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Office Party

Sydney Forrester was a bitch; that was
clear to the entire office. She had a way of turning even the
otherwise pleasant evening at the annual Christmas party into an
ordeal. Kyle Winters would know, he’d been her executive assistant
for nearly three years. Everyone in the office wondered how he
managed it, and sometimes he wondered himself. The money was good,
but as long as he worked for this witch his chances of moving up in
the company were slim to none.

If anything, the open bar the company
provided at the regular executive parties made things worse, for
Sydney was horrible when sober, but absolutely heinous after
several drinks. Tonight she was already well on her way to needing
help crawling back to her office to sleep off her
indulgence.

Kyle wondered if she had ever had a
boyfriend or anyone in her life that actually liked her. She was so
cold and distant and never seemed to do anything other than work.
Certainly she was an attractive woman and Kyle imagined that had he
met her out somewhere he might have foolishly tried to talk to
her.

He was currently talking to Charles,
the closest thing to a friend he had in the company. They were
admiring one of the new sales team members, an athletic blonde
whose sales were already rivaling the senior staff on the team. As
they made less than professional jokes about her sales tactics,
Kyle noticed Sydney heading his way.

“Shit, here comes the devil
herself” he said warning Charlie off. Charlie knew Sydney well
enough to clear out.

“Kyle, why are you just
standing there” she slurred as she got closer, her stagger far more
pronounced than when he’d seen her cross back to the bar a short
time earlier.

“What can I do for you Miss
Forrester?” he asked, using his usual crisp business
tone.

“I expect that report on
the Tokyo sales on my desk in the morning first thing.”

“Yes Miss Forrester” Kyle
replied, hoping that she wasn’t serious since the Tokyo office had
only sent the figures for the quarter at close of business today.
If he had stayed at his desk and worked through the night that
would not have been possible, and even Sydney wasn’t that
unrealistic; at least when she was sober.

Hoping that was all she wanted him for,
he started to turn away but stopped when he saw her stumble and
begin to fall. Reflexively he moved to catch her, preventing her
from falling head long into one of several marble tables placed
around the conference room for the party. Even as he caught her,
her head lolled to the side.

Kyle rolled his eyes. He could take her
upstairs to her office and leave her on her couch. She’d wake in
the morning and hopefully have no memory of what had transpired.
She would have a raging headache and be extra bitchy tomorrow, but
at least he could come back down and enjoy the rest of the evening.
Who knows, if he was lucky he might get a chance to talk to the new
sales girl.

He managed to get her away from the
party without anyone noticing that she had passed out, and by the
time he got to her office and on her couch he had to set down a
moment and rest. He was in pretty good shape, but it was a long
walk down several corridors plus the elevator ride and though
attractive, she was a tall woman, and fit.

He was setting on the edge of her
couch, trying to catch his breath when he heard her stir. “Damn I
need fucked hard” she mumbled, oblivious to his presence right
beside her. Thinking quickly was how he’d managed to keep a job
working for Bitchzilla this long, and he proved it by pulling out
his micro recorder that he kept to record long meetings so that he
could prepare notes later and pressed the record button before
sliding it under the edge of the couch.

As he turned to look at her, he could
see her usually bright intelligent eyes were glazed over, but her
words were slightly slurred when she began to speak. “You, Kyle,
you are going to eat my pussy and then fuck me good and hard.
You’re my assistant, and this is one of your new duties if you want
to keep your job!” she said while wagging a finger at him. She
cracked up in hysterical laughter after her short speech. When the
laughter finally trailed off to a giggle she said “I’ve always
wanted to say that”.

Kyle realized that a little editing and
he could make this sound pretty damning. He wondered how long he
could keep it going. “Whatever you say Miss Forrester, just don’t
fire me please. I’ll do anything to keep my job” he said, thinking
that while the statement might not be true, he would do Sydney
Forrester if the chance arose. He might be out of a job for such
audacity, but he was pretty sure that his days of being her lackey
were about to end.

Sydney looked at him as intently as a
drunken woman possibly could. He knew she was assessing what he
said. To his surprise she looked him up and down and a low moan
escaped her lips. “Well get to it then” she said as her head lay
back against the arm of her couch once more.

Kyle wasted no time. “Yes Miss
Forrester” he said as he knelt by the couch and helped her remove
her slacks. He was a bit surprised to find that underneath she was
wearing a lacy blue thong that even still on her revealed a firm
set of shaven labia. He could only wish now that he had a video
recorder rather than the simple sound recorder that was running
right next to him.

Suddenly, she raised her near leg and
wrapped it around his head, pulling him closer; urgent now that she
was this close to having her needs met. Without hesitation he
pulled the thong aside and ran his tongue through her cleft deeply,
making her moan in pleasure. He hoped the recorder was picking
everything up clearly. The moment his tongue touched her burning
sex, he knew the days of her imperious reign were at an end; at
least as far as he was concerned.

He licked her slowly at first, taking
his time. He was surprised by the sweet taste of her pussy and as
he looked up at her perfectly proportioned body, he noticed that
she had unbuttoned her blouse pulling it open to expose a nearly
perfect pair of breasts. If there was any doubt that his boss and
personal nemesis could arouse him, it was erased as his cock
strained so very hard to escape the confines of his
pants.

There was no doubt that his tongue was
driving her wild as she cupped his head in her hands and pulled his
face hard against her pussy, urging him to intensify his tonguing.
“Eat my pussy you naughty little bastard” she moaned. Suck my clit!
Harder!” she nearly shouted in her drunken state, and he could only
hope that no one else was in the neighboring offices. As he wrapped
his lips around the nub of her clit and gently bit down she howled
with pleasure, mashing his face into her cunt painfully as she
gushed and her pent up lust released explosively. Her copious
fluids ran down his chin as he continued to suck hard on her
clit.

 


“Oh god, yes, fuck me now!”
she wailed as her orgasm peaked.

With haste he worked free first his
belt and then the buttons on his pants, pushing them down as he
rose up over her. “Yes Miss Forrester” he said, trying to sound put
upon, but feeling certain that he sounded more excited than
downtrodden. Her legs opened wide to accept him as he rose, and no
sooner had his cock sprang free from his pants when she grabbed it
in both hands, pulling it toward her gaping sex, desperate to have
him inside of her.

Sydney was voracious in her appetites
once she let go of stern authoritarian attitudes, and Kyle knew
that his fun was just beginning. As she guided him into her cunt,
he pushed hard, filling her wet pussy in a single thrust that left
her gasping as she reached up and grasped his buttocks, nails
digging deep into his exposed ass.

“Fuck you have a big cock!”
she groaned. “Hammer my pussy!”

“Yes ma’am” he responded,
and began thrusting with long strokes, over and over again as she
struggled for breath. A staccato “Oh” punctuated each powerful
thrust. Kyle couldn’t believe how incredible it felt to be on top
of his bitchy boss, fucking her into a state a delirium.

After several minutes of this hard
pounding, she was at the brink of another orgasm and Kyle found
himself at the point of no return. Ramming his cock deep inside
her, he arched his back and groaned as long sticky ropes of hot cum
shot deep into her womb. The sensation of his cum filling her tight
canal sent Sydney over the edge and they came together as she cried
out incoherently in her pleasure.

They lay in each other’s arms as they
caught their breath. “Damn you have a big cock” she murmured. “Why
haven’t we done this before?”

When finally he felt recovered enough
to move, Kyle pulled his cock from her wet pussy and sat back.
Sydney had a contented look on her face, and her eyes were closed.
As he lifted her leg over himself, she turned to face the back of
the couch curling her body almost into a fetal position and he
realized that she was asleep. The alcohol combined with the release
of their sexual activity had taken their toll. Kyle turned off his
recorder, and pulled up his pants.

As he slipped quietly from her office,
being sure to lock her door behind him, he smiled to himself. Yes,
his job was safe and he would be advancing in the company, but even
better he would be enjoying her body for a long time to come!
Tomorrow morning was going to be the best day of his
career!

Negotiations

Kyle arrived early the next morning,
wanting to be sure no one walked in on her half naked and fully
exposed on the couch in her office. When he walked into the office
suite, it was obvious that she was already up, and had left
sometime presumably to get ready for the workday. Dutifully, he
began work on the Tokyo report, and settled in to wait on
Sydney.

He didn’t have to wait long. Sydney
tore came through his office and into her inner sanctum in a flurry
of motion, only slowing down long enough to bark out “That better
not be the Tokyo numbers you are still working on”. As she passed
on into her office shutting the door a little harder than was
necessary Kyle got up and locked his own door, then proceeded into
her office without knocking.

Sydney was still sorting herself out
and when he walked into her office and sat down in one of the
leather seats in front of her desk. “We need to have a discussion,
Ms. Forrester” he began.

She looked up at him with an expression
of anger on her face, as though wondering how he had the audacity
to speak to her at all. “Have you forgotten how to knock?” she
began and without even giving him a chance to answer, added “I
don’t see that report”.

Kyle had been ready for her bitchiness,
and for once, he didn’t care because all that was coming to an end.
With a smile he placed his small recorder on her desk and looked
into her deep brown eyes. He enjoyed watching her stern expression
turn to one of doubt, and he thought there might also be a hint of
fear. Was it possible that she had drank so much the night before
that she simply didn’t remember their encounter? Had she thought it
a dream and now was beginning to fear that it wasn’t? He’d spent an
hour editing the tape to a perfectly damning piece of art, and had
made multiple copies just in case she somehow managed to damage
this one beyond repair.

“Sydney, you know full well
those numbers only came in late yesterday and it will be a few days
before I can complete that report. Further, you have treated me and
everyone else around here horribly since I began working for you,
and that stops today; for me at least” he said as he hit play on
the recorder and let her listen to her own voice from the night
before. Long before the tape finished she was pale, and looked ill.
“Like I was saying” he said as the tape ended, “things are going to
change around here”.

“So you are going to use
that to have me fired, perhaps blacklisted?” she asked, the tremor
in her voice apparent. Obviously she knew that he had her where he
wanted her.

“That depends on you. It
isn’t what I want, but you know I’ve had about enough of your
attitude, and I expect that among other things to change” he said
quietly. The emotions playing over Sydney’s were very satisfying.
The power he had over her now was making him giddy, but he worked
hard to discipline his features such that he maintained a look of
serious professionalism.

“What other things?” she
asked clearly shifting her pattern of authoritarian leadership to
one of negotiation.

“For starters, I’m going to
continue to do my job to the best of my ability without getting
yelled at and brow beaten for things you damn well know you
couldn’t do yourself. Also, my quarterly performance reviews will
accurately reflect my performance
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