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In the circumstances, Bev couldn’t help letting her mind wander.

If she had met a more boring man in the past, she certainly couldn’t remember it. Despite the fact that she had asked for this meeting, she was feeling trapped and bored. She owned her own bakery and should have been much more interested in what her most important supplier had to say, but Peter Wright of Wright’s Baking Supplies had to be the dullest man in the world!

‘Our new range of flours combines high quality with a competitive price, whatever your needs. The range is also wide enough to ensure it suits any product you are making, whatever the recipe....’ It didn’t help that he was as dull to look at as he was to listen to, a short, portly, middle aged and balding man that, though he wasn’t ugly, didn’t have a single interesting feature capable of giving him an ounce of appeal. He had supplied Bev’s company for years and she knew him well, so she was aware he was very happily married and though she had never met his wife she was beginning to wonder just what she saw in him. Perhaps he is really good in bed, she speculated, and once the thought had entered her head she found it difficult to shake. The idea that he might be really well hung suddenly entered her mind, and her imagination quickly created a pornographic image of Peter, naked and impressively erect. His cock was thick and long, the bulbous head engorged and ready, his shaft pointing skywards in a lewd invitation....

I’ve been single too long, thought Bev as she tucked her long brown hair behind an ear, making a determined effort to get her mind back on the business in hand, deciding to interrupt Peter before her mind started playing tricks on her again.

‘That sounds great, you’ve never let me down in the past and I’m sure we’ll be able to continue doing business together for a long time. Shall we break for coffee? Once I’ve got some caffeine on board I’ll have a closer look at your range and we can discuss order volumes and prices.’ Peter smiled in response, obviously thinking that his meandering sales pitch had worked its magic on her, and Bev rose to get them both a drink.
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Two hours later Bev sat alone in her office, her administrative team and the bakery workers on the ground floor below her all long gone. She knew she should go home, all her work completed, but something was keeping her in her chair. The sudden realization that she hated being at home hit her unexpectedly. In the office she was a successful and busy young businesswoman but at home she was a lonely singleton. That was the real reason she preferred her office chair to her cosy sofa. Her business made great demands on her time, and her house was somewhere to rest and sleep in preparation for the next day rather than a home, and she knew exactly why her life had become so unbalanced.

She stretched her long slim legs out under her desk as she tried to think of the last time she had made love. Her last boyfriend had given up on her several years ago, not happy at playing second fiddle to her rapidly growing business, and though since then she had had one or two short term boyfriends and a one night stand that she’d rather forget she had never come close to finding someone to share her life with. She sighed as she remembered her last lover, or at least tried to. Having decided on a solitary weekend away in a big city hotel, her impulsive decision to pick up a good looking guy in the bar next door had been inspired by a combination of her sexual frustrations and her uncharacteristic overindulgence in several brightly coloured cocktails, and was something she always thought of as a necessary mistake. Necessary in that she had needed to try sex with a stranger to see if it gave her what she needed, and a mistake in that it had been an experience that she had taken no pleasure from at all. She certainly couldn’t remember the guy’s name, and when she thought back to that night she found that she couldn’t really picture his face either. She could remember the initial thrill of finding herself completely naked with a man she had only met a couple of hours before, the feeling of abandon her only positive recollection, and part of her was still glad that she had indulged her wild side for once.

She sat back in her chair as she pictured the silent hotel room, and the adrenaline surge she had felt as she knelt at the stranger’s feet, her hand slipping inside his trousers and discovering an impressively thick erection. He did have a nice cock, she admitted to herself. She remembered gasping as she pulled his stiffening shaft from its confines, and when she had taken the head of his prick into her mouth it had been an incredible turn on for her. She had got wet so quickly at that moment, and as she leant back in her office chair she knew that even now just the memory was turning her on too.

I certainly surrendered to my inner slut that night, she thought with a smile, not actively aware of the fact that her hand had strayed into her lap, the need to touch herself completely instinctive. The feel of her hand at her crotch stirred a new interest however, the simple contact enough to waken her frustrations and allow her body to ask for something more. She certainly wasn’t in the habit of indulging herself at work, but she wasn’t in a mood to deny herself some pleasure after a long day. She stroked herself a little through her clothes, her other hand reaching up to squeeze a pert little breast.

Bev was a slim woman, her busy life never giving her the time to overindulge in food. As she was always on the go she quickly burned off any calories she took on board and kept her body toned too. She did feel an obligation to look good at all times, seeing herself as the personification of her business and understanding that she needed to project an image to the world, so she kept her pretty face made up at all times and always dressed with care. She was in private now however, and as she unzipped the trousers of her business suit she found herself wondering what Peter Wright would think if he was still in the office.

A fingertip dipped beneath her panties, slid over smooth skin, onto her hairless pussy, slipping lower to stroke the sensitive flesh of her needful sex. The ripples of pleasure that her touch inspired took her by surprise a little, her excitement amplified by the unusual setting. She had never masturbated at work, and she wasn’t entirely sure why she was doing it now, but she was enjoying herself far too much to stop. Perhaps it was her strange fantasy about Peter, she speculated as her fingers delved a little deeper, finding wetness there and using it to lubricate her touches. She closed her eyes then, letting her mind return to her strange daydream, her imagination helping by creating a very different Peter. He was suddenly taller, younger and more handsome, and when her fantasy became more sexual she lost herself in it, stroking her clitoris with a new urgency as she created a much more enjoyable meeting than the one that she had endured a few hours earlier.

‘Okay Peter, I like your prices, but I think I can offer you a better deal. Why don’t you get that lovely fat cock of yours out and I’ll give it a good suck, then we can see what else I can offer you.’ In her mind she was watching as he happily obliged, the liquid response in her panties as he showed her his fat erection telling her that there was only one way that their meeting could end. She surrendered to her fantasy...

In her dream Bev slid off her office chair, kneeling as Peter smugly presented his shaft to her. She had to open her mouth wide to accommodate him, pausing to savour the feeling of a stiff erection on her tongue before she leant forward, taking him as deep as she could, the knowledge that he would be inside her in an even more intimate way in a few moments enough to create a damp patch between her toned thighs. She was enjoying the moment too much to hurry however, releasing him as slowly as she could, making eye contact with him as she let her tongue take a very leisurely journey around the straining head of his prick, her lips kissing softly, wetly, driving him crazy.

There was no need for words then – in her imagination Bev simply stood and unbuttoned her trousers, letting them fall to the floor, quickly peeling her panties off before sitting on the edge of her desk, keeping eye contact with Peter as she moved back a little. Leaning back so it took her weight, she spread her legs wide, her shaved sex completely exposed to him, her arousal so deep that she was completely ready, needing him now. He stepped forward and they shared the wonderful moment when two bodies become one, the briefest instant of hesitation before he sank into her, filling her with one stroke, soaking his shaft in a wet warm heaven for a moment before he withdrew a little, only to plunge deeply again.

Bev was lost in her fantasy at that moment, the only sound in the deserted office the liquid whisper of her pussy as two of her fingers delved inside, her digits taking the place of Peter’s cock. She fucked herself as hard as she could now, her trousers around her ankles as her hand blurred, dreaming of the pleasure of being fucked hard by a handsome young man. She came quickly, abandoning herself to her fantasy as she filled her office with a series of sighs and gasps, at that moment a million miles away from the serious young businesswoman her employees knew.

When her moment had passed she relaxed in the chair for a few minutes, more mindful of her body now, aware of her heart beating, the blood charging around her veins, the feeling that she was a lot warmer than she had been a few moments ago, the liquid on her fingers testimony to her arousal. The contentment that her orgasm had inspired didn’t last long however, soon replaced by a slight embarrassment that she had allowed her little fantasy to get out of hand so quickly. Her dream seemed to evaporate so suddenly and the crashing reality hit her hard. She was sat alone in her office, the night outside reminding her that she should have gone home hours ago, her clothes a tangled mess around her ankles and her fingers wet with her own juices, having just masturbated to orgasm over a man she had no feelings for and no intention of going anywhere near.

I have got to sort my life out, she thought to herself as she slowly began to make herself respectable again, not knowing that her fantasy of sex in the office was destined to become a breath-taking reality.
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Before she knew it she was back at work, her commute and evening at home completely uneventful. She had been woken by her alarm and travelled back to the office on auto pilot, feeling that there was something very significant missing in her life. Her moment of indulgence the previous evening had not helped to ease her frustrations at all – in fact, it had simply added to them. She sat behind her desk trying her very best to focus on work again, but her mind kept returning to the bliss she had experienced in the same chair only a few hours previously. The five staff she had employed to help her in the office were going about their business behind her office door, seemingly happy in their lives and content to spend their day in the office in exchange for the wages that would give them money to pay the bills and enable them to enjoy their free time. Why can’t I be so satisfied with life, Bev wondered as the world carried on without her, this is my company after all and I should be enjoying things a lot more than I am! She wasn’t satisfied of course, and in her heart she knew that there was only one thing that would meet her needs.

When her last workmate had left the building shortly after five o’clock Bev found her mind returning to her illicit thrill twenty four hours ago, though masturbating in the office wasn’t something she was planning to make a routine! After unsuccessfully trying to focus on work for a little longer she gave up, turning to the internet for a solution to her problems. She had tried dating sites more than once in the past, but found the idea of meeting up with another lonely stranger too awkward for words and had never even come close to finding someone she could enjoy the company of, let alone contemplate beginning a relationship with.

Without thinking, she typed ‘sexual frustration’ into her search engine, the stark reality of the words on the screen in front of her enough to finally make her realize what she was missing and accept that she needed to do something about it. She scrolled through several medical articles on the subject without clicking on any, suddenly aware that it was a cure that she was looking for, not more information about her problem. Adding the word ‘cure’ to her search gave her some new results, and her eye was caught by one in particular. The phrase ‘end sexual frustration now – here!’ was tempting enough for her to click, and she was presented with a new web page, though it was simple and almost blank, only asking her to click to confirm that she was over eighteen. Once she had negotiated that hurdle she was surprised to see another very minimalistic page, with a simple statement for her to read. ‘To access services in your local area, please complete the required fields below.’ Reassured by the site’s lack of salacious photos and almost clinical approach to her problem, she was emboldened enough to enter some information and hit search, suddenly curious as to what she might find.

The site appeared to be an online notice board where people could post some information about the service that they were offering. She scanned through the options, a lot of which she discounted immediately as they seemed to be advertisements from escorts or prostitutes. Just as she was beginning to lose heart she noticed one ad that was very different from the others and she read through the text several times, wondering whether she was brave enough to go any further.

‘Sexually frustrated? Unsatisfied? Feeling incomplete? If you have answered ‘yes’ to any of these questions, these issues will be creating problems in your everyday life. An inability to focus, a vague sense that life is passing you by, issues in the workplace, a disconnection from the world – if unchecked, these emotions can become habits, then personality traits, then part of you. Don’t let your situation let you become something less than the person you can be! Our discrete service is tailored to meet your needs and our experienced staff will ensure that all your personal goals are met. Contact us now for a free chat about how we can help you with no obligation to buy. Alternatively, you can visit our website to find out more and have a live online chat with one of our friendly advisors! Do it NOW – don’t live half a life!’

Bev clicked on the link without thinking, her curiosity driving her on. She was looking for something more than an impersonal sexual encounter, her one night stand telling her that she needed more, and this company’s more thoughtful approach had intrigued her. Their website was as restrained as their advertisement, an absence of titillating photographs and gaudy promises of orgasms to remember giving the impression that they had a more cerebral approach to the issue. The businesswoman in her felt reassured by their air of professionalism, and though she hadn’t even realised it yet she was already half way to being persuaded to become a customer.

She perused the site for some time, reading anonymous endorsements from satisfied customers and more reassuring but vague statements about the quality of the service that was on offer. She was surprised to read that they seemed to operate globally, working with a ‘vast network of trusted partners’ to ensure their service could be delivered anywhere, and at that point she began to contemplate actually contacting them. As she read, from time to time a small box appeared in the corner of her screen, inviting her to start an online chat with someone from the company, and she realised then that she was at a crossroads. She certainly couldn’t carry on living her life as she was, and she had found herself completely unable to solve her problem herself. In any other scenario where a problem exceeded her own capabilities she would seek out an expert and pay for their services if necessary, so what was different now? She paused for thought and just then the chat box appeared again. Something drove her on at that moment, and she began to type.

‘Hi, I’m new here, and I guess I need some advice.’

‘Hi, my name is Liz, and I’m here to help. You’ve taken the most difficult step in making the decision to change your life, and together we can make that happen!’ Bev sighed a little at Liz’s overly cheery tone, but she knew that she had come too far to stop now.

‘How does your service work?’

‘Initially we’ll discuss your needs, either online like this, via a phone call, or if you prefer to use our VIP package we can arrange a face to face meeting. Once that’s done, one of our team will set up meetings to meet your needs.’ Bev paused again, wondering about the vague promise of ‘meetings to meet your needs’. She simply had to ask, fingers dancing on the keyboard.

‘These meetings – they involve sex?’

‘They involve whatever you need, Bev. We provide a comprehensive service  where all your needs are met. Finding a sexual partner is relatively easy, but achieving real satisfaction sexually is a lot more difficult. That’s what we are promising you, something much more than just sex.’ Bev suddenly realised that Liz had hooked her, offered her the very thing that she wanted more than anything, and she had won her commitment to become a customer. She went with her gut instinct, letting impulse drive her decision making.

‘How do I sign up?’

A few minutes later she paid a sizable deposit and arranged for a phone call to discuss her situation. Liz had implied more than once that the service would give her everything that she was dreaming of, and Bev had begun to believe all the sales hype, despite her cynical nature. She arranged to receive a call in a few days, and when she put the phone down she found herself almost excited at the thought of what she had done. She had set in motion a chain of events that could end in... 

She really didn’t know what she had let herself in for!
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Soon afterwards she headed for home, mindful of the need to be back behind her desk early the next morning. Something more intimate than her business was on her mind now however, and later that evening when she closed her eyes and finally fell asleep her subconscious eagerly unloaded her jumbled thoughts, creating a dream that was both vivid and explicit....
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‘Document for you, needs a signature.’ Startled, Bev looked up from her desk at the dark figure that had just strode confidently into her office. He was clad from head to foot in black leather, and his face was obscured by a motorcycle helmet that was as dark as his clothing, the visor concealing his face completely.

He was tall and broad, his body as masculine as his deep voice, and as the door to her office slowly swung shut behind him a shiver ran through her body. Was it fear, or something more? Though her room was private, the hubbub of the main office was only a few feet away and she knew that she was perfectly safe. Quickly pulling herself together, she addressed the faceless figure, trying to sound more confident than she felt.

‘Who is it from?’ she asked, standing as she reached for the large envelope, subconsciously wanting to feel a little less inferior to the tall stranger.

‘It’s from a very close friend, they have asked me to wait while you open it, in case you want to respond.’ Intrigued now, Bev quickly signed the courier’s electronic pad and began to open the envelope. As she did so she noticed that he was beginning to unbuckle his helmet, distracting her from her mystery message. She wanted to know what the letter said, but she found herself equally curious about her visitor. His deep voice had led her to wonder if his face was as rugged as the rest of his body, but when her fingers finally opened the brown envelope and alighted on the letter inside she glanced down for a moment.

The letter was handwritten, and it was in her own hand! She had certainly not written to herself, and why would she dream of doing such a thing in any case? She looked up with questioning eyes, feeling very confused now, just as the stranger revealed his face.

For a moment the letter was forgotten, the steely grey eyes that met her own disabling her in an instant. A sudden feeling that she was in the presence of someone who was used to being in control and taking what he wanted overwhelmed her, and the hungry look in his eyes made her feel that she was his prey. She had been right in thinking he would have a masculine look, but she was shocked by how attractive he was. His unkempt dirty blonde hair, his unshaven lantern jaw, his lean look and a prominent scar that crossed one cheek in a jagged white line all combined to make him every inch the alpha male, and something primal deep inside Bev stirred before she had a chance to think about it. 

‘Do you have a response?’ he asked, a knowing smile indicating that he was well aware of the effect he had already had on her, and it took every ounce of Bev’s resolve to summon up a dignified reply.

‘Could you give me a few seconds to read it first?’ she asked, hoping that her voice carried the authority that she had attempted to inject into it. She wasn’t entirely sure what had happened, but this handsome stranger had somehow effortlessly stripped away the confidence that she normally carried with her as the boss of a successful bakery and left her feeling like a shy young virgin sent into an alien environment all alone.

Her eyes danced over the letter, and she knew that she had written it, though the contents were a mystery to her.

‘Hi Bev! So strange to be writing to myself, but this is a strange situation. No-one knows me like you, and no one knows you like me, so I’m hoping you’ll take my advice! I can’t explain how you come to be reading this note, but that’s not important. What is important is the fact that you haven’t had sex for months now, and I’m writing this note to let you know that it’s okay to give in to your instincts and just go for it. The man in front of you is there to fuck you – just let him! You owe it to yourself! Just trust me on this one.....’

Bev looked up into the courier’s steely gaze, and she knew that she wanted him. There were a thousand reasons why she shouldn’t surrender to the aching need that had resurfaced in the last couple of minutes, but she really didn’t want to miss out on this unexpected opportunity, crazy though the situation was.

The courier’s wry smile grew into a wolfish grin as he realised what Bev was thinking, but he didn’t take the initiative, smugly waiting for Bev to admit to her secret desire.

‘Your response?’ he prompted again, his hands moving to his hips as he waited, drawing Bev’s eyes to his crotch. Could she see a bulge there? Was he already ready for her? She felt her tummy flip with excitement at the thought and knew that she couldn’t say no, whatever the consequences. She replied with just one word.

‘Yes.’

He didn’t articulate a response, his hands moving to the fastening of his motorcycle leathers, and Bev watched on in silent disbelief as he began to unzip himself. She wasn’t surprised to see body hair at the base of his stomach, more evidence of his masculinity, but when he pushed his leather trousers down to reveal himself to her she was sure that her heart stopped beating for a moment.

His cock was as impressively dimensioned as its owner, thick and long. He was easily the most well endowed man Bev had been with, and she found herself moving from behind her desk, closer to him, drawn in by something she had no control over....

A moment later she was stood in front of him, looking up into his heartless eyes, an unexpected feeling of submissiveness overwhelming her. She suddenly realised that he had somehow cast a spell on her, and she was powerless to resist.

When he placed a broad hand on her shoulder she felt the weight of it as well as the strength there, and it only took a little pressure from him to make her comply. Bev sighed as she sank to her knees, a slave to a force she didn’t understand. For a moment she simply knelt before him, looking up into a face that somehow managed to look both impassive and smug, waiting for her instructions. Part of her mind was screaming at her, demanding to know what she was doing, but she was being carried along by a momentum that seemed to be beyond her control and when the stranger lifted one eyebrow a little, as though to ask her what she was waiting for, she didn’t hesitate. Her right hand slowly moved up, slim fingers encircling his impressive girth, caressing him and feeling him stiffen under her touch, her own body’s arousal mirroring his, preparing itself for the treat that she was stroking. She dipped her head a little, the thought of taking him into her mouth so compelling, so inevitable...

A firm hand was suddenly on her upper arm, gripping firmly and lifting her to her feet again. The frustration she felt surprised her with its intensity, a low moan betraying her lust. She had wanted to suck him, to worship his manhood, and he wasted no time in telling her that he knew it.

‘You’re a horny little thing, aren’t you? Can’t wait to get those pretty lips of yours around a stranger’s cock...’ She was too aroused now, pride meaningless.

‘I want it .... please...’ His amused smile confirmed that he was completely in charge, and a few seconds passed as he watched the frustration build in Bev’s eyes. ‘Please, just .... don’t make me beg...’ As soon as the words had passed her lips Bev realised her mistake. For a second she thought about appealing to him again, but she knew it would be pointless. She would have to beg, beg for his permission. A moment’s hesitation was all it took for what remained of her pride to vanish.

‘Let me suck you, please .... I’ll get you so hard .... I’m so wet for you, you’ll love my pussy, I’m so hot for you baby...’ Once more she was pushed to her knees and this time she didn’t hesitate.

He filled her mouth, more than any man she had been with before, her lips only just able to accommodate his girth. She shamelessly began to bob her head up and down, the feel of his shaft as it slid back and forth on her tongue turning her pussy to liquid. She could feel him harden even more as she sucked him, his stiffness promising much, her body aching for him now. When she released him she gasped, the thrill of what she was doing combining with a struggle for air while such a fat shaft was in her mouth. His prick had been impressive before, but now it was breath-taking. Coiling a hand around it, she looked up at him again, the pleasure she had surely just given him doing nothing to alter the impassive visage that coolly returned her hopeful gaze.

‘Are you going to fuck me?’ she asked, though a moment later she recalled their brief exchange a few seconds ago and knew what she had to do to get what she needed. ‘Please, I need to you fuck me, I need this inside me.’ As she spoke she gently squeezed his rock hard dick with one hand to emphasize what she was saying, though there could surely be no doubt about her meaning. ‘Listen, I don’t care about who might walk in, I don’t care about my business here, nothing else matters right now. Please...’

She lapsed into silence, unable to think of a way to express the insistent need between her thighs more openly, and for a terrible moment she thought he would simply turn around and leave. What would she do if he did? She couldn’t imagine how she would cope with the frustration if he deserted her, but luckily it was an issue she wouldn’t have to address.

Suddenly his powerful hands were on her again, gripping her upper arms and lifting her effortlessly. For the briefest of moments she was standing, her desk behind her, but when he extended his arms to push her back she quickly found herself sitting on the desk’s edge, her hands leaning behind her to support herself as she reclined a little.

In an instant the impassive and statuesque stranger changed, moving with a lithe swiftness that surprised her, quickly reaching down to grab both her ankles, effortlessly lifting them and forcing her to lie back on the desk’s surface, her skirt riding up her thighs and pooling around her waist, her panties exposed. She was incredibly aroused now, and when the courier’s eyes glanced down before meeting hers she somehow knew that he could see her dampness in the thin piece of fabric that was obscuring her sex. He moved slightly, resting an ankle on one of his muscular shoulders so he had a free hand, and a moment later strong fingers had grabbed at the flimsy material. She lifted her bottom a little, thinking he would remove them, but he simply pulled. Bev felt a moment’s discomfort as her underwear strained against the muscles of her thighs, but an instant later they tore and were suddenly gone. The stranger let out a low growl as he tossed them aside, moving forward and placing the head of his cock against the lips of her pussy. My God, thought Bev, he’s just going to take me, and the thought that she had no control aroused her beyond measure.

The moment seemed to last forever – Bev could feel the heat of his prick, her pussy lips wetly embracing him, parting in anticipation of accommodating him. She considered herself a strong and independent woman, but now she was completely powerless, utterly passive and totally at the mercy of this masterful male. She had no thought in her head other than the need to feel that wonderful cock inside her, her mind reduced to nothing more than the primal urge to couple. Time was standing still, Bev’s heightened desire making her so aware of everything – the feel of his prick on her hot flesh, the sight of his almost animalistic expression as he stared down at her with an unreadable look, the sound of the everyday office hubbub in the adjoining room another world to her now.

When he parted her thighs and began to move his hips forward, sliding inside her in one slick motion, the relief was overwhelming. So many months of frustration – how long had it been? – ended in a moment, the penetration taking her to a new place, a heaven where the past could be forgotten. She sighed then, feeling every fibre of her being change somehow – she was becoming the fulfilled woman she had been in the past, the complete person that had lain dormant for too long. Only then did she realise how much she needed this intimacy, the simple pleasure of making love something that was so easy to take for granted yet so important. Without it she would never be truly happy.

Now she had what she wanted she felt the balance of power shift a little. She knew no man could deny himself the heavenly sensations that a woman’s body could give him, not once he had had a taste, and the stranger would do her bidding now.

‘Go on then,’ she urged breathlessly, ‘fuck me, show me what you can do, big man.’ Again he responded with an impassive look, but he did as he was told. His experience was obvious, his unhurried approach betraying his confidence. His prick slowly withdrew, then sank deep again, seeming to go further somehow and taking Bev’s breath for a moment. When he repeated the deep probing once more Bev knew she was in for one hell of a ride. She lay back on the desk, her hands moving onto the sides of his torso so she could enjoy the feel of his muscular bulk as he moved over her, their bodies united in the ultimate intimacy.

Each stroke of his impressive length seemed to increase the level of Bev’s arousal, and it wasn’t long before her breath began to come in short pants, her body suddenly alive, every sensation somehow amplified by the unique thrill of being fucked in her office by a complete stranger. When she realised that he was gradually increasing the tempo of his thrusts she groaned, knowing that he would surely take her to somewhere new, to a level of bliss that she had not experienced before.

‘That’s right, fuck me hard, I want it like that, oh...’ Again Bev realised that she had let her words betray her, the courier taking her at her word and suddenly redoubling his efforts, thrusting into her with a speed and intensity that overwhelmed her. Words were both pointless and impossible now – all she could do was gasp for air as he fucked her with a muscular relentlessness that took her breath and sent a series of waves of ecstasy through her body. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, mingling with her sighs and his low grunts. Every inch of Bev was tingling with excitement, and she knew that the ultimate pleasure could not be too far away.

‘Oh my God, don’t stop, you’re going to make me come, just keep fucking me like this, I love it...’

‘I’m going to fuck you till we both come, fill you up with my spunk...’

‘Oh Christ, yes...’ She knew how reckless it was, unprotected sex with someone she had met a few minutes ago, but the thrill was beyond comparison and worth whatever price she might have to pay later. She wanted it all now, and the consequences just didn’t matter.

‘Yes, I want it, come for me baby, I’m almost there...’  Incredibly, the stranger somehow managed to up the tempo a little more, and it was enough to send Bev to heaven. She came with an intensity that she had not experienced before, pleasure permeating through every part of her and taking her somewhere magical for a few moments. 

When she had recovered a little and regained control of her senses she had one last pleasure to enjoy, the aftermath of her orgasm inspiring a feeling of happy contentment, the feeling of satisfaction as he continued to plunge into her something no drug in the world could reproduce.

She didn’t notice the door to her office silently swinging open, or two of her office staff moving into the doorway, one of them carrying a file for her inspection. All her attention was on the man between her thighs.

‘Go on, come for me, fill me with your spunk, I want to feel your cock squirting inside me!’ The sound of a folder falling to the floor, the assistant who had held it dropping it in surprise, made her turn to look as the stranger exploded in her, leaving her meeting the shocked stares of her staff at the very moment she felt the heat of his seed so deep inside her...
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‘Oh Jesus!’ Bev sat up in bed, her skin flushed with the mixed emotions of what had been a very vivid dream. The thrill of her imaginary lover and the shock of being discovered having sex in public had combined to leave her with a strange mixture of arousal and shame at surrendering to her base instincts. Her heart was hammering in her chest, her breath was coming in short gasps and it took a few moments to realize that she hadn’t actually been the star of her own live sex show.

She looked around her familiar room, everything in its usual place, her clothes already laid out ready for another busy day in the office, the blinds in the window keeping the darkness at bay, her alarm clock patiently counting the minutes until it was time for her to rise again. It was almost half past two – the middle of the night.

Once her initial shock had subsided and the reassuring surroundings of her own bedroom had banished the vulnerable feeling of being discovered naked in her office, more primal emotions quickly took over. She realised just how turned on she was at that point, an exploratory finger discovering a wet heat between her legs that she simply couldn’t ignore.

After a moment’s hesitation, she reached for the drawers beside her bed and dipped a hand into the bottom one, her fingers quickly encircling her prize. The slim vibrator that emerged was a vivid shade of pink, not the colour she had asked for when she had ordered it online, but it certainly did the job she had bought it for! She had convinced herself that running a successful business demanded sacrifices, and not having time for relationships was one of the things she thought that she had learned to come to terms with. Her pragmatic nature had led her to purchasing a couple of sex toys, reasoning that she would address what parts of the problem she could and try to ignore the things she could do nothing about. She had grown used to lonely nights, but sometimes she needed to surrender to her needs and tonight was one such occasion.

When the toy touched her sex she gasped, the pleasure much more intense than she had anticipated. That dream has really turned me on, she thought as she squeezed a breast with her free hand, again surprised by the pleasure  she was rewarded with. Relaxing back in the bed, she let her eyes close as the familiar warm pleasure began to spread from her crotch, her body seeming to warm as her arousal deepened. Where was I, she thought as she allowed the tip of the toy to dip inside her liquid pussy.

Once more her imagination created the mysterious stranger and she could still picture his impassive face, but now she had something more real to complete her fantasy. As she let the thrill overtake her, the dream of being taken by a stranger was complemented by the very real pleasure of the vibrator dipping inside her, the hand holding it creating a rhythm that perfectly matched her perfect stranger’s vigorous thrusting as she had imagined it.

Suddenly she was coming, her back arching off the bed as a wave of delicious pleasure ripped through her, the intensity made more breath taking by the speed with which the moment had arrived. She gasped, a little scared by the way her body had taken over, her mind a slave to primal urges that simply had to be satisfied.

Even in her most intense moment she was focusing on her dream, the thought of being taken by a stranger over her own desk a fantasy that she had never imagined before but now something she just couldn’t shake.

She had no idea that it was destined to come true.
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A few hours later she was back at work, sitting behind the same desk that had played such a central part in her fantasy the previous night. She felt different somehow, as though she had been shown a secret part of herself that she had never known existed before, and now she knew it was there she couldn’t stop thinking about it. When the phone rang she grabbed it with relief, happy to let something distract her from the difficult thoughts about her own sexuality that her eventful night had inspired.

‘Good morning, Bev speaking.’

‘Hi Bev, sorry to interrupt your working day but my name is Jenny and I represent an organisation called Graduate Opportunities. I have a proposal for you that I’m sure you will be interested in.’ Bev’s heart sank a little at receiving another sales call – the too chirpy voice and the carefully selected words of the caller’s pitch betrayed the fact that Graduate Opportunities, whoever they were, wanted to take money from her. For a moment she contemplated just putting the phone down, but curiosity and the need for a distraction got the better of her.

‘Is it expensive?’ she asked, planning to have a little fun with Jenny, but the answer surprised her.

‘That’s the great part – there’s no cost to you, no deposit, no risk!’

‘Then what exactly are you offering me?’

‘My organisation source work opportunities for students and recent graduates, to give them the chance to complement their education with some real world experience. I’ve contacted your company as I’m working with a young man named Jon that has recently graduated with a marketing degree and he has been specializing in the catering industry. He is looking for employment but would be happy to work for you on an internship basis. You get a very talented extra pair of hands at no cost and he gets the work experience that will help him find a great job!’

‘So what’s the catch?’

‘There isn’t one! I can email you his details, and if you’re interested I can arrange for him to visit you. If you’re happy, he can start work the next day!’ Sounds too good to be true, thought Bev, but she decided she had nothing to lose.

‘Okay, email me his information and I’ll get back to you.’

‘Thanks so much, you won’t regret it!’

There was nothing in the email that arrived a few minutes later to put Bev off, and after a moment’s consideration she forwarded it to Becky, the most trusted of her office workers, with a message asking her to invite Jon into the office. She quickly put him to the back of her mind and got on with her day.
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When Becky popped her head around Bev’s office door a couple of days later and asked her if she’d like to meet Jon it took her a few moments to recollect who Jon actually was, but when he confidently strode forward, his handsome face breaking into a broad smile, she quickly remembered.

‘Hello Jon, nice to meet you,’ she smiled, looking up into his warm brown eyes. He was easily six feet tall and not at all what she had anticipated. Jon was no nervous young student, his broad frame and calm confidence creating a completely different persona, and when he briefly took Bev’s proffered hand in his she felt a momentary shiver, something about his warm yet dry grip that hinted at a man that was very comfortable in his own skin. Bev could see that he was around the same age as her, and the newcomer saw the surprise on her face.

‘Nice to meet you too,’ he replied, ‘and before you ask, I am a mature student.’ They both smiled at his comment, a connection forming already. ‘I’ve found that people who have looked at my CV form a completely different picture of me from the reality, and I think it sometimes discourages them from giving me a chance. That’s why I’m here – to get some experience and hopefully change people’s expectations. I’m really grateful for the opportunity.’

‘That’s fine, it’s good to have you on board. Becky, why don’t you get Jon started on your latest project? He can help you out while you’re looking after him. I’ll come and see how you’re getting on in a little while.’

‘No problem, Bev,’ replied Becky, who was glad to get some help, though the fact that it was coming in such a tall, dark and handsome package was obviously a bonus for her!

‘Thanks again,’ grinned Jon, ‘I’ll speak to you later.’ With that he turned to follow Becky out of the room and Bev found her eyes scanning across his muscular shoulders, following a line down his broad back and lingering on his firm buttocks. Not bad at all, she mused as she returned to her chair, he will certainly brighten the place up!
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She didn’t get around to speaking to Becky and Jon that afternoon, her own workload keeping her from fulfilling her promise, but she knew Becky well enough to be sure that if Jon had been a problem in any way she would have been informed. By the time she had finally finished her work for the day she had completely forgotten about Jon and was very surprised to see him still sat in the main part of the office as she headed for the door. She had begun her normal routine of turning off lights and checking windows were closed as she was always the last to leave but now she paused, shocked into hesitation by his unexpected presence. She realised then that he was an almost complete stranger to her, and that they were alone together. She was a confident young woman, but an instinctive reaction to the situation created a little shiver of apprehension in the pit of her stomach for a moment. It was quickly dispelled by Jon’s ready smile, and when he spoke she relaxed again.

‘Good lord, is that the time? Becky gave me all these product ranges to look at and when she left I asked if I could stay a little longer to get to grips with them all. I didn’t think it would take me so long.’

‘You’re very keen,’ she laughed, though part of her was still reflecting that she could have been in a very vulnerable situation if Jon had been a different kind of man. We must be more careful about things like this in the future, she decided as she turned off a VDU screen that had been left on. Jon had taken the hint and had quickly tidied the desk he was working at before standing and pulling his jacket from the back of his chair.

‘Thanks again for letting me work with you. I’ve really enjoyed today,’ said Jon as he followed Bev to the exit.

‘That’s fine, we never say no to another pair of hands,’ replied Bev as she turned off the office lights. For a brief moment before they stepped into the hallway they were in darkness together and the same shiver whispered through her, a reaction to Jon’s imposing presence so close to her. She realised then that it was not fear that had caused the reaction deep inside her. Her body was reacting instinctively to Jon, his masculine frame so close to her inspiring her body in a very primal way.

A few moments later they were on the street outside, the autumn air suddenly cool around them. Again there was a brief moment of something indefinable passing between them, somehow both welcome and a little awkward.

‘Do you need a lift?’ asked Jon.

‘No, I’m parked over this way.’

‘Oh, okay. I’m down there,’ he replied, indicating the street behind him. Bev found herself strangely disappointed that they would not be walking together, wondering just what was happening to her.

‘Shame. I guess I’ll see you in the morning then.’

‘Yes, see you tomorrow!’ With that, Bev turned on her heels and walked away, part of her glad to get away from the man that was having such a strange effect on her. However, as she walked through the deserted town centre alone, thoughts of him flooded her imagination and she was powerless to stop them.

She recalled the tingle he had inspired in her, and now their brief time alone had ended her imagination enthusiastically provided her with a very different sequence of events. She had originally felt a little vulnerable, but the thought of being dominated by a strong and masculine man was something that she had developed a taste for. Before she knew it she was in another fantasy that was very much to her liking.

She recalled the moment that they had been in the hallway together, and wondered what she would have done if he had put a hand on her shoulder at that point. She imagined that she would have been frozen by shock, quickly becoming passive and unable to stop him doing anything he wanted to her. Once more her body responded, the dream infinitely more arousing than the reality, and she let her imagination run wild.

She could almost feel the hand on her shoulder, could picture herself turning to look up at Jon’s handsome face, her tummy flipping as his hand moved up and under her chin, strong fingers holding her there as he leaned down to kiss her......

Once she had unlocked her car and was safely within she tried to clear her head, though as she drove home her mind continued to wander. His lips against hers, the firm pressure on her mouth as those muscular arms encircled her, the thrilling moment when she surrendered herself to her physical needs... She was driving home on autopilot while her imagination flew. By the time she had parked her car and was opening the door to her home it had gone beyond a fantasy and become a temporary obsession, the sexual encounter that she had speculated on now all she could think about. A small part of her mind was wondering what was happening to her, but now she had a pressing physical need that she needed to deal with.

She headed straight for her bedroom, shedding shoes and jacket as she did so, and by the time she sat on her bed she was swiftly unbuttoning her blouse. She wanted to be naked and in her own bed now, to be somewhere where she could let her imagination run wild and indulge her fantasy, somewhere she could deal with the increasingly physical need that was overtaking her.

Once she was naked she reached for the toys hidden in her bedside cabinet again, her hand alighting on a very lifelike, if rather oversized, dildo. It was just what she needed to complement her fantasy, made of a plastic that felt so like a real cock, and she held her prize at the base as she jumped into bed with a sigh of relief. Now she could relax and let herself go, let the wanton side of her that never saw the light of day briefly take control and give her what she needed. Her wanton side would have handled their encounter very differently.

She could have reacted very differently to finding herself alone in the office with Jon, and viewed the situation as an opportunity rather than a potential danger. If she had been the type of woman who acted on impulse, took what she wanted and didn’t care about the consequences.......

She imagined herself sauntering over to Jon, eying his body with a shameless interest, making no attempt to conceal her curious glance into his crotch, amused rather than embarrassed when he realised what she was looking at.

‘You don’t mind me looking, do you? You’re so well built, I couldn’t help but wonder if you’re that well-made everywhere.’ She’d never dream of talking like that, but in her dream she was in control. ‘I think I can see a little movement down there – I’m very flattered. In fact, it would be rude to not say hello now...’ In her imagination her uninhibited alter ego simply knelt at Jon’s feet, took hold of his belt and undid it as if it was the most natural thing in the world. As she closed her eyes and lay back, she could imagine his cock, a thick and meaty member springing out of his pants enthusiastically, stiffened by his desire for her.

She brought the dildo to her mouth then, letting the large head slide between her lips ever so slowly, but in her mind she was giving Jon the thrill of a lifetime. She just kept going, taking as much of the shaft into her mouth as she could manage, revelling in the slutty role she had cast herself in. When she had gone as far as she could she slowly slid her lips back up the stiff length, imagining herself demanding what she wanted next.

‘You need to fuck me with this.’ In her imagination she stood, lifted her skirt around her waist and pulled her panties to one side as she sat on the edge of a convenient desk, spreading her thighs wide, but in reality all she had to do was place the head of the dildo on her very wet pussy lips. ‘That’s right Jon, I want a proper fucking. Make me come and there might even be a job here for you.....’ She gasped as she pushed the plastic cock against herself, her body eagerly accepting it despite its impressive girth. ‘That’s right, fill me with cock, I want everything you can give me....’ She pushed it deep before withdrawing it a little, lost in her fantasy now. Her hand began to find a rhythm, slow but deliberate at first, and it was easy to imagine Jon’s confident smile as he began to expertly fuck her. ‘Oh yes, just like that, that’s good....’ Her hand was busy as she relaxed a little, her mind back in her office, each plunging stroke more exciting than the last, the dildo moving more quickly as her body became more comfortable with its size. ‘Go on, fuck me hard, make me come....’ Her free hand was wantonly rubbing her clitoris now, aware that her sopping pussy was creating a damp patch on her bed but much too far gone to care.

When she came her whole body tensed for a moment, her pussy squeezing on the shaft inside it as her eyes widened in shock, amazed at the intensity of her thrill, the fantasy her mind had created multiplying her pleasure far more than she could have imagined. The bliss seemed to come in a series of endless waves, sustained by the movement of the dildo inside her and the wet fingertips that were dancing on the most sensitive part of her.

After what seemed an eternity she let her plastic friend slip from her body, suddenly so fatigued and needing to rest. Even though it was very early in the evening she just had to close her eyes for a while and enjoy the contentment of satisfaction for a few minutes....

When she woke it was much later, and she knew that she had allowed her secret passion to completely overtake her. She prided herself on remaining in control of her emotions and was more than a little shocked at how much she had given in to them over the last few hours. She left her bed again and wrapped herself into her favourite dressing gown, planning to get something to eat and drink before watching a little television.  The satisfaction that she had given herself had calmed her need, but the nagging feeling that she had only temporarily solved her problem was impossible to shake.
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It was difficult to look Jon in the eye the next morning, but Bev was a strong woman who always addressed difficult situations and she made a point of not avoiding him. She initially spoke to Becky to get confirmation that he was performing well in his role, then when she had a quiet moment she strode confidently over to his desk to chat with him. She reminded herself that nothing had happened between them the previous evening, that her little fantasy was a secret that he had no way of knowing, but it didn’t stop her heart skipping a beat when their eyes met for the first time that day.

‘Good morning Jon, how are you?’

‘Fine thanks. Did you get home okay last night? I didn’t like leaving you to walk across the city centre on your own last night.’

‘Oh, don’t worry about that – I make that walk every night.’ Bev was trying to keep her cool but her mind was racing away again, imagining herself being escorted to her car, to her home, to her bed... Suddenly she realised that she had not been listening to Jon’s reply. Somehow her overactive imagination had helped her blunder into an awkward moment, the silence quickly stretching as she stared mutely at her fantasy man.

‘Sorry, I have something urgent I have to do,’ she stammered, turning on her heel and rushing to her office. For a moment she even thought she could feel a blush rising in her face, so complete was her embarrassment, and the sense of relief she felt when she was safely in the confines of her little office was so welcome. The feeling of safety was quickly overtaken by shame however, a frustration that she was unable to control her runaway emotions combining with an awareness that now Jon must surely know that she had feelings for him. She groaned as she leaned against the closed door, unable to understand how she had suddenly turned into an awkward teenager with no idea how to deal with the situation that she found herself in.
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The only option she could think of was to ignore the problem and hope that it would go away and, though that went against all her instincts, it was the only course of action she felt able to cope with. She threw herself into her work for the rest of the day and by the afternoon had almost managed to forget her embarrassing morning, though when Jon popped his head around her office door she was cast back into her previous mood of panic. Trying her best to remain calm, she responded with a smile.

‘Hi Jon, come in, take a seat. What can I do for you?’

‘I’m sorry if I’m crossing a line here, but I wanted to talk about this morning.’ Bev’s heart suddenly began to race, but she was determined to keep her feelings under control this time.

‘Don’t worry Jon, just say whatever’s on your mind.’ He hesitated for a moment and Bev wondered for a second whether he was sharing her nervousness, though his reply suggested otherwise.

‘Okay, I’ll be frank. I hope this doesn’t sound arrogant, but you’re making it very obvious that you’re attracted to me. I’ve been thinking about it all morning and I’ve decided we should talk about it. We’re both adults and I think we need to get things out in the open. To be honest, I was hoping this opportunity might turn into a job offer, and I don’t want any misunderstandings to get in the way of that.’ Again Bev felt her body responding, the knowledge that her secret desire was no longer a secret making her tummy flip nervously. What she said next could have major consequences and she decided that she would be honest too. Taking a deep breath to compose herself, she looked Jon in the eye and began to speak.

‘I’ve been single for a very long time Jon. I have put my heart and soul into this business and one of the sacrifices that I have had to make is in my private life. I’ve just not had time for dating, and certainly not for a relationship. To be honest, I am attracted to you and I’ve obviously let that show in my behaviour today and I apologize if I’ve caused you a problem.’

‘Don’t apologize! I’m very flattered of course, and there’s certainly not a problem from my side. You’re a very attractive woman, and any man would be glad to have your affection. I don’t believe that you haven’t got time for a relationship, but of course I respect your wishes completely.’ Bev hesitated for the briefest moment. She had shut that part of her life down, believing it was her only option, and now she had a reason to change her mind again. Perhaps it was a reluctance to accept that she had made a mistake, perhaps it was just plain stubbornness, but she found herself once more repeating the mantra that she had lived by for so long.

‘Perhaps in the future when the business is more established I could consider other options, but for now I feel I have to devote one hundred per cent of my time to the company. That’s just the way it is, I’m afraid.’ Jon sat in silence for a few seconds, their eyes locked. He was obviously considering trying to get her to change her mind, and part of Bev so wanted him to try, but something like defeat appeared in his face for a moment and he stood.

‘As I say, I have to respect your wishes, the last thing I want to do is pester you on the subject. I’ll let you get back to work.’ He left and Bev was alone again. There was a small part of her that was screaming in outrage at the joyless road she had chosen to travel down, but once more she  buried it and returned to her work.
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When she left her office at the end of another long day, she immediately had a feeling of Deja vu – Jon was again working late, sat at the same desk, still researching the bakery industry. Again he looked up to speak, but things were different now. They both knew how the other felt, but Jon had already moved on and was about to put a completely unexpected proposal to her.

‘Bev, before you go, could I say one last thing about today?’ She paused, her face giving him permission to continue. ‘I completely accept what you’ve told me today, and I understand your reasons for not wanting a relationship, but I’ve been wondering whether you’ve been a bit too narrow in your thinking.’

‘Go on,’ she replied, intrigued but not wanting to give Jon any more encouragement until she knew what he was thinking.

‘It’s just that there are so many different relationships, almost as many as there are people, and maybe there is a way you can keep your focus on your business but still enjoy life. You don’t have to commit to a serious long term relationship, maybe something more casual would be an option.’

‘What do you mean by that?’ she replied, not sure whether to be offended or excited, though she was certainly intrigued. Jon seemed more uncomfortable than she had seen him before, he was obviously a little nervous at what he was proposing, and that only added to her curiosity.

‘The type of relationship you choose would be completely up to you, but I suppose I just wanted to let you know that I’d be happy to go along with whatever you suggested.’

There it was. He had just offered himself to her, and it was up to her how she responded. Suddenly all her old confidence came flooding back and she felt back in charge, completely in control of what would happen next. She had no idea how she found herself with this handsome young man seemingly completely under her command, but she decided that she liked the situation! Things were very different now and decided to have a little fun with him.

‘Anything I suggest?’ The look he gave her in reply somehow turned her playful remark into something laden with sexual innuendo, and her freshly returned certainty wavered a little.

‘What happens next is up to you.’ It was obvious then that she had not quite regained the dominance of the situation that she thought she had, and the sudden feeling that she was in the middle of a high stakes poker game was hard to dispel. He’s calling my bluff, she realised, and she knew she had to take a moment before she decided on her next move.

‘It’s nice to be in charge,’ she smiled, hoping it wasn’t too obvious that she was giving herself some time to think with her evasive answer.

‘I didn’t say that,’ he replied coolly, and Bev knew that there was a lot more to Jon than met the eye. She had underestimated him and now she was again wondering just who she was alone in the office with.

‘But I could ask you for anything?’ She kept her tone of voice light, slightly worried that she was still doing things on his terms, playing a game that he was much better at and losing the control that she thought she had won.

‘You know what your options are.’ It seemed he was inexorably pushing her into a corner, always three steps ahead of her and knowing her next move before she did.  He was right of course, she had to make a choice now, but there were only three options. She could simply walk out and turn her back on the whole episode, change her mind and start a relationship with him, or... Was he really offering her no strings sex? Everything about his manner and his replies suggested he was, but... These things don’t happen to women like me, she thought, but when Jon sat back in his chair, relaxing as he patiently waited for her to speak again, she knew. He’d won – checkmate! He knew she wanted him, he knew so much more than she had imagined. A memory of the previous evening flashed through her mind and part of her believed that he knew about that too! He’s worked it all out – he knows I’m lonely, he knows I’m frustrated, he knows I find him attractive, he knows that I went home last night and fantasised about him. He somehow knows I’ve masturbated over him too! After the briefest feeling of victory, she now knew that she had been comprehensively manipulated into the position she now found herself in.

Think Bev, think, she urged herself, what do you really want? She knew that if she walked out she would always regret it, and she really didn’t want a relationship right now. That left... Could she really just surrender to her lust and use this man for sex? He would certainly be using her too and she didn’t like the idea of that, but was it a price worth paying? She knew in her heart that it was.

‘Okay.’ The expression on his face didn’t change at all.

‘Okay to what?’

‘It isn’t a good time for me to start a relationship, but...’ Again his silent response unnerved her – would he really make her ask for sex? She walked closer, her eyes dancing over his impassive face, hoping for some signal but not seeing one. Her heart was racing as their eyes met and at the moment where she was about to reach out to him, something changed in Jon.

Suddenly his hands were on her shoulders, holding her firmly in place as he looked down at her with an unmistakable look of desire on his face. Bev could feel his power, the knowledge that she was completely at his mercy not scaring her but giving her a thrill, a feeling of sexual excitement that she had almost forgotten existed as her body responded, anticipating what was surely about to happen.

Their first kiss confirmed that Jon’s cool exterior had disappeared completely, his heartfelt gasp as their lips met inspiring a sigh from Bev as her arms slid around the small of his back, their bodies moving together, no space between them now.

A moment later Jon’s hands were on Bev’s bottom, cupping it for an instant before squeezing the twin globes hungrily, their kiss deepening as their passion grew. Their tongues met and explored, moving together, their breath intermingling.

‘Are you sure this is what you want?’ asked Jon as the kiss ended, the unexpected uncertainty in his voice only endearing him to Bev. She knew that he needed to know before he took things further, and his respectful question made her sure that she had made the right decision in surrendering to her desire.

‘Yes!’ It was all she could manage in response, but her hands on his firm buttocks reinforced the message, and a moment later she realised that Jon was lifting the fabric of her dress, gathering the material in his hands as he gradually exposed her.

They made a perfectly erotic picture, though no one was there to see them, the normally busy office completely deserted. Jon’s erection was now plainly visible as a straining mound in the crotch of his trousers, the bulge a promise of what was to come. Bev’s slim and shapely legs were now completely exposed, her skin tingling with the anticipation of a lover’s touch for the first time in such a long time. It didn’t take Jon long to get Bev’s dress up around her waist, pinning it in place with his forearms as he kissed her again. She had guessed what was about to happen, but her expectation did nothing to lessen the thrill when she felt him dip his hands inside her knickers, the intimate touch inspiring another gasp as their flesh met for the first time.

She had passed the point of return now, knowing that she would be happy to let this virtual stranger fuck her, right here in the office, right now. It was more than that though – she wanted him, needed him in a way that she had not needed anything or anybody before, and now that she had finally turned her back on a life of self-sacrifice she was determined to make the most of the moment. Pushing a hand between their bodies, she quickly found the bulge in his trousers, squeezing there, feeling an impressively dimensioned shaft beneath the cloth.

‘Oh fuck,’ he gasped, Bev gratified to know that she had turned him on, banishing the arrogant and aloof person that he had been trying to be a few minutes earlier. Their eyes met again, and now it was her turn to play it cool for a moment, her hand stroking along his length as she smiled up at him. The look he gave her in response would remain in her memory forever – a mixture of helpless lust and frustrated hunger, though he was quick to take control again.

Suddenly he was kneeling, pulling her panties down to her ankles and quickly helping her to step out of them. That done, he pushed her against the nearest desk, making her tummy flip with a thrilled excitement, Bev knowing that he was about to take her. She was certainly ready for him, a warm need in her pussy, almost aching for him, her desire impossible to ignore, but she knew she would not have to wait long.

He surprised her by kneeling again, hands once more on the hem of her dress as he lifted it a little to enable him to lean forward and kiss her skin, starting at the knee of her right leg but quickly moving upwards. He obviously found crouching so low a little uncomfortable as, with a frustrated grunt, he put his hands on Bev’s hips and pushed her onto the desk, so she was sitting on its edge. Returning to his task, he began to shower her thighs with kisses, powerful hands holding her legs and encouraging her to lie back a little a he moved towards his goal at a teasingly slow pace.

Bev felt she was dreaming, the familiar and everyday sights of the office a complete contrast to what was happening to her. He was in no rush, his lips touching everywhere but the place she needed them most of all, but just when she thought the teasing would never end, he licked her pussy with a long, slow and deliberate contact, moving from the very base of her sex, along the sensitive flesh until he met her clitoris, the tip of his tongue circling there for a few blissful moments. The shock wave that went through her body felt like electricity, the intensity scaring her for a few seconds. There was no drug that could match this thrill, her bloodstream overloaded with adrenaline, the need for more all she could focus on.

Jon’s passion was more than a match for her own and he replaced his slow and measured approach with a hungry feasting on her sensitive sex that sent her wild. He licked, kissed, nibbled and sucked at every part of her, seemingly finding the most sensitive spot each time his magical touch alighted on her, and Bev lost control. The office was filled with the sounds of her lust, sighs and gasps coming with increasing frequency and volume as her moment of bliss rapidly approached.

Perhaps it was the unusual location, perhaps it was the frustrated single life that she had been leading, but Bev had never felt an orgasm overtake her like this one did. Her mind and body both felt overwhelmed, the expert mouth on her pussy taking her somewhere completely new, a look of shocked disbelief on her face as she experienced true heaven. The thrill seemed endless, wave after wave of pleasure, an unending bliss that transformed her, made her into the person she wanted to be and made her realise just how much she had been wasting her life until that moment.

‘What are you doing to me?’ she whispered, the words coming from nowhere, but once more Jon didn’t reply, instead getting to his feet and unbuckling his belt. Another tremble of excitement passed through Bev as she watched on, a small part of her already knowing that she was about to experience something remarkable. He quickly released his straining member, and when she saw it an urgent thought sped across her mind. He’s very big, she realised, completely sure that none of her previous lovers could hope to compare, but there was very little time to think now, Jon too aroused to hesitate or tease.

When she felt the head of his cock on her sex it prompted immediately two thoughts. She could now feel what she had seen, the handsomely endowed shaft so much more substantial than that of any past lover, but she also knew that she had never been as aroused as she was now. As he slowly began to push his engorged weapon inside her she responded wantonly, her sex accepting him without hesitation, her legs parting more widely so he could go deeper, deeper than she had ever experienced before, her words completely honest and frank.

‘Oh fuck, that feels so good!’ There was no pretence now, Bev’s pent up desire spilling out in heartfelt words as she felt Jon’s cock filling her so completely, her sopping pussy the perfect fit for him, his shaft touching places that she had forgotten existed. Their eyes met once more as he pulled back a little before going deep again, the unmistakable flash of lust in Jon’s eyes assuring Bev that she was not alone in her desire. Her hands slid down his back to cup his firm buttocks, holding him close for a moment, enjoying the warm skin beneath her fingers, though nothing could compare to the heaven inspired by the stiff shaft that was buried so deeply inside her.

They both remained still for a few seconds then, sharing the perfect moment, bodies and souls united.

‘It’s been too long, I’d almost forgotten...’ she whispered as Jon kissed her cheek.

‘There’s something about you...’ he muttered in response, ‘from the moment I saw you I knew...’ He didn’t elaborate, but the implication of his words sent another shiver through Bev. This was all a little too good to be true, she thought, just as Jon began to make love to her. She lay back on the desk, abandoning herself to him as he upped the pace, beginning to pump his prick in and out of her with an urgency that betrayed his lust and redoubled hers.

‘Oh Jesus...’ she gasped, the unique thrill of being fucked so vigorously in such an unusual location with a man she hardly knew amplifying her pleasure immeasurably. ‘You’re going to make me come!’

‘Oh my God! Come for me honey!’ They shared her orgasm, pleasure coursing through Bev’s body and warming her skin, every nerve firing a heavenly sensation that raced through every fibre. She could feel her pussy clinging to Jon’s steely erection, the walls of her sex so sensitive, his every movement creating a wave of pleasure, each one part of a seemingly endless ocean of perfect bliss.

When she came to her senses a little she realised that he had not come with her as she had thought he must have, though it was obvious that he was close. He had a look of strained concentration on his face, and his pace was slowing at last.

‘Can I .... is it okay...’ A sudden doubt flashed through Bev’s mind – should she let him come inside her? Before she could think, he had sensed her hesitation, slowly withdrawing his still rock hard shaft. ‘It’s okay,’ he mumbled, though Bev’s heart melted at this selfless deed. She couldn’t let him leave her and stop like that, and she surprised herself with one more reckless act.

‘Don’t you move!’ she urged as he stepped back, pleased to see him standing obediently still in response. She slid off the desk and onto her knees, still surprised at what she was planning to do. ‘You made me come, and I want to make you come too,’ she added, looking up at him with a broad grin as she reached up with one hand to grip the base of his cock. I’m a different person, she thought, he’s somehow changed me and turned me into someone else, but she quickly decided that she liked who she had become.

She moved a little closer to kneel at his feet, enjoying the look on his face as he finally understood what she was about to do, revelling in her new liberated and reckless attitude. Leaning closer, she planted a soft kiss on the head of his prick, feeling the heat as her mouth touched the still wet flesh. She realised that the liquid on her lips was her own love juice, but revelled in the thrill of her abandonment to her new persona. She knew that she was going to enjoy this.

Looking up at Jon’s handsome face, she slowly kissed him there again before letting her lips linger there, turning the kiss into a caress, beginning to accept him into her mouth. Jon released a heartfelt groan and Bev felt an echo of his arousal in her own body as she took more of him, her tongue on the underside of his cock as it filled her mouth. She felt him stiffen even more, then a few seconds later he exploded, his spunk hot on her tongue as she enjoyed the thrill of such an intimate moment, still looking up at his disbelieving face.

Quickly swallowing, she released him slowly, happy to give him a few last moments of pleasure, though when he finally slid from her lips it seemed something had changed. She suddenly felt an unexpected embarrassment at what she had done, and from the way Jon quickly began to cover himself up it seemed he felt the same.

‘I .... I’d better go,’ he muttered, already fastening his belt. She was both too unsure of herself and too surprised by the sudden change in Jon to react, and she passively remained kneeling on the office carpet as he gathered himself together. ‘Sorry, I’ll go now, I just...’ Jon suddenly couldn’t look her in the eye as he hurried to the door, and a moment later she was alone.

Now it was her turn to dress, putting her clothes back in order and eventually returning to her usual routine of checking that windows were secure and computers were turned off, though the world had changed and one question kept buzzing around her mind.

What the hell just happened?
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It was a very different Bev that drove home. Part of her that seemed to have gone forever had been reawakened – she had enjoyed every moment of her abandoned coupling with Jon, but its sudden and awkward ending had left her confused and upset. The old her didn’t want a relationship, and she didn’t really understand how she had come to have sex with a virtual stranger in her own office, but now she had been reminded what it was like to enjoy the real pleasure of life she couldn’t face going back to her old ways. She could understand Jon’s embarrassment, but why did he leave her so suddenly?

Suddenly realisation hit her like a freight train. When she looked back it was all too obvious and she was ashamed of herself for not realising what was happening. She had spoken to the agency online and had been waiting for a call. Now she thought about it, the girl she had messaged online had promised her something better, an experience that would be so much more than a mindless physical encounter. Jon had been her experience! It had been nothing more than a service that she had paid for and though it had certainly been enjoyable and everything that she could have wished for, the knowledge that it had not been the intense meeting of minds that she had taken it to be had tarnished her memory somewhat.

By the time she got home the feeling had evolved into the beginning of a really low mood, and it was a very disconsolate Bev that opened her front door. The thought that she would now need to log on and pay the balance of what she owed only added to her depression, and she decided to grab her laptop and deal with it straight away, hoping that would help to dispel the mood and stop her from sinking any lower.

Slumping onto the sofa, she turned her laptop on and watched as it slowly powered up, taking the time to reflect on her feelings. It’s the emotional connection too, she decided, that’s what I’ve lost and that’s what I’m unhappy about. The afternoon had been so thrilling precisely because she thought that Jon had wanted her, as much as she wanted him. At the time she had felt that they were both surrendering to the same mutual passion but now it felt more like she had been taken for a fool. Yes, she had paid her money and got exactly what she had wanted, but now she felt a little cheated somehow. What had seemed like a uniquely thrilling encounter at the time would now be remembered as a service that she had purchased, but she didn’t like the fact that her emotions had been toyed with so effortlessly by a set of strangers that she had contacted via the internet.

She opened her emails, found one from the company and clicked on the link. Her web browser launched but the page she was expecting didn’t appear. Instead of the seductively designed website she remembered she was greeted with a plain white screen and the words ‘bad gateway – unable to locate site’. I’m not online, she thought, though the new emails she had already noticed told her otherwise. She quickly selected another site from her favourites to confirm that she could access the net then tried the site again. Once more her laptop failed to locate the site and she paused, not wanting to believe the conclusion that her mind was racing towards.

They’ve disappeared, she thought as she found a search engine and typed the company’s name in. Her search brought up a list of links, and the first one was to the company’s home page. She knew what the result would be, but she clicked on it anyway to confirm things in her mind, not surprised when once more the site was replaced by an unpromising message. Returning to the list of links, she began to scroll down until she got to one directing her to a consumer forum, noting grimly that the title of the conversation thread had the words ‘rip off’ in bold capitals in its subject line.

A couple of minutes later she had learned everything she needed to know. She had read several accounts from women whose frustration had been compounded by their encounter with the site. They had all had the same experience as her – they had found the site after browsing the internet, decided to ring the phone number and been promised the experience of a lifetime but then, once they had paid a deposit, had never heard from the website again. It seemed that whoever was running the website was keeping ahead of both irate customers and law enforcement by changing the web address and phone number every few days. 

As Bev sat and thought back about what had happened, she realised what a perfect scam it was. The woman she had spoken to online was probably the sole perpetrator of the crime, and was quietly making a small fortune out of other women’s frustrations. The fact that almost all her victims would be too embarrassed to report the theft and the difficulty of catching an anonymous, technologically aware criminal made it unlikely that she would ever be caught. Despite her loss, Bev found herself admitting to a grudging respect for the perpetrator, but once the personal implications hit her she forgot all about the woman that had stolen from her.

If the company didn’t exist, then Jon couldn’t be the hired hand she had taken him for! She had been so sure he was just a gigolo, but her discovery changed everything. Her mind quickly rushed through everything that had happened in the last twelve hours, hope and faith rebuilding the unique thrill that her fears had banished until a few moments ago. Could Jon be the dream come true she had hoped he was after all?

At that moment, her phone beeped. Quickly picking it up, she answered without thinking, amazed to hear Jon’s voice. The confident, even arrogant, man that was dominating her thoughts seemed to have gone for the moment, the hesitation and anxiety in his voice obvious.

‘Bev? It’s Jon. I hope you don’t mind me ringing you, Becky gave me your number. I haven’t told her anything of course, but I just had to speak to you.’ His words were coming in a torrent, his need to express his thoughts overtaking everything else. ‘I shouldn’t have left you, at the time it felt like the right thing to do and I thought you wanted to be alone, but I really regret it now. I had no idea that was going to happen, it just seemed like flirting, but...’

‘Listen Jon,’ interrupted Bev, finding his concern quite endearing, ‘I didn’t plan for what happened, it was just a crazy thing, but don’t worry about it. We need to talk. Why don’t you come round to mine?’ There was silence on the line for a few seconds, Jon obviously surprised by Bev’s proposal, but he quickly recovered.

‘Of course, yes, let’s talk. Give me your address.’

––––––––
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It didn’t take long for them to talk things through, and it seemed that every minute that they spent chatting brought them closer together. Much later that night Bev lay in bed reflecting on the crazy events of the evening – it had been such an eventful day, and it was ending perfectly! She had a feeling that Jon would really be everything she had wanted, just at the time she needed him. She smiled happily, her back arching as she relaxed, though she knew her day wasn’t quite over yet.

‘Yes Jon, just like that,’ she whispered.

‘Mmmmm?’ 

‘Oh my .... Yes, just there .... Ooooh!’ She glanced down between her parted thighs for a moment, the sight of Jon slowly eating her pussy so wonderful, but when another surge of pleasure overtook her she closed her eyes and gasped, unable to believe the intensity of the thrill. ‘You’re so good,’ she sighed, looking down again and meeting his eyes. The twinkle there told her that Jon’s confidence was back, and his words confirmed it.

‘I’m going to make you come, Bev.’

‘Oh God, please...’

‘I’m really hard for you babe, when I’ve made you come like this I’m going to give it to you, see if I can make you come again...’ The memory of what Jon’s prick felt like inside her returned, the thought itself inspiring more pleasure, and Bev felt like the luckiest girl in the world.

Dreams do come true, she thought.

––––––––
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Thanks for reading my story! If you enjoyed it, why not check out the other stories I have for sale, all available from the website you purchased this one from. I also have new stories coming out all the time and there are several ways to keep up to date or get in touch if you'd like to – 

Visit www.www.roryhitch.com to sign up for monthly email updates, contact me direct, read free stories, get updates on my next story and more!

If you'd like to contact me direct you can email me at roryhitch@gmail.com - If you'd like I can add you to my monthly mailing list so you receive emails about new stories as they're published.

Search for Rory Hitch on Facebook – like my page and you’ll receive messages about new stories as they are released.

Follow me on twitter - just search for Rory Hitch!

Thanks again for supporting me - it's very much appreciated - Rory.
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