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“One, two, three!” Abby and I yelled at the same time.

Sucking in a deep breath, I opened my email and read it carefully. I squealed in delight at the same time that my best friend did.

“You got it?” she asked.

“Yup!”

We held hands and danced around her parents’ living room, and Abby’s blonde ponytail bobbed. Since we’d been job-hunting for the past couple of months, we’d bounced from my parents’ house to hers. It at least gave the impression that we were doing something other than sending out applications and waiting.

Now, all that was over. Apparently, we’d aced our last interviews because we were being offered jobs.

“I think we might be one of the few in our graduating class to have gotten employed already,” Abby mumbled.

“I mean… the job market kind of sucks. It’s a miracle that we’ve gotten these.”

“Or we’re pretty good at interviews,” she quipped.

Abby giggled and dropped onto the couch.

“Going to be pretty strange to spend my days apart from you, though. We’ve been joined at the hip for almost four years.”

“True. Doesn’t stop us from catching up on the weekends.”

“You know what we should do?” She leaned forward with a grin I knew well. “Celebrate with a special party.”

“And what would be so special about this party?” I asked with an eyebrow raised.

“You remember the party that Melody was talking about a couple of weeks ago? With the older guys spoiling hot young girls for a night?”

I wrinkled my nose.

“Didn’t she also say that it’s invite-only? How would we get in?”

“Let’s just say one of the guys is a little loose with his invitations. After all, who’s going to complain about a few extra college girls crashing the party?”

“Ex-college girls,” I said quickly with a chuckle.

She only rolled her bright blue eyes.

“It doesn’t matter, Jordan. We’re pretty 22-year-olds who just want to have a little fun, and we don’t mind having some older guys around while we do it.”

It all sounded too good to be true, and I shook my head.

“And how old are these men exactly? Are you sure they’re safe?”

“Older than us,” she said with a shrug. “But not like they’ve escaped from an old folks’ home or something. And yes, they’re safe. All the girls I know who’ve been are fine.”

“But—”

She held up her hand to stop me in my tracks.

“Could you calm down with the questions already? Jeez. You don’t always need every little bit of information about something before you agree to do it. We’re entering the real world in a couple of weeks, let’s just live a little today.”

Sighing, I sat beside her. She was right. Even when I felt like I was being impulsive, it was a little calculated.

“Fine. What am I going to wear?”

“Oh, don’t worry about it. I’ve definitely got that covered.”

Her smile held a hint of mischief, but I didn’t question it. I knew her well enough to trust what she had in mind.
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I ran my hands over the sparkly mini dress that Abby had chosen for me. It always blew my mind that her fashion sense was so much better than mine. I wouldn’t have seen this dress’ potential on the hanger, but Abby was different. Somehow, she knew that pairing this dress with certain accessories and shoes would be perfect. Now, I looked like my outfit was far more expensive than it actually was.

“Ready?” she said while extending her hand.

Smiling, I locked my fingers around hers. My heart thundered as we walked toward the party venue. If I didn’t know what was happening inside, there would have been no indication from the exterior. A tall, muscular brunette stood in front of the dark door—already staring us down. Fortunately, Abby wasn’t deterred.

“Hello. We have an invitation from Bradley Myers.”

The name must have meant something significant because he opened the door without another word. Squealing, Abby and I raced up the stairs. They led to a dimly lit room that was far larger than anticipated. There was a bar to the far left, while an assortment of chairs and tables circled the dancefloor. Although there weren’t a lot of people dancing, Abby pulled me over there, anyway.

“Are you sure you want to start dancing already?” I asked, feeling self-conscious.

“How else are we going to catch the attention of the gentlemen who’d like to spend their money on some hot girls?” she replied with a wink.

I chuckled. The music was just the right volume to make you want to dance, but not so overpowering that you couldn’t hear anything else. When the catchy beat of another song started, Abby let out a whoop and started to dance. Letting the rhythm suck me in, I joined my friend. By the time the third song began, Abby had an admirer.

The older redhead whispered in her ear and she snickered. Winking at me, she headed over to the bar with him. I danced until the end of the song, but quickly lost interest in being there by myself.

I can buy my own drink.

Wandering over to the bar, I ordered a simple cocktail. When the bartender returned with a large glass containing a neon-pink concoction, my eyes widened. I definitely hadn’t thought it was going to be that big.

“Too much for you?” a deep voice asked.

I glanced up to find an older man with a beguiling smile. Hints of grey teased his blonde hair but only laugh lines creased his face.

“I’m not sure.”

Chuckling, he turned to the bartender.

“Add this drink to my tab, Colt.”

The young man nodded and I curled my fingers around the drink.

“Would you like to join me?”

“Okay.”

His table was against the wall, and it gave me a good view of the rest of the room. Abby was chatting away with her new friend while nursing a purple drink that was almost as large as mine.

“So, what happened to the person who invited you?” he asked.

My eyes widened as my mind drew a blank. I hadn’t considered that I’d need to tell anyone else who invited me.

Shit.

“Uhm… I’m not sure.’

“It’s okay if you’ve forgotten his name.”

I shook my head.

“It’s not that. It’s—Can you keep a secret?”

“I can.”

“My friend and I kind of used someone’s name to get in here. Please don’t tell anyone. We just wanted to see what the fuss was about and have some fun.”

The stranger burst out laughing.

“Well, we have that last part in common, I suppose.”

“And how’s your first time?” I asked.

He held my gaze so long that my skin started to tingle.

“I guess we’ll see.” He downed his drink and rose. “Would you like to dance?”

“Sure.”

Taking another sip of my drink, I followed him to the dancefloor. Just as we started to move, the upbeat song switched to one that was slower and more sexual. My gaze flicked to the stranger’s eyes, but he didn’t miss a beat. He pulled me closer—melding his firm body against mine.

One of his hands held my elbow while the other rested on the small of my back. As we moved together, his hand slowly drifted to the curve of my ass. I should have told him to move it, but a part of me wondered what it would be like if he moved it even farther instead. Grinding my hips on him, I felt his cock harden against my stomach.

Holy shit.

I might not have much experience, but even I knew it was larger than average. Curling my hands around his neck, I wondered what it would be like to break my dry spell with the monster in his pants. Licking my lips, I tried to imagine taking every inch of him inside me. Just the thought almost made me moan.

Suddenly, someone tapped me on the shoulder. I looked around sharply to find Abby grinning at me.

“Sorry to intrude, but I think we’ve been found out.”

“What?”

“Yeah. Apparently, dear old Bradley has been inviting way too many random people, so he’s been kicked out.”

“Oh, shit.”

I turned to the stranger whose hand was still slowly caressing my ass.

“I’m sorry. I have to go.”

“I heard. Maybe we’ll see each other again.”

“Maybe.”

It was the perfect opportunity to rattle off my number for him, but what would have been the point? I didn’t have time for the complications that could come with this gorgeous stranger. Stepping out of his embrace, I raced down the stairs and away from the party.
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I took a deep breath and looked around my new boss’ office. It was only 10 but the morning had been a flurry of activity. Who knew it took all this effort to be on-boarded as a new employee? Fortunately, I was now waiting to get instructions for the rest of the day. I had only spoken to him briefly during the interview, but I remember him being a pleasant – if a little past his prime – man.

“Thanks for waiting. I had to—”

His voice trailed off when we locked gazes. Blinking, I waited for the dream to end because surely, this couldn’t be real. Lord knew I’d spent enough nights fantasizing about the hot stranger for my brain to concoct a full hallucination.

“Well, this isn’t how I thought we would see each other again,” he said with a familiar panty-melting smile.

“I can’t believe you’re here,” I whispered. “Wait… I met my boss. It definitely wasn’t you.”

“Oh, Bob? Yeah, he retired.”

“That makes sense.”

Laughing softly, he extended his hand.

“I’m Michael Witter.”

“Hello, Mr. Witter. I’m Jordan Teague.”

“Jordan.”

He said my name like he enjoyed the taste of it on his tongue. The second that our hands touched, the memories of the party came flooding back. Even though he hadn’t moved, I felt his hard cock against my body. I swallowed and pulled my hand back quickly.

“So, what did you have planned for me today?”

“A lot… until I actually saw you.” He cocked his head to the side and inched closer to me. “Now, I wish we could put on some music and finish that dance.”

My face grew hot. Something told me that he wasn’t only thinking about the way we’d moved together.

“Maybe if you weren’t my boss, now.”

“I thought you trusted me to keep secrets,” he replied with a smirk.

“Just so we can dance?”

Michael slid his hand around my waist and pulled me into his embrace. Our bodies fit perfectly together again.

“Is that all we were doing when you started to rub your body on my hard cock? You weren’t trying to turn me on so much that I’d lose my mind?”

I shook my head.

“I wasn’t really thinking about it, honestly. It just felt right.”

“And how does it feel now?” His other hand cupped my ass while he slowly rocked his hips. “What do you think would feel right in this moment?”

Ruining me with your cock.

But I swallowed the words before they could slip out. What was I thinking? This was my boss! It was one thing when he was an anonymous stranger at a party. It was quite another to even think about anything sexy with him now. Breaking the company rules was absolutely out of the question.

Breathing deeply, I put my hand on his chest.

“We can’t. You know we can’t.”

Michael groaned. Although he stopped moving his hips, his fingers traced leisurely circles on my ass cheek.

“I know. That doesn’t mean it isn’t… hard.”

And fuck, it was. It took every ounce of self-control I had not to stroke the outline of his erection through his slacks. Shaking my head, I balled my hands into fists.

“Then we should probably focus on work, right?”

“Right,” he reluctantly agreed. Sighing, he retreated to his chair. “Let’s discuss what you’ll be working on this week.”

“Yes, Mr. Witter.”

I doubted it would be as interesting as what he really had in mind, but that didn’t matter. The time to find out how well we fit together was long gone.


[image: Swirl Clipart Country - Elegant Swirl Png, Transparent Png -  640x480(#6042568) - PngFind]

Yawning, I turned on my computer. There were already multiple emails waiting for me when I logged into my account.

Exactly why I haven’t put the company app on my phone.

I glanced at the time again. It was a full hour before I was supposed to start working, but it wasn’t as if I could ignore the emails.

Especially this one from Michael.

Clicking the message, I read it quickly. It was easy because it was only one line. He wanted to see me as soon as I got in. Biting my bottom lip, I looked around the empty department. The usual crowd was the only thing that had kept us in check for the last two days.

Maybe I shouldn’t assume.

After all, he’d been nothing but professional since our encounter in his office on my first day. Michael wasn’t some hormone-riddled teenager. Of course, the grown man had gotten over it so he could focus on work. I should be able to do the same for the good of my future.

I squared my shoulders and headed for his office. Although meeting his gaze sent butterflies tumbling in my stomach, I sat on the chair he indicated.

“Thanks for coming in, Jordan. I must say that I didn’t think you’d get here so early.” He sighed and looked away. “Maybe that’s a good thing.”

My heart leapt. Was I in trouble?

“Did I do something wrong? I can always redo those reports, if—”

“No, no,” he said while holding up his hand. “You did well on those. You’re not in trouble. I just—Do you want to go out with me?”

My eyes widened.

“What?” It took a moment for his words to sink in. “I thought you agreed that we couldn’t act on those impulses.”

Clearing his throat, Michael rose and approached me. Having him tower over me made it way too hard to collect my thoughts. The fact that his cock was right in front of my face didn’t help.

“Is it an impulse if I still can’t stop thinking about you?”

I shook my head.

“And I can see in your eyes that you haven’t stopped thinking about me, either.”

“This is dangerous, Mr. Witter.”

The words tumbled from my mouth even though my pussy pulsed with need for him. If I didn’t get out of here, my panties were going to be soaked. Worse yet, it was going to be damn near impossible to keep my hands off him.

I pushed the chair back and stood. Unfortunately, the quick movement left me unsteady on my feet. Michael grabbed my waist quickly and pressed his body to mine. In seconds, his mouth was mere inches away.

“The rules…” I whispered.

“Fuck the rules.”

His lips crashed against mine—stealing my breath. My voice of reason shrank immediately. Splaying his hands over my ass, Michael held me in place while grinding his hard cock on me. Fuck, I wanted him.

Fuck the rules.

His words echoed in my mind while I gave in to the pleasure that curled between my thighs. I welcomed his tongue deeper into my mouth while running my hands through his hair. Groaning, he pulled my skirt up to pull my panties to the side. My clit responded instantly to my sexy boss’ touch.

As he slowly circled the sensitive bud, I moaned into his mouth. Chuckling, he pushed my thighs farther apart. Then he slid a finger into my aching pussy. My muscles clenched greedily around it like they were begging for more.

“Greedy little girl. You want a lot more than my finger, don’t you?”

I nodded quickly.

“What if I make you wait?” he asked while adding another finger inside me. “What if I fuck you with my fingers until you scream?”

But he didn’t wait for me to answer. Michael moved his fingers inside my throbbing pussy and on my clit in a mind-numbing rhythm. I didn’t have a choice but to dig my fingers into his shoulders to roll my hips to get everything from him.

Moaning, my eyes drifted closed. He was going to make me scream if he kept at it, and what the fuck would we do if people had come into the department? Still, I couldn’t fight how loud my moans were getting.

“Michael,” I whispered. “God, I’m going to come. Oh my God!”

“Come for me, Jordan. I want to feel you soak my fucking fingers, darling.”

I never thought someone’s words could spike my pleasure but there was just something about the way Michael talked to me. Before I even knew what was happening, ecstasy exploded in my core—sending shockwaves through my body. Throwing my head back, I lost track of the volume of my moans.

The intensity of my orgasm burnt through the self-consciousness that usually held me back. It wasn’t until I came down that I realized how loud the moans were.

“Holy shit,” I muttered. “Was that loud? Did anybody hear me?”

“Well, nobody knocked on my door,” he replied with a shrug.

He definitely couldn’t have been concerned because he didn’t move his hands from between my legs.

“You’re trouble.”

“And you love it.”

I panted heavily while Michael slowly moved his fingers inside me.

“My invitation still stands by the way.”

“What invitation?”

He chuckled.

“Did I just finger-fuck the first few minutes after entering my office out of your head?”

“Maybe.”

“I invited you out.”

“I’m not sure I’ll be allowed back at your party for older men.”

Michael burst out laughing.

“It’s not my party. That was my first time, remember? And I can’t say that I enjoyed it much until I saw you.”

My smile widened. I liked the idea that he’d been miserable before I got there and after I left.

“So, what did you have in mind?”

“Dinner on the weekend. We can get to know each other better.”

“I think I’d like that.”

“Good.”

It was ridiculous but I was already envisioning our easy banter in a nice restaurant. Somewhere I could pretend that he was just a sexy older man who made me come undone more intensely than I’d ever dreamed. There was nothing wrong with a little pretence, right?
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I yawned and stretched while looking at the last digit I’d typed into the spreadsheet. It was a shit tonne of information, and I almost couldn’t believe that I’d finished it in a day.

Now to print it.

Of course, it was going to be a lot of paper, but Michael insisted that was the only true way to find errors. Although I’d told him that it was old school and wasteful, nothing would get him to change his mind. Clicking the ‘PRINT’ icon, I watched paper slide out of the printer I shared with a quarter of the department.

Eventually, it stopped and I walked over to collect it. I slid the papers into a large folder before heading to Michael’s office. He answered my knock quickly. When I opened the door, I was greeted with a wide smile.

“To what do I owe the pleasure?” he asked.

“I have the Evans numbers ready for you.”

“Okay. Bring it over then.” He held up his hand when I stepped closer. “On your knees. Crawl for me, Jordan.”

I swallowed. Nobody had ever asked me to do that before and it was hot as fuck. Not knowing what else to do with the hefty folder, I placed it on the floor. I got on my hands and knees to crawl to Michael’s feet. Thanks to a few nudges, the folder made it there, too.

“Such an obedient girl for me,” he said. “Hand me the file.”

Shifting to one side, I handed him the mass of papers. Michael held the hefty folder but didn’t look in it.

“Do you know how tempting you look on your knees like that? Lips full and parted like you’re ready to take my cock.”

My face grew hot as my gaze involuntarily dropped to the growing bulge in his pants. Before my rational side could chip in, I crawled forward until I was between his legs. I undid his belt and zipper to free his cock. It wasn’t until I’d wrapped my hand around his hardening shaft that I realized that I didn’t know what to do.

Still, I stroked him while taking him into my mouth. After all, I’d watched a bunch of porn and listened to enough of my friends’ experiences to pull something off. But none of that prepared me for the way his cock hardened to stretch my lips.

Michael groaned while weaving his fingers into my hair. The more I bobbed my head, the tighter he gripped my hair.

Maybe I’m not so clueless after all.

Then he started to buck his hips. I wasn’t prepared for the feeling of his cock invading my throat and I gagged. Yet even though spit dribbled down my lips, I didn’t want him to stop. The way he throbbed in my mouth was intoxicating, and I wanted to get drunk. When I gagged louder, though, Michael pulled my head up.

“Too much?”

“I don’t know. Maybe? I’ve never done this before.”

“You’re fucking kidding.”

I shook my head slowly.

“But I don’t want to stop.”

Michael grinned while tossing the folder on the desk.

“You want my cock down your throat, Jordan?”

“Yes.”

“Are you ready to be my cock-hungry slut?”

My face burnt from embarrassment and desire. Right now, I didn’t want anything else than having him claim my mouth in any way he wanted.

“Yes.”

“Good.”

Guiding my head into his lap, Michael pushed past my lips again. As he rocked his hips, the taste of his precum coated my tongue. It was deliciously creamy and tart. Moaning, I hollowed my cheeks to get more.

“Fuck. Are you sure you haven’t done this before?”

Of course, I couldn’t answer him with my mouth full of his cock. With his pace increasing, I was certain he was going to come down my throat. He surprised me by lifting me off him again. Panting, I peered up at him. His lust-filled eyes met mine.

“You’re driving me crazy, Jordan. I need to fill up that fucking pussy. Breed you like my little cumslut.”

I didn’t even have to think about it.

“Fuck, yes.”

“Turn around.”

My eyes widened. I’d thought he would bend me over his desk, but he was too driven by need to get that far. My horny boss was going to fuck me on the floor like a slut. His slut. Biting my bottom lip, I turned my back to him—putting my ass in the air for him.

In seconds, my skirt was pushed to my waist. Michael let out a low groan when he pulled my panties to the side.

“You’re so fucking wet just from sucking my cock. Fuck.”

He slid the tip of his cock along my slick pussy lips before pushing inside me. My muscles clenched around his girth to welcome him. The stretch was excruciatingly pleasurable. It was as if I could feel every single vein in his shaft as he thrust deeper.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

With one thrust, he bottomed out in my throbbing pussy. He only held still long enough to start stroking my clit.

“You feel so damn good. Like you were fucking made just for me.”

He followed that with a groan so long and low that it reminded me of someone eating a delicious dessert. But it was just me. Just my dripping wet pussy accepting every deep, hard thrust as Michael fucked me senseless. As pleasure built between my thighs, I couldn’t decide if I wanted it to last forever or finally bring my climax.

The second Michael dug his fingers into my hips while pulling me up by my hair, though, I was lost. Closing my eyes, I couldn’t stop the moans that fell from my lips. I’d never felt an orgasm this intense before. It was like losing my mind in the best fucking way.

As soon as I cried out, Michael stiffened behind me. His cock twitched while filling me with spurt after spurt of cum. Using one hand to hold me in place, he used the other to slowly caress my breast through my shirt.

“Do you know how hard it is for me not to spend the rest of your day fucking you silly?”

I giggled.

“It would be interesting to see how many people knocked on your door, though.”

“Well, if you really want to find out…”

“Behave! We’re not even supposed to be doing this.”

“Hasn’t stopped us so far.”

I shook my head but still wondered if there would be a point when something made us stop. Could I simply be his subordinate?
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I looked around the restaurant—in search of anyone who might know us. Even though Michael had chosen one that was out of town, the fear of being caught still thrummed behind my ribs. It was impossible to deny that there was a bit of a thrill there, though.

What had gotten into me?

All my life, I’d only skirted the rules in circumstances where I was unlikely to be found out. But this? This was something else entirely. It was clear that being with my boss was against the company’s rules. Even when we were outside of the company, I knew people would judge us because of his position over me and our age gap.

So why are we even here?

But I knew the answer. At first, it was just that we needed to finish what we’d started on the dancefloor. Now, we couldn’t stay away from each other. When we weren’t flirting in the office, we were on the phone. Yet somehow, we hadn’t talked about what any of it meant. Then again, maybe I was reading too much into it. Maybe Michael was still just having fun.

“What are you thinking about?” he asked from across the table.

I nibbled on my bottom lip—unsure of how to broach the topic or if I should at all. Meeting his gaze, I decided to take the leap. It was better to know what he was thinking.

“I don’t know if we should be doing this if we don’t have a future together. Or maybe you’re hoping that we’ll eventually flame out and go back to being professional?”

Michael chuckled.

“First of all, I don’t think we were ever professional. Secondly, I’m not hoping for any kind of flameout. I want us to explore what this is.”

“But what about work? And what will people think?”

“You’re not going to lose your job. Trust me. I can talk to HR.”

My suspicions rose and the words tumbled from my lips before I fully thought them through.

“Because you’ve done this before?”

His eyes widened.

“Never!” He reached across the table to hold my hands. “I’ve never been interested in younger women, let alone someone I supervised. That’s why my friend had to trick me into going to that party. But with you…” Michael sighed while using his thumbs to slowly caress the tops of my hands. “Everything’s so different.”

My shoulders dropped and my lips curled into a smile. His look of adoration made it impossible to still harbour doubts about what he truly wanted.

“Okay.” I reached for the menu. “I’ll stop asking questions about us for now. Let’s see what this place has to offer.”

“Good. You’re going to need your energy for later.”

I met his gaze and wasn’t surprised to find his eyes twinkling with mischief.

“And what’s happening later?”

“You’re coming home with me.”

“Am I?”

“Absolutely. And then I’m going to fuck you until you can’t stand.”

The pussy pulsed at the promise. If I weren’t looking forward to trying a few things on the menu, I would have dragged him out of the restaurant immediately.

Soon.

***

It only took a couple of hours for us to give in to our desire. Though Michael had his hand on my thigh for the whole drive, his need to do more bled into the tension in his fingers. We barely made it into his contemporary style home before he had me up against the door.

His lips met mine and I eagerly accepted his tongue into my mouth. As we got lost in our embrace, he snaked his hand under my dress to pull my panties to the side. When his fingers found my clit, I moaned into his mouth. His breathing was ragged when he pulled away.

“I always planned to take my time with you when I got you into my house. But fuck, I just need to feel your cunt around my cock.”

His voice was raspy with need while he pulled down the straps of my dress. Undoing my bra with one hand, he groaned when my breasts spilled free. Despite his desire to fuck me, Michael took my nipple into his mouth and slid two of his fingers inside my pussy.

“Oh shit,” I whimpered.

I would never get tired of how easily I got wet for him. It couldn’t have been more than a minute and I was already dripping.

“Michael, please…”

“Tell me what you want, Jordan.”

“You know.”

Laughing softly, he moved his attention to my other nipple while stretching me with a third finger.

“I really don’t.”

He was obviously determined to drive me fucking crazy.

“Fuck me. Please. Micheal, fuck me. I need to feel your cock deep inside me.”

“Fuck,” he groaned.

Pulling away, he brought me farther into the house. He put me on his dining room table and yanked my panties off. With my legs spread for him, he plunged into me. It was like his cock soothed an ache but ignited an even greater desire.

“Michael…”

This time I didn’t need to say anything else. My boss knew exactly what I craved. Digging his nails into my ass, he slammed into me over and over—each delicious thrust hitting all the right spots. Pleasure pooled between my thighs, and I held on to him like a woman about to drown.

“Holy fuck, Jordan. I want to start and end all my days fucking balls deep in your pussy.”

“Yes, please,” I replied without hesitation.

And why would I hesitate? Nothing was truly stopping us from doing exactly that. Once he talked to HR and whoever else needed to know, we could be together. Of course, we probably still shouldn’t fool around at work. Probably.

Michael palmed the back of my head so we could kiss again. Even as our mutual climax spiralled to their peaks, we couldn’t pull away from each other. Our moans intertwined while he filled me with his cum.

“We should get someone to bring all your stuff here.”

“Why?”

“Because I never want you to leave.”

I giggled.

“Good. I don’t want to leave, either.”

I had no idea how this was all going to work but I was through questioning it. I was moving in with my boss.
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

I caught the glint in Michael’s eyes when he nodded at me. His presentation was going even better than he imagined. Though I’d wanted to support him from my cubicle, he suggested that working with him would show HR and the CEO that we were capable of being professional. Of course, he hadn’t counted on my panties getting soaked just watching him.

Smiling slightly, I handed out the last part of his presentation. It was the final piece of the puzzle that would clinch the deal for him. As I expected, the other managers were completely taken in by the proposal. Michael grinned while they complimented his ideas. It was all I could do not to run up to him and kiss him senseless.

Once the meeting was over, though, all bets were off. While Michael chatted with the head of accounting, I snuck into his office to wait. He walked in a few minutes later.

“Well, that went better than I thought it would,” he said.

“I told you the presentation was going to be great.”

“You never know how these guys might react to a proposal that’s going to completely overhaul the system.” Locking the door, he moved closer to me. “But having you there helped me to focus. Sort of.”

I grinned and spread my legs so he could get between them.

“Aww,” I cooed. “Was the big manager distracted?”

“Somebody kept looking at me like she wanted to get fucked.”

“Maybe I did. Seeing you in charge always gets me wet.”

His lips curled into a smirk, and he retreated to the chair behind him.

“Show me.”

I pulled my skirt up to remove my panties. My boss caught them easily when I threw them his way, but he never stopped looking at me. Bringing them to his nose, he watched me slowly part my pussy lips. I slid my fingers between them to collect the wetness that settled there.

“All that just from hearing me talk?” he mumbled in awe.

“And walk around the room as if I couldn’t see the outline of your big cock in your pants.”

“Oh yeah? Why don’t you show me what you want this big cock to do to you?”

Holding his gaze, I slipped my fingers inside my wet pussy. Even though it wasn’t what I truly wanted, I still stroked my G-spot like it was. As the pleasure built between my thighs, I reached into my shirt to stroke my nipple. Michael groaned.

“You know, it’s pretty dangerous to tease me like this when everyone can hear you scream while I fuck you.”

“Is it?”

He growled and shot up from the chair. Suddenly, I was bent over his desk with his thick thighs holding my legs apart.

“You should know by now that I’m a man of my word, Jordan. And I love it when my little slut screams for me.”

His words made my head swim, but he didn’t give me time to focus on that. Michael filled me with his cock in a single thrust. Although my lips parted, the immediate flood of sensations had me too conflicted to scream.

Holy shit.

He yanked my shirt out of my skirt to undo my bra. Playing with my nipples, Michael fucked me with a ferocity that told me he’d been thinking about this for the entire meeting, too. Even if I didn’t scream, someone outside the door could likely hear our bodies slapping together.

It was insane that we still couldn’t control ourselves after months together. Rational people would only flirt in the office and have sex at home. But us? We lost the ability to think clearly when we were near each other. It didn’t matter how focused we were on work, we found ways to touch or, better yet, fuck.

Gripping the other side of the table, I lifted my hips even higher so he could keep hitting the exact spot that was going to make me lose my mind. By the time his hand closed around my throat, I was moaning like the slut he liked to call me.

His slut.

“Are you going to come for me, Jordan?”

“Yes! Fuck, yes.”

He grunted behind me just as I let out a cry. His hot load flooded my pussy moments later. Panting, I collapsed on the desk as Michael’s cock twitched inside me.

“Now, what are we going to tell anyone who heard you?” he asked.

“Uhm… I stubbed my toe?”

“And yelled that loudly? You must have broken it.”

I laughed softly.

“This was all your fault.”

“You teased me!”

“You have no self-control.”

“When it comes to you? Never.”

He kissed the back of my neck. It always felt like this after we had sex. Comfortable. As if we could spend all day in each other’s arms. And clearly, that wasn’t going to change anytime soon.

END

Thanks for reading! Check out the rest of the series.

If you like your office stories extra spicy with some darker elements, then check these books out, too. Get FREE books when you sign up for my newsletter.
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