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From the very first moment Greg laid eyes on her, he was mesmerized. Jocelyn Wylde was his boss’s new personal assistant, a bubbly, petite, young goddess designed by the devil herself to taunt him! For starters, she was lithe, with the kind of body a super model would kill for! 

She had long blonde hair that always seemed to look she’d just left an appointment at a fancy salon, and her nails and makeup were updated not just daily, but sometimes by the hour. When she walked past the smell of her intoxicating perfume lingered in the air, like the memory of your first kiss. 

Her sense of fashion was impeccable, not that Greg knew much about that sort of thing, but he definitely recognized the designer labels on the stuff she wore, not to mention her purses. The outfits themselves were so overtly feminine and sexy that it made it difficult to concentrate on what she was saying sometimes. Best of all she wore these impressive heels that brought her up to his height, so that every time he interacted with her in any way he had to stare into her mesmerizing ocean blue eyes. 

He swore that she knew the effect she was having on the men in the office, but unlike her jealous and hostile female coworkers she seemed to revel in male attention instead of shrinking away from it. The men made excuses to cross paths with her all day long, lavishing her with compliments, while the women shot her dirty looks. If she minded, she never mentioned it. 

The board of directors that ran the corporation’s day-to-day operations was full of kooky old guys with weird traditions Greg barely understood. They’d called him in to give a report on his department. That’s when he first saw her, Branigan’s gorgeous assistant. If he was being totally honest, she distracted him the whole time, just her presence. 

Greg was surprised. He hadn’t a woman have this kind of effect on him since high school. He stumbled through the rest of his report and hurried out of the boardroom. Jocelyn followed after him, which only seemed to make things worse. 

“Are you okay?” She asked. 

“Yeah,” he said, turning away to try to compose himself and fighting the feeling of his cock stirring to life at the proximity of her, the smell of her perfume like an opiate cloud, ensnaring him, pulling down his defenses. 

She must not have believed him, because she leaned in closer still until he thought he would lose his mind. He could almost feel the heat coming of her body as she closed the distance between them and hugged him. She was soft and warm, heat rising off her bosom. 

“What was that for?” Greg asked in bewilderment. 

“You just looked like you needed a hug,” she said. “You were super stressed in there, but you did great! Don’t beat yourself up.” 

“Who are you?” Greg was lost, for the first time in a long time. 

“I’m Jocelyn,” she giggled. “I’m Mr. Branigan’s new personal assistant. He sent me out to check on you. He worries about you.” 

“He does?” Greg shook his head. “Sometimes I get the feeling he doesn’t even know I exist.” 

She shook her head, but the smile never left her lips, a smile that said she knew a secret he didn’t. 

“You boys are all the same,” she laughed. “You don’t know how to show your feelings.” 

Greg thanked her and made an excuse to leave. He spent the rest of the afternoon imagining the feel of her soft cashmere sweater against my arm as she hugged me, the heat of her unbelievable body, her perfect breasts. He couldn’t wait to have an excuse to cross paths with her again. He didn’t have to wait long. 

Later that evening he set out with some coworkers to grab a drink at their favorite bar. The place was packed with more girls than Greg had seen in a long time but for the first time he could recall he no longer cared. He couldn’t get Jocelyn out of his mind. That’s why when he saw her across the bar, he just assumed his mind was playing tricks on him. He pushed through the crowd to get closer to her, sneaking up behind her and whispering in her ear. 

“So,” he began. “We meet again.” 

Jocelyn spun around in surprise, genuinely excited to see him again. In the process, she knocked the drink out of his hands and his bourbon went crashing to the floor, splattering his shoes. She raised her manicured hand to her mouth as her lips formed an “O” of surprise. Greg laughed. 

“Don’t worry about it,” he shouted over the loud noise of the bar. “I’m a big boy. And if I’m being honest, it’s not the first time I’ve had booze poured all over my shoes. It’s just never been a pretty woman who did it before.” 

Greg gave her the face he made when he was flirting hard. It had worked well for him in the past, acting sarcastic, like nothing bothered him. Or maybe it was just that when he finally did relax and get out of his own way they could see the real him. He was a decent-looking guy, just over six feet with a thick mane of dark hair like chocolate mousse and piercing green eyes that sparkled with mirth when he was happy. 

He was in better than average shape for his age as well. Most guys hit their mid-thirties and gave up. Greg wondered if the fact that he never settled down was the reason he was as fit as he was. He wasn’t ripped by any stretch of the imagination, not that he’d want to be mind you. He was taut, with rock hard abs and biceps, and a chest that looked carved out of marble. But it was the kind of build that remained largely concealed by his business suit while he was at the office. 

“I’ll buy you a new pair?” she offered, looking concerned and biting her lip. 

“I appreciate the offer,” Greg said, “but I think I’ll be alright. Nothing some soap and water can’t fix. I like your toenail polish by the way.” 

“It’s called pink crush,” she giggled, locking eyes with him. Greg felt a tingle spreading through him as she turned her full attention on him. She was easily the best-looking girl in the place. He wondered why more guys weren’t trying to come and steal her away from him. 

Who cares, he thought. It must be my lucky night. 

Greg cast his eyes back down at her delicate feet and perfectly pedicured toes. He took his time bringing his gaze back to meet hers, enjoying the sight of her long, silky legs jutting out of her short black cocktail dress. She had slim hips and an impossibly dainty waist that only made her teardrop breasts seem even more amazing as they spilled out the top of her dress. 

“Looks like I owe you a refill,” she said, raising her eyebrow. “Let me buy your next round. It’s the least I can do.” 

“I appreciate the offer, but we’ll never get served now,” he cautioned her. “It’s too busy. It will take all night just to get the bartender’s attention.” 

“Sounds like a challenge,” she fired back. “Follow me.” 

She stuck out her petite hand and Greg latched onto it with his meaty paw. She pulled him through the crowd towards the VIP section where there was a second bar while Greg did his best to pry his ass of her tight little ass as it temptingly bounced along in front of him. With no resistance, she sailed past the security, dragging Greg along with her. 

“A bourbon for my handsome new friend and a lemon drop for me,” she said with a smile. The bartender stared at her amazing cleavage for a second before turning and making their order, shaking his head. He set them down in front of the couple and patiently waited. 

“Put it on Mr. Branigan’s account, please,” she said. He nodded and left. 

Greg raised his glass to her, and she clinked her drink against his. 

“I’ve got to hand it to you,” he said. “That was pretty slick.” 

“If you really get to know me,” she said, leaning over and making his head feel fuzzy again. She leaned in until her candy pink lips were inches from his. He could smell the sugary lemon drink on her warm, soft breath. “You’ll find I am full of surprises.” 

Greg was sure she was going to kiss him but instead she pulled back and straightened her skirt, looking around. 

“I almost forgot where I was,” she giggled. “I’d hate for my boss to find out I was making out at the bar with one of his department heads. It’s just that when I’m around you, I feel like I can’t control myself.” 

Greg could feel himself stiffening at her words. The attraction he felt for her was undeniable. Still she had a point. They were surrounded by colleagues, many of whom would gladly rat him out just to have an advantage at the office, to climb ahead of him. There were no shortages of pitfalls to life working for a big corporation. He gazed around and sure enough several coworkers were pretending not to watch them.

“I’m going to go freshen up,” Jocelyn said, kissing Greg on the cheek and gently patting his arm. After she was gone one of his buddies from human resources, Zack, plopped down in her seat, shaking his head.

“Incredible, isn’t it?”

“She is like a dream,” Greg said, unable to hold back how he was feeling. “Where did Branigan find her?”

“She really tricked you good, buddy,” Zack taunted him with a cruel laugh. The HR rep was balding slightly at the temples but otherwise in great shape for a man in his early forties. He dressed in a simple black suit but had unbuttoned his white collared shirt and tucked his obnoxious salmon tie into the pocket of his suit jacket. It hung out like an obscenely wide tongue, wagging at Greg as his friend spoke.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Greg asked. “She with someone else? Is she dating one of the geezers on the board?”

“God, I hope not,” Zack guffawed.

“What’s the deal?”

“Word around HR is that Branigan found her online, on a specialty site,” Zack said, looking around to make sure no one was listening. “Apparently, he’s into that kind of thing. Takes all types I guess, even sickos.”

Greg was genuinely puzzled by his friend’s bizarre reply.

“What the hell are you talking about? Since when is it strange for an older guy to fall for a gorgeous young woman and try to impress her with his status and power? You’re not making any sense at all.”

Zack shook his head, but the smile never left his face.

“You really can’t see it,” he chuckled. “I’m sorry to burst your bubble, man. I really am. Jocelyn isn’t like normal girls.”

“Obviously,” Greg said, feeling annoyed.

“How do I put this delicately? Fuck it. You’re going to find out sooner or later. She used to be a man. Well, in some ways, she might still be a man. I’m not entirely sure. It’s not like we asked to see when we did her paperwork, and she didn’t offer any specifics. The entire process was awkward as hell and totally disgusting.”

“You’re messing with me,” Greg replied in shock. “You’re just trying to scare me off so you can hit on her.”

“First of all,” Zack countered, “I’m offended that you’d think that. I’m just looking out for you, bro. Second, I saw her paperwork. I had to look for myself to be sure. There’s no doubt. She’s even getting hormone pills through the company insurance. Your new friend is a chick with a dick, or a dude with tits, depending on how you look at it. Either way it’s fucking disgusting.”

Zack let out a cackle that made Greg’s stomach churn. He felt like he’d been blindsided by an armored truck!

“But listen, if that’s your thing, banging dudes dressed up like chicks, don’t let me get in your way. I’m sure you and your she male girlfriend will be very happy.”

Greg punched him hard in the arm. One thing he knew about Zack was that he loved messing with him. For all he knew he’d made up the whole thing just to throw Greg off his game. Fact of the matter was that Zack was always more than a bit jealous of Greg’s success, not just at the company but with the ladies.

“Thanks for the head’s up,” Greg laughed, turning to see his new friend Jocelyn heading back from the lady’s room. She looked like an angel floating across the dance floor.

Or the devil in disguise, a little voice in the back of his head sang.

“I’ll keep it in mind.”

Zack slipped off the bar stool.

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” were his parting words as he wandered off to the main room. 

Jocelyn sat next to him once more, her eyes sparkling brighter than before.

“Did you miss me?” she teased.

“Maybe a little,” Greg said.

“Well that makes me a very lucky girl,” she said, flashing him a perfect smile full of gleaming white teeth. 

There’s no way she is a dude, Greg thought. She can’t be! 

“Why’s that?” 

“Like you don’t know all the girls in the office are fighting for your attention all the time,” Jocelyn scoffed in surprise. 
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