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Office Fling

 


 Anita Blackmann

 



Chapter 1

 


 Paul was the bright young intern in the office. How young?
Eighteen, just a baby. Almost nineteen, I suppose. I mean, I was
practically a senior citizen compared to him. At twenty-nine, I was
old enough to be his older brother's babysitter. He was a
good-looking young man, tall, black and had a sweet smile.
Intelligent, like I said, and hard-working. So, I have to wonder
why I always gave him such a rash of shit.

 


I mean, I'm usually not like that. I
don't think it was because he was black. I have co-workers who are
black and we've had plenty of interns who were, as well. I always
treated them with the utmost respect. There was just something
about him, though, that brought out the worst in me. Something good
would happen and everyone would be talking up nice to him, or he
would come up with a great idea and be getting praise and I would
make some smartass remark that would knock him down a peg or two.
And I frequently, in having him do the menial tasks he was supposed
to be doing, would "forget" parts of the assignment, just to force
him to make a second trip.

 


"You should give him a break," said
one of my co-workers, Cathy. "He likes you. I don't know why, but
he does."

 


"So, what's not to like?" I asked her
back. Sure, like a lot of young professional women, I seemed to go
through a lot of different guys, never quite finding the right one.
Most couldn't get past the first date, just a lot of boys, you
know? I'm looking for a MAN. Someone who has their shit together.
But getting back to the question, I'm a good-looking gal. I mean, I
have to be, right? There was always someone after me, both single
and married guys. I get hit on a lot by girls at the clubs, too.
When enough people tell you you're fine, you have to believe it.
Sorry if that sounds conceited, it's not meant to. I come from good
genes, mid-West farm stock. Wholesome and clean. I eat right and I
exercise, hydrate and bathe on a regular basis. Plenty of sleep,
all that. Maintenance is a bitch but I feel it's totally necessary.
My job allows me to buy really nice clothes, too. "Yeah," I said,
"He may like me but what horny 18-year-old straight boy doesn't
like a girl like me?" To which Cathy replied by shaking her head
and clucking.

 


After she told me that,
though, I did start to notice him a little more. The way he stood,
the way he moved. He was young, yes, but he was bold. The way he
dealt with people was far more advanced than the other
eighteen-year-olds that we had had. I started getting a familiar
itch down there. Guys his age had a lot of stamina, I thought.
Eager to learn. I started to think of him in a different light. I
didn't stop busting his balls, mind you. Especially when I saw him
frequently leaving with a different office girl just about every
other day. You're just jealous,
the thought occurred to me. "Shut up," I told my
brain.

 


Sometimes, when he was across the
office, I would look at him and wonder what it would be like to be
one of those girls, even just for a night. Hell, that's all he
seemed interested in, anyway, just one night. Suddenly, I was aware
I had got lost in my thoughts. He was looking right at me. He had
caught me staring! He had a Cheshire grin, the bastard. I quickly
looked away, getting busy with my work.

 


We had a little thing going on in our
building. There was a mass expansion underway. Our firm had bought
out the two top floors and had already moved the two floors above
us up to them. Somehow, though, during the renovation of the floor
directly above us, there was an "incident" in the bathrooms that
did damage to that floor and our floor, too. We were told to use
the restroom one flight down in the meantime. All this did, though,
was cause lines. However, I realized early on that if I walked up
two flights – you needed a key for the elevator to ride up but
there was no such restriction on the stairs – there was an old
executive washroom that was open and, best of all, no one else was
using it. Every day, about an hour after lunch, I would sneak up
there for a little alone time.

 


And so I went up there on that Friday
afternoon, taking my time. I mean, with the lines and travel time
downstairs, a simple pee might take up to ten minutes. It was
nothing to be gone from my desk for twenty minutes or so. I don't
care what they thought I was doing, I was going to take the full
twenty. I took my leak, then puttered around on my phone. Simple
stuff at first. I liked some stuff on facebook but saved commenting
for later. I didn't need someone busting me with a timestamp, you
know? I played a couple of rounds of Candy Crush, then watched a
couple of videos. Coming to the end of my twenty minutes and
knowing I was alone, that no one else had ever come to this floor,
I switched over to some streaming porn and watched a couple of
quick videos. Interracial stuff. I had bookmarked a few videos
featuring a tall young black stud who, if I squinted and didn't
look too closely, bore a resemblance to our intern. Squirming as I
watched, my fingers soon found their way between my legs and I slid
a couple betwixt my engorged, heated lips. I massaged my throbbing,
fleshy pearl, quickly sending myself over the edge. Feeling a bit
dirty and empty, afterward, I quickly pulled up my panties,
smoothed out my skirt, and washed my hands. I dried them, lazily,
regretting that my long break was over much too soon. Friday
mindset, I guess.
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