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Crushing on My Married Straight Boss
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What were my first impressions when I was introduced to Thomas? He had strong muscular arms that threatened to bust through the seams of his tailored white dress shirt. His smile gleamed porcelain white. The shade of his skin reminded me of smooth dark chocolate. Towering over me since he stood six feet five inches, I felt positively small in comparison. He had very short black hair that would probably turn curly with just a little more length. It was impossible not to admire him. Thomas Larkin was a gorgeous man that would turn any straight woman and gay man’s head....with me falling into the gay man category.

As I lay next to him now while he softly snores after a particularly intense sex session where he actually made me cum without me so much as touching my dick, I know it to be true. I’m falling for him. It’s also the worst idea ever. Can I actually allow myself to dream that something more than what we’ve had could happen?

I look at his hand. Wedding ring. I know she’s probably wondering where he is. I wonder if she has any idea of what he does to the new young white guy assistant she met in his office. I think I should feel guilty, but his touch, the sex, the way he overpowers me in a sensual tantalizing way has rendered me to think...to feel...foolishly.

What the hell am I going to do?

––––––––
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The day I met Thomas I was already nervous enough with the idea of starting a new job as a lowly paid intern at McKenzie Marketing Solutions. It was my second job after finishing college at the University of Southern Mississippi in the small town of Hattiesburg. For the first six months after graduating with my business degree, I languished in the back office of a Biloxi casino. After fearing that my next few years may be dominated with reports on slot machine performance, I packed up my bags and moved to a slightly run-down building near Atlanta’s gayborhood, Midtown. The first few months were touch and go with temp work and dwindling savings, but finally, I had sort of landed a permanent job. The pay was gut-wrenching low, but I needed experience. The internship promised at least that.

“This is Curtis Nealson, the new intern,” Tracey, the ultra-peppy office manager said, introducing me to Thomas.

“Hi,” I said, just slightly thrown off by being introduced to such a good looking man. I extended my hand, and he shook it with a strong grip.

I had a brief flash of his meaty hand stroking what I was sure was an impressive mantool between his legs.

“Thomas Dunfield,” he said, standing up. “So, you’re the new guy we’re throwing to the wolves.”

He smiled widely, and I couldn’t be sure if he had been joking or was serious. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Tracey bristle at the remark.

“Well, we do keep things hopping around here,” she said in forced cheer.

“I like a challenge,” I responded with what I assumed was expected of a new employee to say.

“Excellent,” Thomas said. “We have a lot of work to do, and it can be challenging.”

“Curtis is here to primarily help you out with the Stonebridge Restaurant account,” Tracey said. “I thought we could set him up outside your office since Sharon is on maternity leave.”

“Sounds good,” Thomas said, his eyes intently focused on me.

I suddenly felt a little self-conscious under his gaze. He was so handsome that I found it difficult to concentrate, and now I’d be working right outside his office.

“Why don’t you take a few moments to settle in?” he suggested. “Maybe in an hour let’s meet, and I can go over the particulars of the account with you.”

“Sounds great,” I responded.

“Well, I’ll leave you now,” Tracey said. “You’re in good hands.”

I’d love to be in his hands, I thought to myself.

I went to my desk, booted up the computer, and began to explore both the files on the computer and the paper ones at the desk trying to at least look like I was busy even though I hadn’t been given my first real assignment yet.

Thoughts of the stud in the office next to me dominated my brain. I reminded myself of how much I needed this job, and I needed to think with the big head...not the small one.

Focus. Focus. Focus.

Exactly an hour later, Thomas poked his head out of his office and said, “Why don’t you come on in? You might want to bring a pen and paper to take notes.”

“Certainly,” I replied.

When I walked into his office, I found him slightly leaning back in his chair which gave me a much better view of the wall of man-ness he was. I had a brief thought of what it would be like to be on my knees in front of him and servicing the cock of a man like him. I would worship his penis if given the chance, and the idea of tasting the salty goodness that would leak out of his cock was enough to make me start growing hard in my pants.

Stop it, Curtis! I had to get my mind back in the game. I just never would have guessed that I’d end up working with a man that looked like that.

“Have a seat,” he said, motioning to the chair across from his desk.

I sat, cross my leg over my knee, and sat the notepad in my lap.

“Have you heard or been to one of the Stonebridge Restaurants?” he asked.

“I haven’t been, but I’ve seen the billboards,” I answered.

I felt like he was seriously studying me with his gaze. I didn’t know what he was looking for or expecting, but his focus on me was intense. It gave me butterflies in my stomach...just being looked at that way by a guy like him.

I wasn’t a ten, but I thought I was fairly cute. I had ginger brown hair with natural reddish highlights, hazel eyes, and a slim trim body. At the age of twenty-three, I could still mostly eat whatever I wanted without putting on an ounce. But Thomas was in a category way above me. I saw a picture of a woman and young girl on his desk.

Wife and kid.

Of course.

The wife was just as gorgeous as he was with her long, dark loose curls and flawless cocoa brown skin. The girl looked to be three or maybe four years old in the picture. She had pigtails and held a doll.

“Those two are what really keep me here working long hours,” he said.

I turned my gaze back to him and felt a little embarrassed at being caught looking at the picture.

“You have a beautiful family,” I said because it seemed the right comment to make, too.

“Thank you. They’re both a handful,” he said, smiling and giving me a wink.

A wink. It seemed a little flirty, but then I was always bad at reading signals. And hello! The man was married with a kid.

“So, Stonebridge...” he said, leaning back even more which didn’t help my blow job fantasy go away. “They started here in Atlanta about thirty years ago as mostly a breakfast diner. They’ve since started expanding beyond their three Atlanta locations, and they’ve really been taking off with their new menu focused on local, organic foods. Now they’re opening new locations in Pensacola, Savannah, and New Orleans. We’re working on their marketing rollout for the new locations.”

“Sounds exciting,” I said, thinking more of my dick sucking fantasy than the restaurant chain.

“I’m the head of the account, and I’m going to need a lot of help with the grunt work. It won’t be glamorous or always fun, but I promise you’ll learn a lot if you stick with me.”

“Sounds like a great opportunity. I can’t wait to find out more,” I said.

“Do you have any lunch plans?” he asked, catching me off guard.

I almost said I didn’t have any beyond the PB & J I had packed that morning. My bank account didn’t have the time for full lunches.

“I don’t,” I said.

“Great. Let’s go to lunch at say...” he began scrolling through the calendar on his computer, “At one o’clock. We’ll go somewhere nice since it’s on the company dime.”

I felt relief I would get a free lunch for a change, but my nerves at the thought of being with a man like him set my hormones into overdrive.

––––––––
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I never expected the Dining Room at the Ritz Carlton hotel in Buckhead. I hadn’t been to such a high-end place in my life, and as I studied the menu,

I debated what would be appropriate to order. I assumed I shouldn’t order the cheapest item...unless this was a test...but I certainly shouldn’t go overboard and get the seasonal surf and turf. I decided to copy Thomas’ order of the grilled salmon Caesar salad.

“So, how long have you been in Atlanta?” Thomas asked, buttering a piece of bread.

“About seven months now,” I answered, still nervous as hell.

The whole car ride over I had struggled to make small talk. Just being alone in Thomas’ presence overwhelmed all of my senses.

“What brought you here?”

I realized we must be doing the get to know you before the business talk.

“I grew up in Mississippi and was just ready to live somewhere new,” I answered honestly.

“Mississippi!” he exclaimed. “How does it feel being in the big city?”

“Uh...a little overwhelming at first,” I answered honestly. “But I’ve adjusted. I love all the opportunities that are here.”

“Ah, to be your age again,” he said, before taking a sip of the Perrier he ordered. “Once you get married, settled down with kids, it’s hard to find time for much else but work and family.”

“I can imagine.”

“Have a girlfriend?” he asked.

My knee involuntarily jerked under the table. This was a difficult question to know how to answer. Sure, Atlanta had a ton of gay people from what I’d encountered, but still this was my new boss. Also, Atlanta may have been a major city, but it is still in the conservative South.

He must have sensed my hesitation.

“Sorry, it’s none of my business,” he said, apologetically.

“No, it’s just that...”

“Boyfriend then?” he asked. “Sorry if I’m just making assumptions.”

I relaxed a little. After all, he did bring it up himself.

“No boyfriend. Yet,” I replied answering two questions in one.

He smiled, and this put me at ease once more.

“Well, I’m sure it won’t take you long to find one,” he said, winking again.

Before I could come up with what to say next, our salads arrived. He then started talking of all the filing, data entry, and other lackluster work I would be doing over the coming weeks. All I could think about though was how this guy was positively my wet dream.

***
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As the next few weeks went by, I worked more and more with Thomas. He proved to be a fair supervisor who also made sure that I felt challenged or at least got exposed to new aspects of marketing. Occasionally, I’d answer the phone, and it would be his wife, Denise, calling about some family matter or the other. I felt a little shameful for lusting after this woman’s husband. Just the smell of his aftershave was enough to get my dick to harden in my dress pants. But then it’s not like anything could or would ever would happen between us.

I thought.

At the end of one workday when I was wrapping things up and most people had already left to go home, he walked up to my desk and surprised me.

“So, I have a proposition for you?” he said, laying one of those strong hands on my shoulder...and leaving it there.

“Oh?” I squeaked, feeling like I could melt with his touch.

“I have to go to New Orleans for some site meetings with the client next week. I spoke to the department head, and he okayed you going along to help me. If you can get away for a few days that is.”

“Wow!” I said to this exciting curveball. “That would a great experience!”

The idea of my first business trip was enough to thrill me, but the prospect of spending days with Thomas added to the excitement even if it was just to spend more time in his presence.

I had to admit now that I had a certifiable crush.

“Great! I’ll have the travel agent set the flights and hotel. We’ll leave on Monday and come back on Thursday.”

“I don’t know what to say. Thanks so much, Thomas!” I exclaimed.

His hand, still resting on my shoulder, squeezed me for a second.

“You bet. You’ve worked hard, and I like someone who’s hungry to learn.”

I didn’t think Thomas knew just how hungry I was.

––––––––

[image: ]


“A business trip? Already? You lucky asshole!” my friend Eric said to me as he sat on my bed and watched me pack.

The two of us had met when he needed help moving his futon in the apartment next door. Being new in town and also gay, he was looking for new friends just like me. We immediately hit it off and would spend our weekends at the clubs together drinking cheap beer and hoping a cute guy would hit on us. Not that Eric wasn’t cute himself. He had blonde hair and the kind of transfixing blue eyes anyone would die for. But we immediately guessed that both of us exclusively liked things on the bottom bunk. So, dating each other was out of the question.

“Yeah, I can’t believe it either,” I said, trying to match up dress shirts and ties.

If I was attending meetings with Thomas, I assumed I needed to be in business clothes just as he would be in those suits he looked so yummy wearing.

“Getting paid to go to New Orleans for four days. Damn, I’m so jealous!” Eric said, while shaking his head at a shirt and tie combo I held up for his opinion.

“Well, I will be working,” I reminded him.

“Please! You know you’re going to find time to hit some of the clubs on Bourbon Street. I’m telling you that some of them get downright sleazy. God, I miss that place,” Eric said, wistfully.

He’d vacationed there last year for Southern Decadence and apparently had a grand old time throwing beads and grabbing anonymous cocks.

“I sure as hell will try to,” I said. “We’ll see what the boss has planned for me though.

I’d been to New Orleans numerous times since my college had been a quick two hour drive away. So, if I didn’t get to stumble drunk down Bourbon Street, there wouldn’t be a lot missed out. I’d done it all before.

“You seem to really like this boss, but you haven’t said much about him,” Eric teased. “Is he family?”

“No. He’s very married with a kid,” I answered.

I had purposefully not talked about Thomas because I was scared my crush might show through in my words.

“Well, that sucks,” Eric replied.

“He seems liberal enough though to make me feel comfortable. He knows I’m gay.”

Eric dismissively waved a hand and jokingly said, “Who doesn’t know that?”

I playfully slapped him on the arm and said, “Are you going to help me match these shirts and ties or what? I’m completely lost when it comes to color match ups.”

“Are you sure you’re gay?” Eric said playfully.

“Well, I do suck dick,” I answered.

“Yeah, I guess that qualifies,” Eric said, laughing and starting to dig through my tie collection.

It was a shame that the guy whose dick I’d want to suck more than any other wasn’t playing on my team.

––––––––
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Thomas and I ended up having to take separate flights to New Orleans due to company costs. So, I spent the whole flight there with this strange excitement building in me as if I were meeting up with a lover on a romantic getaway...as preposterous as that sounded. I certainly couldn’t deny to myself the hopeless crush I had on him at this point.

When I arrived at the New Orleans airport I was greeted by a wet blanket of sticky summer humidity. I hopped into a taxi and took off for my hotel in the French Quarter. We would be staying at the same hotel during the trip, and Thomas said he’d meet up with me once I arrived to go over our agenda for the next few days.

The taxi stopped at a hotel, with beautiful wrought iron fencing around it, just a block from all the action on Bourbon Street, and I could hear the loud music drifting from the “avenue of sin.” Someone was singing a bad karaoke version of a Michael Jackson song.

I got out of the taxi, grabbed my luggage from the trunk, and tipped the driver before I walked into the lobby of the hotel. I rolled my bag into the hotel and was immediately taken with the place. It had an old school French New Orleans theme with large crystal chandeliers, nineteenth century paintings, and antique furniture.

As I looked around for the check-in desk, I heard Thomas’ voice behind me boom, “Hey there! I was just about to call you and see if you made it in.”

I turned around and saw him walking towards me.

W.O.W.

I had never seen him in casual wear before, and in his tight jeans and a red polo shirt, he had a laid-back sexiness about him I’d never had the chance to see before.

“I just got here. The plane was a little late,” I said, feeling a little flustered in his presence.

“Well, you’re going to kill me,” he said, with a wince.

“Why?” I asked.

“There was a screw up with the reservation. They only booked one room, and there’s some sort of convention in town. It looks like everything is booked. I’ve been doing some calling around to find you another room, but I haven’t had any luck so far.”

“Oh...” I said, suddenly wondering where I would spend the night.

“So, if it’s okay, you can crash in my room,” he said, before quickly adding, “It has two beds.”

“Sure. No problem,” I said, digesting this new morsel of unexpected information that titillated and scared me shitless at the same time. Would I be able to hide my crush sleeping just mere feet from him?

“Sorry about that. No one likes to share a room with the boss, I’m sure.”

“It’s okay. Really.”

“Well, let’s go drop off your stuff,” he said, leading me to the elevator. “Then we can head to dinner if you’d like. Hungry?”

“I could eat.”

“Good. Because we’re going to take advantage of the company card tonight,” he said. “Business can wait until tomorrow morning.”

The butterflies in my stomach went into overdrive once again. Thomas might have been out of my reach, but for the evening, he would be mine in at least time spent hanging out...without the confines of the office this time.

––––––––
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When we dropped off the luggage in the room, which turned out to be a two story suite with two queen beds, I tried not to register just how close those beds were, but I couldn’t help myself. I wondered how he slept. Just underwear? Less? How much of him would I get to see?

Back on the French Quarter street, he guided me to a high-end restaurant just a couple of blocks from the hotel. It was the type of place with impeccable service I could never afford on my own. He ordered a cocktail and encouraged me to do so also. I was a little scared of how low my inhibitions might go with some alcohol though. Would I say something that would embarrass me later? But I went ahead and ordered the same martini that he did.

Dinner ended up being fried soft shelled crab served on a bed of pasta covered in a creamy sauce. It was very decadent and calorie laden as most things in New Orleans tended to be.

Thomas spent the dinner asking a lot about me...my family, background, friends, how I liked Atlanta. I had never felt especially comfortable talking about myself, but with him, I felt comfortable. The alcohol also helped smooth over the evening for me.

“You’re a bright guy. You’ve got a good future ahead of you,” he said, sipping on his third martini.

“Thanks,” I said, feeling warm from the alcohol.

That’s when it happened. At first, I thought maybe I had just imagined it. But then I realized that...nope...it did just happen. Under the table, his hand was on my knee.

“I mean it,” he said, giving my knee a squeeze. “I think you’re very special.”

Blood rushed straight to my dick from his touch.

His hand moved away, but his eyes stayed focused on me as if to judge my reaction.

“I...uh...I think you’re great, too, Thomas. Really.”

He just nodded and gave me a smile that was hard to read.

Had it just been a random touch with no meaning behind it? It was hard to tell. But the evening had continued to get even more interesting.

––––––––
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After paying the bill, he suggested that we go grab a drink at one of the bars on Bourbon. I wasn’t sure if more alcohol was a good idea for me, but it seemed appropriate to go along with what he suggested.

“Do you mind if we stop by the room for a second?” he asked.

“Sure,” I answered.

We walked in silence back to the hotel by other restaurants, bars, and shops for a couple of minutes. My mind was still back on that knee squeeze, and when I looked at Thomas, he seemed to be taking in the music from a nearby jazz club.

“Any place in particular you’d like to go?” he asked. “I’m pretty open-minded.”

Was “open-minded” a code word for gay bar?

“Wherever you’d like to go,” I said, waiting to see how this would play out.

––––––––
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When we made it back to the room, I sat on the bed that had my luggage laying on top of it waiting for Thomas to do whatever he needed to do. But to my surprise, he just stood there at the foot of the bed looking at me. I felt a rush of heat rush through my body under his stare, and I wondered what was beginning to happen. It couldn’t be what I thought it might be, could it?

“So...uh...where’d you like to go next?” I asked just to break the silence.

“I think I’d be cool with staying right here,” Thomas said, his voice husky and deep.

He walked towards me and placed a hand on my shoulder. A shockwave of electrical current shot though me at this new touch.

“Would it be okay with you if we stayed here?” he asked, walking closer to me, until his crotch was just mere inches from my face.

“Sure. Whatever you want,” I replied. “Whatever.”

Could this really be happening?

When he started to undo his pants all doubts disappeared. This was real. The guy I had been lusting after was going to give me what I wanted. I thought of the wife and the kid. But, once again, the urgent blood rushing to my own dick made it difficult to think.
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