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My name is Victoria Davis. I'm 26 years old and I'm currently working for Brent Steele, a billionaire CEO who moonlights as an asshole and male whore. Well, probably not really a male whore, but he does have quite a reputation among those in the "billionaire business."

"Ms. Davis, I see that you have very little experience working as a personal assistant," he said during my interview while looking me up and down.

"Yes, Sir. That is true, however, I learn very quickly and my former boss told me that he has never seen anyone with better organizational skills than the ones that I possess," I replied.

He seemed pleased with that answer. Maybe a little too pleased. What the hell did he think I meant by "organizational skills?" Maybe he associated it with his genital "organ," who knows? He seems like the type who always has his mind in the gutter, always leering, staring, and licking his lips.

"I will take your former boss's word. No need to call any of your past employers. I have a good feeling about you, Ms. Davis."

I bet he does.

"I appreciate that, Mr. Steele. If I'm hired, I won't let you down. You will find that I am more than qualified for the job if I do say so myself," I said. 

"Well then, it's all settled. You're hired," he said. 

The "interview," and I use that term loosely, lasted only a matter of minutes. Apparently, my qualifications meant little to him. My looks, on the other hand, seemed to get a rise out of him. And I mean that literally. I caught a glimpse of his side profile through my peripheral vision and noticed that he was packing a huge bulge in his crotch. 

"Thank you, Mr. Steele. I'm looking forward to working with you," I said.

He seemed a little put off by that statement. I couldn't figure out why.

"Let's get one thing perfectly clear, Ms. Davis. Shall we? You are working "with me." You are "working for me," he growled. 

Right then and there, I should have bolted out the door without so much as a goodbye, but something held me there. Maybe it was the good pay and benefits. OR, maybe it was the enormous hard-on he had inside his pants. I don't know. How can I instantly hate someone so much, yet be so sexually attracted to them at the same time?

The only reason I work for this man is that I lost my job as an account executive when the company was downsizing. I was afraid that the loss of income would result in an eviction so I took the first job that I could find. 

I should have noticed some red flags during the interview. He asked me if I had a boyfriend, if I have an active social life, and if I ever dated a wealthy older man before. 

He was also staring at me like a hungry wolf. There was no doubt in my mind that this perv had ulterior motives. Sure, maybe he really did need a personal assistant but he definitely was looking for someone who would also "meet his needs" in other ways.

"I apologize, Mr. Steele. It's just that my old boss liked to refer to us as a team. He told all of his employees that we all worked together and not "for him."

"I am not your old boss, Sweetheart."

What an asshole. I almost started crying, but I willed myself not to drop one single tear. Maybe I was overly sensitive that day because I woke up with my period. No, I wasn't being overly sensitive. Period or not. The man was a cocky bastard and he enjoyed being a cocky bastard. 

"No, you're not, Sir," I replied nonchalantly. I tried to be as emotionless as I could when answering him. I'll be damned if I'm going to let him know that he broke me down. 

"Very well, then. Shall we meet back here tomorrow at 7 AM sharp?"

What planet is this freak living on? I can't believe that he even has any employees left. He wants me to report to work at 7 AM. It's not so much that he wants me to come in early, it's the way he speaks to me. I have never in my life met anyone as condescending as him. Damn it though. He's so freaking sexy. Sure, he's older than me but he is as fine as they come. 

Maybe it's just going to be me and him tomorrow all alone in the building. Sweet Jesus. The things I could do with this man. I have a feeling he feels the same about me. If he wasn't such an asshole he would have potential. 

"Yes, Mr. Steele. I will be here bright and early," I said trying to sound eager and cheerful.

"I didn't say "bright and early," Ms. Davis. I said 7 AM. Please do as I say and don't try to interpret my words."

"I'm sorry, Sir. It won't happen again. I will be here at 7 AM," I said

"One more thing, Ms. Davis. At Steele Industries, we have a saying. Our motto is "if you're on time, you're late," do you understand what that means?"

"Yes, Mr. Steele. I believe it means that I should arrive early, before 7 AM because if I arrive at 7 AM or a minute after, I'm late."

"You got it. See you in the morning, Ms. Davis." 

"Have a nice evening, Sir. I'll see you in the morning," I said, regretting that I took this job.

"Another thing, Ms. Davis. Please wear something a little less conservative. We like to relax here at Steele. I'd prefer it if you weren't so "buttoned up" and uptight. It's not my style."

Okay, imbecile. It's MY style. 

"This is how I dress, Mr. Steele. I like to present myself with class and taste, especially in a professional office environment. I don't have any "revealing" clothes. I wear business attire for work. I hope that won't be a problem," I said. 

"Yes, it is a problem, Ms. Davis. Steele Industries has a strict dress code. You will follow the dress code or you will seek employment elsewhere."
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I didn't know whether I wanted to start my new job or tell him to take a hike after the "dress code" comment. He honestly thinks that he can get away with treating people like garbage. Well, I decided to accept the job and see what happens. 

Everything was quiet around the office for a couple of weeks. Brent's secretary showed me the ropes and made sure that I was proficient with the company's complicated computer software. 

I've read enough policy and procedure manuals to last a lifetime, but at least I can say that I'm well-versed in the workings of Steele Industries. As per the company's "dress code," I swallowed my pride and wore casual clothes instead of my usual business attire. 

My outfit choices were still relatively professional but they were a bit lower in the neckline and tighter than what I would have normally worn to the office. I have a feeling that the "Steele Industries dress code" only applies to women that the asshole Brent is attracted to. 

Maybe I wasted my time and money buying suitable clothes that would please him. After all, he barely saw me during the last couple of weeks. In fact, he's been out of town and I've been working with his ancillary staff in his absence. 

Looking around the office, I haven't seen one single employee wearing sexy or revealing clothing. Maybe it's because the boss is out of town or maybe, and I think this is the real reason
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