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The first time I made my boss cum, it was against her desk — one manicured hand gripping the edge, the other clawing at my hair like she hated how much she needed me.

She didn’t say my name that night.

She moaned it.

Selene King. CEO. The Ice Queen.

Every man in this office walked on eggshells around her, afraid of her stilettos and sharp tongue. Not me. I watched her for weeks. The sway of her hips in that tight black skirt. The way she tapped her pen when she was bored in meetings. How her eyes lingered a second too long when I didn’t look away.

She thought she was untouchable.

Until she wasn't.

Tonight, her office is dark except for the city skyline blazing behind her. Floor-to-ceiling windows. A desk she probably paid more for than my first car. She’s wearing that silky cream blouse again — the one that gaps just slightly between her buttons when she breathes heavy.

I close the door behind me, slowly.

“Cole,” she says without looking up from her laptop. Her voice is all steel. “It’s after hours.”

“You’re still here.”

She finally glances up. Her eyes flicker to my rolled-up sleeves, the loosened tie around my neck. “You’re not wearing a suit.”

“I wasn’t planning to stay long.”

She arches one brow. “Then why are you in my office?”

I step forward and drop a file on her desk. “You left this on the copier.”

She doesn’t look at it. “You could’ve left it on my assistant’s desk.”

“I don’t like going through other people.” I smile. “You know that about me.”

Her lips part. Just slightly.

But she doesn’t stop me when I walk around her desk. Doesn’t stop me when I lean in — close enough to smell her perfume.

“Anything else, Cole?” she says, quieter now.

I reach out and trace a finger down the side of her blouse. Over the place where her breath hitches.

“Yeah,” I murmur. “You keep looking at me like you want to know how far I’ll go if you don’t stop me.”

She doesn’t stop me.

Her chest rises and falls under that silk like she’s trying to pretend she’s still in control.

She’s not.

My fingers trail downward, brushing the buttons of her blouse, slowly undoing one... two...

“You know,” I murmur, “I’ve imagined this exact moment a hundred times. You—on this desk—biting your lip like you're deciding if you should fire me or fuck me.”

Her breath catches.

“I should fire you,” she whispers, but her voice is shaky.

“You won’t.”

I undo the next button. Her bra is lacy, cream-colored like her top, barely containing her breasts. My hands slide under the silk, pushing the fabric off her shoulders. She shrugs it off, like she’s shedding her rules and professionalism one piece at a time.

“I’ve worked for a lot of people,” I tell her, letting my mouth graze the hollow of her throat. “But I’ve never wanted to bend one over her desk this badly.”

“Cole—”

Her protest dies the moment I capture her nipple in my mouth, sucking it through the lace while my hands roam down, down, to the slit of her tight black skirt. Gold buttons pop open as I trail down her thigh, exposing just enough skin to lose my mind.

Selene gasps, her hips twitching toward me.

“You’re so wet,” I murmur against her breast. “God, boss... been thinking about this too, haven’t you?”

She doesn’t answer.

But her hands sink into my hair again, yanking my mouth back to hers.

I kiss her hard. It’s not gentle. It’s messy, teeth and tongue and weeks of pent-up want exploding. She moans when I grip her ass and lift her up onto the desk like she weighs nothing.

Papers scatter. Her laptop slides. Neither of us care.

Her legs wrap around me. The heat between her thighs is unreal, soaking through her panties. I rub against her with slow, punishing strokes that make her whimper.

“You’re still pretending this is wrong,” I growl into her neck, “but your pussy’s begging me to ruin you.”
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