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Chapter 1


The Silver Haired Boss & The Sexy Employee
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Dickteaser Splooge's old partner (both in business and in life), Jacob Jism, was long since dead.  In fact, he had died twenty years ago to the day, on Christmas Eve.

There was no memorial service planned.  No "thinking of you" cards arrived in the mail.  Nobody called to ask how Dickteaser was doing and to reminisce about happier times.  Nobody offered prayers for the repose of Jacob's soul.

There were no pictures of Jacob anywhere in the office or in Splooge's condo.  It was as if Jacob Jism had ceased to exist, even in memory, upon his death.

That indeed would have been the case, if it wasn't for one minor detail.  The sign remained over the office door, just as it had been twenty years earlier when Jacob died:  Splooge & Jism Investment Management.

Some might think that this was Splooge's way of remembering his deceased partner.  They would be wrong.  Dickteaser Splooge refused to change the sign for one reason only.  It was the same reason that could explain both everything he did and everything he didn't do in life – money!

He thought it would simply be a waste of money to change a perfectly good sign just because his partner died.  It didn't matter to him that potential new clients referred to him sometimes as Mr. Splooge and other times as Mr. Jism.

He responded to either name.  What difference did it make what they called him as long as they parked their money in his firm and he earned a healthy commission for managing their investment portfolios?

Money, money, money and more money!  That's the only thing that mattered to miserly old Dickteaser Splooge.

He could pinch a penny until Abraham Lincoln's cheeks turned red.  He could stretch a quarter until George Washington and the eagle screamed out in pain.  What he could do to a dollar bill is just to obscene to mention!  

Most people hated him and avoided him at all costs, which was exactly the way he liked it.  Years ago, he was reluctant to purchase computers and Internet access.  After all, he already had a typewriter and the phone bills were quite high enough.

However, he was thrilled (as much as an old curmudgeon can be thrilled about anything) when he realized that business could be conducted online with computers which meant it was no longer necessary to have constant human interactions in order to buy and sell stock or to check account balances to watch funds accumulate.  

One unfortunate soul who did have to interact with Dickteaser Splooge was his poor assistant, Bob Crotchlick.  Bob was overworked, underpaid, under-appreciated, and one hell of a sexy DILF type.

His jet black hair was cut close cropped and he had wire-frame glasses with thin lenses.  Bob's suits were always perfectly pressed.  His classic ties contained a hint of color.  In short, he looked like he stepped from the pages of a men's fashion magazine.

It was a blustery, snowy, and particularly cold Christmas Eve as Bob Crotchlick and Dickteaser Splooge worked away in the Splooge & Jism office.  Even though the stock market shut  down early in the afternoon on December 24, Splooge refused to close the office.  After all, he reasoned, there was still money to be made in after hours trading and a new client might come in at any moment with an open checkbook.

"Seems almost like a blizzard out there," Crotchlick said looking up from his ratty desk as he rubbed his hands together trying to keep warm.

"Hmmm," Splooge barely acknowledged while he gleefully refreshed his browser window at his own computer in order to see how much more interest he had earned in his many off shore accounts since the last time he had checked them just a few minutes earlier.

"I hear the wind howling.  There's a terrible draft coming in around the door," Bob said.

"Hmmm," Splooge grumbled again, while this time typing a short email to the founder of a company that he had invested in.  Splooge confirmed to the man that he had sold his share of stock earlier in the day at full price at its all time high.  That massive sale had triggered the nosedive decline in the stock price for the rest of the day, leaving the founder and the other investors a good fifty percent poorer than they had been that morning.

Getting no satisfactory response from his observations about the weather, Bob Crotchlick got up from his desk and made his way to the thermostat.  It was set at a ridiculously chilly fifty-eight degrees.  Hoping that Splooge was too engrossed in his emails to notice him, Bob casually reached for the thermostat control.

"Mis-ter Crotch-lick!" Splooge's cranky baritone voice boomed out each syllable.  "What do you think you're doing?"

"Raising the temperature a degree or two to take the chill out of the air," the younger man replied meekly.  There was no point in lying as his finger was on the thermostat control.

Dickteaser Splooge rose from his desk and folded his arms.  "Are you aware of the nature of oil?" he asked.

"Sir?"

"Oil is both temporary and expensive.  Do you know what the price of a barrel of crude oil is going for on the world markets?  Have you seen the price of a gallon of heating oil?"

"Yes, Sir," Crotchlick answered.  "It's quite exorbitant.  Considering your extensive holdings in several international oil companies, you've been turning quite a profit from that industry in the last several years."

"Indeed!" Splooge acknowledged with the tone of voice as if he were explaining a simple concept to a wayward child.  "It is they, those fools out there," he said gesturing towards the window and the last minute holiday shoppers making their way through the winter snowstorm on the city streets, "who pay those high prices and put money in my pockets.  I exploit the masses and the oil companies.  They don't exploit me!  Shut the heating system off completely.  I don't intend to spend one more cent on oil for heating this office today.  Is that understood?"

"Yes, Mr. Splooge," he mumbled while sadly sliding the thermostat control switch to the off position.

"Since you're so cold, there are other ways to keep warm..." Splooge said with an unmistakable glint in his eye.

Bob Crotchlick was hoping it wouldn't come to this again, not today, not on Christmas Eve.  In order to keep what precious little was left of his dignity, Bob offered a token of resistance.  "I don't know what you mean, Mr. Splooge," Bob said with as much innocence as he could feign.

Dickteaser Splooge changed tactics.  "How long has it been since your husband lost his job?" he asked, full well knowing the answer, but forcing his employee to say it aloud anyway.

"So long that the unemployment payments ran out almost a year ago," Bob told him.

"And how long have you worked here at Splooge & Jism?"

"About five years," Bob said dully as if the tone of voice could erase the humiliation of having to take a job as Splooge's assistant for less than half of what he used to make as a junior executive at his prior investment banking firm before it was closed by the SEC for insider trading.  The closure and subsequent investigation also resulted in the loss of Bob's stock broker license, which severely limited his employment opportunities in the financial sector.

"If you think it's cold in here right now, imagine how cold it will be in your apartment this winter if you have no income because I fire you for insubordination, which will prevent you from collecting unemployment."

Bob shuddered when he imagined the look on his husband's face if he had to go home and tell him on Christmas Eve, of all days, that he got fired.  They had already used up all their savings and were living paycheck to paycheck as it was.

If that wasn't bad enough, last August, they had come up with a way to earn some extra money.  They rented out their extra bedroom, which they had previously used as a home office, to a college student whom they nick-named Tiny Twink.  He moved in at the end of August.  Everything was fine until Columbus Day when Tiny Twink went home to visit his parents for the long weekend.

While home, Tiny Twink told his parents that he was gay and they went ballistic.  Not only did they promise never to talk to him again, they also cut off all his funding which included his tuition and housing money to pay Bob for renting the room.  Knowing what happens to hot, young, broke, and homeless college studs on the streets of a big city, Bob and his husband couldn't possibly throw Tiny Twink out of the apartment.

So, Bob's meager salary from Splooge & Jism was now supporting all three of them.  He literally could not afford to say no to the sexual demands, as disgusting as they may be, of Dickteaser Splooge.  

Knowing that he had his employee between the proverbial rock and the literal hard place inside his pants, Dickteaser simply said, "Well?"

Bob gave in, saying exactly what Dickteaser wanted to hear, "I think I could get warmer if  we created some friction between our naked bodies, Sir."

Dickteaser ordered Bob to lock the door (but only until their sexual business was finished, less they lose the opportunity for any financial business that might yet walk in at this late hour) and to close the blinds in the two large windows on each side of the entrance as well as the blinds which hung above the door, thus giving them total privacy from any passers-by who might be out on this winter afternoon.

After doing as commanded, Bob turned around and instantly saw the hard-on tenting in the older man's pants.  He tried to ignore it, pointlessly hoping it would go down and Splooge would call off the whole sexcapade.

"Take my clothes off me," Splooge demanded harshly.

Bob started with Splooge's suit jacket.  It was dark blue and rather boring as far as suit jackets go.  It was decently made, but rather old and out of style.  Bob neatly hung it over the back of an office chair.

Next, he unbuttoned and removed the older man's vest.  Then, he undid Splooge's gold cufflinks, carefully placing them on the desk.  As he rolled up Splooge's sleeves, a bit of skin was exposed on the forearms.  The hair on Splooge's arms had not turned gray and Bob actually found hairy arms quite attractive.  Bob felt the first stirrings of interest from his own cock.

Bob took a step closer to work on the knot in Dickteaser's tie.  As he did so, Dickteaser reached up and grabbed Bob's head, pulling it towards his own.  He firmly planted a huge, wet kiss on Bob's lips.

Dickteaser's tongue felt its way along the outline of Bob's lips, enjoying the taste and texture of them.  When he felt the pressure, Bob obediently opened his mouth and Splooge's tongue forced its way in.

Another stirring in Bob's pants solidified his cock as their tongues intertwined inside Bob's mouth.  Bob's hand reached up and he ran his fingers through the older man's wiry silver-gray hair.  It felt thinner than his husband's hair, yet somehow stronger at the same time.  Bob decided that there must be some kind of strength infused by hair follicles that refuse to die when their fellow surrounding follicles give up the ghost.

Dickteaser pulled his head away and told Bob to finish removing his clothes.  His tie was the next article of clothing to come off.  Bob loosened the knot and slipped it off his boss's head.  He slowly unbuttoned the white dress shirt.

As the fabric parted in the upper chest area, Dickteaser's salt and pepper chest hair become apparent.  Bob admiringly wrapped strands of it around his fingertips.

"Kiss my chest," Splooge ordered.

That was the first order that Bob Crotchlick was eager to obey that day.  He rubbed his smooth face against the hairy man's chest, enjoying the sensation of the hairs tickling his cheeks.  He happily ran his tongue around the edge of Splooge's nips.

Whether from the cold air in the room or from the excitement of having his employee's tongue rimming his nipples, Splooge's man tits stood at full attention and the colored ring of flesh around them had mini-goose-bumps.

He also let his hand wander to Splooge's pot belly, which was not in any way too large or unexpected in a man his age.  Splooge's stomach was just as hirsute as his upper chest.  Bob's fingers made their way through the thick, manly hair until they reached his belly button.  They slowly circled it and then  plunged in and out gently like a stud breaking in a virgin's hole.  

When he finally removed his dress shirt completely as well as the traditional undershirt , Bob got a whiff of Splooge's underarms.  Apparently, the man's refusal to spend money prevented the purchase of underarm deodorant.  Despite the cold air in the office all day, Splooge had apparently been sweating, at least in the armpit area under all those layers of clothes.

Bob would have been able to ignore the smell if Splooge hadn't raised his arm and shoved Bob's nose into it. Forcing him to breathe in the manly stench for a good two minutes.  The more Bob squirmed, the deeper Splooge pulled the younger man into his armpits.

When Bob started to lick the sweat, Splooge pulled his arm away and backhanded Bob's cheek with his other hand.  Bob instinctively rubbed his face in reaction to the stinging sensation and questioned his boss as to the reason behind the slap.

"Because I hadn't instructed you to, nor did you ask permission to taste my man-sweat," Splooge informed him.

Once Bob made the proper apologies, Splooge pushed him to his knees.  Bob didn't need any directions in order to know what he was expected to do next.

It was time to take off Splooge's pants.  First, Bob unhooked the belt buckle and slid the length of it through the loops.

Then, he unbuttoned the pants and slowly slid them downwards, revealing Dickteaser's pasty, but hairy legs.  Bob realized his error when he tried to take the pants off completely – he had forgotten to take off his boss's shoes.

Annoyed at the incompetence, Splooge reached down and pulled his own pants back up.  Showing remarkable strength and agility for a man his age, he gave Crotchlick a swift kick in the balls!  Crotchlick doubled over in pain, grabbing his privates and moaning.

Dickteaser Splooge looked down and laughed at him.  Strangely, instead of the pain and humiliation of the situation causing Bob's hard-on to go down, his cock actually pulsed with blood and the erection got stronger.  "Sir, may I continue getting you naked?" he begged.

"You may," Splooge allowed.  "But do it properly this time."

"Yes, Sir, thank you, Sir," Bob grovelled as he went back to his appointed task.

He soon had both of his boss's shoes off as well as his fancy dress pants.  Dickteaser stood there in the office now wearing nothing but his boxers and his navy blue dress socks.  He leaned on the edge of the desk and raised one foot.

Bob quickly knelt on the floor with one knee, while offering the other knee as a foot rest for his employer's socked foot.  Bob caressed the material and enjoyed the softness of it under his fingertips.  He slipped his finger under the elastic part that hugged Dickteaser's leg and rolled the sock down revealing his boss's hairy lower leg as well as his ankle.

Bob then used his teeth to grab onto the end of the sock and pull it all the way off.  He repeated the procedure on the other foot.  He longingly stared at them, admiring the naked feet just inches from his face.

"Lick them clean, you stupid little bitch," Dickteaser told him while slapping Bob's face back and forth between his feet like a tennis ball.

"Yes, Sir," Bob agreed.  He sucked each toe like an ice pop on a hot summer day.

Watching his feet disappear and reappear in and out of Bob's mouth, made Dickteaser worry that Bob would choke on them.  Not that he cared one way or another what happened to Bob Crotchlick in the long run, but he had other plans for Bob's throat on this day.

When Bob had licked every inch of his boss's feet, there was only one article of clothing left to remove, Dickteaser's oversized boxer shorts.  If truth be told, Bob actually found them kind of humorous looking.

Bob had noticed something about older men back in his dating days, they tended to wear oversized and ugly boxer shorts.  Dickteaser Splooge was no exception to this observation.  The plaid boxers just made Bob want to laugh.

However, there was nothing funny about what was hiding inside those boxers.  The impressive size of Dickteaser Splooge's schlong was quite serious indeed.

It wasn't the girth that was unusual.  There was nothing wrong with it, of course, and it may even have been a bit thicker than average.

It was the length that made an impression on him.  The old man's prick had to be a good nine, no, make that ten, inches long.  Bob couldn't imagine how anyone who was so well-endowed could be in such a perpetual bad mood the way Dickteaser Splooge was every day!

When Bob yanked the boxers off his boss, he was happy to find that Dickteaser's man-sausage was just as long and inviting as Bob had remembered it.  He reached out to touch it and Dickteaser slapped his hand.

Bob instantly realized his mistake.  He hadn't asked for, nor been given permission to indulge his desire to touch the princely cock between Dickteaser's legs.  He was thankful that he only received a slap as his balls still ached slightly from the punishment he received for his earlier mistake.

Bob studied Dickteaser's body as the older man paraded around completely naked in front him.  Dickteaser's ass cheeks, no longer firm as they must have been in his younger years, flip-flopped slightly as he shifted weight from one foot to the other.

From the side view, his pecs definitely had seen better days too. The thick hair covering his chest and stomach did a good job of concealing the fact, that like it or not, gravity catches up with all of us sooner or later.

"I want you to take off your glasses and sit on your hands," Dickteaser suddenly said without additional explanation.  Bob, still fully clothed and hard as a board inside his pants, shook his head affirmatively and obeyed.

Dickteaser walked over to Bob and tea-bagged his face.  At first, he slowly, almost lovingly,  caressed Bob's handsome countenance with the wrinkly skin of his scrotum.

Bob's eyelids twitched when Splooge's scrotal hairs danced over them.  Bob breathed in deeply to inhale that distinctly masculine scent of a manly crotch as Dickteaser's testicles gently banged against his nostrils.

Splooge began to grind his nuts into Bob's face.  That's when Bob understood what true torture it was to sit on his hands at that moment.  He wanted so badly to reach up with one hand and cup Splooge's balls and then run his hand up and down the man's ten inch rod all the while pumping his own dick with the other hand.

Bob did the only thing available to him at the moment.  He opened his lips and let his boss's balls leisurely slide into his mouth.

He carefully and gently rolled Splooge's testicles around his tongue and let them slide in and out between his teeth.  He applied just the right amount of pressure, sucking them down his throat as far as they would reach.

"Yeah, that's right.  Choke on those balls, bitch," the older man told his employee, affirming that Bob was doing everything right.  In fact, Bob was tonguing and sucking on his balls so perfectly that Dickteaser was afraid he might cum if he didn't pull his testes out of the younger man's mouth.

Once his man-nuts were safely dangling between his legs again, Splooge decided to attack Bob's face with his man-sword.  Bob felt like he was being slapped with a long cucumber.

Thwap!  Dickteaser whacked his assistant's forehead with his penis.  Thwap!  Bob's chin took the next blow.  Thwap!  Thwap!  Dickteaser's cock rapidly assaulted Bob's cheeks.

As he did whenever he thought Bob began to enjoy the activity too much, Dickteaser stopped the facial penis pounding.  He finally told his employee to disrobe.  Dickteaser had no interest in taking the man's clothes off him or even watching him get naked.  It was the result that mattered as far as he was concerned in this case.

While Bob went about the business of taking everything off, Splooge retrieved their coats from the closet.  Luckily, they both had worn full length woolen coats that day.

Splooge spread them out on the carpeted floor as makeshift blankets.  He reclined on the coats, sprawled out with his hefty ball sac hanging down between his legs and his ten inch cock thick and firm like a mini-rocket hovering over his small pot belly.

Bob stood over him.  Splooge admired the younger man's perfect body.

Gravity had yet to take any toll on Bob Crotchlick.  His pecs were muscular and perfectly shaped.  It was obvious that he hadn't let his diminished financial situation affect his gym membership.

He was forty years old, but had the body of a college jock.  Dickteaser's eyes followed the V-shaped outline of Bob's body from his broad shoulders, down his slim torso, to his tight waist.  His skin was olive colored, like a natural tan.

His chest and stomach were smooth except for the ripples of his abs and the treasure trail which led from just under his belly button to his ample package.

After enjoying his employee's nudity for several minutes from his angle on the floor, Dickteaser rose to his feet.  He approached Bob silently and invaded his personal space.  Without warning, Dickteaser grabbed Bob's semi-flaccid cock and yanked it until Bob screamed out in pain.

Firmly establishing that Bob's penis was his to command, Dickteaser pushed Bob backwards, causing Bob to lose his balance.  Bob's naked ass cheeks made a funny sound when they hit the leather seat of the old metal office chair.

Dickteaser Splooge leaned his hairy body over Bob, using the arms of the chair to support himself.  Bob thought for sure the older man was going to give him a blow job.  Bob hated to admit it, but he was actually looking forward to feeling the old man's lips wrap themselves around his rod.  

Dickteaser surprised him by simply pulling the chair forward, rolling it about a foot away from the desk.  He then bent down on the floor and grabbed Bob's tie which rested on the pile of his clothes he had dropped when ordered to do so by Dickteaser.

Dickteaser circled behind the chair and put the widest part of the tie around Bob's eyes.  He wound the rest of the material around Bob's head making a knot in the back, turning the tie into a blindfold.

"Why are you...what are you doing?"  Bob Crotchlick asked nervously.

"Silence!" Dickteaser ordered with a smack to his worker's blindfolded face.

Bob reached up to feel his cheek in reaction to the stinging sensation from the slap.  He felt Dickteaser grab his arm away from his face and pull it behind the chair along with his other arm which had been dangling innocently at his side.

Before Bob knew what happened, he realized that Dickteaser had used something, probably his own suit tie, as a makeshift rope.  Bob's hands were now fastened together uncomfortably behind the chair.

He attempted to free them, but found that the old man had been quite adept at knotting the material quickly.  Instinctively, Bob used his legs to propel himself away from his boss who seemed intent on becoming his sexual tormentor.

It worked for a moment.  The chair did roll a few inches on the carpet.

Dickteaser Splooge was too fast for him.  He grabbed their dress shirts and used each one to tie down Bob's legs and ankles individually to different legs on the rolling chair.

When Bob realized what was happening, he kicked his legs outward, hoping to knock the older man over.  Dickteaser responded by giving Bob a crippling punch to his ballsac.

In pain, as well as humiliation, Bob offered no further resistance.  Bob Crotchlick was soon completely bound to the office chair!

As a finishing touch, Splooge retrieved his own dark-colored and rank-smelling elasticized dress socks and tied the two of them together.  He then grabbed Bob's socks and attached them to his growing sock-rope.

Next, he forced a huge chunk of the sock material into Bob's mouth.  Finally, he wrapped the socks around Bob's head and knotted the ends in the back completing his makeshift gag.

Surveying his handiwork of using clothing as bondage materials on the naked hunk, Dickteaser Splooge smiled.  He now had his employee exactly where he wanted him.  He knelt down in front of the chair and stroked the inside of Bob's thighs.

Bob's muscles alternately tensed and relaxed as Splooge sometimes lightly tickled the man's bare skin with his fingertips and other times dug his nails in purposely causing discomfort.  The sock gag prevented Bob from emitting anything more than muffled sounds of pain and protest.

"Time for a double pumping," Dickteaser told Bob.  Splooge simultaneously grabbed his own cock with one hand and pumped Bob's penis with his other.

Bob found Dickteaser's dry, rough skin quite uncomfortable on his sensitive area.  Although he did start to enjoy the friction after a while, he wished Dickteaser would use some sort of lube.  He was glad to hear Dickteaser spitting into his hand, but disappointed when Dickteaser selfishly kept the spit-lube for himself.

Dickteaser was quite satisfied with how hard Bob had become in such a short amount of time.  He repositioned his body, kind of climbing up on Bob who was of course, bound in his upright position to the chair.

Dickteaser's hairy crotch rubbed against Bob's knee and his manly pot belly came in contact with Bob's upper thigh.  He grabbed Bob's nips and pinched until he felt Bob wince with pain.  Bob's reaction sent a pulse of excitement through Dickteaser's hard-on.

He momentarily lowered the sock-gag from Bob's face.  When Bob, opened his lips to take in a deep breath, Dickteaser seized the moment and thrust his tongue inside Bob's mouth.

He sucked the younger man's tongue greedily and continued to grind his cock into Bob's leg.  Dickteaser looked down just in time to see a drop of precum glisten on the end of Bob Crotchlick's thick rod.

Dickteaser Splooge was suddenly thirsty for a taste of that precum.  He slid his body along his employee's body until he was in place to get a mouthful of Bob's throbbing boner.

He firmly clasped the base of it with his rough hands and teased the tip with his tongue.  He purposefully drew the edge of his tongue back and forth several times over Bob's piss slit.

Then he let the shaft disappear into his wet orifice.  He went up and down providing vacuum pressure as he did so.  At the same time he started to pump his fist up and down.

First, he just moved his hand in a small area around the base of Bob's cock, but then he widened the scope.  Bob moaned with pleasure when Dickteaser finally went up his shaft high enough to wet his fingers with the saliva he had drooled on the upper portion.

Dickteaser enjoyed watching Bob's scrotum bounce up and down in sync with the way he worked his cock.  He especially liked the little sound it made each time it slapped against the leather seat.

Bob's abs also got into the game.  Dickteaser let his free hand run against them and feel their hard ridges as Bob arched his back, straining against the bondage materials, trying to thrust his torso out of the chair and deeper into Dickteaser Splooge's mouth.

Dickteaser bobbed his head up and down, weaving from side to side each time as he attacked the stiff cock with enthusiasm.  If Bob hadn't been blindfolded, he would have seen Dickteaser, cheeks bulging out with the imprint of the throbbing cockhead.

Dickteaser realized he had forgotten to replace the sock-gag when his concentration was interrupted by Bob mumbling, "I wanna cum..." 

Splooge wasted no time in slapping the blindfolded stud across the face with his open palm saying, "You'll cum if and when I allow it."

In addition to the shock from the slap, Bob felt the moisture from his boss's hand, the same hand Dickteaser had been jacking him with just a moment earlier.  Bob also took in a brief whiff of that unmistakable combination of saliva and precum that was on Splooge's hand.

After replacing the gag in Bob's mouth, Dickteaser went to work on Bob's chest.  The contrast between the hard, pointed tips of Bob's nipples and the soft sweaty flesh around them delighted Splooge's tongue as it made its way from nip to nip and back again across the chiseled divide of Bob's pecs.

Dickteaser also rubbed his own sagging pecs against Bob's.  Bob could feel Dickteaser's thick chest hairs getting matted down with a mixture of sweat from both of their bodies.  Bob felt so hot at that moment that he wondered how he ever could have been cold in the office that day!

Muffled sounds came from Bob's gagged mouth.  It took Dickteaser a moment to decipher them.  "What are you whining about in there?" he asked.  "Are you asking for your cock to be sucked again?"

Bob eagerly shook his head, well both of his heads, up and down.  Splooge went for some serious tongue action this time.  He licked his employee's shaft from its open piss slit to its base buried in pubic hair.

Dickteaser marveled at how good Bob's penis tasted.  He hadn't enjoyed the taste of cock so much since his partner, Jacob Jism, was alive.  If only Jacob could see him now, going down on a man over twenty years his junior!

As tasty as Bob's rod was, Splooge had other needs.  He left the stud tied to the chair and went to his desk.  He fished around in the back of one of the drawers for a special item he used when he was alone in the office – a bottle of lube.

He walked back to the still-blindfolded and bound Bob Crotchlick.  He popped open the cap on the bottle and gave it a slight squeeze so that the scent of the lube could fill Bob's nostrils.

Splooge squirted it on Bob's dick.  Bob strained at his "ropes" when he felt the liquid run down the length of his manhood.  His biceps bulged as he pulled helplessly at his restraints, wanting so badly to pump his fist up and down with his own slippery hand.

His thoughts of masturbating himself came to an end when he suddenly felt his boss's weight descending in his lap.  Before he knew what was happening, he felt his raging hard-on engulfed in Dickteaser's hairy ass cheeks.

Splooge reclined so that his back was against Crotchlick's chest.  Apparently, Dickteaser had no intention of stopping there.

His experienced butt muscles contracted and expanded in undulating waves with one purpose in mind – to fully take in the entire length of Bob's shaft.  Remarkably dextrous for a man his age, Dickteaser bounced up and down riding that stud's cock as only a man of his years of experience as a power bottom could.

Dickteaser was merciless!  His butt cheeks would tighten one minute, squeezing stray drops of precum right out Bob's chute and then they would relax the next minute, pulling Bob's manhood even deeper into his ass.  Bob thrust his hips upward as much as he was able, considering his ankles were still tied to the legs of the office chair.  

Bob had often fantasized about ramming the hell out of his boss's ass, not in sexy way, but in a vengeful, powerful manner.  It would be a way fitting to get him back for all the humiliation he had suffered in his years working at Splooge & Jism Investment Management.

As the fantasy of anally working over Dickteaser became the reality of the situation, Dickteaser still managed to have the upper hand since he controlled the entire experience, including keeping Bob blindfolded and unable to enjoy the sight of his cock plunging into the older man's hairy, wet hole.

Nonetheless, Bob could feel the pressure building in his dick.  He didn't know what would happen if his cock exploded without Splooge's permission.  He was afraid he might find out soon if Splooge kept up that incredible bouncing he was doing at the moment.

Bob always thought that men Dickteaser Splooge's age all had arthritis and had trouble simply getting in and out of chairs.  He never imagined that a silver fox could move his powerful legs up and down like springs and work his dick as well as (or perhaps, dare he say it, even better than) his husband, who was a generation younger.

Dickteaser reached back to feel up Bob's pectoral muscles and tweak his nips while he changed motions with his hips, swaying Bob's rod side to side like a sapling on a windy day.  At the same time, he squirted some more lube into his hand and covered his own dick with it.  He held his hand steady, allowing his cock to pop through the top of his fingers like a horny jack-in-the-box.

"Mmmmh, mmmmh," Bob pleaded through the sock-gag.

"Does Bob Crotchlick need to cum?" Dickteaser asked as if he really cared.

"Mmmh, mmmh," Bob repeated while shaking his head vigorously in an affirmative manner.

Dickteaser stood up, but purposefully tightened his glutes as he moved.  Bob's pulsating cock slid out of Dickteaser's butt cheeks and made a popping sound when it cleared his anus.

Bob was actually relieved that the constant stimulation to his most sensitive area had ceased.  His relief was premature.

Dickteaser was simply repositioning himself.  As he climbed atop his employee's lap again, this time Dickteaser was straddling him so that they would be facing each other.  Dickteaser slowly eased back down onto the younger guy's stiff prick and resumed his power bottom techniques that could drive a man insane with anticipation and pleasure.

Dickteaser grabbed his own dick and worked it over with a fresh squirt of lube.  Being sexually stimulated in the front by his own hand and in the back by the young stud's dick up his rear end threw Splooge's body into an orgasmic fit.

"Oh, hell yeah," Dickteaser moaned as he felt the first wave of jizz gurgle up through his penis and squirt straight up into Bob's face.  The coincidentally unfortunate timing of Bob taking a deep breath led to a glob of cum plugging up his  right nostril.

Dickteaser's second wave of cum blasted his employee's chest which was already slick with sweat.  The liquids instantly mixed, creating a rivulet of man-milk running down Bob's rib cage.

Dickteaser reached up and yanked the gag out of Bob's mouth.  As he untied the blindfold, Bob said, "Please, Sir, I can't stand it anymore.  Make me shoot my load."

Since each of Bob's legs was tied to the office chair separately, his bodily configuration left access to his crotch and asshole available for Dickteaser's use.  Dickteaser wiped his hand along Bob's side to scoop up some of his
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