
        
            
                
            
        

    

Taking Her Boss
Glory Tales
Alegra Verde



 
When Glory James’s boss catches her having sex with a client at the office, she expects to get reprimanded, not Bruce Davies’s revelation that he wants her, too.
Even more shocking is his confession that he likes to be told what to do in bed—and that Glory is aroused by the idea…
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My boss, Bruce Davies, CEO of Davies and Birch Advertising, stood there in the doorway with his mouth open in surprise. I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. Alex had me bent over my desk, my short black pencil skirt shoved up to my waist, my breasts spilling out of its matching jacket, nipples trailing against the desk blotter, and his big cock shoved so far up my cunt that I felt like singing opera. Alex was breathing hard behind me, a death grip on my hips. “Don’t move,” he barked as he increased his speed. My ass twitched against his groin as he filled me again. His shirttails tickled my lower back. “Oh, Glory.” His voice was a harsh whisper as his cock grew and hardened inside me. I squirmed to get closer, feel more of him. “I can’t stop, babe. I can’t.” I flexed my muscles, stroking his cock to let him know it was okay to keep going, that I wanted him to continue, that I was feeling him. His hands, slippery now, slid along my ass as he tried to maintain his grip. And then he was coming, his body jerking against my ass as he spewed his seed. I was glad I’d remembered to make him wear the condom. It felt like he had uncapped a fire hydrant and couldn’t get the cover back on. Finally, he trembled a bit and went still, his hands coming to rest on my waist and lower back.
“When you’re done here, Ms. James, I’d like to see you in my office,” Mr. Davies said before he backed out of the doorway and pulled the door closed.
“Sorry about that,” Alex said as he pulled out, tugged my skirt over my exposed ass, and set about repairing his clothing.
“Hey, what can you say?” I said, not just to soothe him, but because there wasn’t anything to say. I’m Glory James, Junior Account Rep, but mostly I am, or was, assistant to Mr. Davies. I don’t file or type his correspondence or anything like that. He has another assistant for those things. I handle the things he doesn’t have time for like preliminary research, clients’ backgrounds and sales or production figures that he needs right away, or tweak contracts before Legal finalizes them. Sometimes I pick a client up from the airport and make sure he or she is settled in, and occasionally I take them to dinner or for drinks when Mr. Davies has an emergency. That was the case with Alex here. Alex and his ex-wife design and manufacture shoes mostly, but they do fashion and have recently developed a line of furniture. They’ve been scouting ad agencies. That’s where I come in. There’s a pun in there somewhere, but fucking Alex was not intentional. I mean, it isn’t in my job description. I just liked him. He’s a big man who takes care of his body and he’s smart, reads books, not just trade magazines and newspapers.
“Will you be okay?” he asked after we’d both straightened our clothes and exhausted the container of wet wipes I kept in my desk drawer. “Do you want me to talk to him?”
“No, I’m good,” I said, smiling at him ’cause what the fuck. I’ve been working for Davies for two years with no complaint. I’ve always done everything he asked and he has continued to give me more responsibility. That must mean he likes the way I do things. If he can’t forgive this one indiscretion then he’s in the wrong business. Besides, it’s after hours, and the client is none the worse for wear.


Alex pulled me close, offering me comfort. He kissed the top of my head. “I don’t think he will, but if he fires you, you can come work for me and I’ll take my business elsewhere.”
I leaned my face into the crisp baby-blue of his shirt taking in his masculine scent and the heat that radiated from his chest.
“And don’t let him bully you into doing anything you don’t want to do.” He pulled me back a bit from his chest so that he could see my face, and I could see the meaning in his eyes. I nodded.
“I’ll wait here,” he said, turning me toward the door.
“No,” I said. “You go on back to the hotel. I’ll call you later.”
He stood there, unmoving.
“Really,” I assured him, “I can handle this.”
“Glory,” he began.
“I got this, Alex, really,” I said, and picked up the file we’d come up here for. “And take this with you. Read it over and tell me what you think. I’ll call you. Tomorrow midmorning at the latest.” I was shoving him and the folder out the door.
“I can wait, and you could come back to the hotel with me,” he coaxed.
I laughed. “Thanks, but really, I need to deal with this and I need a minute. I want you to go, okay?” You have to be firm and clear with some guys. Alex is nice, but I wasn’t looking for a relationship. You have to give him credit, though. He isn’t like some of these jerks who get theirs then skitter off like the rats they are at the first sign of difficulty.
I stood on my tiptoes and pressed my lips against his. I could feel his soften and meld with mine. “It was good,” I said against his lips, and it was, too, even though I didn’t come off. That probably had more to do with being interrupted by Davies. “You are good,” I said, and slid the tip of my tongue between his lips. He cupped my ass and squeezed.
“Now go,” I said firmly, and pushed him out the door.
I watched for a minute to make sure he headed to the elevators and didn’t detour to Davies’s office. When I heard the ding of the elevator, I closed the door to my office and leaned against its hard surface to catch my breath and steel my nerves. Then I headed to the side door of my office, the one that led directly into Davies’s.
 
I knocked once. “Come in.” He voice was muffled by the closed door, but it was clear. Uncertain how these matters were usually handled, I stood in the doorway contemplating my next move. “Sit,” he said, and waved toward one of the three leather armchairs positioned in a half circle in front of his desk. I took the center one, seating myself directly in front of him as he sat behind his massive desk leaning forward, his elbows just at the edge supporting his weight. He studied me for a minute letting the silence speak as he clasped his hands together. One finger strayed from the steeple to toy with his lips.
“Alex Rodriquez?” he said, or was it a question.
“Sir?” Mine was a question.
“Why?”
“I like him.” The bare truth. He nodded.
“Why here?”
“It just happened. We came back here for the prospectus. He didn’t want to wait until tomorrow.”
“Is he the only one?”
“Sir?” What was he asking?
“Of our clients?”


“Yes.”
“I must say—” he leaned back in his chair “—I was surprised by your…actions.”
I waited.
“Of course, I’ve always known that you were a very sexual person. Anyone can see that, but you’ve always been so…so…well behaved.”
I couldn’t help it. I laughed at that. Well behaved, where did that come from?
“No.” He reddened a bit. “I mean, you’ve always been businesslike in your dealings with me.”
What does one say to that? I nodded, and I’m sure my eyebrows rose and furrowed like they do sometimes when someone says something obvious or irritating.
“I mean, I’ve always found you appealing.” His fingers were rubbing his chin thoughtfully like he does when we brainstorm about clients and contracts and plot the best strategies to lure and secure them.
Oh, no, I thought, and I really liked this job. I liked Davies. He was a good boss, good at what he did and he trusted me to do my job, no second-guessing. He seemed to know my strengths and made sure that I had input on the accounts that could benefit by them. Further, he kept his hands to himself. We’d been out drinking with clients many a late night and he’d never even allowed a hand to accidentally brush my breast, and if a client got too friendly, he never failed to divert the client’s attention, and on one memorable occasion let the client know in bold words that my favors were not on the menu. I respected Bruce Davies. The little girl in me wanted to cover her ears and click her heels.
“And you’re quite capable,” he went on.
Of what, I wanted to ask.
“I like a capable woman,” he said.
My eyebrows did their thing. Two years, I was thinking, two years of prepping, planning and hard work. I thought that I could make a home here, that I could grow. I sat up and scooted to the edge of the chair preparing to leave. I’m good at my job; I do not have to fuck the boss or anyone else to keep a job.
He tensed. “Wait,” he said, holding a hand out as if he could hold me in place with the gesture.
“Glory, I’m not making any demands on you. We can continue on as we have been. It’s just that when I saw you with Rodriquez…”
“You figured I was fair game,” I finished for him.
“No,” he said, and looked directly at me, as if he wanted me to see the truth, “I realized how much I wanted you.”
The baldness of his statement stopped me for a moment.
“Do you have someone special?” he asked.
I shook my head. It was difficult to look at him because his eyes were searing into me.
“Me neither,” he said. “Since the divorce, there has been no one I can trust. And without trust, I’d rather go without.”
I looked at him now, trying to understand.
“I like to be told what to do,” he said simply.
I nodded as though I understood, but I didn’t really, not entirely. I was seeing another side of this man, a side that he rarely shared with others. He sat there in his dark immaculately tailored suit, the tie a little loose, but still in place. His hair was thinning slightly, but his close cut made no excuses and gave the impression that he was solid, reliable. The cut was flattering because its sparseness gave full reign to his sharp cheekbones and gray eyes. At forty something to my twenty-seven, he could have been…well at least an uncle, but there was still a draw there. I could feel the pull. He was telling me that he needed me, but he didn’t move. He sat and waited silently for me to issue a verdict.
“I’ll think about it,” I said finally.
He nodded, his finger rubbing his lower lip as he studied me.
I stood up.
“Glory,” he said my name softly, “only if you want to. No strings.”
“See you tomorrow,” I said as I made my way back through the door to my office.
 
After a few days, everything went back to normal, more or less. Alex signed with us. He called a couple of times and I went out with him, usually to dinner with dessert in his hotel room, but I was glad when he went home. Nice guy, but I knew he had a girlfriend back home in Madison, Wisconsin, and I wasn’t interested in taking her place. Mr. Davies was the same. He didn’t look at me strangely and he didn’t slack up on the work. He had a smile for me when I greeted him in the morning, and treated me with the usual courtesy when we lunched with a client or if we were having a bite alone in his office while discussing a campaign. That’s why I was so surprised when one evening about three weeks later, I turned to see him standing in the doorway that connected our offices. For one, he never used that entrance, and for another, he looked uncertain, almost pained.
“Did you think about it, Glory?” he asked.
I wanted to say, “What?” A part of me wanted to pretend I didn’t know what he was talking about, because things had been going along so nicely.
“Yes,” I said because he wanted me to, and I had been thinking about it. I had been thinking more about what he might want. I got that he wanted me to make demands, to tell him what to do, but I was afraid of how far it could go. However, if I were being truthful with myself, I’d have to admit the prospect was both frightening and alluring.
“What would you do?” I asked.
“Anything,” he said. His voice was a whisper, confiding.
“What are your limits?” I needed more information.
He thought a moment. “I won’t hurt anyone. I wouldn’t hurt you.” He stopped, and then added, “You may…hurt me, punish me if I misbehave.”
I nodded.
“It must be between us,” he reminded me.
“I know,” I said. “You can trust me, Bruce.”
He smiled, a brilliant one, one that I had never seen before.
I went to the door of my office and turned the lock. He waited, hands at his sides, loose.
“What I’d like,” I said as I stood behind my desk and eased my bottom onto the smooth surface of the blotter, “is you, on your knees before me.”
He moved woodenly at first. “Close the door,” I said as he neared. “Lock it,” I ordered. He did as he was told and then he was kneeling before me, still in his jacket and tie. A hot hand grazed my thigh, a nose pressed close to my sex, rubbed against the moisture on my panties.
“No,” I said. “Not yet.”
He stopped and sat back on his knees.
“Remove my panties.”


His hands slid under my skirt, up my thighs, and pulled at the elastic band drawing the bit of silk along my legs and off. Then he sat back on his legs, head bowed, my panties scrunched up in his hands.
“I want your mouth on me, your tongue sliding over my clitoris, slipping between the lips of my sex,” I said as I sat back on the desk.
He, with the utmost care and gentleness, pushed my skirt further up around my hips, rested my legs on his shoulders, and pressed his mouth to my center. I was glad that I had gotten a wax this morning, and that Bruce was faced with a thin, pleasing line rather than the sometimes-unruly bush.
Pressing his nose through the slit, he held it there breathing in as though it truly was a rose, all soft petals and sweet scent. And then he lapped along the slit, nipped, bit and nuzzled until I was pulling his hair and pushing at his forehead. But he kept at it until I was trembling, batting myself against his mouth, and biting my lip to keep from keening.
He pressed his face into my inner thigh, and then held his cheek there until the trembling subsided. “May I…”
“No,” I said.
“I just want to feel you.”
“No.” I don’t know where it came from, but I suddenly needed to get away. I lifted my leg over his head and slid off the desk. “I have to go.” I fixed my skirt, picked up my purse, and without another word, I walked around him. He fell back onto his bottom sending my chair skating back against the wall. He was looking down at his hands and the bit of pink silk that they held as I walked through the door.
 
The next morning, it was as though nothing had happened between us. There was a general staff meeting with breakfast in the boardroom. Trays of hot buttered croissants, iced Danish, spiced as well as regular coffee, cranberry and orange juice, and slices of mango, pineapple, melon, and fat strawberries.
“Somebody’s upgraded the fare,” one of the account execs said to a colleague as he loaded his plate. “Where’d they bury the doughnuts and bagels?” The statement elicited a burst of chuckles from the growing crowd.
“You lot deserve the upgrade,” Bruce said as he came into the room. “Two new clients, and the Blake cereal campaign is performing well in the test markets.”
He cast me a generic smile, the same one he’d given everyone else in the room. I had expected him to be angry or sullen, but he wasn’t. He was jovial, spirited even as he took his seat at the head of the table. I sat in a corner to his right nibbling at a piece of melon and sipping coffee. I figured it was a good place because I was nearby if he needed me, but out of his immediate vision. The table filled quickly followed by the seats that lined the walls. By the time the graphics guys made it up from the basement, there was standing room only and the fruit was running thin. They stocked up on coffee, rolls, iced Danish, and found spaces to lean on the wall.
Davies was in rare form. He listened intently to reports, offered suggestions and praise where warranted, solved disputes with the Wisdom of Solomon and delivered quips like a seasoned stand-up comic. Birch who sat at the other end of the table chimed in only occasionally. He, too, recognized the high that Davies was on and was more than willing to take full advantage of it. Everyone filed out of the meeting full and happy, and when they were all nearly gone, he turned to me with a beatific smile before gathering his notepad and file folder and following the crowd.


I stood there stunned for a full five minutes before I found my way back to my office. Our little interlude the night before had pleased him. I had to think what to do with this revelation. I had to think whether or not I would proceed. It was clear that he saw it as a beginning, but I wasn’t sure it was something I could do or even wanted to do. I got my purse and told Claire, Davies’s assistant cum secretary, that I wasn’t feeling well and was going home for the afternoon.
Davies called, but I didn’t answer the phone so he left a message on my machine expressing his concern and wishing me well. The next morning I’d made up my mind. I handed Bruce a key card to a room I’d rented at a Super 8 off I-75 south. It was clean and catered to families on road trips to Six Flags or Disneyland. I’d stayed there the night before and watched the mothers sit under umbrella-covered tables and sip soda from cans while their kids splashed around in the tiny kidney-shaped pool just off the parking lot. The fathers spent their time loading and unloading SUVs and Volvo station wagons.
He held the key in the palm of his hand as though he wasn’t sure what it was. The hooded look he cast me seemed uncertain for a moment, but it disappeared quickly and turned blank. I told him to go there at nine, to shower well and wear a polo shirt, jeans and sandals, nothing else. He nodded and tucked the key into an inside pocket. He asked no questions and we continued our day as though we hadn’t spoken of the coming evening. We sat through a brainstorming session with the team assigned to Alex’s new furniture line, had lunch with a potential client, met with another client who was less than pleased with the cost of production for a series of thirty-second spots. The day ended just before five after the two of us met with Claire to update our schedules and give Claire instructions regarding letters and contracts that needed to be generated. Through all of this, he never touched me or gave me a look that was out of the ordinary. I followed his lead, but I must admit that I was a bit nervous and suffered from inattentiveness from time to time, but no one seemed to notice.
 
When I heard the door click and then open, I was finishing up in the bathroom. “Glory,” he called in an almost whisper.
“Here,” I replied. “Take a seat on the bed. I’m almost done.” I heard the door close, the click of the security lock, followed by the soft swish of the mattress as he sat down. I’d slipped on the thigh high stockings, the black thong and the thigh length black silk robe with the pink dragon embroidered on the back. I’d already done my eyes, shading and lining them with dark colors and brushed out my hair so that it was full and wild. I finished the makeup bit with a smudge of blush, lipstick and a smear of rouge on my nipples as an afterthought. OK. I was ready. All I needed now was courage. He could wait. The wait would be good for him. I slipped my hand deep into my thong and stroked my clitoris and the lips of my vagina until I was moist. The blood rushed into the little nub causing it to jut out between the lips. I held on to the rim of the washbasin to steady my legs. A flush stained my face and my eyes were dark and bright, I moistened my lips with my tongue and smiled at the hot girl in the mirror. Tugging my thong back into place, I stood up, dabbed a quick towel under my breasts to remove any dampness and decided that I was ready to play.
I opened the door and stood in the tiny space between the closet and the beds. His eyes had apparently been trained on that spot. My rouged breasts and the flat of stomach that ended where the slim black triangle began burned and tingled as his eyes, like fingers, trailed over them. At first, it was difficult not to cover the expanse of exposed skin, to tug the black silk kimono closed, to hide from the hunger in his eyes, but it was exciting, too. It was exciting to let his eyes scorch my skin, to know that he wanted me like that, to see the rawness of it in his face, the way he held his lips.
I walked to him and stood in front of him, a hairbreadth from his lips, letting him smell me and feel my heat. When he closed his eyes in order to master his control, I moved forward a notch and rubbed my nipples across his lips. His lips and tongue sought my nipples like a new, still blind puppy sucking and lapping, but his hands did not touch me. I let him suckle for a while and then I pulled away.
“I want you to make me come with your mouth and your hands,” I said as I moved over to the other bed and sat down across from him. Arms straight, I leaned back and opened my legs. In seconds, he was kneeling between them, his mouth on my breasts again making the nipples long and hard and wet, his hands gripping and massaging my ass. He slipped the thong down my thighs and bent to run his tongue down the slight arrow of hair there. I opened wider to him and he began to rasp his tongue against the lips of my pussy as his fingers continued to tug and coax my nipples. I squirmed beneath his assault and his tongue slipped deeper into the moist lips and bumped into the jutting nub. A jolt passed through my body and my legs closed around his head. He rasped his tongue over the nub, nudging it back and forth, as he inserted two wide fingers into my already dripping passage. His fingers created a rhythm counter point to his tongue, and my body began trembling, jerking as I came, but he held me down with his mouth, and he continued to kiss and suck at the continuously tingling lips of my pussy. I had to push his head away before I screamed and startled the families on the other side of the walls. I pushed at his head, but he resisted.
“I want…” he began as he clutched at my thighs. “May I…?” he was asking, his cheek to my inner thigh as though he was afraid to look up at me.
“No,” I said, and pushed hard, then harder. “No,” I said louder, and kneed him in the chest. He fell back and landed sprawled on the carpet.
“No,” I said as I pulled my thong back on and stood. “Don’t touch me unless I give you permission,” I reprimanded as I ground a spiked heel into his jean-clad thigh. Something in me wanted to laugh and say “bad dog” and smack him with a newspaper, but I didn’t have a newspaper and I was glad because I was afraid that it would be too much and that I’d end up breaking character.
“Get up,” I instructed. “Sit on the bed.”
He did as he was told. I stood in front of him, my pussy level with his face. He leaned forward. “Don’t touch me.”
He sat back and waited.
“Have you ever been fucked in the ass?” I asked.
He looked away. I grabbed him by the chin and tilted his face upward, rough. His eyes evaded mine. “I asked you a question.”
He didn’t say anything. I released his chin and slapped him, hard across the face. My fingers left a burning red mark. He flinched and for a moment, his eyes flashed anger. My stomach jumped. Had I overstepped? Hey, you learn by doing.
I tilted his chin up again and claimed his eyes with mine, making sure that mine were hard, unrelenting. He nodded. I smiled. “Are you a fag?” I asked. He shook his head no. “What do you call it when you let men fuck you?”
“It was only the one time.” His words were barely audible. “I was curious.”
“Did you like it?”
“It hurt at first,” he confessed.


I stepped back and looked him over.
“Take off your pants,” I ordered. “I want to fuck you.”
He stood and slowly, almost reluctantly, unzipped and removed his pants while I went to unpack the strap-on dildo I had bought for the occasion. When I turned to him, his cock was full-on and straining upward. He was well-endowed, thick and long, and for a moment I regretted the limitations I had placed on tonight’s festivities.
“Come here,” I ordered. “Secure this for me.”
He came to me and dropped down to his knees in order to reach between my legs to secure the straps, a set of buckles and Velcro with an underside of something soft and cushiony that allowed it to lay and hang comfortably around my hips. His fingers and hands lingered on my inner thighs leaving trails of tingles wherever they touched. I let it go. When he was done, he sat back on his haunches and looked up at me, his thick member straining against the cotton of his polo. My own penis jutted out just where my clitoris sprouted. It was a snub-nosed hard rubber piece, about five inches or so. I didn’t want to hurt him.
“I want you on the floor between the beds, your face in the carpet, your ass in the air.” I pointed.
He hesitated.
“Now,” I ordered.
He did as he was told.
I knelt behind him and held the weight of his balls in my hands. Then I bent down and sucked as much of them as I could into my mouth. They were tart and salty. I slid my tongue over and under them stroking with wide wet licks. What I couldn’t touch with my mouth, I fondled with my fingers. He groaned and pushed his bottom further up into the air. I took that as my clue that he was ready for the next step.
I stuck three of my fingers into a jar of cream that I purchased along with the dildo. The boy behind the counter said it was great for novices, “makes anything go in with ease and it tastes good,” he’d said grinning at me as he took my money. I slid my fingers down the length of his ass, over his balls, and up and through the crevice. His ass trembled. He whimpered. I slid one, then two fingers into the puckered hole and he groaned. I slid another and he whimpered and shivered like a big dog. I pressed my lips to the fleshy part of his ass and took a little bite, then nipped the other side. He pressed himself closer to my face. I reached under him to tug and stroke him, my hands running the length of his rod. It was hot and tight and dripping. He was breathing hard, and I could feel his anticipation. I gripped my own penis with a well-oiled palm, tugging it with a fist a few times to ease the cream over its surface, adding an extra dab for the tip.
I rose up behind him, pressed my cock to the puckered hole, and pushed, slow at first, but he pushed back against me and I slid in farther. There was a slight protrusion built into the dildo harness that pressed against my clitoris every time I pressed my cock into Bruce. It was addictive. Before long I was banging my cock into Bruce’s tight little ass and every hit sent a series of surges and shivers back to my tight little nub. It seemed to tighten and grow with each thrust. I tensed the muscles of my ass to get a harder, firmer thrust. I held on to his hips and let the rush and lighting surge through my body; it was a clean rush of power and pleasure, but I didn’t surrender to it completely. Bruce groaned, a loud surrender, and nearly rose up. I reached under him, gripped, and tugged the length of sex with my slippery fingers. His body jerked and released a spray of semen saturating the carpet. I pulled out and he fell forward covering his mess.


I left him there, a puddle of sated man, and slipped into the bathroom, packed all of my toys in my overnight kit and slipped back into my jeans and T-shirt. When I came out of the bathroom, he was sitting on the bed, still pantless, his cock docile and quiet between a set of well-toned thighs. I picked up my purse from the dresser and headed to the door.
“Clean up this mess before you leave,” I decreed as I stood near the door. He nodded without looking at me. I stepped out into the night. There were still a couple of kids and their parents around the pool. I could hear the splash as someone jumped in, the lull of conversation, a woman’s laugh and the clink of glasses. I pulled the door closed and made my way back to my car.
 
Work was hazy with cubist edges and a fluorescent glare; I wandered around on autopilot. I was no Bruce Davies; I couldn’t pretend that there wasn’t something really strange going on between me and my boss. I couldn’t look at him without remembering the size and length of him, the hardness of his thighs and the firmness of backside. I would sit across from him as he sat behind his desk scanning a storyboard while I took notes, and the muscles of my sex would clinch. A dampness would creep between my legs and I’d think of little scenarios that we could act out right there on his desk with my legs wrapped around his head. I was afraid that he could sense my arousal, smell me as I sat across from him. But he was as stoic as ever. Well, not really stoic, his spirits were good, and he was quite personable to everyone he encountered. But he seemed unfazed by our episodes and impervious to my discomfort. Okay then, it was me. I had to learn to cope or to desist. I chose the latter. Oh, it had been fun, the intrigue, the fulfillment of fantasies, but I wasn’t cut out for the aftermath, the lingering arousal, and yes, the guilt.
A series of cold showers and a call from Alex a week later helped me to stick to my guns. We had dinner and an evening of normal but very hot sex in his hotel room followed by a stiff morning ride before he had the town car drop me home to get dressed for work. Alex, unlike Bruce, was not one to ignore a night of hot sex.
Claire informed me that Bruce had been looking for me so I headed into his office as soon as I dropped my purse and briefcase on my desk. Alex was sitting at the circular table near the rear of Bruce’s office. Bruce stood over a bottle of Dom Pérignon in a bucket of ice. He was twisting the corkscrew into the bottle as I walked in.
“We’re celebrating,” Bruce said to me. “Alex wanted to wait for you.”
“You’re pleased with the campaign?” I asked Alex.
He actually stood up, took my hand and drew me to the table to stand between the two of them.
“He’s so pleased that he’s giving us a crack at the shoes and clothing lines.” Bruce popped the cork and poured the wine into the waiting glasses.
“It means I’ll have to visit more often,” he said, and leaned in to plant a kiss that ended up getting lost somewhere in my hair because I tried to dodge it under the guise of reaching for the champagne glass that Bruce held out to me.
Alex laughed, “We have nothing to hide from Bruce. He’s seen us at our most vulnerable.”
Bruce sipped from his glass, but said nothing.
There was logic to that, but Alex was not aware of all that had transpired between me and Bruce since that night in my office. But Bruce remained silent. Maybe it didn’t matter to him. Maybe he expected a woman who orchestrated clandestine perversions to have multiple lovers. Maybe he was fine with it as long as he got his share.


“To a long and fruitful alliance.” Bruce held his glass out to ours. The glasses clinked. I drained mine and held it out for a refill. Maybe he thought this was normal for me. I drained the second glass.
“I’d better get back to work,” I said, putting my glass down on the table.
“I thought we’d have breakfast,” Alex said, capturing my hand again.
“I’ve got to see legal about the contracts,” I adlibbed.
“Bruce won’t mind if you come away with me for a few hours,” Alex coaxed. He directed his words at Bruce, but continued to look at me.
“There are a few things pending that require Glory’s touch.” Bruce’s words were a balm. “Maybe she could issue you a rain check.”
“Tonight,” Alex said, using my captured hand to draw me to him.
“I’ll call you when I’m done,” I said as I slipped my hand out of his, offered him a placating smile and headed back to my office. Enough already. Alex stayed another week to oversee the opening of a new store, an uptown boutique that featured his company’s high-end line. It kept him busy and he didn’t seem to even notice that I had been dodging him. When I showed up to represent the agency at the store’s inauguration, he was affable and warm. I rewarded his nonchalance by fucking him senseless in the back of the limousine as we took a long ride along the riverfront and through the park. He was so attentive that I was sorry I had put him off all week. But I wasn’t too sad when I rode with him to the airport to see him off. He held me in his arms and nuzzled my neck as the chauffeur pulled his luggage from the trunk. It felt good to bask in the shelter of his body, the heat of his chest pressed against my cheek. He is an affectionate man, a good man, and I felt sated, normal. I could go back to my life, the way it was before Mr. Davies became Bruce, before that night.
 
“Glory!” I could hear him through the door. I pretended not to, but his bellow was followed by the long shadow of his frame as it filled the doorway. “Why haven’t you followed up on this?” He waved a folder. “You said you wanted more responsibility. I give it to you, and this is what happens.” He slid the folder onto my desk and stormed back to his. I was hoping that he would slam the door behind him, but he left it open suggesting that he wasn’t quite finished with his rant. I waited, expecting a follow-up, but he’d shifted his ire to Claire. I could hear him demanding that she stay after to finish the correspondence she’d failed to complete. “I wanted to sign them before I leave,” he fumed. Claire apologized, explaining that he’d only given them to her an hour ago. “Be that as it may,” he said, ignoring her reasoning, “I want them on my desk first thing in the morning so they can go out with the morning mail.” I looked at the folder he’d given me. Just as I suspected, it was awaiting an adjusted budget. Accounting had promised to email it to me within the week. I sent Somers, the department manager, a reminder, turned off my computer, grabbed my sweater and headed out the door.
I mouthed goodbye to Claire, and she tilted her head in Davies’s direction and mouthed, “What’s his problem?” I shrugged and double-timed it to the elevator. I didn’t want to have to ride down with him, but I wasn’t fast enough. I was standing there pushing the button for the third time when he came up behind me.
“Long day,” he said.
“Yeah,” I agreed, and pushed the button again.
“A drink?” he asked.
“I’m tired,” I offered, still with my back to him.
“Just one,” he said, and then added, “I want to talk.”
“Where?”


“Dottie’s.”
“Okay.”
He followed me in silence onto the elevator. Neither of us said a word as we left the building side by side and walked the two blocks down the street to the seedy little bar that still boasted the tall oak booths that must have been Dottie’s grandfather’s pride and joy when it had opened in the 1940s. The bar, which according to Dottie had been named for her grandmother, was known for its burgers, and did a brisk lunch business with the office workers in the area. At night, the crowd was a bit more colorful, more Dickies and less Brooks Brothers. When we got there, the place was almost empty. A couple of guys nursed drinks at the bar, and there was one guy eating a burger with his beer in one of the front booths. We took the booth all the way in the back. Bruce ordered burgers for both of us, beer for him, and vodka and cranberry juice for me. It was what we always had at Dottie’s. “Do you want fries?” he asked. I shook my head no. The waiter disappeared with our order.
Bruce loosened his tie. “It’s been over a month, Glory,” he said as though we had been in the midst of a conversation.
The waiter brought our drinks. He placed the cocktail napkins in front of us then sat the drinks on them. I thanked him and he was gone. I removed the tiny straw and sipped my drink.
“Is it Alex?” he asked.
“No,” I said, and took another sip.
“I don’t like it,” he said as though I hadn’t spoken, “but I can live with it. I just don’t like being shut out.”
“It’s not Alex. It just makes me uncomfortable.”
He didn’t say anything for a while. He drank from his glass, and finally asked, “What makes you uncomfortable?”
“It’s just not me.” I looked at him, into his eyes so he could see how I felt.
“But you’re so good at it.” I wasn’t sure whether he was trying to cover up his apprehension or whether he was trying to blow it off.
“I’m serious.”
“So am I.” He stroked his glass as he watched me. After a moment of silence, he reached over and touched the back of my hand. I let him. “We don’t have to play the games all the time,” he offered.
I must have looked as if I was considering it because he added, “We could take turns. You could tell me what you need.”
The waiter came with our food. We sat back and let him slide our plates onto the table. The young man asked the cursory, “Do you need anything else,” but scurried away when Bruce shook his head and turned his attention back to me.
I doctored my burger, mustard, ketchup, relish, and passed the condiments to Bruce who began the process. It was good. I chewed and smiled at Bruce. He bit his and smiled back. We ate in silence, using our napkins liberally and sipping our drinks between bites. When we finished, Bruce handed the waiter our empty plates and ordered more drinks. I sat back feeling comfortably full and relaxed.
“Come home with me tonight,” Bruce suggested.
I sat up. “I don’t think so,” I said, and more firmly added, “Not tonight.”
“Why? It isn’t as though there is someone at home waiting for you?”
“I’m just not ready.”
“Okay,” he said as the waiter placed our drinks in front of us.


“Okay,” I said.
His head jerked up.
“No. I mean I’m glad you’re okay with it.”
He leaned forward. “I can be the aggressor. Do you want me to be the aggressor?”
I couldn’t help but smile. “I thought you said okay.”
“It’s just that I know that sometimes women like…” He stopped as though he was afraid to finish.
“To be attacked?” I laughed outright.
“To be seduced,” he corrected.
“Women are the only ones that suffer this affliction?”
“You have the advantage here because I am terribly attracted to you, and I haven’t been with anyone since we were together. It’s difficult—” he laughed and shook his head “—to think, with you sitting there.”
“I’d better go,” I said as I gathered my things. “It’s getting late.”
“I’m sorry if I made you uncomfortable. Stay. Finish your drink.” I held my clutch in my hand. Resting both clutch and hand on the table, I began scooting out of the booth. He reached over, pulled the little purse out of my hand, and placed it on the seat next to him. No he didn’t. The move completely deflated me. I sat back.
“Stay. Just for a while,” he said again, his voice soft, placating. “Finish your drink.”
“All you had to do was ask.”
“Really.” His smile was wry, as if he didn’t believe me. I knew what he was thinking. If that were true, you would have come home with me. But, he didn’t ask again.
“Okay,” he said, and stood up, still holding my bag. “I’ll walk you to your car.”
I stood up. After pulling some bills from his pocket and tossing them onto the table, he took my sweater and draped it over my shoulders before handing me my purse.
We tried to make small talk about the office and new accounts, but by the time we reached the parking structure we had both sank into our own thoughts. His hand rested low on my back as we entered the structure. It would have been a chivalrous thing to do, but it felt as though he was doing it more for himself than for me, as if he was giving in to his need to touch me. His hand was large and hot and burned through the cotton of my dress. I sped up a little to relieve some of the tension, but he kept pace with me and for a minute, it was as though we were both hurrying to get somewhere.
It was late. The garage, lit intermittently with fluorescent lights, was dim. It was always darkest near my car, which was parked in a corner near the elevator. I was glad Bruce was here. He stood over me. His body a half-circle fortress around mine as we waited. We took the elevator up to the floor reserved for Davies and Birch. A concrete wall separated my car from the glass enclosure that housed the elevator, a gray slab that blocked out light and created a blind spot that hid my parking space from the protective eyes of the security camera. Bruce’s and Birch’s cars were parked to the right, behind the other concrete wall in the spaces reserved for the executives. Because we worked for Bruce, Claire and I were given optimum spaces next to the elevator. Birch’s assistants were in the same bank, next to me and Claire. It had been a not so secret bone of contention to some of the higher earning account execs and department managers, but Bruce had dismissed their bickering and innuendoes. When one of the newer execs complained that he’d never worked for a company that gave secretaries better parking spots than the high rollers, Bruce had simply said, “They’re not secretaries. They keep me functioning at my best. I need them near and on time.” Since then, the guys have kept their comments to themselves.
He took my hand as we left the enclosure, and led the way to my car. “I could come home with you,” he said as he pressed me back against the car door and his mouth against mine. It was good. He tasted wet like beer and hot burger and man. He leaned in and my hip nudged the door handle. I kissed him back. He groaned and pressed his luck allowing a hand to stray behind my back and down to cup my bottom. The hard notch of him pushed into my waist and belly. I shoved at him. His hand was under the skirt of my dress. I shoved him again, but not with much force. His hand moved to the elastic waist of my panties and stopped. His mouth still claimed mine, his tongue a comfortable weight hovering at the entrance and teasing the inside of my lips.
“I just want to feel you.”
I shook my head and he deepened the kiss.
“Just a little,” he whispered, and kissed my cheek.
He tugged at my panties again, pulling them down my thighs. I let him, lifting first one, then the other foot so that he could slip them off and into his pocket. A breeze glanced over my newly bared skin followed by a large warm hand and fingers that burrowed into the dampness, searching and finding my center. I clutched at his shoulders, my fingers crushing the fabric of his jacket as his plucked and stroked and inflamed me. I could barely think but I could hear the clink of his belt buckle and the purr of his zipper. The subtle musk of his cologne wafted up to me as my mouth found his neck in the loosened collar of his shirt. His skin was warm and salty. The texture was slightly rough where his beard was trying to grow back. I ran my tongue over the tiny spikes and then gnawed them with my bottom teeth. He groaned and snipped my chin with his teeth. I opened my legs wider in anticipation. He lifted me up by my bottom, his hands slipping and cradling my thighs as he pressed me more firmly into the car. Only the linen of my skirt and a pair of large warm hands shielded me from the cold steel and glass. I lifted my legs to embrace his now, the rasp of his nearly naked thighs against mine in their thigh-high nylons causing a tingly friction. He slid in further, the knob of his sex already pressing against my opening. My feet, clad in a pair of burgundy strappy heels, found purchase against the cement wall a couple of feet behind him.
He leaned forward and found home, filling me completely, the width of him leaving no room as it made a slow drag deep into my center. He hit bottom, breathed a sigh, found my mouth again and pulled almost all the way out. I waited, my pussy making clutching movements, eager for his return. He came back and I scooted toward him trying to squeeze him, to hold him, but he had found his rhythm. Leaning forward, he secured me with his shoulders, chest and hands as he continued his assault, pounding into me. The fullness and the bliss of the slide in and out caused my legs to tremble against his. I closed my eyes as he began to swell inside me, the hardness pushing against my walls, the pace crazy, out of control, the rough hair of his groin setting fire to my too sensitive labia. I bit the thick cloth at his shoulder to keep from screaming, and then he was coming. His fingers clenched my nether cheeks as he tried to pull me even closer, and then I was spiraling. The muscles of my sex clenched and pulled at him milking him as I came and came, my juice making a broth with his.
When I came to my senses, he was still holding me, his sex softer, but still tucked into me.
“Okay?” he grinned.
I laughed, “Yeah, okay. But we can’t keep this up like this. There has to be protection.”


“Fine, as long as there is a next time.”
“I want to get down.”
He stepped back. His sex plopped out and fell slack between his legs. I slid my legs down and pulled at my skirt, trying to right it. Linen is an unforgiving fabric. He tucked himself and his shirt away and zipped himself. When he was done he was a bit rumpled, but the lightweight wool of his suit was much more resilient than my linen.
“Come home with me?”
“Not tonight.” I shook my head. “I need my bath. I need a long soak and lavender salts.”
“I have a bathtub…and salts.”
“I need time.”
He nodded and stepped back. His foot found my purse where it had fallen. He picked it up and handed it to me. I retrieved my keys and opened the car door.
“See you in the morning,” I said as I got into the car.
He nodded, and as I pulled the door closed and started the engine, he walked to the edge of the cement wall and waited for me to drive away.
 
The next morning I was replete with guilt and misgivings. Angry at myself for being weak, for not sticking to my guns. But Bruce was back in Davies mode, very much in charge and charming the office staff and account execs alike, bolstering them with praise for small deeds, and letting them down easy when he didn’t like a pitch. On his way out at lunchtime, he stopped at the door between our offices.
“Dinner at seven. That little French place on Eighth,” he said, standing in the open door, pulling on his suit coat.
“Who’s the mark?” I asked.
“I had Claire make the reservations,” he answered as he pulled the door to him. “I’ll see you there.” The door clicked closed and he was gone.
I had Cup-a-Soup for lunch, microwaved in the little kitchen down the hall, and sipped over a desk full of contracts.
Claire came back from lunch and I gave her the contracts with my corrections and asked her who Davies and I were having dinner with.
“He asked me to make the reservations for two,” she said. “I didn’t know you were going. Should I make it for three?” she asked.
“No, I just thought…” And I didn’t know what else to say, how to clean it up.
“Oh, maybe it’s a raise or a promotion,” she said, brightening as though she’d caught wind of something.
“I don’t think…” I tried.
“Maybe he wants to surprise you. He can be so thoughtful,” she gushed.
“Do you think you can finish the corrections before four? I’d like to make sure Legal got them before five,” I asked, changing the subject.
“Sure,” she said, and turned back to her computer.
Bruce didn’t come back to the office and I wasn’t sure what to do about dinner. I went home and changed. I went with my black spaghetti-strapped Audrey dress. I wanted to look nice, even if I had to put a stop to this.
 
Bruce was there, sitting at the table, waiting for me when I got there. He looked good in the black Prada. I’ve always favored it because it made him look dark and rich, and terribly powerful. His eyes welcomed me. The waiter pulled out the chair across from him; I sat. All this was accomplished in silence.


The sommelier broke the silence in a rapid, pointed French as he cradled a bottle of wine as if he was a proud daddy. Bruce smiled up at the intense little man and responded in kind. The man poured, Bruce sipped and actually grinned. The sommelier’s smile got bigger and he poured generous amounts of the rich red liquid into both of our glasses before he left us alone.
“The dress—” he tilted his head towards me “—very becoming.”
“Thank you,” I said, taking a sip from my glass.
“Are you hungry?”
“Yeah, I guess.”
“I’ve already ordered for both of us. I hope you don’t mind.”
“No, that’s fine. Whatever. Bruce, what is this about?”
“I wanted quiet time with you, time unencumbered by work.”
“Dottie’s was nice.”
“Yes,” he said. “I enjoy your company.”
We were quiet as we spread our napkins on our laps and the waiter sat bowls of consommé in front of us.
“Now, you say you enjoy my company,” he chided me.
“I do,” I said, tasting the soup. “But I don’t think it’s wise to see each other without the buffer of work.”
“What harm could there be? This is neutral territory. Public.”
“For now.”
“Are you anticipating dessert?”
“There isn’t going to be any dessert tonight. Is that why you ordered me here.” I pushed the plate away, my appetite dwindling. I hate being manipulated.
“I didn’t invite you here to seduce you.”
“Then why?”
“I thought we could talk.”
“About what?”
“Us.”
“There’s nothing more to say.”
The waiter took the soup away. The heated plates that took its place held filet mignon, asparagus and light flaky potatoes au gratin. This man knew me. He kept the fare simple, well seasoned, and the filet mignon was juicy and so tender it didn’t need chewing. We ate for a while, before he spoke again, but it was as though the conversation had never halted.
“I have more to say,” he said after taking a sip of wine.
“Ah,” I responded. I wanted to add, “what a surprise,” but I filled my mouth with asparagus instead.
“What do you want, Glory? What can I do for you? Just tell me and I’ll get it for you.”
“I don’t want anything.” I lay my fork across my plate. “I was content before.”
“Only content, Glory? I want to make you happy.”
“This, whatever we’ve been doing, doesn’t make me happy. It makes me uncomfortable.”
“How can we make it comfortable for you?” He sounded so reasonable, like he does when he speaks to favored clients.
“We can’t.”
“What aspect of it makes you uncomfortable?”
“All of it,” I blurted, feeling like a six-year-old.


“I don’t believe that’s the complete truth, Glory. Some parts of it were pleasing to you. I could feel you.”
“I don’t like the discomfort of going back to the office afterward, the pretense, the fear of discovery.”
“We’ve been completely discreet. No one need ever know.”
“That can’t continue forever.”
“For as long as you want it to.”
“How can you be so unmoved. You sit at your desk or in the boardroom and you don’t even see me.”
“I see you.” His words trembled and their heat sent a jolt to my core.
“I’m not as adept at hiding as you are,” I said after letting the bolt pass through.
“What do you want, Glory?”
“I don’t want anything. I want it to be like it was before.”
“That can’t happen. I wouldn’t want it to.”
“If we stop now, maybe.”
“It’s too late for that, Glory. I want you too much for that.”
I sat back and looked at him. He sat, back straight, cool and poised.
“What can I do for you, Glory? What can I do to make you happy?”
Okay, so he was playing hardball here, and negotiations were in full swing. I don’t know what I expected but it wasn’t this.
“Bruce, it just isn’t for me. I’m just not the type.”
He didn’t say anything, just sat there silently. He knew that there would be more and he was waiting for me to get it all out.
“It was exciting at first, but it’s not right. Not the way things are supposed to be.”
He nodded and refilled my glass. I didn’t even know I’d emptied it. I wondered if his crazy sex habits were the reason he and his wife divorced. If it had escalated to a point where she couldn’t take it anymore. I could see how that could happen. Bruce encouraged a kind of limitless freedom.
“I don’t…think…I could…” I found myself sputtering.
“It’s just the two of us,” he reminded me as if he knew I was considering it, considering what I could do to him. “No one else needs to know. Unless you want to include someone else. We’d have to be discreet, but if it’s something you want…” He seemed shy again, like he did in the motel. My pussy twitched and moistened.
“I like my job. I like the way we were at work before,” I told him.
“This has nothing to do with us when we’re there. You’re good at what you do. I rely on you. What we do in our free time doesn’t have to affect our work.”
I knew that to be the lie it was. I remembered how his mood shifted when he got what he wanted as opposed to when he was denied. I remembered Claire’s face when she realized I was having dinner with Bruce alone. He must have been reading my face because he added, “As closely as we work together, there’s bound to be some speculation. It’s a normal by-product of having a female assistant. But again, what others choose to speculate doesn’t have to affect us.”
He watched and waited. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t know what to say short of walking away from all of it—this man, the hot sex, my job. But, I really like my job and he was something different.
“Do you need more money? A bigger apartment?”
“Monetary inducement?” I shook my head and gave him an admonishing smile.


“I just want to make you happy.”
“I’m not a whore.”
“You could move in with me.” He completely ignored my remark, apparently dismissing it as irrelevant, and threw a fastball that hit me square in the chest, knocking the wind out of me. “I have a big house and there’s only me. It feels quite hollow sometimes. You could have a wing to yourself.”
When I didn’t respond he said, “Come home with me.”
I shot him a look. “To see the house,” he added hastily.
“I’ve seen it.”
“Only a couple of times and then only the first floor. You couldn’t have seen much. You were only there long enough to hand off a few papers.”
“I saw enough.”
“Come on.” He was smiling now. “I’d like to show you my home.”
I sat there frozen, overwhelmed. Unfair, he was far more skilled at this than I.
“No strings,” he said, trying to capture my eyes.
He lied, and he knew I knew he was lying.
I excused myself, needing a minute of near privacy to recover. When I returned, he had settled the bill and stood to help me with my shrug before fitting his hot hand onto my lower back to guide me out of the restaurant and to his waiting car.
As I sat next to him in the backseat of the town car, I was both frightened and exhilarated because I had realized that I couldn’t turn this man down. I could be myself with him—pushy, demanding, cruel or loving. He encouraged it, fed off of it. The prospect was intoxicating and I knew, as the car pulled out into traffic, this was just the beginning.
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