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Chapter One

Growing up the son of a billionaire wall street titan might sound like a fantastic childhood, but let me assure you, mine was anything but father was an odd person, and that’s putting it mildly. When he passed, the world lost a great man, and I lost a father, but I gained so much more than I thought possible.

When I was in third grade, my teachers sent me home with a twenty-question quiz that was supposed to test if any of the kids in the class were on the spectrum. In those early days father still spent evenings with me, and he helped with the assignment. That’s when he discovered that it wasn’t me who was on the spectrum, but himself.

The man could function in society, and strangely, even excel in it, but he was rude and abrupt with people and had no patience for stupidity or dissembling. He would regularly cut people out of his life for the smallest infractions, and never see or speak to them again. He was married seven times, but I was his only child. After I went off to boarding school at twelve, I only saw him once a year at Christmas, where we would share a meal in his austere penthouse rooms, in either stuttering conversation or awkward silence.

He grew stranger as the years went on. Eventually barricading himself in his rooms and only speaking with his assistant Brooke or emailing to handle all his business.

He could be a real son of a bitch sometimes, but I always knew he loved me. The only thing I envied about the man was his fearlessness. He could say anything to anyone and never cared about the consequences. I was the opposite in that respect. I often got a lot of anxiety around people and crowds and found it very difficult to make friends.

The school I attended didn’t help much. It was a remote religious school with very few students and those, mostly children of oligarchs, Chinese property magnates, and South American cartel bosses. All of their parents were involved in shady dealings, and the school was encouraged to keep the children unobtrusive. There were no crazy drunken breakouts at my school or smoking weed under the bleachers, but they kept us busy with activities like cleaning, chess competitions, and enthralling debates.

I never spoke with a girl who wasn’t a nun over sixty, but I learned how to recite whole passages of the bible in the original koine Greek. So, that’s something, I guess.

After graduation, I put a backpack on and headed off into the woods for a seven-week trip. I’d been planning it for years and had purchased all the gear and supplies with the money I’d earned myself writing and selling financial articles under a pseudonym to a glossy magazine.

It was a fantastic time, and I learned a lot about myself out there on the Appalachian Trail. Mostly I learned that I don’t like sleeping on cold hard stone. I also learned that I was not a solitary creature, as I’d always thought. I craved people and connections. I left the trail after five weeks and found a payphone, not an easy thing to do nowadays it turns out. I called my father’s office. His secretary was the person who usually arranged for my travel, but she connected me right away to his longtime assistant.

“Hello Mr. Whitaker,” Brooke began, her voice oddly formal, “We’ve been trying to track you down for the past week.”

“I was backpacking,” I said, “I let word with dad’s secretary that I would be gone for a few weeks.”

“Have you had a chance to see the news yet?” She asked.

“No, I literally just got off the trail and found this phone, why, what’s up?”

“Connor, I’m so sorry to be the one to tell you this,” the woman’s voice broke, which shocked me coming from her; Brooke was always so composed and professional, “It’s your father… he… I’m so sorry, he succumbed to his illness and passed away last week.”

“What?” I asked, her words didn’t quite register, I just heard this loud rushing sound as my blood pounded in my veins, “Illness?”

“Yes, the cancer came back six months ago. Your father gave strict orders that no one was to know. I’m so sorry, Connor.”

“My dad is dead?” The words sounded hollow to my ears, unreal, and foreign. My brain couldn’t fathom a world without the powerful hand of my father guiding my life.

“According to the phone company’s records, you’re calling from Asheville, North Carolina, is that correct?”

“I’m not sure,” I said, looking around, “I’m somewhere in North Carolina, though.”

“I’ll send a car to take you to the nearest airport, the service is in two days, and you’ll need to meet with your father’s lawyers. Is there anything you need young master? Do you require cash or credit cards?”

“No,” I said, my mind still processing everything but asked the question that was floating on the edge of my mind, and I knew would haunt me later, “Did he try to contact me, at the end?”

“Your father was very ill… he… he was not a man that would allow others to see him in a weakened state… I’m sorry young master, your father didn’t try to contact you in the end, but he was tracking your progress on the trail, and he was proud you did it all on your own, I know that for a fact.”

“Thank you,” I said, and as my voice broke, I hung up the phone, unwilling to let my father’s beautiful assistant hear me cry.

Her voice had been so gentle, it was almost painful to receive such kindness from another person. There was a diner across the road, so I went over to wait. I sat on the plastic cushioned seats and got myself a cup of coffee and a giant plate of waffles. The hot coffee with cream and the warm, rich waffles and syrup tasted like heaven after five weeks of rations, nuts, and jerky.

A black town car pulled up outside and waited as I finished my meal and coffee, then paid. I realized I was numb inside, not thinking about my father’s death at all. In truth, it was like the man had died years before, other than the monthly emails and awkward Christmases, we didn’t have a relationship.

I stared out the window and watched the forests fly by and make way for the sprawl of civilization. It was a marvel how quickly we were covering ground that had taken me so long to cover on foot. There was a peace that comes after a few hours of trudging, the mind recedes, and a haze of non-thought takes over. You float in the back of your mind, legs churning tirelessly, so long as you don’t pay attention to the aching muscles and feet.

I found myself falling back into that mindset as I was ushered through the small airport’s security. Passing by the little coffee kiosk they had, I saw a newspaper cover that had a blaring headline about the future of Whitaker Industries, but I didn’t pause to read the article. I knew the world and markets would thrash for a while as the fate of my fathers’ company was decided. In truth, I didn’t think it would have much to do with me. I had never cared to learn his business or planned to follow in his footsteps. He had a board of directors that would appoint a new CEO if they hadn’t already.

I wasn’t sure what my inheritance would be, if it would include my father's shares in his company, and I’m not proud of how eager I was to speak with the lawyers about this. I had a fantasy in my mind of cashing out and buying a private island for my friends and me to hang out on. The illusion was only spoiled by the fact that I didn’t have any friends or at least none I’d want to spend any real-time with. But hell, I’d have enough money I could buy friends.

My father’s loss, and all that I hadn’t been able to say to him, ached and rested heavy on my mind as the company’s private plane flew me to up-state New York. I arrived at the old manor house late in the evening, and after a long hot shower, I passed out in my childhood room. It was early afternoon the next day when I woke, and I spent a lazy day kicking around the house, getting my suit ready for the funeral.

A few of my father’s distant relatives arrived and stayed the night in the house. It was good to have guests, but I stayed clear of them for the most part. Too many hinted, but unspoken questions, about the will and any possible inheritance of theirs.

Finally, the morning arrived, and the servants prepped the house for the wake, as I headed over to the old cemetery. It was a somber service, filled with people who barely knew my father. The priest gave a very moving sermon about the need for service and donation, hinting that the church would be a good steward of my father’s vast fortune. I left there more jaded than I’d arrived, happy to be free of the parasites and bootlicks.






Chapter Two

Outside I found Brooke standing beside my fathers’ plush limousine. She had arrived at the service late and stood near the back. I smiled at her as I approached, grateful to see a familiar and friendly face. She grinned back, a small tight smile before smoothing out her features and opening the door.

“We have an appointment with your father’s attorney, young master,” she said, her words clipped and crisp.

“What about the wake?” I asked. I found her term of address oddly formal, and yet quite intimate.

“The wake will not begin for another two hours; we have plenty of time if the young master wished to attend after the meeting. Now, if you please,” she motioned in the car.

I climbed in with a sigh. I did want to meet with the lawyer, but I was getting a little tired of others telling me what to do all the time. That was one of the beautiful things about the trail, nowhere to be except right where I was.

As we drove across town, I sat and observed Brooke. The woman had come to work for my father right out of college and stood out, head and shoulders, above every other employee from sheer competence and intelligence. She had worked for him for ten years, and over the past three, had been practically running the whole company, from all that I could see.

She sat beside me in mourning blacks, but her usually austere and conservative business attire, was of a more stylish cut. She wore a knee-length skirt that was snug and hugged her slender hips. A short, finely tailored blazer covered a tight satiny top with a deep neckline that showed off her firm round cleavage.

As we drove, she studiously avoided my eyes, and I saw the driver glancing back in the mirror, a small smile on the woman’s lips. The longer we drove, and the more I stared at Brooke, the more her cheeks grew a faint shade of pink. She looked almost guilty, and I found myself becoming suspicious.

“Do you know what the lawyers going to say?” I asked her and didn’t fail to notice how the driver became alert, obviously listening in on our conversation.

“I know… some of it,” Brooke said, still looking out the window, “Your father consulted me about… some of it.”

“So, what final test does the old man have planned for me?” I meant it as a joke, but an edge of bitterness crept into my voice, and Brooke gave a violent start, finally glancing at me with wide eyes.

“That’s it, isn’t it?” I asked, “He’s going to lay out some elaborate test in order for me to inherit anything?”

“Your father wants only the best for you,” Brooke said, her eyes held an intensity I’d never seen in her before, and it cut off the bitter words that bubbled up in my throat. “Please just hear the lawyer out and have some faith in your father.”

“Why? Because he did such a great job of being my dad when he was alive?”

“You’re right,” she said, once again stealing the wind from my sails with her tone, “He was a shit father, I can’t argue with you about that. But he was the best strategic thinker of his generation, and he had a strategy with you as well.” She held up a hand to quiet the angry outburst that was about to pour forth from my mouth, “You’re inside it, and can’t see the whole picture, but I have faith. I’ve watched you grow up these past years and have been impressed. I think you have it inside you to be as great a man as your father, if not greater, but I truly believe that will only happen if you agree to what the lawyer lays out.”

“You won’t tell me what that is?” I asked as we pulled up outside the law firm's offices. A pretty young secretary opened the doors and held them for me as I sat in the limo.

“You’re about to find out,” she said with a small smile, “I won’t spoil it.”

I shook my head at the woman and left the limo. I was ready to say no to the whole thing, whatever it was. I was in a foul mood as they lead me up to the large conference room. There, a small phalanx of lawyers waited with a pile of papers and a mountain of muffins and bagels.

Once I sat down, a single sheet of paper was placed before me. My eyes watered and breath caught when I noticed my father's crabbed handwriting and the words at the top.

Dear Son,

It may seem as though I have failed to give you a childhood, and that is true in many ways. The honest truth is, I didn’t know how to. Instead, I had you educated by the finest instructors in the art of learning systems and finding value. You have lived a life of privilege and comfort, but I have taken care to never spoil you or feed the greed that lies in every man’s heart. I believe you suspect what I know to be accurate; this life has made you weak.

I applaud your trek alone in the woods, but this is a purely selfish pursuit, as you will come to understand.

And so, we come to my final test and task for you.

For one year, you shall exist without access to any of your wealth or privilege. You shall live, manage, and be the superintendent for one of my apartment buildings in the city. Living in the building on a minimum wage income paid to you once a month. You will also attend the university nearby and maintain at least a 3.5 avg GPA for two semesters.

During that time, Whitaker Industries shall be held in trust and managed by someone of your choosing.

If you do not agree to my terms, then you shall have the trust fund your mother set aside for you before she passed, two million, and nothing more.

It is my belief that the relationships you form during this year, shall be the bedrock of a stellar career and life. Keep an open mind.

Choose wisely.

Archibald Whitaker III-

I sat there, stunned, and read through the letter again. He wanted me to do what?

“Can he do this?” I asked, looking up at the gathered lawyers, “Is it even legal?”

“Well, as to that,” an older distinguished-looking man said, “Your father paid Bain & Associated a considerable amount of money to ensure that it would be binding in any court of law.”

“Who is Bain & Associates?” I asked.

“They are our biggest competitors within the city, and as your legal counsel, I wouldn’t advise trying to break your father's will, he was most clear about his wishes.”

“That I live in a shithole building as a super for a year?” I asked, my annoyance and frustration with my dad bubbling over.

“Those were his wishes, yes.” The man said again, with an apologetic shrug.

I was somewhat annoyed because this was just one final thing the old man was doing to control me, but in truth, the simple life of a student and handyman sounded rather nice. I would be in the city, surrounded by people. I didn’t know anything about fixing stuff, but how hard could it be to learn? Everything was on YouTube nowadays.

I had the lawyers lay everything out for me to review before I would sign anything, double-checking that everything was on the up and up. It looked like my father and the lawyers he’d used had thought of everything, including a monthly meet up with the executor of the trust to review major business decisions.

An hour later, I signed the final form, and the lawyers shook my hand and divested me of my credit cards and wallet. I shook hands with several of the lawyers as they called the secretary in to lead me out.

“We will see you in one years’ time!” The distinguished-looking lawyer said with a broad smile.






Chapter Three

I found Brooke waiting for me outside with the limousine. The beautiful woman wore a tense expression when we stepped out, and I saw her exchange a glance with the secretary. When the secretary nodded to her unspoken question, Brooke gave a great sigh of relief and turned a beaming smile on me, opening the door as I approached.

“Ava and I will drive you to your new residence,” she said as I stepped into the back of the sleek limo, “If there is anything you require from your father's rooms, I will send someone to pack them up for you and it will be waiting when we arrive.”

“The luggage I sent home from school,” I said, “That should have all my clothes in it, I can’t think of anything else I might need.”

“Excellent. Ava, you can head out,” she said, and the driver gave a sharp nod and pulled out onto the road.

A couple minutes passed in silence as I sat staring out the window, thinking about my father’s letter when Brooke interrupted my thoughts.

“You’re taking this all rather well,” she said, setting her leather bag aside and unbuttoning her tight jacket, “I thought you might be furious with your father’s final demands.”

“To be honest, it didn’t really surprise me,” I said, “Father has always loved self-reliance and the value of an ‘honest day’s work’. I should have expected something like this. By the way, I told the lawyers that I wanted you to run the company in my absence.”

“I value your faith in me young master, and I promise I won’t disappoint you,” the woman said it with a grateful nod, then her eyes focused on me with a burning intensity, “You should know your father took great care in planning all of this out. We had in mind that there would be certain… benefits to a young man living alone in this particular apartment building.”

“What benefits?” I asked curiously, turning to look at her.

“Are you still a virgin, Connor?” Her question stunned me, and I felt my face turn a bright shade of red, my cheeks burning. I glanced up to see the driver glance back in the mirror, her eyes wide with curiosity.

“That’s none of your business!” I said, masking my embarrassment with anger.

“On the contrary, it’s precisely my business,” she said leaning over and pulling a small bottle of champagne out of a side compartment. She unscrewed the cap and poured us each a glass, pushing mine into my hand with a sly smile.

“And why is that?” I asked, holding the glass of cold bubbles, “Does my father plan to control that part of my life as well?”

“Not control,” she said, “Enlighten. And it wasn’t your father's plan, at least not entirely, I handled the details. Now let’s toast.”

“Toast what?” I asked, bitterness lacing my words.

“Toast the beginning of your real education,” she said, raising her glass and clinking it with mine. There was an excitement dancing in her eyes that made me nervous. As I took a sip of my drink, she downed hers entirely and refilled it.

“My education in fixing sinks and changing locks?”

“You should understand something about your father and I’s relationship,” Brooke said with a slight shake of her head, setting her glass aside she finished unbuttoning her coat, “We were never intimate, and I never desired to be with him in that way.”

“Why are you telling me this?”

The woman was spinning my head with her changes in topic, and I tried not to stare as she shrugged out of her coat and set the garment aside on the bench seat. She was in just her tight blouse, and the smooth tan skin of her arms and shoulders wanted to draw my gaze, but I schooled my eyes away.

“Because I want to allay any suspicions you might have later on about my motivations. You see, this year is about more than ‘an honest day’s work’ as you put it. I know you have a good work ethic. I’ve followed you closely these last few years and know what you’re capable of. You’re brilliant and thoughtful, but you lack two necessary characteristics that would keep you from being a world-class CEO.”

“Oh yea,” I asked, wanting to be annoyed, but mostly intrigued, “what’s that?”

“First, you lack confidence, both in yourself and others,” she lifted her long slender leg and began sliding the heel off her elegant foot. My mouth went dry as she lifted her second leg and dropped that heel to the floor of the limo beside the first. She pulled the legs beneath her, sitting sideways and putting an arm up on the backrest of her seat, staring at me with bright eyes.

“You’re handsome, educated, connected, and one of the wealthiest bachelors in the world,” her eyes bore into mine, and I found myself entranced as she spoke.

I’d never received such compliments from anyone, let alone such a beautiful woman. I’d always thought of Brooke as one of my fathers’ people, another of his faceless drones. Now that she gave me all her attention and spoke about me with familiarity, anxiety scrambled its wicked fingers through my brain.

“You see right there,” she said, pointing at me, “That’s what I’m talking about. You’re getting uncomfortable and awkward and soon won’t even be able to say two words to me. You need to get past this block you have with women. That’s one of the things you’ll be working on this year.”

“How?” I asked after a few uncomfortable moments of silence, my fingers twisted together almost painfully as I shifted in my seat, all too aware of the drivers smiling eyes as she kept glancing back at us in the mirror.

“There are a couple ways,” Brooke said with a mischievous smile, “The building you’ll be living in has five tenants, each is a woman, and each has something profound to teach you over the course of this year. But that’s not all, because I will oversee your… education… personally, and will ensure that by the end of the year, you’re a supremely confident man. Tell me, Connor, do you find me attractive?”






Chapter Four

It took me a second to realize the strangled sound came from my own throat as Brooke slid one hand down the edge of her blouse, letting the fingers trail along the firm swell of her cleavage. My eyes followed the motion as she dragged the material down ever so slightly, giving me a glimpse of the edge of her pale nipple before she slid the hand down to smooth out her skirt. I tried to speak, but my throat had seized up, and I couldn’t get the words out, so I just nodded. Her dark eyes alighted with pleasure when I did, and I felt my body tremble at the heated promise they held.

“And did you read every single stipulation and clause in the contract you signed?” Her words were a breathy whisper, and I almost had to lean forward to hear her.

“I… thought so,” I said finally.

“I think you missed Section 17, subparagraph B. It’s the section that deals with our monthly meetings to discuss the state of affairs at Whitaker Industries and your pay.”

“I may have skimmed it,” I said, “It was pretty dense stuff.”

“Let me get it for you,” her eyes twinkled as she bent down and pulled out a folder from her leather bag and opened it to a particular page, “Let see here, ahh yes… ‘After the 1st of the month and no later than the 3rd of the month, the above parties shall meet and discuss the current state of affairs of Company A. This meeting shall concern all decisions the proxy has made on behalf of Mr. Connor Whitaker. During the course of this meeting, the proxy shall make her person available to the Young Master. In accordance with her employment contract and her own express wishes. If the Young Master fails to demonstrate acceptable growth, then the proxy has the right to extend the contract another year.”

“What does that mean?” I asked, “You can extend this shit another year?

My heart began to race as she tossed the folder aside and turned back to me, licking her lips.

“It means that I am yours, one day a month until the year is out and then every day after, when you so desire. My body, my mind, my everything, is yours, Young Master.”

“I don’t understand,” I said, my mind not able to fully comprehend what she was saying, it was just too incredible and strange. “What do you mean by, you’re mine?”

“He’s just not getting it, is he Ava?” Brooke said with a small smile and a shake of her head.

“You’re offering a kid who never ate sugar, a whole pie,” the driver said in a thick southern accent, “Spell it out for the Young Master, Mistress… and hurry, we only have two more hours left on the drive, and you promised me a show.”

“You’ll get your show, you wicked slut,” Brooke said, her voice playful but her eyes never leaving mine, “Very well Young Master, I’ll lay it out for you, but soon I’ll expect you to assume your rightful place. Do you know why Ava and I refer to you as the Young Master?” She didn’t wait for me to respond as she went on, sliding across the bench seat and drawing closer to me, “It’s not because of what you are, it’s because of what you will become. We all see it in you, your father did too. I want to serve that man, and I’m willing to give my life and body to see you become the best version of yourself, because that man… that man will change the world.

“What I’m saying Connor,” she said sliding to the edge of her seat and reaching out and placing a warm hand on my knee, causing me to shiver in please and want to crawl inside my own body in anxiety and embarrassment, “Is that I want you to begin your education right here and now… with me.”

“You mean,” I swallowed hard, unable to continue as she slid across the small gap and pressed herself beside me in the back seat, I moved against the door and glanced up to see Ava’s grinning eyes dancing between the road and us.

“I mean, I want you… I want you bad,” her voice was laced though with a husky need that sent a shiver of pleasure down my spine, “And I won’t take no for an answer.”

Brooke seemed to writhe as she pressed her warm body against me, her hand sliding up to grip my coat, drawing my attention to her face. I’d been avoiding looking into her eyes, and now that I did, I felt a swelling of such riotous emotions sweep through me.

I was pressed into a corner, literally, by her attentions and desire, and I reacted as any animal would when trapped, I lashed out. Only not in anger, my wild teenage passions swept through me, and I grabbed her hip clumsily and pressed my lips to hers.

The kiss was awkward at first, and I nearly backed away, but then she melted into me, and I stopped thinking for a second as I enjoyed the feel of her. My trembling fingers slid over the firm flesh of her hip, and I registered once more, just how gorgeous this woman was, light years beyond any of the girls I’d had crushes on in the past. Then my anxiety and fear crept in, and I pushed her away, breathing heavily as I stared into her eyes.

“Wait, we can’t,” I began, but she pushed my arms aside and reaching up, slipped her hands to either side of my head, licking her lips as her eyes burned with lust and desire

“Shut up, Connor,” she said, silencing me, then her eyes softened, and she pressed trembling lips to mine, her whisper for me alone, “I’ve wanted this for so long, baby… please… don’t make me beg…” Her eyes flashing with wicked delight as she went on, “But I will, if that’s what you like…”

I couldn’t help the laugh that escaped my mouth, part joy, part disbelief, and she grinned back, pulling me down atop her. I forgot about the driver watching us. I forgot that the woman was ten years older than me and the picture of corporate elegance. I was lost in the smell and feel of her body, the taste of her lips, and her exploring hands. They sent shivers of pleasure through me as they slipped under my jacket and pulled my shirt free of my pants. Her cool fingers made me flinch for a second as they came in contact with the skin of my stomach, then she was fumbling free the buckle of my pants and pushing my shirt and jacket off me.

My hand came in contact with the bare flesh of her ass, and I started and glanced down to see she had wiggled free of her own panties, and her skirt was bunched around her waist. I saw my first real pussy, shaven and dripping, and realized this was really happening. Brooke pulled me between her legs, her movements desperate. She was on her back on the backseat of the limo, slender legs spread wide, blouse twisted around.

“Please, I need to feel you…” she whispered in my ear as her warm hand encircled my cock. My breath caught at the feeling, even better than I dreamed, as she stroked its rock-hard length slowly and pulled my hips closer, “It’s ok… we have plenty of time… for every… thing… else… oh, Connor!”

I nearly came right there as she pressed the head of my cock against her wet lips and moaned my name. Then I was transported to paradise itself, as I felt the hot folds part and my cock embraced by warm wet heaven.

“Ohhh,” I breathed, realizing I was inside her.

My hips began to move on their own, my body responding by instinct. I was holding myself up on the seat with my hands, and Brooke grinned as my dick slid into her, and she bit her lips as she pulled me closer. Our lips met, and I held on to her tightly, I could feel the orgasm boiling up in my balls, the incredible feeling too much for me.

“Cumming… cumming… cumming!” Brooke cried out into my mouth, her hands on the sides of my face as she shuddered beneath me.

Her pussy tightened on my cock, fluttering in incredible ways, and I could no longer hold back my own orgasm. For one second, I felt panic as my cock began to spurt its seed into her, and I tried to pull out, but she wrapped her legs around my hips and drew me in deeper.

“In me… cum in me… god, I can feel it, mhmm… Jesus, I needed that,” she said with a lazy grin.

I was panting, my whole body trembling, as aftershocks of pleasure rippled through me. I could feel her tightness massaging my cock, and I began to stiffen again. I stared at her beautiful face in amazement, and she grinned, wiggling beneath me as she moved us around on the seat.

“That was… Jesus…” I said as I sat up on the back seat. I felt a deep flush of embarrassment when I caught Ava up front staring at my hard and cum slick cock.

“We aren’t done yet,” Brooke said as she undid the button on her blouse and shrugged it off her shoulders, I couldn’t help but stare at her large firm breasts, held in her lacy black bra, “I have so much more to show you before we arrive.”

She grinned at me and licked her lips as she unhooked the bra and dropped it to the side, watching my face with a growing smile as I stared at the perfect pair of breasts before me. Then she sat forward and pushed her skirt off her hips and down her legs, her breasts jiggling deliciously as she moved. She gave me a look that said, ‘What’s keeping you?’ and I pulled my shirt off and kicked aside my pants.






Chapter Five

I was now naked with the gorgeous older woman, in the back of a luxurious limousine, racing along the highway. The cute blonde watching everything in the mirror, was more of a turn on that I cared to admit. I was too stunned at the situation to say anything, and once more, Brooke took the lead.

She moved between my legs, and I felt myself freeze up as she ran her soft hands up my thighs and spread my legs. Her soft naked flesh felt like fire wherever it touched my skin, as I watched in awe as she took my cock in her hands and ran her fingers up its length slowly. I throbbed all the harder under her ministrations, mostly from the sight before me.

Dark of hair, dark of eyes, and with flawless tan skin, Brooke was in the prime of her life and looked terrific. My anxiety faded as I saw the genuine desire in both her eyes and the woman watching over her shoulder.

“You felt big,” Brooke said, sounding slightly awed, “but I had no idea… it’s perfect, Connor… perfect. Hmmm big and thick, but not so big that it will hurt… Too big for my ass.”

“Jesus!” I breathed, shocked, but grinning.

“Today,” she said with a crooked little grin, “But I’ll see you on the first, and I want you in my ass then… mmm, I can’t wait. But first things first,” Her eyes locked on mine as she bent low and brought her thick red lips to the tip of my cock, kissing the sensitive tip gently, “First, I’m going to show you the privilege of excellence.”

She planted feather-soft kisses around the crown of my dick as she gripped the base in one firm hand. Then her tongue slid out of her lips, and she and I both moaned, as it encircled the soft flesh. I watched, spellbound, as she lavished love on my cock. She licked from base to tip and around the sides, cleaning it of our drying juices, teasing me with feather light kisses and darkly seductive gazes. I nearly came on her face when she ran light fingernails over my balls, the tip of her tongue teasing the underside of my cock.

Then she took me into her mouth, and I sighed out in pleasure, my embarrassment gone to dust just like my anxiety as I melted into the seat. Brooke closed her eyes and hummed in pleasure, sucking hard as she took me in deeper, her jaw stretching wide. Then back up as her tongue swirled around inside her mouth, touching sensitive parts and driving me crazy.

Her eyes flashed open and caught mine, then they crinkled in a grin before closing again as she sucked hard and took me even deeper.

“Holy fuck… that feels amazing,” I breathed out, “You are so beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she said, pulling up off my cock and stroking it slowly, “Women like to be complimented, but don’t take it too far… a little goes a long way. Also, most women enjoy being guided, at times, when they’re sucking a guy off. We like to know we’re doing what pleases you. But remember,” she gripped my cock hard, her hand still for a second, “never force a woman… unless that’s what she wants.”

Her wicked grin disappeared as she took my dick back into her mouth, bobbing up and down on my cock slowly. She looked up at me, and I realized what she had been saying. Up until that point, I’d been gripping the limo seat, my knuckles white. I relaxed my grip and reached up with one hand, the fingers trembling as I slid them into her hair.

I almost didn’t notice the pleasure she was giving me as I marveled at how soft and thick her hair was. The strands were like fine silk that parted for my fingers, so easily. I took the side of her head, and she nodded slightly, her lips turned up in a smile. I’m not sure what came over me, but my hand flexed, and I took a firm grip on her hair, raising my other hand to grip the other side of her head.

Brooke moaned, her eyes filled with wanton pleasure, as I took hold of both sides of her head and rose my hips slightly. I began to gently fuck her mouth as she sucked hard, saliva drooling out of her mouth and down my cock. She gave out one loud moan of pleasure, and then the Gluk, Gluk, Gluk sound filled the limo.

My balls began to tighten, and my motions grew erratic, and I dropped down to the seat. I released her head and reached down as she moved forward, offering me her breasts to grab. She sat up, sucking hard on the tip of my cock, her finger and thumb a tight ring just before her lips.

“Cumming!” I bellowed just before the first hard jets shot out and into her swallowing mouth. Brooke coughed once, but then licked up and sucked down all of my cum.

I was panting in the wake of my release. The feel of her firm breast in my hand, and the look of desire on her beautiful face, drew me from my seat.

“Oh, Connor, take me, yes!” Brooke cried in pleasure as I pressed her back onto the limo floor, between the two bench seats.

I had my sights set on one target, and I was bound and determined to return the amazing and magical thing she’d just done for me. The limo was filled with the scent of her, and my mouth watered as I gazed upon the smooth tight lips of her sex. When Brooke saw what I was about to do, she grinned hard and arched her back, trailing her fingers up my chest and tilting my face up to look at her.

“Gentle and slow, lover… begin slow and build. A woman needs a little more… ramp up than a man does, mmmm,” she moaned as I moved between her thighs.

I kissed the soft flesh of one inner thigh and then the other, and down. I let my warm breath play across her sex, and Brooke sighed out in pleasure. Then running my tongue gently up her tight lips, I got my first taste of a woman. It was different than I had thought, but I didn’t mind the taste at all. In fact, the more I licked and kissed her, and the more she responded, the more I loved it.

Brooke directed me as I licked and sucked on her pussy. She really got off when I slipped a finger inside her, gently probing her depths and surprising her. Then she begged for two and showed me how to curl them and where the rough little patch of flesh was that could make her crazy.

“The G-spot is… of fuck…. Right there…. I’m…. shit!”

She came hard on my fingers, all of her muscles tensing up as she curled in on herself. It was long moments until she was calm, and she pulled me up, panting, and kissing me softly as she recovered. I was rock hard and desperate to be inside her again, but Brooke was too sensitive to go right away, so we lay and held one another for long moments.

It was strange as I lay there; I felt I should be anxious or uncomfortable, but I felt the opposite. I felt utterly relaxed and at ease. I glanced up in the mirror and shook my head. Brooke caught my look and grinned.

“How’s it going up there, Ava?” She asked.

“Fuck you, B.” The woman growled, “You have any idea how hard it is to see you two and not pull over and climb back there? Seriously though… you two look good together… real good.”

Brooke rolled on top of me and sat back on my hips, throwing her long thick hair back over her shoulders. She licked her bottom lip and bit it gently, as she rocked her hips, my cock sliding along her wetness.

“Slide a hand between your legs, Ava, and I’ll tell you how good the Young Master feels inside me,” she rested her hands on my chest, her tits pressed together beautifully as she looked at her friend in the mirror. She moved her hips slightly, and I felt my dick slip just inside her.

“It stretched me… ugh… as it goes in… so smooth,” she slid her hips down, slowly taking me down to the root and shudderingly slightly, giving a happy little wiggle, as my cock filled her, “I am so full, I can feel it all the way up in my stomach… stretching…”

“Fucking… bitch… keep going,” Ava panted from upfront.

I had a moment of panic that she was masturbating and driving, then I forgot it as the heavenly sensations took me back to nirvana.

“It’s touching something when I grind him,” as she was doing right then, “Mhmm, the back of my pussy… new sensations…” her eyes looked down at me and flashed a smile of surprise and pleasure, before looking back in the mirror.

I reached up and cupped her tits, pinching the nipples slightly and pulling them. She bent down, and I took one into my mouth. If I hadn’t cum already I would have right there, I’d dreamed about this woman’s tits for years, as I had any woman with a decent rack, and to finally be touching, playing with, and sucking them was almost too much. The only reason I hadn’t already, was they intimidated me. They were so perfectly round and firm, they looked almost fake. Nothing fake felt that soft though.

Brooke lost her narration as our passion grew. Her hand gripped the back of my head to her breast as she drove her hips down hard, the wet sounds filling the limo. I gripped her ass and hips, running my hands all over her body, desperate to touch more of her soft skin.

It was the cry of orgasmic pleasure from the driver’s seat that set me off, and without warning, I came deep within Brooke. Lightning bolts and fireworks exploding in my brain, as pleasure shot through me in waves that left my toes tingling.

In the wake of orgasmic bliss, I felt my nervousness return as I realized where exactly I lay and who with, but I didn’t have a chance to dwell on it for Brooke rolled me to the side, giggling as she rained kissed down on my face and neck.

“God, that was wild!” She said, then biting her bottom lip and grinning, she pulled me close and reached down to take my soft cock in her firm little hand, then she whispered in my ear, her breath tickling the skin of my neck.

“I expect you to fuck at least one of the residents in your building before we meet next, or else I’ll extend the terms by a year.”






Chapter Six

I opened my mouth to protest, but she covered it with hers, and her fingers did something magical that made my cock swell to life once more.

“That’s impossible,” I managed to get out, the words weak, even to my own ears.

“And if you manage to bone two… I’ll invite Ava to join us.” Her grin was so wicked it dried the words of protest on my lips.

Her eyes flashed in triumph, and she sat up and released my cock. She looked so gorgeous as she knelt there, her slender body and firm breasts swaying as the car rolled down the road. She bent over the seat and pressed her knees together, showing off her wide ass and narrow waist to perfection.

“Come on, lover boy,” she said, “let’s give her a show!”

I felt like a fool, but there was no way I was going to ignore the sight of her there wet and waiting. I knelt behind her and took my cock, pressing it to her wetness. I glanced up and saw Ava staring back in the mirror, eyes flickering to the road and back, wide and excited. Out the front window, the world raced by, a half-empty freeway passing beneath us at seventy miles an hour. I felt a wild, manic energy, like I was high on drugs or something, or just high on life and power, as I pushed my dick into this hot, intimidating woman’s tightness.

She was pressed down into the seat as I held onto her hips and pounded into her with feverish thrusts. I had only one thing on my mind, and I pursued it with relentless determination. At times I ground into Brooke with long slow thrusts, and at others, I pounded down into her hard; loving the grunts of mindless pleasure she made and the shaking orgasms that rolled through her. I was deep in my teenage lusts.

By the time we arrived, I had no anxiety whatsoever, but was more exhausted than I ever remembered being. Brooke had a change of clothes for us; the woman thought of everything. As we rolled down the street and pulled up outside the building, Ava got out and opened the door as I stared at Brooke.

There were so many questions I wanted to ask her, so many things I wanted to say. She seemed to sense my hesitation and gave a quick little winking smile.

“Go on, Young Master,” she said, “You have one year to make a man of yourself. It’s more than many are given and less than others. I will see you in three weeks on the first.”

“Thank you for everything,” I said, “I realize that can’t possibly be enough, but you have no idea how much… everything meant to me.”

Brooke’s calm, professional demeanor broke, and she flashed a bright smile and fell forward into my arms, her lips pressing to mine in a long passionate kiss. Her tongue dancing in my mouth, hot wet and desperate, before she pulled away with a shaky break and trembling grin.

“It meant everything to me too. Now, remember our deal… make one of these women your lover before we meet next, or it’s another year for you here.” Her grin turned Cheshire cat-like, as she leaned back in her seat.

I stepped out of the limo, shaking my head and was stopped by a firm little hand gripping my forearm. I looked down into the big intense blue eyes of the tiny driver, Ava. She was a dainty woman with delicate features, but she had a fierceness to her that belied her size.

“Fuck two, and I’ll show you how a real southern girl does it,” she flashed me a wink, popped her gum, turning and sweeping platinum locks over her shoulder. The black and white driver's uniform hugged her body to perfection, and I felt my cock throb as I watched her firm little ass bob back and forth. Then she was in the limo, and it pulled away.

Suddenly I was standing on the side of the road with a dusty backpack, staring up at an old red and black brick apartment building. Five stories of fire escapes, windows, and fluttering white drapes. The building to either side was close, but one side was wide enough for an alleyway.

As I was looking up, a golden-haired beauty moved past a set of wide windows on the fifth floor. I only caught a glimpse of her, but she was stunningly beautiful. She had the kind of long featured elegance that only seems to exist in movies or magazines, but with an ethereal quality that shook me to my core.

The angel was there, and then gone.

I stood frozen in place, waiting for her to return. Then a horn blared in my ear, and I hopped out of the road, waving in apology. The world suddenly crashed back into my reality, and I realized where I was, in the middle of the crazy city surrounded by the press of humanity.

I grabbed my bag and pulled out the keys Brooke had given me, climbing the stoop. An older woman, with strikingly beautiful features and impressible bosom, stepped out of the building's front door just as I was about to put my key in. She glanced at the key in surprise then looked up at me with a broad smile.

“Welcome, did you just move in?” She asked, her voice had a musical quality to it that I found appealing. Almost as appealing as her massive breasts and big round brown eyes.

“I just arrived, I’ll be the new superintendent, and living in apartment one.” I held out my hand to her, feeling a little awkward under her bright stare, “I’m Connor, nice to meet you.”

“Gia Russo,” she said with a smile as she shook my hand, “I can’t tell you how happy I am to hear we have a super again, it’s been years. The list of things that need to get fixed in this old building is a mile long.”

“Is there a list somewhere?” I asked as I stepped into the foyer and looked around at the old worn wood and grimy tile floors with a frown.

“The old super set up a sheet down in the boiler room, but I think most of us are too scared to go down into that dark hole,” she laughed, “I’ll talk with Sola, she runs the yoga studio upstairs, we should be able to figure out something. If you have time tomorrow, the faucet in my bathroom has a problem, if you could come look at it.”

“Of course,” I said, shuffling awkwardly over to my apartment door. The woman had followed me in, crowding in closer than I was comfortable with, as she spoke rapidly.

“Perfect! You get yourself unpacked and relax tonight. Is that all you brought? Well, I’ll whip something up for us, just a little pasta or lasagna. You could do with a little more meat on your bones. Come by after six, I should have everything ready by then. Oh, this is so exciting! I’m so happy you’re here, Connor!”

She wrapped me in a big hug, crushing me with her giant soft breasts. I couldn’t help but feel that her body wasn’t soft all over, she was in good shape. She also smelled of delicious Italian herbs and spices, and I found myself growing excited about her cooking.

She bustled out of the building waving, and then I was alone in the musty-smelling building. I fit my key in the door and muscled it open. Inside, I found a small studio with a small kitchenette outfitted with a small fridge like you might find in a college dorm, a sink, and a single burner stovetop. I thought at first there was no bed, but I saw a hook and string on the wall. When I pulled it down, I realized it was one of those beds that hide in the walls. The springs and hinges screamed in protest as it descended. The mattress was stuff and had a few small moth-eaten holes in its cover, but it looked clean, and was thankfully stain free.

The room was dim, with the two windows that faced the street having been painted over with the same dingy yellow paint as covered the walls. The ceiling low, and I knew the place would be sweltering come the summertime, unless I managed to unstick the windows. The one glimpse I had of the bathroom had been terrifying. It was leagues worse than anything I was used to, coming from my privileged life, and with the street noises and lights, it would be hard to sleep at any time of the day or night.

Despite all that, or perhaps because of it, I absolutely love the place.

It was private and had a lock on the door. Those were two privileges I’d never enjoyed before, and as I got up and threw the lock, tossed my clothes into a corner, I pulled free the old green woolen army blanket that had covered the mattress and rolled up in it. The mattress was lumpy, and the blanket itchy but being able to block the world out felt wonderful.

I was exhausted after the long day, and my mind bounced between the images at my father’s funeral and the wild ride with Brooke in the limo. I felt the familiar anxiety creeping up the back of my neck, and burrowed deeper under the blankets. The coming weeks and months would require me to venture far out of my comfort zone, and I was already trying to figure out a way to flake on Gia for the next night. I also needed to find the college and get enrolled in classes. For one second, I thought about calling my dad's secretary to arrange things, but then I remembered where I was and what the rules were.

My restless mind kept worrying over things for a couple hours, and by the time I fell asleep, I was half-convinced that Brooke had been faking everything, and she was somewhere right now laughing at me. I couldn’t quite convince myself though, even as inexperienced as I was confident, that she had enjoyed it as much as I had.

I finally fell asleep to the sounds of the city coming alive in the late evening outside, of music playing in a nearby apartment, and the yells of an arguing couple somewhere close by. My new life in MILF apartments had just begun, and I had no idea how wonderful it would soon become.






Chapter Seven

Surprisingly, I slept through the night, not a common thing for me, and when I woke the next morning, I felt rested, despite the crick in my neck from the lumpy mattress and no pillow.

Checking my phone, it was only five, and I sat up and looked around the austere room. I went into the bathroom and almost retched at the foul smell coming out of the sink. A small amount of water must have been left in it for years because there was a nasty petri dish of growing molds and fungus filling the sink.

Thankfully, the toilet flushed, and I checked the shower. The water pressure was strong, but the hot water was more lukewarm. It was Sunday, and I wouldn’t be able to sign up for classes, so I decided to get a jump on some of the work around the building.

One thing I am an expert at is making lists, and another thing is googling stuff on my phone and learning it quickly. That’s basically how I got through my entire education so far. As I went through my small place, I made two mental lists.

The first was all the work I wanted to do. I tried to prioritize between what needed to get done and what I just wanted to do, but that grew hard. When I really thought about it, I cared more about getting real sunlight into the room, than having a piping hot shower, so I had to adjust some things.

The second list was all the skills I would need to learn. I knew plumbing, electrical work, and the basic carpentry skill would be tough to perfect, but hoped I could at least become competent enough to be able to recognize what needed an actual tradesman and what I could fix on my own.

Once I’d gone over the whole apartment, I stepped up to my door and felt the familiar anxiety swell up in me, and I had to force myself to unlock the door and step out into the hall. The musty smell assaulted my nose once more, and I resolved to take care of it soon.

There was a stairwell of dark wood that was cleanish but could use a good mopping. The elevator was the most well kept up part of the whole building so far, and I saw that there was a service company that took care of it at regular intervals. Grateful not to have that worry, I opened the heavy steel door marked: SERVICE, and headed down the narrow steel stairs into the basement.

Down there, I found a boiler room that was also well kept and regularly serviced, a giant fuse box, and relay station with dozens of cables and fuses in a neat but confusing array. I steered well clear of that, knowing that if I started playing with wires, I would most likely get myself into trouble.

Then I found what I’d been hoping for, a small room filled with tools, cleaning supplies, paint, replacement fluorescent tubes, and a whole assortment of odds and ends. There was even a giant wooden box filled with about a hundred sets of locks that could be swapped out of the room’s doors.

I found some steel wool brushes, cleaning solvents, and a mop and bucket and hauled it all up the small stairs. After banging my elbow on the steel railing for the third time, I realized I hated those stairs, and always would.

Locking my door behind me, I was able to relax, and once I found the right playlist and popped my AirPods in, I was ready to clean my little place. There is one thing that is instilled in you at the austere school I went to, and that was the need and value of a clean work and living space. I didn’t realize until I first showed up at the boarding school how much I hadn’t appreciated the maids who took care of things, like cleaning and cooking, my whole childhood.

A peace settled over me as I cleaned the place, scouring away dust and grime and revealing the finely grained wood beneath, or the off-white walls. The bathroom was the hardest, and I retched a few times as I dug that wet mess out of the sink, but also the most satisfying once the white porcelain was revealed and the steel fixtures scrubbed.

Using the steel wool and solvent, I was able to scratch the paint free of the windows rather easily. Cleaning out the corners was harder, but then I had an idea and went downstairs and came back with a razor blade and realized the steel wool had been a stupid and messy idea. The razor blade passed between the glass and paint like a butter knife, and I shook my head for all the dirty work I’d done.

I resolved after that to take a minute or two and think through any other tasks I undertook.

Once I was done with the room, I was starving, but more than anything, I needed a shower. The water was cold, and the shower lacked a curtain, forcing me to stand near the wall, huddled in the corner to avoid getting water everywhere. After my shower, I stood there and dripped dry for long minutes.

The list of things I needed in my place was growing quite long, and I worried about how I was going to afford it all. I still had money leftover from my backpacking trip, a pile of cash stuffed in my bag. But I didn’t know how long that was going to need to last me.

Pulling up my phone, I looked through the maps app and found a few stores nearby that might sell what I need, but then I saw a Target on the other side of the island, just a short subway ride away.

I pulled on my clothes while my hair was still wet, and after a few deep breaths to calm myself, stepped out of the apartment building and onto the shadowed streets of the city. With my headphones in and staring at the ground, I made it down and through the subway, then to the store without needing to look at or speak to a single person.

Things were a lot cheaper than I thought they were going to be, and I even ended up buying myself a lovely little reading lamp and a dish rack, something I hadn’t thought about before I saw them there on the shelf. Making sure to keep everything to just two bags and light enough I could carry it back, I made it back onto the subway train with only a few people cursing me as I bumped them with the bulky bags.

It was nearing six when I said I would head over to my neighbor’s house and look at her sink when I got back. I was about to hand the drapes in a rush, but then I remembered the mess I’d made earlier, and I decided to wait and make sure I did it correctly. The last thing I wanted was crooked drapes that kept falling open.

Deciding to leave it for later, I got ready and then stepped across the hall and knocked on Gia’s door. She opened it right away, all swirling apron and loud music playing in the background. She had a large wooden spoon in one hand, and she pulled me into a quick one-armed embrace, crushing me against the vista of pale flesh exposed by her top.

“Come in, come in!” She said with exuberance, “The sink’s just through the bedroom, sorry about the mess. I’m just finishing up the sauce, would you like a glass of wine?”

“Uh yea, sure that sounds great,” I said.

“It’s yes, please, or even better, yes, I will,” she said with a wink before turning and heading into the kitchen.

I saw that her place took up most of the bottom floor of the building. I passed a library that had a boggling number of books on the shelves. In the middle of the room sat a comfortable reading chair and a footrest, both of soft brown leather. A standing lamp with one of those green shades stood beside the chair, and several piles of books stood on the floor in haphazard towers.

The bedroom was decorated exactly how I imagined it would be, all the way down to lace doilies on the dresser and a small finely wrought jewelry box. Her closet was open, and I saw an extensive collection of brown wool sweaters and loose lounging pants, but right at the front, almost like it was on display, was a set of white lingerie with garter belt and stockings. I found myself staring at the set, especially the massive lacy white bra, dreaming of what the hot MILF would look like in it.

“Oh, I should put that away,” Gia said right behind me, making me jump in surprise.

“Uhh,” I said with a weak grin, feeling mortified, “What’s the problem… with the sink?”

“It’s right this way,” she said, and I didn’t fail to notice her glance down at the lump forming in the front of my pants.

I thought she flashed a smile, but I couldn’t be sure. She was so warm and welcoming that I couldn’t help but feel at ease around her. She felt almost like an older aunt, but one I was finding myself having uncomfortable desires about. Shoving those aside, I focused on the problem.

“The cold faucet works fine,” she said, setting down the glass of wine she’d brought for me, “but the hot faucet has almost no pressure.” She demonstrated the problem, and I saw how, with even a little turn of the nob, a massive amount sprayed, “Do you think you can fix it?”

“I don’t know,” I said, “Let me take a look and see if I can find the cause.”

“It sure is wonderful to have a man around the place, finally,” she reached out and gripped my arm, “and such a strong and handsome one too.”

Her eyes seemed to flash with a certain intensity, and her smile had an almost Cheshire cat quality to it as she moved to leave. I stepped forward, but the space was small, and she was forced to press herself against my back as she left. I felt her massive breasts press against my back and the firmness of her hips and thighs. She took my hips for one delicious second, holding me in place, her fingers curling around my hip bone for a brief moment, and pulled us together, then she was passed.

“Dinner will be ready in twenty minutes,” she said with a breezy voice as she left the bedroom, “It will keep for a bit, but don’t take too long wanking about in here!”

I turned and stared at her, her phrasing catching me off guard, but the woman was already gone. She had more energy than a woman half her age and had left my head spinning. Remarkably I wasn’t anxious around the woman; I just felt comfortable.






Chapter Eight

Shaking my head and putting the older Italian sexpot out of my mind, I began testing the faucet to see if I could figure anything out. After a few minutes of fiddling around, I noticed that the nob on the hot water turned a far shorter distance to release its water than the cold nob.

I pulled out my phone and looked up the issue. After inspecting the faucet, I saw that it had two circular filters between the cold and hot sides. I read through the instructions online and went out and downstairs, and got a couple of tools, then came back into the apartment.

Gia was singing to her music in the kitchen, it sounded like Etta James, the woman sure had pipes on her. I appreciated her voice as I paused before my job. I sat there for a minute, thinking out the problem and my solution, then how I was planning on fixing it. Each step, I broke down and saw in my mind’s eye. I caught several small mistakes I was about to make, such as water held in the pipes would spill out once I untightened it, and to double-check the water pressure was off before I started unscrewing anything.

Feeling reasonably confident I thought of everything, I got to work. The job proved to be easier than I thought, and I had the filter removed in just a couple of minutes. It was filled with tiny pebbles and silt, and I saw right away that it was what had been blocking up the flow. I cleaned the filter out and was reinstalling it when Gia came into the bathroom.

“How’s it going in here?” She asked, bending over to peer under the sink.

I lay on my back, working above my head, and when I glanced down to let her know it was done, I couldn’t help but stare at the massive expanse of pale breast flesh on display through her hanging shirt. I forced myself to meet her dark eyes once she noticed me staring and grinned.

“I think I have it fixed,” I said, “Just let me get this all back together, and we’ll test it.”

“Wonderful!” She said, “You haven’t had any of your wine, but I suppose you’re a good boy, didn’t want to drink on the job, eh?”

She laughed as she headed back out to the kitchen. I took the other side apart and found the cold filter was filling up as well and would have begun to block the water flow soon.

“Food’s ready when you are!” Gia called back a few minutes later.

“Almost done!” I called back.

It only took a few minutes to put everything back together. I went over everything a second time, double-checking that I’d put everything together correctly, before turning the water pressure back on. When I finally did, I held my breath and gave a relieved sigh when there were no leaks.

I tested the hot and cold water and found they both had the same pressure. I felt a warm surge of pride at seeing the problem fixed. It was silly, all I did was fix a faucet, but it felt as though I’d really done something, and I liked the feeling. I finally took a deep sip of the wine, letting the alcohol warm my belly before headed out to the kitchen.

The smells that hit my nostrils when I entered the tiny kitchen caused my mouth to water. Gia was just putting a large platter of herb and onion focaccia bread on the table, and she beamed at me when I stood in the doorway staring at everything.

“It’s fixed,” I said, “and you shouldn’t have the problem for at least a few years.”

“My hero,” she beamed, her dark eyes alighting as she came over and folded me in a warm hug.

It was such an odd thing. I’d never been hugged or touched by a stranger so much in my life. There was just no denying the woman when her face shone with such warmth and joy. The hug lasted a beat longer than usual, and I had to shift my hips aside to mask the boner that was growing between my legs.

“Have a seat!” She said, “Let’s get some food in you.”

I sat down in the small chair, and she began setting platters of food before me on the table. There was the focaccia, which was soft, yet crisp and tasted heavenly. As well as a plate of cheeses, grilled vegetables, olives, and charcuterie.

As I ate, she sat and talked, sipping her wine occasionally. She told me of her life growing up in Little Italy and about her family that still lived there. The food was delicious, but my stomach rumbled after a few minutes, at the smells emanating from her stovetop and oven.

With a wide grin, she popped up and started pulling the entrée courses over. The woman had cooked enough food to feed an army, and it all smelled and tasted so good. There was a full dish of baked ziti, a platter of grilled vegetables and peppers that was quite spicy, a bowl of marinara with several giant meatballs in it, and a plate of penne and sausages. There was even a tray of chicken parmesan that wouldn’t fit on the small dining table.

I dug in immediately, as Gia refilled my wine glass.

“It’s all so good,” I said, “You really didn’t have to do so much.”

“It was my pleasure,” she said warmly, “Like I said Connor, it really is wonderful to have a male presence around the place again. It seems between here and work I’m swimming in a sea of estrogen sometimes.”

“What do you do?” I asked around a forkful of cheesy baked ziti, sighing in pleasure as the pasta, meat, cheese, and sauce melted together on my tongue.

“I’m a literature professor at Barnard,” she motioned back to the extra room I’d passed earlier, “The written word is my world and passion, along with cooking that is.” She grinned and glanced up at me from under her lashes, “What about you, Connor? What are you planning to study once you sign up for classes?”

It’s not that I was keeping my last name a secret, I just wasn’t advertising who I was. If Gia wanted to believe I was a simple college kid, like I looked, then I was happy to have her keep believing that.

“I plan to focus on business and finance,” I said, “but it’s a liberal arts school and requires that, for undergrad I take at least half my credits in off-major subjects.”

“That’s excellent,” she said, nodding, “I know the program builds a good, well-rounded education. If you take English and literature classes, be sure to let me know. I’m always willing to tutor a handsome young man such as yourself… or at least I would be if I ever had the chance! Make sure you save room for dessert,” she said as she shoved more penne and sausages onto my plate, “I have something special planned.”

There was a dark heat in her voice that caused me to look up at her. She met my eyes with a hungry look that had nothing to do with the food on the table. She rested her face on her palm, elbow leaning on the table as she watched me eat. Her other hand played with the neckline of her top, and I tried not to stare at the pale flesh that kept getting exposed.

Gia is a beautiful woman. Her face is striking, with a strong jawline and dark, enchanting eyes. Her lips are thick and ruby red, and her hair is a thick, lustrous brown, almost black. Her body was slender but not thin, and it was dominated by one of the largest pair of breasts I’d ever seen in my life. They were so big and she so short, the woman seemed quite plump at first glance, but I knew from our hugs, that wasn’t the case. She was slender and firm in all the right places, with thick thighs, hips, and an ass that wobbled happily side to side when she walked.

I could eat no more, and with one final sip of wine, I pushed my plate away and sighed out in pleasure.

“That was amazing, Gia,” I said, patting my belly and slouching down in the chair, “One of the best meals of my life, thank you.”

“It was my pleasure. Now, take a minute and let your food digest.”

She stood and began covering trays and putting them in her fridge. I climbed to my feet and began piling up the dirty dishes.

“Just leave them,” she said, “I’ll get it.”

It’s no problem,” I said as I moved the stack to the sink, “It’s the least I can do.”

When I turned, Gia was standing just behind me, the platter of ziti in her hands as she slid over to the fridge. She glanced up at me, and her eyes grew intense, a tension building between us. I stood there awkwardly, trying to move left or right and sidle past her.

“Here,” she said, her voice warm and seductive, “let me help you… sometimes young men need a helping hand… or two… wouldn’t you agree, Connor?”

“Uhh, yeah,” I said, trying not to stare at her massive breasts right before my eyes.

“I’m so glad you agree,” she breathed out, and set the ziti on the counter and reached down once more and took my hips in her hands, pulling me up against her body as she turned us slowly in the narrow confines of her kitchen.

“It’s so tight in here,” she said, and I didn’t fail to notice the heat lacing through her words, “Tell me, Connor, do you enjoy being in… tight places?”

“I… umm… uhh…” My mind was screaming in panic at me, not because I didn’t like the situation, but because I had no idea what to do. I was frozen, as thoughts and emotions raced through me too fast to register.

“Oh my,” she said with a mischievous smile, “What do we have here?”

She still held my hips as she moved back slightly and glanced down between us. My face burned with embarrassment as I realized my hard-on was tenting the front of my pants out. I hadn’t even realized that it had been pressing into her.

“It seems you brought me a present,” she grinned up at me, eyes bright with lust, her voice a breathy whisper as she went on, “Now you be a good boy and let me give you a little help with that… mhmm, it looks painfully… hard.”

“Gia,” I said, finally managing to get words out of my throat, “What… Why…”

She grinned at me and reaching up placed one soft finger across my lips, silencing me. Her other hand unhooked my belt, causing my eyes to widen.

“I’m a lonely old woman,” she said, her beautiful features belying the old part, “and you’re a handsome young man… Besides… I did tell you I’d planned something special for dessert.”






Chapter Nine

She had my pants undone then, and without warning, she sank to her knees, dragging my pants and boxers off. I stood there stunned, in her small kitchen, and watched in nervous awe as she leaned forward and engulfed my cock in her warm wet mouth.

“Holy fuck,” I moaned as my cock kept disappearing into her mouth, and I felt her throat tighten around the head. She was like a woman who was starving, given her first taste of food in days. Her moans and sighs of pleasure as she began to suck and worship my cock, filled the room.

She pulled back off my cock and looked up at me with soft, lust-filled eyes, a grin tugging her wet lips as she slowly stroked my cock. She held her lips open slightly, her tongue slipping out of her mouth and dancing around the head of my cock, before she sucked me back deep into her throat again, eyes flashing in pleasure at the moan that escaped my throat.

I had to reach behind me and support myself on the table as she continued to suck and stroke my cock. My shock faded, and the pleasure flooded me, and as I stared down at this beautiful older woman, I saw her big nipple pressing through her thick bra, and I felt my balls tightening.

Reaching down, I slid my fingers into her hair, taking hold of her head as I began to slowly thrust my hips.

“Mhmm, fugh mah fagh…. Mhmmmm!” Gia moaned around my cock, her eyes popping open and staring up at me, filled with submissive pleasure.

“I’m cumming,” I announced as I stared into her eyes.

She moved back off my cock until she was just sucking hard on the head while stroking the shaft with both hands in a twisting motion that sent shivers of pleasure down to curl my toes. As the orgasm swept through me and felt the first spurts of cum hit her tongue and swallowing mouth, I saw her eyes roll up in her skull. Her face flush with pleasure as she got off on swallowing my cum.

My knees were shaking, and I nearly fell over as I staggered back to rest my ass on the edge of the cold table. Panting, I stared down at the woman as she licked her lips, reaching up to wipe a small drop of cum that had escaped and dribbled down her chin. She looked down and saw the wetness on her shirt, a combination of her droll and my cum, and then looked up at me with a dreamy expression.

“Now that is the best dessert I’ve had in many, many years,” her hand slid up her side and cupped one massive breast, fingers digging into her thick bra and denting in the soft flesh beneath, “Looks like I’ve made a mess of myself… I guess I’d better change… What do you think I should change into?”

My attention was riveted on her hand as it slowly massaged her breast, and I felt my cock throb once more. A small wave of anxiety rolled through me, worrying that I shouldn’t be here, and it was wrong, but there was nothing improper about helping out a lonely older woman, especially one who looked like an Italian goddess.

My fuzzy brain caught up to what she said, and I licked my lips and looked at her eyes. She sat there watching me, and I knew she was waiting for me to speak. The moment stretched, and I felt a wave of fear and a surge of excitement as I told her precisely what I wanted.

“The white outfit I saw in your closet,” my voice sounded a touch strained at first, but I grew more confident as I spoke, “go put it on, and meet me in the study.”

Gia’s eyes flashed, and her lips pressed together in a tight excited smile, and she leaped to her feet. She leaned forward and planted a quick kiss on my lips, shocking me and smiling even broader at my expression. She pressed herself into me, and I pulled her back into a deep kiss, savoring the thick, pillow-soft lips and her energetic little tongue. Then she whispered in my ear.

“Call me, Professor,” she said, her hot breath tickling the skin of my neck, “I’ve always dreamed of having a freshman boy… but I never dreamed he would be so handsome and have such a massive… cock.”

She slipped her fingers around my hard shaft as she said the word, sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine, then she whirled away and flounced out of the kitchen, flashing me a wink before she disappeared into her room.

I stood there, breathing hard and looking at the front door for one moment. I could leave right now and avoid any awkward entanglements. A part of me wanted to, the scared little piece that had ruled my life for so long in boarding schools. There was no way I was going to succumb to that fear tonight, not when the opportunity of a lifetime eagerly awaited me through the open doorway.

Taking off my shirt as I walked to the study, I threw it behind me on top of my pants. I felt a shiver and realized it was from nervous excitement as I looked around the room. There was a sound behind me, and I turned to see Gia just stepping into the doorway.

My feet were rooted to the spot, and my throat constricted at the vision before me. The white garment supported and covered but hid nothing beneath its thin lacy material. The white garter belt and stocking showed off her slender waist and legs to perfection while enhancing the swell of her hips. She wore no panties, and I felt my cock throb at the sight of her trimmed and lightly covered sex.

The most magnificent sight were her massive breasts. They were cupped in the lacy white material and revealed in all their pale glory to my feasting gaze. Her nipples were large and hard, pressing their dark pebbled flesh against her straining bra. They hung with a bit of sag to them, their weight drawing them down her body, even with the bra.

In my head were vague scenarios of the hot older woman in the study. Once I saw her, all of that fled my mind. She stood there with a shy smile, watching my reaction.

“Jesus, you’re gorgeous,” I said as I stepped forward.

With trembling hands, I drew her to me, loving the feel of her smooth, warm skin, as my hands slid around her waist. She was about to respond, but I didn’t let her, pressing my lips to hers. My hands ran up and down her body, one gathering up a large breast as I massaged it gently. I stepped into her, forcing her back and into her bedroom.

We were half walking, half stumbling, as we fell back onto the soft mattress. I couldn’t think straight as I pulled at the clasp of her bra, my lips kissing their way down her neck. Her hand was on my cock, her soft fingers playing along its length as she reached back and popped the clasp quickly.

“Ohh… mhmm… that’s nice… right there…” Gia moaned as I drew one big nipple into my mouth, sucking the firm flesh, and running my tongue around the thick head.

Gathering up her other breast, I pulled the nipple close and sucking it in after, moving back and forth between them, and massaging the massive amount of soft flesh. She gripped my cock and pressed me against something hot and wet, and her legs wrapped around my waist, with a sigh of pleasure, she pulled me into her fiery depths.

I began to slowly fuck her soft wet pussy, as I feasted on her breasts.

“Good boy,” she moaned in my ear, “Oh, god fuck me, baby… good boy, fuck me!”

Her cries of passion filled the night, and for one second, I worried about what the neighbors might be hearing, but then I was lost once more in the incredible pleasure her tight embrace was giving me.

I drove into her with harder and harder thrusts and saw her bite her lip, one arm reaching up to press against the wall as she pushed her hips back into my cock. I held myself up on my hands and watched her massive breasts roll and sway beneath me with the motions of our fucking. Her beautiful face was twisted in exquisite agony as I felt her body begin to shake and shudder beneath me.

“Ayyyyaaahhhhhh!!! FFUUCCKKK!” Her scream of pleasure shook the roof, and I felt my own balls boiling, as her pussy walls fluttered on my cock.

Her orgasm faded into small rolling aftershocks of pleasure as I drove into her harder and harder, my thrusting erratic.

“Cum… fill me… with your cum…” she was breathless as I hammered her, but the genuine desire in her voice sparked me on.

“You want my cum… Professor?” I growled at her, my own voice surprising me.

Her eyes flashed open, and a beatific smile lit her face.

“Yes! Yes, my dear, boy, please! Please give me your cum… fill me with it…!” The orgasm seemed to start in my toes as I felt them curl and pleasure shot through my body, “Cum in me, baby! Oh god… I feel it shooting out… so hot… oh god, it’s making me cum again… good boy… ohhh!”

As we both came down from orgasmic bliss, I collapsed atop her, panting and covered in sweat. We rolled, and I found myself cuddling the woman close as she snuggled into the crook of my shoulder and neck. As we lay there, catching our breath, I trailed soft fingers across the smooth skin of her back and hips. In a way, this quiet little moment was just as soul-warming as the incredible sex had been.

“I enjoyed that very much,” Gia whispered after a few minutes, and glanced up at me with a shy little smile, “But I can’t take too much of that big thing of yours in me. Not until I get more used to it.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling bad as she shifted her hips, indicating soreness.

“Never apologize if you don’t mean it,” she said, giving me a pointed look, “Are you really sorry that you gave me the fuck of a lifetime?”

“No?” I said after a moment, a smile tugging the corners of my lips.

“Exactly, so don’t apologize,” she sat up on her elbow and ran a gentle hand down my chest and stomach, letting her fingers play along the skin, “A real man doesn’t dilute the power of his words unnecessarily. But neither does he trample over the feelings of others.”

I realized this was the second or third time, she’d given me sage advice, and each time it had resonated with me. Then a memory popped in of Brooke, mentioning the residents would help me grow into a better man and were part of some plan. The thought disappeared as Gia ran her soft fingers down the length of my cock, dragging her nails gently up its length and sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine.

“Just because my old body can’t take any more of your youthful enthusiasm, that doesn’t mean I don’t plan on relieving this eager young cock of yours of all its tasty sperm.”

“Are you serious?” I asked, but I settled back on the bed, getting comfortable as she slid down my side. I couldn’t hide my excitement, getting a blowjob from this wonderful woman.

“As a heart attack,” she said with a grin, “Just lay back, I’ve been dreaming of having a hard cock to lavish love upon for years. Now that the edge is off your lust, I can relax and take my time, really enjoy myself.”






Chapter Ten

And that’s precisely what she did. It was the most sublime torture in the world, and one I’d never even dreamt could exist. She sucked me deep into her mouth, one hand working me with gentle fingers, and then out. Her tongue sliding up and down the length of me slowly and gently.

For long minutes she would suck and stroke me, deepthroating my cock and massaging it with her tonsils and tongue. As my orgasm neared, she would back off and stroke me softly, kissing and licking my cock, as the intensity of sensations backed off. Again, and again she brought me up and then back down, all the while watching me squirm beneath her touch until I could take it no more, and I held her head in place, and she grinned in devilish desire as I fucked her mouth.

She was humming in pleasure and sucking hard as the most powerful orgasm of my life rushed through my body. My dick shot, again and again, thick pearlescent strands of cum that hit the back of her throat and as my hand relaxed in her head and I convulsed in pleasure, she stroked my cock hard, directing my cum across her beautiful face, her lips together as she ran then over the tender sensitive tip.

With a final shudder, I melted into the mattress and felt myself drifting off. I roused myself for one second, worried I should perhaps leave, then I saw Gia staring at my cock and licking her lips. As sleep stole me down into its dark depths, she took my soft cock into her mouth once more, sucking it into her smiling mouth and closing her eyes in bliss.

I woke sometime later as an incredibly good feeling flooded through my body. The woman was sucking hard on the tip of my cock, nursing it as my orgasm built. She was lost in her work and didn’t even notice as I woke, or my hand as I gripped her ass. Then I felt her hand working in her pussy, and I sensed she too was on the verge of orgasm. She timed her own to mine, and as I filled her mouth with cum, she came with a shuddering orgasm, her juices running down her thighs.

The sound of bird song woke me, and I sat up with a start.  Looking around, I saw morning sunlight streaming in through the window and a note sitting on the pillow. I picked it up and read it and found myself laughing and blushing by the time I finished it. She had left a list of other things that needed to get fixed around her apartment and said I could come back another night to take care of some of them. She went on and on about how much she enjoyed the night before and wrote that she couldn’t wait to ‘help’ me out again.

I climbed free of the bed and pulled on my clothes and slipped out of her apartment. Just as I was stepping out into the hall, a blonde woman was stepping out of the elevator. When she saw me, she clutched her bag and glanced around fearfully, backing away.

“Get out of here, thief! I’m calling the cops!” She fumbled her phone out of her pocket and dropped it, scrambling to pick it up.

“I’m not a thief!” I said, holding up my hand and showing the keys, “See, I’m locking her place up!”

“If you’re not a thief, then what the hell are you doing sneaking out of her place?”

“I’m the super,” I said, “She asked me to come over and fix her sink. I just moved in across the hall.”

“Oh,” the woman said, blushing red and ducking her head in apology as she slid her phone into her pocket, but she watched carefully as I locked the door with my big key ring, finally satisfied, “Sorry about that, but a woman can never be too careful in the city.”

“I understand,” I said, “I’m Connor.”

“My name’s Sola,” she said, reaching out her hand, “I run a small yoga studio on the second floor. Hey, do you think you could come look at my AC sometime soon? It’s been killing my business to have it not working.”

“Sure,” I said, “I can take a look.”

“Sounds perfect,” Sola said, she had a speculative look in her eye as she ran them up and down the length of me, “My classes happen throughout the day and night so it will need to be in the morning before my first students. Can you come by tomorrow morning before 6 am?”

“Sure,” I said, groaning inside at the thought of waking up so early, but I was stepping out of Gia’s room super early, so it’s not like I could say I didn’t work in the mornings. “I’ll be there.”

“Great!” She enthused and, with a little wave, slipped out of the building.

I couldn’t help but stare after her as she walked off. Her beauty, which escaped me when she was screaming, and about to call the cops, transfixed me now. She was probably in her early thirties but looked far younger. She wore yoga pants and a loose workout shirt that did little to hide how perfectly toned her body was. I was staring at her ass, so perfectly sculpted and firm, beneath the skintight material, until she rounded the corner and was gone from my sight.

With a sigh, I went into my apartment, dumped my things down and stripped. I couldn’t help the silly grin on my face as I brushed my teeth and shaved, remembering the events of the night before. My cock got hard as I remember the sight of Gia’s massive tits, and the fire in her eyes as she sucked me off.

An hour later, I was dressed and putting my headphones in as I called up the address of the college. It was only an eight-block walk, so I headed out. It was Monday morning, and the streets were filled with people heading to their jobs and about their tasks.

The press of humanity was nerve-wracking and even more so when I arrived at the college to find the offices swarming with kids all trying to do the same thing as me. I hung in the back, remaining unobtrusive after signing my name on the list to speak with a counselor.

As I sat staring at my phone, I glanced up now and then and took in the kids around me. There were a few dozen from all walks of life. They talked and joked with one another or stared at their phones like me. My anxiety would spike whenever anyone met my eyes, and after one girl flashed me a shy smile, I buried my head down and didn’t look up until they called my name.

I walked into the counselor’s small office and sat in the rickety chair, careful to avoid knocking over one of the many stacks of books and paper covering her desk. I looked up and was relieved to find a pleasant looking plump older woman, beaming at me from above her spectacles.

“Well, Mr. Whitaker, let’s take a look at your schedule, shall we?”

I realized something as we looked over classes and times; that my anxiety was nearly gone with her, where it had been a raging storm in the waitingom. I pondered that fact as I set my schedule and went to the bookstore and bought a small stack of books.

It was early afternoon when I got back to the building. As I stepped into the foyer, the musty odor assaulted my nostrils again, and I resolved to clean the room soon. I stepped into my room and set my pile of books down on the floor. I would need a desk at some point, I decided. There had been a few pieces of furniture just sitting on the street with signs that said ‘free,’ I would have to keep my eyes out for a desk small enough to fit in my room. With the size of most New York apartments, I wasn’t worried.

Then I got to work fixing my place. I took my time with each task, making sure to pay close attention to every detail before I began it. I hung the drapes and shower curtain and greased and oiled the hinges on the pull-out bed. The bed took a long time, and I was forced to remove a few pieces to scrub away rust and crud that had built up in the hinges. When I was done, it swung down silently, and I lay down with a feeling of pride.

I pulled over one of my textbooks and began reading through it, boning up before my classes started in a week. When I finally fell asleep, I slept like a baby, with the lock on the door and the curtains drawn to block the streetlights, it was beginning to feel like home to me.

I woke up early, got showered, dressed, and went upstairs. I’d walked the whole stairway once and glanced down each hall but hadn’t explored in depth. I was curious to see the apartments since each floor seemed to have a different layout.

Stopping outside the door with a hand-painted sign that read: Sola Cohen’s Holistic Yoga Studio, I knocked.

I had to know for several minutes, but eventually, I heard the sounds of her calling that she was coming. Finally, she threw open the door and stared up at me with bleary eyes, the apartment smelled of pot smoke and incense.

“Oh, that’s right,” she said, “Forgot you were coming. I’ll show you the AC.”






Chapter Eleven

She stepped into the room and held the door open for me to follow. The living room space had been converted into a small yoga studio, complete with little cubbies for shoes and a pile of used mats in the corner. The floor was a beautiful blond wood that had been polished to a smooth mirror shine.

Sola was wearing a tiny pair of booty shorts and a halter top, and I couldn’t help but stare at her perfectly tight and rounded ass, as she led me back through the kitchen to the bedroom. She pointed through the window to the fire escape. I looked out, then I saw the AC unit just below the yoga studio windows.

In order to work on it, I would need to climb out on the fire escape, but when I looked down through the gaps in the steel floor to the street below, I felt fear and vertigo clawing their way into my mind.

“It will work for a few minutes, but then it just shuts off, and I can’t get it started for hours,” she said, “Normally I don’t use the thing, it’s such a waste, but the heats been unbearable this summer.”

“Let me take a look,” I said as I edged myself out onto the fire escape slowly, I tried not to look down as I grabbed onto the rail in a death grip.

“Ok,” she said, “I’m going to get ready, let me know if you need anything.”

I gave her a nod and then headed over to the AC unit. After a quick search, I found a small rubber plug on the bottom, when I removed it a stream of dirty brown water rained down into the alley below. The smell of rust was overpowering, but when I inspected the unit, it seemed to be ok. I did a quick google search on the model and found that the plug I'd removed was for condensation build-up and had to be evacuated once a year or so. If not, then ice would build up on the coils within, and the system would overheat and shut down.

I turned the AC on and let it run for a while, and things seemed to be working fine. Moving carefully back to the window, I was about to step back into the room when I froze. Before me, Sola bent over, her bald pussy and ass on perfect display as she pulled a tiny pair of white panties up her perfect legs.

She glanced back and saw me sitting there, staring and frowned.

“I’m sorry!” I said, face beet red with embarrassment, “I just finished… I think it’s fixed.”

“Excellent,” she said, completely nonplussed that I’d just seen her bare ass and pussy, her frown only deepened though as she looked at my back, “You look tight as a spring, you ever stretch?”

“No,” I said, climbing back through the window, “Not since gym class at least.”

“Hold up,” Sola said, and I felt her hands on my shoulder just as I got through.

She bent me low over the waist, pressing down with one hand, with the other she put pressure on my lower back, and I felt a nasty, sharp pain shoot down my leg, causing it to jerk to the side.

“Ouch!” I said, standing up slowly and flexing my leg to get the pins and needles sensation to fade.

“Yea, it’s just like I thought, you’re gonna have an issue with that back if you don’t start building a good foundation.”

“What was that?” I asked.

“The shooting pain down your leg?” She asked, “That was the muscles in your lower back pulling on your spine and pinching the sciatic nerve. You can expect that to start up in your late thirties, or maybe early forties, and then it will be a plague your whole life. You should really start stretching those muscles out, which will keep the issue from forming. Core exercises would be a big help as well.”

“I can’t afford yoga classes,” I said with a laugh, “I spent just about the last money I had on textbooks yesterday.”

“I’m willing to exchange service for service,” she was tilting her head and looking me up and down with a crooked little smile, “yes, I can think of plenty of things you could… help me out with.”

“I don’t know about yoga, though,” I said, “I don’t know if it’s really my style.”

“Give it a week,” she said, her bright green eyes holding mine, that small, secretive smile playing across her lips, “I promise you won’t regret it, and if you do, then you don’t have to perform… services for me, deal?”

“Ok,” I said, unable to look away as her gaze trapped me. The woman was beautiful, with her white blond hair and dark roots, and those adorable dimples that came out when she grinned that excited little smile she had on now.

“Perfect, same time tomorrow, and you can join me for my warmup stretches, it will be good for you to start easy.” She walked me to the door as she talked, pulling it open, “and thanks again for fixing the AC.”

I was about to speak when the door on the other side of the hall opened, and a strangely familiar face stepped out. The woman had dirty blond hair, pulled back into a severe ponytail, and glasses with thick black rims. She was dressed in an expensive and stylish skirt-suit with a tailored jacket, all in black. She wore sheer stockings and a pair of white running shoes and a pair of black heels in her hand.

“Morning, Elizabeth!” Sola said to the woman, who glanced up as she was locking her door and froze in shock when she saw me, her jaw slowly falling open.

I knew exactly why the woman was shocked because I was just as shocked at finding her here. Elizabeth Janson was my father's third wife, and his shortest marriage, at only one month. In fact, I almost didn’t recognize the woman, I’d only met her a handful of times, and she’d never lived with us. She was a powerful attorney, one of the most powerful in the city, and I always suspected my father married her for the connections. He had always been the calculating type, making his decisions with his brain and never his heart.

All of this flashed through my head in the second it took to recognize her, and her to remember me. I was about to say hello, but the woman stiffened, clutching her heels and bag close, she fled into the stairway.

“Elizabeth?” Sola asked as the woman fled down the stairs.

I caught her glance back at me once before she disappeared, her face red with embarrassment or anger, I didn’t know. A confusing swirl of emotions crossed her face as our eyes met, and then she was gone. Running shoes fading town the stairs.

“Well, that was weird,” Sola said with a frown, “Wonder what that was about.”

“Me too,” I said, “Let me know if there are any more problems with the AC. I’ll be by tomorrow morning, and thanks again.”

“Of course,” Sola said, her frown lifting as I left.

I felt the woman’s eyes on my back as I walked down the stairs. I tried not to think about how amazing she looked in her tight workout clothes. Instead, my mind filled with the image of Elizabeth, and I felt anxiety creeping its devilish claws into me. Finding out that I was living in the same building with one of my father’s exes was uncomfortable. I could only hope the woman didn’t hold whatever he’d done to her against me.

When I got to my room, I plopped down on my bed and found my dick in my hand as I tried to imagine what Sola would look like completely naked. Even with images of her tight bald pussy in my mind, the sight of Elizabeth pushed those out, and I found myself fantasizing about her massive breasts and sexy mature face. The thought of seeing such a pristine Manhattan beauty, writhing in ecstasy as I came all over her gorgeous face, sent me over the edge.






Chapter Twelve

I spent the whole day, and the next two after it, working in the basement. There were a dozen tasks that needed to get done, from cleaning out rat droppings to organizing the toolboxes. I ended up hauling a dozen bags of trash out of there and tossing them in the dumpsters.

Once I saw the dumpster area, I could have cried at the amount of nasty crap that had piled up in the corners. It took a whole afternoon to clean the bricks and concrete. Finally, I hooked up a hose to an outside faucet and sprayed the entire thing down to reveal clean bricks and white cement.

I had just enough cash so I could keep myself fed over the next two weeks until I got another allotment from Brooke. There was a Pho restaurant just around the corner from the building, and for $5, I could get a giant bowl of noodles and soup that filled me up for most of the day. I spent my nights reading and my days listening to music and podcasts, as I cleaned and organized. I slept well, and for maybe the first time since my mother passed, I had consecutive nights of a full eight hours. It was kind of shocking how much difference that one change made.

The biggest thing that changed my outlook on life came from the most unlikely of places. Wednesday morning, I managed to get myself out of bed and up to Sola’s studio. I almost didn’t go, but I forced myself to try something new.

At first, I was in my head and uncomfortable, stretching too hard and on the point of hurting myself constantly. After about ten minutes of watching me topple over and wobble around with my poor balance, Sola took pity on me and came over to show me the proper form.

Her hands were surprisingly strong and sure, as she manipulated my body into position. Once I was standing correctly and using the right posture, I relaxed into the stretches far easier. We didn’t speak the rest of the session, just move from one form to another. My breathing matched hers, slow and deep, and I found a quiet peace as my body grew more limber and flexible. I noticed the difference that day, as I was working in the basement, feeling an ache in the muscles that felt good.

Thursday and Friday, we didn’t bother to speak at all during our sessions. I would arrive, and Sola would answer the door in her halter top and panties, groggy. The room smelling of the pot she’d smoked the night before. We would lay out our mats and start stretching right away. She liked to start the day with stretches before coffee or anything else, and her utter lack of shame caused us to never even speak of the fact that she was often only half-clothed while we worked out.

I never grew used to the sight of her small, tight body, stretching out before me in the most amazing poses. If she noticed my lingering stares, she never gave a hint. Now and then she would move over and correct my posture when she showed me a new stretch, and I grew to relish the feel of her hands on me. Every time, I felt an electric thrill course through me.

“You’re learning amazingly fast,” she said on Friday. After our hour-long session, we were both sweating a little, and she was wiping her face and neck dry with a towel, “I didn’t think you had much natural flexibility, most men don’t. But your already very comfortable with the beginner positions, and that usually takes weeks, if not longer.”

“It’s really peaceful,” I said, “It’s almost like a mix between meditation and a workout.”

“I agree, it’s why I love it,” she grinned and walked back to her bathroom, “I’m gonna hop in the shower, unless you want to join me, I’ll see you next Monday.”

“Ok, see you then!” I said, heading out of her place.

As I left, I caught a slight frown of disappointment on her face, and I felt a shock run through me. There was no way she was being serious with that last comment… was she?

My brain was going over that brief glimpse as I parsed the tone of her voice. Worrying that I had ruined something or missed an opportunity that I would regret forever, I stepped into the foyer and made an annoyed face.

That damn smell hit me again, and I realized I could put it off no more. I was done with my work in the basement and looking for a new project anyway. After a shower and shave, I went downstairs and hauled a bunch of cleaning supplies up the small twisting stairs.

I was cursing loudly as the pail and mop tangled in the railing, and the door swung back into my elbow when someone pulled it open for me.

“Thanks,” I said as I hauled everything across the floor and stood stretching my back, “you’re a lifesaver.”

“Your life was not in danger,” came a soft and oddly flat voice, “I merely saved you from further annoyance.”

“That’s true,” I said with a grin, taking in my savior, “but thanks anyway.”

The woman was shorter and stood with stooped shoulders. Her long dark hair hung over her face, almost like she was trying to hide behind it, and her eyes were covered in thick lenses with giant frames. She wore a long loose knit sweater and skirt that hung down to her ankles.

She tilted her head to the side, almost like a bird, as she studied me, hands clasped before her. She stood poised as if ready to flee at any second.

“Hello, I am Milly Hill, and who might you be?” She said it in that same flat tone, her expression never changing as she stared at my face as if it held the secrets of the universe.

“I’m Connor,” I said, holding out my hand, “I just moved in this week, I’m the new Superintendent of the building.”

“The contract was explicit in its terms. No men would be living in this building except,” her jaw shut with an audible click of teeth and she tilted her head the other way, before continuing in a more careful tone.

“Why you, Connor? What makes you… qualified… to fix what’s broken in this building?”

It only took a second or two after first seeing her, but I looked past the hair, glasses, and faint acne scars on her cheeks and saw an adorable, round-cheeked girl hiding beneath. Her eyes were the most startling blue, and with her high cheekbones and sculpted lips, she was a diamond in the rough. I dropped my hand and shrugged.

“I’m not,” I said, unwilling to lie to this innocent, shy beauty, “I’ve never done anything that would make me qualified for this job. But I’m a quick study, especially with the internet, to help. Also, I didn’t really have a choice.”

“Very well,” she said, in her oddly flat tone, “You should know that you do not have the authorization to enter my apartment, 3B. Not without my express permission.”

“I understand,” I said, and I did, completely.

I saw a kindred spirit in the woman and understood her desire not to be touched or have her personal space invaded. When I was at my worst, I was often just like she was now.

Without another word or sign of greeting, she turned and walked out of the building. The door banged shut behind her, and she startled in surprise, even though it was the same sound it made every time. Shaking my head at the odd set of characters that lived in this place, I got down to work.

The floor and walls were caked in grime, and I had to dig downstairs to find some green scrubby pads that would take off the years of filth that had built up. I was becoming an expert at cleaning away years of detritus at this point, though. I put on some music and got down to work.

Once it was scrubbed clean, the floor proved to be made of beautiful white and black tiles, set at an angle. The walls were wood paneling and cheap. They didn’t seem to fit in with the rest of the décor, and the back wall of the short hallway was especially ill-fitting.

After scrubbing the back wall for a few seconds, I realized it was the source of the sour, moldy smell. I went downstairs and got a crowbar. After a few minutes of digging around in the corner, I managed to leverage the wood paneling away from the wall.

The odor that assaulted my nostrils from behind that paneling made me retch. There was no way I was leaving the paneling in place there. Putting on a pair of gloves, I took the crowbar to the wall, and cracked and broke the wood free.

The cheap and tacky seventies-era wood paneling was covering up a beautiful wooden wall, some dark wood like mahogany or teak, now scuffed and dingy from being covered. In the center of the wall was a beautiful brass mailbox, now green with verdigris and caked in the same soupy sludge that had grown over most of the wall.

It was late afternoon before I managed to scrub the last of the gunk off the wall. Best, I could guess some water or mold had been beneath when it was installed. It didn’t look like anything had leaked from above. The rich wood that had been revealed was still in excellent shape. It would need a good polish and maybe another coat of sealant, but it looked far better than the rest of the paneled walls and contrasted greatly with the black and white tile floor.

I looked around at the rest of the foyer and sighed, knowing that eventually, I would have to do the same with it, and not looking forward to the task. I wished I could have just left it, but the little bit of OCD in me wouldn’t allow it, plus the wooden wall just looked so much better.






Chapter Thirteen

I wanted to check out the mailbox, though, because it looked well built. I was just taking out the last load of broken-down paneling out to the dumpster when Gia walked in with Elizabeth behind her. The tall dirty blonde’s face blanched when she saw me, and she clutched her purse tightly to her chest.

The pretty Italian woman looked around the foyer with a wide smile, and then she cooed in joy when she noticed the mailbox.

“Elizabeth, look at what Connor uncovered!” She said, moving over, the blond woman tried to edge past her to the stairs, hurrying by me, but Gia hooked an arm through hers and dragged her over.

“Was this here all this time?” Gia asked, looking around to me, with a bright smile, “Amazing, and the smell is gone too!”

“The smell was coming from behind the wood paneling that covered the mailbox.” I shook my head, “I have no idea why they covered it, but I think I saw a giant set of keys down in the tool room. Should be able to clean it up and have it functioning again.”

“The mailman will love you for it! He must walk the mail to each apartment right now and hates it. Elizabeth, this is the young man you were asking about, Connor, our new super.”

“Nice to meet you,” Elizabeth said, meeting my eyes finally, and very nearly glaring at me.

“Elizabeth has a problem with her shower,” Gia said, looking between the woman and me, “hasn’t been able to use it in days. Do you think you could take a look at it for her tonight?”

“That’s not necessary-,” Elizabeth began, but I cut over her.

“I’ll do it,” I said with a grin, “Be there in a couple of hours, just let me finish here and clean up.”

“Perfect!” Gia said, beaming at us both, her cheek grew a touch red when she said, “Perhaps you can come by tomorrow night and fix that flickering light in the bedroom. I have a nice bottle of port I’ve meant to try.”

“Sure,” I said, all too aware of the glare Elizabeth was shooting me as she looked from Gia to me, “I’ll come by in the afternoon.”

“Isn’t it nice to have a handsome young man around the place, to call on whenever we find ourselves… needy.” She flashed me a wink, and Elizabeth’s face flushed bright red, and she hurried up the stairs shouting back a hasty goodbye to her friend.

“Well, that sure was strange,” Gia said, frowning after the woman, “Lizzy is usually the sole of propriety. I hope everything is going ok, I know she has a major case she’s working on. I guess it’s none of my business if she didn’t want me to know. Now, about that light problem I have…”

Gia’s wicked smile took me in, and I felt myself blushing as she gazed up at me through her long dark lashes. She glanced left and right, and then her smile turned truly devilish as she pressed me back against the elevator. Reaching out, she tapped the button, and the door opened behind me. With one final glance around to make sure the coast was clear, she pressed me back into the elevator.

My back came up against the wall in the small space, and she dropped to a squat before me. Her quick fingers had my fly down and my cock out of my pants in seconds. I could only stare in growing excitement and anxiety as she gave it a quick stroke.

“Can you cum before this elevator stops?” She asked as the door closed behind her, and she hit the floor five button.

Staring up at me with her beautiful dark eyes, I glanced down at her massive tits. She saw my glance, and as she sucked me into her hot wet mouth, causing me to sigh in pleasure, she undid the buttons on the front of her shirt and pulled her tits out.

She sucked me hard and deep as I reached down and took up one heavenly handful of soft breast flesh. My knees grew weak as she took my cock down to the root, sucking hard and fucking my dick gently with her throat, the swallowing muscles doing amazing things to the sensitive flesh.

The elevator stopped, and I felt a moment of panic as the doors opened onto a short empty hall, with one door at the end and the entrance to the stairwell open. I had no idea who lived on this floor, but I was grateful the hall was empty.

Gia pulled off my cock and hit the floor one button, the doors closing slowly.

“Cum for me, Connor,” she moaned as she stroked my cock softly, “I want to drink it, baby… please.”

Releasing her tit, I took hold of the back of her head, and she was grinning in delight as I drove my cock back into her mouth. Her eyes flared wide as she sucked me hard, the wet sounds as I fucked her mouth filling the small space.

The sight of this hot older woman, kneeling down, my cock driving in and out of her thick lips, drool trailing down her chin, was incredible. Her face twisted in submissive pleasure as my balls tightened. I forgot where I was for a moment as I yelled out loud.

“Take it! Swallow my cum Professor!”

Gia did and with relish. Swallowing hard and trying to get every drop. The elevator stopped, and she leaped to her feet, stuffing her tits into her top. I was just putting my cock away, as the ding sounded, and the doors began to open.

I froze in shock when I saw Sola standing there, two bags of groceries in her hands. Her eyes were wide, and she was looking at Gia and I in shock.

“Afternoon, Sola!” Gia said, her cheeks only holding a faint blush, even though her shirt was still unbuttoned down to her navel as she stepped out of the elevator.

“Afternoon…” the small bottle-blonde said, “Gia, I still have your stew pot. I’ll bring it down in a bit.”

“Thank you, that would be great,” the older brunette said with a warm smile.

I stepped off the elevator and felt Sola’s stare boring into my back. My cheeks were on fire, fearing she’d heard me yelling out, and that what we had been up to was obvious.

“Perfect, we can share a bottle of wine and catch up some. You have something on the corner of your mouth…” Her words had a subtle weight to them that cause me to look back at the two women as I was putting the key in my doors lock.

Sola reached up and wiped the small glob of cum off Gia’s face, and before Gia could react, put her finger in her mouth, sucking it clean.

“Mhmm,” Sola said, turning to look at me, “Now that’s delicious. Remember Connor, Monday morning… we’ll be moving on to more intermediate poses soon.”

“Ok,” I said, feeling both women’s eyes boring into me. The sincere regard both held in their eyes caused a wave of anxiety to roll through me, and my hands were shaking as I finally unlocked and opened my door. Then I fled within and shut it firmly behind myself.

The low murmur of conversation came to my ears through the door, and I strained to make out what they were saying. Their voices were too low to make out the words, but the occasional giggle was clean and made me strain all the harder to try to hear that they were saying. Feeling like a coward and an eavesdropper, I finally pushed away from the door and went to take a shower.

That elevator ride had been so wild and unexpected I ended up jacking off in the shower, thinking about it. Only in my greedy mind, Sola was there as well, her adorable face, pressed right up beside Gia’s as I dumped a mental load on them.






Chapter Fourteen

As I got ready, I thought about Elizabeth. I had some anxiety about confronting her, but mostly I was curious why she had such a strong reaction to me. I took care to make myself as presentable as possible. The woman intimidated me with her perfect poise and stylish, expensive clothes.

I took the stairs, knowing the elevator would get me too excited, and knocked on her door, 2B, right on time.

It took a long minute for her to open the door. When she finally did, she stood there for an even longer moment, just staring at me with a tightlipped frown and a glass of red wine held in one hand.

“You have a problem with your shower?” I asked, feeling the small seed of anxiety in me blossoming.

She didn’t move or speak for a couple of seconds, her eyes narrowing slightly, then she nodded once and stepped back.

“This way,” she said, her voice was rich and smooth, with just a hint of a midwestern accent.

I stepped in and closed the door behind me, looking around. Elizabeth’s place looked nothing like Gia’s. The floor plan was slightly different, but it was mostly the furnishings and decorations that gave it a completely different vibe. All her furniture was black and either rich leather or finely wrought steel. All with minimalist designs and looking very expensive.

She led me through the bedroom and to her back bathroom. She quickly shut her closet door, glancing at me suspiciously to see if I’d been peeking in. I pretended not to have noticed the black leather mask and odd straps hanging on the other side of the door. Her frown relaxed, and she stepped into the bathroom.

“The showerhead stopped working about a week ago, only a dribble of water will come out,” she motioned with her glass of wine and crossed her arms after taking a sip.

In the bright light of the bathroom, I could see the haziness to her eyes, and the slight blush to her cheeks. The woman must have already had a glass or two, because she looked a bit tipsy.

“How long is this going to take?” She asked, a touch of anger and annoyance lacing her words. As I stepped up to take a look at the showerhead, I paused and glanced at her shrugging.

“I’ll be done as fast as I can. If I can fix it, it shouldn’t take too long.”

“Hmph!” She snorted in derision and stomped out of the room, tossing back the rest of her wine as she went.

I had no idea why the woman was upset, but I couldn’t help but stare at the way her skirt hugged the perfect swell of her hips. Putting the woman out of my mind, I got to work. It was hard to discover the problem at first, and I was forced to dig through my tool bag for a wrench. It only took a few turns, and I had the shower head off. Inside I saw the plastic housing was cracked and blocked up.

I stepped out of the bathroom and saw Elizabeth sitting in the living room. She had put on classical music, and the sweet sounds of the violin filled the air. She glanced over when I stepped through, headed for the door.

“The showerhead is broken,” I said, holding it up for her, “There are replacements down in the basement, I’ll be right back.”

“You’re really fixing it?” She asked, sounding a little bemused.

“Of course,” I said, pausing at the door, “That’s my job.”

“Hmph,” she grimaced and stared into her wine glass, “I don’t know what your father has planned for me, but just do what you came for and leave.”

“What are you talking about?” Something in my voice must have cut through to her because she looked up at me curiously, “My father passed away two weeks ago. It was in all the papers.”

“I haven’t been paying attention to the news…” she said softly, shaking her head as if she didn’t believe me, “This case is consuming me… You’re serious… Archibald is dead?”

As I told her of his passing, standing there in the living room with the showerhead in hand, her face crumped onto soft sadness. Then she glanced up at me curiously and with a touch of suspicion.

“What are you doing here then? The super? You should have inherited an empire worth nearly a trillion dollars.”

“My father assigned me one final test,” I said, unable to keep the touch of bitterness I still felt towards the man out of my voice. “I’m to live in this building, anonymous as possible, and fix it as the superintendent while attending a year of college. If I fail, then I lose the entire fortune and my shares in Whitaker Industries.”

“This was all in the contract?” She asked, the drunkenness fading quickly as she spoke of legal matters, her gaze sharpening.

“Yea, a law firm named Bain and Associates, drew it up,” I said.

“Fuck,” Elizabeth said with a frown and a deep pull of her wine, “They’re the best at estate law in the city, maybe the world. You have a copy of the contract?”

“No,” I said, feeling like a fool for not asking for one.

“Get one,” she said, “I’d like to look it over.”

“Thanks,” I said in genuine relief, “That would be a big help.”

“I’m not your counsel, though, you understand?” Her eyes narrowed as she looked up at me, then she swallowed hard, her eyes running down my body slowly, and she took another deep sip of wine, “Got get that shower head, I need another drink.”

She stood and marched into the kitchen, her walk sure and steady. I suddenly had a suspicion that the woman could hold her alcohol far better than she was letting on. I went down to the basement and got a new showerhead out of a box that had been sitting on a shelf so long it had a thick layer of dust on it. I grabbed some white gasket tape out of the toolbox and went back upstairs.

Elizabeth was sitting against the sink in the bathroom when I got back in. Her arm propped up as she sipped her wine. She watched me work, making me uncomfortable under her frank stare.

“I’m sorry for your loss,” she said finally, blurting the words out into the deafening silence. “I had my problems with him, but that’s no reason to take it out on you.”

“Thanks,” I said, “to be honest I didn’t know the man that well. He stuck me in a boarding school and then mostly forgot about me.”

“He never forgot about you,” Elizabeth said, with grudging respect, “One thing I’ll say for Archibald Whitaker, he never forgot a thing, and never stopped scheming with that knowledge.”

“You really hate him?” I asked, confused by her shifting emotions. I was just wrapping the last of the tape on the threads, having cleaned them off, and then started twisting the new shower head in place.

“Hate him?” she mused, swirling her glass, “No, I don’t hate him. I’m angry at him still, and probably always will be, but in truth, things were as much my fault as his.”

“What happened between you two, if I may ask?” I was just tightening the shower head down with the wrench when I realized that might not have been the best thing to ask.

She stared at the wall for long moments as I cranked it the last quarter turn, careful not to go too tight. I reached down and turned the water on, startling her, and then popped the lever, and the spigot cut off, and the showerhead gave an ominous rattling sound before a steady stream of water sprayed out against the wall.

“You did it.” Elizabeth said with a surprised smile, “Good work, Connor.”

“Thanks,” I said, with a smile of pride as I watched the steady stream. The sound disappeared after a second and didn’t return, so I turned the water off.

“Come on, let’s get you a glass of wine. Then I’ll tell you my sad story. Or maybe, it’s our sad story.” She sounded like a person about to walk to the headsman’s block as she went and got me a glass of wine. “Have a seat,” she said, pointing to the couch, “I’ll be right back.”






Chapter Fifteen

The leather of the couch was exquisite, making no sound at all as I sat down. I ran my fingers over it, and it felt like a baby’s skin, it was so smooth and soft. I was staring at a striking black and white painting on the wall when she returned with a large glass for me.

She sat down beside me on the couch, not touching, but close enough that I could feel the heat emanating from her. I took a small sip, and then a larger one, once I realized how good it was. I’m not usually a fan of wine, but this had a fruity spice to it that was delicious.

“Where to begin?” Elizabeth said, throwing her elbow over the backrest of the couch and looking out the window as she spoke, “I guess it all starts with my father. You see, my dad could make your own look like a reasonable man most of the time. The rest of our family are Mormons, but father had been in Manhattan so long he’d long ago gone wayward. I had just graduated from law school and was about to take a job at a major firm. Then your dad discovered what my father had been doing for the church for decades.”

“What?” I asked, from her low whispery voice and tense manner, I expected her to be involved with the Mormon mob of something.

“He was running a hedge fund and using a secret stash of Mormon tithe money. Seven hundred billion dollars invested all around the world and returning outrageous profits. Your dad used the knowledge as leverage in some deal and my father… my father sold me to your dad.”

“He what?!” I asked in shock, almost spitting up my wine.

“It’s an ancient tradition in some Mormon households, and in our county in Utah, it was still legal for him to do it. He had discovered my… proclivities and thought to shame me with them. Your dad accepted the arrangement, and one week after our wedding, he had a secret clause in our prenuptial agreement triggered, and my father lost control of a key company in his portfolio.”

“That was what my dad wanted all along,” I said with a sour grimace, already seeing the old man’s mind at work, “wasn’t it?”

“You see right to the heart of it,” she said in a whisper, “faster than my father or I did.”

“Then what happened?” I asked, almost afraid to know what I already suspected.

“Then I never heard from your dad again.” She barked a laugh and took a deep drink from her glass, finishing it. She sighed out and blinked tiredly, “The marriage was never consummated you see… and there could be no doubt with… well, with me being a virgin still. The divorce papers were served to my father’s offices, and I never saw the man again.”

“I didn’t know any of this,” I said, trying to remember the short period the woman had been in my life, “I’m so sorry.”

“I didn’t find all this out until years later when my father passed away. He told me on his death bed.” She looked down into her empty wine glass and set it on a coaster on the coffee table, “I thought he hated me for what my father discovered. I was so ashamed.”

“What did he discover?” I asked, my voice matching hers in a whisper.

“You saw it, didn’t you?” She asked, her face blushing furiously and unable to meet my eyes, “In the closet?”

“BDSM?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said as though admitting she was a murderer.

“That’s no big deal,” I said with a laugh, “Honestly, I’m sure there are thousands of men in this city who would love to tie you up; Jesus Elizabeth, you're gorgeous!”

I was grinning at her and realized my head was a bit swimmy feeling. I had drunk the wine far faster than usual, and it had been a considerable glass. Blinking my eyes, she came back into focus, and my grin returned.

“It’s not that easy,” she said scrunching down in the couch, a big yawn escaping her mouth, jaw creaking, “And thanks, that’s sweet of you, but I’m not all that, I can’t seem to flirt with a man to save my life. No, the problem is I can never relax with anyone, definitely not enough to let them really know what my true desires are.”

She yawned again and rested her head on the back of the couch. Her yawn affected me, and I felt my jaws creak and realized I should probably get to bed.

“Ok, I admitted my stuff, now what about you? Why did your dad force you to be here for a year?”

“He said there are things I need to learn,” I admitted, “But I have no idea what he meant. I mean, I learned something from Gia that first night, heh. And I’ve learned to stretch, but seriously, what the fuck is the point. I don’t know…”

I rested my head on the back of the couch, slouching down, the world spinning as the wine hit me, and I felt my tongue loosen, the words tumbling free.

“If I'm honest, this had been just about the best week of my life. I know it sounds dumb, some rich kid slumming it discovers that blah blah blah. Honestly though, I have my own room and a lock on the door, and I never had that at home or school. And Brooke… well, my head’s been spinning like a top ever since she… anyway, it’s been pretty crazy.”

I cut off when I felt something hit my shoulder, and I turned to see Elizabeth had passed out at some point when I was speaking and fallen over on the couch. Her mouth hung open slightly, and she was making this horrible Darth Vader like sound. I grinned and felt my eyelids get heavy. I should have gotten up, but it felt so comfortable on the couch that I decided just to rest my eyelids for a moment.

I woke with a start and groaned in pain at the ache in my neck. I’d slept with it hanging back on the couch and had a cramp in it now. I went to sit up, then felt the weight resting on my side. I looked down to see Elizabeth was snuggled up close, drool dribbling down my shirt.

I reached up and shook her gently, rousing her from her slumber. She woke slowly and blinked bleary eyes and looked around.

“I fell asleep?” She asked, smacking her lips.

“We both did,” I moved to sit up, but she was still pressed close.

“That’s the first time I’ve ever slept with a man,” she looked up at me, and I could see the anxiety and nervousness creeping into her mind.

I don’t know what came over me. Perhaps it was the wine still in my system, or the warm comfort of her against me. Tilting my head down, I pressed my lips to hers. She froze for one second, shocked at my kiss, then she melted into me, moaning against my mouth. Her body felt incredible as I reached up and slid my hand up her side, and she turned into my hand, offering up her breasts for me to grab and massage.

We rolled on the couch, and passion flooded into me. The woman grew more and more awkward beneath me, her kisses more and more stilted. In frustration, I trapped her wrist above her head, and then she came alive, writhing against me, and moaning into my mouth. I trapped the other hand beside it, both now locked in one hand above her head, giving the other access to run up and down her incredible body.

“AHHH YEEEEEE EIIIIIIII!!!!”

The woman screamed against my mouth, shocking me with the force of the orgasm that tore through her body. She was still fully clothed, and I had only touched her over the clothes, with just a bit of massaging. To see the powerful orgasm that hit her, just from having her arms trapped, was a revelation.

She was breathing heavily, and her face was bright red with both embarrassment and excitement. Slowly her eyes opened, and she looked up at me, her face tense, ready for my judgment. The giant grin she found on my face caused her to grin slightly and blush deeper. She squirmed beneath my grip, her hip grinding on my hard cock, her breathing slowly deepening as she wet her lip.

As I relaxed my grip on her wrists, I saw her face grow tense, and I could almost feel her uncertainty, fear, and anxiety creep in. Every second, she got deeper and deeper into her mind about things. It was like watching a mirror of myself when I dealt with the rare girl my age.

“That was…” she panted, “I’ve never… never cum with someone else before… I’m just so comfortable with you… how?”

“You only really relaxed when I held you down,” I said, “but all the other times… like right now… the anxiety rules.”

“That’s right,” she said, gazing deep into my eyes, her deep dark blue seeming to hold countless hidden depths as I stared back. “How did you know?”

“I feel the same most of the time,” I said, with a deep sigh, “So I can recognize it.” I sat up on one elbow and looked down at her, deciding to toss the dice and tell her the truth.

“I want to tie you up,” I said, “I want to tie you up, strip you naked, and play with this incredibly sexy body all night.”

“Are… are you serious?” Her eyes went wide, and she froze in my arms. Her eyes searched my face, and finally, she relaxed, slowly, and said in a soft, seductive voice, “Are you serious?”






Chapter Sixteen

Tears began to form in her eyes, and I sat up sharply, reaching down to grip her upper arm and stood, pulling her up with me. Her tears dried up in an instant at my commanding actions, and she stood trembling. Her big nipples grew hard as I stared at her, pressing against the delicate black cloth of her conservative top.

Her stare turned challenging for one long second, her breathing slowing, deepening as I refused to back down, or show weakness. In truth, it was so hard for me to stand up to her right there, but I knew she was bluffing, and with her drool covered face and blouse, it was easier than if she’d been in full lawyerly regalia. Her look softened, and then a small smile tugged at the corners of her mouth, and she nodded slightly.

Not believing my luck and unwillingness to give her the chance to change her mind, I marched her into the austere bedroom and threw open the closet door. My eyes were going wide at the sight before me. Dozens of straps, paddles, handcuffs, and silk ties filled one wall of the closet. On the door was a leather mask with a giant hole cut out where the mouth was, and an outfit of black leather that consisted of about nine small strips of leather and steel rings connecting them.

I glanced at Elizabeth and found her face twisted in embarrassment and shame. One of my biggest fantasies and favorite porn was BDSM stuff, but I’d never really thought I’d ever actually get a chance to do it. I decided I needed a chance to think. Releasing her arm, I pushed her into the closet.

“You’re going to strip,” I said, “and put that on.”

I pointed to the leather straps. Her eyes went wide, and she glanced around for a second as if looking for help. I could see her once again, letting her neuroses step in the way of her real desires. Stepping up to her, I reached around her waist and drew her into a deep kiss, loving how she melted against me. She felt amazing, she was in great shape, but still had a big soft butt, massive soft breasts, and the tight body of an athlete.

The clothes pressed in around us, dark and close. I pulled my lips off hers and kissed her ears, as one hand pulled her tight skirt up over her hips. She trembled but didn’t offer any protest as I slid my fingers down the lacy garment of her panties, to find them soaking wet and drenched where they covered her lightly furred pussy. She gripped my arm, her knees weak, as I grazed a finger up and down her slit lightly.

The power I had over her was intoxicating. At the same time, it was frightening how quickly I was coming to love it. I could feel this beautiful older woman, so confident and sure of herself in the courtroom and boardroom, but so inexperienced and nervous in the fulfillment of her fetish.

“Before you strip,” I whispered in her ear, “I want you to get down on your knees right here and make me cum all over those pretty, expensive clothes of yours.”

“O… ok,” Elizabeth said, her voice trembling as she sank to her knees, the clothes crowding in around us close. Her hands slid down my chest and stomach, and thighs, before coming up to slide softly over my rock-hard cock where it pressed against the material.

“Isn’t this wrong?” She asked, staring with wide eyes at the tented pants before her, “I was almost your mother.”

“You were my mom… my stepmom, that is,” I said with a crooked grin. Then I reached down and slapped the side of her face softly. There was no pain, I didn’t want to really hit her, and I wasn’t sure that’s what she wanted. It had the intended effect; it shocked her. She looked up at me, eyes flaring with wild passion as she licked her lips hard.

“Did I tell you to talk?” I asked, my voice even surprised me as it took on a hard, gravely tone.

She bit her lip and shook her head, one hand cupping my hard cock softly before sliding up to the belt, pulling the leather-free. I lifted my hand, and she watched the motion, never stopping as she undid my belt, but I saw the flush of genuine pleasure sweep over her face as I once again slapped the side of her face softly.

“You will respond with yes, sir or no, sir.”

“Yes, sir.” She responded instantly, and the air was filled with the musky aroma of her sex as she was flooded with juices.

The pleasure was evident on her face as she knelt, reaching up to undo her ponytail and shake her hair loose, then slid my pants down my hips. She sighed in pleasure as my cock flopped out into view. Her hands reaching up to cup the shaft and draw the head down to her lips. She sucked me into her mouth with evident enthusiasm and surprising inexperience.

She was driving her head back and forth, shoving my dick to the back of her throat to gag and then out, with little suction or lavish paid to my cock. Worse, she was occasionally scraping the sensitive flesh with her teeth. I almost reprimanded her hard, but then I saw the genuine enthusiasm and desire to please, in her.

Once I realized how inexperienced and desperate Elizabeth was, I got a surge of confidence. Reaching down, I took ahold of her head, and she moaned in pleasure, her eyes meeting mine as I felt her give herself over to my control. I coached her with soft words. How to suck hard on the tip, where to lick and tease, as well as all the sensitive spots.

Using my own hand as a guide, I showed her how to wrap her fingers around the shaft just before her lips, sucking in time as I moaned out in pleasure. She got into that and was soon gently massaging my balls as the saliva pooled out her mouth and down onto her elegant blouse.

Shame was gone from us, perhaps it was the power dynamic, but from the moment I took control of her head, Elizabeth hadn’t shown a second of hesitation. In fact, the floor beneath her legs was a mess with her juices as they rained down and coated her thighs.

When I felt my orgasm approaching, I ordered her hands behind her back and her to thrust her tits out. I stood above and jerked my cock off. The sight of this poised, dignified and beautiful older woman, kneeling, wet mouth open and desperate for my cum, was one I planned to remember for the rest of my life.

I coated her blouse and skirt in ropes of white cum, just as I’d promised her. I could see her muscles straining as her thighs trembled. She was aching to touch herself, but she kept her hands clasped behind her back.

Knees trembling, I staggered back a step, staring at the gorgeous sight of her covered in the pearlescent goo. The smile that stole over her face, as her breathing came under control was one of pure contentment. She blinked up at me and glanced at the door, her smile growing wicked now.

“Should I change, sir?” She asked, still holding her hands behind her back, dirty blonde hair in sexy disarray, breasts thrust out, skirt bunched up around her waist and panties a mess.

I stared at the woman and once again, thanked whatever gods had seen fit to bless me with the women of this house. She looked like a sex goddess.

“Get changed,” I said, stepping back and removing the rest of my clothes.

She stood and began to remove her clothes slowly.

“Is it strange that you’re about to see your stepmom nude… sir?” She asked, her eyes boring into mine.

“That’s the second time you’ve brought that up,” I pointed out, giving the woman pause. She swallowed before continuing to undo her top, “Do you like the idea of being my mommy-slave?”






Chapter Seventeen

I felt a flush of embarrassment at the question, it had just slipped out, but she drew her top open, showing her lacy black bra and pausing for a second, giving the question thought. Then a shiver ran through her, and she nodded.

“Yes… sir.” She licked her lips, and once more, I saw the fear of rejection wash through her, but I could only grin harder, stroking my cock slowly.

Her fear disappeared when she saw my cock throb with hardness. This was all going to even kinkier places, but I was resolved to stay openminded and go with it.

My cock was growing harder as her body was revealed to me one perfect part at a time. She was a pale tan all over, except her bikini line—even her breasts, evidence that she went to tanning beds but wore bottoms. The slight tan to her breasts only made the pale pink of her areolas stand out all the more, capped in big hard nipples that made my mouth water to see. She was a big D-cup, with just a bit of sag, but they looked even more prominent on her slender frame.

She drew on the strapped garment with practiced ease, and by some magic I didn’t see, locked it in place. In a moment, she presented herself before me. Hands clasped before herself nervously.

I didn’t hesitate.

Stepping up, I slid my hands around her waist, drawing her close, staring at her face, a little smile of delight, tugging my lips. She was surprised by the move and rested her hands on my chest, looking up at me with a bemused smile.

“Do you have a safe word or something nonverbal?” I asked gently.

“Oh… umm… rosebud? Or a snap of the fingers…” She said, trembling slightly.

“Thank you,” I said, and she could see from my eyes that I meant a whole lot more. A single tear trembled in her eyes as she smiled back then she gasped hard as I slapped her ass cheek, leaving a red handprint.

“Ohhhhhhh,” she moaned out as she breathed out the gasp of surprise.

“Get on the bed, mommy-slave!” I growled in her ear, letting my fingers twist in her hair for one second before I released her.

She leaped onto the bed, unable to suppress the giggle of pleasure as it escaped her throat. I turned to glace at her, and she froze, laying still and pressing her lips together, suppressing a grin of pleasure. I fought to keep mine off my face, too, as I turned to grab several things out of her closet.

I looked at her lying there and took in the shape of her heavy steel frame. Really thinking through the problem, I opted to get the soft wrist cuffs and leather straps. She gave a token struggle as I cuffed her ankles and wrists, an eager and nervous smile on her lips the whole time. Finally, I had her tied down, wrists above her head and legs tied so that her ankles were strapped back to her thighs.

She lay there, knees up in the air, feet planted flat on the mattress and arms stretching up above her head as I knelt beside her. She struggled, really pulling on the straps, but they held her fast. She was able to roll over, but not bring her hands down below her chin.

She was panting when I finally rolled her over and slapped her ass hard, with regular spanks that left red prints on the skin. Her ass was up in the air, her face down on the mattress when I whipped the ball gag around and surprised her by strapping it in place. Her eyes went wide as I pressed two fingers into her soft meaty pussy. The blond hair glistened with wetness, and the sound of her squelching pussy filled the room. I made it extra obscene as I fingered and teased her pussy.

Elizabeth struggled mightily against her bonds, her moans of pleasure growing in time with her inability to get free. I buried my face in her pussy, feasting on her engorged clit. She screamed in pleasure into her ball gag, and I felt her beginning to cum, the quivering sensation beginning deep in her belly. I worked her with steady pressure, loving the taste of her as she shuddered beneath my ministrations.

When her orgasms hit, the screams cut off, and she froze, body locked up in orgasmic bliss. She toppled to the side, and I eased her down. Cradling her to me as the shudders began and the guttural moans into the ball gag, saliva pooling out around it.

“That was your freebie,” I said, once she had calmed down enough to gaze up at me, “You’re gonna beg me for the next one.”

I saw my excited grin reflected in her eyes as cruelty, and she moaned loudly into her ball gag and rolled onto her back, spreading her tied up legs wide, wet pussy spreading. I knelt and gazed down at her sexy body and stroked my cock. Straddling her chest, I pulled her tits around its length.

Her eyes flared with pleasure, and her lips worked around the gag. Once more, she struggled to pull her hands down, moaning in frustrations when she couldn’t and wiggling in pleasure. I pulled her big soft tits around my cock and slowly slid my cock in and out. It was too dry, though, and didn’t feel that great.

Reaching up, I popped off the ball gag, surprising Elizabeth.

“Wha-!” She was about to speak, and I slid my cock into her saliva smeared mouth.

“Need lube,” I said, “get it wet.”

She sucked my cock into her mouth, deep, coating it with her saliva, running her tongue all over down to my balls. I nearly came right there, but I concentrated on reaching back and teasing her pussy with my fingers. Her clit was so engorged it felt like a hard-little button.

When my dick was slick, I pulled it out of her mouth.

“Thank you, s-!” She cut off, eyes wide as the ball gag slipped back into place.

“God, you have amazing tits,” I said as I wrapped the big soft tan boobs around my cock.

It took a little finagling to get into a comfortable position and rhythm, and at one point, my little slave decided to wiggle and be difficult, earning herself a good hard spanking that nearly sent her over the edge. I was careful never to let her cum, edging her to the point and then back down, letting her grow more and more frustrated.

I was a kid with a new toy as I fucked her breasts, marveling at the odd soft sensation. Finally, I could take no more, and I crawled down between her legs and eased my cock into her soft, wet, open pussy.

“Oh, mommy…” I moaned, loving the flare of passion in her eyes when I said the wicked word, “your pussy feels so good… so wet and hot… mhmm.”

Holding myself up with my hand, I fucked her with slow, steady strokes. Then I rolled her to the side and pressed her legs together. I knelt behind her and slid into her tight pussy, and she moaned out in a loud cry of pleasure into the gag, pulling down on the restraints. The angle was grinding my dick on her g-spot, I realized.

Pulling out slowly, she moaned loudly. I paused halfway out of her, and she panted, straining to shift her hips, but I held her in place. She hovered on the edge of orgasm, agonizingly close but not over the edge as I dragged my cock out of her tightness ever so slowly.

My dick was throbbing, nearly about to burst itself, and I paused, letting myself cool down. I ran my thumb up Elizabeth’s puffy blond pussy lips, and it was coated in her wetness. Sliding the thick head of my dick back into her ever so slowly, she struggled once again on the bonds, whimpering. I slid my wet thumb over her tight brown hole, and she jerked back sharply.

She flashed me a glare, and I paused my movements but kept my thumb there, my dick still easing into her. My thumb rubbed harder, massaging her firmly, and her eyes flashed with anger, and she pulled hard at the restraints. She twisted her hips to try and get away, but she was skewered with my cock.

I looked at her hands, to see if she might give her nonverbal safe word, but she gripped the straps with both hands, pulling hard and twisting her soft pussy around my cock. I grinned down at her and kneeling there reached up with one hand to take her throat.

It was a bit awkward in that position, and she helped me out, whipping her hair aside and offering me her neck. For one moment there, we broke out of our little kinky play and flashed each other smiles of wild excitement just barely contained. Then I took her neck in a firm grip and held her in place as I pressed down on her ass.






Chapter Eighteen

Elizabeth moaned out as I slowly invaded her ass with my thick thumb. She rocked her hips into my hand as my dick slid in and out of her soft pussy slowly. I had to pause my fucking here and there as she hovered right on the brink of cumming, and she would howl in frustration and struggle on the bonds, then I would begin again.

I finally rolled her over, licking my lips as I slapped her wide ass one final time. She knew what was coming as I pulled my slick cock out of her pussy. She whimpered and arched her hips slightly, hands taking up a firm grip on the sheets. The breaths that hissed out of her nose were slow and deep, and her eyelids were heavy with desire.

Watching in fascination, I pressed the tip of my cock to her tiny little hole and watched it disappear into her depths. I pushed slowly but insistently, and ever so slowly, she relaxed enough to let the head invade her. I froze there when she yelled into the gag a sharp cry, but I felt her pressing her ample hips back against me, the cry turning into a grunt as with little humps of her ass against me and me driving forward into her, I worked my dick all the way into her bowels.

We both rested there as my balls came to settle on her wet pussy lips.

“This…” I breathed out, barely able to find the words, “is heaven… holy fuck…” I worked my dick in and out of her gently, lost in a haze of pleasure as the tight ring of her ass slid up and down my cock.

Elizabeth was trembling beneath me, and I knew there was no way I was going to be able to stop. It just felt too fantastic. Reaching up, I pulled off her gag, and her panting moans filled the air.

“Thank you… sir… thank you… sir… anal virginity… you… took it… Please, sir.. please can I cum, oh please can I cum, sir!”

“Mommy wants to cum?” I hissed in her ear, the strain of holding back my own orgasm nearly unbearable at this point.

“Please, baby… please cum in mommy… oh god… tell me I can cum… oh god, tell me….”

“Cum for me, mommy,” I moaned as I unloaded deep into this woman’s perfect ass, “Fuck, I’m cumming in your ass!”

She didn’t even hear my words though, and I’m dead sure that people three blocks away listened to her scream of release as she finally let the pleasure rush through her body. The scream cut off as she pressed her face into the mattress, stifling it. Then it faded as her eyes rolled back into her skull, her body at one moment locked up as the most massive orgasm of her life ripped through her body, the next relaxing into unconsciousness.”

Panting and with shaky limbs, I released the straps holding her legs and the cuffs on her wrists and lay her down. She was coming around by the time I lay down beside her, pulling her close. Raising a hand to her my face, she smiled with a beatific grin.

“That was… more than I hoped for… more than I dreamed… thank you.”

“Thank you,” I said, grinning and kissing her, both of us sticky with sweat and perfectly comfortable lying there in one another’s arms, “because that was amazing.”

“The nights over?” She asked, glancing up with a little smile playing at her lips.

“Oh, hell, no!” I grinned, rolling over and pulled her to her feet, “We still have a shower to test out.”

We piled into the shower and soon were soaping each other off beneath the hot water. We giggled and kissed, and if I hadn’t known better, I would have thought Elizabeth a schoolgirl for how she acted.

After we were cleaned, I locked her wrists behind her back with the rag and ordered her on her knees to make me cum with no hands, only her mouth. She loved the challenge and that I was once more in control of her body and playing with her.

I stood above her and stroked off my cock, as she tilted her head back, mouth open, trembling as she waited for me to paint her face. There is no more empowering feeling than cumming all over a gorgeous woman’s face, and I felt flush with joy as thin streams of cum coated her from chin to cheek.

In the wake of my orgasm, I felt such tremendous gratitude and affection for this woman. I cleaned her off gently and then took her out of the shower, still tied up, and dried her off. Halting on our way out of the bathroom, I bent her over the sink, letting her watch herself and me in the mirror as I slid my cock along her soft pussy lips.

“Beg me, slave.” That was all I had to say, staring into her reflected desperate gaze.

“Please fuck your mommy’s pussy, sir… use me… use mommy’s body…. Yesssss!”

I drove forward into her, fucking her hard and fast. The wet sounds of our sex were slapping together, and the cries of our pleasure filled the night. After long minutes I finally unloaded my cum, pumping it deep into her womb. She collapsed onto the sink, and I released her wrists, easing her arms free.

Then I picked her up, cradling her like a baby, as I carried her to the bed and lay her down. She made a sad mewling sound and reached out for me, and I let her pull me into the bed with her. We cuddled under the covers, holding one another close, the memories of our wild night still fresh in our minds as sleep finally stole us under.






Chapter Nineteen

I woke in the morning to find Elizabeth had made the bed around my sleeping body. At first, I thought I was trapped, until the fog of sleep faded, and I realized the sheet was just tucked into the bottom of the mattress all around me. Dragging myself free, I found an elegantly penned note waiting for me on the bedside table.

Connor, thank you for a beautiful evening. I woke feeling refreshed and had a million ideas for my current cases and am heading into the office to look a few things up in my reference books. You’re free to use the bathroom or eat anything you like in the fridge. There are leftovers if you would like. I hope we can see each other in similar circumstances soon, and I hope that you understand I value our friendship. – Elizabeth

I pocketed the note and did my best to remake the bed as she had. I’m not sure I got the sheets quite as tight as she had, but I did my best. After one final look at the bathroom to make sure things were still working properly, I closed and locked her apartment with my big rings of keys.

“Morning, tiger,” Sola said, startling me.

I spun and found her just stepping out from the stairs, several bags of produce from the farmers market in her hands. She looked from me to Elizabeth’s door, and her smile grew more and more crooked until she finally wore an exaggerated grin and gave me a big wink.

“Have a good night?” She asked as she slipped the key in her door, “I wondered who that was finally making use of Lizzy’s collection of toys.”

“Yea,” I said, feeling my face flush red with embarrassment for one second before I pushed the emotion aside, “She had some work she needed doing. I just offered my… services.”

“I’m sure you did,” she said with a grin, “I’ll see you Monday morning. Keeping working on that Malasada pose, make sure you really feel the burn before you release it. If you can, hold it nice and deep for thirty seconds, I’ll show you the Plow Pose and Downward Dog. Those are great for… many things.”

She flashed me a flirty wink as she stepped into her place, a waft of stale pot smoke hitting my nostrils, and I found myself arching my neck to try and get a final peek at her perfect toned little ass as she slipped deep into her apartment. Then the door closed, cutting off my view.

The woman drove me crazy with her flirtatious ways, but she was also becoming one of the best friends I’d ever had. I always looked forwards to our peaceful mornings spent together quietly stretching.

After showering and shaving, I dug my clothes out and carried them down the block to the laundromat. It was a foreign experience for me, pushing quarters into the giant industrial washing machine and having to wait around for hours as they washed, then dried. I brought a textbook with me and spent part of the time reading and the rest of it on my phone.

That afternoon I didn’t have anything to do, so I found myself up on the roof exploring the space. There were large piles of debris and what looked like broken down furniture someone had hauled up here at some point instead of taking down to the dumpster. Walking around the edge, I found the dumpster far below, and there were no windows on either wall above it.

Hunting around the rest of the roof's edge, I found an oddity. Someone had dropped a wooden board across from the building behind it, making a bridge of sorts. Although it looked far too wobbly for anyone other than a child to cross. I worried about some kid climbing across, pretending to be spider-man or something, and falling to their death. I hauled the makeshift bridge back and dropped it down into the alley next to the dumpster.

I did the same with all the furniture and debris I found up there as well. Creating a large pile in the alley below and an awful racket as each piece crashed to the ground. That’s the beauty of the city, I was finding, as long as no one was screaming murder or rape, people didn’t seem to care.

What I found hidden on the roof amazed me. Buried beneath the debris was a wooden deck and a large fire pit. There were slots in the deck for an awning, but if one had ever been installed, I couldn’t see evidence of it. The hours wore on as I swept the roof down and scooped up pail after pail of dust and dried pigeon poo.

I found a water spigot, and after scrubbing rust and grit free of the threads, I bolted a new handle on it and was able to wash the roof down. The sun was beginning to sink to the horizon, so I finished up on the roof and climbed down the narrow stairs to the fifth floor. I noticed something odd about the large locked door to the single apartment. There were light scratches around the lock, and upon closer inspection, it looked as though someone had picked it recently with small little gouges in the steel around the key slot.

Wishing I had a key to the apartment once again, I headed downstairs to get ready for dinner at Gia’s. When I got to the lobby, I found a large pile of trunks and luggage and a slender black dark-skinned beauty dragging one of the massive trunks into the elevator.

“Hey, can you give me a hand?” She asked, flashing a broad white-toothed grin at me.

I dropped the broom and dustpan and stepped over, helping her push the heavy trunk into the small elevator. It felt like the damn thing was filled with lead pellets.

“Thanks!” She said wiping sweat from her brow as she stepped around the trunk, “I should be able to get the rest of it. You’re the new superintendent?”

“Yea, I’m Connor, I just started a couple of weeks ago,” I held out my hand, and she shook it with a firm grip.

I noticed her hands were covered in brightly colored stains. She saw my glance and grinned.

“I’m an artist,” she said, holing out both hands and showing the paint stains, “I just got done painting a mural in Prague, and they wanted the most ridiculous colors. I’m Monique, and I live in 3A.”

She flashed another bright white smile and looked me up and down, then threw me a wink as she hit the button on the elevator to take her up.

“I’ll be seeing your around… Connor,” she licked her lips just as the doors slid shut, and I couldn’t help but feel a thrill of desire course through me at the seductive promise held in her dark eyes.

When I emerged from my place dressed for dinner at Gia’s, Monique wasn’t there, but her pile of luggage and trunks were still filling the foyer. I tried to push thoughts of the gorgeous mocha-skinned beauty out of my mind, but something about her wild mane of kinky black hair and sublime curves wouldn’t leave my mind alone.

I knocked, and the door flew open after just a second’s pause.

“Well, hello!” Gia said, her beautiful face lighting up in pleasure as she ushered me inside, “Oh is Monique back already? You’re just going to love her!”

“We met,” I said, feeling a slight blush heat my cheeks at her knowing smile, “just briefly a few minutes ago.”

“That girl is a genius artist, and she spends too much time traveling and working. It will be wonderful to have her back home again,” linking her arm in mine she steered me into her kitchen, her massive breast pressing against my upper arm, “She really does light up the building with her presence, you’ll see. She’s quite beautiful as well.”

“Uhh, yeah,” I said, my face growing hotter by the second, “She’s really pretty.”

She threw me a knowing smile as she pulled out a tray of lasagna from the oven. My mouth began to water immediately as the heavenly scent hit my nostrils. She sat me down and poured me a large glass of wine and dished out a healthy portion of pasta, meat, sauce, and cheese casserole.

It tasted even better than it smelled, and I was so lost in the tremendous homecooked meal that I missed her question.

“I’m sorry, what?” I asked her.

“How are you’re classes so far?” She asked, eating her own small plate of lasagna and enjoying an even larger glass of wine than she poured for me.

I told her all about the classes I’d chosen and my professors, leaving out the anxiety I still felt having to navigate the crowds and large lectures and classes. She told me about her new students and the lectures she had planned; they all sounded fascinating.

I finished my plate and was getting up for a second portion when Gia froze me with her next question.

“What did you think of Elizabeth?” She asked, her voice an excited whisper as we stepped into the kitchen, eyes bright upon my face.

“She was… very… umm… clean,” I finished lamely.

Gia smiled warmly and stood coming around the table, patting my cheek and looked up at me, her massive breasts brushing my chest. When I glanced down, I couldn’t help but stare down the low cut of her top, seeing the deep shadow between soft flesh.

“Connor,” she said, “don’t forget who lives above me… besides, I’ve seen the woman’s closet, so I know she has those… fetishes”

“I really shouldn’t,” I said and then froze as I felt her hand slide down the front of my pants, the warm palm cupping my semi-hard dick.

“You’re going to tell me everything you did with my best friend,” she said, her voice a breathy whisper as she leaned in close to me, “while I suck this beautiful cock, like the happy slut I am.”

Her kiss on my neck sent shock waves of pleasure racing through my body and caused me to gasp. I felt the fridge press against my back as her nimble little fingers pulled down my fly and fished my hardening cock free of my pants.

“I heard every incredible second of it,” she whispered in my ear, hot breath tickling me, “I’ve never made myself cum half so hard… Paint the picture for me… God damn baby, I wished I could have seen it… tell me, Connor.”

My hand held onto her soft hip as she kissed my neck, once more sending a shiver down my spine, and then she sank to her knees. She pressed my hand to her lips, kissing my fingers. Then pressed me back into my seat. Her eyes danced with sexual promises, and I felt myself harden even more within my pants.






Chapter Twenty

Standing before me, she undid the buttons on her blouse with quick sure fingers, almost like she’d practiced it. The thick pink garment fell to the floor, and her massive pale breasts were revealed in all their glory. They swayed deliciously as she sank to her knees right there beside the table.

She grinned up at me as she wrapped her massive breasts around my turgid cock. Then sat looking up at me expectantly, her big eyes knowing I would speak eventually.

“I went there to fix the shower,” I began shuddering in pleasure as I felt her hot breath on the sensitive head of my cock.

Her eyes flared wide in desire as I began to tell my tale. As I spoke, Gia slowly sucked my cock and stroked it with her big breasts. The sight was hot, but the hottest part was how much the older woman seemed to get off on me dominating her friend.

When I got to the part where Elizabeth had told me to call her ‘mommy’, Gia got excited and pulled up off my cock.

“I knew she got off on the fact that she used to be your stepmom,” the woman said, one hand slowly stroking my cock as the other slipped beneath her skirt to play with her wetness, “But I never dreamed she would be that kinky… mhmm, your cock is throbbing even harder… you loved it, didn’t you?”

“I did,” I admitted, feeling instant relief when instead of frowning in judgment, Gia grinned all the wider and nodded for me to go on, “It was wrong and kinky. Something about saying those taboo words were just so hot, though… especially how much it turned on Elizabeth every time I said it.”

“Mhmm, I bet…” she grinned and planted a soft kiss on the head of my cock, “go on… I want to hear everything!”

So, I continued with my tale, struggling to stave off my orgasm as I felt it approach. I neared the end, and once again, Gia was shocked and lifted off my cock.

“You had sex with her… in the butt?” I could see curiosity, shock, and fear warring on her features.

“Oh yes,” I said, drawing her mouth back onto my dick, feeling my orgasm approach as she sucked me down her, staring up into my eyes, “and she fucking loved it… I’m going to cum.”

Gia grinned around my dick, sucking harder on the tip and stroking the shaft as the cum rushed out of my balls and filled her mouth. I sat for long moments, catching my breath and calming down from the intense orgasm while Gia sat back, breathing heavily. Wet sounds still emanating from between her thighs.

“Did you like it?” She asked after a few seconds of silence.

“Are you kidding?” I asked with a short laugh, “That felt incredible Gia, god damn I loved that.”

“No,” she said with a shy smile, “I didn’t mean the blowjob, but thank you. I meant when you… you know, to Elizabeth’s behind.”

“When I ass-fucked her?” I asked, loving the red blush that suffused the woman’s features as she nodded, “I loved it. It’s not something I would often do, but I loved how much she seemed to be enjoying it, why?”

“I want to try it,” Gia said, her faint blush deepening, “You have to go slow, though… I’m super tight back there, and I don’t want it to hurt, and you’re so big… but I’ve always wanted to try.”

“You’re serious?” I asked, finding it strange that we were having the conversation with my cock out and flopping across my lap, and her sitting on the ground, topless and still playing with her pussy.

She looked at me and nodded, biting her bottom lip. I grinned and stood, pulling her up with me. Feeling my cock pulse back to life as her massive breasts shook and swayed. We were both like giddy kids as we stumbled back to her bedroom.

Gia was very nervous, but eager, as I pulled her into the shower. The water was hot and steamy in moments, and we made out beneath the spray, hands exploring each other’s body. I slipped my hand around to cup her ass, and Gia shivered in anticipation. Though I took my time, she was incredibly tight. As I slipped a finger inside her, beginning to stretch her out, it felt like the digit had a rubber band cinched around it.

The woman had an orgasm when I slipped my second finger into her, her hand had been stroking my cock slowly, and I flinched when she gripped it tight as her orgasm rolled through her.

“So… different… so hot… god, Connor, I want you in me… please, baby.”

I turned her against the shower wall, running my hand up her sides to cup her massive tits. Gia arched her ass back into me, and my cock slipped between the firm curves of her ass cheeks.

Then she froze as the thick head of my dick pressed to the firm little ring of flesh. I stayed there for long moments, letting the waters heat, and my hands relax her. It was hard not to shove my cock forward into her, but I knew that would only hurt her.

“Relax,” I breathed in her ear, “there is no rush… take your time.”

Gia bit her bottom lip and nodded, but then she pressed her ass back against me, and I felt her whole body soften, my cock head slipping inside her.

“Oh, god!” She cried out and reached back to press back on my hips with one hand.

I slipped my fingers in hers and slid my dick forward into her slowly, ever so slowly.

“Ohhhhhhh gooooooooooooooooddddddd…… It’s in me… you beautiful boy… tell me how it feels… god, I’m so full!”

“It’s so tight,” I said, the sensation so intense I found it hard to speak, “fuck… you feel incredible, Gia… my dick sliding into your ass looks so hot.”

“Fuck me, baby,” she begged, wiggling her hips, “I want to feel it sliding in and out… oh god, just like that… slow… mmhmm.”

I took her ass slowly, holding onto her hips and driving forward into her with long slow thrusts. In only a few minutes, I felt her orgasm on my cock, both of us unable to speak as pleasure stole through us. I backed my dick out until just the head sat in her ass as Gia screamed out in pleasure, her ass nearly ripping my dick off it tightened down on me so much.

Then I was lost to my own pleasure as she softened to putty beneath me. The MILF’s ass was soft and pliable now, but still tight as a virgin hole as I began to take her with more force. Finally, flooding her depth with my cum as she cried out in her second orgasm.

We took our time showering off, kissing and touching one another the whole time. By the time we got out of the shower, we were both raring to go again. Tumbling into her bed, I spread the woman’s firm thighs and drove into her with powerful thrusts, loving the feel of her wetness and soft body beneath me.

We made love for over an hour, and it wasn’t until later as I fell asleep with her cuddled up beside me, that I realized I hadn’t been anxious the entire evening.

I woke from my excellent rest to the incredible sensation of Gia’s hot mouth, sucking me into heaven. I’d been dreaming of the gorgeous Monique going down on me. Then I opened my eyes to see Gia’s pleasure-filled face. It was a surreal experience, but there is no better way to start the day than to have a sexy, busty MILF suck the cum out of your morning wood.

“Morning,” I said, smiling, “god, that was an amazing way to wake up, thank you.”

“Morning, tiger,” she said with a smile as she licked the last of the cum from my softening cock, “It was my pleasure. Want a cup of coffee and some eggs?”

“It just gets better and better,” I grinned.

The busty brunette threw on a silk robe and headed out into her kitchen to prepare breakfast. I took my time getting out of bed, enjoying the Sunday morning sunshine streaming in through the windows, warming my skin.

Pulling on my boxers, I headed out into the kitchen just as she was pouring two cups of coffee. We sat and ate, talking about the neighborhood and building. I told her about what I’d discovered on the roof, and she was super excited. Saying she would have to order some lawn furniture so she could sunbathe up there.

When the meal was over, I helped her clean up. Her swaying breasts kept drawing my gaze, and the woman kept brushing her firm ass cheeks against my slowly stiffening hardon. The tiny kitchen was ensuring that she had plenty of opportunities.

The touch and teasing grew, until I pressed her against the sink, pulling up her skirt and shoving my cock into her soaking pussy from behind.

“Yes!” Gia cried out as my cock plunged into her depths, her breasts swaying above the sink with every thrust, “Take me! Claim my body, baby, use me!”

Reaching up, I took a big handful of her massive breast, loving how she moaned in pleasure as I massaged the soft flesh. Our lips found one another, and I felt my balls tightening as my orgasm swept through me.

“Cumming… cumming… on… big… dick… god!” Gia cried out in pleasure, her pussy shuddering around my cock as I unloaded deep within her womb.

Staggering back, my cock slipped from her, and she turned around slowly, both of us panting and grinning at one another. After that, we cleaned up, and I headed back home; Gia had to get ready to meet up with a few friends. Before I left, she pulled me into a fierce hug, kissing me deeply and made me promise that I would return the next weekend. She said she still had that flickering light in her bedroom that needed fixing. With a final wink, she sent me off, and I collapsed onto my bed, grinning as I remembered my fantastic night with the sexy MILF.






Chapter Twenty-One

After my shower, I planned to spend the rest of the afternoon working on the roof, cleaning the last of the mess that time and neglect had left. As I stepped out of the stairwell, a scraping sound drew my attention to the back wall of the building.

On the roof opposite ours, was a slender blond with a big rucksack on her back. She was bent over a wooden plank, muscling the long heavy wood onto the low wall around the roof. As I watched, she managed to get the plank up onto the low wall and was just swinging one end out over the alley below.

“So, you’re the one who put up that bridge,” I said.

My words startled her, and she jerked upright, the plank slipping from her fingers and falling back to her feet. She stood and spun, staring at me with wide eyes.

I saw she wasn’t as old as I’d first assumed. Her hair and clothing were ragged and covered in grime, but her eyes were bright and clear. They shone with a fierce intelligence and no small amount of anger as she confronted me.

“And you’re the asshole who removed it, I assume,” her voice was sweet, even in her anger, high pitched and girlish, matching her adorable elfin features.

“I didn’t want some kid to find it and fall off,” I said, eying her up and down, “It’s pretty dangerous, what are you doing anyway?”

“I didn’t think about kids finding it,” she said, her anger evaporating as her face fell, “I guess that’s a pretty good reason.”

“What are you doing anyway,” I asked, motioning to the plank at her feet, “And why are you trying to get over here?”

“Look, dude, I was just looking for a warm place to sleep, maybe a bit of running water to clean up,” she gave a deep sigh, “It’s been days since I had a good night's sleep on the streets.”

“You’ve been breaking into the fifth-floor apartment?” I asked, already knowing the answer.

“Hey man,” she said, backing away slightly, “the door was unlocked, not my fault, and I didn’t take nothing, fuck you!”

“Calm down,” I said, raising my hands to placate her, “Did I say you took anything?”

The girl stopped backing away and crossed her arms.

“I can’t have you crawling across the roofs like this, it’s too dangerous,” I hooked a thumb back at the stairs, “and if I catch you breaking in again, I’ll have to call the cops. But if you need a place to sleep, I can probably find a small space down in the basement or something.”

“That would be really cool,” she said, her face holding a faint hope until she narrowed her eyes, “Wait, in the basement? I’m not doing anything kinky for a room, dude. You can get that thought out of your head right now.”

“No,” I said, waving her off, “nothing like that. You would have to work for the space. I wouldn’t just give it to you for free.”

“What kind of work?” She asked.

“Simple stuff,” I said, “like sweeping and mopping the stairway once a week, cleaning out the basement. Nothing too crazy.”

“That doesn’t sound too bad,” she said, nodding, “what about a shower?”

“I guess you can use mine when I’m gone,” I said, “just make sure to clean up after yourself.”

Opening my space to someone else made me uncomfortable, but the girl looked so bedraggled and miserable that I couldn’t stomach not helping her.

“Ok,” she said, “but just remember I got a knife, and I got no problem sticking you if you start to get any funny ideas.”

I met her at the front door, letting her in and trying not to recoil at the stench coming off her. It smelled like she had spent the last few nights in a dumpster. Looking over her clothing once more, I saw she might have done just that.

“I’m Connor,” I said, shaking her hand and finding my palms were sticky with some mysterious substance when I pulled it away, “I’ll show you the space.”

“Thanks again, man,” she said, clutching her rucksack against her chest with both arms as she stared around at the inside of the building, “I really appreciate it. And I promise not to screw you over or anything. I’m Clara,” she pulled a round rainbow-colored sticker from one of her jacket pockets and held it out for me, “but I go by DJ Minny-Spice.”

“DJ Minny-Spice?” I asked, not quite able to keep the grin from my face as I led her back to the narrow steel stairway down.

“What?” She asked, “You don’t like it?”

“No, it’s not that,” I said quickly, “besides I don’t know anything about music, so I wouldn’t know what’s cool or not.”

“I knew it,” she said, stopping and frowning down at the ground before following me down the stairs, “Back in Albuquerque, I started as DJ Dangerous, but most people laughed at that when they saw me. Then I was DJ Scene-Queen, but it turns out there’s a gay DJ with that name already. When I got here to the city… it just seems that every cool name is already taken, and I suck at coming up with new ones.”

“I’m sure you’ll come up with something,” I said, “the space is down here.”

“Is that the only way down there?” She asked nervously.

“Yea,” I said, “Look, if you don’t want to stay here, I understand.”

“No,” she said quickly, “I don’t have anywhere else to go, I’m coming.”

I moved down the stairs and gave the nervous girl a wide birth as she came down behind me. I showed her the small room and pulled out the cot I’d dug out of the furnace room.

“It’s not much,” I said, waving around at the tiny room with no water or bathroom, “but if you want to, you’re welcome to stay here till you find something of your own.”

“Thank you,” her voice caught, and when I looked I was surprised to see tears in her eyes, “People have been such assholes since I got here… seriously, you have no idea how much I appreciate this.”

“It’s nothing,” I said, shrugging and feeling my face heat in embarrassment, “come on, you can take a shower, I'll be gone for an hour, so you have plenty of time.”

She was shaking with unshed tears when I let her into my room and showed her where the clean towel was. I left her there and headed down to the noodle shop to get some food. I didn’t have to be anywhere, and if I was honest, I still didn’t trust the girl completely but she definitely looked like she needed it.

I sat in the window seat and watched the front of the building to see if she came running out after having stolen some tools or something, but she never did. An hour later, I went back to find everything in its place in my room; the cracked mirror still steamed from her shower. She had taken care to wipe the floor down and hang the towel neatly to dry. I don’t know why, but that one small touch gave me a great relief that my decision to trust Clara was a good one.

The rest of the night was spent either studying or playing on my phone. I had a busy week of school ahead as classes picked up their paces. I tried to get out ahead of the reading, but I kept getting distracted by thoughts of my time with Gia and Elizabeth that weekend.

I woke early and showered before arriving at Sola’s studio for our morning yoga. She took me through the usual forms and introduced two more into the routine. Once again, the woman drove me crazy with her teasing eyes and touches as she directed me in the stretches.

The yoga was having an impact, that I could see in the mirror. My muscles were becoming more defined, and I felt stronger and more limber. There was an added benefit I didn’t appreciate until I got to class that day, and that was how much clearer my thinking was, and how much better I was able to focus.

The week passed by quickly, with things falling into a nice little routine. Clara stayed to herself. I wouldn’t have even known she was still staying there if I didn’t see the cot pulled out each night and put away in the mornings. I stopped by the corner store and dropped off a bag of snacks in there for her because I was worried that she might not be eating regularly. The bag was empty and, in the trash, the next day, so I made a habit of leaving snacks and bags of fruit for her.

Monique would pass through the foyer at all times of the day or night, often accompanied by artsy friends. She and Sola were good friends, and whenever I went up to the third floor, I was inundated by the smell of their pot smoke.

On Thursday, I was just coming down from the roof when I passed Milly in the stairwell, heading up. I waved to the odd woman, and she stopped directly in front of me, forcing me to halt, nearly tripping and falling on her in the process.

“I would like you to work on my plumbing,” she said, her words clipped and oddly lacking emotion.

“I can come by and check it out,” I said, “What’s the problem?”

“I will explain when you arrive.” She wouldn’t meet my eyes, and her cheeks had a red blush to them.

“When?” I asked.

“Tomorrow evening,” she said, “arrive at 6:30 pm, knock twice.”

“Sure,” I said, edging to the side in the narrow stairwell, “I’ll be there.”

“Make sure you bath before coming,” she said, her head ducking down, face hidden behind a curtain of hair, “You should be cleansed of any… filth… before you come into my apartment.”

“Ok,” I said, “I can do that, anything else?”

“I have never done this kind of thing before, but I will have all of the necessary… protection and… tools.”

“I’ll bring tools,” I said, “just depends on what the problem is.”

“No,” she said quickly, “it is essential that we use my… tools.”

“Ok,” I said as I stepped down the steps, eager to be away from this weird woman.

“6:30,” she repeated, “and don’t forget to knock twice.”

“Got it!” I shouted as I started hurrying down the steps, trying to get away before she told me any odder rules.

It was starting to get late, and I had my meeting at my father’s offices with Brooke to get to. I hopped in the shower and got ready, then hit the subway to mid-town. Two hours after I escaped Milly, I found myself riding the elevator up to the thirty-second floor.






Chapter Twenty-Two

I stepped out into the foyer of Whitaker Industries and saw the old familiar receptionist there at the big desk. She greeted me in her usual professional manner and told me that Brooke was waiting for me. The woman had always intimidated me with her perfectly quaffed hair and beautiful but severe face, but I found I could meet her eyes for the first time as I nodded my thanks and went past her.

Conversations grew hushed as I passed, and staring eyes tracked me as I made my way back to the offices. I’d never really paid attention to my father’s employees, but I did now; noting that there were a large number of women in positions of authority and power. I tried not to let my anxiety and awkwardness show on my face or in my demeanor, but I could see a few employees narrow their eyes in nervous speculation as they looked me over.

Brooke’s secretary hopped to her feet when she saw me a flashed a bright smile on her pretty face. Sitting beside the door flipping through a glossy magazine was Ava, the driver from before. She looked up at me and winked, licking her bottom lip and setting down the magazine.

“You’re early,” the secretary said, “Would you like anything to drink?”

“No, I’m ok, thank you,” I said.

“Tell me lover-boy,” Ava said, her voice rich and seductive, causing the secretary to shift uncomfortably, “Do you have good news for the boss? Or did I get waxed for nothing?”

“Umm,” I said, blushing deeply and shifting uncomfortably as several sets of eyes turned to watch me, waiting for my answer, “I accomplished all the… tasks Brooke set for me last time. I should be in perfect compliance.”

“Excellent,” she said, shifting down in her seat and spreading her legs slightly.

I tried not to stare at her pale, slender thighs as her skirt rode up, allowing me to glimpse a peek of lacy black panties.

“Ms. Brooke will see you now,” the secretary said, the blush faint on her pretty round cheeks.

I stepped into the office and saw that even though Brooke was running the whole company now, she hadn’t changed anything. Her office was still as stark and austere as it had always been. A steel and glass desk that dominated one wall, with several chairs arrayed around it and a conference table on the other side, surrounded by chairs.

Brooke was just stepping from around her desk and waving me over to the conference table, turning off the lights as she did.

“Have a seat,” she said, “I had finance and logistics work up PowerPoint presentations to go over with you.”

“Sounds good,” I said, plopping down in one of the chairs near the head of the table.

“I will begin with an overview of what steps I have taken since being named Interim-CEO, and then we shall review how your months have… progressed.”

She stood before the projector and clicked the stylus, moving the blank image to the company’s logo. She was wearing a tight fitting and tailored top, that buttoned up to the neck, but did nothing to hide her phenomenal curves. Her jacket was hanging from her chair’s back, and her skirt was black and clung to her hips, stopping just below the knees and showing her smooth, slender calves and small delicate feet, held in black strappy heels.

“I began my tenure by contracting an outside auditing firm to review the company’s books.” She clicked through slides and showed an image of the company’s finances represented in a pie chart, “You’ll be pleased to hear that they found several accounts and funds your father set aside for mergers and acquisitions. The total is just over nine billion dollars.”

She clicked to the next slide that showed several accounts with large balances, then to the next slide, which showed a series of different companies and industries.

“Our next steps will be to determine an optimal industry to step into. We currently hold significant market shares in pharmaceuticals, real estate, and medical device manufacturing, but there are several options if we want to diversify our holdings.

Over the next twenty minutes, Brooke reviewed several different companies, their balance sheets, and the risk associated with acquiring them. She and her people had thought this out and had yet to come to a decision.

After that, she took me through the company’s org-chart. Showing each major manager and supervisor, along with a breakdown of their strengths and weaknesses. She seemed to be planning a full reorganization of the company, and from the list of aptitudes, I could see many people were not being utilized to the best of their abilities.

The presentation concluded with a review of our current holdings and their profitability. I was amazed at the wide variety of things my father had gotten his fingers into. It made sense, though, I knew from my studies, diversification was the best way to insulate the company from anyone industry cratering.

“Now,” she said, turning off the projector, and sitting at the head of the table, “I want to hear all about your first three weeks on your own. Tell me everything.”

I told her everything, finding that I was even more amazed at the wild past few weeks than she seemed to be. I told her about the work I’d been doing around the building and the various apartments. She pressed me when I began talking about my first visit to Gia’s, wanting to know every little detail of our sexy encounter.

“I thought she would be the first you claimed,” the woman said with a knowing smile, “How was her cooking?”

“Excellent,” I said, grinning, finding that it was easy to speak with her about all of this. Far more natural than I thought it would be when I rode over on the subway.

I continued and told her all about Elizabeth and our wild encounter the weekend before. Brooke was fascinated by this and went over every detail before she would let me continue with what happened the rest of the week.

“I must say, Connor,” she said when I finished, “You did far better than I assumed you would. I’m proud of you.”

“Thanks,” I said, finding it odd that this beautiful young executive was proud of me for fucking the MILF’s in my building.

“You’ll find that both women have a lot of wisdom to teach you,” she rose and walked over to the small bar in her office and poured two large glasses of scotch and set one before me, “As do all the women in your building.”

“There was something else I wanted to mention,” I told her about the roof I was cleaning and the plank I’d found spanning the alleyway and then the girl who I’d discovered trying to climb back over.

“She’s been breaking into the 5th-floor apartment,” I finished, “So I’m letting the girl stay in the basement for the time being.”

“You trust this person?” She asked, a small frown turning her lips down as she sipped her glass of scotch.

“No,” I admitted, “but there isn’t anything she can take besides the tool, and there is little risk of that.”

“It is well of you that you show compassion, but I wouldn’t make a habit of it,” she stood and walked over to her desk and wrote a note down beside her computer, “I’ll have her story checked out. At least you can know if she’s a liar or not. Now, as for the rest of our meeting.”

She stood grinning and lifted a set of cuffs from behind her desk. I felt a cold sweat pop out on my skin, as I thought for a moment that she planned to put them on me, but she walked over to the door and opened it, speaking quietly and then stepped back to admit Ava.

The secretary glanced in, her eyes wide and a deep red blush on her cheeks. She met my eyes, and I saw a tight grin form on her lips, then the door swung shut and I was locked inside with the two beautiful women.

Brooke walked over to Ava and pulled a slender leather collar out of her pocket. The adorable blond bit her bottom lip, cheeks blushing a pale shade of red as Brooke slipped the collar around the woman’s neck and locked it in place. There was a silver ring at the font of the collar and diamond stubs running down the sides. There had to be a few thousand dollars of gemstones in the piece.

Ava stood still as Brooke began to disrobe the woman. I glanced out the floor-to-ceiling windows and saw offices across the street, and knew if anyone happened to be looking, and the reflection wasn’t bad, they would be able to see everything that was going on in here. The thought made me nervous and powerfully aroused. Like being in the elevator with Gia, the sensations and feelings were all heightened by the fact that we could be overheard by the secretary or seen by other office workers.

“For thousands of years,” Brooke began, as she continued to slowly undress Ava, revealing the woman’s slender, toned body one inch at a time as I sat watching. “Men of power and privilege have been guided and educated above the common man… few are capable of mastering the various disciplines and become a true Alpha Male. But those few who have, have had their exploits preserved in history and myth. Alexander the Great… Genghis Khan… Arthur…”

Brooke stepped behind Ava, staring over the smaller woman’s shoulder and into my eyes, as she reached around, slowly unbuttoning Ava’s white blouse.

“I’ve made a study of these things, Connor,” Brooke said, her words warm and soft, sinking into my mind and relaxing me, “Your contemporaries in China, Saudi Arabia, Russia, and other countries, are being raised and educated like emperors. You will be the leaders of the new world, trillionaires with more power and influence over people’s lives than their governments… You can’t step into that world until you’ve been armored and armed.”

She unhooked Ava’s bra and let the small white garment fall to the ground, revealing the woman’s small firm breasts. Ava stood proudly, perfectly still and with a straight back, her eyes afire with desire as Brooke pulled down the zipper on the back of the woman’s skirt.

“The majority of corporate spies are women,” Brooke said, her slender fingers sliding the black skirt down Ava’s toned thighs, “Trained in the art of seduction, and educated on how to make a man talk on the pillows after. This is your true enemy, Connor. By the time you take the reins of this company and your rightful place amongst the global elite, you will be immune to the charms of their most seductive temptresses.”

“How?” I asked, swallowing a lump in my throat, nervous about what was to come.

“I’m glad you asked,” Brooke said with a grin as she whipped Ava’s panties off and walked the woman over to the conference table, “Your education has already begun, as I’m sure you guessed. By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be the most confident man in the world, certain of his efficacy.”

She lay Ava down on her back, and the slender blond licked her lips nervously as she spread her legs wide at Brooke’s insistence.

“You accomplished your task for the month,” Brooke said, crooking her finger and calling me over, “and so you’ll be rewarded. But first, you must learn this month’s lesson.”

“What lesson is that?” I asked, my breathing coming deep and uneven as I stared down at the gorgeous little driver who looked up at me and bit her bottom lip in nervous excitement.

“Today, you will learn how to pleasure a woman,” she ran her fingers gently down the center of Ava’s chest and down her stomach, causing the woman to shiver, “A woman’s body is like a man’s, and yet not. If you learn to play it right, there is no end to the benefits you can reap.”






Chapter Twenty-Three

I stood at the edge of the table, fully clothed still, with the naked slender blond woman lying down before me on the table, legs spread, and heels on the edge of the glass. Her slim, hairless folds leaked a small line of liquid before me. The woman flush with expectation, but remaining silent and still, entirely under the control of Brooke.

“In order for maximum pleasure to be achieved, a certain level of intimacy must be cultivated. Unlike with me, this is a necessity for women. If you can create this connection,” Brooke stepped up to my side and drew me to my knees, “then you can make any woman reach the ultimate heights of pleasure… even break their minds… binding them to your will and creating an addiction to the pleasure only you can give them.

“The kiss is the ultimate tool for achieving intimacy. That is why you will not be allowed to kiss Ava this evening. Not until later, when you receive your reward, and you will not receive it until you have broken her mind and made her your thrall.”

Inhaling the aroma of Ava’s sex, it was all I could do to keep myself under control. My stiff cock pressed hard against my pants, and I ached to plow into the woman and relieve myself in her sexy little pussy.

“Control yourself…” Brooke breathed in my ear, moving behind me as she reached my hand up and ran my fingers gently down Ava’s wet slit, “She can sense your great need… women always can… we expect men to have no control over it… but when a man does, he proves mastery over himself that we all find enticing.

“This,” she ran my fingers down the outside of Ava’s tight slit, “is the labia majora…”

She knelt behind me, her firm breasts pressed to my back as she guided my fingers through Ava’s pussy. She told me about each part, how they felt to a woman, and how best to pleasure them with tongue, hands, cock, or toys.

Ava was shaking in desire by the time we were done with her pussy, then Brooke took me around her sexy little body, showing all of her erogenous zones. She even showed me two zones that I’d never imagined before.

Rolling Ava over she placed my hands on the muscles of her shoulders, after dropping a healthy dollop of oil on the soft skin. Resting her hands over mine, she walked me through giving a massage. I thought it was silly at first, but after a minute of instruction, I realized how little I’d known.

The sun sank, and my desire grew as I placed my hands all over the slender blond, kissing, licking, touching, and teasing her all over for several hours. During all that time, I never let Ava orgasm. Brooke had cautioned me in the beginning that if I wanted to break a woman’s mind, that I needed to take her up to the edge of ecstasy, but not let her crest it, several times. That if I did it to a certain rhythm and pace, not too fast and not too slow, I would be able to achieve my goal.

From the sweat coating Ava after an hour and seeing how she writhed on the table, desperate to cum, I could see the power of Brooke's instruction. An hour later, Ava was panting with need, tears of strain tracking their way down the sides of her face. An hour after that, she was begging Brooke and me to let her cum.

“Please… dear god, I can’t take anymore… please let me cum…. Ngh!”

“Watch the strain around her eyes,” Brooke whispered in my ear as she knelt behind me, “You must learn to read people… read their mood… their thoughts… see when they can take just a bit more, or when they are right at the breaking point… This is how you gain the advantage over others, the true power of manipulation…”

She moved away and left me to my enjoyment of the woman’s body. I could feel Ava right on the edge of breaking, her mind and body were under tremendous strain, nipples rock hard and pussy dripping with her wetness.

There was a fragility to her. Like at any moment, she could collapse into tears or screams of pleasure. I could feel what Brooke described, as I ran my hands up Ava’s toned thighs and saw the pleading look on her face.

Grinning, I placed my mouth over her pussy and slipped two fingers up into her. I ran the fingers up to the small rough patch near the front of her pussy, just as Brook had shown me. Massaging her g-spot as I licked her clit with firm, steady motions.

“OH GOD….. CUMMING OH MY GOD FUCK MNNMNNNNNNNNGHGHGHHHH!!!!!”

Ava was shuddering beneath my ministrations, and as I felt her pussy begin to shiver and clamp down on my fingers, I ran the tip of my thumb over the sensitive flesh of her puckered opening. The contact sent her over the edge as I watched, nearly cumming in my pants at the incredible sight.

Ava’s eyes rolled back into her skull, and her lips writhed in an ‘O’ of pleasure as a guttural groan escaped her throat. Her whole body shook, shaking with the force of the sensations wracking her from head to toe. Then she sagged to the table, unconscious and with a beatific smile plastered on her face.

“And now she is yours,” Brooke said, her voice full of passion and desire as she pulled me to my feet and into her arms, “That was magnificent, Connor… Mhmm, and now it’s my turn to show you the pleasures a man can give a woman.”

Her smile was wicked and seductive at once, as she pulled me into a deep kiss, her lips and tongue tasting the tiny blond woman on me. Her hands were all over me, unbuttoning my shirt and unhooking my belt, while at the same time shrugging out of her coat and blouse. The control we’d shown for the last few hours were gone, and desire consumed us both.

She pressed me back to her desk and dropped into a squat before me, topless and with her skirt spread to reveal lacy black panties, soaked through. I stood with my hand resting behind me on the edge of the desk as she laced her fingers around the thick shaft of my cock. Her cool fingers sent a shiver up my spine.

The sight before me was incredible, and I knew Brooke had planned it that way. The gorgeous brunette knelt before me, with her large perfect breasts out and free, her thick lips kissing the tip of my cock sensually. Behind her, the gorgeous little blond slowly roused to consciousness, her hair in disarray, skin flush, and eyes blinking dreamily at me.

“That…” Ava said, voice a touch groggy, “was life-changing… I didn’t think… Jesus, my head is still spinning.”

“What do you feel towards Connor, now?” Brooke asked, staring up into my eyes, her hot breath tickling my cock.

“Devotion… love… God damn,” Ava said as she rolled off the conference table and fell to the floor beside Brooke and planted a big kiss on the side of my cock, “I would do,” she kissed my cock again, “Anything,” she kissed it again, moving to the tip, “To make you happy, sir.”

She grinned and ran her tongue over the tip, Brooke holding it for her as she sucked the head of my dick into her hot mouth. The sight was incredible as the two women knelt before me. Brooke was stroking my shaft slowly as Ava sucked me hard.

“You see, Connor,” Brooke said, “Now you have a loyal driver and bodyguard… one who will be loyal forever… because you can give her not just wealth, security, and purpose… but also pleasure as no other man can.”

“Mhmm,” Ava moaned, her eyes closed and mouth giving me incredible pleasure.

She was like a woman possessed as she sucked me in deep, her pink lips stretched wide around my girth. Her tongue slithered around in her mouth, teasing my most sensitive parts. Brooke continued to stroke the shaft, kissing Ava on the cheek and neck and massaging her breasts as the smaller woman worshipped my cock with a single-mindedness that stunned me.

Brooke took up my hand and brought it to the top of Ava’s head, working my fingers into her hair in a tight grip, causing the pretty blonde to moan out in pleasure.

“Take control of her…” the gorgeous brunette breathed, “Use her to pleasure yourself… and in doing so, teach her what you want.”

I felt my balls tightening up, and I could no longer stave off my orgasm. Ava opened her eyes, staring up at me with slavish devotion as she moaned, eyes begging for my cum. I obliged her, flooding her mouth with my seed and feeling my knees go weak as the pleasure raced through me after having been backed up for so long. The cum gushed out of her lips and around the shaft of my cock. Too much for her swallowing throat.

Brooke leaned forward with a grin and licked up the bits of cum that had oozed out, causing me to shiver in pleasure. My cock slipped from their mouths as they began kissing, passing my load back and forth between their mouths. The women broke off their kiss and looked up at me with near-identical grins. Standing, they each took one of my arms and led me over to the couch.

“Now the real fun begins,” Brooke said as she shimmied out of her skirt and panties.

I swallowed hard as both women sank to their knees before me, spreading my legs wide and pressing close, as they began to plant gentle kisses to either side of my soft cock. I grew hard quickly under their twin ministrations. The best was when they passed the soft head of my cock back and forth between their lips. All the while, I let my hands roam each of their tits and faces, fingers grazing smooth flesh and tweaking hard nipples.

When I was hard, they pushed me back onto the couch and biting her lip in excitement, Ava slipped her slender thighs to either side of mine. She moaned out in pleasure as she took my hard dick into her tight confines. The woman was incredibly tight, and she had to work my cock deeper and deeper within herself slowly.

Brooke sat on my face, grinning down at me as she rested her hands on my chest and pressed her wet sex to my hungry mouth. As Ava rode me slowly, her tightness driving me to new heights of pleasure, Brooke ground her pussy on my chin and tongue, working herself into a lather.

The two women were kissing, I could hear, and when I heard Brooke moaning, I glanced up to see Ava suckling one of her puffy nipples. Then Ava lost concentration as I began to fuck up into her with more and more powerful thrusts.

“Oh fuck… cumming baby… cumming!” Ava came on my dick, her pussy walls fluttering just as they had on my fingers.

Then Brooke was pushing the woman aside, slipping down my body she took my cock and pressed it into her pussy. Resting her hands on the armrest of the couch, she rode me reverse cowgirl, her wide firm ass slamming down into my hips as she drove us to orgasm. Ava crawled up and began raining kisses on my mouth and face, whispering her thanks and endless words of devotion in my ear as I felt my own orgasm approaching.

“That was amazing,” Ava whispered, “I’ve never been fucked like that… I can’t wait to feel you again… Mhmm watching that big dick sliding in Brooke’s tiny little slit is so hot… fuck her, Connor, fill her with your cum!”

She reached down and slipped her hand between Brook and I’s bodies, teasing the woman’s pussy and tightening around the base of my cock, helping me hold back my orgasm as Brooke began to cry out in pleasure. Her ass rolled with each thrust, and the sound of our loins connecting filled the office.

Ava pulled my lips to hers in a fierce kiss, her small tongue invading my mouth just as my orgasm hit, Brooke crying out as her own swept through her. She collapsed back upon me, covered in sweat, rolling around to kiss me, as my arm pulled her close.

Ava slithered up onto the couch beside me, cuddling up close. The feeling of both women’s lips on my neck and gentle fingers caressing my skin was incredible. We lay there for long minutes, regaining our breath. Then the hand began to wander, and our kisses grew more insistent.

Brooke kissed Ava before me, their tongues dancing together as my hands gripped each of their ass cheeks. I felt my cock throb at the sapphic sight, and the women grinned, glancing at me as they kissed, their hands slipping down to my cock. As they made out, necking and kissing each other’s breasts, they stroked me off, their hands working in tandem, drawing my cock to a steely hardness.

“How do you want us, sir?” Ava asked, biting her bottom lip as she ground her wet pussy on my leg.

“Yes, Connor,” Brooke said, “How will you take us next?”

Looking up into their beautiful faces, I felt a touch of anxiety as the power shifted to me, but then the anxiety disappeared as I recognized the genuine joy and desire in both of their faces. It was still strange to me to feel wanted, and especially wanted by such beautiful women as these.

“Bend over,” I growled, the quiet command in my voice surprising even me and delighting both women.

I slipped from between them and stood, feeling my heavy cock bob before their faces.

“Wait,” I said as they began to turn, reaching down I cupped both of their cheeks and then slipped my hands into their hair drawing their lips to my cock, “Get it wet first… slowly… mhmm.”

The women both grinned up at me, Brooke’s gorgeous dark eyes dancing in pride, and Ava’s large round blue eyes in happy servitude. They ran their tongues up and down either side of my cock, the sight more incredible than any porn I’d witnessed. The feeling of power and pleasure was intoxicating.

I held each of their faces to either side of my dick. Then slowly slid it between their lips while they ran their tongues down the underside. Once it was coated in their saliva, I ordered them to bend over the back of the couch. They stared out the floor-to-ceiling windows, and I could see their faces reflected back.

Brooke pressed close to Ava’s side, her larger ass looking so perfect as her dark slit peeked out. Ava’s slender thighs met in a large gap, and her small firm little ass wiggled delightfully as I moved up behind her.

Brooke turned and kissed Ava just as I pressed the head of my cock to her tight bald lips. The small blond moaned as I pulled her hips back and drove forward into her. Her grunt of pleasure breaking their kiss for a second, before she pressed back into Brooke, her pink tongue seeking out the other woman.

A dozen hard strokes into her tiny pussy, and then I pulled out, loving her moan of disappointment as I left her confines. Then it was Brooke’s turn to moan out in pleasure as I drove into her hot wet hole. The woman felt like heaven beneath my hands, her perfect curvy body open to my pawing hands and seeking fingers.

I watched their expressions of ecstasy in the window, loving the added thrill of knowing anyone across the street might be able to see us. The sun had set, and there were no lights on in the office, but if someone really tried, they could probably see the scene playing out in Brooke's office.

Two beautiful older women bent over the couch, as I moved from one to the other, hammering away at their pussies. I took care to try and read each woman’s body and reactions, bringing each up to the same levels of pleasure together. When Ava was just on the edge of orgasm, her spasming pussy, clutching at my cock, Brooke was shaking as my fingers probed and teased her hole, driving her over the edge of ecstasy at the same time as her small blond friend.

They both came with shuddering screams, and I nearly did the same, the sight of them clutching one another as their eyes rolled back in their skulls was so hot. I had to pull my cock out of Ava’s slit, for she was far too sensitive to continue, and they both sank onto the couch.

Faces pressed together, soft smiles on them as they gazed up at me in contentment. Both women reached out and slid their fingers up and down my dick, stroking me over the edge of orgasm as they gently stroked and cupped each other’s breasts and tongue kissing. They never ceased their kisses, and when my orgasm hit, my cum shot out, coating both of their faces, as they grinned in pleasure. Then began kissing and licking my cum off each other, as I collapsed into a chair behind me.






Chapter Twenty-Four

Thirty minutes later, as I made my way down to the subway, I had a silly grin on my face, and memories of the most fabulous experience of my life playing out in my head. I rode the rattling car and thought back to the final thing Brooke said to me as I left her office. She had pulled me into a warm embrace and a deep kiss, then whispered in my ear as I stared at the adorable little Ava curled up under a blanket on the couch, drifting off to sleep in the office.

“You will bed another woman from your building, that is your task for this month,” I felt her lips turn up into a smile as she kissed my neck, “And if you can manage to have a threesome with two of them… then you’ll get a special treat when we meet next.”

She released me and handed me a small envelope with a wink, then closed the door on me. I turned to see the office empty of all, save Brooke’s secretary. The tiny little brunette sat in her chair, hands pressed into her lap, cheeks a deep shade of red in the dim office light. I felt a wave of embarrassment sweep over me as I realized she must have heard everything; the woman couldn’t seem to meet my eyes.

I started to the elevators quickly, not wanting to prolong the awkward moment and just barely managed to hear the woman’s whisper as I left.

“See you next month, Mr. Whitaker,” I turned to wave, and she ducked her head once again in embarrassment, hair falling before her face.

In the elevator, I opened the envelope to find a check inside. It was for a month’s work at minimum wage, and I stared at the woefully small amount of money and felt the prickling of stress. I had no idea how I was going to stretch this little money over the next month. How do people survive on this little money and still pay rent, eat and have bills?

It stopped at the bank and deposited the check. The tiny balance was giving me anxiety, and as I walked down to the Pho restaurant to get some late-night dinner, I did a mental tally of all my future expenses. I would have to be a little creative, as the current amount of money would most likely not be enough to make ends meet each month. The two school books I had to buy would almost wipe me out, leaving little left over for food and incidentals.

Thinking through the problem, I stepped into the building. As I was unlocking my door, a sound came to my ears from the basement, and I stepped over to the door to listen. Two voices drifted up to me, and I recognized them both. A burst of thumping electronic music cut through the chatter; then, it cut off as Monique went on.

“That’s a sick beat,” the small, dark-skinned woman said, “I love how it cuts out there for a second. Do you mind if I write some lyrics? It has me inspired.”

“I would love that,” Clara said, “I don’t have a head for lyrics, I’ve tried.”

“You need a new name though, if you show up to the cloud and say your name is DJ Minny whatever, their gonna laugh you out of the place. Let me think about it. Maybe I can come up with something.”

“Connor was so nice to let me stay down here,” Clara said, “I want to pay him back quickly if I can. Going to drop off a tape at a few clubs tomorrow.”

“Wait on that,” Monique said, “you’re good, but it’s still a little rough. If you start right now, people will form an opinion about your music too quickly. Give it a week or two, read those books I mentioned. My DJ friends swear by them.”

“I will,” Clara said, and I could hear the smile and genuine warmth in her voice, “Thank you again.”

“If you live in this building, your family,” Monique said, “we help each other out.”

“It’s a pretty amazing place,” Clara said, “The women all seem lovely.”

“Yea, I found it odd at first. How well I got along with everyone. But the owner knows what they’re doing apparently.”

“What do you mean?” Clara asked, and I found myself listening extra closely.

“About four years ago, I was recruited to live in this building; all of the women here were. It was crazy, a realtor just called me out of the blue and asked if I wanted to move into a place with rent-control. When I asked why me, she said it was because of my creative spirit and zest for life. She said I was an example others were drawn to emulate. I remember it so clearly; it was so odd. All I cared about was that I was getting a larger place for half the rent.”

“That is a sweet deal,” Clara said, “and great neighbors.”

“Yea, the best,” Monique said, “speaking of which, come on, I’ll introduce you to Sola. She’d love to hear your tracks. You have a SoundCloud?”

I heard a pair of feet step onto the steel stairs up, and I moved back to my apartment quickly, not wanting to be caught eavesdropping. I slipped into my place and heard the two women chatting as they headed upstairs to Sola’s.

Twenty minutes later, the pounding pulse of Clara’s music drifted down to me as well as the skunky aroma of pot smoke. Laughter filtered down as well, and it warmed my heart to hear the women all getting along and having a good time. I let the sound sooth my worries as I pulled out my textbooks and tried to study. It was impossible, and I fell into bed, dreaming of Brooke and Ava together and all the naughty things I still wanted to do with them.

Class the next day was short, with the teachers and students mostly checked out for the weekend, early. It was getting easier and easier to go to classes; my anxiety levels were much more manageable as time went on. The material got harder and harder, and that only served to make me more engaged with it. I love to learn and devoured everything they had to teach me, not just in class but at home as well.

When I got back to the building that afternoon, I found Gia loitering in the lobby, seeming to check out the mailbox, but she abandoned it the moment I stepped into the door.

“Just the man I wanted to see!” She said as I stepped in, “You know that dang light bulb is such a bother… I was wondering if you would mind coming to… fix me up tonight? I’ve got a pot roast going in the oven, and I’d be happy to feed you.”

The flush to her cheeks and the desire dancing in her eyes left no doubt about what kind of fixing up she was looking for. I was about to leap at the offer, but then my heart fell when I realized I had plans already.

“I’m sorry,” I said, her face falling into a frown of disappointment, “I already have plans.”

“With… Elizabeth?” She asked, her cheeks flaring red as she bit her bottom lip.

“No,” I said, chuckling, “Milly up on the third floor.”

“Oh!” Gia said, surprised, “I was going to say if it’s with Elizabeth, then maybe we could… but no, you’re going to Milly’s! Oh, this is good news! The poor woman is so odd, and a little human contact is good for her. I should have thought about this a week ago! I would have broken something in her place for you to fix!”

I chuckled as she moved off to her apartment, “What did you mean about you and Elizabeth?” I asked, my curiosity burning.

“Oh nothing, just something we talked about the other day,” Gia said as she opened her apartment door and stepped in, “You have a good evening with Milly… and be patient. She has some… oddness’s.”

With a final wink, she pulled her door closed, leaving me a little confused and unaccountably horny. I hopped in the shower, taking care to clean myself thoroughly per Milly’s instructions, and then dressed in clean clothes, grabbed my tool bag, and headed up to her apartment.






Chapter Twenty-Five

I stood before her door and looked at my phone, watching the time until it ticked over to 6:30 pm exactly. Then I knocked twice and waited. I heard Milly approach the door on the other side and heard her flip the lock one, twice, three times. Then turn the door handle three times before she pulled it open.

She stood before me hunched over, her tall frame bent, long brown hair hiding most of her features. Her eyes roamed over me from head to toe before she gave a final nod as if I passed her inspection.

“You showered,” she said, not a question but a statement, “and have followed my directions perfectly. Leave the tools in the hallway.”

“Ok,” I said, a touch amused at her odd manner.

I set the tool bag down in the hall and stepped in when she held the door open. As she went through her ritual of turning the nob and lock three times, I took in her small place.

It was decorated almost precisely as I’d imagined, with spare furnishings and minimal color. Everything was in perfect condition, and the surfaces shone as if everything was wiped down daily.

When the door was finally locked, I turned to her, “Where is the problem you needed me to fix?”

Instead of replying, she stood there for a long moment and stared at me, her fingers twisting together nervously before her stomach. Then she ducked her head, shaking it slightly and walked over to a chair. She seemed to have lost her nerve about something, and she sat for a moment while I stood awkwardly, before she began to speak, her words hesitant.

“I… overheard Gia and Elizabeth speaking the other day about how… useful you’ve been to them… I… wondered if you could provide me with the same… fixing.”

I stood there, stunned for a long moment, unsure what to say. She hid her face from me, and I couldn’t see her expression, but I saw the tension in her shoulders, like a person who expects a heavy blow to fall on them at any moment.

“I figured you might not want to, so I thought I’d entice you with money. A thousand dollars is sitting beside the door in an envelope. Please just take it and go, this was all a mistake, you find me hideous and a freak. I’m sorry.”

For the first time, real emotion bled through her words. I could feel the deep ache of sadness and loneliness in her. It was a twin to what I’d been wallowing for the past four years or more. The anxiety, embarrassment, lack of comfort around others, all of it was so familiar to me that for the first time, I saw a path forward with her.

If not for my time with Ava and Brooke the night before, I might not have been looking for the signs, but I saw them now. Milly’s cheeks were flush, and I could just make out the hardness of her large nipples pressing against her loose top.

I could see the desire plain in her, but also the fear of rejection and self-loathing. She didn’t think she was attractive and had made her belief a reality with her bad haircut and baggy unkempt clothing and posture. With all of that masking the woman beneath, I could still see the brilliance within her, just waiting to be revealed like an uncut gemstone.

Stepping forward until I stood right before her, she was forced to tilt her head back to look up at me, her thick glasses and frames somewhat hiding the pale blue beauty of her eyes. She was a frightened dove, desperate for connection and intimacy but terrified of it at the same time. The confidence and certainty I felt in how to guide her to what I knew she wanted, was a heady feeling, and I found I loved it.

“You think I don’t find you unattractive?” I asked, and when she went to open her mouth to speak, I shook my head, and she slowly closed her mouth, staring up at me with wide eyes.

“I don’t want your money,” I did in truth, but I wouldn’t take it for this, “and if I chose to be with you as I was with Elizabeth and Gia, then it’s because I want to, and because you want to, and nothing else is important.” I reached down and ran a gentle finger down her cheek, she flinched away at first then shuddered as she accepted the touch, closing her eyes to savor it. “And I thought you were beautiful from the moment I first laid eyes on you.”

“Ha!” She scoffed, shaking her head, no and pulling back.

“I think you’re sexy even now,” I said, my eyes roaming down her body, letting her see me appreciate the body she tried to hide beneath her baggy clothes.

“You don’t,” she said, but her voice was breathless, her eyes wide, and I could see the hope in her that she was wrong and the fear of it as well.

My eyes locked to hers, and I reached down and unhooked my belt. She drew in a deep breath and held it. She stared at my hands as they slowly undid each button of my jeans and finally released her breath slowly, as I pulled my hard cock free and out into the open air. Staring at it with wide eyes, her breathing ragged and deep, Milly reached up with one hand tentatively and then dropped it to her lap.

“Touch it,” I said, my tone not commanding but soft and comforting, seductive.

She glanced up to my eyes, then back down to my rigid boner and reached up with her hand again, slowly and tentatively. When her gentle fingers ran down the side, I gave a shiver of pleasure at the cool touch. She started and grinned, looking up at me again, her smile widening when she saw the joy on my face.

Then she seemed to remember herself, and her face flushed scarlet red, and she looked down. Her hand closing around my cock, fingers flexing experimentally. It reassured me that even through her shyness and embarrassment, she never released her hold on my dick.

I stood there, still and quiet, as the woman relaxed. Slowly her head shifting back up to peek at my cock as her fingers flexed on its shaft. Then she ran her fingers up its length experimentally. I let out a soft sigh of pleasure, and she looked up with a small grin, then back down to my dick. Her other hand joined the first as she explored its length. As the second stretched past, Milly relaxed bit by bit, her fascination pushing aside her shyness, anxiety, or whatever it was that she struggled against.

“Wrap your fingers around it… gently…” my voice was a gentle whisper, yet still, Milly startled when the silence was broken. She curled her fingers around the shaft of my cock and bit her bottom lip, “Now stroke up and down the shaft slowly… careful not to pull the skin… yes, just like that.”

I moaned out in pleasure, and Milly shivered in joy, a tight smile forming on her lips as she continued to stroke my cock slowly. She stared at the bead of clear precum that oozed out the tip and pooled just beneath. Beginning slowly and tentatively, she grew more comfortable with the motions and, in a minute, was stroking my dick with soft, sure hands.

I took the time to check her out. Behind the curtain of dark hair, she was quite pretty, with big eyes and thick, luscious lips. Her body was covered with bulky clothing, but from what I could tell, she had some incredible curves.

All I wanted to do was to shove my dick forward, aching for the sweet feeling of her hot wet mouth. I knew that was the last thing I should do, though. Milly relaxed more and more each second, but I could see that the slightest thing could frighten her, causing her to throw her defenses back up. Instead, I stood still, letting the pleasure she was giving, wash over me.

“That feels very good,” I said, my voice quivering slightly as I felt my orgasm approaching.

“It feels so strange… the skin is so soft and smooth… but it's so hard beneath… and it’s… bigger than I thought it would be.” She bit her bottom lip, and I could see she wanted to taste it, but her anxiety rushed in to stop her.

“If you keep doing that, I’m going to cum,” I said as her hand continued to stroke me, causing my toes to curl as the pleasure built and built.

“It feels that good?” She asked in surprise, a pleased little smile on her face as she looked up at me.

“Oh yesssss…. Cumming…!”

She jerked back in surprise as the first jet of pearlescent splooge hit her baggy top, but she never stoked stroking, her fingers tightening, milking my cum out even harder as it shot out again and again.

“Oh!” She said as the cum shot forth.

I was shuddering, my knees trembling, body afire with pleasure as the finally blasts struck her. Milly’s eyes were wide and her breathing ragged as she looked down at her top, running a finger through the cum that drenched it. My cock throbbed in her hand as I saw her bring a finger up to her lips and reaching out tongue tasted my cum.

She jerked back immediately with a grimace in distaste that caused me to chuckle.

“That does not taste good,” she said shaking her head, her eyes never left my cock though, and she gave a little start of surprise when it twitched, “It’s like it’s alive…” she said to herself biting her bottom lip and pressing her thighs together tightly.






Chapter Twenty-Six

Reaching down, I pulled the woman to her feet. She came easily and followed me into her small bedroom. The room was different than the rest of the apartment, having a colorful, homey feel to it, and I felt her grow nervous as I entered the space.

I stopped beside the bed and turned to her, reaching up and cupping her cheek. I drew her lips to mine and felt her hesitate, for one second, before giving in. The first kiss was tentative and shy, her lips awkward and stiff. Then as I pulled her closer, feeling her incredible body crush against me, she relaxed into the kiss. A moan of pleasure escaped her lips, and I felt her arms raise, hands feeling at the muscles of my back.

Letting my hands work their way down her back, I got to the hem of her top and began to pull it up. She stiffened immediately in my arms, but I worked slowly, and she relaxed as I drew the heavy top up over her head and dropped it to the ground beside her.

The sight revealed to my eyes was unlike anything I’d been expecting. Hidden beneath the tent of a top, was a slender flat stomach and narrow waist and above that the most impossibly large set of breasts I’d ever seen. They weren’t in a bra to prop them up; instead, they were strapped down with an elastic top.

As I stared, Milly covered her breasts with both arms, looking down and grimacing.

“They’re so gross,” she said, and my heart broke to hear the self-loathing in her voice, “I would get the surgery to reduce them, but the thought of going under the scalpel terrifies me.”

She was beginning to ramble, so I laid a finger across her lips and then tilted her chin up to looked me in the eyes.

“I have a very different opinion of them,” I said and let her see the sincere desire and appreciation I had for her incredible tits as I pulled the elastic top off.

The massive soft breasts spilled free, and she kept her hands down, biting her bottom lip, a look of embarrassed pleasure on her face as I took in the heavenly sight. They hung down with a breathtaking swell, capped with pale pink areola and large inverted nipples. I heard Milly gasp softly, and I looked up to see she was staring at my cock, which had grown hard as rock as I took in her body.

She grinned up at me, and I reached out and ran gentle fingers down the side of one breast and under, cupping and hefting its weight, loving the feel as my fingers sank into the soft flesh. Milly bit her bottom lip, and I couldn’t help but step forward and kiss her. I massaged the breast gently, rolling her nipple between finger and thumb lightly, feeling it stiffen.

The passion of our kisses intensified, and the older woman began to relax once more. I pressed her down onto the bed and began to draw her pants down, feeling her shiver in anticipation as I popped each button slowly.

Kissing down her neck, Milly purred. Then I drew one of her massive breasts to my waiting lips and sucked the large nipple into my mouth, teasing it with my tongue and sucking hard on it. My hand slipped between her thighs, and she parted them eagerly for my seeking fingers. Her legs were slick with her wetness, and I found a perfectly bald pussy waiting for my touch.

“Ohhhhh!” She moaned out as my fingers danced up and down her outer lips, grazing her clit lightly.

I dipped my finger into her honey hole and felt her inner lips part. My lips finding hers once more, our tongues dancing as I slid my finger into her. She shuddered as I felt at the rough patch of her g-spot. Then I slipped my fingers out and teased her clit in slow circles.

It was hard to stay focused. The woman’s incredible body and innocence were driving me crazy. It was all I could do to keep from plowing into her immediately with my throbbing cock, but I could sense that she needed things to stay slow.

Reading her body, I felt her approaching an orgasm, her clit engorged and hard beneath my teasing fingers. Kissing down her neck once more, I moved down her body. Milly looked up, eyes unfocused as pleasure assaulted her, but nervous about what I planned to do next. I stared into her eyes, as I kissed my way down her stomach, feeling her self-consciousness and anxiety increase with each second.

She reached down to stop me or slow me; I wasn’t sure, but then my tongue came in contact with her hard clit, and she cried out in pleasure. Her hands gripping the sheets in knots as her hips rocked, grinding her pussy into my mouth.

I licked, fingered, and teased her slowly. Bringing her up and up, closer and closer to the point of release, but never over the edge.

“Please,” she begged after a few minutes of sublime torture, “Please… I need it… I want you… in me.”

Those were the words I’d been waiting for. She was finally submitting to the desires I knew lay within her. I crawled up her body, my cock swinging beneath me. Milly looked at it with wide-eyed fascination. She was still staring as I took hold of it at the base and ran the fat head up and down her wet pussy lips, coating it in her juices.

Her body clenched up as I eased the head into her. I was forced to halt my progress, her incredible tightness clamping down around my dick. She was tight as a virgin, and from the grunt and shivers, as I slid my dick in and out of her shallowly, working a little deeper with each thrust, she breathed out deep breaths. She looked almost in pain, but when I stopped, letting her relax around my invading dick, she groaned in protest and reached down to grip my ass, pulling me in deeper ever so slowly.

“So big… I never dreamed… I feel every inch of it in me… I’m… I’m cumming!”

My dick was barley halfway into the MILF’s tight little hole, and I felt her quivering beneath me. All of her muscles locked up, and she curled in on herself, fingers digging into my flesh almost painfully.

“NNNGHHHHHHUUUUGHGHGH!!!!!!” She cried out; her eyes closed tight.

I nearly came right then, the feeling of her pussy walls shivering around my dick was so delightful. More incredible was the sight of her massive breasts swaying as she shook beneath me.

After a couple of seconds of calming breaths, Milly’s eyes snapped open, and I saw something entirely new in them. Gone was the hesitation and embarrassment, and her shy smile grew more and more lascivious. She pulled me into a passionate kiss, and I felt her flex her kegel muscles and massage my cock with her pussy. A gush of her juices eased my dick in deeper and deeper, and soon I was fully enveloped in her heavenly tightness.

“Fuck me, you beautiful boy,” she said in between kisses, “Hard… please!”

My hands took up her ass as I dug my cock deep into her, drawing out until just the head was inside her. Loving her groan of sadness as I left her body, and then the grunt of pure pleasure as I drove back into her hard.

I lost myself in the moment. My hands explored her whole body, taking particular interest in her massive breasts. Still, those were secondary to the immediacy and need I felt as I pounded into her again and again. Lust stole away all other thought and control.

Milly was just as lost in the lovemaking as I was. I felt her shudder beneath me as a small orgasm hit her. Then my cock was throbbing, and she nodded, pulling me deeper into her as she felt the first blast of cum deep in her womb.

“I feel it!” She hissed, “Fucking hell… it’s so hot… mhmm.”

We rolled onto our sides as I caught my breath. Both of us covered in sweat and grinning shyly at one another. I ran my hand down her side and felt the perfect swell from her waist to hip and then down her thigh. I startled when I felt her fingers trail down my cum-slick cock.

“That was so… easy,” Milly said, a little surprise in her voice, “How come I’m so comfortable with you? I’ve tried… that before, but it never works out. I usually freeze up and run out of the room.”

My fingers grazed down her back lightly, and I kissed her forehead.

“You were magnificent,” I said into her hair, “I saw how hard it was for you. We have chemistry, that helps, and I took things slow, that may have helped. I suffer from anxiety, and I know what it can be like. I just tried to put myself in your shoes.”

“Thank you,” she said, lifting her head and kissing me.

Her soft lips sent a thrill through me, and I felt my cock throb in her hand, and she grinned into our kiss and pulled back.

“Mhmm looks like you’re not done,” she looked down at my dick in her hand and licked her lips, then shook her head slightly, “There are more things I want to try… like what you did for me… with your mouth… but not now…. Sorry.”

“You don’t have to apologize,” I said, grinning and pulling her into a kiss again, “but if you really want to, I have an idea.”

“What?” She asked expression at once excited and shy.

I stood and pulled her up with me, loving the incredible sight of her breasts swaying. She caught me staring and blushed a deep shade of red.

“I like when you stare at me like that,” she said shyly, “it makes me feel beautiful.”

“You are beautiful,” I said, “if only you could see yourself through my eyes.”

I drew her into the bathroom, and she eagerly hopped in, turning on the water and adjusting the temperature. I stepped into the steam space and felt heavenly wet flesh caressing me as Milly pressed herself to my back.

She had some flowery body wash, and I squeezed out a dollop and turned. I smiled down at her, running my hands slowly up and down her body, soaping her up and pausing to kiss her. I took far longer than necessary as I massaged her breasts, working the soap into the skin, pinching and pulling her nipples.

My hands on her body worked us both up into a frenzy. In no time I had her turned around, bent over and pressed against the cold tiles as I drove my dick into her pussy from behind. I held her hips with both hands and pounded her hard as she grunted in pleasure. Reaching up, I took a large handful of her massive tit and massaged it against her body as I felt her slickness glide up and down me.

She begged to watch me cum again, panting that she’d nearly cum in the living room, just from the sight. I obliged her, directing her to her knees, water spraying all around us as it struck my back.

Her hair was slicked back, and she licked her thick lips as she cradled her massive breasts up before her. The woman looked like a sex goddess, and I had no idea how she could have ever grown to think of herself as unattractive.

When I shot ropes of cum across those glorious mammaries, she sighed out in pleasure and once more tasted my cum, this time licking it off one of her tits. Her expression wasn’t nearly as disgusted, looking far more curious than anything.

We cleaned up and stumbled out of the shower, still unable to let one another go. Our kisses and touches continued as we toweled each other off. Then we fell into her large bed and cuddled beneath the covers. My dick still twitched with a little energy in it, but I didn’t want to push things with Milly and told her that next time I came over, I’d let her learn how to give a blow job. Quite the sacrifice on my part.

She was happy with that and fell asleep with a small smile on her lips. I passed out moments later, exhausted, and delighted with how the night turned out.






Chapter Twenty-Seven

The next morning, I woke early and slipped out of bed. After I used the bathroom, I found her still buried under the covers and didn’t seem ready to wake up anytime soon. I pulled on my clothes and penned her a note, just as Elizabeth had done for me. Only in my letter, I told her what a wonderful evening I’d had and that I was sorry to leave before she woke.

I slipped out of her apartment and headed down to mine. I passed Monique in the stairwell, and she looked like she’d been partying all night. She was still in a short skirt and tight top, her dark little body looking incredible, with heavy makeup and her hair up in twin round buns. Her hair and make-up were a bit mussed, and her clothes looked like she’d slept in them.

“Morning,” I said, smiling in greeting.

The grimace she gave me said everything. I could smell the alcohol and sick on her as we passed. She didn’t say anything; just continued plodding up the stairs with slow, relentless steps.

When I stepped into my room, my nostrils were instantly assaulted with the sweet scent of sickness and the acrid odor of alcohol. I saw a pair of naked legs sticking out of my bathroom, and I recognized them as the slender pale stems of Clara.

The young woman was passed out drunk, the toilet filled with puke. I got a small rag and helped her to a sitting position and cleaned the vomit off the side of her face.

“MMmnghg,” Clara groaned when I moved her, “The world is spinning… never drinking again… hello, pretty boy.”

She grinned up at me with bleary eyes and winked exaggeratedly.

“Just the man I, hic, wanted to see, hic,” her shoulder shook with the force of her hiccup, and she grimaced in annoyance.

“Just relax,” I said, “I’ll get you cleaned up in a second.”

“Monique is the coolest,” she went on, her words slurring slightly, “She introduced me to a few club managers, played my tracks for them… got a gig… but… but I still don’t have a name!”

“You’ll pick one soon,” I reassured her, I’d managed to wipe the last of the puke from her and was helping her to her feet, “I think you should take a shower, you’ve still got some puke in your hair.”

“Yea, need a shower…” she looked up at me with bloodshot eyes and attempted a seductive smile. “Are you going to join me, handsome? You know, Monique and I talked about… oh god…” her face went green, and she breathed out a shuddering breath, I saw she was going to puke again and helped her over to the toilet, just as a stream of watery chunks sprayed out into the porcelain bowl.

The sight and smell nearly made me puke, and I pushed her hair to the side and held down my own gorge as she finished puking. Her body was wracked with dry heaves, and finally, she stilled.

She couldn’t stand up straight without the spins hitting her so hard she started dry heaving, so I had her knees over the edge of the tub, and I washed her hair out with the shower spray. We both got soaked, but I managed to clean all of the sickness off her with a bit of shampoo.

All the while, I was pressed against Clara’s tiny little body. I did my best to ignore how sexy she was and how perfect her small ass looked as it was bent over before me. The smell of the puke helped with constraining my libido, but Clara didn’t. The pretty runaway kept remarking how handsome I was and hinting that Monique thought the same.

When I finally helped her stand up, her face grew green again. She started to sway, and so I picked her up, like one might a bride and carried her to my small bed. Laying her down, I got a towel and placed it beneath the pillow, in case she was sick again. Then I pulled the blankets over her.

“Mhmm, you’re so sweet too… I hope Monique’s plans happen… mhmm soon…” she nodded off into sleep mid-sentence, and her snore filled the space.

I watched her sleep for a long second. Her cute face looked almost angelic in slumber, and I felt incredibly protective over this girl who had broken into the building.

Working as quietly as I could, I took a quick shower and grabbed my books. Clara never roused from her drunken slumber, and I was grateful to see she had stopped throwing up.

As I climbed the stairs to the roof, I marveled at how comfortable I was having the young woman in my personal space. Not only was I relaxed, but I felt good about myself for helping her out. Thinking about the power that act of charity seemed to have on my internal self-worth, I stepped out onto the roof and felt the warm early morning sun upon my face.

The buildings all around were the same height as ours or shorter. There was an unobstructed view of Manhattan and her skyscrapers. The wooden deck I’d uncovered was still stained with grime and pigeon shit, so I set my books aside and went down to the basement and got a hard-bristled brush, a bucket, and some soap. When I was heading up, I passed Gia heading out of her apartment.

“Morning, Connor!” She greeted me, “Working on a Saturday morning?”

“I was going to lay out in the sun and study,” I said, “but first, I gotta scrub down the deck I uncovered.”

“Sunbathing?” She said, her smile growing, “That sounds lovely! I’m heading to brunch now, but maybe I’ll join you when I get back.”

She threw me a wink as she slipped out the door and turned to wave before heading up the street. I found myself watching her walk away, appreciating her large ass as it rolled back and forth and the heavy sway of her large breasts in her silky top.

Pushing the hot Italian MILF out of my mind, I climbed to the roof and got to work. There was something peaceful about the monotonous work. My mind emptied as I knelt on the pale wooden decking, scrubbing up and down the boards with a two-handed grip on the brush. The stains were hard to work out, but they came up with a bit of force.

The sun rose in the sky, and I removed my shirt, loving the warm heat baking on my back as I worked. I had most of the deck scrubbed clean when I heard chattering voices climbing the stairs. I looked up just as the door opened.

Gia and Elizabeth stepped out, looking around themselves with surprised and pleased smiles. Each woman had a towel thrown over her shoulder and was wearing a loose colorful sundress and flip flops.

“Oh, this is wonderful, Connor!” Gia exclaimed as she walked over to the deck.

“I agree,” Elizbeth said as she nodded, “I never knew the roof was so nice.”

“Oh, your back is burning up!” Gia said as she set down her woven back and pulled out a bottle of sunscreen, “Here, let me put some lotion on you before you get too red.”

I sat up, stretching my back, and grateful for the break. As Gia squeezed out a healthy dollop into her palm, Elizabeth laid her towel out on the clean and dry portion of the deck. She looked around and seeing that we were unobserved by any building close by, she pulled off her billowing sundress to reveal her sexy, busty body, covered in just two pieces of small black material. The string bikini was tiny, and I felt my blood head up as she lay down, her large breasts swaying delightfully.

I shivered when Gia placed her cold hands upon my back, but then I sighed in pleasure as she worked it into the skin. Her hands warmed, and soon she was giving me a massage, her stiff fingers working the tight muscles of my shoulders.

“There,” she said when she finished, “all done. Do you think you could be a dear and get me?”

There was a hint of flirtation in her eyes as she grinned up at me, and when I nodded, she whipped off her sundress, revealing her busty body barely contained within a tiny white bikini. She lay her towel down, taking her time and making sure I took full notice of her massive breasts and firm round ass as she bent over and swayed before my hungry gaze.

Then she folded her legs beneath her and pulled her hair over her shoulder, presenting me with her back. I squeezed out some lotion and worked into my hands. She shivered when I set them on her soft firm flesh, and then she relaxed back into me. My hands worked the lotion into the skin, and I too, took a few extra minutes to massage her shoulders and back.

“Mmmm, thank you, lover,” she said with a wink as she took the bottle from me and began to apply it to her front.

“My turn,” Elizabeth said, and she sat up, a hint of blush on her cheeks as she pulled her hair over her shoulder.

I took even longer on the tall, slender woman, pressing her down to her stomach and kneeling astride her ass. My cock was firm, and she couldn’t help but feel it as I rested it between her ass cheeks. I undid the tie of her bikini, feeling her tense for a second and then relax, giving over control to me. When I finished with her, I tied the bikini back into place. I had wanted to push things further, but my nerves got the better of me.






Chapter Twenty-Eight

I pulled my books over and sat down against the low wall and felt the sun warming my skin as I studied. The women both relaxed, enjoying the warm sunshine, and chatting softly about their weeks. I listened with half and ear as they complained about co-workers and about projects they were working on.

A companionable silence settled over us as the sun climbed higher, and I thought Elizabeth even slept for a while, her soft snores sounding adorable. The women’s gorgeous bodies were a distraction as I studied, but a welcome one. Whenever I wanted to rest my eyes and take a break from reading about mergers and acquisitions at the turn of the century, there was a feast of incredibly sexy MILF flesh before me.

“Well, that’s about all the sun I can take,” Gia said, sitting up, “I could just stay out here all day if I didn’t have to worry about getting burned.”

“Me too,” Elizabeth said, sitting up, blinking her eyes owlishly as she woke from her nap, “Mhmm, that was so relaxing!”

I felt my eyes bulge as the tall blond woman stood and stretched, her bikini panties pulling tightly against her pussy lips.

“You know Connor,” Gia said as she picked up her towel and things, making sure I took notice of her massive breasts hanging down and swaying as she bent over, “I could really use my… pipes fixed tonight. I have some pounded out chicken, was planning on making Chicken Parmesan. Do you think you could come by?”

“I don’t have any other plans,” I said with a grin, feeling my stomach growl and cock throb at the thought.

“You two have fun,” Elizabeth said, smiling, but I detected a hint of sadness in her voice and expression.

“Is there enough Chicken Parm for three?” I asked, feeling sorry for Elizabeth that she would have to spend dinner alone.

“You want the three of us to… eat together?” Gia asked, her eyes taking on an intensity I hadn’t seen in them before.

I heard the meaning beneath her words and was about to shake my head. The lie wouldn’t come out, though. My anxiety spiked as I realized this admission might ruin my relationships with both women, but I nodded.

“I do,” I said.

“And you, Elizabeth?” Gia asked, turning to her friend, her face giving nothing away about what she thought of the proposal, “Do you also want to join us for… dinner.”

Elizabeth nodded immediately; her lips pressed together in a smile of suppressed excitement.

“Perfect!” Gia said, her smile flashing wide, “I’ve been dreaming of… cooking this meal my whole life! Come on, Elizabeth, we have a lot to plan.”

She hooked her arm in the taller blond, and they took off down the steps whispering to one another and giggling the whole time. I cleaned up the bucket and everything else I’d brought up and packed my books away. I was exhausted from the sun when I got to my room. Clara was gone, but I saw she had cleaned up in the bathroom and made my bed.

Once more, I was reassured that I had done the right thing by inviting the girl to stay in the building. I flopped down on top of the covers and was asleep in minutes. I woke from the nap a few hours later to find the sun sinking and shadows gathering around the room.

I sat there for long minutes trying to blink away the grogginess from my nap, but it wasn’t until I washed my face with fresh water that I started to feel awake. As I looked in the mirror, I remembered where I had to be soon, and a small seed of anxiety worked its way into my stomach.

Knowing that if I sat around my apartment and waited until it was time to head to Gia’s for dinner, and whatever else they had planned, the anxiety would only grow. Putting on my headphones and some good music, I left the building and went for a long walk to the park, letting the music carry me away.

An hour later, I got back to the apartment building, having worked up a light sweat. My mind was clear, and I was full of energy as I ran up the concrete steps. I dropped my jacket and headphones off in my place and knocked on Gia’s door. I smiled as I heard her called out from inside that she was coming, after a clang of pans and muffled oath.

“Well, hello!” She said in her customary way, smiling brightly as she pulled the door open.

“I picked this up,” I said, holding up the bottle of Chianti I’d purchased from a liquor store. It was the cheapest bottle of wine I could find and just happened to be Italian, so it worked out perfectly.

“Wonderful!” She said, guiding me into her place, “Dinner is done, let me just grate some cheese for us.”

“Is Elizabeth coming?” I asked, glancing around the place.

“She got tied up,” Gia said, “but she will join us for dessert.”

I found a bottle opener in her drawer and opened the bottle of wine, pouring for both of us in the glasses she set out. She filled a bowl with freshly grated parmesan cheese and set it on the table along.

The food smelled terrific as always when Gia pulled the two plates out of the oven. Golden friend chicken patties were covered in a delicious meat sauce and large handfuls of melted and bubbling mozzarella. My mouth was salivating as I sat down.

“To a wonderful day,” Gia said, clinking her glass against mine before we dug into the meal, “And let’s hope there are many more like it.”

“Amen,” I said, grinning and taking small sip of the wine. It was surprisingly good, with an earthy, almost peppery taste that went well with the cheesy, saucy chicken.

“How were your classes this week?” Gia asked as she took up a knife and fork.

I told her all about my lectures and how things were beginning to pick up the pace. Two exams were coming up the next week that I needed to study for, and I had a paper due in two weeks that I hadn’t even started researching for.

She mentioned that she had a few volumes in her library that would be useful for my research and that after the meal, she would take me in there to find them. We dined slowly, taking our time, enjoying the wine and each other’s company.

Gia told me all about her week. She was having issues with a couple of students who weren’t taking their lessons seriously and lamented that she would most likely have to fail them. There was also a female co-worker who she had been butting heads with for months. She suspected the woman was sneaking bites out of her lunches in the break room fridge, but she hadn’t been able to prove anything.

We finished off our last glasses of wine and let the food settle in our stomachs. I’d managed to keep myself from eating another large helping, but Gia saw my hesitation and made up a plate for me, wrapping it in plastic for later.

“Come on into the study, and I’ll get those books for you,” she said, standing and drawing me up behind her, “we’ve got dessert waiting, too.”

She had a nervous energy to her that had been building since we finished the meal. Now, she pressed her lips together tight in an excited but shy smile. By the time she pulled open her office door, I was already expecting something like the sight that greeted me.

Elizabeth knelt on the ground, her hands bound behind her back, chest thrust out. She wore the strappy leather outfit from before, but I saw something strange pressed between her legs. A long handle with a round vibrating head, a magic wand sex toy was strapped to her thigh and pressed firmly against her sex. The faint hum could be heard from where I stood in amazement, her thighs coated in wetness, trembling as she held herself upright. Drool tracked its way down her chin and dripped off her massive breasts as she moaned softly around the black ball-gag that filled her mouth. Her long blond hair hung down her back, woven into twin braids.

“Dessert awaits,” Gia said as she stepped up beside me, “Well, my handsome young man, how do you plan to… dig in?”

Her dancing eyes smothered whatever anxiety of nervousness the wine hadn’t, and I grinned back, slipping my arm around her slim waist and drawing her soft body against mine. Our lips met in a passionate kiss, and my hand came up to cup one of her large breasts, kneading it and causing Gia to moan against our kiss.

The hum of the magic wand pressed against Elizabeth’s bald pussy matched the sounds of Gia and I’s kisses. We broke off our kiss and turned to look at the tall blond when she began to moan softly. Her eyes had a pleading look, almost desperate, and wetness dripped from between her legs, thighs shivering.

“Your mommy-slave needs attention,” Gia purred into my ear as her hand slid down my firm stomach and began to unhook my belt, “How will you use her first?”

“I won’t,” I said with a grin, loving the flash of desperation and need on Elizabeth’s face. Underneath it, I read her intense pleasure as the game was drawn out. “First, I need to thank the woman who cooked me a wonderful meal.”

Grinning, I pulled Gia back into a kiss and took her hand, drawing it down to the firmness in my pants. She smiled against my lips and began to kiss her way down my neck, unbuttoning my shirt and pants as she did. Shrugging out of her top and bra, she looked up at me with nervous excitement, then glanced at Elizabeth, watching the woman’s expression as she took my cock between her thick lips.






Chapter Twenty-Nine

The beautiful blondes’ eyes flared wider, and her pupils dilated in pleasure as she watched her friend servicing me. The scene was so hot as I looked between the sexy busty Italian MILF sucking my cock with wild abandon, coating it in her saliva and stroking it with a hand, and the tall blond MILF tied up and shivering in pleasure as the magic wand worked her clit.

I felt powerful and wanted as I had never been. I was a kid in a candy store. There was a trap in that, I sensed. If I grew greedy or callous to these women’s desires and pleasure, I knew this beautiful moment would never get repeated. My mind began to work, planning out my next steps, helping me stave off my orgasm.

Reaching down, I took hold of Gia’s head in a firm grip, the woman grinning around my cock and moaning in pleasure as I slowly fucked her mouth. My cock pressing against her tonsils and then pulling out till her thick lips worked the tip, tongue teasing me.

The pleasure only intensified when I looked over at my former stepmom and saw her trembling as an orgasm raced through her body. Her stifled groan matched the gluc, gluc, gluc sound of Gia’s mouth as I fucked it.

“Are you watching, mommy?” I said, feeling a thrill as I uttered the taboo word. I was surprised and happy when Gia sucked even harder on the tip of my cock, her moan all the more desperate as she worked for her reward, “I’m going to fill Gia’s talented mouth with my cum, Oh fuck… I’m cumming.”

Elizabeth shook all the harder as she came again, tears tracking their way down her face as the storm of pleasure tore through her. Gia was moaning as I reached down and cupped one of her massive breasts. Then my cock was throbbing and my hips faltering, and she stroked me fast, opening her mouth wide so Elizabeth could watch each long blast of cum as it filled her mouth.

My knees were weak as the pleasure raced through me, shaking, and I thought for one dreadful moment I might fall over. But I locked them in place and rode out the waves of ecstasy. Staggering back, I walked over to Elizabeth, the woman staring at me with pleading eyes.

Almost casually, I ran my hand down her face and chest, grabbing a big handful of her large pale breast and gripping it hard. She groaned in pleasure at the rough treatment and moaned in disappointment when I released her. Motioning to Gia, I called her over and pulled her into a deep kiss, my hands slipping down her body to her wet folds.

She knelt beside Elizabeth, a faint blush on her face when she saw the blonde staring at my fingers as they dug into her pussy. Then I pressed her down, bending her over right in front of Elizabeth. Lining my cock up with her wet pussy, I pressed the fat head into her folds, parting them as I sank into her wet embrace.

“Ohhh, baby… fuck me… god damn… you feel so incredible!”

I drove into her with one powerful thrust bottoming out. Slipping my fingers around her hips and into the small spot where hip and thigh met, I gripped her tight. I fucked her hard and fast, sensing that she was right near the edge and was desperate for the pounding. She cried out in pleasure, her pussy shivering around my cock as her orgasm hit her hard. She was staring up into Elizabeth’s pleading eyes, her massive tits swaying beneath her as her whole body tensed up, and a scream erupted from her throat.

I pulled out of Gia’s twitching sensitive hole and stood. Elizabeth was breathing heavily through her nose, her nipples practically hard as stone and her whole body trembling. I reached around and whipped off the ball gag.

“Ngh!” She sucked in a deep lungful of air, her mouth opening wide, and I took the opportunity to shove my cum slick cock into it.

Reaching down, pulled up her two braids and held them in one hand as I began fucking her mouth with powerful thrusts. I think Elizabeth came from the treatment because her teeth scraped my cock as she shuddered and shook.

Pulling my dick out of her mouth, she gawped and sucked a deep lungful of air, leaning over, her breasts hanging down.

“I’m sorry, sir… mommy keeps cumming… so hard… to think… OH, FUCK!” She bent over, resting her face on the floor as her hips rocked and shook. The cry was so loud that Gia rolled over and looked at her friend in amazement. Pressing Elizabeth’s face down into the carpet, I reached behind her and unstrapped the magic wand, turning it off and pulling free.

“Keep your hips right there and be a good mommy-slave,” I said, pressing my cock into the sloppy mess of her bald pussy, “Mmmm fuck you’re tight.”

Elizabeth moaned as I pressed my cock deeper and deeper into her relentlessly. Gia watched in fascination, biting her bottom lip, she shifted so that her back rested on the footrest.

“Spread your legs, Gia,” I said, a firm note of command in my voice, causing the woman to look up at me in pleasure as she slowly parted her legs.

I took hold of Elizabeth’s braids and pulled her face up, shifting my hips and turning her. Gia’s eyes opened wide in nervous shock, when she realized what I was doing, but whatever she saw on Elizabeth’s face caused her to smile.

Ever so slowly, I lowered Elizabeth’s face into Gia’s pussy as I sawed my cock in and out of her soft pussy slowly.

“Lick her,” I instructed, holding Elizabeth’s head just above the dark wet fur of Gia’s bush, “Eat her pussy, mommy-slave… mhmm, fuck, your pussy just got so tight on me… you like that you little slut?”

“Yes, sir,” Elizabeth moaned, her tongue grazing Gia’s wet lips tentatively at first, then with growing enthusiasm as the dark-haired beauty moaned in pleasure.

“Oh god, right there… mhmm, this is so hot…” She stared in my eyes and bit her lip. I could see that this was just as amazing and exciting for her as it was for me, and that filled me with joy.

Elizabeth's soft pussy accepted my cock like it had been made for me. The woman pushed back against my thrusts, her pale ass slapping my hips, and all the while, I kept a tight hold on her braids, like reins, as I rode her.

“Oh, Liz… so good… I’m cumming, I’m cumming!” Gia arched her head back, her body shaking and her thighs clamping down on either side of Elizabeth’s head.

I took the opportunity to pound Elizabeth hard, the sight of the beautiful Italian MILF cumming, sending me over the edge. I flooded her womb with my seed, causing her to moan into Gia’s pussy.

I dragged my soft cock out of her and staggered over to the cushioned chair and plopped down, sliding down in it and spreading my legs.

“You’re not done, mommy-slave,” I said, pointing down at my cum-covered cock, “get over here and clean me up.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, moving slowly, she lifted herself up to her knees and slowly stumbled her way over, hands still locked together behind her back.

Gia roused herself once more and looked over as Elizabeth sank to her haunches. With a grin, she crawled over to join in. The tall blond had slavish devotion on her face as she sucked and ran her tongue up the side of my cock. She grinned and shuffled over when Gia joined her, offering the tip of my dick to the woman as she bent lower and licked my balls.

Gia took the head of my cock into her warm mouth and fellated me gently. Between the two of them, they soon had me hard as a rock. It took them a few minutes to work out the geometry of how they could both work my cock together, but I left them to it. Soon they were pressed together, Gia’s hands exploring Elizabeth’s body as they moved in sync. Both of their tongues on either side of my cock as they licked it up and down.

My beautiful blond former stepmother was contorted in the most uncomfortable position, her body being toyed with, and her breasts and ass assaulted by my pawing hands. I don’t think she’d ever been happier. There was such profound contentment in her face as she worshipped my dick that it warmed my heart to see.

After five minutes of this delicious treatment, I stood and drew both women up with me. One arm around each of their waists, I held them close, sharing in a three-way kiss. Our tongues dancing together, their massive breasts pressed against each other. Then stumbling, we made our way into Gia’s bedroom and fell upon the covers.

In moments, the thick brunette was riding my boner. I took hold of Elizabeth’s perfect ass and pulled it over my face, burning my mouth in her soaking pussy. I feasted on her as she rested against Gia, her trembling muscles unable to hold her upright with a real strength.

I ordered Gia to turn around, and then reaching up, pressed my mommy-slave’s mouth to her puckered opening. Gia cried out in surprise when she felt her friends’ wet tongue on the sensitive flesh, but the cries turned into a long throaty moan.

Elizabeth's pussy gushed onto my face as I felt her convulse in orgasm. It surprised even her. I could tell how much she got off on being forced to eat the other woman’s ass, but get off she did. Again and again, she came on my face until her thighs began to grip my skull with so much force I had to pry myself free.

Then I watched in amazement, able to see her rapturous face as she worked her tongue deep into Gia’s butt. Gia’s moan had turned guttural, and her pelvic muscles were clamping down on my dick as she came once more. Then my own orgasm approached, and I felt my toes curling as the pleasure raced up and down my spine, causing the hairs on the back of my neck to stand up.

“I’m cumming,” I said, and Elizabeth whipped her head to the side, her braids falling across her back, “Swallow it, mommy…. Swallow it!”

Gia moved forward and turned to watch, a grin of satiated satisfaction suffusing her face. Elizabeth moaned out and clamped her lips around the tip of my dick, tongue dancing along the glands as I felt it swell in her mouth. Then my cum was gushing forth, and she drank it down with a happy little smile.

I collapsed on the bed, and Gia crawled up beside me, cuddling up and resting her head on my shoulder. She purred in pleasure and pulled the comforter over us.

I reached down and unlocked Elizabeth’s restraints, and she sighed in relief, stretching and arching her back like a cat. Then she pressed up to my other side and pulled my arm around her shoulders. I drifted off to sleep, with a sexy busty MILF pressed to either side.






Chapter Thirty

I rose from the depths of hazy dreams to the feeling of heavenly warmth enveloping my hard glands. Blinking my eyes open, I looked down to see Elizabeth laying along my legs, bent over my cock, her thick lips gliding up and down its length, as her finger stroked it in a tight ring.

She glanced up at me when I moved and grinned around my hard cock. Her tongue swirled the underside, and I moaned out in pleasure. Gia shifted beside me, her back to me and wide ass pressed against my hip.

Elizabeth sucked me deep down her throat, coating my cock in the slick juices at the back. Then she pulled up off my cock and stroked it with finger and thumb a few times, drawing it to steely hardness. Then she lay beside me, pressing her big pale cheeked ass to my side, reaching back to pull my cock in between her soft cheeks.

“Mhmm,” Elizabeth hummed as she held my dick to her tiny puckered entrance.

Biting my lip in excitement, I moved forward slowly, feeling the tight opening relax ever so slowly and accept me into her depths. Elizabeth cried out softly and reached back, holding me in place when I moved a touch too quickly, and let her ass relax and accept me into it.

Gia shifted behind me, and I felt her hand on my shoulder as she looked over.

“Oh my god… you’re fucking her ass!” Gia said in surprise, eliciting a whimper of pleasure from Elizabeth.

The tall blond wiggled her hips back, and the head of my cock popped past the firm ring of her opening. I slipped deeper and deeper into the incredible tightness of her ass.

“Fuck, you’re tight…” I moaned and reaching up, took a big handful of her breast as I started to slowly stroke in and out of her depths.

I could hear the wet sounds of Gia playing with her pussy as she watched me ass-fuck her friend. Elizabeth’s face was twisted in a look of intense concentration, but her breathing was coming ragged and heavy.

My whole dick was in the woman, and I began to saw in and out with long slow strokes when suddenly Elizabeth screamed with pleasure. She came with such force that her ass clamped down on my cock so hard I thought she might rip it off. I halted there, my hands cupping her massive breast, fingers rolling the large nipple as I waited for her to relax again.

When Elizabeth finally calmed down, her small whimpers of pleasure, causing my cock to throb all the harder, and I began to thrust in and out of her again. Gia pressed on my hips, her body close against my back as she kissed my neck, hot breath in my ear.

“Cum in her baby,” she whispered, “fill her ass with your cum… then make her suck your cock clean!”

“Oh, fuck, yes!” Elizabeth cried, her eyes flashing open and a look of reckless lust on her face, “Cum in mommy’s ass, Connor!”

I could hold back no longer, and my morning wood spewed forth a massive load of cum deep into her bowels. Elizabeth shook, biting her lip so hard I thought it might bleed, arching her back as another big orgasm wracked her.

Trembling, I rolled onto my back, soft cock slipping from the woman’s soft butt. Then she turned and bent down, sucking my cock into her mouth. Moaning in slavish devotion as she cleaned me with her mouth.

Smiling in pleasure, I drifted off into hazy half-sleep with Gia cuddled up to my side, and Elizabeth slowly and gently kissing, sucking and licking my cock. I don’t know how much time passed, it could have been a minute or an hour, but as my cock stiffened, I drifted up to full wakefulness.

Elizabeth grinned and rolled my hips away from her and pressed the thick tip of my cock between the soft cheeks of Gia’s ass. The dozing older woman roused and bit her lips, turning her head back and grinning up at me, she pulled me into a kiss, even as her asshole slipped over the head of my cock. The woman was far easier to enter than Elizabeth, but just as tight once I was inside her.

We made love like that on our sides for long minutes. Kissing and touching one another non-stop as Elizabeth watched, teasing her own pussy and kissing my back and neck. When I finally came deep within Gia, she came with me, the two of us in perfect sync, as we rocked upon the mattress.

Elizabeth insisted on sucking my cock clean once more, and I saw the intense pleasure she got from being degraded and made to serve. The three of us stumbled into the shower together and spent a lazy morning washing one another clean, teasing, and touching the whole time. We left the bathroom, all turned on, and as Gia was putting on a pot of coffee, I bent Elizabeth over her kitchen table and took the woman hard and fast. She came quick and hard, and then I had Gia bent over her sink, the older woman’s massive breasts swaying as I flooded her womb with my seed.

The morning was a languid and eye-opening one for me. There was no anxiety or awkwardness between the three of us: no lies or hidden desires. As we drank coffee and Gia scrambled up some eggs and cooked toast, we spoke of what we had enjoyed most about the evening and morning.

Elizabeth stepped out of her submissive role and grew very precise about her experience. Her lawyer mode kicking in, she listed all that she had enjoyed and what she might have liked more of. While Gia did the same, surprisingly, both women had enjoyed their sapphic experience far more than they’d assumed they would, but for different reasons.

Gia had found the experience of being pleasured by a beautiful soft woman to be so intimate that she’d teared up a little as she spoke about it. In contrast, Elizabeth had loved feeling degraded and like a slave, especially when she was forced to do something that was out of her comfort zone.

I filed all the information away and knew that if I were so lucky to get this opportunity again, I would be able to make the experience even more amazing for both women, and myself.

Eventually, we all had to get on with our days. Sharing a big three-way kiss, we said goodbye, and I slipped into my room exhausted and a little achy. I’d certainly been using muscles I’d never even known existed over the past couple weeks, but the night before, I’d worked them to the point of soreness.

Pulling out my book, I got to studying. I spent the afternoon reading and taking notes, then the evening researching my paper online. Around seven, Gia knocked on my door and dropped off a plate of warmed food, coming in and hanging out while I ate.

She was so excited to talk about our night before, going over each part of it and working herself up into a lather. The taboo talk had excited her more than she’d thought it would. Before she carried the dishes back to her place, I bent her over my bed and took her hard and fast. The older MILF crying out in pleasure as she came on my cock.

I slept like the dead that night and woke refreshed and ready to begin another week. When I got to Sola’s and knocked, the sexy little woman opened the door in seconds, surprising me. Usually, she had to drag herself out of bed and push her bong out of the way as she stumbled to let me in. When I stepped into her small studio, I saw that I wasn’t the first to arrive.

Monique sat on the floor stretching, and beside her was Clara. Both women looked up smiling when I came in, their colorful and tight yoga clothing doing little to hide their sublime curves.

“You’re ready for more advanced postures,” Sola said as she laid out her mat, “So I invited these two to join in, they’re both at the same level.”

“Morning!” Clara said, with a bright smile, while Monique just gave me a nod of welcome, as I settled down onto my mat beside her.

“Let’s begin with some easy stretches,” Sola said.

She walked us through a relatively simple routine that took about twenty minutes, loosening up the whole body. Then she began with the real stretches. I found that they required a lot of strength to hold myself in the proper form, and in no time at all, I was sweating and panting in exertion.

By the time the hour ended, we were all covered in a sheen of sweat. Clara and Monique were both flexible, and I could tell that Clara had a lot of experience with yoga, but Monique seemed new just like me. They both worked hard, though, and my early nervousness at having others there, faded quickly.

Sola continued to flirt with me. It seemed her flirtations were even more outrageous, now that she had an audience, and once I caught Clara giggling, when she caught me staring at Sola’s perfect ass bend right before me.

Clara and I walked down the stairs together after our workout, in a slightly awkward silence. I could feel a tension building between us but didn’t understand it. When I was about to step into my apartment, I felt her touch my shoulder stopping me.

“I just wanted to thank you,” she said, “for everything. For taking care of me the other day, letting me stay here, and for everything else. In one week, I went from homeless to having a roof over my head, food in my stomach, and I’ve even made some great friends.”

“Thanks for not breaking my trust in you,” I said gratefully, “I was in a position to help. I’d like to think anyone else would do the same thing.”

“No,” she said, “Not many people would, but you did, and I just wanted you to know I’ll never forget it.”

She reached out and pulled me into a warm hug. I held her for a long moment, feeling her slender warm body soften into the embrace. She rested her head on my chest, and I inhaled the scent of her hair and felt butterflies dancing in my stomach.

With a start, she released me, and ducking her head hurried down the steel stairs, leaving me standing there staring after the girl confused. I got ready for class with a storm of emotions and thoughts dancing through my head.






Chapter Thirty-One

Soon my studies pulled my focus away from the confusing emotions, and I sank into the comfort of learning. The week was busy, and I barely had time to myself. I spent hours and hours every afternoon and night buried in my room reading, notetaking, and writing.

Each morning our yoga sessions got more and more intense, and I could feel the change it was having on my body almost immediately. I had been doing the workouts for several weeks, slowly building up my flexibility and strength. Sola explained that the routine she had put me through was for a very specific purpose. Now she was introducing the series of poses and stretches that she said should become a habit in my life.

The first two days were torture, and I woke up so sore and miserable Wednesday, that I almost didn’t head upstairs to her studio. The woman was a master of her craft though and knew exactly how sore I would be. We began slowly, and I found that the soreness disappeared, then she kicked my ass again.

One of the great comforts was how hard Monique and Clara found the routine as well. None of us left in the morning without a healthy sweat and feeling like we’d been pulled and stretched nearly to the point of breaking.

The feeling of strength and flexibility I gained was so intoxicating that I kept coming back and knew I would probably keep this going long after the year was up. I didn’t notice the physical changes it was having on me until Gia remarked upon it one evening when she came by with a Tupperware filled with lasagna she made.

She hugged me hello and then pulled back, glancing down at me and running her hands up my arms and down my chest. Her fingers played over the muscles that were just beginning to show signs of definition for the first time in my life.

“Something feels different about you today,” Gia said, her eyes flashing with desire, tongue wetting her lips, “Harder… stronger… god, Connor, I just want to ravish you.”

“What’s keeping you?” I asked with a smirk.

She matched my smile and threw her arms over my shoulders, and we tumbled onto my small bed, kissing and giggling. We made love in the afternoon, her cries filling my little apartment as she wrapped her legs around my hips, heels digging into my ass as she spurred me on.

Afterward, we lay and cuddled, letting the post-coital bliss fade slowly. I ate in the nude while she lay on my bed, head resting in her hand, watching me with a lazy smile.

“What are your dreams,” she asked, “have you thought about what you plan to do with your life?”

“That’s a big question,” I said, sitting back and resting my fork on the empty plate.

“You shouldn’t have to think about it,” she said, her smile growing crooked, “I mean, you could do anything you wanted. You could sell your father's company and buy an island, disappear from the world.”

“I’ve thought about it,” I said, shaking my head, “I could live like that for a few months, a year maybe. But I’d go crazy. I need to be around people, as much as it makes me anxious.”

“Well, think about it,” she said, rolling onto her back and stretching, “you’ve got some time.”

Her words triggered a melancholy mood in me. I knew I had to think about it and that I’d been avoiding it for weeks. This wasn’t something I was supposed to worry about for decades, but now I was faced with it.

Once the year was up, assuming I completed it without issue, I would have one of the most powerful private companies in the world. How did I plan to use that wealth and power? Would we continue as my father had, acquiring failing businesses and either restructuring or selling them off for parts? There was undoubtedly profit in that, and I might find some joy as well.

I spent the rest of the evening, letting the thoughts distract me from my studying and trouble my sleep. Then the next morning, Sola worked them out of my system and left me shaking and sweaty from the brutal workout.

“That was amazing,” Sola said with a big grin as we broke up our session, rolling up our mats, “Really all three of you put in extra effort today, I’m impressed. At this pace, I can’t see it taking too much longer.”

“What taking too much longer?” I asked as I set my mat in the corner with the others.

“Till you’re flexible enough to handle fucking me,” Sola said, her tone off-hand and so ordinary that several seconds passed before I registered what she’d said and turned to stare at her.

Clara and Monique were both staring at the incredibly attractive older yoga instructor in a similar shock to me. Sola stopped just as she was about to step into the kitchen and looked around at us. Her face screwing up in a questioning frown.

“What did you think this was all for?” Sola asked, “You think I would put you through such brutal routines just for fun?”

“Well, yea,” I said, feeling all my anxiety and nervousness come crashing in on me.

“Sorry,” Sola said with one of her flirty smiles that she reserved just for me, “But I plan to take full advantage of what I’m making… not yet, though. I’d hurt you.”

She gave me a soft pat on the cheek and then headed into her kitchen to pour a glass of water. Monique and Clara were both staring at me as we walked out of the apartment. Monique had a speculative look on her face as she stared at me frankly. While Clara pressed her lips together as she held in a laugh, I couldn’t tell if it was from nervousness or humor.

I raced out of there to get ready for class. Trying to put the experience out of my head but unable to. I was already dreading our workout the next morning, but when I arrived, Sola pushed us right into things, and all thought of her words from the day before faded from my mind. She never mentioned it again the rest of that week or the next. The workouts grew more and more intense, though, and my body changed rapidly.

Clara showed up every morning with Monique, the two of them becoming fast friends. They spend their nights together making music, Monique turned out to have a fantastic voice that matched well with Clara’s beats. They went out on the weekends, dancing and clubbing, but all week long, they would bury themselves in the basement or Monique’s apartment and make music.

I found every opportunity I could to chat up Clara. Finding that her radiant energy always put me in a good mood. She was shy and nervous whenever I flirted with her too much, but I thought she might feel the same as I did.

I had several encounters over those few weeks. Gia would often bring me a meal in the evenings, staying to chat and socialize. Our sessions would often end up with us making passionate love, or more often, with her pressing me down into the chair and worshipping my cock with her big breasts out.

One of the best changes that took place over those weeks was Milly began to come out of her shell a little bit. She would meet my eyes and say hello when we passed in the hallway or stairs, and though she never invited me over again, she hinted that she wanted me to come by sometime soon. Her clothing was a touch more stylish, and even her hair was occasionally pulled back out of her face, revealing her cute features.

Elizabeth had her routines and didn’t like to deviate from them. She would meet with me every Saturday night, carving out the whole day and Sunday morning to give herself over to her time as a mommy-slave. We tested the limits of what she liked and what I was willing or able to do.

Gia often joined us, and Elizabeth had some of her most powerful orgasms while the other MILF was there to witness her humiliation and servitude. I grew as well during those sessions, in leaps and bounds. I was learning to control myself in the face of tremendous desire and pressure.

I spent every weekend up on the roof. The hardest part was hauling the supplies up there, but with Clara’s help, I was able to rig up a pulley system along the alleyway and get them all up there. The work was hard but rewarding, and by the end of that second month, I was nearly done with my project.

I’d learned my lesson from working around the building, and planned everything I did far in advance, trying to account for every detail. The skill proved to be valuable in more than just my super work. It was helpful with school, with my interactions with women, and I came to find out quickly, it would become a powerful skill in business.






Chapter Thirty-Two

So it was, that I found myself once more riding the elevator up to Whitaker Industries offices to meet with Brooke. She’d told me to come by later, and when I stepped into the offices, I found them darkened and all the employees having had gone home for the day.

The only person left was my father’s old secretary, who sat outside Brooke’s office. She stood when I came in, and her stern face cracked into a small smile that surprised me. She’d always intimidated me, but now I felt a hint of that emotion barely, as I walked through the beautifully appointed open office space.

“Good evening, young master Whitaker,” She said with a respectful bow of her head, “Mrs. Brooke and Mrs. Ava are awaiting you in her office. Would you care for a refreshment or something to eat?”

“Thank you Julia, a cup of tea would be wonderful, if you have it,” I pause outside the office and look around, noticing that several desks had been removed and there was more space than I remembered. “Tell me, how have things been the past two months since my father’s passing?”

The secretary’s eyes took on a keen intensity, and she glanced over her shoulder at the closed office door.

“Much as it was before,” she said, heading over to a cupboard to prepare the tea. “Ms. Brooke and your father had been planning the transition for many years. We eagerly await your installment as CEO, so we can begin on whatever great work you have figured out for us to undertake.”

“Great work?” I asked, taken aback slightly by the intense belief in the woman’s voice.

“Oh, yes, Young Master,” she said, turning and flashing me a dazzling white smile, “We are all here to change the world with you! The past weeks have been hard on us, and the coming months will be harder. We ache to have your wisdom as our guiding light.”

Her eyes burned with such intense passion, almost a religious fervor, that I was taken aback. The thought made me more than a little uncomfortable, but this was what responsibility was. Gia’s words came back to me, and I felt the weight of purpose settle on my shoulders.

“Your father called it a regency,” she went on, turning back to finish the tea, “We all understand the need for it. The markets would never accept a CEO as young as yourself without some proof of his intelligence, persuasiveness, and power over others. Once you divine our purpose and have a trustworthy circle around you, then we’ll be ready.”

She turned back, and her face was the severe, professional mask once more, but her eyes still burned with an intensity that unnerved me. She knocked on the office door softly, then opened it for me to enter.

Brooke was seated behind her desk, Ava in one of the chairs before it, the two of them sipping from glasses of brown liquor. Julia followed me in, setting the tea and saucer on a side table near a chair and then stepped back to the wall, and clasped her hands before her waist.

“Evening Connor,” Brooke said with a smile, “you’re right on time, as always.”

“Thank you,” I said, glancing around the office, “You’ve done some decorating.”

The old wallpaper had been replaced, changing out the dingy yellow color for a soft white. The artwork was different, as well. The pieces were simpler and showed more color and vibrancy.

“It was time,” she said with a smile, “I’ve been meaning to add a more feminine touch for a while, but Ava here finally encouraged me.”

“If I have to hang out in here,” the pretty little blonde said, “then at least I’d like to have something nice to look at.”

“The windows overlook all of Manhattan and the rivers,” Brooke said with a chuckle, “You’d think that was enough for the woman.”

“I see those all day when I’m driving around,” Ava said with a wave of her hand, then she turned to me and cocked one eyebrow, “It’s just dirty buildings and dirty water.”

Brooke shook her head at her friend, obvious an old argument between the two of them.

“Tell me, young master,” she said to me, her enchanting dark eyes locking with mine, “How was your month?”

All three women were looking at me, but I shrugged off the discomfort, feeling at ease in this room and with the two women whom I’d seen in the most compromising situations. I lifted my tea and blew on the hot liquid to cool it before sipping. It was herbal and sweet, and as the steam-filled my sinuses, I felt my mind awaken. Setting the cup down, I turned to give Julia an acknowledging smile that she accepted without cracking her stern expression.

I started with that first week and went over everything. Brooke and Ava listened with avid interest as I described my evening with Milly. I’d learned from last time, that Brooke wanted to know every little detail of my hook-ups, so I told her all about Milly’s issues and how I had designed a strategy to counter them. By the end, Brooke was nodding, and I felt flush with pride from the look she gave me.

Then I told them about the threesome I’d had with Gia and Elizabeth and how kinky things had gotten. Brooke’s grin of pride turned wolfish, and she bit her bottom lip as I told them about all the kinky things I’d done with the two women in the weeks since.

“Once again, you impress me,” Brooke said, standing and walking around to the liquor cabinet. My tea was gone by that point, and she poured me a healthy measure of scotch into a tumbler and walked over to hand it to me, “As I had hoped Young Master, you are proving to be an apt pupil. You are growing into your role as President and CEO, and I would like to accelerate things a bit.”

“Accelerate?” I asked nervously, glancing at Ava, who smirked at me and to Julia, who had a deep red blush. The older woman stared into my eyes with a burning intensity that I found strange.

“I will catch you up to where the company is at,” Brooke went on, flicking on the projector and dimming the lights, “While I do, you will be treated as the CEO of Whitaker Industries. If you have recommendations for me or marching orders, then I will carry them out to the best of my abilities. I had been planning to bring you into the company over the last six months of your years, but you’re obviously ready to handle some of it now. You’ll be invited to listen in on the next investor's financial meeting.

“Julia, your master sits before you… are you just going to stand there?”

“Of course, not Ms. Brooke!” The older woman said, jumping forward and smoothly sinking to her knees before me. Her hands reached up and began to undo my belt, causing me to sit up in alarm and grab the woman’s hands.

“What’s going on?!” I asked more than a little surprised by the act.

“Please, master,” Julia said, her voice and eyes pleading, “let me relax you, so that you may concentrate on your meeting properly.”

I looked from the pretty secretary to Brooke and finally to Ava, who smirked at me and winked.

“You didn’t imagine we were the only, truly dedicated employees, did you?” The pretty little blonde asked.

“But what about ‘Me Too’ and all that,” I asked, my voice a touch shrill as I still held the woman’s hands fast.

“I told you, Connor,” Brooke said, “You had earned this… you are our true leader, and you’re proving it more and more. Julia, tell the young master what your job is.”

“I’m your private secretary, sir,” Julia said, her beautiful face staring up at me in adoration, “Ms. Brooke hired me three years ago for one purpose and one purpose alone. So that the person who handled your private and public schedule would be absolutely trustworthy and devoted.”

“Julia has proven herself to me time and time again,” Brooke said, smiling fondly at the beautiful older woman, “And now that you will be taking a place within the organization, you should allow her to prove herself to you. Besides, she’s waited years for this reward, would you keep it from her?”

“Reward?” I asked, but I thought I knew what she spoke of, Julia’s eyes lit with avarice as she gazed at the hardness twitching in my pants.

“He’s not going to object,” Ava said with a grin as she hooked a leg over the armrest of her chair and slipped a hand into the crotch of her pants.

“Please, sir,” Julia purred softly for my ears alone, “Allow me to prove my worth and devotion.” Even as she spoke, her fingers unhooked my belt and drew it aside.

“Very well,” Brooke said, clicking the slide, “As you can see, the growth projections for Whitaker Industries are conservative. This is due to the downsizing I have been doing. The company is being positioned so that when you establish a mission statement and directive for us, we will be perfectly positioned to re-enter the market.”

The thick and beautiful MILF secretary pulled my cock out and into the open in the middle of the office. Ava’s eyes flared wide with desire when she saw it, and I saw her hand working her pussy in her panties. Brooke went on as if nothing had changed, and Julia bit her bottom lip in nervous anticipation.

The woman’s warm fingers slipped around the base, then she took the head into her hot wet mouth and sucked hard on it. Taking me deep, she moaned softly when the fat head of my cock nestled against the back of her throat, her tongue teasing the underside.






Chapter Thirty-Three

She took her time as she worshipped my cock. Sucking it deep and then letting it back out until just the head sat in her mouth, then back down. Her fingers were sliding up and down the wet shaft, teasing and stroking it. The wet sounds accompanied Brooke as she droned on about the company.

Brooke had been downsizing slowly. She was working on a list of people who were both great workers and loyal to the company. She had reduced the aggressive advances into specific industries so that there would be enough cash on hand for when we decided to make moves in the market.

As the beautiful brunette spoke, I found it harder and harder to concentrate on what she was saying. This was all incredibly important, so I worked as hard as I could to get every detail she said. But Julia’s mouth was drawing my focus away and sending me into new realms of pleasure.

Three minutes in, I reached up to cradle the woman's head, to slow her down and give myself a chance to calm down. She would have none of it, though, and sucked my sensitive flesh all the harder. Her eyes popped open, and she stared up at me with an expression I’d never seen from a person before. It was almost worshipful.

“I’m going to cum,” I announced, staring into the beautiful MILF’s hungry eyes.

She nodded, moaning, and sucking all the harder as my cock throbbed. Brooke broke off her speech and watched with burning passion. Beside me, I could hear Ava whimpering and the muffled sounds of her sex, as she fingered herself.

I flooded the sexy secretary’s mouth with cum, and she swallowed it all down quickly, not losing a drop. Her warm mouth never ceased its ministrations, and even when I shifted, uncomfortable by the intense sensations, she never stopped sucking.

Brooke picked right up where she’d left off, speaking out about Asian holdings and the gain in the pharmaceutical market from Chinese drug sales. A hard-sharp breath caused me to look over and see Ava cumming on her hand before she slumped back into the chair.

All the while, Julia continued to suck and stroke my cock, drawing it back to steely hardness. Her eyes never ceased staring at me with worshipful desire. Finally, Brooke’s presentation drew to an end.

“That is the current state of Whitaker Industries,” The sexy brunette said, stepping around the desk and slowly unbuttoning her jacket and shrugging out of it, “Julia, that will be all. Thank you for your service and for staying late.”

The MILF’s eyes flashed in disappointment, but she released my cock from her mouth and stood quickly and smoothly and gave a short bow to Brooke.

“If that will be all,” the older woman said before flashing me a grateful smile and turning to go, “Thank you, sir, for the privilege of servicing you.”

“Wait,” I said, looking from Brooke, who was beginning to disrobe, to Ava, who was just standing to do the same, lust plain on her blonde’s face, “I’m not done with you, Julia.”

“You’re too kind, sir,” Julia said, a deep blush suffusing her cheeks, her arms circled her soft waist, and she shook her head glancing at Brooke, “But you don’t want an old fat woman like me. You have two pretty young things who’re eager to have you in them… I loved servicing you, but please…”

“You are exactly what I want,” I said, standing from the chair and walking over.

The woman had been cool as a cucumber as she sucked my dick and swallowed my cum, perfectly content in her place. Now, as I stepped up and folded her into a warm embrace, brushing her thick lips with mine, she trembled like a leaf. Her kiss was delicate and uncertain, but after a second, the dams of her passion seemed to burst, and her hands were all over me, drawing off my clothes as she moaned into my lips.

“Damn, that’s hot,” I heard Ava say, and then the sounds of her and Brooke embracing came to my ears.

In moments though, all else was tuned out but the soft, sexy body of the MILF before me. My hands pulled off her buttoned-up blue top and unhooked her large bra to reveal a pair of massive breasts capped in hard dark nipples. The woman whimpered like a schoolgirl in need when I pinched and pulled them, then I had her skirt off and turned her around right there.

Julia threw her hair over her shoulder and looked back at me with brilliant blue eyes, her wet lips parted as heavy breaths escaped her lungs. She let me press her down onto the couch, so she knelt on it and rested her arms on the backrest. Before us, Brooke had Ava down on the ground. The two women embracing as they stripped one another, their sexy pale bodies looked incredible in contrast to the dark, lush carpet as it was revealed inch by inch.

The woman’s wide white ass looked incredible, and her hanging breasts looked even better. She watched in mounting anticipation and excitement as I held my rock-hard cock up and slid the thick tip along her wet slit. Her furry lips parted, and the woman flexed her hips, breathing out a sigh of pleasure as I pressed into her soft entrance.

“Use me… sir… you’re… so big!” She grunted softly as I stretched her wide, her pussy was surprisingly tight, and I could tell it had been many years since she’d had a cock inside her, “Fuck me you beautiful, powerful boy!”

Julia screamed out her pleasure as the first small orgasm ripped through her body. She had been keyed up since giving me a blowjob before the other two women, and now she went off like a firecracker. I didn’t stop plowing in and out of her, enjoying her soft wet tightness and my dominance over the woman.

She was beautiful indeed, with her blond highlights and perfectly featured face, but the sight of Brooke and Ava in a naked embrace was almost too much for me. The younger tiny Ava, with her slender waist and elongated belly button, looked heavenly, but Brooke’s flawless body trapped my gaze longer. Watching Ava kiss and suck on Brooke’s large pink nipples made my cock throb and caused me to hammer Julia all the harder.

The busy MILF came on my cock once more, and I felt my balls tighten. My movements faltered, and Julia looked back, desperate need in her eyes.

“Cum in me… sir, cum in my pussy… fuck… it’s so hot!”

My cum shot out in hard blasts flooding her depths as I grunted out in pleasure. Brooke and Ava looked up with wide grins on their face, crawling around the couch and taking advantage of my weak knees to press me back to the thick rug.

The two beauties cuddled in close, their hands all over my cum-slick cock, teasing and touching it as their lips sought mine. If one wasn’t kissing me with wild passion, the other was licking and kissing my neck, causing tingles of pleasure to race down my skin.

Then a wet warmth enveloped my dick, and when I glanced down, I saw the flushed face of Julia, her perfectly quaffed hair in slight disarray, and her eyes vacant of thought as she sucked her cum clean off my cock.

I felt like a king or an emperor, overwhelmed by the amount of attention being poured on me. Brooke pushed both women aside and swung her leg over my hips, biting her bottom lips in anticipation as she pulled my cock into her depths.

Ava slipped my hand between her legs as Julia lapped at my balls, sending shivers of pleasure all through me. The gorgeous Brooke rode my cock, her hands on my stomach, eyes alighting with surprised delight at the muscles she found there, big breasts pressed together, as she slammed her ass down onto me. Ava kissed me, her pick little tongue dancing with mine as her tiny little pussy rode my hand.

Brooke came fast and hard, her screams of pleasure climbing to sharp shrieks when Julia buried her tongue in the executive’s tiny butt. She collapsed against my chest, shuddering in pleasure and then rolled to the side. Julia kissed up the woman’s body, cradling her in a gentle embrace.

Meanwhile, I was pulling the tiny and sexy Ava beneath me and spreading her thin legs. I plowed her with long powerful thrusts, finding the rhythm that worked best for both of us, reading the signs in her. I slipped my fingers around her neck, cutting off her airflow ever so gently, a trick I’d learned while playing with Elizabeth. That’s when Ava exploded in orgasm, her gasps of pleasure filling the office and her eyes wide in surprise. Her clutching little pussy soon had me cumming, flooding her womb with my juices as she shuddered in orgasm beneath me.

I plopped down on the couch, sweating and panting, and smiled when Brooke crawled up beside me. She pulled her leg beneath her and rested her head on my shoulder with a contented sigh. Before us on the rug, Ava and Julia were pulling one another into a lazy embrace, their sift fingers sliding up and down one another’s bodies as both looked up at me with warm smiles.

“Aren’t they both so beautiful?” Brooke asked me, her fingers playing with the short hairs at the base of my skull.

The two of them were both incredibly beautiful and looked so similar except for their age and size. The busty, soft Julia had dirty blond hair, carefully styled and thick makeup while tiny Ava had almost white-blond hair and a youthful fresh-faced look, even when she was flush from her recent exertions.

“They almost look like mother and daughter,” I said with a smirk.

Brooke grinned wolfishly and reached down to slip her fingers around my twitching cock. Julia flashed me a slightly jealous look, a touch of hurt around the edges of her eyes.

“My daughter is twenty-two if you want to… hire her and train her in my job, sir,” her tone was slightly hurt, but she was putting on a brave face, and I caught the reproachful look from Ava.

“Are you kidding?” I asked, shaking my head, “Julia, you’re the best secretary my father ever had. I’d never replace you.”

“Oh, thank you, sir!” The older woman beamed, and her eyes flashed with desire when Brooke lifted my heavy cock and gave it a little shake, drawing her attention.

“Now get over here and show your soon-to-be-boss what proper dick-take-tion is,” Brooke said with a sultry little laugh.

Julia and Ava both crawled over. The two blondes spread my legs wide as they crawled up, pressing close to one another. Brooke pinched off the base of my cock in a tight grip, trapping the blood as the two women took turns sucking on the head with warm wet mouths.

“You will not be suborned or taken in by corporate spies,” Brooke breathed in my ear, “They will send the most beautiful and sexy women to try and sway you… to weaken your mind and heart… but you will be strong for you have us… Don’t break faith with all of us, young master, and we shall never disappoint you.”

Her words sank deep into my mind, affecting me profoundly. Then she slipped down on the couch to lay on my right side as Ava slipped up onto my left side. My eyes widened while all three pressed their tongues to the sides of my cock and began to lick up and down slowly together.

Their movements were in sync, and the sight of their three beautiful faces surrounding my cock, hot went tongues teasing up and around the head, then back down, was incredible. Reaching down, I took handfuls of Ava and Brooke’s firm asses and massaged the supple flesh as the three of them worshipped my cock.

At one point, I went to sit up, thinking to fuck or eat out one of them, but Brooke pressed me back, saying this was for me and that I should grow used to it. Then they went back to their ministrations. Long minutes of delicious torture passed, with their tongues sliding up and down my cock before my orgasm bubbled out of me.

The white pearlescent cum pumped out of my cock and over all three of their tongues. With smiling faces, the three of them licked my cock clean, soon kissing and licking one another, as the three of them tumbled to the carpet.

The rest of the evening was spent exploring and teasing one another. I took each woman at least once more in various places around the office. Brooke, I took bent over her desk, her pretty face and big firm tits pressed into the smooth surface as I hammered her ass, loving the sight of her round cheeks jiggling with each thrust, and the sound of her cries of pleasure.

Ava found herself bound once more and astride my cock late in the night. She was under order to make me cum without the use of her hands and after a hot blowjob, had climbed on top of me, showing her athleticism as she took my cock into her tiny hole and rode me hard. Julia and Brooke cheered the little blonde on as I flooded her womb with my cum, my hands gripping her slender waist and ass, fingers digging into the firm flesh.

Midnight found us all lounging around the office naked, enjoying a couple glasses of scotch. I had a nice pleasant buzz going and Julia lying down beside me on the couch, her head in my lap. The older beauty roused herself from a nap and turned her head and kissed the head of my cock. I’d thought myself exhausted and spent, but wonder of wonders my dick responded, firming under her soft kiss.

That elicited a moan of drunken pleasure from Julia, who gave me a slow, sloppy blowjob. When I was hard, she dragged me over to the floor-to-ceiling windows, and I took her there, pressed against the glass. The woman came like crazy, loving the idea of being on display for all the city to see.






Chapter Thirty-Four

I would have collapsed onto the rug and passed out right there, and happily, but Ava and Julia helped me dress and called me a cab. Brooke walked me to the elevator and gave me a long hug and a warm kiss before we parted.

“I’ll see you in one month,” she said, “and you’re going to get a tough challenge this month. I didn’t think you’d be ready for another six or seven months, but I think you got this.”

“What is it?” I asked.

“You’re going to be meeting with Everett Vanderlite,” she said, her expression careful, “I’ll arrange it.”

“Ok,” I said, blowing out a deep breath.

“Don’t worry,” she said with a flash of smile, “You’re ready for it.”

I gave her a nod and stepped into the elevator. The afterglow of my incredible evening was fading as I contemplated having to meet with the scion of the Vanderlite family empire. The man had been my father’s chief business rival for decades, and I knew our meeting would be high stakes, even if I weren’t yet in control of Whitaker Industries.

Stepping into the cab and letting it zoom me back to the apartment building, I didn’t allow my nervousness and stress about the upcoming meeting, destroy my memories of Ava, Julia, and Brooke. I fell into bed with a stupid grin on my face and let sleep drag me into its dark embrace.

I woke late that next morning. Feeling sore and amazing, as I stood beneath the hot water and washed off. As I worked the soap between my hands, building up a lather, I thought long and hard about what Brooke had said. Her words echoed what Gia had mentioned about the future.

My plans began to formulate as I thought about the apartment building and the women who lived there. There was so much potential here, the women were all brilliant and could help one another in so many ways. My mind began to expand as I contemplated the possibilities. Then a flash of inspiration hit me. It was like a lightning strike in my brain. The idea blossomed and branched out, and I saw the possibilities opening up.

I hopped out of the shower and ran to my desk, dripping water, to dash off a few notes. Then I dried off and dressed, making my way down to the basement and gathering tools and paint. The whole time though, I was distracted, so I didn’t notice Milly until I practically walked into her on the stairwell. The odd woman had frozen in place, arms clutching her empty cloth grocery bag to her chest.

“Sorry,” I said, “I wasn’t really paying attention.”

“Move aside,” she said, then after a long pause, added, “please.”

“Oh,” I stepped to the side, and she continued down the stairs.

Her every step was precise, and I realized that she must go down the stairs in the same place each time. With me standing in front of her, she had been unable to proceed. I shook my head at her oddness and then started up the stairs again.

“Connor,” Milly said, and when I turned, she was on the landing, looking up with a more relaxed expression, “I require your services this week. What is a good day for you?”

“Tuesday?” I said, smiling when I noticed the faint blush on the older woman’s cheeks.

“I will see you at 6:30 pm on Tuesday,” she said with a single nod, “knock twice and wait for me to answer the door. Remember to come cleansed.”

“Right,” I said.

With that, the woman turned and continued down the stairs. I shook my head again at her oddness, then continued. It was a long afternoon of work on the roof, but I felt great once the day ended. My muscles were sore, and I’d worked up a good sweat under the sun. I got back to my place after a quick bowl of Pho and got to work on the research paper.

The next day was a crazy one with school, homework, and my own research. I was so distracted with thoughts of my classes that I almost didn’t hold the door open for Gia as she came up the step behind me. At the last moment, I managed to prop the door open, allowing her to pass through with her hands full of grocery bags.

“Thank you, Connor,” the beautiful brunette said with a flash of bright smile, “Are you ok? You seem stressed out.”

“It’s just this language arts class I’m taking,” I said with a shake of my head, “I’m having a hard time wrapping my head around these Ideals of Argument.”

“Ahh,” she said with a knowing smile, “Professor Dunsten's work is a bit dense, but the logic is sound. I used to teach a course in the theory or argument and discourse at NYU every summer. I could take a look at your notes and give you a hand if you’d like.”

“That would be perfect,” I said with a grateful grin, “are you free tonight?”

“No,” she said, her face crestfallen, “a few girlfriends are coming over for dinner and drinks. I’d invite you over, but most of them are quite prudish,” she flashed me a naughty smile that caused my cock to stir in my pants, “How about Tuesday? This is kind of a busy week for me with midterms coming up.”

“I have plans with Milly,” I said, a touch awkwardly, “maybe another night?”

“That’s perfect!” Gia said, flashing a quick smile, “Millicent is the finest debater I ever taught. She is a master at the Ideals of Argument, and she’ll be a perfect sparring partner for you.”

“Milly, was your student?” I asked, shocked.

“Oh, yes,” she shouldered open her door, the plastic bags of meat and produce swinging around wildly, “The best student I ever had too. But she always liked her numbers and the talent she showed there was nothing short of miraculous, so she went that route. I’m sorry I’m in a rush, but don’t worry about anything, I’ll send Millicent an email. See you Tuesday!”

She flashed another bright smile, and then the door shut before I could argue with her. I stood there, feeling a small seed of nervousness in my stomach. Unsure how Milly would take the news. The anxiety festered all night, and I had a restless sleep, tossing and turning. Finally, I dragged myself out of bed, feeling like there were grains of sand under my eyelids.

I got to Sola’s studio and met Clara and Monique outside. The two of them were excited to tell me all about the audition they had that afternoon.

“It’s at a historic club,” Monique said, “I was surprised when they said we could audition, they don’t take many new groups.”

“We still need to come up with a name!” Clara said, her frustration evident.

“We’ve got a name,” Monique said as we walked into the studio and rolled out our mats.

“You finally have a name?” Sola asked as she turned on the nature sounds she liked to have on in the background.

“I think we should be called Danger Balls,” Monique said, flashing her white teeth in a smile, “That’s a badass name, come on, admit it!”

“It is a cool name,” Clara said, her sweet nature making it hard for her to argue straight out, “But do you think it captures our essence?”

“Essence?” Monique said with a snort of laughter, “It sounds cool. That will be enough to grab people’s attention.”

“Clara is right,” Sola said, nodding slowly, “the name doesn’t resonate with the sound you make, with the vibe you put out.”

“I don’t care what our name is,” Monique said, her irritation plain on her face. Amazingly when she looked bitchy, the dark-skinned woman only looked even more gorgeous and cool, “We just need something before the gig today.”

“Sugar & Spice,” I blurted out, “That’s who you are.”

The moment I said it all three turned to stare at me, then Clara and Monique turned to look at each other, wide identical grins on their face.

“Sugar?” Monique said to Clara, her eyes questioning.

“Spice!” Clara said with a happy laugh as she leaped forward and threw her arms around the taller woman's shoulders.

The two of them laughed and hugged then dragged me in to join in with them.

“Now that that’s settled,” Sola said once they had calmed down and wiped tears from their eyes, “Let's get to work. We only have a week or two.”

“A week or two for what?” I asked, curious, but Sola didn’t answer.

Instead, she flowed into the first pose and arched an eyebrow at me when I stood there dumbly waiting for her to respond. My head was still a little fuzzy from lack of sleep, but five minutes later, I was sweating and feeling the burn as my hips were stretched to their fullest, and I balanced on the balls of my feet.

The whole day proved to be brutally long, but I was sent into it floating on a magical cloud of happiness. After our workout, Sola kicked us out so she could prep for her early class. Clara and Monique trapped me in the hallway and thanked me again for coming up with such a perfect name for them.

“If we book this gig, you have to come and watch,” Monique said, “We’ll get you bottle service, you’ll love it.”

“Promise you’ll come?” Clara asked, her big blue eyes wide with hope.

“Of course,” I said, biting my tongue from saying a club was the last place in the world I wanted to be, “I wouldn’t miss it.”

“Maybe…” Clara began and then blushed furiously and twisted her fingers together awkwardly.

“Go on,” Monique said, flashing her friend an encouraging smile.

“What is it?” I asked, glancing between them.

When Clara shook her head in embarrassment and buried her face in her hands, Monique gave an exasperated sigh.

“She wants to ask you out,” the dark-skinned beauty said, crossing her arms and raising an eyebrow at Clara, “We talked about this, didn’t we? If you’re not honest about what you want, you’ll never get it.”

“You’re right,” the gorgeous blond said, then she took a deep breath and let it out slowly and turned to look at me, “Connor, would you go on a date with us?”

“I would love to,” I began, then her words registered, and I cocked my head to the right, “Wait, us?”

“Don’t go getting cold feet on us now,” Monique said as she flashed me a sexy grin and turned to head upstairs, “Friday night in the foyer, and don’t be late. Come on, Sugar, leave the dude alone before he changes his mind.”

Clara flashed me a devilish grin of her own, then turned and hurried off after the dark-skinned goddess, turning to give me a little wave before they started up the steps. They began discussing their music and the audition almost immediately. Monique sharp and opinionated, Clara softer and gentler, but somehow just as persuasive.






Chapter Thirty-Five

I found myself walking down the stairs with a silly grin on my face and a skip in my step. The rest of the day, I didn’t even notice how tired I was, or how stressed out from all the work that my professors kept piling up on me. I couldn’t forget the smile of joy that had lit Clara’s beautiful face up when I agreed to the date, or the subtler, but just as soft and eager smile that had flashed on Monique's thick lips. I couldn’t wait for what the future held.

That night I was still on cloud nine as I read and slurped down noodles and soup. My money was making it each month, but I was cutting it close. I’d been worried that I might get sick of the cheap noodles and broth, but it was still delicious and one of the most filling meals I could find for the price.

The next morning, I was prepared for things to be awkward when we all showed up to Sola’s place, but things couldn’t have been farther from that. If anything, they were even more relaxed and companionable. Clara and Monique were over the moon about making their gig. Sola and I listened with rapt attention, as they described how pumped the promoter had been to have two hot women who had great beats and vocals.

“She said if we can kill it at this gig, then she can get us a lot more all over the city,” Clara said with a grin, “she also loved the name. Said it fits us perfectly.”

“I’m not sure how I feel about that,” Monique said with a playful frown, then she grinned, “I’ve already started working on cover art and poster art for our LP and shows. Shit, this is getting pretty exciting.”

“When’s the show?” I asked, excited to hear their music and see them play, but kind of dreading going to a crazy club.

“In two weeks,” Clara said, “You’ll come, right? Sola, you too?”

“Of course,” the tiny yoga instructor said with a grin, “I wouldn’t miss it for the world! And Connor will be there with me even if I have to drag him.”

“I'll be there,” I said, “I promise.”

“There is a new position I wanted to introduce to you all,” Sola said once we’d gotten in place on our mats, “It can be dangerous if you haven’t been prepared for it properly, and if you haven’t built up the proper core strength. Here I’ll show you.”

She walked us through an incredibly tricky pose, step by step, making sure we were in the right body positions at each stage. The stretch was incredible, and I felt it run throughout my body. The hardest part of the pose was the hip thrusts that Sola had us do, increasing the stretch almost to the breaking point and then easing off slowly.

By the time I left that morning, I was shaky and dripping with sweat and knew I would be feeling it for at least a day or two. As I dressed, after my shower, I caught myself in the mirror and was amazed at the hard striation of my muscles. My abs were a firm six-pack, and my arms were corded in muscles and vascularity. I hardly recognized myself, and it was with a strut of confidence that I walked down the subway and rode to class.

I got home early and took an extra long shower, letting the hot water relax my aching muscles. Then taking care to make sure I had a nice clean shave on my jaw and trim down below, I climbed the stairs to Milly's apartment. I stood outside the door and waited until my phone showed 6:30 pm exactly, then I knocked with two deliberate hard raps of my knuckles.

Milly must have been waiting just on the other side of the door because she flipped the lock three times in quick succession, then turned the nob three times and pulled the door open quickly. Her beautiful round face lit up in a shy smile when she saw me, and she stepped back, letting me enter.

“Welcome,” she said, closing the door behind me and turning the lock three times once more, “can I get you anything to drink? Or maybe something to eat?”

“A glass of wine would be great,” I said, ignoring the butterflies that danced in my stomach as I glanced around her place.

“Gia will be here shortly,” Milly said, her thick lips stretching into an eager smile, “Do you want white or red?”

“Red would be wonderful,” I said, “thank you. You’re ok with Gia coming here tonight?”

“Oh yes,” Milly said, her cheeks blushing a deep shade of red, “I’d wanted to ask you if that was possible, but I was too scared and shy. I’ve been watching a lot of instructional videos, but I still have a lot of questions.”

“Instructional videos?” I asked her.

“Porn,” she said, dipping her head in embarrassment as she poured me a healthy glass of wine, “My work contract is over, and since I had no desire to work for Vanderlite Industries after everything I learned, I decided to do some research.”

“Wait,” I said, freezing in the act of taking a sip of my wine, “you work for Everett Vanderlite?”

“I did,” she said, looking at me with a frown, “I just said that, did you not hear? I discovered some inaccuracies in their accounting books, and after alerting the CFO, I was made aware that my contract was no longer necessary and had been terminated.”

“Holy shit,” I breathed, my mind spinning, “do you realize how valuable that information would be to me?”

“To the scion of Whitaker Industries?” Milly asked with a raised eyebrow, “I assume it would be almost priceless.”

“You know who I am,” I said, feeling a wave of relief sweep through me. I hadn’t realized how much anxiety I’d been holding by keeping who I was secret.

“I don’t think I was supposed to,” Milly said, “But when I was offered a place in this building that seemed too good to be true, I did my research. It wasn’t easy, but I found the real owners of the building.”

She would have continued, but just then, there were two soft knocks at the door, and Milly stood abruptly and walked over. She let Gia in after her ritual with the locks and doorknob, and I was amazed to see the woman’s shoulders relax and expression soften when she greeted the older professor.

“Professor Russo,” Milly said, a small smile tugging at the corners of her lips and her blush deepening when she took in the woman's lowcut top and the short skirt that clung to her hips, “Thank you so much for coming over.”

“Of course, dear,” Gia said, her smile kindly, “you know I wouldn’t miss a chance to discuss the Ideals of Argument. Especially with our young protégé here,” her dark eyes settled on me, and I felt a warmth fill my heart at the gentle love I saw emanating from her. “I’d never miss a chance to spend an evening with young Connor.”

“Perhaps we should begin then,” Milly said, suddenly awkward as she poured a third glass of wine.

“Tell me, Millicent,” Gia said, her tone strange to my ears. I’d never heard her professorial voice, and it was doing exciting things to my libido, “would you rather we begin with the Arguments, and young Connor lesson. Or would you rather begin with your own?”

Milly stood like a deer caught in headlights, staring from Gia to me and back. I could see her shoulders tightening in, the anxiety and uncertainty clouding her mind. I was about to speak, seeing the panic tighten around her eyes. I trapped her gaze with mine and drew in a deep, slow breath, causing her to match it.

As she let out the breath, she steadied slowly and then turned to Gia and nodded.

“You’re right,” she said, “We should begin with mine, or else I may become too anxious and nervous to follow through. Please, you may begin, and thank you again.”

“Pour yourself another glass of wine,” Gia said with a warm smile for the younger woman, “That’s a good girl. Now sit down on the couch, we will begin out here.”

“What’s going on?” I asked, an amused smile tugging at the corner of my mouth as I felt my cock hardening.

I could tell by the charged atmosphere that things were heating up, and my body responded. Even with the sudden shift, I was cool and calm, ready for whatever the night brought. The realization gave me a giddy rush that I tamped down as the raven-haired beauty swayed up to me and ran her warm hands down my sides to grip my ass and pull me close.

“I, my handsome young man, will be instructing Millicent in the fine art of seduction,” her words were a purr, and my eyes couldn’t look away from her thick red lips, and I shuddered in desire as her firm nipples dragged across my chest as she turned. “You see Connor, you’ve awakened something in my former pupil just as you’ve awakened it in Elizabeth and me. A desire to live again, to love and be loved… and with that comes a wanting. Wanting to be enough, to pleasure so that one can accept pleasure in return, guilt-free.”

“Exactly,” Milly breathed.

The woman sat on her couch, a full glass of wine clutched in her hands and too spellbound by Gia’s words to remember her typical shyness. She sat with her back straight and shoulders back, thick dark hair swept away from her beautiful face, massive breasts pressed against her somewhat stylish top, and the hard nipples evidence of her intense arousal. She watched with rapt fascination as Gia instructed.

“It begins with what isn’t seen, but merely hinted at,” Gia said, turning his hips and shoulders in such a way to show off the narrowness of her waist and depth of her cleavage.

My eyes locked on her body like steel to a lodestone, traveling the length of her as I licked my lips unconsciously.

“Fascinating,” Milly breathed and took a large gulp of her wine, hardly daring to blink for fear of missing a second of what was taking place before her.

Gia continued her narration as she slowly seduced me. In truth, she didn’t need to do half of what she did. I was hard and desperate for the woman the second I realized what was going on. But every single thing she did only heightened the mood and our sexual tension, drawing out the pleasure, and when it finally happened, our lovemaking was an explosion of intense desire and need.

She began with gentle touches and offered compliments, using my name and gazing deep into my eyes. I realized almost immediately, that she was teaching me the art of seduction as well, but though I was aware of it, and paid attention to what she did, I was still putty in the woman’s hands.






Chapter Thirty-Six

Touches made way to slow dancing, and dancing to kissing. Her words and touches always drawing me closer, increasing our intimacy. We sank onto the couch, barely registering Milly, as Gia pressed me to the other armrest.

Soft music playing in the background as our kisses grew in passion. Gia was touching and teasing every moment, while at the same time giving herself to my own touch. The woman spun in my arms, just as my passion was climbing and broke our kiss. My hands roamed her gorgeous body, and my cock pressed to her ass as I gulped in deep breaths.

Gia raised her hands and ran her fingers through my hair, turning my head, so I was looking over her shoulder at Milly sitting against the armrest. Gia writhed against me, and Milly drew in a ragged breath, her empty glass forgotten on the side table.

“Once you have him where you want him,” the older professor said, her voice a throaty rumble, “Wanting you with every fiber of his body… you must let go and allow our young master to give you what you most desire.” she reached up with a warm hand and cupped my cheek, looking up at me fondly, “He will read you… He will somehow know better than you what it is you need… He always does.”

She kissed me, a deep soulful kiss where her tongue slipped into my mouth, desperate and hungry at the end. If she had more to say to the younger woman, she never got the chance. I could not hold back from stripping her naked right there and having my way with the gorgeous MILF. I could feel her desperation and need, and then I could hear it as I pulled her thighs across my lap, driving up into her wet depths with a sharp thrust.

“Oh, god Connor!” Gia moaned out.

Her soft lips pressed to my neck as I gripped her ass and her kisses, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine. I thrust my raging erection up into her soft wet folds and felt the older woman's walls tremble around me. The wet slaps of our lovemaking filled the apartment and joining them, was the sound of Milly as she cried out in orgasm.

My cock throbbed as my orgasm approached, my balls tightening. I barely registered that I was both lifting the woman up with my arms and leveraging my hips up into her with powerful thrusts. It was a feat of strength I’d never have been able to do when I’d first slept with this woman.

“Baby… I’m gonna… Connor baby, I'm gonna… cumming,” Gia whimpered, her body going slack as the trembling built in her pussy, then spread throughout her body until she was shuddering atop me. 

My dick throbbed as it unloaded in her depths, and then we both collapsed on the couch, her hands pulling my face up, our lips meeting in a soft and gentle kiss. A lovers kiss.

Then Gia pulled back, a great sigh of pleasure escaping her parted lips. Then she turned and beheld Milly, sprawled out, legs akimbo, and panties twisted around one ankle. The woman’s fingers teased her drooling pussy in lazy circles. Her face told the tale of her recent orgasm, and the puddle beneath told of how powerful it had been.

“Now your instruction really begins,” Gia said, flashing her former student a grin as she slid off my thighs and down to the floor at my feet.

She reached over and took Milly's hand and drew the younger woman down beside her. Milly had one moment of hesitation at the contact, then she gave in to her desire, face relaxing as the barrier was passed. She crawled beside Gia and whipped her top off over her head and drew off her bra. There was a pregnant moment as she cupped her hands to her massive breasts, not quite willing to release the cups and reveal herself in full to the staring eyes of Gia.

Finally, with closed eyes and trembling hands, she released her grip, letting the massive pale orbs sag down in their full glory.

“Jesus,” Gia said and turned to flash me a grin, “you throbbed so hard when her breasts came into view.”

“Really?” Milly asked, opening her eyes and smiling shyly.

“Look at him staring,” Gia said, and she reached out and hefted one of the younger woman's enormous breasts, pinching the nipple lightly.

The action surprised Milly, and she froze for a moment, then sighed gently and let Gia massage the massive boob. Her other hand slid up between my thighs and gathered up my hardening cock. She wrapped her expert fingers around the base of my dick and squeezed, causing it to harden quickly. Then she gave the dick a little wiggle, drawing Milly’s wide eyes.

“Now I’ll teach you the fine art of cocksucking,” Gia said.

A sultry smile grew on the busty professor’s face as she contemplated my cock, her hand slowly stroking me. She brought her other hand into it, wrapping two hands around the steely shaft and gently working her fingers up and down.

Finally, when my cock was so hard it ached, and a large bead of precum had leaked out of the tip, she bent low and let the tip of her tongue dance along the underside. She stared up at me with dark eyes, watching the pleasure register on my face as she sucked me into the hotness of her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, and reaching up, I took hold of her head and guided her gently as she took my dick in deeper and deeper.

Milly sat close, her breath hot on my thigh as she watched Gia work my cock with fascination. Her hands moved in small gestures, pantomiming the older woman's motions. When my balls began to tighten, Gia backed off and released my cock. Her breathing was heavy, and I could feel her wetness leaking down her thighs, but she marshaled her control and made room for Milly.

The younger woman was hesitant at first, but Gia guided her in the beginning. Bringing Milly’s hands up and sliding them around the base of my cock, fingers gripping me firmly. When Milly hesitated for a moment, Gia pressed on the back of her head, easing my cock into her mouth deeper and deeper until the root rested on her chin.

Milly proved to be an apt pupil, just as she had with everything she did. It was incredibly hot when she sucked my cock down the back of my throat, struggling to take in more, and then slithered her tongue out her bottom lip to lap at my balls gently. I nearly came right then, if she hadn’t backed off, drawing this out.

Soon Gia was working her way into the mix, starting with gentle kisses to the side of my cock as Milly sucked the head. When the younger woman showed no signs of unease at that, Gia kissed and licked higher and higher until the two women shared the head back and forth. The first time their lips met, Milly jumped in shock, but the second time she moaned and pressed into the older woman. Her arm slipped around Gia’s waist, and the two women were soon pawing one another, my cock an afterthought as they made out before me.

The sight was incredible, but I had more on my mind than watching a beautiful show. I pressed the two MILF’s down to the carpet, Bending Milly over at the waist, Gia laying on her back beneath the younger woman. They continued to kiss, their passion growing with every second as I pressed my cock against Milly’s drooling lips.

“Yes!” She cried out, her back arching, breasts pressing into Gia’s face, “God, right there… harder… please… yes…. Yes…. Yes!”

Gia suckled on her large nipples, one hand between the younger woman's thighs, teasing her clit as I ground my cock hard against her g-spot. I felt her convulsing around my dick within minutes of hard pounding, then I pulled out of her sensitive slit and spread Gia wide and drove into her softness.

I alternated between the two women for long minutes until I felt the cum boiling out of my balls, and I filled Milly’s womb with my hot seed after she begged me for it. We collapsed into a sweaty pile then and caught our breath. Milly lay on her back, staring up at the ceiling with an awed expression. Her cheeks were flushed, and she’d obviously had a lot better time than she’d dreamed, as she lie there processing it all.

Five minutes later, we were lounging on the couch, not bothering to put on clothes, as we sipped full glasses of fine wine. Gia introduced me to the subject of logic in an argument, and how to weave circles when necessary, or pierce another's argument with insight into their motivations. There were layers of complexity to the theory, and having Milly there, with her sober rationality and penetrating intellect, helped to elucidate the more complex parts.

We each got tipsy as we talked late into the night. Finally, as the hour neared midnight, we stumbled into the bed together. The two women once more going down on me, only they did more making out than actually sucking my cock, and once more I found myself enjoying their tender pussies as they kissed, touched and teased one another.

By the time I finally stumbled back to my apartment, it was only a couple hours until sunrise. I knew I would be exhausted the next day, and that would make my paper even harder to finish, but I promised myself that I would power through. I wasn’t going to let anything make me regret my fantastic evening with those two beautiful women.






Chapter Thirty-Seven

I thought I would be exhausted all day, but the memories from my incredible night with Gia and Milly kept me fueled throughout my lectures. I got back to my place early and got to work on the research paper.

It was hours of reading reference material online and then fitting it into the narrative I’d settled on. The actual writing of it was easy and went quickly. I finished up around ten and then crashed, getting up early to give it another read through and heavy edit.

I’d like to say I gave the paper my full attention, but the truth was half my mind was on the date I had that evening. I was trying to plan where to take the women and how I was going to pay for drinks if they wanted to stay out all night afterward.

Pushing the worry aside, I hit send on my paper and hopped in the shower to get ready for my day. Classes got out early, it being Friday, and I decided to go for a walk. I had a lot to think about, and there were several properties around the city I wanted to check out. I’d learned about them a couple of nights before when I’d been doing my own research, and I was hoping they might prove perfect for the idea I’d been kicking around.

Finally, it came time to head back and get ready for my date. I started to get dressed in my finest school clothes, but one brief look in the mirror told me that was the last thing Clara and Monique would think looked good. In the end, I decided on a plain tight white shirt and blue jeans. I cleaned my vans good, scrubbing the rubber strip at the bottom to a bright white.

I was just about to head out and grab them when there was a knock at my door. I opened it and froze, the words of greeting I’d been about to say frozen in my throat as I stared at them both, my jaw slowly dropping open.

“You ok, there, champ?” Clara asked, flashing a winsome smile.

“I think a cat got his tongue,” Monique said, “that or he’s thrilled to see us.”

“You both look so incredible,” I said, finally able to find my voice, “where did you get the outfits?”

“You like?” Clara said, her grin widening as she did a small spin, twirling her hips.

The two of them wore outfits with matching style but opposing colors. On the blonde, Clara, was a tight black schoolgirl top with a white tie. Below that was a short black skirt with white and pink pleats. Her black and white converse were scrubbed clean, and a matching pair were on Monique’s feet. The mocha-skinned young woman wore a white outfit in matching cut to Clara. Clara pulled off the outfit and made it look adorable. The same clothes on Monique had a different look entirely. The woman was all soft rounded curves, and she made the semi-schoolgirl outfit look like the sexiest outfit ever designed.

“Clara made them,” Monique said, cocking one hip and resting her hand on it, elbow bent, body shown off to perfection by the outfit and her pose. My mouth went dry at the sight, and I shifted my hips to hide the thickness forming in my pants. “We’re going to wear this to the gig tomorrow night. You’re still coming, right?”

“Yea,” I said. Still, a little stunned by their appearances as I stepped out into the hallway and closed my door, “I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

The two of them grinned conspiratorially to one another and then flashed me nearly identical smiles when they saw I was still checking them out. Linking their arms in mine, we walked out of the building and down onto the sidewalk.

“So,” Clara said, “Where’re you taking us?”

I’d never been so aware of attention focused my direction before, but as we walked down the street, it couldn’t be ignored. For the first time in my life, I got a sense of what it must be like for hot girls out in public. As I steered them up the street, I felt eyes not just on the two gorgeous women on my arms, but on me as well. I was sure most were wondering what a douche like me was doing with two amazing women, but I pushed the thought to the back of my mind and was able to ignore it.

“It’s a surprise,” I said with a grin, “but I probably should have warned you not to wear white.”

I laughed at that and refused to tell them where we were headed, even when they both tried flirting with me outrageously to get me to divulge. It was all in good fun because we would be there shortly. I led the two north up a good half dozen blocks and over across town to a little restaurant that was close to my heart.

When I was a kid, my mom and grandparents would take me here after church. The couple of times a year, I went with them. I’d checked the day before and was happy to see it was still around. The narrow stone steps leading down were just as I’d remembered them.

“This is a restaurant?” Monique asked as I knocked on the plain wooden door at the bottom of the steps.

“Originally, it was a speakeasy,” I said when the door opened to reveal a narrow but long space inside with a low ceiling, “After you.”

I grinned as I ushered the women inside. The host was a professional older man who led us to a table in the back. Clara and Monique stared at the walls, covered in black and white photos of movie stars and celebrities from the thirties through the sixties.

“This place is cool,” Monique said when we took out seats, “You’d never know anything like this was down here.”

“Three Old Fashioned, please,” I said to the waiter when he came by, he nodded and dropped off the menus for us, “Something about this old place always felt comfortable and special at the same time,” I said as I passed the menu’s to the ladies, “Plus they have some of the best food in the city.”

The drinks were delivered in moments, and soon the three of us had a pleasant buzz going as we sat chatting about life, school, work, and most importantly, their music. Food came, empty plates left, and always the drinks flowed. I knew this meal would tap me out for the month, but I didn’t care, because it was one of the best times of my life.

The bond between Monique and Clara was strong and powerful. It was amazing to see how quickly they’d become sisters and best friends. Clara’s sweet and good-natured attitude was a nice contrast to Monique, but they worked on even deeper levels as well.

By the time we stumbled out of there, I was nearly broke and was grinning ear to ear. We decided to take the long way back, circling the park. We talked for hours, digging in deep on each other’s lives. I’ve never had a conversation last so long and yet feel so short.

I spoke openly about my childhood and past, finding it easy to pour out my heart to these two. They listened with an understanding that felt like a balm to old wounds. Neither commented much about my wealth, instead asking questions to get to know me better as I had done with them, from genuine interest. They grew amused when I mentioned the current challenge I was in, Monique making a few jokes about a year of hard work. That’s when it was revealed that I’d been sleeping with a few women in the building.

“Dude, you’ve been fucking who?!” Monique asked, her voice shocked and amused.

“Tell us everything!” Clara said, and instead of disgust or anger on her face as I’d worried I might find, I saw matching excitement on them both.

So, I told them everything as we walked under the streetlights. From that first meeting with Brooke, to the last, and the insane orgy of flesh it had entailed. At first, I was embarrassed, for perhaps a second or two, then I threw away that old shame and spoke my truth. They were both fascinated, but neither let on what they really thought, and I was left wondering, as I finished my tale, if I might have ruined my chances with them.

It was early in the morning by the time we got back to the apartment building. The muggy warmth was finally receding in the darkest hours and causing the girls to get chilly. I held the door open for them, feeling sad that the evening was ending and with growing awkwardness at how I was going to handle goodbyes with them.

Clara solved the question for me. For as she stepped inside, she paused and glanced back at Monique. The mocha-skinned beauty grinned back and nodded, then both turned to me, their eyes set my heart hammering in my chest.

“Thank you for a wonderful night, Connor,” Clara said, “I had a wonderful time.”

“So, did I,” Monique said, she reached out and rested a hand on my left arm causing a tingle of sensation to race up the skin, “I hope we do it again.”

My cheeks grew hot, and I opened my mouth to say I had an amazing time as well, but Clara surprised me. The young blonde darted forward and kissed me, her soft lips brushing mine and sending a shock of pleasure and emotion through me.

Before I could recover from Clara’s kiss, Monique leaned forward and kissed me as well. I couldn’t help the soft moan that escaped my throat when her surprisingly soft and thick lips pressed to mine. The tip of her tongue lightly grazed my upper lip, and then she pulled back and was walking inside, eyes a touch wide with shock.

I stood there for long moments, catching my breath, stunned and elated at the ending to the date. It had been an odd experience, having my first real date with two other women, but neither had made it awkward for even a moment. In fact, they thrived on having the other there. The date was with one another as much as it had been with me. Although, as I thought about it, I’d still been the one to pay. Hopefully, they would share the costs if I was lucky enough to get a second date because my current funds weren’t going to cut it for long.






Chapter Thirty-Eight

The next morning, I woke with a raging boner. I was about to stroke off my morning wood when there was a knock at my door. Hopping up and pulling on a shirt, I opened the door to find Elizabeth, my former stepmom, standing outside. She turned and flashed me a bright smile.

“Morning, sleepyhead!” She said, flashing a bright smile.

“Morning,” I said, rubbing the sleep out of my eyes, “How can I help you?”

“I’m having a dinner party tonight, and I was hoping you could drop by,” her eyes twinkled as she added, “Gia and Milly will be there.”

“I promised Clara and Monique I’d go see their show,” I said, “You all should come, I’m sure they would love the support.”

“Really?” Elizabeth said, a delighted grin on her face, “It sounds like a wonderful time, but I doubt any of us would have much fun at a club. How about you stop by when it’s over? We can have a late night… snack.”

“I will,” I said, not bothering to hide my matching grin at the delightful image, 
“Speaking of which…”

I glanced down at the thickness of my morning wood still pressing against my shorts, and Elizabeth flashed a broad smile, her whole demeanor changing from that of straight-backed professional to stoop-shouldered submissive.

“Would you like mommy to take care of that for you, baby?” She purred, glancing around quickly before scampering into my room.

In moments she was on her knees, pencil skirt bunched around her waist as the room filled with the wet sounds of her mouth worshipping my cock. Knowing Elizabeth loved it, I roughly reached into her top and bra and pulled out her massive tits. My rough hands pawing at her tender flesh as she sucked me all the harder.

“Fuck, Elizabeth,” I moaned out. “That feels amazing.” She gave a sound of displeasure, and she stared up at me with hungry pleading eyes. Realizing what she wanted, I relented and whispered, “Mommy,” she moaned in pleasure at the taboo word, “You love my cock in your mouth, don’t you, mommy?”

“Mhmmphmm,” she moaned, tongue teasing the tip of my cock as she sucked hard.

“Touch your pussy mommy,” I said, alive with pleasure at the sudden and intense encounter, “I want to watch you cum before you drink down my seed. Cum for me… cum for the boy you watched grow up.”

That set the woman off, and she began cumming even before she started touching herself. Pushing her black panties aside and skirt up, she buried two fingers in the dripping wetness of her slit and nearly screamed out as the pleasure ripped through her body. I was forced to grip her hair to hold her in place, causing her to cum even harder as my dick flooded her mouth with cum.

It wasn’t enough, couldn’t possibly be enough. She knew it too as she saw the flame of desire light in me, and it was a happy submissive mommy-slave who stripped herself and crawled onto my bed, begging for my dick.

I spent the next hour taking Elizabeth in every position imaginable. Her panties were flung on the ground, and she was bent over my bed minutes after swallowing my load. I drove into her with a passion that she matched, thrust for thrust.

The woman had looked pristine when she knocked on my door, and by the time she left, her makeup was smeared across her face, cum stained her panties, and she carried her bra in one hand. The crooked smile on her lips never wavered, though, as she climbed to her apartment on unsteady legs.

After a shower, I ran to the hardware store and then spent the remainder of the day working on various chores around the building. I grew to love these quiet hours. Music playing on my earbuds and simple tasks to complete. I always got a sense of satisfaction when I was able to get something working again that had been broken.

Clara and Monique stopped by before heading out, and I told them both to ‘break a leg’, after gushing over how gorgeous they both looked in their outfits. Their hair was done up more crazily than the night before, and they had woven strips of ribbon in the hair, giving them an almost otherworldly look as they moved.

Both of them had to be at the gig hours early for soundcheck, so I kicked around my apartment trying to study, but mostly just spent the time being distracted and browsing my phone. I didn’t want to show up early, but I also didn’t want to miss any of their performance. Right at nine, I hopped out of bed and pulled on a hoodie. It didn’t take long to get there by train, and when I arrived, there was a line that wound down to the corner of the block.

The girls had put my name on the list, and I got in after flashing my ID to security. I ignored the looks people in line threw me and enjoyed the feeling of exclusivity as I was ushered in.

Inside the club was dark and small, with most of the people crowded close near the coat check. I couldn’t get a drink from the bar, but I found a spot down near the edge of the crowd and listened to one of the opening acts and waited for Clara and Monique to come on. The music was decent background noise, but it wasn’t drawing anyone out onto the dance floor or filling anyone with excitement, and the energy stayed low when the set change came.

From where I stood, I could see Monique arguing with an older man, her face red as she pointed in his face, but I couldn’t make out the words. Clara was setting her laptop up on the stage and noticed me, flashing a broad smile and waving me over.

“You made it!” She enthused, bending down to reach out a hand and grip mine, “We’re so glad you did! Isn’t this so exciting?”

“It’s pretty amazing,” I said, squeezing her hand, “But what’s got Monique so upset?”

“The promoter is trying to stiff us,” the adorable blonde shrugged, “Honestly, I don’t care. As long as they let us play, I’m happy.”

Monique clearly wasn’t, though. I still couldn’t make out her words, but her volume had increased, and she was gesticulating even more violently. Finally, the mocha-skinned beauty stormed onto the stage. Her anger faded when she saw me, and a smile even tugged at the corners of her lips, then she turned to Clara only to be folded in a warm hug. A second later, she was taking up the mic and calling out to the crowd.

“You fuckers ready to rock out with your cocks out?!”

The loud cry cut across the noise of the club and drew every eye to her. Monique only seemed to come alive under the attention, standing up straighter and resting a hand on a cocked hip as she looked over the crowd, her anger fading entirely as a confident smile tugged at her lips.

“DJ Sugar, why don’t you give me a beat,” she flashed a smile over her shoulder to Clara, who grinned back and tapped a few keys, a pulsing beat kicking off low and slow. “There we go… Now we’re Sugar & Spice, and you’re about to be transported to a world of love and dance…”

Her voice dropped to a deep baritone at the end that matched perfectly with the beats Clara was dropping, and then she picked up into a haunting melody that hit harder and faster with each iteration, the tempo climbing, and climbing.

In moments, the entire dance floor was shaking as the music sank into our bones. I’ve never been a dancer or comfortable in crowds, but once their music took ahold of my soul, my body began to move, and emotions coursed through me as the sounds carried me away.

An hour later, I stumbled to the bathroom, pissing in a large trough along with a big group of men. I overheard a half dozen conversations about how hot and crazy talented the group was. Their name passing back and forth as guys pulled out their phones and tried to look up or download the Sugar & Spice album.

The girls were a sensation, and I had an idea when I walked down the hall and saw an old payphone. Pulling out my contacts, I dialed a number I hadn’t planned on using. The voice that answered was concerned.

“Connor?” Julia said, “Is everything ok?”

“Brooke mentioned you were in the music business,” I yelled over the background noise, “I need someone to help manage my friends’ group.”

“I loved it, but that was a long time ago,” the woman said, sounding surprised, “I’m not sure I’d be much help.”

“The club promoter is trying to stiff them, but just listen to this,” I held the handset out from my face so the music could hit the receiver, “They’re playing their heart and souls out, I don’t want them to get screwed.”

“They’re quite good,” Julia said, sounding more than a little surprised, “Who did you say their management is currently?”

I gave her the address for the club and then got right back into the crowd, drawn by the pulsing rhythms. I couldn’t tell you exactly how long I danced, but by the time I was done, I was coated in sweat. I’d taken my shirt off at some point, and from the appreciative looks I got from a lot of the women dancing around me, they approved. There were a few cute girls who tried to dance up with me, and even one slender Asian girl who didn’t want to take no for an answer. Grinding her panty clad pussy on my thigh and grinning up at me with no illusion to what she wanted.

I didn’t have any desire to be with any of them, and their attention didn’t fill me with pride as it might have once. Plus, the glare of jealousy that Monique threw the little Asian girl was enough to warn most of the women to keep a wide berth. It was the music that kept me there.

Eventually, Sugar & Spice said their goodbyes for the night, the crowd going wild as they left the stage. I would have liked to go backstage and congratulate them on their fantastic performance, but security wouldn’t let me. I did see Julia striding down the short hallway, her black business suit looking expensive and pristine, hair and makeup done to perfection.

The tall blonde spoke calmly, but the fat promoter hunched his shoulders and flinched now and then, as if she were raining blows down upon him. I was confident that the woman would handle everything and hoped it didn’t upset Clara and Monique that I’d called her in.

The final act for the night was a head-banger group that I didn’t care for. I slipped out of the club and sent Clara a text telling her how awesome the show was and letting her know that I’d called Julia to come and help manage them, at least for the night. Then I slipped down into the subway and rode the train back home. The last song that Sugar & Spice had played had been so catchy it still played through my mind over and over.






Chapter Thirty-Nine

As I approached the building, I saw a warm glow of lights coming from Elizabeth’s apartment. I climbed the stairs two at a time, feeling my stomach rumble in hunger even as my cock thickened in desire. The sounds of laughter and jazz music filtered out into the hall as I approached the door and knocked.

When it swung inwards, Gia flashed me a bright smile and held it open, and let me in.

“Well, hello handsome,” she said with a slight slur to her words, “we were just talking about you.”

“Come in!” Elizabeth enthused as she hooked her arm in mine and drew me into her richly furnished apartment, “Milly, get Connor a glass of wine. Here, have a seat, I’ll get you a plate of food. You didn’t eat, did you?”

“No,” I said, taking a seat and sighing in pleasure as Gia sank beside me, her hand working on the tense muscles of my neck, “The food smells amazing, I would love some.”

“That’s the bacon-wrapped dates,” Milly said as she came into the living room with a newly opened bottle of wine and a glass for me, “Elizabeth and Gia are wonders, hic, in the kitchen, hic.”

The older woman blushed prettily as she handed me the glass of wine and covered her hiccups. I could tell that all three had been drinking for hours from the rosy glow they all had, and their slurred words, and I took a sip of my wine as Milly sat on my other side.

“Tell us all about the show,” Gia said, “We want to hear everything!”

As I spoke, Elizabeth made up a heaping plate of food and brought it to me to snack on. I told them about the small club and how the girls had turned the crowd around and pumped them up with the first song.

“You were so wise to bring in someone to manage them,” Elizabeth said, crossing her legs and taking a deep drink from her glass, “It’s too easy for artists to get taken advantage of, especially young women new to the business.”

“I think you might have a crush on these young women,” Gia said with a knowing smile, “Just so long as they understand, we laid claim to you first.”

“Yes,” Milly said, “I am ok with you having a relationship with either of them or both. But you have a duty to us, and you’re not done… fixing us.”

“And we want to make sure you never forget it,” Elizabeth said, her cheeks blushing a deeper shade of red, “That you never forget about us.”

“I could never do that,” I said with a grin, then I jumped, as a warm hand, slid up my thighs, and began to fumble-free my belt.

“You better not,” Gia said with a smile that held a lusty promise as she fished my cock out, “because you’re the best thing that’s happened to any of us in more years than we care to count.”

“Milly, did you know Elizabeth used to be my stepmom?” I grinned at the shy woman as she bit her bottom lip, “Mommy, why don’t you get over here and show Milly how good you are at eating pussy.”

“Yes, sir,” the beautiful older blond said, her bottom lip trembling and fingers shaking with desire as she sank to her knees and crawled over.

“Connor, I don’t know if I can…” the auburn-haired beauty trembled beside me and ire ached over and took her hand in mine.

“You can,” I breathed in her ear, “just relax, breath in and out… yes, slowly.”

I turned my head and kissed Gia’s thick smiling lips and sighed out in pleasure as her warm hand slowly stroked my cock. She sat close to me, my hand slowly unbuttoning her blouse and drawing her clothes off her, as Elizabeth drew down Milly’s panties, pushing up the woman’s skirt.

At first, Milly sat stiffly, uncomfortable with all the attention on her. But my whispered words in her ears and a firm grip on her hand slowly relaxed her. As her legs parted and Elizabeth pressed her soft wet tongue to the woman’s folds, she sighed out in pleasure, melting back into the couch.

Then it was my turn to sigh in contentment as Gia took my cock into her sucking mouth. She stared into Elizabeth’s eyes as the two of them serviced Milly and me, spurring one another on as they competed to see who would get us off first.

Warm candlelight set the mood for a relaxed and gentle evening with the openminded women. Milly won our little race, moaning softly in orgasm as we kissed, our lips brushing one another’s, tongues teasing. Then to my delight, Elizabeth shuffled over to join Gia in ministering to my cock, the older blonde lapping at my balls while the sexy Italian MILF sucked on the tip.

Milly drew my shirt over my head, sighing in pleasure as her hand’s ran down the striated muscles of my stomach and arms. My hands were filled with Gia’s soft ass, massaging it, while the other slipped up Milly’s shirt to caress her large breasts.

“Jesus, Connor,” Gia said with a surprised but pleased smile as she sat back and took in the sight of me, “Your body is incredible… you were always a handsome boy but now… mmmm.”

“You look like Brad Pitt from Fight Club,” Elizabeth said as she sat back, massive breasts swaying, small hand stroking me slowly as she stared at my slouched form in awe, “But with those eyes… so commanding… and this cock… so powerful… mmph!”

The MILF’s eyes went wide with desire as she took my dick back into her mouth, driving it into the back of her throat and sucking hard with a desperation that I found enticing. Milly pressed close to my side, running gentle fingers down my chest and stomach and dragging her nails up. She stared in fascination at the sight of submissive Elizabeth going down on me.

“I want to see you cum on her face,” the shy woman said, surprising us with her calm confidence. She looked up into my eyes and blushed faintly but went on with the same confident tone, “Elizabeth is so beautiful, her features so delicate and classical… She is always so perfectly put together… I just want to see you mess her up.”

The shy grin that stole onto Milly’s face caused Gia to chuckle, and a smile tug my own lips.

“Then tell her,” I said, running my fingers through Milly’s hair and turning her head, so she stared down at Elizabeth’s wide, eager eyes. My cock stretched the beautiful blondes’ lips as she sat there, waiting for her orders.

“Do it!” Milly said, “Make him cum all over your beautiful face.”

“Show her,” Gia breathed, pressing her naked body close to my other side, the scent of her wet sex filling my nostrils and causing my cock to throb all the harder, “Lizzy wants you to take control of her… give me your hand.”

Gia took Milly's hand in hers and guided it to the back of Elizabeth’s soft blond hair. The MILF moaned in contented pleasure when Milly took a firm grip and began to guide her up and down. Milly moaned out in joy and buried a hand between her legs as she watched Elizabeth’s thick lips slide up and down my cock.

The scene was so incredibly hot that I felt my cock thickening and balls tightening up as my orgasm approached. Then I felt Gia’s flaming lips on my neck, and I could no longer hold out.

“I’m cumming,” I announced, and Milly shivered in pleasure, pressing even closer to me as she pulled Elizabeth’s head back to just her tongue and lips teasing the head of my cock.

“Do it, Connor,” she said, all trace of the shy woman gone from her, eyes bright with desire as she watched, “Stroke him… faster… yes… open your mouth… oh god… Do it, Connor, coat her face!”

The grunt of pleasure escaped my throat, and my hips bucked as waves of pleasure raced through my body. The sight before me captured my attention, though. Elizabeth looked as though she was in nirvana as hot ropes of cum shot across her face, thick globs coating her lips and falling into her mouth. Her tongue snaked out and licked the last of the cum from my cock as she moaned in pleasure.

Then Milly was pressing the woman back to the carpet, kissing and touching her. Whispering about how hot that had been, how she couldn’t wait to play with her sex toy. Elizabeth was in heaven as Milly took control of her body, exploring and teasing it before turning around and pressing her pussy once more into the MILF’s face.

“Eat it… god, that feels incredible… watch us, Connor… I love your eyes on me.”

“Mhmm, so do I,” said Gia as she pulled my lips to her.

The thick older woman swung one leg over my hips and sat upon me, the two of us naked. While we kissed, I ran my hands down her back, cupping her ass and pulling her wet sex close to my cock. She rocked her hips gently, sliding her wet lips up and down my softness, getting it hard in moments.

With a sigh of pleasure and relief, Gia eased my dick into her soft pussy. The busty MILF rode me slowly, my hands gripping her hips, and lips wrapped around one large nipple, suckling as my cock throbbed within her.

As usual, Gia was quick to orgasm. Especially this evening after watching Milly and Elizabeth getting kinky together. All it took was a gentle fingertip teasing her tiny little opening, and the MILF was screaming in orgasm, shaking and shuddering above me. She rested there for a long moment, catching her breath and whispering quiet words of love to me.

She shifted off my lap when my cock throbbed with need, and I saw her grin of wicked pleasure as she turned to observe the two on the ground. Milly still rode Elizabeth, grinding her wetness on the gorgeous blonde’s face.

“Go fuck her,” Gia whispered in my ear, “Just like that.”

I grinned as I took her advice. Getting up, I moved behind Milly and slipped my cock into her sloppy pussy. The auburn-haired beauty had been hovering on the edge of orgasm, but as I slammed my cock home, she cried out, cresting the wave of pleasure. Her orgasm only reached greater heights as Elizabeth buried her tongue in the woman’s clit, and I hammered her repeatedly.

Pressing down on Milly’s back, she fell forward, and soon she was working on Elizabeth’s pussy too, the three of us in an endless feedback loop of pleasure. When my orgasm hit and I flooded Milly’s womb with my seed, she insisted that Elizabeth eat it out of her.

Gia and I lay in bed, my cock nestled against her wetness as we spooned. Both of us watched in fascination as Milly grew into herself before our eyes. The shy and awkward woman was finding her true passion, and it turned out she was a dominatrix at heart. There were some awkward moments when she lost confidence and grew unsure, but Elizabeth was understanding. The blonde was so happy to have a person who, so obviously got off on commanding her, that she even purred a few times.

Needless to say, it was a fantastic evening. I made love to Gia several times and also got a double blowjob from Milly and Elizabeth. The former, training my ‘mommy-slave’ to be a good ‘cocksucking-whore’. I ended up cumming as Milly wrapped Elizabeth’s massive tits around my cock and instructed the woman to titty fuck me, licking and sucking the tip of my cock when I shoved through her soft tits.






Chapter Forty

I found myself back in bed an hour before the sun rose, eager for the next week's adventures. I checked my phone and saw there were a half dozen text messages from Clara and Monique. Both saying how great the show had been, and that their new manager Julia had convinced the promoter to pay them, and even got them another gig for next weekend at a bigger venue.

After replying that I was happy it all worked out, I asked them both if they wanted to get lunch the next day. I passed out, staring at my phone screen, hoping to see a reply.

I was woken from a deep sleep by pounding on my door. I dragged myself out of bed and found Clara standing outside, grinning in excitement.

“It’s gorgeous out,” she said, motioning to the front door where Monique stood, “Come on, let’s go get breakfast.”

“Our treat,” Monique said, her bright white teeth flashing as she grinned, “We can tell you all about what happened after you left last night.”

“You’re never gonna believe it!” Clara said, bouncing on her toes in excitement.

“Give me a second to pull on some pants,” I said, turning and digging out a clean pair.

“It smells like sex,” Monique said, poking her head in, her grin turning sly as she eyed me up and down, “Is that where you got off to in such a hurry last night? You have some wild orgy with those MILF neighbors? The ones who stare after you with googly-eyes?”

I didn’t say anything, but Monique read something in my face, for her grin turned positively wicked. When I had my pants on, she hooked her arm in mine and drew me out of the apartment.

“Tell us everything!”

“You have to tell me about Julia and last night first,” I said, loving the look of shocked excitement on both of their faces. They both saw me in a new light, I wasn’t sure how I felt about it yet, but I definitely enjoyed the attention they were giving me as we walked down the street.

Clara told me all about the night before, as they lead me to a diner a couple of blocks away, her voice breathless with excitement. The show had gone amazing as I’d seen, the audience loving each of their songs, especially the one where they harmonized together and did a little dance.

When they’d gotten off stage, Julia had been arguing with the promoter, citing labor laws. As Clara and Monique listened in, wondering just who the woman was, Julia told the man she would sue him and the venue for breach of contract if her clients didn’t get paid.

“You should have seen the look on his face,” Monique said, giggling, “I thought the dude was going to shit himself.”

“We got paid $250!” Clara said, bouncing in excitement, “They also gave us two free drinks. Apparently, it’s a thing.”

“Julia knows her shit,” Monique said, “She seems more honest and capable than my art managers. Once she said you’d sent her, we agreed right away to let her be our manager. So, if anything goes wrong, we get to blame you.”

The woman grinned, her eyes dancing with amusement as she squeezed my upper arm even closer to her side, her large firm breast pressing into it. I couldn’t help but glance down, the firm swell revealed by her low-cut top set my heart racing. Monique just grinned even wider when she caught my glance.

Then she released my arm and pushed in the door of the restaurant, brushing her perfect ass against my crotch for one tantalizing second. We took a table in the far corner, and the server took our order and brought us cups of coffee and orange juice.

“Now,” Clara said, glancing around, her lips pressed into a tight conspiratorial smile, “Tell us all about your night… we want to hear every detail.”

“Maybe after we leave,” I said, glancing around at the growing crowd of breakfast goers.

“Who gives a fuck what anyone hears,” Monique said, her grin flashing bright white teeth, “tell us, everything.”

As I spoke, I found myself telling them not just about the night before but about most of the other times leading up it. I didn’t mean to keep going on, but both kept asking probing questions, and it felt good to get everything off my chest and out in the open.

I certainly drew a few glances from neighboring tables, but I’d been learning to ignore those. Instead, taking comfort from the apparent enjoyment, both Clara and Monique seemed to be getting from my stories.

They seemed most fascinated with Milly’s transformation. Monique had known Milly for years, and she’d noticed the change in clothing and attitude over the past couple weeks. Elizabeth had always intimidated both with her beauty, intelligence, and self-confidence, and they were amazed to learn about how submissive she was. Gia was always so warm and sweet that they found it hard to believe she was so openminded and ready to engage in such wild behavior.

We finished up breakfast and started back to the building, the two of them talking about their plans for the next show. They kept mentioning different K-pop bands and which ones had great live shows and which didn’t.

The girls invited me up to hang out in Monique’s apartment later, but I wanted to do a bit of work on the roof.

“Do people even use the roof?” Monique asked.

“You should come check it out,” I said, “It’s not done yet, but it’s getting there.”

“Can I sunbathe?” Clara asked.

“Yea,” I said, grinning, “Gia and Elizabeth will probably be out there again. Just bring a towel, the deck isn’t sealed yet.”

“Ok,” Clara said, and to my surprise, she leaned forward and planted a soft kiss on my lips before flashing a bright grin and heading down to her little room in the basement. Monique did the same, her thick, soft lips brushing mine before she sashayed her way up the stairs, perfect ass swaying hypnotically before me.

I was left standing there for long moments as the electric shock of sensation passed slowly. I could still feel the place where both women’s lips had touched mine. The memory of Clara watching Monique kiss me, and Monique watching Clara do the same, filled me with excitement. Both women had worn expressions of mingled love and lust, obviously turned on to see me kissing their friend.

Finally, I shook myself out of my reverie and went and got ready for the day. An hour later, I was up on the roof with a few sanding blocks. It was brutally hard work, sanding down the deck and the supports I’d built, but a part of me was looking forward to it. I had my music, and the weather was great, plus I was nearly done with my project, and it was great to see things finally coming together.

A half-hour after I started sanding, Gia and Elizabeth came out and laid their towels across the deck chairs. They were in the middle of an in-depth discussion about politics when they came out but soon were relaxing under the warm rays in their bikinis.

I couldn’t help but stare at their gorgeous and busty bodies, even more so when Clara and Monique joined the women twenty minutes later. Introductions were made between the women as I scrubbed wood, listening to the older women pepper Clara with questions about her past and how she fitted into city life.

The younger women soon put on some of their music for the older women, and the catchy beats and lyrics had all five of us bobbing our heads. At first, I was nervous as the two pairs of women met. I felt like I’d done something wrong, and they were all about to figure it out, but the emotions were all based in anxiety, and I was better at recognizing and ignoring it now.

I lost myself in the work, removing my shirt soon after, and feeling the sun cook my skin even more. Clara offered to put lotion on my back if I would do her as well. The slender beauty looked like a model in her tiny white bikini, and my mouth grew dry as my hands worked the white cream into her soft skin. Since I’d done Clara, Monique said I had to do her next.

The mocha-skinned woman flashed her bright white smile, as she untied the strings of her red top and let it fall down, revealing a pair of absolutely perfect breasts. Rolling over onto her stomach, the woman sighed out in pleasure as my hands began to work the lotion into her back.

“You two could both be models,” Elizabeth said, lowing her sunglasses to take in the younger women’s incredible bodies, “I can’t wait to see you do a music video. I bet it comes out amazing.”

“Thanks, Lizzy,” Monique said, she’d started calling the older professional by that name, and she was just so cool she got away with it, “We have to thank Sola though, she’s been kicking our asses in the morning with her workouts.”

“Getting us in shape.” Clara said with a grin as she adjusted her towel, “It’s made performing so much easier.”

“She’s done wonders to our Connor here,” Gia said, her dark eyes traveling the length of me and taking no pains to hide the desire in them, “Turned a skinny little schoolboy into a limber, beautiful, and strong man.”

“Ok, you have to tell us,” Clara said, cheeks blushing as she bit her bottom lip, “What was it like that first night with him?”

“Jesus!” I said in shock, “Come on now. Let a guy have some privacy!”

“Never,” Monique said with a wide grin, “Now get back to massaging me and no more interruptions.”

Gia laughed and rolled onto her side, propping her head upon her hand. I tried not to stare at how her massive breasts swayed and pressed together. As the woman told about our first night together, I massaged the suntan lotion into Monique’s back. The woman’s skin was smooth as silk, and I couldn’t help but smell the intensely floral scent emanating from her curly black hair.






Chapter Forty-One

I’d never laid my hands on a woman with a more perfect body than Monique. The closest I could think of was Brooke, but even she couldn’t match the rounded perfection of the dark-skinned goddess beneath me.

It was too embarrassing to listen to Gia’s whole story, but also impossible to ignore completely. I liked hearing her side of that night, though. It sounded far more magical and hotter than I remember. In my memory, I was an awkward bundle of nerves, but in hers, I was a young seducer, teasing her with my glances and touches in the small confines of her kitchen.

After taking far longer than was absolutely necessary massaging Monique’s back, I got back to my work. By that time, Clara was peppering Elizabeth with questions about her first night with me. By the time they finished sunbathing, Clara and Monique had learned nearly every detail of my exploits the past couple of months.

I would have melted into a puddle of embarrassment and anxiety if not for how turned on the younger women got by the stories. Monique especially had loved hearing about when Gia and I had dominated Elizabeth. She was fascinated with the thought and kept mentioning what a bad-ass I was and a stud for having a bevy of hot MILF’s.

I was still working as the sun set, and by the time I finally finished, a dozen text messages were waiting for me on my phone. Gia and Elizabeth sent messages saying how lovely the younger women were and how they thought that either of them or both would make great girlfriends.

“Hot and talented! And they both seem to really like you!” Gia said in a text.

Clara sent a message saying she had the best time and couldn’t wait till we all hung out again and asking if I was free for dinner the next night. While Monique asked the same about dinner and said with a bunch of laughing emoji’s, that she thought I might be the secret king of the city. I responded to both saying dinner sounded great and letting them know when I would be free from class.

I was in my apartment and getting ready for bed when my phone screen flashed with a notification that I’d been added to a group chat. Opening it up I saw it was Monique and Clara and they’d sent me a picture. The two of them were in bed, lips pressed together in a soft kiss as they both looked up into the camera’s lens with twin looks of smoldering desire. I could see they were both topless, but nothing was visible in the photo.

“Wish you were here!” read the caption under the picture.

“FFUUUUUUUCCCCCKKKKK me too!” I wrote back.

“Sweet dreams ��!”

My rock-hard cock was in my hands in moments as I lay in bed, dreaming of an evening with the two gorgeous and talented women. I wanted to get up and run up the stairs to Monique’s place but didn’t. I knew we would have our moment together, but this wasn’t it. Instead, I drifted off to sleep excited for the coming week, despite the high stakes meeting I had at the end of it.

Midterms were approaching, and I was getting busy with schoolwork. At first, the mountain of studying and notetaking I had to do, seemed daunting. But I approached it just like I did projects around the building. Thinking through the whole problem and working through each part of it and issue. This method proved to be a boon, as it allowed me to schedule myself properly to maximize my time.

My morning workout at Sola’s was a flirty affair between the four of us. Monique and Clara were touchy and feely throughout, and both demanded a kiss before we split up, watching as I made out with the other and only adding to the intensity of the moment.

The woman who drove me the craziest during that week, though, was Sola. Something changed between us, and I noticed it that Monday morning. It didn’t seem to have anything to do with Clara or Monique. Although Sola definitely saw the increased touches and affection between the three of us, she didn’t seem to be bothered by it one way or another.

It was as I drew off my shirt and stood to roll out my mat when I felt strong cool fingers run down the striations of muscle on my back. The touch sent a shiver down my spine, and I nearly leaped out of my socks as I turned around, only to find Sola standing there with a hip cocked and an appreciative smile tugging at one corner of her lips.

“I’ve never had a student learn so quickly,” she said, her lips wet as she took in my muscled and lean torso, “Nor one whose ever changed so completely in such a short amount of time… you look positively ravishing, Connor.”

“Thanks,” I breathed, trying not to stare at the slender perfection of her own body but unable to help myself. Clara’s giggle shook me out of my reverie but not Sola, who still stared at me as if I was a piece of candy she couldn’t wait to gobble down.

“Mhmm… today I’m going to teach you a special pose… one I’ve never taught a student.”

“What about us?” Monique asked, “We get to learn it too?”

“No,” Sola said, dismissing the other women with a wave of her hand, “This is a very… specific pose. Trust me, you’ll both appreciate me teaching him… mhmm, come on, we’ve wasted enough time.”

Sola took us through the beginning poses and warmups. Then she put Clara and Monique into the routine we’d been doing the week before. Me, she led through a new series of poses. The mixture of sweet pot smoke and herbal shampoo was heady, as the woman pressed in close to me, manipulating my body into position. Her strong hands guided my hips and shoulders, pulling my limbs into place. I couldn’t help but respond to her touch, and from the ragged breaths she let out, I could tell she was responding to my closeness as well.

I’d become quite good at reading people over the past few weeks, especially women, and I could tell from the dilation of pupils and the flush to her cheeks, that Sola wanted me just as much as I wanted her.

The position was brutally challenging to hold for more than a few seconds, but the ache I felt in my hips, back, and chest was terrific. There was also no hiding what muscles the pose was intending to strengthen. All the muscles I used when fucking, was stretched and strengthened by it. Sola did them with me, and I couldn’t help but stare at her sleek and slender body as she contorted it in twisted positions. My cock throbbed hard when her small firm ass rose before my face, and when she flexed her hips just so, flashing her cloth-covered pussy lips to me, I nearly lost my pose and fell.

Clara and Monique spoke about it at dinner that night and told me all about the new tracks they’d been working on that morning. I was a bit exhausted from the long day of class, but I perked right up when I saw them outside the Pho restaurant. By the time we got back home, it was late out, but the time just flew by as we chatted and laughed together.

I gave both a deep soulful kiss before they climbed the stairs to Monique’s place. I’d desperately wanted to invite them both in, but I had a mountain of studying to do and was already late getting to it. Plus, the next night, I had a meeting with Everett Vanderlite, and Brooke had sent over an email filled with information I wanted to study before then.

I stayed up later than I intended and woke with sand in my eyes. I almost bailed on the morning workout, but I had managed to make it every day so far, and I wasn’t about to break the habit now. Little did I know what was waiting for me.

I got to Sola’s place and knocked, surprised to hear music already playing and sounds of movement coming from inside. Usually, she was still asleep by the time one of us got there, but this morning she was up and chipper. When she opened the door, I got my second shock of the morning but not my last.

The beautiful blond was wearing the tiniest pair of spandex shorts. They looked like the type a volleyball player might wear, cut off just at the bottom of her small firm ass. Her top was a little pink sports bra that hugged her firm round breasts to perfection. I stared at her for one long moment, speechless, and Sola grinned in pleasure.

“Do you know what today is?” She asked, staring up at me with a gleam of something in her eyes I’d never seen there before.

“No,” I said, a touch nervous, “What is it?”

“It’s the fall equinox,” she said, moving aside and letting me in, “One of the holiest and most powerful days in the moons calendar. It’s a day for great deeds or terrible folly.”

She moved into the studio and rolled out her mat in the center. Usually, she was at the head, making room for me, Clara and Monique.

“Are Clara and Monique not going to make it today?” I asked as I pulled out a mat.

“They’ve both agreed to leave you to my… ministrations today,” Sola said, her eyes dancing with that barely suppressed emotion, “I hope you don’t have plans.”

“I have class in two hours,” I said, laughing, “and I have an important meeting tonight.”

“I know about your meeting,” Sola said, bending low and beginning the warmup routine, “and don’t worry, I’ll make sure you’re more than prepared. But you won’t be making it to class today.”

“I can’t miss,” I began, but Sola cut me off, reaching out one small hand and placing her finger across my lips, a shiver of pleasure ran through my body at the surprising touch.

“Nothing they can teach you at that school will be more valuable than what I can… besides, I’ve been waiting months for this, and I plan to savor every minute of it.”

“Of what?” I asked, my throat tightening as her eyes bore into mine, seeming to draw me down into their depths.

She didn’t say a word, but her grin turned wolfish for one second as she stepped close to me and looked up. Her small hands went to my hips and then ran up my back as she gazed up into my eyes. Her strong fingers were gliding along my muscles as she drew me closer and closer.






Chapter Forty-Two

I realized, with a sudden jolt, that it was finally happening. All my fantasies and dreams of Sola’s incredible body were about to come true. My hands were tentative at first as I reached up and ran them down her slender back, but with growing fierceness, as I pulled her close and finally kissed the lips I’d wanted for so long.

My surprise faded quickly and was replaced by a raging inferno of desire, but Sola would not be rushed. The woman had a firm grip on her desires and didn’t submit to them easily. Our first kiss was filled with passion, but also gentle exploration, and it ended in a quiet still moment, out lips parting and eyes opening to stare at one another in the golden morning light.

“I was worried,” Sola said, her eyes filled will wonder, “But now I realize it was silly. You’re a wonderful kisser, Connor… on the lips, at least, we’ll have to see how you are at kissing… other places.”

“I’m happy to prove myself,” I said, grinning back and grinding my hard cock against her hip.

“Mmm, you drive me crazy,” Sola said, drawing in a shuddering breath and pushing away from me at the same time, “You have no idea how much I’m going to enjoy this… or how much you will. Tell me, young Connor, have you ever experienced a tantric orgasm?”

The woman’s smile turned positively predatory as she stepped away from me and over to a small shelf. She lit two small sticks of incense and a candle, filling the room with an incredible blend of scents, and a light haze of smoke that the rays of morning sunlight lit up in interesting ways.

I liked to think at this point I had a lot of experience with a wide range of women. I’d been with shy and outgoing women who had wild passionate sex and slow, gentle lovemaking. I thought I’d seen the full gamut of what sexuality and intimacy could accomplish. All those suppositions were thrown out the window when I realized that Sola existed on another plane entirely. I hesitate to use the word mysticism, but that’s what comes to mind.

A hidden current existed beneath the rest of the world, and Sola let it draw her into its rhythms. Her every move was designed to draw my eyes up her slender body and her every touch, perfectly placed to drive me wild.

She stepped up close to me once more, and my hands slid down the supple form of her limbs as our lips met once more in a passionate kiss. My fingers trembled as we sank to the mats and began to strip off each other’s clothing. Her body looked even more incredible in the nude than it did in her tight workout clothes. Every inch of her was supple and perfect.

I can’t put every motion and action into words, for I was too lost in the moment. Sola’s hands and fingers traced my skin like lines of fire, awakening the nerves from my head to my feet. All while I did the same to her, letting my fingers graze along smooth white flesh, teasing and touching. The best was when my hands filled with the firm round cheeks of her ass, and I held the object of my long-running affections.

Sola swung a leg over my hip, and before I knew what was happening, she was sliding the wet lips of her folds along my cock as it pressed between us. Suddenly she sat up, whipping her long blonde hair over her shoulder as she arched her back and rocked her hips.

She looked like an angel as she ground her clit up and down my dick, eyes afire with desire, lips curling into a slow smile. Sola raised her hands above her head and pressed the flat palms together. She was in the starting position of the new series of poses she’d taught me, and as I looked at her in curiosity, her eyes twinkled as she grinned down at me.

“Slow deep breaths, Connor,” her voice had a throaty growl to it, that told me she wanted me just as much as I wanted her, “and let yourself relax into the stretch.”

Then she began slipping into the first pose, her movements, a slow dance that drew me along with her. As I shifted my hips, unconsciously stretching as she’d taught me, the head of my cock slipped into her heavenly hole. Just the head at first, but as Sola and I both let out deep breaths and eased deeper into the stretch, my cock sliding all the way home into her incredible tightness.

“Ahhhh,” Sola sighed out, head back, and a sublime smile on her face, “Now… mmmhmmm… now we move within the stretch… oh, mmm… that’s heavenly.”

My muscles strained as I held myself up, shoulders, and thighs burning, but I barely noticed the exertion. As Sola and I moved, her pussy slid up and down my cock, and I could feel every single muscle as it flexed against me.

I’d never felt so strong and powerful before, as I held the two of us up with my arms and legs. There was no way I would have been able to do this a few months ago, let alone a few weeks ago. Even more than the feelings of strength and flexibility, I was lost in the incredible sensations of pleasure rolling through me from her touch.

Sola’s pussy gripped me like a velvet glove as she rode me slowly. My eyes were filled with the perfection of her body and face. Pleasure slowly twisting her features into one of exquisite agony. Then her eyes flashed open as my cock throbbed, and raising one hand, she ran the fingertips lightly down my chest and stomach.

The light touch had an incredible effect on me; suddenly, every nerve ending of my body was afire as if the orgasm that was building in my balls had now spread to my whole body.

“Hold… off…” Sola breathed, her voice tight with strain, her pussy convulsing around my cock, muscles fluttering, and squeezing as she hovered on the edge of a massive orgasm. “Just… let it… oh god, Connor… let it ease into us… mhmm!”

My balls were tight, and I wanted to cry out in pleasure as my orgasm began to crest, but I took a firm grip on myself, trying to let it ease out of me as she’d instructed. Sola made it almost impossible as she arched her hips, even more, drawing her incredible tightness down my cock.

“It… It’s… oh, goddess, here it comes!”

Sola’s voice was so high pitched I almost didn’t recognize it, but I could only register it with part of my mind. For my own orgasm had hit me just as Sola’s hit her, but something amazing and incredible happened that wiped all thought from my mind.

A tantric orgasm isn’t like normal orgasms. In a normal orgasm, you rise a steady slope, cresting the peak and then plummeting back down. In a tantric orgasm, there is no fall back down. It was unending, wave after wave of pleasure that sent shockwaves through my soul.

Sola was in the same state; we shared it. Our bodies continued to grind, stretching to the limits and working against one another in slow implacable movements. It was unlike any sex I’d had, up to that point. There was no slapping of bodies, no grunting of pleasure, or screams of need.

The two of us were locked in a full-body embrace, joined in a holy union, souls riding the currents of heaven as time disappeared, as thought disappeared, as all knowledge of the world at large faded. Leaving only one another and the perfection of our bodies and the secret language they spoke to one another.

I couldn’t tell you how long we made love on that mat. Hours certainly, for the morning passed and the afternoon came. The two of us were lost in a timeless place. Moving from one position and form to another, our bodies never ceasing their stretches and motions. The pleasure was an endless sea that we swam in together.

The incredible day of tantric sex culminated as Sola pressed her firm little ass against my hips, her back against my stomach as she stretched back against me. Our lips were locked together as the sun began to sink below the rooftops. The final waves of ultimate pleasure swept through us, and I felt a massive flood of my seed fill her womb.

We descended to the mat, covered in sweat, and catching our breaths. Our sexes finally separating as Sola rolled against me and pressed her lips to my neck, hot breath tickling my ear.

“That… was incredible,” the tiny yoga instructor said, “I’ve never… never had such incredible sex… thank you, Connor, you’re a magnificent lover.”

“Thank you,” I breathed, pulling the blonde into a firm hug, “That was… Jesus, that was beyond incredible… I don’t have words to describe it.”

“Then don’t,” Sola said, grinning, “Words are often pale reflections of reality, and that was beyond what words could contain.”

“I have to go,” I said with a start, realizing how late it had gotten, “Shit, I hope I’m not late.”

“You aren’t,” Sola said, sitting up and pulling on her loose t-shirt with languid motions, “I made sure that we stopped with enough time for you to get ready. Also, that you’d be in the perfect mindset to meet with your rival.”

“Has any man ever been so lucky?” I meant it for myself, but Sola grinned and leaned over, kissing me deeply.

“There’s no such thing as luck,” she said, grinning, “There is only preparation and opportunity. Now get out of here, I want to smoke a couple joints, and you’re cramping my style.”

I laughed at her half-joke, knowing she really did want to get high. My legs felt rubbery, and my mind was still fuzzy as I took a shower and got ready. When I got outside of the building, planning on walking to the subway, I was surprised to find Ava and the town car waiting for me.

“Can’t have the future CEO of Whitaker Industries walking to a meeting with his chief rival,” the gorgeous little blonde said, “You should arrive in style. Are you all alright? You seem a little… out of it.”

“I’m ok,” I said with a reassuring smile, “It was just an… exhausting day.”

I slipped into the backseat, and Ava zoomed off, heading downtown. I stared out the window, trying to prepare myself for the upcoming meeting mentally, but unable to get Sola and the incredible morning and afternoon out of my mind. So it was that I arrived at Everett Vanderlite’s offices without anxiety and a grin on my face.






Chapter Forty-Three

I stepped out of the town car and looked up at the tall building that housed Vanderlite Industries’ headquarters. It was a gothic monstrosity that dominated the block, towering over its neighbors and affording it a great view of the park.

“Good luck,” Ava said, from the driver seat, “I’ll circle the block, just send a text when you’re done, and I’ll be waiting here.”

“Thanks,” I said, bending flashing the beautiful little blonde a wink, “Hopefully, it doesn’t take long.”

Drawing in a deep breath, I buttoned my jacket and started for the double doors. Inside the foyer was a large space, all white tile, and black leather furniture. A large half-circle desk dominated one wall, and a security guard sat there. I introduced myself, and he told me to have a seat, that someone would be down to get me shortly.

I sat and played on my phone, trying to distract myself from memories of my day with Sola. It had been so powerfully moving that I still felt a strong spiritual connection with the world. It was like aftershocks from our tantric time together. I pushed the thoughts aside, for they were far too mystical and nonsensical to be thinking about before a big meeting.

A few people passed in and out of the lobby with badges on and headed straight up the elevator, but none drew my attention until I heard the click click click of heels on tile. Turning my head, I saw a gorgeous young blonde with a minuscule waist and large fake tits. The girl wore a tiny top that swooped down in a deep-V that revealed perfectly round and firm cleavage, and a small black skirt that hugged her thighs and little ass.

When she spotted me sitting there, she flashed a bright smile, her red lips parting enticingly. But I noticed the expression never touched her eyes. I could almost hear the make-up that caked her face cracking as her cheeks stretched wide, but I kept my expression neutral as I stood to greet her.

“Connor Whitaker?” She held out her hand when I nodded, “I’m Becca Brohmin, Mr. Vanderlite’s personal assistant.

“Pleasure,” I said, taking her hand and shaking it, her grip was limp and weak and further soured my impression of the girl.

“Would you care for something to drink? Coffee? Water?” When I shook my head no, she motioned to the elevator bank, “Then I will take you right up. Mr. Vanderlite is terribly busy, so his schedule is tight.”

She walked with quick short steps, her heels clicking the entire way, and skirt swishing. We rode up in the elevator alone. I could tell the girl wanted me to talk and flirt with her; her body language was so apparent to me. Her arms were crossed beneath her large fake breasts, pushing them even higher. She stood just in front of me, giving me the perfect view of her tight ass and tits, if I wanted to ogle her without being noticed.

Instead, I found my thoughts turning inward. Not too long before, a woman who looked like Becca would have tied my tongue in knots. I would have been hunting for things I could say that would make me look cool and smart in her eyes, while at the same time so anxious and nervous I couldn’t say anything.

I felt none of that now. I could appreciate the young woman’s beauty, but she couldn’t compare to the likes of Gia or Sola. Those were real women, with depth and an understanding about themselves that I feared this young woman would never have. Her every expression and mannerism seemed plastic and surface-level, as her tits. Instead of lusting after her, I found myself feeling sorry for her.

By the time the elevator dinged at the top floor, Becca was shifting uncomfortably, and she turned to flash me a weak smile. I smiled back easily and stepped out into a large, richly furnished foyer. There was a small desk just outside the large double doors that led to the office, and several chairs for people to wait in.

“If you will just have a seat,” Becca said, “I’ll check and make sure he is ready for you.”

I nodded and took a seat, looking around at the artwork as she slipped into the office. I caught a bit of a one-sided conversation. The man’s voice was high, and he spoke with a boarding school accent I’d come to despise. It was all affectation and boredom.

“Nonsense, I won’t be gouged for a dollar more until you get those rapists at the IRS to back off. You tell the senator, I’ll shut down the plant in his state if he doesn’t lean on them!”

The office door closed shut and cut off whatever else he was about to say. I filed the information away and began to have the first fluttering of nerves in my gut. If there was one type of guy who’d always made my life hell at school, it was the old money kids, and Everett Vanderlite was most certainly that.

I only had to wait a few minutes before Becca slipped out and opened the door.

“He will see you now,” she said, flashing a flirty smile and making sure I noticed her cleavage as she adjusted her top that did not need it.

When my eyes looked down into the dark shadow between them, I saw her eyes flare wide in triumph. I put her out of my mind as I stepped into the cavernous room. It filled nearly the entire floor and was broken up into several different spaces. There was workout equipment in one corner with yoga mats laid out on the floor and tall mirrors covering the wall there. Another corner had a bar and coffee maker, and from a quick inspection of the bottles, they were all in heavy use.

There was even a tall glass bong sitting on a side table near a plush couch, which struck me as audacious. The couch had a few stains on its cushions, and I could guess what Everett and his secretary got up to on it. The far wall was all window, with a magnificent view of the park and city. Before the floor-to-ceiling windows was a large glass desk that was raised, so the man behind it could stand on a treadmill of sorts and walk as he worked.

The man himself walked around the desk and approached with a confident smile. We sized one another up quickly, and I don’t know what he thought, but for my part, I was quite disappointed. Everett Vanderlite is tall, but still an inch shorter than me and a good ten years older. He is in great shape, and it was clear he used his gym often from the bulky muscles of his chest and arms. In fact, they looked a bit obscene with his skinny legs, which clearly he never worked out.

What struck me as odd, was the man wore skintight black yoga pants and a small black tank top. The clothing looked ridiculous, surrounded by the opulence around us, but I forced myself to keep a calm face, just as Elizabeth had taught me, finding an easy smile as I shook his hand.

“Connor Whitaker,” he said in his high voice as his hand gripped mine, “it’s great to meet you finally. Thank you for coming to see me, there is so much I’d like to discuss with you.”

“It’s my pleasure,” I said, ignoring when he tried to cinch his hand down and crush mine right before releasing the grip, “You have a beautiful building here.”

“I know, right?” he said with an arrogant smile, “After 9/11, it’s the finest building for ten blocks in any direction. I should have thanked Bin Ladin, eh?”

He grinned at me, and I realized he was trying to pour on the charm, so I smiled back. It never hurt to have a man think his ploys were working, even if they weren’t. I’d learned with Gia, that often a person will reveal their true intentions and desires if you let them play through the fantasy they had dreamed up for the encounter.

“Becs, bring us two glasses,” he said, leading me to a few low leather chairs set up near the windows. When the woman stepped over to the bar, he stopped said, “No, go get the good stuff, the Lagavulin 37 year, this is a special occasion!”

He beamed at me, and I nodded in thanks.

“I’ve never had Lagavulin,” I said, “but I’ve heard good things.”

“It’s the best!” Everett said, “I got this bottle three years ago as a gift from the descendant of the Sottish Royal line. He wanted to thank me for a small matter I helped them with.”

Self-satisfaction rolled off the man in waves, and he smiled in a knowing fashion. I knew what he spoke of. There isn’t a person in the world who didn’t know the story of how Everett Vanderlite bought himself a knighthood and title by funding the referendum that broke Scotland away from Greater Britain. That impoverished nation was a shadow of its former self after trade deals, and land use rights stripped them of their wealth.

“These glasses were a gift too,” he said in fake modesty, “I think from the Sultan of Brunai, was that it Becs?”

“They were a gift from the OPEC Chairman,” the secretary said as she handed us each a glass, “Will that be all, sir?”

“Yes, thank you, Becca,” he watched her walk away, staring at her ass and licking his bottom lip when she closed the door, he turned to me, “She’s fucking hot, isn’t she?”

“She’s very pretty,” I said politely, wondering where this meeting was going.

“I stole her from a competitor. You’ve never seen a better little cocksucker than her…” he stared off lost in memory before continuing. “The reason I asked you here today was I wanted to get to know you, build a relationship. There is no reason you and I should have a relationship like my father and I, did with yours. Our business operations only overlap ever so slightly in the sphere of real estate, and I’m sure we can come to some arrangement. Hell, I’m sure you don’t want to deal with the headache of endless litigation and fights in the courts, right?”

“I certainly don’t,” I said, taking a sip of my scotch. I’d been waiting for the man to raise a toast, but he seemed to have never developed certain social skills.

“Yea, that’s what I thought. Fuck man, I bet you don’t even want to deal with the hassle of running the company. I mean forcing you to live in some shithole apartment for a year, get paid minimum wage, and worked like a dog… I’d have said fuck that shit.”

“It did come as quite a shock,” I said, wondering how the man knew about the test my father had set for me.

“Do you know much about what I’m doing here?” He asked, eyes flashing with excitement, “Oh man, we’re working on some game-changing stuff. You should see it. We’ve made a massive investment in the shared workspace market and are moving aggressively to corner it. It’s going to revolutionize the world. Soon there will be shared workspace schools and even homes!”

He continued to speak, and I had to hand it to the man, he had his rap down. I could tell he had given this speech many times before because he didn’t even pause for breath, only to take deep gulps of his scotch. I wondered why he was giving me an investor pitch, highlighting all the great parts of his company. Then I figured it out, he was going to make me an offer for Whitaker Industries.

“As you can see,” he finished up, pouring us each another glass from the bottle left on the side table. “There isn’t another private company in the world better positioned for the new global marketplace than we are.”

“Very impressive,” I said, and parts of his pitch had been impressive. I let them shine through, not wanting to offend the man. “Tell me more about the entertainment side of your business, where you see the biggest growth opportunities there?”

“Those are legacy holdings from my father's time,” he said with a dismissive wave, “No one watches that stuff anymore, and no one cares about record companies. It's all about the apps nowadays and short, quick bit content. Let me show you this new proposal I got the other day. It's from a small start-up that wants to make a quick bite content farming machine. Hold on.”

He hopped up and almost ran out of the office to go get the proposal. A minute later, Becca came in to see if I needed anything, closing the door behind herself.

“I’m fine, thank you,” I said, starting to feel a heady buzz from the alcohol, so I set it aside.

“I must say, Connor,” Becca said, bending down to pick up Everett’s empty glass. Her blouse hung down, giving me a clear view of her firm round tits in their tight bra, hard dark nipple pressing against the material. “You’re far more handsome than I thought you’d be. I saw pictures… but they didn’t do you justice. Those muscles… those eyes… ravishing.”

The secretary slipped around the chair and bent even lower, resting a hand on my thigh, the floral scent of her expensive perfume reaching my nostrils.

“I shouldn’t be doing this,” she glanced back to the door quickly, making sure her boss wasn’t back, “but you’re just so cute.”

She slipped her hand up my thigh and slid it into my pocket, giving me a wink as she left a slip of paper there. Then she stood quickly and spun, flexing her ass as she walked out and glancing back over her shoulder to make sure I noticed. She winked and then slipped out of the office.

I had a moment to consider the encounter and my own reaction to it. My heart wasn’t beating fast, there was no desire coursing through me. In fact, I felt a little slimy, a bit gross by her touch. Pulling the recent memory up, I ran through the whole encounter and realized what it was. The emotions had never touched the woman’s eyes nor her body language. She had acted, as an actress might seduce a man in a movie. Not like how a woman responded in real life when she seduced a man. There was dilation of pupils, no flush of red to her cheeks or upper arms, no heaving breaths, and trembling fingers.

I pulled out the slip of paper and saw ten digits and a heart written on it. The paper had been rippled free and had the appearance of something hastily done. But the ink had already bled through the back of the document and dried, so it had obviously been written down long before.

When the door opened, I slipped the note into my pocket, making sure that Everette saw it, and I painted a look of embarrassment on my face. He pretended to ignore it, but I saw a smile of satisfaction tug at his lips as he walked over and grabbed his bong.

“Want to smoke?” He asked, packing some pot into it, “Here, have a look at the proposal.”

I declined the pot, never being a big fan of it, and wanting to have all of my faculties now. The man and his secretary, a game, and a rather simplistic one. I read through the proposal and hung out for the rest of the hour talking and joking with the man. In truth, I liked him, he was erratic and a bit of an idiot, but in a different world, we could have been mates.






Chapter Forty-Four

Their game seemed too obvious to me, though. From all I could tell, his plan was to have the secretary seduce me, and either get info on Whitaker Industries or ease the way for a merger or sale. I also pressed him for info on his entertainment businesses, once the central pillar of the Vanderlite Empire, but Everett was dismissive of the entire enterprise. He seemed confident that YouTube and other sites like that, would be the only content farms of the future.

Then something happened that really shocked me.

“You see, this is the perfect example,” he pulled up a clip and queued it up, “Now we could try and sign these girls, get them a record deal, tours, and all that. Maybe we make a few bucks before they get ugly and old, and maybe we don’t. It’s such a gamble. But if we instead sign them, and monetize their YouTube feeds, forcing them into a contract to publish their videos under our banner… then we get all profit with no investment!”

He was playing shaky cell phone footage of a night club, and a familiar song streamed out of the speakers. My heart raced, and I felt a real strong emotion for the first time since coming into the building. For dancing in the middle of the screen, surrounded by screaming fans, was Clara spinning beats and Monique singing. I couldn’t believe it, and my eyes almost bulged out of my head when I saw the views at over three million.

“They’re hot too, right?” Everett said, mistaking my expression.

“What… what about live concerts?” I asked, “Isn’t there still money to be made there?”

“No one wants to spend their day in the middle of a hot, sweaty mass of people,” he said, shaking his head, “This is the online generation, it's all about streaming now. That’s why we’re moving into that space, it’s going to be exciting!”

I continued to make conversation with the man as he took hits from his bong. A few minutes later, he was stoned and fuzzy-headed. He asked three times if I wanted a hit and kept forgetting that I’d said no. Finally, I got out of there, thanking the man for his hospitality and showing myself out.

Becca was sitting outside the office when I came out, and she hopped to her feet, painting a smile on her face.

“I hope everything went well?” She asked, and I saw her expression grow nervous as blue-grey pot smoke rolled out of the office.

“It was lovely,” I said, unable to contain the broad smile that broke out.

“I’ll show you out,” she said and bit her bottom lip as she held open the elevator doors for me.

“Have you been working here long?” I asked.

I pulled out my phone and sent a text to Ava, as Becca stepped in with me, standing far closer than was necessary. In truth, I had no desire for the young woman. She was nice enough, but her plastic appearance and the false and vapid expressions that found their way to her face offended me somehow.

I flirted with her the whole ride down, however, and as I left, promised to give her a call. Walking to the exit doors, I drew in a deep breath, feeling flush with pride. In the whole hour-long meeting, I’d managed to reveal nothing about my intentions for Whitaker Industries or about its holdings or their health. Meanwhile, Everett had been apparent, at least to me, in his ploy to win my trust so he might make an offer soon. I didn’t trust any of the information he’d told me, all of it would have to be verified. I might like the man, but it sure was going to be fun, tearing his company down around his head.

As I slipped into the backseat of the town car, I caught Ava’s concerned expression in the mirror. I grinned back at her and saw her face relax in relief.

“It went well then?”

“I need to confirm a few things,” I said, my mind spinning through possibilities, “but yes… it went rather well. The man is an absolute moron, not a bad fellow, though.”

“He’s huge in Silicon Valley,” Ava said, pulling out onto the street, “tech companies love him.”

“I can see that,” I said. “What do you know about Vanderlite investments out west?”

As she drove me to the Whitaker offices, she told me all she knew, which was a surprising amount. Ava, it turned out, was an avid reader of tech blogs, mostly for research but also because she liked to know what was coming down the pipeline, technology-wise. I sent a message to Julia, with a link to the YouTube clip, and let her break the good news to Clara and Monique.

We got to the Whitaker offices, and I felt my shoulders relax, and my breathing come easier. I was coming to feel at home in this space. Where before it had always been my father's offices, they were beginning to feel like mine, as I took more ownership of the company and its path forward.

“Well,” Brooke asked when we walked into her office, face tight with tension, “how did it go?”

I told her about everything, from the secretary and her fake tits, and caked-on makeup to Everett taking bong hits. She relaxed as I spoke and interjected with questions at several points, drilling down on something the man had said. Once, when I mentioned his pivot away from entertainment, she pulled over her laptop and pulled up some material to reference. Showing me that Vanderlite Industries had indeed sold off some minor record labels and local TV stations in the past six months.

“This is all interesting,” Brooke said, pouring a glass of wine and walking back to her chair, pulling off her heels, and tucking her feet beneath her thighs, “But I fail to see how it’s of use to us. Whitaker Industries doesn’t have any holding in entertainment.”

“That’s about to change,” I said, pulling up the YouTube clip of the girls and showing it to her. “You’re going to establish a separate division, we will enter the space in music first, but position ourselves to produce video content as well. The world is filled with streaming services crying out for content, and we’ll have the infrastructure to handle it once we acquire one of the small companies Vanderlite sold off. Or we cobble a production company together ourselves, it’s cheap now anyway with digital cameras. I believe last time I was here, you told me about a lens factory in Shangai that makes film lenses?”

“I did, Guongzo Vision is their name,” Brooke tilted her head in that way she had and tapped her nail on her glass, a small smile drawing up the corners of her lips, “You’ve done some research into this, I can tell. You're serious about it.”

“I am,” I nodded, looking off and thinking as I spoke. “Once we get our foot in the door and establish ourselves as a player in the media landscape, we’ll be able to craft the message and determine our own fate.”

“What message?”

“All of them,” I said, grinning, “My plan is for music to be our first foot forward. Partnering with promoters, venue owners, and festival organizers, we can leverage our other businesses and become vendors. What we might lose in partnership deals, we’ll make up for in relationships with local officials.”

“Politics is a dangerous game,” Brooke warned, “Your father was wary of wading into those waters too much.”

“I know, and that was a mistake. He forged an empire and a network of businesses that are profitable and robust. Still, in the end, Whitaker Industries has less power than a local gas station. And I promise you, Brooke,” I said, my eyes locking on hers, “we will have a seat at the table and a say in what our world will become.”

The woman was breathing heavily, her eyes shining with excitement and unshed tears. Wine forgotten, she leaped across from her chair and into my lap. Her lips met mine as her hand slipped down my stomach and into the waist of my pants, stroking down my cock inside my boxers.

“Fuck, I’ve never seen anything sexier than watching you plot and plan just now.” She ran her fingers down the side of my face, eyes shining as she gazed into mine, not quite believing what she was seeing. “Are you the same, scared young man who let me be his first? What other layers lie hidden within you?”

I felt my cheeks grow pink under her praise but chose not to reply. Instead sliding my hands over her firm ass and down to her smooth legs. Brooke hunched her waist, rocking her hips up and letting me pull her skirt up over her ass. Biting her bottom lip, she slipped my cock out of my pants, and I hooked her tiny panties aside.

Our foreheads touched as she pressed my cock against her wetness and shifting slightly, sank onto my lap with a sigh of pleasure.

“You have no idea how I’ve missed this,” Brooke said, sitting back and gyrating her hips. Drawing her clit along the shaft of my cock, before rocking forward and enfolding my hardness in her heavenly warmth.

“God damn you feel incredible,” I moaned, “slower… I want to enjoy this.”

“Yes, sir,” Brooke said, grinning and biting her bottom lip.

I relaxed back into the chair as the gorgeous brunette executive rode my cock slowly. Her hips rolling up as she ground slowly on my cock. All while, I slid my hands up her smooth stomach and under her bra to fonder her big firm breasts and grip her hips and ass. As the pleasure built and our passion increased, her movements grew faster and with more insistence. Finally, and almost silently, we both came together. The older woman clutching at me, shivering and holding me tight, lips pressed to mine as I flooded her with cum, and her pussy quivered on my cock.






Chapter Forty-Five

We cleaned up and made arrangements to meet soon so she could keep me informed. Then with a final kiss, I slipped out of the office, surprised to find Ava still hanging outside after all the others had gone home.

“Are you ready to head home, sir?”

“I am,” I said, a little amused and curious by her behavior.

“Excellent, then I will bring the car around,” she turned on her heel and hurried off to the elevators.

“Ava,” I called, “why don’t I just go down with you? It seems silly to drive around and pick me up.”

“Sir,” she paused and looked back over her shoulder at me, “It wouldn’t be right for a man of your station and importance to enter the garage. If anyone is watching, they will expect the CEO to be treated as a CEO ought to be.”

“But I’m not CEO yet,” I said, grinning and trying to get back to our previous easy relationship, “so you don’t have to stress about that.”

“Maybe not in title,” she said, her eyes shining with a kind of hero-worship that I’d never thought to see directed at me, “But you are, sir. It’s never been more apparent before today just how blessed we are at Whitaker to have you as our leader.”

“I didn’t do anything,” I said, laughing, “just went to a meeting with a spoiled rich kid.”

“Sir!” Ava said, walking back to me and looking up into my eyes, so seriously that it sobered me up. “After witnessing the changes you’ve undergone over just these past weeks, I know there’s nothing you can’t do. Your father would have walked out of that meeting having made an enemy, but you made a friend and learned more in one hour of just being you and listening, than our spies have learned in a year. Sir, you are good, kind, and beautiful, and I’ve never been more excited than I am right now for what the future holds for all of us. So, don’t say you’ve done nothing. Not unless you want to insult Ms. Brooke, Julia, and me.”

“Ok,” I said, holding up my hands in mock surrender, “Consider me chastised. But I don’t feel worthy of such lofty compliments.”

“Should I prove my devotion in some other way, sir?” She blinked up at me so innocently that red warning flags went up. My heart started beating as she twisted her narrow hips, arms pressed together to squeeze her breasts. Unlike with Becca, Ava’s natural tits trapped my gaze and caused my cock to throb with need once more.

The tiny blonde grinned when she saw my expression, and she dropped to her knees right there in the office space. Surrounded by empty desks and the dim green desk lamps, the only illumination in the office after hours, Ava gave me an incredible blowjob. No matter how much I tried, she wouldn’t let me fuck her. She would not relent in her worship. When I finally came, her eyes were staring into mine, her small mouth sucking hard to down my seed as it spurt out. I knew at that moment that her loyalty was absolute and unquestioning.

By the time I got to my place and fell into bed, my cock was hard once more as visions of Ava and Brooke danced through my head. I drifted off to sleep after an hour of messaging with Clara and Monique about their YouTube clip. The girls had made a Twitter account and a YouTube account and were trying to figure out how to get them verified. I passed out once they got the email asking for their identifications. It was crazy exciting to see them beginning to blow up and not knowing where it was all going, but my eyelids could barely stay open any longer.

I had midterms the next week and was buried in my room or in the library at school studying and working on a paper. Gia proved a godsend in helping me study. The woman’s study had lots of reference materials, and she had an encyclopedic understanding of what was in them and where to find it. It proved faster than Google, and there were other perks as well.

The beautiful busty MILF was always willing to fool around when I came over. Often dropping down to give me a phenomenal blowjob in her study chair. Or I would bend her over the armrest and take her from behind, watching her massive breast sway and listening to her moans of pleasure.

After a session with her, I was always able to focus on my work without my mind becoming distracted.

I wanted to get my studying done during the week because I had plans to finish off the roof on Saturday. Plus, Clara and Monique had another show Friday that I was going to. Each morning without fail, I went to Sola’s to workout with the women. We were in a comfortable rhythm, and Sola took us through maintenance poses so that we could maintain the flexibility and strength we’d all gained.

That is, Clara and Monique were there every day except for Friday. When I got to the yoga studio Friday, I found Sola hadn’t bothered to put on clothing for our workout. I learned why ten minutes later, after a sweat popping warmup, when she jumped my bones, and we fucked like Olympians for the rest of the hour. Sex with Sola was like sport fucking. We never ceased moving, except for the occasional breather, and by the time we were done, I was wrung out and dripping with sweat. When I left to run down and shower, the tiny blond slapped my ass and gave me a wink.

“Same place and time next week,” she said with a crooked smile, “You’ve proven to be beneficial for my mental health, and I find I need a regular dose of that incredible sex.”

“Sounds good to me,” I said, grinning back, and on impulse, I slipped my arm around her tiny waist and pulled her into a deep kiss.

Sola jerked in surprise, the kiss far more intimate than anything we’d done during sex. I heard the door to Elizabeth’s apartment open, and the woman let out a small gasp of surprise. I held the kiss for another few seconds and then released Sola. Stepping away and loving the sight of her swaying on her feet slightly, cheeks flush a little redder than the workout had caused.

The tiny yoga instructor stood naked in her doorway, watching me walk down the stairs with a little smile on her lips. The tall and pristinely attired Elizabeth joined me on the walk down, her lips pressed together in a suppressed smile.

“I ordered a BBQ for the roof,” she said, “It should be arriving today. I was wondering if you could help me set it up tomorrow?”

“Yea,” I said, “I’d love to. That was a great idea, we should have a party or something one of these days.”

“I have a rack of ribs, and I know Gia always has a lot of food ready to go. We should have it this weekend, while the weather is still good. I’ll talk to Milly and Gia and see if they’re free. Why don’t you invite Sola, Monique, and Clara? You seem to be getting along well with them.”

“I will,” I said and matched the woman’s grin with my own.

“Have a good day!” She said when we got to the foyer, and she hurried over to the door, “I’ll see you tomorrow!”

I hopped in the shower and made it to class just in time for my first midterm. From the combination of workout and sex session, my mind was clear and focused, and I jammed through the test. Writing down my answers and filling in the bubbles, I almost laughed at how anxious I used to be during tests.

It was a beautiful day, and I took my lunch break in the park, eating a boiled hotdog loaded with onions and mustard as I watched an old man feed the pigeons. The warm sunlight relaxed my sore muscles and elevated my mood. Taking in the city around me, with its bustling crowds, I drew in a deep breath and realized I was home. Nowhere I’d ever lived had become so comfortable and familiar to me. I still didn’t enjoy massive crowds, or even big ones, but there was something about the close buildings and busy streets that energized me, reminded me I was alive.

I got back to my place around three and plopped down on my bed for a nap. I planned on staying up late that night and figured a rest might help. It’s always a gamble when you wake from a nap. Sometimes I’m groggy and can’t seem to wake back up for an hour or so, and other times I pop up refreshed and ready to go.

That Friday, I was happy to have the latter happen to me as I hopped up and started getting ready. It was dark out, and I knew the show would be starting soon. I should just have enough time to hit the train and walk to the club. I took a few minutes to try and style my hair, wanting to look suitable for the girls and put on a white shirt and my favorite pair of jeans.

Feeling good, I hopped down to the Pho place and scarfed down a quick bowl of noodle soup. Then I was on the subway, feeling excited and nervous. Not for myself, though, for the girls. Something about the night felt special, and I suspected the show might be crazy with the success that Sugar & Spice were picking up online.






Chapter Forty-Six

When I got to the club, I wasn’t prepared for the mad scene that was taking place outside. There wasn’t just a crowd; there was a mob. A peaceful and excited mob, but a mob none the less.

People filled the sidewalk and spilled out into the street. A milling group of excited kids all around my age. I was surprised to see so many Asians here, and most were dressed in neon raver clothing. The faces looked so excited, and there was a buzz as I moved through them, as if they were on the cutting edge of something significant.

The security at the door had my name down and let me in, and I found the inside even more packed than it had been outside. I felt my anxiety spiking for one second in the press of people, then I spotted Julia over by the bar, sitting off to one side. I made my way over, and her face lit up into a bright smile when she saw me.

“Hey, Connor!” She wrapped me in a one-arm hug, her massive breasts pressing into my chest, “The girls are going to be so happy you made it!”

“This is crazy,” I said, looking around, “Are all these people here to see Sugar & Spice?”

“Yea, it's insane! The girls took my advice and got their social media platforms up before the show and promoted it there. Have you seen their Insta lately?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head, “They blowing up?”

“Oh my god!” She pulled out her phone and pulled up the girls’ profile.

As she did that, I couldn’t help but take her in from head to foot. She wasn’t dressed in her business blouse and skirt like I’d always seen her. She was in an old faded white Nirvana tour shirt and a pair of shorts that showed off her legs to perfection. On her feet were old broken in doc martins that looked like they had seen their share of bar and club floors.

“Look! Seven Hundred thousand followers in two days! Most are from Korea too, it’s crazy, the girls have taken off there in a way few outside groups do.” Julia shook her head as she stashed the phone and sipped her beer, “I’ve been fielding calls from promoters all over the country. Mostly raves, and electronica shows, but a few festivals out west. Connor, we need to find studio space soon, these girls are on fire.”

“I spoke with Brooke about that,” I said, “and I wanted to speak with you before she did. Tell me what you think of this.”

I proceeded to describe for her my idea of how Whitaker Industries would begin to make a foothold into media. She listened with rapt attention, nodding along with me, her smile growing as I went on. I was just getting into how I imagined the org chart functioning when the opening act ended, and the place became, almost eerily quiet.

Julia and I turned from the bar to see the crowd still, all heads turned to the stage as people drew out their cellphones, excitement painted on every face.

“I’m so glad I had them load up an opening lights package,” Julia said under her breath.

“What?” I asked, just as the light went out in the whole place.

A white mist boiled up around the black stage as a single electronic note sounded, soft at first and then rising higher and higher until suddenly it dropped out. Spotlights flashing on the stage to reveal Sugar & Spice in their matching outfits of opposing white and black, with a bit of red flair.

The crowd erupted in wild cheers when the girls appeared, raising their hands and waving.

“I can see we have a great crowd tonight!” Monique called out, her beautiful smile stretching from ear to ear, “We have a new song we wanted to share with you all, we hope you like it. We haven’t settled on a name yet, it’s either called Thrupple or We Both Fell for Him!”

A pulsing haunting beat started up as Clara slipped behind the DJ table, her hands dancing across the mix table as she added to the track she’d produced. Monique let the music move her, and the crowd went wild as they watched the gorgeous mocha-skinned woman dance like no one was watching.

“What to do when you meet two soul mates at once?... What can it be if we three decide to become one?...”

Monique’s voice was a haunting accompaniment to the music, pulsing in and out with the beat. The crowd began to sway slightly, curious where this was going, but their curiosity disappeared as the tempo grew faster and faster. Soon there was a roiling pile of dancers lost within the music, the lyrics rolling over them, as the beats sank deep into their bones.

Julia took my hand, flashing me a smile, and pulled me into the press. I was nervous and shy at first, but in no time, the music had taken me. The beautiful woman turned, dancing with her back to the stage facing me, long blond hair shaking out as she swayed and moved to the music. Her hips rocking side to side and her massive breasts swaying under her shirt in a way that told me she wasn’t wearing a bra under there.

Her grin grew as I lost myself in the music, and she nodded along with the beat. We danced for a good hour or so, Clara and Monique bringing the crowd up and up and then dropping us all the way down into a slow melody, the crowd swaying together, singing as one as Monique led us in the chorus. Then once more, they brought the tempo up, momentum carrying us along with it. Julia and I danced together, lost in the music and one another, hands exploring and bodies gyrating together. Around us were packed crowds doing the same. People of all ages lost in the moment and carried along.

Julia pushed off me at one point and grabbed my wrist, dragging me through the crowd with her to the side of the venue. She flashed the security guard her backstage badge, and the man gave me one look, then threw her a smirk and let us through. Suddenly free of the packed crowd, I realized how hot it had been in there, my shirt was plastered to me.

The hallway that Julia led me down was narrow. We passed another security guard who let us pass, giving us a similar smirk as the first guy. I was beginning to wonder what they saw when we passed a tall mirror after a sharp turn, and I saw ourselves reflected back.

Julia looked like a crazy hot MILF rocker with her teased out blonde hair and tight white shirt and shorts. While I barely recognized myself. My hair had grown slick with sweat and was swept back in a style I’d never tried. My shirt was plastered to my body, revealing a lean and muscular torso and tight jeans with a hefty hunk of cock pressed against the leg. I looked like some kind of young fuckboy, and the absurdity of feeling comfortable in the role, after feeling the complete opposite just a few months before, felt amazing.

Julia opened a door that led into a dressing room, and I could see Clara and Monique’s clothes tossed all around the small space. She pressed me into the room hurriedly, getting us in before a small fat little man could get his camera to snap a photo of us.

The loud pulsing beats cut off to a dull roar once the door shut behind her, and I opened my mouth to ask what was going on. But then I lost all train of thought as she threw herself into my arms. As the music beat played, Julia ripped my clothes off over my head, tossing hers aside. Biting her bottom lip between her teeth, she pulled my hard cock into her from behind.

The sexy blond MILF was bent over the makeup desk, her face reflected in the mirror, twisted in bliss as she shuddered in orgasm. It didn’t take but a few hard pumps for her to get off, after having been so worked up dancing, but I wanted this beautiful creature and had no desire to relent control of her so quickly. Julia screamed out in orgasm once more as I pulled her body close, cupping her heavy breast in one hand as I thrust into her and shot my cum into her womb.

“That was… wild,” she said with a grin. Then turning, she kissed me quickly and slipped back into her clothes. “Stay here, I wanted to get you backstage so you can surprise the girls when they get off.”

“I’ll be waiting,” I said with a grin as I pulled on my shirt and pants, plopping down on the couch in the room.

The show was over a few minutes later, and I was able to hear the final song. The crowd started cheering for an encore even before the girls got to the dressing room. They threw the door open, and both screamed in surprise when they saw me. They ran over, throwing their arms around me, and I felt a wave of emotion as the girls clung tightly to me.






Chapter Fourty-Seven

For one drawn-out second, I just held them, an arm around each of their slender waists, holding them close, inhaling the scent of them and feeling them relax into me.

“We saw you and Julia dancing together,” Monique said, pulling her head back and grinning up at me, her eyes soft, “and now we find you in here and it smells of sex. Care to explain yourself, mister?”

“Yea,” Clara said, “what gives? She’s only supposed to be taking 10%!”

“Can I blame it on the music?” I asked, a grin tugging at my lips.

“Good answer,” Monique said, as she pressed her thick lips to mine, only to be replaced by Clara’s soft ones a moment later.

“Yea, I guess we can forgive you.” The blonde said.

“Ok,” I said, “how insane was that show? You two are fucking amazing!”

“Oh my god, I know!” Clara said, laughing, “I’m going to freak out just thinking about it, but that’s the greatest rush I’ve ever felt.”

“Me too,” Monique said, “I can’t even put it into words. That crowd was so amazing, and the energy in this place is intense. It’s hard to believe the silly songs we made down in the basement are touching so many.”

“They’re still calling for you both,” I said, releasing the two of them and stepping back, “go on, you can’t leave your fans waiting.”

The two of them beamed at me, the sound of the chanting crowds rocking the building, drawing their smiles all the wider. They made me promise to wait here for them before they bundled out of the dressing room and ran up to the stage. Just as they both left, the small greasy man in the hallway snapped a photo of the three of us. I went to go stop him, but he was gone before I could get close.

I hung out in the dressing room, listening to the girls entertain the crowd with a dance and play one of their songs again. The ground trembled as the crowd danced in time with the beat, roaring their appreciation as the girls gave a final send-off, thanking everyone for coming out.

An hour later, dressed down in comfortable clothing, the three of us stumbled down dark streets in search of pizza and cold drinks. That night we were all so full of excitement and energy after the show, especially the girls, that we stayed up late talking long through the night. We made our way back to the apartment building and clambered up onto the roof. There we lie on the wooden deck, leaning against a pile of blankets we’d brought up. The sky was clear, and the stars, just barely visible through the city’s light pollution.

We spoke about our hopes and dreams for the future, and our fears. Most prominent among those for the girls, was this wild ride they were about to take. They worried it would change them too much, and that they would be alone on the road all the time, surrounded by fake friends and people reliant on them for their paychecks.

“I’ve seen all the Behind The Music’s they had on TV,” Monique said, “It never works out well for the kid from the streets. I had a nice quiet life going doing my art, I mean if it wasn’t for how amazing it is to make music with you Clara, I don’t know if I’d risk it.”

“I know,” the small blonde said, “You both know my past… just don’t let me freak out and run away from all this, ok?”

“Listen, both of you,” I said, pulling them into my arms, “we will always be friends, that won’t change. And you’ll always have the women here in the building to lean on, they love you like I do.”

“You…what?” Monique said, turning her head, a smile breaking out wide.

I realized what I said and felt my cheeks flush red, but I didn’t take it back. Just smiling back at the two of them.

“You know we love you too, don’t you?” Clara asked, as she shifted on my other side, I felt her small hand settle on my thigh, and my heart begin to race in my chest.

“I do,” I said, realizing it was true even as I said it.

I knew from looking into their open faces, they cared about me, not about my money or my status, but about the man, Connor. And I cared about both, from the depth of their souls to the tips of their talented fingers.

“Then prove it,” Monique said, her strong fingers pulling my face to hers as her thick grinning lips pressed to mine, her tongue dancing in my mouth and sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine.

My hands slipped down her back and cupped her large firm ass, pulling her in close to me. Clara would not be ignored, nor could she be. Her tiny ass was in my other hand, and her hot lips were on my neck, kissing a line of fire up to the side of my lips and then drawing me over to her lips.

The tiny blonde groaned out in pleasure when our lips met, and her hand slipped up into my hair, holding it firmly before pulling me back for one second and staring into my face, her eyes dancing.

“Do your hair like this,” she said, “It looks so fucking badass slicked back.”

“I agree,” Monique said, sitting up and running her hand back over my hair, looking at me critically, “And stick to the white shirts, it’s a power move.”

“See,” I said with a grin, “and I think you would both look a lot better without the shirts.”

“Oh, really?” Clara said as Monique grinned and whipped her shirt up over her head and flung it down to the deck.

I drew in a sharp breath when I saw the large hard dark nipples and perfectly shaped breasts. I felt my mouth watering as I slid my hand up her smooth back and around to palm one perfect breast. Monique moaned out, biting her bottom lip and smiling in pleasure as she watched me appreciate her beauty.

Clara followed suit a moment later, her shirt joining her best friends, and then I was fondling two pairs of breasts. Clara’s were smaller but firmer, and her nipples were the lightest shade of pink and soft as berries. The tiny blonde reached out and hefted one of Monique’s heavier breasts and sighed in pleasure as the dark-skinned woman did the same.

Then both women reached up and took my wrists and drew my hands down to between their legs. They eyed one another and had matching smiles of excitement as my hands slipped into their tight jeans and across slick pussy lips, feeling both of their sexes at once. Both fingers found their little love nubs and gently circled them, as the girls jerked their hips in surprise at the sudden and intense pleasure.

“Oh fuck… you’re good,” Monique whispered, one hand on the back of my head, drawing my lips to her hard nipple as the other began to undo the fly of my jeans.

Clara kissed her best friend as I teased and fingered their pussies. The wet sounds of the friends’ and lovers' tongues interlocking caused my cock to throb even harder in my pants, and I released Monique’s firm nipple to watch the incredible sight. The two young women were gorgeous and sitting up, making out, framed with the night's sky overhead and the city skyline behind, they were the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen.

I felt their bodies begin to tremble, and their hands came up, holding onto one another as twin orgasms ripped through the both of them. Their firm asses shaking as their juices flooded over my hands. Their pants were all bunched and awkward as they trembled and released their kiss. Both plopped down onto their butts, grinning, surprised, and panting.

“That was… fuck, Clara… we found us a keeper,” Monique turned her eyes from her friend to me. Sitting up, she shifted her pants off her hips, pushing them aside and revealing smooth dark thighs that dried my mouth.

“Mhmm, and now we get to return the favor,” Clara said, eyes shining with desire as she pushed off her own pants and began to fumble free the rest of the buttons on my jeans.

“Easy girl,” Monique said, her hands slipping over her friends, slowing them down, drawing out the tension as she slowly popped the rivets free, “Our boy’s so hard he might pop off any moment, can’t have that. I plan to enjoy this evening.”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” I said with a grin, running my hands over their slender backs, “Nothing is going to keep me from enjoying tonight… I love you both so much.”

“Good,” Clara said, tongue touching her upper lip as she reached into my pants and fished out my hard-on, her friend pushing them down my hips.

I sat back and relaxed, watching the two beautiful young women run their hands up and down my cock. Their fingers were soft at first, delicately tracing up and down the sensitive flesh sheathing the steel hardness beneath. Then both of their hands interlaced, fingers gripping me together, as they stroked me slowly.

Monique bent down, her pink tongue dancing around the large crown of my cock, covering it with her saliva. Their hands worked the slickness over my shaft as they stroked me. Then they both slipped to either side of my legs, and looking up at me with eager eyes, watching the effect they had on me as first one, and then the other pressed warm hot lips to the sides of my cock, kissing and sucking their way to the tip.

Thick wet lips slid over the tip and met one another, sucking and pushing the head of my cock back and forth, their tongues dancing along the sensitive underside. Monique’s eyes flared wide when she heard my guttural moan of pleasure and her nails dragged along the soft skin covering my balls, ever so lightly.

“Oh shit,” I moaned, as Clara sucked hard on the tip, Monique stroking the shaft and massaging my balls in time with the other girls’ motions, “God damn… that feels like heaven.”

Monique smirked and joined her friend, trading places with her on the tip of my cock. Two more times, they traded me back and forth. Then Clara began to kiss her neck and massage the woman’s big dark breasts, pinching and pulling at the nipples as my cock stretched out Monique’s throat.

“I’m going to cum,” I announced, watching in awe as Monique pulled up, moaning out in pleasure and shuffled over, Clara pressing her face next to her friends.

My cum shot into their open and waiting mouths, and they took turns sucking the tip clean and then kissed, passing my cum back and forth between them. Their moans of pleasure caused my cock to throb once more. Then they toppled over, giggling and rolling off me and to the side, legs scissoring together as I saw their tight pussies for the first time.

As the two gorgeous women made out, I rolled over and buried my face in their treasures. Licking and teasing with tongue and fingers, as they made out and giggled, sighing out in growing pleasure as their lips puffed up, oozing their juices.

I made love with Clara first, which I guess was fitting as she was the one who started this whole wild affair between us three. The air was chill, but our skin was hot, and our need fierce as I slid into her narrow confines. Monique lay pressed to both of our sides, her whispered words of encouragement and love, spurring us on, and her kisses and hands trailed fire across our skin.

The slender little blonde, who looked like an angel, cried out in pleasure as I filled her womb with my seed, nails digging into my back as she shuddered in bliss beneath me. Her second orgasm, as my cock thrust in and out of her. My motions slowed, and we kissed deeply, holding one another and trembling as the emotions surged within.

Monique couldn’t wait, and I felt her hands on my ass and back growing insistent. With a grin of delight, I lifted up and planted a kiss on her thick, soft lips and pulled her beneath me. Pushing in beside Clara, Monique looked up at me with a blush that seemed out of character for her.

Her hand slowly worked my cock to hardness, as she gazed into my eyes and I into hers. They were pale brown and drew me in deeper and deeper. Her blush faded, and her grin grew, and I felt her wetness coating her thighs. As she gripped my cock and pressed it to her thick lips, I felt her incredible tightness cinching down on me, and I felt my eyes go wide in shock.

It took me several minutes of short slow thrusts to get my cock fully inside the tiny woman. She wasn’t a virgin but, was the closest thing. She would admit later that after her first terrible experience, she’d shut that side of herself off until just recently. The fact that I hadn’t pushed her and Clara for sex so early on and had been content to wait until she and they were ready, had helped heal some of her scars.

Whether from anxiety, or not having anything inside her for years, Monique was so tiny I nearly came three times before I was entirely inside her. The look of strain on my face caused Clara to grin and whisper about how amazing Monique’s pussy must be. The dark-skinned woman, for her part, was writhing beneath me, her lips and mine locked together with my hands on her big firm ass as she came in tiny little shockwaves, each time my cock got a little deeper in her.

The three of us made love for hours on the roof. Covering ourselves with blankets and laying on our back, talking, touching, and watching the stars, in-between bouts of wild and frenzied fucking, or sweet and gentle lovemaking. The three of us were there awake, naked, holding one another and covered in blankets as the sun rose out over the river. Its first golden rays crowned the most perfect evening of my life.

We didn’t want to let go of one another, but eventually, we had to as the sun began to rise higher. I was happy I’d taken a nap the day before because I wasn’t nearly as beat as Clara and Monique. I dropped them off at their place, Clara having moved in a couple weeks back. Then I made my way down to my place.






Chapter Fourty-Eight

I ended up sleeping for four hours and woke at 10 am, bright-eyed and ready to go. After a quick shower and shave, I used my hair gel and comb to slick my hair back, like it had been at the club the night before. I was impressed at how fashionable and great it looked. Feeling a little more confident than usual, I pulled on a white shirt and blue jeans and went to go grab the awning I planned to bolt into place today on the roof.

When I grabbed my phone, I saw a couple text messages, one from Brooke, another from Julia, and the last, surprisingly from Everette Vanderlite. I checked the last one first, curious why he tracked down my number and messaged me.

--bro you move fast!

--I’m impressed! Are they still looking to sign with someone? Think you can get me an in bro?!?

Below the two messages was a screenshot of a news article on Page 6 that read: Hot Young Pop Stars, Spotted With Billionaire Playboy.

Below the headline was a grainy image snapped of Clara and Monique holding hands and slipping out of their dressing room. The picture perfectly captured their smiling, shining faces as they look back at me. I barely recognized myself as I stood in the dressing room, slouched on one hip with a confident smile on my lips as I looked back. I didn’t even recognize myself and ended up rereading the headline three times and double-checking the image to make sure.

Brooke and Julia were commenting on the photo as well, and both had more news to share. Brooke said she would be over to talk this afternoon, that the picture put things into motion faster than she’d been planning. She said not to worry and not to leave the building in case there were paparazzi outside. Ava was on her way back in from the countryside and would be joining her. I text back that they didn’t have to waste their weekends, but she responded immediately, warning me not to leave.

The message from Julia was much the same, saying she had been in contact with Brooke and was working on containing any fallout with publicists at the company. Her tone was less damage control though and more about opportunity. She said she was already having stories pushed out in the media that I was working to sign the girls on my new record label.

--If we leverage this properly, we can turn all three of you into celebrities!

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. I was just growing comfortable with how my life had become lately. In truth, I knew that once I stepped up and took the helm of the company, that I would instantly become a person with articles written about them. It was less about giving up ownership of my own narrative, although that was a concern, and more about how it might affect my newfound mental health and lifestyle. I had no desire to compromise on either.

I was just about to type out a message to Julia, telling her to squash the idea and keep me out of it as much as possible when there was a loud knock at my door, and Gia’s breathless voice came through to me.

“Connor! Connor, are you awake?!”

I hopped out of bed and unlatched the door, and the older woman bustled in all breathless energy as she went over and tugged the drapes, double-checking that they were closed tight. All the while, she babbled, full of excitement.

“You’re never going to believe what’s happening outside, there are dozens of people crowded out there, wanting to get in and speak with you. I told them to stay out, or we’d call the cops, not that I’m sure what the cops would do, you understand. It’s just so exciting, though, don’t you think?” She turned to me, flashing a broad smile that fell when she saw my boxers.

“You need to put something on this minute! Oh my, Connor… when did you get so hard-muscled… never mind that! Where are your pants?”

“Gia, calm down,” I said, pressing her to sit on my bed, “It’s going to be ok, I’ll have them gone soon.”

“Don’t do that!” The woman said, her voice almost a shriek as she grabbed my arm, almost making me drop my phone, “No, no, this is so perfect for you and for the girls! Don’t you see what an opportunity this is for you? Every enemy of your father has had spies following you since you were born. They all know the young man who showed up on our stoop months ago, but this young man… this gorgeous, brilliant, confident, and charming young man they know nothing about. Oh, quiet,” She said, shushing me when I went to protest, “I know you’re the same man. Just with a better hairstyle, some abs, and with the confidence to talk with women like they’re humans and not mythical creatures. But what’s important is the perception. Don’t you remember from your lessons in literature?”

“I don’t know,” I said, shaking my head, seeing what she meant but unsure if it could work, “You mean they carry in their own expectations of what a young, successful CEO is, but I can break that mold, keep them all guessing and off their toes, gain an edge for deals.”

“Not just that,” she said, hand reaching up and fingers flexing on my thigh. “There is a value in celebrity, a value that is beyond priceless. If you want to protect your new girlfriends as they wander their new reality, there is no quicker, better way.”

I contemplated what she said, slowly working through the problem, seeing it from every angle. Using logic and long-practiced techniques to see where I might make mistakes and how I would have to correct for them. Looking several moves down and weighing each outcome against the others, determining what would be best. In the end, I agreed with Gia’s assessment, but there would have to be some clear guidelines established, for me to be able to operate my life as intended.

When I picked my head up, I saw an odd expression on Gia’s face.

“You just did your whole thing again, didn’t you?” She asked, a broad smile on her lips. When I gave her a puzzled frown, she laughed, “That thing you do when you see a problem you want to solve. Come on, tell me the answer to all this paparazzi mess, I know you just figured it out.”

“I didn’t think anyone noticed that,” I said, feeling a touch flattered she had, “The paparazzi are going to be easy to deal with, it’s the rooftop I’m worried about.”

In the end, both proved to be simple to fix. Three actors disguised to look like Clara, Monique, and I were spotted across town, leaving a well-known brunch spot. That dragged the paparazzi away, and a news release dropped an hour later from the Whitaker Industries Press Office, about the new label launching soon to support the talents of two new contestants on a top-ranked Asian Idol show.

The head fake from Pop Stars to Idol Stars flashed through both western and eastern media. Timed with three individuals who looked suspiciously like us, getting onto a Whitaker Industries private jet. The planes itinerary marking its final destination as Seoul, by way of a private resort on Bali, had the tabloid press buzzing in major markets around the world with a juicy new story of young wealth and talent colliding in romantic adventures and locations.

In truth, the reality was much more prosaic and beautiful.






Chapter Fourty-Nine

Three hours after I’d sent my first text to Brooke, I put the final bolt in place and climbed down from the short A-frame ladder. I drew down the cloth covering and looked around at the roof, feeling pride fill me as I saw the transformation that had taken place.

Gone were the piles of debris and refuse that had filled the corners, and the tar paper and bird shit that had been stuck to nearly every surface. There was now a beautiful sealed deck with a covering and awning to keep the sun and prying eyes out. I’d built a few planter boxes along the walls, and along with Milly and Elizabeth’s help over the past week, they were now bursting with life, brightly colored flowers, and green vines that hung over the side of the building.

Gia was heating the coals in the large grill we’d set up in the red brick BBQ pit, and Elizabeth was laying towels out on the cushioned deck chairs. Monique was setting up a wireless speaker and hooking up her laptop to play some music, while Clara pulled beers out of cases and dropped them in the ice bucket. I caught Milly’s eye as she slipped out of the stairwell, clutching a beach towel close. She flashed me a nervous smile and then joined, pulling out the vegetables and meat she’d brought.

I got a text message, and after reading it, I went over to the edge of the building and glanced down. There was the town car sitting out front, and Brooke, Ava, and Julia stood outside the door. The women all looked phenomenal and were drawing stares from all around.

All three were wearing big, wide-brimmed floppy hats and loose flowing robes that covered their bathing suits. They carried bags of alcohol and snacks and chatted with one another excitedly.

“I’ll be right back,” I said to the women on the rooftop, “Save me a chair.”

“Oh, we’ll save you a spot,” said Monique winking at me with her long lashes, “right in the middle, big boy.”

“Ha!” Barked Elizabeth, then she grew red in embarrassment when the other women turned in surprise at her loud laugh.

The others were laughing when I threw open the door and ran downstairs. I pulled open the front door and felt my heart and other organs swell at the beautiful sight. They all looked so relaxed I hardly recognized them, not to mention the change in clothing from their usual business attire.

“Welcome!” I said, holding the door as they all came in.

Brooke pulled off her sunglasses and took in the foyer, looking impressed. Then she spotted the antique brass mailbox on the back wall, and her grin grew wider still.

“I wondered if you would ever discover what was behind that wall,” she nodded, “I’m impressed, Connor.”

“How did you know about it?” I asked.

“Don’t forget I have the building plans,” the executive said, winking at me.

“So, where is your place?” Ava asked eagerly, “I’ve wanted to see the closet you’ve been forced to live in. How awful has it been?”

“Honestly,” I said, stepping over to unlock my door, “It hasn’t been that bad at all. At first, I thought it was the privacy, and having my own space that was so great, but I finally figured out what I love about this place so much.”

“What’s that?” Ava asked, stepping into my small room and looking around. Julia followed her, poking her head in the bathroom while Brooke stayed outside, browsing her phone.

“It’s the community aspect and knowing my neighbors care about me and that I care about them,” I shook my head, “It sounds trite, but honestly that makes this place feel like a home. I’m going to be sad when the year is up, and I have to move out.”

“This place isn’t nearly as bad as I thought it was,” Ava said, twitching back the drapes and taking in the view, “Hell, it’s bigger than my place in Brooklyn. Nine times the price, though.”

“Let’s head up. Gia has the grill fired up,” I said, “and there are beers already on ice.”

I led the way upstairs, taking them two at a time on some floors in my eagerness to show them all that I’d done on the roof. At one point, I overheard a snippet of conversation between the women as they climbed slower behind me.

“You need to expedite the terms,” Julia said, “The young master has far paced where we thought he would be at this point.”

“I agree, Brooke,” Ava said, “and that little room isn’t going to cut the… training sessions we had planned. And you promised me I could be part of those!”

“Hush the both of you,” Brooke said, her tone firm, “I’ve already made arrangements.”

I wanted to ask what arrangements she’d made, but I didn’t want to stand at the top of the stairs and look like I was eavesdropping. Plus, I figured I would find out soon enough once I managed to corner Brooke.

I wish I could say I was completely confident and comfortable when all of the women met for the first time, but in truth, I had a few seconds of awkwardness. Although this wasn’t entirely my fault.

Meat grilled on the fire, and calm ambient music played in the background by the time we got to the roof. Gia and the other women had also removed shirts and shorts, all five of them in small bikinis. Not to be outdone, Brooke, Julia, and Ava took off their robes when they stepped into the sun, seemingly casual, but I knew different.

They were like two packs of cats meeting for the first time, there were a few seconds of sizing one another up as they stepped up, shaking hands. I stayed back, finding my beer from earlier and watching to see how they sorted themselves out, more curious than nervous.

“Can I get anyone a beer?” Gia asked.

“I would love one,” Brooke said, walking with her over to the ice bucket, “This is a wonderful space Connor made up here. I bet it raises the value of the building as well.”

“I’m sure it does,” Gia said, popping the top off two cold bottles and handing one to Brooke, “I’ve seen rooftop gardens written into brochures as selling points. I don’t know of another for three blocks in any direction, we’re so lucky to have it here.”

“We’re all lucky,” Brooke said with a smile as she tapped beers with Gia.

The two brunettes eyed one another with interest, sipping their cold beverages. As they continued to chat, they found that they had much in common, and though separated by a good ten years, they were kindred spirits.

Julia, Monique, and Clara were standing around the ice bucket, chatting about the show the night before and their plans for the coming weeks. Julia was telling them about the article that had come out and the idea I was putting in place. I could see the girls getting excited by the prospect of studio time on Monday morning and a trip to Korea in their near future.

Milly, Elizabeth, and Ava were the most interesting group, though, and I wandered over to the lounge chairs and listened in. The smaller blonde was talking animatedly about the company and her duties for Brooke and myself, while Elizabeth and Milly listened in. Between the older lawyer and the shy accountant, their questions were smart and probing and, in minutes, had broken down much of the business.

Food was served, and we ate burgers and hot dogs, relaxing and chatting in the warm sunlight. I’d never been to a BBQ before or a picnic, and this felt like the closest thing. I was surprised at how good it felt to be hanging out with people who loved and cared about me and who I respected and loved as well.

To my surprise, there were no jealousies or rivalries that formed or at least none that I saw. In fact, I saw many fast friendships form, and as the afternoon wore on and the drinks continued to flow, even a few flirtations and lusty glances were thrown around. Things were starting to get a little sloppy by the time Elizabeth and Monique had trapped me near the doorway, exchanging teasing comments as their arms slipped around one another’s waist. They knew what they were doing to me, especially when Monique reached up and pinched one of Elizabeth’s massive nipples and winked at me slyly. I was about to pounce on the two of them, changing this from a BBQ to an orgy, when Brooke saved me from myself and tapped a bottle with a fork, drawing everyone’s attention.

“I just wanted to say thank you all for such a lovely afternoon,” the dark-haired beauty said, her poise and command of the moment absolute, “The food, the company, the surroundings, everything is perfect. But most of all, I wanted to give my appreciation to the man who has brought us all here.”

She held up her beer towards me, and I felt my face grow hot as the rest of the women did the same, their eyes all alighting on me. Some with fondness and others with lust and desire, as their eyes traveled the length of me.

“Since the first few months when I came to work for his father, I’ve known Connor as a remarkable young man, and I believed then that he would make a good steward of his father's legacy. But what I didn’t know then, what I couldn’t know, is that when given a chance to shine, Connor would prove himself to be a truly singular individual. I don’t believe I’m being hyperbolic when I say he has it within him to be the greatest leader in the world. If he continues to grow, as he has over the past few months, then you’ll all see how right I am soon enough.

“Since I believe this so strongly, I want you all to know that Connor has been signed off on the test set forth by his father. The lawyers are reviewing everything now, but there shouldn’t be an issue.”

I could hardly believe what she said, and I felt my heart hammering in my chest as the words sank home. I looked around and saw a half-circle of grinning happy faces shining back at me. My smile faltered when I realized what this meant.

“But that means I have to move,” I said, and was comforted to see frowns on all the women who lived here, “and what about school?”

“You’ll have to quit after the semester,” Brooke said, walking over to her purse and pulling out a small envelope, “But that’s only a few weeks from now. As for your living arrangements, as of this morning, when I signed the documents, you’re free to make that decision for yourself. However,” she opened the envelope and pulled out a large golden key, “I took the liberty of having the lease transferred into your name, in case you wanted the place.”

“What lease?” I asked, trying hard to mask the crushing sense of disappointment I felt about moving away from Gia, Monique, and the rest. The thought of leaving school hurt too, but I was more interested in running the company than class, although learning had become fun again.

“The 5th-floor apartment in this building is empty and has been for some time,” she said, and I saw a twinkle in her eyes that told me all of this had been planned, maybe from the beginning, “With your driver and assistant living on the first floor, it seems to me like the ideal location for a young CEO. A couple minute drive to, oof!”

The woman grunted as I grabbed her up, laughing and squeezing her tight, dancing around on the roof in joy. The others were just as excited and couldn’t wait to help me fill the place with furniture and household goods. Gia wanted to go down right away and see the space, and the rest agreed.

The empty apartment was massive by city standards and basically a blank canvas, asking to be remodeled. I knew I would be busy running a major company, but my mind still began to plan out projects I could tackle on weekends and evenings.

After sun and drink stole the women’s energy, they trickled out, finding their own beds and homes. As the sun sank below the skyline, I found myself left alone with Brooke and Ava. The gorgeous brunette and I had been speaking about plans for the business for hours, but we trailed off as we heard music playing from the bedroom.

Getting up, we wandered back, and I felt Brooke’s small warm hand slip into mine, our fingers lacing together. We found the tiny little blonde dancing in the empty room, her svelte body drawing our eyes along her slender curves as she gyrated to the beat.

Turning, Ava caught us watching her and grinned mischievously. Reaching out her hand, she crooked her finger, calling us over to her. Sharing a grin, Brooke and I let our clothing fall to the wooden floors and joined the little blonde in christening my new home.

The End, For Now…
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