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Sara was frustrated, both professionally and sexually. It had been over a week since her hotel rendezvous with Roger and they hadn’t been able to meet up since. Professionally, today was a big barbecue in the warehouse to celebrate their Q2 financials which had recently been reported. Unfortunately she was stuck on a call with their recruiting agency on filling roles for some new projects and was missing it; while she didn’t care about burgers and hot dogs as the head of HR it was her job to help manage these things, say a few words, and while she had her capable assistant manager take over, doing things like celebrating their collective success was the best part of the job.

Her footsteps echoed through the empty building as the event was well underway and everyone in the company always enjoyed these events. As she walked past a break room she noticed Roger refilling his coffee cup, looking delicious in a light blue dress shirt that complimented his eyes, sleeves rolled up part way showing his tanned forearms, and dark brown slacks that seemed just a little tight. She licked her lips slightly and thought of one thing that might be better than celebrating the company’s success.

Roger noticed her enter, how could he not, she was wearing her typical tight blouse which her massive tits always made immodest no matter how hard she tried to look professional with a bright floral skirt he couldn’t help but imagining pulling up over her hips.

“Hey Sara,” Roger said bashfully, “Not going to the barbecue?”

Sara smiled like a predator about to devour her prey, “I figured since you’re the reason for our financial performance you deserved a personal reward.” She quickly unbuttoned her blouse a few buttons and pulled off her bra letting her tits spill free.

“Right here?” Roger asked.

Sara pulled his face into her tits and replied “We’ll be quick.”

Roger kissed across her tits, tracing one nipple with his tongue then the other. His hands traced up the backs of her thighs under her dress playing with her ass cheeks over her panties. She pushed him back a little causing a look of concern to cross his face.

“Sorry if I...” He began before she silenced him with her finger.

“We don’t have time and this is your reward.” She replied before dropping to her knees.

Sara unzipped his pants freeing his large, already hard cock, she pulled back the foreskin and kissed the sensitive head of his cock. Roger shuddered with pleasure and quickly glanced around to make sure the coast was still clear before looking back down to see Sara’s head move down his cock as she opened her mouth and took him deep inside of her. She looked up and made eye contact with him which made him groan harder as she worked her talented mouth up and down his cock. Her tongue worked his cock as her mouth quickly bobbed up and down as if she was using him like a toy to fuck her own face.

She pulled his cock out of her mouth and gave it another long lick up the shaft, starting with his balls and working up to his glans. Her tongue flicked across the head of his penis coaxing another small moan out of him. Sara then surprised him by wrapping his cock firmly in her tits and moving them up and down; her massive tits dwarfing his cock despite his 7 inches being something he was normally proud of.

“Cum for me baby,” She cooed as she fucked his cock with her tits, “Give me a big load.”

He moaned as she pressed her tits into him, compressing them enough that the head of his cock peaked out, smearing some precum onto her tits as she flicked it with her tongue before stroking her tits up and down again once again.

“Oh God, I’m going to cum!” Cried out Roger, louder than he would have liked.

Sara took his cock back into her mouth just in time for his cum to flood her hungry orifice. She choked a little on the amount and force with which it filled her before managing to start swallowing it. After he was all done she pulled his soft cock from her mouth and gave it a little kiss before stuffing it back into his pants. As she stood and adjusted her bra and top, Roger motioned for her to exit with him.

“Heading to the barbecue now?” He asked.

Sara leaned in and kissed him on the lips, he could faintly taste his cum as she did so. “No, I’m already stuffed.”

As they parted ways she headed back to her office, wondering when they could spend more time together. That’s when she noticed an email from the CEO asking her to organize a management retreat for the company. A wicked smile crossed her face as she had just the place in mind.
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It was the week of the corporate off-site strategy meetings; the CEO, executive leadership, and select department heads were all meeting for an intensive 3-day series of meetings. Sara didn’t care about all that, the only thing she cared about was getting to spend time alone with Roger’s cock inside of her. She had been in charge of booking a venue and had found the perfect spot - it was a repurposed farm about three hours west of the city; it had accommodations in the form of farm houses, catered for events, and the barn had been converted to a large event hall. She ensured her room and Roger’s were next to each other and the adjoining rooms were empty, with 20 attendees and 30 rooms available, it didn’t look suspicious.

The first night the only plans were a welcome reception at 5pm with dinner and drinks; people started leaving the office shortly after lunch. As the
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