first job after college!  I was so excited for my first day, I could hardly sleep.  My boyfriend was actually kind of angry with me because I was not even in the mood for sex the night before.  He was complaining about ‘blue balls’ but I just ignored him.  He can be so whiny about that sometimes.

I had majored in journalism and was lucky enough to get a job that started the fall after graduation.  It was perfect -- I got to enjoy one last summer of freedom but was already safe and secure in the knowledge that I had a job.  So many of my friends spent the summer waiting tables and looking for a real job, but I was set.

It turns out that the editor of a local magazine was a fellow graduate of my university, and he was in the market for a junior editor.  It really did not pay much, but I was not worried about that.  My guidance counselor told me that the experience and exposure would more than make up for it.  ‘Exposure’ turned out to be an interesting word choice from her, but I digress.

I showed up for my first day in my beautiful dove gray interview suit and a pale pink silk blouse.  I loved the way the combination worked for me and everyone said it fit me perfectly.  To make myself feel good and feel grown-up, I even wore my nice silk bra and matching panties underneath.  I do not own a lot of nice lingerie, but wearing the fancy matching set always made me feel like an adult.  That silly boyfriend of mine even tried to have a little fun before work, but I told him to shove it.

The receptionist at the front desk was very nice, and even walked me back to my little office.  It was more like a closet with a desk, but I had my very own office!  I was beyond thrilled!  I thanked her for her help and she scurried back to the front.  I pulled out a laptop from one of the drawers and set my purse down into the now-empty space.

She had also pointed out the breakroom as we walked so I headed over to get a cup of coffee.  It seemed like a good place to meet some of my new co-workers and to familiarize myself with the place.

It was a little before eight o’clock in the morning, so there was only one other person there.

“Hello there, I’m Lexi,” I introduced myself to the older woman.

“Helen,” she said gruffly and nearly broke two of my fingers with her grip.

“It’s my first day,” I bubbled.

“I can tell,” she chuckled, “no one dresses up like that around here except for Mr. Greyson.”

“Well, I wasn’t sure and I wanted to err on the side of nice,” I shrugged.

“Best invest in some comfortable slacks and loafers.  He’s going to have you running around like a chicken with your head cut off.  At least, that was how it worked for the last intern…” Helen sort of mumbled the last part.

“Oh ok, thanks.  I actually have not met him yet.  I was interviewed by human resources only.  I guess since he and I graduated from the same school, he wasn’t worried.”  I scuffed the toe of my high heel against the carpet and tried not to be worried.

Helen smiled wryly, “Aw honey, you just smile at him and everything will be A-Okay.”

I quirked one eyebrow at her but had no verbal response.  She shuffled off in her maxi skirt and plain loafers and I was left in the kitchen by myself, in my pencil skirt and high heels. I clicked my way back to my little office, only taking one wrong turn during the process.

I did happen to notice that while my office looked like a converted janitor’s closet, the one next to mine looked like it took up the remainder of the area.  The lights were off and the door was shut, but it was an enormous space that had at least one entire wall of windows.  We were located on the fifty-fifth floor, the top floor of the building.  It must be an amazing view from in there.  I did not have any idea what the rest of the space was actually for.

I sat behind my desk and plugged in the laptop.  When it booted, I was prompted to set my password so I used my standard one to start.  As I started to open my email and flip through the sparse files in the cabinet, I heard heavy footsteps in the corridor outside my office.  Suddenly the doorway went dark and I found myself looking at the sexiest, most handsome man I had ever seen in person.

He nearly had to duck to step inside, and his broad shoulders seemed to fill the entire space.  His dark hair was combed back in damp waves and his blue eyes glittered brightly.  His strong jaw was peppered with dark stubble and I had the sudden urge to run my fingertips over the scratchiness.

I rose from behind my desk on shaky knees and tried to walk around the desk.  I ended up stumbling on the trashcan that I failed to notice before, and landed with both of my palms flat against the hard planes of his pecs.

“Well hello there,” his voice rumbled deep in his chest.

“H-H-Hi, I’m Lexi,” I tried to recover gracefully, but my stupid high heels tripped me yet again and I fell back against his chest.

“I’m Cole Greyson,” his large hands gripped my shoulders and righted my body vertical again.

“I-I-I’m so sorry,” I stuttered.

“Quite alright, I like the personal introduction,” he grinned.

My heart calmed back down from making an ass of myself, but it sped right back up as he smiled down at me.  He smelled of Ivory soap and the outdoors and the entire experience was making me lightheaded and tingly.

I knew that it was going to be a long internship.

****

That first day ended up being rather long.  I had to sit through several hours of orientation, about the computer systems and the health insurance benefits and something about not harassing my fellow employees.  But every time Mr. Greyson walked by the conference room window, I had terrible thoughts of harassing them.  If it ever came to court, I would blame the human resource lady for planting suggestions.

I was released briefly for lunch, and made my way downstairs to the deli for a turkey sandwich.  I felt so grown-up in my suit and eating at this deli in the fancy office building.  Mr. Greyson’s personal assistant stopped by to introduce herself and to pick up his lunch.  She actually seemed nice, despite her big boobs and long blonde hair.  I guess he had a type.

When I returned from lunch, the human resources lady gave me a full tour of the office space.  Well, she showed me everything except the giant suite of an office that was concealing Mr. Greyson form my leering.

About three o’clock, I was released from my babysitter and returned to the quiet of my private office.  I read through a few introductory emails on my computer and looked through the sparse files in the drawers.  There were some outdated office memos and a few printed emails about meetings, but none of it was very helpful.  I did notice the memo about some kind of upcoming office function, but I paid no attention.  Towards the end of the day, Helen stopped by to see how my first day went.

“I guess it was alright.  I learned all about sexual harassment and dental insurance.  Oh, and I made an ass out of myself with Mr. Greyson.”

She grinned, “He has that effect on the younger women around here.  Me?  I’m too old for that nonsense.  But I can see why it affects kiddos like you.”

I shrugged, “It’s not that.  I tripped and fell against him.”

She laughed out loud, “Well there’s always the direct approach!”

“I didn’t do it on purpose!” I could feel my cheeks flush when I realized that she was implying I had done it intentionally.

“Oh I know, I’m just kidding.  Well, we’ll see you tomorrow.”

She headed out, and I started to pack up my purse to leave.

“Well…” the deep voice in the doorway startled me.

“Oh!  Mr. Greyson!”

“What?  No obligatory feel this time?”

My cheeks hurt they were so flushed and warm.

“Relax, it was just an accident.”

He walked over to perch on the corner of my desk, and his presence seemed to suck the oxygen right out of my lungs.

“How about a celebratory dinner?  On me?”

I fingered a loose strand of hair and nibbled my lower lip.

“D-D-Dinner?  Gee, I don’t…”

“A word of advice… It’s not good form to turn down the boss on your first day…”

I bit my lip this time, “Oh.  Well, okay then.”

When he grinned at my acceptance, my knees went weak.  His carefully combed hair was now in rakishly messy curls, and his blue eyes gleamed with a wicked light.  As we left the small space, he rested his large palm against my lower back and I think my tummy actually trembled at the heat of his touch.

His driver took us to a small Italian bistro with white linen tablecloths and candlelight.  I thought it was an odd place to take an intern on her first day.  He draped his suit jacket on the back of his chair and loosened the tie at his neck, unbuttoning the first button.  I tried not to stare at the dark curls peeking out at me.  But when the wine was poured and the gleam in his eyes brightened, I knew I was in trouble.

When he stretched back in his chair, I could see the flat pecs under his shirt, and I watched his biceps strain at the soft cotton of his sleeves.

“So tell me a little about yourself.”

“N-N-Not much to tell really.  I just graduated this past May, and am really excited to be working for you.”

He raised his eyebrows at my choice of words and I blushed yet again.  I was beginning to worry it was a permanent state around him.

“Well I do hope you can make it to our little party on Friday.  We’re celebrating a huge advertising win so I thought we could have a little fun.”

“Oh!  Um, sure, that sounds great.”

Was he asking me as a boss or like a date? I wondered.

“Feel free to bring your boyfriend, if you want.”  As a boss.

“Oh, well, um, maybe.”

“Single gal?”

I looked down at the table and fiddled with the tablecloth.

“Ah, I understand,” he winked at me.

My heart fluttered and I downed the rest of my wine.  The rest of the evening went smoothly.  Well, smoothly for him and awkwardly stupid for me.  But that is just what seemed to happen to me around him.  That night my boyfriend was rather eager to fuck me in my suit but I just brushed him off with a mumbled “I’m tired”.

After work the next day, I stopped at the store for a new outfit for Friday.  I figured the party was right after work, so I was aiming for something that would work under my suit for the daytime and then I could just slip out of my jacket for the party.  I found a stunning cranberry top that hugged tightly in all the right places, but actually looked quite demure with a jacket on.  It was low-cut by itself, but somehow the jacket pushed the neckline together just enough to be workplace presentable.  I spent money I didn’t really have, just to make an impression on my sexy boss.

For the rest of the week, I was nervous and anxious about the party.  I told my boyfriend there was a work function on Friday evening and not to wait up.  I declined to mention it was a party and I just was not inviting him.

****

The whole week took forever.  When Friday finally rolled around, I took extra care in the shower that morning to shave everything from the neck down.  I even put on a fancy push-up bra and matching thong, under my new maroon top and the grey suit with the slim pencil skirt.

My boyfriend eyed me up and down but this time did not even try to proposition me.  I thought it was odd, but since I had turned him down the last few times, maybe he was giving up.  Unfortunately, spending that much time around Mr. Greyson had really ramped up my libido.  I had been watching his tight muscles move under his tailored clothing, the way he ran his fingers through his dark hair when he was focused on something, the way his blue eyes lit up when he caught a glimpse of leg or cleavage.  I could not tell if he was just that way with me, or with all the young women in the office.  But either way, it was having an effect on me.

I was admittedly unfocused and unproductive for that entire day.  Luckily I had a private office so it was harder to tell that I was slacking off.  I think it was partly because I was still so new at the company , that I did not have a lot of work to get done.  But it was partly due to nerves about the event that evening.  Helen stopped by to say hello and that she was hoping I was staying afterwards.  I nodded ‘yes’ and she smiled.  She was an interesting lady but it was nice to have a friend.  I had not met many people but perhaps that would change at the party.

Around four o’clock, I noticed that there was a distinct hum of conversation in the hallways and I assumed people had stopped trying to feign productivity.  I pushed my door almost completely closed and took a moment to freshen up.  I ran a brush through my hair, powdered my nose and applied fresh lipstick.  Then I slipped out of the suit jacket and laid it nicely on the back of my chair.  I checked my reflection in my compact one more time, straightened my snug blouse over the push-up bra, and headed out into the hubbub.

Everyone seemed to be dressed in a modified version of business attire so I did not feel overdressed or underdressed.  They all seemed to be milling towards the large conference room so I joined the flow of people traffic.

“Oh hey there,” a young voice next to me spoke up.

I turned and looked at the speaker.  He was a young man, a few years older than me, and seemed to have his eyes glued on my breasts as they bounced under the tight silky top.

“Hi,” I purred, “I’m Lexi.”  It seemed that my hormones were in overdrive for all eligible-looking males now.

“I’m Thomas, I work in accounting over there,” he pointed down a hall I had not explored yet.

“Nice to meet you,” I smiled coyly.

He grinned, his eyes never leaving the top curves of my cleavage.  He was nice-looking, but after my week of Mr. Greyson, I was not ready to settle for an eager puppy.

The conference room had been mildly decorated, sort of like a high school prom with a ‘Congratulations’ banner and streamers.  The table itself looked much better.  It was covered with platters and tiers of fancy catered food, and the back credenza was lined with glasses and bottles of liquor.  When I saw the food, I realized that I had not eaten lunch and was suddenly ravenous.

I made my way through the crowd to load my plate with cocktail shrimp, cheese and crackers and strawberries, and several dips with fresh vegetables.  I was starving but I was not looking to make a pig out of myself.  I accepted a glass of red wine from a polite server and headed to a back corner to inhale my provisions.

I felt him before I saw or heard him.

“Lexi,” Mr. Greyson’s deep voice rumbled.

“Mr. Greyson” I squeaked.  Yes, that was the impression I was going for.  Forget sexy, sultry sophisticate; let’s try Minnie Mouse instead.

He lifted a strawberry from my plate, and I was mesmerized by the way his full lips entrapped the succulent fruit only a moment before his teeth freed the flesh from the stem.

“Tasty,” he whispered in my ear.

I felt the shivers trickle over my skin as his breath grazed my skin.  When I dared to look up at his piercing eyes, I felt them reach down inside and read every naughty thought I had had over the last week.  His eyes darkened as he stepped closer.  His hand barely grazed my lower back and I shivered again.

“How about a refill?” some random chipper voice piped in to our very intriguing conversation.

As the waitress broke the moment and refilled our wine glasses, I took the opportunity to pop a cocktail shrimp in my mouth.  It was not the sexiest thing to do in the moment, but I was still starving.  His gaze was focused on my mouth as I nibbled the shrimp and spicy cocktail sauce.

When the young woman wandered off, I half-expected his eyes to follow her little bubble butt, but I was shocked that they were still on my lips.

“I think we need more strawberries,” he winked.

I inhaled sharply and forgot to exhale until he sauntered off to the table for more fruit.  I downed the remaining food on my plate in his absence, realizing that inhaling food at a party was not sexy, but neither was a rumbling tummy.

He returned carrying a bottle of wine and a plate laden with fruit and cheese, and wearing a devilish grin.  I set my plate down on the back bar and smiled up at him.  Holding just the glass of wine it was easier to look appealing.

“How about we find a little more privacy?” he suggested.

I nodded and followed as he led me out of the conference room and back to his office.  He shut the door behind us and I gasped at the view from the wall of windows.

“It’s breathtaking!” I breathed.

“Yes, it is,” he rumbled as his hands slid around my waist from behind.

“Mr. Greyson!”

“I think you can call me Cole at this point,” he chuckled.

His fingers brushed against the nape of my neck as he moved my hair and I trembled.  When his lips touched my skin, I gasped at the surge of heat in my blood.

“I’ve been waiting for tonight all week,” he whispered.

“Why’s that?” I could barely speak as his hands spanned my quaking tummy.

His lips still trailed over my neck as he murmured, “I thought it would be odd to try this in the middle of a Wednesday.”

I laughed despite myself, and appreciated his sense of humor.  When his fingertips brushed the lower curve of my breasts, I shuddered.  His teeth closed firmly on my earlobe and I found myself pressing backwards against him.  It had only been moments since he touched me, but already I was turned on more than I got while having actual sex with my boyfriend.

He eased the hem of my top out of my skirt and let his fingers tickle my lower back.  I squirmed against him and could have sworn I felt his cock twitch.

“That ass has to be mine,” he groaned.

I turned to face him, letting my hands slide up his firm chest until they threaded around his neck.  His lips found mine at last and he devoured me.  His teeth nipped and his tongue plundered, and I let him take every inch.  He tasted like strawberries and red wine, and I was drunk on him.

While we kissed, he had apparently been moving us backwards because I suddenly felt the sharpness of his desk against my ass.  He easily lifted me up so that I was perched on the edge.  His hands stroked my inner thighs until my legs fell open to his intruding hips.  I locked my ankles around his waist and he made quick work of sliding my top off.

While his lips and tongue teased my already tight nipples through my satin bra, I felt the back his hand moving between us.  When I realized what he was doing, I almost came in my panties.  He was stroking himself as he teased my breasts.  I felt my bra clasp release and he tossed it aside.  His fingers pinched and rolled my nipples until they were so hard they ached.  My breath was coming in short gasps and I tried to push his hand out of the way so I could feel what was about to plunder my body.

He was hard and hot and thick in my hand and he quickly pulled my hand off.

“On your knees,” he groaned as he backed up a few steps.

I slid off the desk and dropped in front of him.  Up close, I was certain it was one of the largest cocks I had ever seen in real life.  It was throbbing, eager for me.  When I ran my tongue up the sensitive underside, he groaned and bucked towards me.

“Get it wet, make it soaking wet,” he ordered me.

I slid as much of him as I could deep in my throat and let my tongue dance over the pulsing head.  I tickled his swollen balls with my nails until he was groaning and thrusting into my mouth.  After a very few minutes, he withdrew himself and yanked me off the floor.

“Is that ass of yours a tight virgin?” he growled.

“Wait?  What?”

“I want to take that virgin ass of yours,” he rumbled as he spun me around.

He practically yanked the skirt off my body and kneaded my exposed ass, the thong leaving very little to the imagination.  He hooked his thumbs into the scant garment and whisked it away, leaving me naked except for my high heels.

When his fingers stroked over my wet pussy, I groaned and pressed against him. He found the aching nub inside my folds and rubbed it urgently, sending new waves of wet pleasure through my body.  He tickled my tight little asshole with those same wet fingers, and slowly slid one inside.  I gasped and wriggled against the invader.

“So fucking tight,” he groaned.

His finger left and I felt the head of his cock pressed against the same spot.  All the horniness in the world could not have erased my anxious nerves but I wanted him so badly that I steeled myself.

The pressure against me was enormous as he tried to penetrate but suddenly the head popped inside.  The pressure built as he kept sliding inside and I felt stretched in every direction.  When I felt his hips make contact with my ass, he paused to let me body adjust.

I was just getting used to the full feeling when his fingers slid around to the front of my body, and found the source of my ache.  He alternated between rubbing my clit and sliding inside me until I was a dripping quivering mess.  And as he continued to tease and torment me, his hips began to move.

The combination of all that stimulation was almost overwhelming.  I did not realize it had been so long since I had really been fucked but when he got going, I wanted more and more.

“Oh god,” I moaned, pressed back against him and pressing his hand against me.

“Fuck,” he moaned, “almost too tight.”

He pounded at me, long hard strokes that touched new places each time.  I felt him pause a couple of times and I grinned, knowing that he was trying to hold off.  It was the advantage of a ‘more experienced’ lover I suppose.

“I can’t…” he gasped.

With his fingers twisting and kneading inside me, and his cock plundering me from behind, I finally could not hold back my own climax.  I bucked and screamed and came all over his hand only moments before I felt his cock tighten and release inside me.

“Fuuuuuuuuck,” he exhaled as he pumped the last few drops into my ass.

We collapsed forward onto his desk, searching for oxygen in the heated room.

The rest of the evening was spent lying naked on his leather couch while we polished off the bottle of wine and ate every single one of those strawberries.

****

For the next few months, Cole and I fucked almost every day.  It only took about three weeks before I dumped my boyfriend.  I just could not play the game anymore, and both men deserved better than me running around.  Over that time, I learned that Cole was just as accomplished at making me cum with his tongue.  I had never had a man take the time to make me hit three orgasms before even trying to get inside.

I also learned a few new blowjob tricks that I loved to practice on his gorgeous cock.  He loved to explode all over my tits while I stroked out every last drop.

But above everything else, he loved anal sex and I learned that I loved it too.  He was so good at stroking just that right place that it sent me over the edge every time.  Sometimes he liked to tease me, get me close and then change his rhythm just enough to prevent it.  But I also learned how to do the same to him.  Just when his cock would swell for that last thrust, I would tighten down my muscles and he could no longer thrust.  He would just growl and smack my ass until I released his cock.  But he always came a little harder when I did that.

It did end up tapering off, and I eventually got another magazine job that paid a little more.  We are no longer sleeping together, but we are still good friends.  My new boyfriend and his current girlfriend are terrific about it, and have no issues with the friendship.  We have all hung out together, and my boyfriend certainly reaps the advantages of everything I learned in my first job.  My guidance counselor in college was right -- “experience” was the way to go.
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