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  Working Girl 2: Equal Partners

Beth Masters had been lucky in her life so far.

She had a good family, and had had a stable, protected up-bringing. She had good friends, and she’d avoided a lot of the pressures faced by most adolescents. She’d worked hard and got into a good New England college. And now, in Bill Grady, she had a man who was not only gorgeous, generous and a phenomenal lover, but a thoroughly good man.

If there were limits to his generosity, Beth was yet to find them. Indeed, it turned out that her lover was willing to share just about everything.

§

“You don’t think it’s going to cause problems in the office?” Beth still couldn’t quite believe this was happening. He’d fallen for her the first time he saw her, that first day as an intern at Deller and Grady, and within the first week they were lovers. Now, at his Harborside apartment, she was curled up in his arms, hot and naked and replete.

“No, no problems,” he said. “I’ve never wanted it to be the kind of office where we keep secrets. Full disclosure is always best.”

“Really?” She could imagine what people might say about her motives, and about his, too – he was easily ten years her senior.

He was right, of course. The next morning they turned up at work together and while Beth went over to her desk in the main office, Bill said something to Crystal. They smiled and laughed, and glanced across at Beth, and she knew that it was out in the open, this thing, whatever it was.

Nobody seemed to have anything cynical to say about the relationship, it was just one of those things, something to celebrate rather than put down.

There was no problem even when he took her for long lunches; very quickly Beth had established a reputation as someone who was not shy of hard work, and she always did more than the contracted hours, so what was the occasional long lunchbreak to anyone?

There was no problem either when they stayed late, either to work or to enjoy each other’s company in his large office overlooking the bay.

No problem when sometimes his office door would be locked at odd times during the day and she would be absent from her desk. When she would go to his office and there would be an urgent need about him, taking her in his arms and kissing her hard while his hands explored, undid, caressed, pressed.

Beth had gone from novice to eager and skilled lover in no time at all. There was nothing she liked more than to make love in that office, more often than not with her face and breasts pressed against the floor-to-ceiling glass wall overlooking the bay as he took her from behind.

§

This time, though, it was different. This time he turned her so that she was against the window and then he dropped to his knees. She eased her legs apart and arched her back, anticipating that first wet pressure of his tongue parting her lips. Sure enough, there it was, that first touch, the pressing and parting, and then his tongue pressing inside her. His hand was there, too, the thumb pressing gently on the hood of skin covering her clit, rolling from side to side as he fucked her with his tongue.

God that was good! Even now, when they’d fucked and played in so many different ways, he had plenty of new things to do with her, and now, within only a few rolls of his thumb across her clit, she was right on the edge.

Sensing this, he eased off, then started to lick along the folds of her labia with long sweeps of the tongue, dragging right back across the sensitive skin of her perineum before starting again.

Each time, his tongue swept a longer track, until he was licking between her buttocks, his tongue following that dark valley, gentle at first, then pressing more and more with each stroke, until its tip was sliding right along the crack, gliding across the opening and then returning to swirl around it.

She’d never felt anything like that before. So unexpected, the delicious physical sensations mixed with a sense of taboo. This was somewhere you didn’t go – especially with your tongue!

Now he had her ass firmly in his grip, holding and parting her buttocks so that his tongue could flick and swirl and then, finally, press deep, slipping inside, fleshy and wet and hot and then sliding back out. Again, he pushed deep with his tongue and then he found a rhythm, and it felt like one long, continuous wetness, and God but he’d taken her right back to the edge of orgasm again in a way she had never anticipated!

That was when he stood and the length of his shaft pressed against her ass and it was wet and slippery. He had planned this, then... Either that, or he just happened to have some lube lying around his office.

He started to slide against her, his dick and balls following the crack of her ass, pressing between her buttocks, so slippery and wet against her.

“Now, babe,” he whispered into her ear. “I’ve wanted this since day one.”

A finger found her opening, wet and lubed, and then he was guiding his dick and she could feel the swollen head passing down between her buttocks until it reached that dark opening. He felt so big... Even as he pressed against her hole she couldn’t quite believe that it was... and then it was, it really was: the head of his dick pressed inside and then he was in, gently pushing deeper, the shaft so slick and smooth.

It was as if all her senses were focused on that one place, as he started to withdraw, nearly pulling out before he pushed deep again, fucking her ass with the entire length of his dick, in long, slow thrusts.

Then, as he held himself deep, it was as if all her sensitivity was suddenly spreading... His hard body pressed against her from behind. His thighs against hers. His arms around her, and then that hand moving down, cupping her pussy, squeezing and rolling, the pressure from fingers, thumb and palm making everything feel so alive.

She started to squirm against him, twisting her hips, contracting and relaxing the muscles in her ass and pussy, squeezing every sensation she could out of that hard dick inside her while, all the time, her lover’s hand pressed and squeezed against her wet heat.

“I want to feel it,” she gasped, knowing that she was so close to the edge and desperately holding on. “I want to feel you come in my ass. I want you to fill me!”

She could feel it in the way his body tensed in response to her words, could feel how he too had been close and her words had just tipped him over.

“Fuck my ass! Come in my ass! I need to feel it...”

And then, with one final, hard thrust, he held himself deep and she felt wet heat exploding inside her, only to be matched by the sudden tightening in her pussy, as the first wave of orgasm rushed through her body.

They stayed like that, him embracing her from behind, her ass impaled on his soft dick, for long minutes and then – slowly, slowly – he withdrew, and they slid down the glass until they were sitting on the floor, slumped sideways in each other’s embrace.

§

“Go on, come to the opening, you’ll love it. And you haven’t met Edward yet. He’s dying to meet you.”

She was back home, visiting her folks for the first time in weeks and now Bill wanted her to drop everything and head back for the opening of an art exhibition Deller and Grady were sponsoring.

“Okay,” she said. She’d been at Deller and Grady for three weeks now, and was still to meet Bill’s business partner. And the exhibition did actually look interesting: art photography from Eastern Europe, much of it suppressed in the years before the communist states had democratized. It was the kind of thing that might prove useful for when she returned to college in the fall. If that actually happened – college life seemed such a distant part of her life right now.

Only the other day, one of her college friends had called her cell phone. When the name came up on screen it took Beth about five rings before she worked out who it actually was, she was so wrapped up in her life at Deller and Grady these days.

The exhibition was in the north wing of City Hall. Bella felt quite out of place turning up on foot, and her heels were beginning to hurt already, even though it was only four blocks from Joanna’s apartment. Everyone else was turning up in cabs or chauffeur-driven limos, it seemed.

There were photographers, too, lined up for any celebrity guests. It all seemed a bit much for a photography exhibition, but Beth knew it was more about who was there than what they were there for, and she also knew that Grady had put a team on this for the past three months to make sure all the right people would attend.

She hesitated for a long time on the fringes, feeling increasingly out of place. She’d dressed up for this. Her peep-toe stilettos were from Barney’s, and while her little black dress was only from Forever 21 it was one of the best things she’d ever bought: an above the knee A-line that clung in all the right places, with an embroidered panel across the bust that, to tell the truth, didn’t do very much at all to hide how low-cut the scooped neck was.

But as she arrived at City Hall tonight, she was all too aware that she wasn’t a natural part of this world, she was just a guest, a student in a cheap dress and fancy heels. To think it had taken her so long to choose what to wear this evening that even Joanna had tired of the endless change of outfits, and still she didn’t feel that she belonged.

She’d arranged to meet Grady inside
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