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The Office of Emily VanZant, CFO, Nordic Software
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“Get off my case, Chet. I don’t care if you are the CEO of this fucking company. I make you money, and you don’t want to let me go. Besides, I would file sexual harassment charges against you and fucking win.” I’m fucking pissed at the moment. My boss and ex-boyfriend, Chet Griffin, is being somewhat of a persistent asshole.

Chet whines on the other end of the phone. “Come on, baby. You know...”

“Shut the fuck up, asshole. You don’t have the right to call me anything but Ms. VanZant. I am strictly your employee now. Had I not caught you with your pants literally down around your ankles, with your new assistant sucking your dick, two weeks ago, it might be a different story. But here we are. Goodbye.” I hang up the phone. Yeah, I caught him, in his office, with his new assistant, Ms. Treat. Appropriate name for the slut.

My assistant, Alexander Bennett, is sitting at his desk just outside my office. I’m sure he heard every word I said. He, of course, acts like he didn’t hear anything.

My office is on the sixteenth floor of the Nordic Building in downtown Boise. I can look out my large picture window behind my desk and see Bogus Basin Ski Resort in the distance. In the wintertime, the resort is lit up at night. It’s actually a beautiful sight. Boise is named for its many trees. However, the only trees you see are usually ones that were planted in the city. Boise is a desert and has dry winters with dry powder snow in the mountains.

I attended Boise State and received my Bachelor of Science degree in Business Administration. I then went on to acquire my Master of Business Administration. I didn’t remember him being this much of an ass when we were in high school. Although, he was one of the snotty boys, and I was an average girl with no money. We did not hang out in the same social circles.

When he noticed me, I was walking through the Nordic reception area. Mr. Griffin made sure I learned all I needed to know to run the company. All Chet saw was a nice-looking blonde with big boobs and long legs. He didn’t see that I had a mind. No, he wanted to fuck me on his desk after he hired me. I told him to go fuck himself.

About six months after I started working here, he promoted me to CFO. The man that had been here retired.

Chet asked me out, and we started dating. To my surprise, he was fucking every attractive girl in the company. When I confronted him about it, he said they were all jealous because we were dating, and nothing was going on with any of them. He still didn’t remember me from high school, which I find quite funny. I don’t dare tell him I was one of the poor girls who sat alone at lunch every day. He would never have talked to me about the job. What’s even funnier, he has no idea what his dad and grandfather did to ensure the safety of the company once they were no longer here.

Last week, I went to his office to talk about a merger we have been working on with another smaller software company. His assistant, Ms. Treat, wasn’t at her desk. She rarely was. I knocked on his door and walked in. I found out why she wasn’t at her desk; she was on her knees and sucking my boyfriend’s dick.

At first, I was shocked. Then, I started adding up all the times I saw him flirting with other women, and he would just blow it off. Now, I need to watch for those fucking red flags. I will not be used. I may use someone, but no one will use me like that ever again.

I watch my assistant, Alex. He reminds me of Superman—you know, Clark Kent—on that old TV show Lois and Clark: The New Adventures of Superman. What was that actor's name? Oh yeah, Dean Cain.

Alex has dark hair, wears wire-frame glasses, and has bulging muscles trying to escape his dress shirt. He always dresses professionally, wearing slacks and a dress shirt with a tie.

In this company, Chet requires that we all address each other using personal titles: Mr., Mrs., and Ms. His father started this company when the software was just becoming a huge thing, and Chet took over. Mr. Griffin required it, and so Chet has carried on that same tradition. To be honest, I think it’s a power trip for him.

I clear my throat and say, “Mr. Bennett, could you come here, please?”

Alex walks into the room and carries a small notepad with him. He is very efficient and always carries something to write on. “Yes, Ms. VanZant.”

“Have a seat.” I have two large, comfortable leather chairs that sit in front of my desk.

He takes the one to the right.

I look at him for a moment. He’s very nice to look at. I’m glad I hired him against Chet’s wishes. “Mr. Bennett, you do understand that anything you hear or see in this office is confidential.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He looks at me, puzzled.

“Very well. I hope that you don’t find the need to spread foolish gossip around the office to the other assistants,” I continue.

He clears his throat. “Ms. VanZant, can I be frank with you?”

I smile, “Of course. I wouldn’t expect anything else from my assistant.”

He smiles back.

Fuck, I think my panties are wet.

“I really don’t socialize with anyone from the office. Even if I did, I wouldn’t tell them anything that is said in this office. First, it’s none of their business. Second, I don’t like gossips.”

“Very well then. You’ve been here for about a year. How are you doing? Do you have any questions? Do I need to explain anything to you regarding...”

“No, I’m good. I have read all the financial statements for the company for the past five years. I am up to speed on what your job is. I think we are good.”

I move a piece of paper on my desk as he talks. “Very impressive. I wanted to know if you could stay late tonight. I have some work that needs to get out by tomorrow morning and your help would be invaluable.”

“Yes, ma’am. I’m always willing to help out where I’m needed.” He stands. “Is that all you need?”

“That’s it for now. Thank you.” I watch as he turns and walks out the door and back to his desk. His ass must be made of steel. It’s rock hard and so round. I want to bite it. But I can’t, he’s my assistant and fifteen years younger than me.

I can’t be Chet and sexually harass my assistant. It’s not right.

But I damn sure want to.
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Alex

I walk out of Ms. VanZant’s office, wanting to go down the hall and beat the shit out of that scumbag ex of hers, Mr. Griffin. I feel like I’m back in school using Mr. and Ms. all the time. It’s stupid. We are grown-ass adults, and we should be able to call each other by our first names.

Emily, Ms. VanZant, is a gorgeous woman. She didn’t deserve to be treated like she was by that asshole. He needs to be knocked down a peg or two.

I look back at the beautiful blonde that is sitting at her desk, going through her computer. She wears reading glasses, which she has perched on her nose only when she’s on the computer. Her light blonde hair falls below her shoulders in big curls. She wears one of those pencil skirts every day with a different color blouse. Her curves are enhanced, showing off her delectable ass.

I have got to get back to work. My dick is hard just fantasizing about my boss. How wrong is that? Very, very wrong. Okay, focus, get back to work.

Calming my dick down a bit, I adjust myself and return to my desk. I’ve got to get some work done.

Several hours later

Most of the office people had left for the day, and Ms. VanZant wanted me to stay late. I ran down to the office Café to get some snacks before they closed. When I got back to my desk, Emily was standing near it, waiting for me.

I look at her eyes because if I look anywhere else, my dick will certainly get stiff. “Can I help you, Ms. VanZant?”

“Oh good, I thought you had forgotten I needed you to stay over. Can you bring the Milton file, and let’s go over a few things?” She smiles at me.

My brain says there is nothing to that smile but her being nice, but my twenty-five-year-old dick says there is way more to it than just a smile. Fuck!

I smile back, “Yes ma’am. I’ll be right there. I was going to order pizza for dinner. What do you like?”

“Oh, I’m fine. I’ll just grab something later.” She walks back into her office.

I watch her as her ass sways back and forth, those heels of hers, fuck, I need a different boss. I shake the nonsense from my brain and grab the file she requested along with my notepad and pen.

She is bent over the front of her desk, and oh my God, I think I may have just come in my pants.

I look down to make sure there isn’t a wet spot on the front of my grey slacks. Thank God there isn’t.

Her ass has to be the best thing I’ve seen since Molly Porter let me touch her pussy in ninth grade. That’s one I’ll never forget. Molly Porter let everyone touch her pussy.

I clear my throat to let her know I’ve entered the office.

She straightens, “Oh, come on in. Don’t be shy.” She moves to the side of her desk, puts her hand on her desk, and lifts one foot, taking one of her heels off. Then, she does the same with the other. “I have no idea why women think we have to wear these God-awful things. They are the most uncomfortable pieces of shit made.” Then she smiles at me and throws her shoes behind her desk.

I chuckle, “I guess that’s why men wear sensible shoes.”

“I think a man designed them because there is no way a woman would have. Okay, let’s see that file. I think we have Mr. Milton by the balls on this one.” She moves around her desk and takes a seat in her office chair. She moves her arm around, “Have a seat.”

I sit in one of the leather chairs sitting in front of her desk. I try to get comfortable, but my dick doesn't seem to want to cooperate. As I watch Emily peruse through the file I handed her, my mind begins to wander.

I take my glasses off and set them on the desk. I move around to her side. I turn her chair so that I'm standing right in front of her, my dick right in front of her face. I slip her glasses from her nose and set them on top of the file.

Emily reaches up and unfastens my belt. Then she slides my pants down. She grabs the bottom of my shirt and rips it open, buttons flying all over the office. She looked at my crotch and licked her lips, never taking her eyes off mine. She smiles and then bites her bottom lip. She pushes my boxers down.

“I'm not sure this is appropriate Emily.” However, I don't fight her on it.

Her eyes remain on mine as she starts to lower her mouth to my...

“Earth to Alex...” She snaps her fingers in my face. “Hello Alex! Are you with me?” Emily is sitting across the desk from me, and I am totally embarrassed about what I was just thinking.

I clear my throat, “Yes...yes, I'm here. I'm just...my thoughts were wandering. I apologize.”

Emily takes her glasses off and sets them on the desk, and she clasps her hands together in front of her on top of the file. “Is there something you would like to talk to me about? You can ask me anything you know. We can talk about anything you need to talk about.”

I'm pretty sure that my face is five shades of red. I shake my head, “Oh no, ma'am, I'm good. I just let my mind wander for a moment. What were you saying?”

Emily stands from behind her desk and walks around in front of me. She leans her ass on the desk and puts her hands on the desk on each side of her. “Alex, you seem a little uptight, are you worried about your job? Are you worried about anything here? Are you worried about me being your boss? I did ask you in the interview if you would have a problem working for a woman. And you said no. Is that still true?”

I stare at her for a moment. “Yes, ma'am, yes I...I'm good. I don't have a problem with working for a woman. I promise. I'm sorry; it won't happen again.”

She bends at the waist and looks me in the eye. “If there is ever anything I can help you with, you let me know.”

Well Fuck!
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Emily

I stand in front of Alex for several minutes. Watching his eyes try not to travel to my breasts is – in a word – captivating.

Standing straight, I run my hands down my skirt and smile my sweetest smile. “Alex, can I ask you a personal question?” 

“Um, of course, anything,” he stammers a bit.

I give him a brilliant smile, “You may regret saying that. But, I wonder what you like in women. I know this is very personal, and you don’t have to answer. I find you very intriguing.”

His eyes snap to mine, “I’m not sure that is something that we need to discuss at work. I mean it doesn’t bother me, but should we be discussing things of that personal nature here?”

I walk back around to my chair. “No, probably not, but if you would like to discuss it, I’m open to that.”

He clears his throat, seeming to think about what I said. Then he blurts out, “I like women who are straightforward, know what they want, and aren’t afraid to ask for it.” Then, he smiles at me—you know, that mesmerizing smile.

I stare at him and smile back. “That’s interesting. I like a forceful man who goes after what he wants and is determined to get what he seeks. What do you seek, young Mr. B?”

He nods in agreement with me, rubs his hand across his stubbled jawline, and finally says, “I’m not sure.”

The bulge in his pants tells me he likes our conversation. “Do you know what you want, Alex?”

His face turns a cute pink color. “I do.”

“Make sure you always go after what you want,” I say, licking my lips as I watch his eyes.

He gives me a smirk. “I plan on it.”

This is the most inappropriate conversation in the workplace. I know this but shit, this man is hot, and I sure would like to...There is a knock at the door. Shit!

I just yell across the room, “Come in.” I’m a little annoyed and frustrated, to say the least.

Chet walks in, “Hey, beaut...” he stops when he sees Alex sitting in the chair across from me. “What the fuck? Why is he in here with the door closed?”

I stand, cross my arms over my chest, and stare him down. “This is my office. You do not have anything to say when you are in my office. He’s my assistant, he’s going to be in my office, not that I have to explain myself. What do you want?”

“I was going to ask if you wanted to have dinner. Get rid of the kid and let’s go have some fun.” Chet starts toward my desk.

I stop him. “No, we are working on the Milton account. You can go now. I don’t need anything from you.”

He keeps walking toward me. “Come on, you can work on that in the morning. You’ll be fine. You’ll have Milton eating out of the palm of your hand.” He reaches my desk.

I continue to stare him down and do not budge from my spot. “Chet, I will say this one more time. I do not have any interest in you anymore. We had our time and now it’s over. You need to leave so we can get some work done.”

“You do realize I own this company?” He puts his hands on his hips, pushing his suit jacket back.

“Oh, I remember. You do remember, I will file sexual harassment charges on you faster than you can turn around if you try to do anything to me or to Alex.” I put my hands on my hips, and I’m furious.

“Who the fuck is Alex? This asshole? You call him by his first name? You know I have a strict policy on calling employees by their first names. Mr. Ben... Mr. B..., what the fuck is your name?” Chet turns his attention to Alex.

I stop Alex from speaking. “Alex, go get me some water please.”

“Yes ma’am.” Alex gets up from the sitting position that he’s been in since he came into my office. Chet doesn’t seem to faze him in the least.

I smile to myself as Alex makes his way out of the office. Then, I look at Chet. “Okay, asshole. Let’s get this over with once and for all. I am not interested in you in the least. When I caught you getting sucked off by that last bimbo you hired, I was done. I will not, now nor ever, go out with you again. We are finished!” I yell. “We will not have anything but a professional relationship from here on out. You are not my boss, you are my equal. We were hired by the board as equals in this business. That was at your insistence. Now, get out of my office and don’t bother me with this ever again.” I move and sit down in my office chair, stare Chet in the eye, and don’t back down.

Chet’s face is red as a beet. “You will be sorry for this.”

“I’m sorry I ever said yes to going out with you in the first place.” I move the mouse on my desk and wake my computer. I ignore him as he leaves the office.

Alex is walking back in with a cup of water as Chet leaves.

Chet glares at him but doesn’t say a word.

I look at Alex, “Thank you, I really didn’t need...”

“I know. It’s an empty cup.” Then, he gives me that delicious smile. He walks in and shuts the door behind him. As he walks toward my desk, he doesn’t stop at the chair where he was earlier. He walks around my desk to my side. He takes my hand, pulls me from my sitting position, and pulls me into him.

Fuck, his body is hard as a rock. “What?”

“Taking what I want.” His lips are on mine fast and hard.

I can’t help myself. I part my lips so he can plunge his tongue deep.

His kiss is slow, methodical, and amazing. It’s like he is making slow, passionate love to my mouth. His hand goes into my hair and tilts my head slightly to the right, allowing him to delve deeper into my mouth.

Fuck! I feel my pussy throb. I don’t stop him at first. Then, I finally come to my senses and pull away from him, a little breathless. “What was that for?”

He smiles, “You said to go after what I wanted. I think you want me as much as I want you.”

“Alex, we have a working relationship.” I stand straight, run my hands down the front of my skirt, and clear my throat. I look at him, a little confused because I so want to kiss him again.

“I’m sorry, maybe I misread the signals. I thought you wanted me as much as I wanted you.” He starts to back up.

Shit! “Okay, maybe I did lead you to believe...you are like twenty-five. I’m way too old for a guy like you.”

“You don’t look or act older than me. You seem like a woman that sees what she wants and goes after it, regardless of a little age difference.” He gives me that damn dimpled grin again.

Fuck!

He comes toward me again. “I locked the door as I came back in. No one can bother us.”

I look at him with a surprised look. “Seriously, I’m forty. That’s way to many years between us. You should be going out with a girl your own age.”

He waves his hand, “Girls my age are worried about stupid shit. You are a woman with her shit together. I like that.”

Am I really contemplating this? Fuck yeah, I am. He’s hot. And from the bulge in his pants, he’s very well endowed.

Fuck it! I walk toward him and pull him into me, “You ready for the ride of your life?”

“Bring it.” His lips hit mine again, this time with a deep passion I didn’t even know existed.

I wrap my arms around his waist, pulling at the hem of his shirt, as I press my breasts into his chest.

Alex is unzipping my skirt in the back.

I’m trying to get his shirt and tie off without strangling him.

Our mouth’s part, we gasp for air, and each of us pulls at our clothes, trying to get them off faster.

My skirt falls to the floor, his shirt and tie are tossed to the side, his pants are undone, my shirt is undone, and my breasts are heaving.

We slam our mouths back together. I run
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