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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
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