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Banged By The Boss




It was a cold, rainy Monday morning in February, and Adrian was fed up. He and Imelda had just returned from Barbados, a fabulous all-inclusive break, courtesy of Imelda’s father, Sir John. They had spent the last week in glorious sunshine, and he had even gotten a shag from Imelda. (Long gone were the days when she wanted to fuck all the time: now he was lucky to get it a couple of times a month.)
The trouble was, Imelda was an extremely wealthy heiress, but ugly as fuck. When they had first met, ten years ago, she hadn’t been too bad, and had at least made an effort with her appearance. In the early days, she had made him feel like the biggest man in the world, but all that changed when she got the ring on her finger. The reality now was that she spent her days ‘lunching with the girls’ or ‘shopping with Mother’. She relied on the staff to prepare his meals, and rarely wanted any bedroom action. He felt trapped.
By seven thirty, he was out of the door and en-route to the office. He was Senior Manager at Ferguson and Son, one of the largest Stockbrokers in the City of London, and had a staff of about thirty (give or take, he never noticed the juniors come and go). The underground was packed, as usual, and Adrian spent his journey gazing out of the window, and fantasising about Francesca, the new trainee. She was eighteen, and half Italian, with fabulous tits and long dark hair. She wore dark red lipstick, and he could picture her on her knees, with those beautiful red lips sucking his hard cock. He could feel himself start to stiffen, and it took all his concentration to make it stop. “Later,” he thought to himself, and wondered how quickly he could get her into his office. Immediately, his mood began to lighten, and he exited the underground with a smirk on his face and a spring in his step. “This week doesn’t look so bad after all” he thought to himself.
“God, nine o’clock Monday morning. Don’t you just hate Mondays?” moaned Sara to just about anyone that would listen. Sara secretly loved coming into work, but was determined not to let that bastard, Adrian, know. Since her divorce, forty year old Sara had been very lonely, and enjoyed the company of her workmates. She was a five foot four, cuddly woman, with soft curves most men seemed to love the look of. Lately though, she had been beginning to have secret fantasies about making love to another woman. After the shit way her husband had treated her, maybe it was time to give the fairer sex a go.
“Morning” said Francesca, cheerfully. “I don’t mind Mondays, it gives me a chance to ogle Adrian, actually.” Although she had a stunning body, and waist length dark-brown hair, she was completely oblivious to the effect she had on the men in the office. She thought that Adrian was the most attractive man she had ever met, and didn’t mind the age difference; if only he would give her a chance, he would see she was different to his frumpy wife.
At that moment, Adrian came striding confidently out of his office.
“Morning all” he said, with a sneer on his face. He just knew all the women wanted to fuck him, and the men wanted to be him. “Come into my office Francesca” he said haughtily. He hadn’t stopped thinking about her since the tube ride, and was still feeling horny.
“Certainly” she replied immediately. “Maybe he’s realised how much I like him” she thought excitedly, and grabbing her notebook and pen, hurried in behind him.
Adrian was sat behind his desk, gazing out of the window, with his back to the door.
“ What can I do for you, Mr Forbes” Francesca asked.
“How long have you been here now?” said Adrian. “It’s about time we dispensed with the Mr thing, call me Adrian”.
“Erm, ok ….Adrian” she replied hesitantly. “I’ve been here three months now. Is everything ok with my work?”
“You are doing fine, Francesca”, he said, and swivelled his chair to face her.
She was amazed to find him with his zip undone, cock in hand, gently stroking a massive erection.
“Lock the door, and come here” he commanded.
Francesca hurriedly locked the door, her heart pumping fast. She was scared, yet excited, at the same time. “What does he want me to do?” she wondered.
“I think it’s about time you got a bit extra responsibility” Adrian said, while still pleasuring himself.
Francesca didn’t know whether to look at his face or gaze at the impressive cock. In the end, the sight of his dick won. She had never seen an erect one before. She couldn’t take her eyes off the size of it. “I bet that feels so good”, she thought, and was aware of a certain moistness between her legs.
“How would you like to become my PA?” said Adrian.
She dragged her eyes away from his cock, and looked into his face. “But, but I didn’t think I was qualified enough” she stammered.
“There’s only one qualification I need from you” he said, “and that’s how good you can suck my cock. Now come here and get on your knees.”
Mesmerised by him, she knew she couldn’t say no, and walked around his desk.
“Now get on your knees” he commanded. She was wearing a tight black pencil skirt and white fitted top, and he could clearly see the outline of her perky breasts through the thin material. Francesca had difficulty getting on the floor with the tightness of the skirt, so quickly stepped out of it.
“That’s a bonus” thought Adrian. “I didn’t think she would strip that quickly”.
“You do like me, don’t you?” whispered Francesca.
“Of course I like you. I don’t just get anyone to suck my cock, now get on with it”.
Francesca looked deep into his eyes and knew that he was using her, but what the hell, if she got a promotion, who cares? and moved her red-lipped soft mouth towards his cock. Adrian began to breathe heavily almost immediately. She held the base of the shaft hesitantly, and began to lick around the rim. It was obvious to Adrian that she had never done this before, and it was an amazing turn-on. “Get ‘em young and teach ‘em” he thought.
“Take it into your mouth, but watch your teeth” he ordered. “Now stroke the shaft” he said, and put his hand over hers to show her the movement he wanted. “Move your tongue around and suck gently”. She soon began to get the hang of it, even though the sheer size made her want to gag. “Am I doing ok?” she asked him, looking up through her long eyelashes. “Don’t fucking stop!” he commanded. “You are doing fine” he gasped, his breath quickening, and his hips straining upwards to get more of himself into the warm wetness of her mouth. Francesca obliged, deciding that she quite liked doing this after all. Within no time, Adrian couldn’t hold back, and pumped his cum into her throat, groaning noisily. As the salty taste hit the back of her throat, Adrian ordered her to swallow, and she did so, even though she thought she was going to be sick. A fine line of cum trailed down her chin as she looked up at him.
“Wipe your face, and get your skirt on” he barked at her.
“But I thought you liked me?” Francesca said questioningly.
“I do like you and you did ok, for what was obviously your first time” he replied, “but I have an important meeting at ten that I can’t get out of. Play your cards right, and I will get you in here this afternoon for another practice” he smirked.
Francesca quickly wiped the cum off her chin, and standing up, couldn’t get her skirt on fast enough. She hurriedly walked in the direction of the main office, stammering, “I.. I will see you later then, Adrian”.
“Don’t call me that in front of other people” he replied. “Let that be our little secret for now. We don’t want everyone knowing that you are going to be my next PA, and what you have just done, do we?” and once again turned his back on her. “Well, that was a bit of a quickie” he murmured to himself. “I think I may have to allocate a bit longer this afternoon”, and with that, prepared himself for his meeting.
Francesca entered the main office quickly, with her head down, her cheeks flaming. The whole incident had left her bewildered, and not knowing whether it had all been some kind of daydream. She had thought about Adrian almost constantly for the last three months, and even though she knew he was married; fantasised about him leaving the horrendous Imelda for her.
Imelda had deigned to join everyone at the office Christmas party, and had spent all her time sucking up to Ralph Ferguson, the CEO, who was a sixty year old self-made multi-millionaire. Although Imelda was wealthy in her own right, she considered that it made good business sense to align herself and Adrian with such an important man. Ralph was a good man, if a little old-fashioned, and his son Marcus had been working for the family business for three years, since leaving university with a 1.1. in Economics. Marcus was now twenty four, and had never had a girlfriend. His father considered him to be something of a ‘Mommy’s boy’, and he was making him work hard in the office, rather than handing it all to him on a plate.
“Well, that meeting went rather well” said Adrian, to Seb, as they called into the wine bar on their way back from seeing the Exceutive Manager at Nat West Bank. Seb was the twenty eight year old assistant manager, working alongside Adrian. He was very muscled, and attended the gym every day, taking great pride in his appearance. He too was ruthless and self-obsessed, and had no problems with lying or cheating to make his way in the corporate world.
“So what do you think of that Francesca?” Seb asked Adrian. “Gorgeous tits and face, I wouldn’t mind giving her one, how about you? Mind you, for an older woman Sara is a bit of ok too. Wouldn’t kick her out of bed; could easily imagine having a tit-wank off her.”
Adrian then took great delight in filling Seb in on the details of his and Francesca’s encounter that morning.
“You lucky fucking bastard” exclaimed Seb. “How about having a re-run, with me there as well?”
“Just so happens, I was already planning that for this afternoon” smirked Adrian. He could quite easily see lots of his own traits in Seb, which would make him the perfect, perverted participant and partner-in-crime. Adrian was already planning in his head what he was going to do to Francesca, and this time it involved more than a blow-job. He couldn’t wait to see how tight her pussy was, and if she would be up for a bit of ass-fucking. He relayed his thoughts to Seb as they exited the wine bar, and Seb’s eyes lit up with anticipation. “I always knew we would be a good team, mate” he laughed, and shook Adrian’s hand. “Roll on this afternoon” he giggled, and headed towards his own desk. “Give us a shout when you need me boss” he called to Adrian. “I know we have an important task ahead of us!”
Just then Sara and Francesca were gossiping in the restroom, and Sara was having a go at men in general and Adrian in particular. “You don’t really know Adrian” defended Francesca. “He can be really nice, and don’t you think he’s really good-looking?”
“Huh”, said Sara derisively. “He would only be nice if he wanted something, the same as all men. In fact, I have thought recently that I may be better off with another woman. I’m sure a woman wouldn’t treat me as badly as men have”.
“What, you mean having sex and everything?” queried Francesca. (Despite her misgivings, she had often thought about it herself and what it would be like).
“Yes, I mean everything” said Sara. “I did try it once, years ago, and it was really good”.
“Well, as we’re exchanging confidences, I’ve got something to tell you about Adrian” replied Francesca. “You know when he called me into the office this morning? Well I gave him a blow-job!”
“Really? snorted Sara, “and I suppose you enjoyed it as it was the wonderful Adrian?”.
“Actually, I did” replied Francesca, “and I can’t wait for the next time. He said he’s going to make me his PA, so I will do whatever it takes to get there”.
“Well, you wouldn’t catch me doing it with Adrian. Now if his wife was better looking, I might just consider her”, and they both strolled back to their desks.
A while later, Adrian called Seb into his office. “Close the door Seb, and come and see what I’ve got”, he said, indicating two lines of coke neatly lined up on the desk, and with a ready-rolled twenty pound note in his hand. “Fancy a toot?”
“Fuck me, you’re taking a bit of a chance aren’t you, what with Fergie on the prowl”.
“Don’t worry” replied Adrian, “he’s out of the country for a couple of days.
They both snorted the lines of coke, and Seb rubbed the left-over bit left onto his gums. “I had forgotten how horny coke makes me” he said, as he felt an immediate rush. “Now what were you saying about Francesca?”
“I’m just about to call her in” Adrian replied, picking up the internal phone. He covered the mouthpiece with his hand, and whispered to Seb “Do you fancy making an afternoon of it, and getting Sara in as well?”.
“Try and stop me” Seb laughed. “I really fancy getting my hands on Sara’s tits now”.
Adrian dialled Francesca’s number and ordered her to get both Sara and herself into his office for an ‘important job’. “Tell everyone else to have an early finish; we’ve already hit this months’ target”.
The rest of the staff couldn’t believe their luck, and didn’t question what Francesca told them. It wasn’t often Adrian gave them any time off, so they hastily made their way out. The only one who was slightly peeved was Marcus. “Why couldn’t Adrian ask me to do his important job?” he thought to himself. “I could do much better than those two women.” Marcus flounced out of the office, muttering to himself. The only company he would have now was Mummy, and he was getting mighty fed up of her whinging attitude. She was always harping on about him getting a girlfriend, and making her a grandmother. For all she knew, he might not want a woman! As he strode towards the underground, he was in a happy little daydream about Adrian making him his PA, and how good it would be to work close to him. (He had not even acknowledged to himself that he was gay, but spent many a happy night wanking furiously over the small picture of Adrian from the company magazine.) His father would freak if he knew: one of his favourite phrases was “I have no time for those limp-wristed freaks! They just need a good woman to set them on the right track.” Consequently, Marcus was petrified of ever letting his father know how he felt.
Back at the office, Sara and Francesca were seated behind the desk, wondering what the ‘important job’ was going to be. They had been surprised to see Seb in there as well, and he was currently straddling an office chair backwards.
“Well girls, I have a very important task for you two today……….today we are going to see how good you are at fucking” announced Adrian. He nodded to Seb who immediately got up and locked the door, pocketing the key.
Sara felt a flutter of panic in her chest, Francesca just felt herself get wet; he was so masterful. “You don’t understand” stammered Sara, “I haven’t done anything like that since my divorce. Besides, what would you want with me when you have a beautiful young thing like Francesca here?”
“If you want that pay rise so you can afford your mortgage, you will do as you are told” commanded Adrian. “Besides, Seb here thinks you are very attractive. In fact, he can’t wait to get his hands on your tits, can you Seb?”
Seb rubbed his hands together, whether in anticipation, or to warm them up, Sara wasn’t sure. “Actually, I want to get more than my hands on your tits, I think you should give me a tit-wank” he said, while undoing his zip. “Now come here.”
“But I don’t even like men anymore”. By now, Sara was almost begging.
“Well, first you can give him a tit-wank, and then I want to watch you and Sara. That way, we can all have the best of both worlds” announced Adrian. He turned to the window, and closed the blinds.
Sara and Francesca looked at each other silently. Sara was scared but Francesca had a strange glint in her eye. “Well, you said you wanted to try it with a woman, now’s your chance.”
Seb was already stepping out of his trousers, followed swiftly by his pants. He walked over to Sara, stroking his cock. Sara, still unsure, looked at him warily. “Don’t forget about your mortgage” whispered Seb. “Nobody is going to know, why not just relax and enjoy yourself?”
Sara considered for a moment, and then thought to herself how useful some extra money would be. Unbuttoning her top, she said “Oh what the hell, I may as well get on with it”, and removed her top.
Seb turned her around and cupped her magnificent tits from behind, squeezing gently. He could already feel her nipples sticking out proudly. He undid her bra and gasped when he felt the weight of her breasts. She had wonderfully soft skin, with large brown nipples. As Seb began to gently pinch her nipples between his finger and thumb he was pleased to hear a gentle moan from her.
“See, I told you that you would enjoy it” he said; by now his huge erection pressing against her clothed ass.
“Turn around and get on your knees” he commanded.
Sara did as he said, cupping her beautiful tits in her hands. “You want these, don’t you?” she said, gazing up into Seb’s eyes. She then lifted one breast up to her own mouth and began sucking her nipple avidly.
By now Seb was stroking his cock, with a glazed look in his eye. “Come here, quickly” he said. “I promise this isn’t going to take long”.
Adrian and Francesca were standing, watching. “Get your clothes off, I want to make you so wet, you will be begging me to fuck you” he stated. Francesca, by now so turned on by the sight of Sara’s tits, swiftly complied.
Adrian dragged his chair from behind the desk and got Francesca to sit down. He leant over the back so he could caress her tits, while watching Seb and Sara. Sara by now was giving Seb the tit-fuck of his life. Adrian watched fascinated, as he could see Seb’s knob appear and disappear between those beautiful jugs. Seb had his head thrown back and was grinding his whole groin into Sara, his breathing ragged.
“Do you like seeing men cum?” Adrian asked Francesca, and slowly moved one hand from her tits to start stroking between her legs. She opened her legs immediately, and he was pleased to find that she was already soaking wet. Adrian didn’t want her to come too quickly; he wanted to prolong the anticipation, so he moved back to her breasts.
“Please don’t stop” she begged him.
“All in good time” Adrian said. “I want to watch Seb come first”.
Just as he said that, it became clear that Adrian was on the verge. His breathing was fast, his cock already glistening with pre-cum. Sara was watching his cock go in and out, as she had her tits wrapped around his shaft.
“Oh God” moaned Seb as he stepped slightly backwards and finished himself off. He came in short, sharp bursts, all over Sara’s face and breasts. Adrian and Francesca watched, fascinated, as a small blob of cum dripped off Sara’s chin. She got her fingers and wiped them across her face, then sucked the salty cum off them.
“Your turn” said Adrian to Francesca. “I want you to lick the cum off Sara’s breasts, and finger her cunt”.
The words he used made Sara almost cum without any help, as she anticipated Francesca rubbing her clit. She had thought for a long time about shagging women, and her dreams were about to come true!
Sara got up from her knees, still dripping cum, and walked over to the large sheepskin rug over by the fire. Stepping out of her G-string with her tits swaying in front of her, she said to Francesca “Come on then, I want to cum now”.
Francesca didn’t need telling twice, she went straight over and knelt beside Sara and started gently stroking her wet tits.
“Lick the cum off them” said Adrian, commandingly. She obliged and took one large brown nipple into her mouth and sucked the jism off it. Sara moaned loudly as Francesca moved onto the other breast, and gave it an equally good lick and suck.
Adrian was openly wanking as he watched the two women, Seb standing by him, with a satisfied grin on his face.
Francesca shifted her position so that she was between Sara’s legs, and taking those magnificent tits in both hands, began massaging them. She leaned forward and gave Sara a gentle kiss on the lips, before moving her head to the sensitive skin at the nape of the neck. Here, she sucked gently and Sara could feel the warm press of female skin against her own. She was desperate for Francesca to move down her body, and get to her clitoris, which was swelling by the moment. Francesca planted tiny butterfly kisses down her tummy, and paused when she got to the smooth pubic mound. They were all surprised to see that Sara’s snatch was completely bare, and they could all see the labia, swollen and slick with her juices.
Francesca moved her hand downwards, and inserted two fingers into Sara’s sopping cunt, and stroked around the clit with her thumb. Sara quickly arched her back to give Francesca easier access. By now, her legs were spread wide, and they could all see her wet hole ready and waiting.
“Lick her cunt” said Adrian. He was so close to cumming and wanted to see Sara cum at the same time. As Francesca bent over to go down on Sara, Adrian stood over Francesca’s bottom, so he could get a good view. Her bum cheeks were spread and Adrian was tempted to fuck her ass then, but he wanted to see Sara’s face as she came, so he carried on stroking his massive cock. Francesca’s tongue was buried deep into the wet hole, and her fingers were frantically rubbing the swollen clit. Sara’s breath was coming quickly and she was moaning “Don’t stop”, her head turning to and fro.
“Look at me” commanded Adrian to Sara, “I want to see your eyes”.
She looked him straight in the eye, and said, breathily, “I’m going to cum”. Her eyes widened in surprise as Francesca stuck four fingers up her, pumping them swiftly in and out, and moaned “I can’t hold on any longer”. She came quickly, her juices soaking Francesca’s plunging fingers. At the same moment, Adrian came, pumping and squirting over Francesca’s back.
Seb was hard again by now, and thought how good it would be to fuck Sara whilst Francesca sat on his face. Sara was so wet, he could easily slide his cock into her, and rammed it in up to the hilt. “God you feel so big” gasped Sara. But just as quickly, he pulled his cock out, and turned on his back.
“You get on top” he told Sara, “And Francesca can sit on my face.
Sara obliged, sliding her cunt onto his big cock. Francesca knelt by his head, and moved herself forward so that she was above his mouth. He spread her lips with his fingers and stuck his tongue inside her, whilst Sara began riding him.
Adrian watched his workmate with some fascination, and thought “I’ve got to have a go at that”.
Sara was bouncing up and down on Seb’s dick, her tits swinging from side to side. She arched her back and held her hair out of the way, so that she could see Francesca rubbing her groin into Seb’s face. The women looked at each other, and smiled. “This might be the first time, but definitely not the last” they were both thinking.
Sara began grinding her hips downwards, so that she could feel the pressure of Seb’s pelvis stimulating her clit, and was surprised to find herself on the verge of cumming again. Francesca was also very close, as Seb’s tongue darted in and out. Within a few seconds, all three of them came at the same time, with loud gasps and moans.
“Fuck me, that was a hell of a show” smiled Adrian, “We will have to do that again soon”.
“Don’t you want a shag?” Francesca asked him, pulling her panties back on.
“I will get what I want” he replied, “But not today. I have big plans for us all, now it’s about time we went”.
As they all got dressed, Adrian pulled a roll of banknotes out of his pocket, and said, “Come on, let’s go that Italian Ristorante down the road. They do a fabulous Saltimbocca, and their Prosecco is flown in from Italy. My treat”.
They all left together, the men laughing and joking as they walked towards the restaurant. Sara and Francesca were quieter, each reliving the past hour, and thinking about the next time.
“I’m home” called Adrian, as he unlocked the front door of their large Edwardian property. He loved this house, and it was probably the one thing he would miss if he and Imelda were to part.
“Where the hell have you been?” demanded Imelda, petulantly. She was lounging on the sofa, in the usual pyjamas and socks.
Adrian glanced at her, finding it hard to disguise his disgust at what she had become. “I’ve just left two gorgeous, sexy women, to come to this” he thought, as Imelda began her usual whining. “Why don’t you come home sooner? I’m lonely” she moaned. “And it’s the cooks’ day off. You said you were getting the meal ready tonight”.
“For fuck’s sake” he shouted at her. “Just what the fuck do you actually do all day? I’ve been working, and took some friends for a meal, as reward for a job well done. Why the hell haven’t you eaten already?”
“Why didn’t you take me out for a meal? We rarely go out together anymore” she whinged.
“Take a look in the fucking mirror” he said, savagely. “Do you really think I want to be seen out with you? Look at the state of you: you expect me to want to take you out, when you lie there looking like an old hag? I don’t fucking think so!”
“Daddy wouldn’t like you talking to me like that” she whimpered. “He would be furious”.
“I don’t care anymore about what your old man thinks” he replied. “I feel like walking out of here; after all, what have I got to look forward to coming home to? A thirty eight year old, who looks like a fucking gran”. He turned on his heel, muttering, “I’m going to bed”.
“Wait for me, I’ll come with you” she replied, suddenly afraid of him leaving her. What would she tell her family and friends? She could never hold her head up with the ‘in-crowd’ again. “I’ll make it up to you, I promise” she said, in a wheedling voice.
“Fucking hurry up then, I’m shattered” he said angrily, taking the stairs two at a time.
In the bright light of the bedroom, he took a good look at her prematurely aged face, and thought to himself “What the hell did I ever find attractive? No wonder I play away from home”.
Imelda took her pyjamas off, and stood there, with her belly hanging over her panties, and her hands covering her droopy tits. “Make love to me” she pleaded. “I’ve missed you”. Adrian could see a marked comparison between her body and Sara’s delicious soft, round curves, and grabbed the tops of her arms angrily, pushing her backwards onto the bed.
“You want to fuck? Ok, let’s fuck!”
“Please don’t be crude” she whined. “And turn the light off, you know I’m shy”.
As he got up to turn the light off, he whipped his pants off and began wanking, because he knew how much she hated it. “You want this cock, don’t you?” he demanded. “Tell me how much you want me to fuck your cunt and ass”.
“Please don’t use those words, I’m a lady” she pleaded.
“I give up” he thought. “I will have to think about this afternoon to get turned on. I’m fucking glad she wants the light off, I won’t have to look at her ugly mug”.
He turned the light off and moved swiftly over to the bed. Only now, in the dark, would she get naked, and pulled her panties off. Adrian knelt on the bed, and pushed his knee between hers roughly, parting her legs. “You want fucking? You’re going to get it” he said, and with that, he forced his cock into her shrivelled dry cunt.
“Please darling, be gentle” she whimpered.
That just inflamed him even more, and he reached into the bedside cabinet for the lube. He pulled his cock out, and gave it a good helping of KY, then rolled her onto her front.
“What are you doing?” she asked, her voice muffled by the pillows.
“I’m going to give you what you want” he sneered. He raised her hips into the air and plunged his hard dick into her ass, almost punishing her for not being Sara. She cried into the pillow as he began pumping his cock in and out.
“Please darling, be gentler. I will try and be more adventurous, I promise”.
“Well now’s the time to start” he gasped as he jerkily came, his spunk flooding her ass. He swiftly pulled his cock out, rolled over, and promptly began snoring.
Imelda lay wide awake in the dark, wondering when everything had started to go wrong. Daddy had always told her not to marry him, that she was too good for him, but she had too much pride to admit that he was right. “I have to start taking care of myself, and do more of what he wants in bed” she thought to herself. “No wonder he wants a bit of excitement”. And as he hadn’t bothered to do anything to her, she stroked her cunt until she had a dry, not altogether satisfying, orgasm. “Tomorrow, I will start” she promised herself, as she too began snoring.
The following morning, she actually got up before he went to work, and made him a coffee. He was more than surprised to find her standing in the kitchen when he came downstairs, his hair still damp from the shower.
“Morning darling” she said “Can I get you some breakfast?”
He glanced at her, surprised at the change in attitude. Maybe he should ass-fuck her more often, he thought, wryly.
“If you want to do what we did last night, again, just give me a bit of time to get prepared” she announced.
He looked at her, shocked. “What? Fuck you in the ass?” he asked, amazed at her actually talking about sex.
“Please, I have asked you not to be so crude” she replied.
“Oh for god’s sake, lighten up. Why not say ‘fuck’ when you are talking about sex? Normal couples use it all the time. Anyway, time I wasn’t here” and he turned to put his jacket on. Picking up his briefcase, he called “See you later” without even turning to look at her.
“Where’s my kiss? I’m not going to see you all day”.
“Good god, her attitude has really changed” he thought. She sidled up to him, with a strange grin on her face. “Maybe we can make love again tonight?” she simpered, before stretching up to kiss him. He turned away, hurriedly. “For god’s sake, call a fuck a fuck” he shouted in her face, before storming out of the door.
On the tube, he thought about Imelda’s behaviour. He really was beginning to despise her. “Ok, enough about her, let’s think about more pleasant things, like Francesca riding my knob, or Sara sticking a dildo up herself”. The journey passed much more quickly, and he couldn’t wait to get into the office.
When he got there, Sara and Francesca were whispering together in the corner. Both of their faces turned red when he said a cheery “Morning”, and strode past them into his office.
The women were discussing the antics of the day before. “I wonder when it will happen again?” said Sara. “The sooner, the better for me” replied Francesca. “I can’t wait to feel Adrian inside me. If he really gets to like me, you never know, he could leave that vile wife of his” she said, closer to the truth than she knew.
“Did you enjoy what we did?” Sara asked, with a question in her voice.
“I did” said Francesca, “You tasted fabulous”,
“OK, meet me in the restroom in five minutes” Sara whispered, “I have a surprise in store for you”. In truth, she had been so turned on by the whole event; she was dying to taste young Francesca.
Five minutes later, Francesca entered the beautifully decorated restroom, and looked around for Sara. “Where are you?” she said, and immediately turned to the last cubicle when she heard Sara’s voice. “Come here” demanded Sara, and pulled Francesca into her for a long slow kiss. Their tongues were soon darting in and out of each other’s throats, their breath quickening. Francesca could feel her nipples straining against the material of her silk blouse, and wanted Sara’s hands on her.
“Stand on the toilet” ordered Sara. Francesca did as she was told, and stood on the seat. Sara stood at the perfect height, and put her hands on the back of Francesca’s thighs. She inched them upwards, and soon reached the soft buttocks. Tugging gently, she pulled Francesca’s panties down to her ankles. “Hold on to my shoulder, and let’s take them off” she whispered. Francesca obliged, lifting one foot after the other, and then pulled her skirt up to her hips. Her soft curly hair was next to Sara’s warm mouth, and they wasted no time. Sara slid her fingers up the soft skin of Francesca’s inner thighs, steadily rising higher until she could feel the heat from her cunt. She parted the lips softly, and blew on Francesca’s clit.
It immediately swelled up, and Francesca gasped. Sara licked her fingers and then began stroking that beautiful sight. Her labia were soft and wet, and welcomed the smooth touch of another woman. Sara slid her fingers backwards until they were at the entrance to Francesca’s love hole, and pushed two fingers inside her. Moving her mouth in so that she could reach, Sara began licking gently and teasingly around the clit, without actually touching it. “Please, please make me cum” begged Francesca. Sara didn’t need telling twice. She put another finger in and sucked greedily on Francesca’s clit, until Francesca could take no more. She came loudly, moaning how good it felt.
Sara pulled her fingers out, and stuck them in her mouth, slurping and sucking Francesca’s love juice off them. “We better get back to the office before Adrian misses us, hurry up” said Sara. Francesca slipped her panties back on, and they hurried back to the office.
Adrian was standing by Sara’s desk, with his arms folded. “Where have you two been? I’ve been waiting for you. Into my office now” he barked.
The two women hurried into Adrian’s office, expecting a telling off, especially when he was stood with his back to them, arms still folded. “So, what have you two been up to?” he asked, and turned to face them with a grin playing around his mouth. (He already had an idea; you could smell sex on both of them).
“Do you really want to know?” asked Francesca, coyly, looking up at him through her long black eye-lashes.
“Yes, I do” he replied, “but I’m afraid it’s going to have to wait until this afternoon. By the way, Sara, I would reapply your lipstick, if I were you; it seems somewhat smeared”.
Francesca and Sara hurried back into the main office, giggling to each other. “Thank god for that, I thought he was going to go mad!” laughed Sara. “I know” replied Francesca, “and I can’t wait to see his reaction when we tell him this afternoon”.
The rest of the morning passed in its usual, frantic rush, with them all working frenziedly, until Adrian announced “Ok, we have more than hit our target. Half a million today already, so let’s all have a celebratory lunch”.
They all hit the local wine bar, with Adrian paying for most of their drinks. Soon, only the foursome from yesterday, and Marcus, the CEO’s son, were left. Marcus had a lovely dream the night before, and had finally acknowledged to himself his gay tendencies. In the dream, Adrian had been riding his ass, with his hand around the front, stroking his cock at the same time. For the first time in years, he had come in his sleep, and had to quickly put the sheets in the washing machine, before Mother discovered them. He knew what his Father would think of him if he ever came out, and shuddered at the thought. His comments about ‘faggots’ were legendary, so Marcus thought he would have to get by with fantasies about Adrian, until the old man kicked the bucket.
Marcus never drank very much, and was soon feeling a little intoxicated. His face was getting redder by the minute, and his laugh was getting louder.
“What’s got into Marcus?” enquired Adrian.
“Not sure” replied Seb, “but it makes a change to see him loosening up a little”.
“Hmm, could have a bit of a laugh there later, I know he’s got a crush on me so watch this space” sniggered Adrian.
Half an hour later, they decided to exit the wine bar. Adrian and Seb had been careful not to drink too much, but had been plying the women with bubbly. Both of the girls were very giggly by now, and everything Adrian said seemed to be either very clever, or extremely funny.
“Ok, who wants to carry on the party at the office?” asked Adrian. “We do” giggled Francesca and Sara, in unison. Seb smirked at Adrian, having a good idea of what was to come. Marcus immediately perked up at the thought of spending more time with Adrian, and asked, nervously “Am I included?” He was dreading the reply, but was delighted when Adrian said “Of course you are mate”.
They all arrived at the office, the ladies arm in arm, the men just behind. “Just look at her ass in that skirt” said Seb, gazing lustfully at Francesca.
“Tell me about it; I can’t wait to see her out of it” replied Adrian. “Shhhh! They might hear you!” said Marcus nervously. “Don’t worry, they both know and will be getting their clothes off soon enough” replied Adrian to a shocked Marcus.
Marcus had heard enough tales about wild staff parties in the past, but never thought he would be invited to one. His stomach churned; he hoped Adrian wouldn’t expect him to do anything with the women, when all he wanted was to get Adrian naked!
They all piled into the elevator up to the penthouse suite, where Adrian’s office was located. As soon as they got in, Sara and Francesca began drunkenly kissing. Marcus was shocked beyond belief; he had never thought either of these two was at all gay! Adrian and Seb watched them closely, anticipating a fun afternoon.
As they walked around the corner to the office, Marcus was getting increasingly nervous. It looked like the other four already had done something like this before, and he didn’t know what was expected of him.
“Don’t worry, you won’t have to do anything you don’t want to” said Adrian, sensing his reluctance. Marcus breathed a sigh of relief. “I trust you Adrian” he replied. Adrian chuckled to himself, and unlocked the door to the office. Little did Marcus know what Adrian had in store for him! Adrian locked the door, and pocketed the key before turning to everyone, announcing “Let’s get this party started!”
Seb immediately walked over to the refrigerator, and pulled out a bottle of the finest champagne. “This one ok, boss?” he queried.
“It will do for starters” laughed Adrian. “Now, who fancies some music?” He walked over to the state-of-the-art music system, and selected a CD of soft rock. As he hit ‘play’, and the music poured from the speakers, he turned to everyone and said “Now who fancies doing a line?”
Seb and the women agreed immediately, but Marcus was more cautious. “I’ve never done anything like that before” he stammered. “I don’t know how it will make me feel”.
“Well, you will never know unless you try, now c’mon, just do it” ordered Adrian, with a hard glint in his eye that Marcus had never noticed before. Marcus duly did as he was told, after watching the others to see how they did it. He was amazed as he felt the blood pumping around his body. It felt like half of it had gone to his face, and the other half to his genitals. “I think I could get to like this” he laughed, “maybe I will have another go!”
“Take it steady, kid” said Seb. “There’s plenty of time for more later. Now get ready for the show!” He glanced over at Sara and Francesca, who were already greedily kissing each other.
“C’mon girls, show us what you’ve got” laughed Adrian.
“With pleasure” laughed Francesca, her hand already disappearing up Sara’s pure silk dress. “Oh I love these panties” she said, as she tugged off Sara’s G-string, which conveniently tied at the sides. She grabbed Sara’s hand and pulled her towards the sheepskin rug, and gently lay her down. Francesca wasted no time in burying her head between Sara’s legs; she wanted to taste her so badly.
Adrian and Seb watched them both, their cocks getting harder by the second. “Ok, let’s all get ‘em off” Seb said. “Last one’s the loser!”
He and Adrian proceeded to have a race to see who could get nude first, then fell on the floor, laughing. Marcus looked on nervously, not knowing what was expected of him.
By now, Francesca and Sara were in the 69 position, slurping and fingering each other’s cunt. “Enjoying the show mate?” queried Adrian, knowing it was doing nothing for Marcus. “Well not really, it’s not my kind of thing” he replied. “What’s up with you? Not fucking gay are you?” questioned Seb.
Marcus’ face turned pink, as he attempted to not answer the question directly. “It’s just that I haven’t seen this kind of thing before”.
“So what kind of porn do you watch? How could anyone not be turned on by seeing two women licking each other?” Seb couldn’t understand it. Every man he had ever known had been turned on by two women.
“I think I know what he would like” said Adrian “Isn’t that right Marcus?”
Marcus didn’t answer, desperate for the subject to be changed, and was grateful when Seb said “Hey you two, slow down and wait for us”.
Francesca and Sara were currently in the throes of orgasm, with their fingers deep inside each other’s cunt.
“I think you’re a bit too late for that” laughed Adrian. “Ok, ladies, now it’s our turn.” He walked over to them, with his stiff cock in one hand. “Who wants it first?”
“I think you will find it’s my turn” giggled Francesca, and looked up at him, with her make-up partially smeared over her face. She looked slightly dirty, but oh so sexy like that. She licked her fingers, lay on her back, and spread her pussy lips wide. “Fuck me hard, now” she demanded.
“Wait just a minute” said Adrian “I think you will find this is my party, and therefore I make the rules”.
Francesca looked up at him, anticipation causing the butterflies in her stomach to start tap-dancing.
“I will do whatever you tell me to” she murmured with lust in her eyes. Adrian knew by now that she was his for the taking, and felt a sudden rush of power.
He sat on the floor, stroking his cock and ordered Francesca to sit on it.” Wait a minute, I want you backwards” he said, so Francesca straddled him, and lowered herself onto his stiff shaft, as ordered. He reached his hand around to stroke her sopping wet cunt, and she rotated her hips in appreciation. He pulled her backwards with him, so they were both lying down. “Sara, sit on Francesca’s face, and lean forward. You can lick her cunt and my balls at the same time. Seb, feel free to fuck Sara in the ass at the same time”.
Marcus just stood there nervously.
“Don’t worry, it will be your turn in a minute” said Adrian, as Seb stuck his hard cock up Sara’s ass. Both men started pounding their cocks in and out, and Francesca was shocked at how big Adrian felt. She knew it was large, but it filled her hole completely, and she sighed in appreciation. Sara had never had it up the ass before, and was surprised at how good it felt. Maybe she would give men another try after all, she thought, as long as she could still keep fucking Francesca, then she would be happy for the first time in ages.
Seb shot his load up Sara’s ass in no time, and sat back, gasping. Sara’s ass hole gaped wide, and Seb was aware of Marcus looking greedily at it. “Ah, so that’s what you want, is it? Feel free to have a go, Sara won’t mind”.
“It’s not Sara’s ass he wants; it’s mine, isn’t it?” Adrian asked, looking a shocked Marcus in the eye.
Marcus couldn’t answer, his throat dry. He had wanted this for so long, but never dreamed that Adrian would agree.
“Answer me!” barked Adrian, and pushed Francesca off him, standing up quickly. His cock was wet from her juices, and stood out proudly, away from his body.
Francesca was so drunk by this time, that she barely noticed, but Seb and Sara looked on, wondering what was about to happen.
“You want this cock, don’t you?” he demanded. “Well get on your knees and suck it” he ordered Marcus. The coke had given him a sense of power, and this would be the ultimate, to have the CEO’s son on his knees, begging for his cock.
“But, but, aren’t you going to kiss me first?” he stuttered.
“What do you think I am, a fucking bender? I’m not kissing you. Now get on your knees and suck Francesca’s juice off my cock!”
This bizarre confrontation had Seb getting hard again, waiting for the outcome, and Sara was slowly stroking his cock. She wondered what Marcus would do, and pulled a dizzy Francesca closer to her, placing an arm around her. “Watch this, honey” she whispered to Francesca. Francesca’s eyes widened when she realised what was going on, and she too sat, waiting.
Marcus got on his knees and tentatively licked the tip of Adrian’s dick.
“What the fuck are you playing at? Now suck it” demanded Adrian. Marcus did as he was told, and sucked the wet cock deep into his mouth, closing his eyes as it hit the back of his throat, scared of gagging. Adrian grabbed his hair and pulled his head back and forth, forcing more and more of his cock in. Marcus could feel an enormous erection in his pants, and relaxed, realising this was what he had been waiting for.


Adrian abruptly pulled his dick out of Marcus’ mouth, and laughed when he saw the look of sheer disappointment on Marcus’ face. “Now turn around, take your trousers off and bend over” he commanded, his cock glistening. He shoved his hard shaft up to the hilt up Marcus’ ass and grabbed his hips to control the rhythm. With one hand, he reached around and started wanking Marcus. Marcus couldn’t quite believe this was happening! This was just the same as his dream of the night before. He sighed in ecstasy and kept up with Adrian’s pounding. He couldn’t take the excitement for long and came quickly, all over Adrian’s hand. Francesca crawled across the floor to lick the cum off Adrian, while Sara was still rubbing Seb’s (by now) rock-hard dick.
After a few more hard and fast strokes, Adrian pulled his cock out of Marcus, and finished himself off, all over Francesca’s upturned face. She licked it up greedily, just as Seb came copiously.
“Right Marcus, if you know what’s good for you, you will make sure ‘Daddy’ gives me the next promotion” growled Adrian. “Now get your clothes on and fuck off out of here if you don’t want your father to know your little secret”.
Marcus began to dress quickly, with a face full of shame. What had he done? His father would be absolutely furious if he should ever find out. As he pulled his pants on, he was aware of a glow in his stomach. He had done it! At last he was no longer a virgin, and his insides trembled, wondering when he could make it happen again. He vowed at that moment to do whatever Adrian told him to.
The other four were lounging around naked on the floor, finishing off the champagne, when they all turned towards the door. Footsteps could easily be heard in the corridor, and they all froze when they heard Ralph Ferguson’s gruff voice.
“What the hell is going on in there?” he barked.
Marcus’ heart began to pound frantically. He rushed over to the door, calling “It’s ok Father, it’s just me. Adrian asked me to stay behind and get a few jobs done ready for him tomorrow. I will be finished soon, see you at home”.
“Ok, son, make sure you lock everything up, and don’t be long, you know how Mummy worries. I will see you at home later then”. As his footsteps got fainter as he strode down the corridor, everyone breathed a sigh of relief.
“Well done, Marcus” said Adrian “You might get lucky, and I may allow you into the next party”.
“Thank you” said Marcus, and knew that he would do whatever it took to get Adrian to fuck him again.
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