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Satisfying The Ceo
A CONTEMPORARY HAREM ADVENTURE



Synopsis



Book 1 - I thought landing a job at Seta Gialla, Inc. would be my big break, but I had no idea how crazy things would get. I'm only 21, but from my first day at work, I've been caught in a sizzling tug-of-war between three irresistible women.

There's Katherine, my 43-year-old CEO with an appetite for younger men. Satisfying my demanding boss will give me all the on-the-job training I can handle.

Then there's Denise, my old school friend turned coworker. She's wanted me for years, but we never connected. Now, alone in the office after everyone else has left, Denise is eager to make up for lost time.

And finally there's Bel, the shy beauty in the office next door. Behind those adorable glasses and nervous glances lies a passionate artist yearning to be discovered... in more ways than one.

Satisfying three gorgeous women will push me to my limits. Can I climb the corporate ladder while building the harem of my dreams?


Chapter 1



"Welcome to Seta Gialla."

The Packar Tower rose high over the city, its steel and glass gleaming in the morning sun.

"Look at that thing," I said to myself. "I can't believe I'm going to work there."

I was a couple of blocks away, craning my neck back to see just how big the building was. People hurried by me on their way to work, some grumbling at me for being in the way on the sidewalk.

I didn't pay them any mind. This was what I'd dreamed of forever. I wanted to absorb and remember every little detail about the day.

"52, 51, 50…"

I counted the floors from the top until I reached 45 and 44.

"There it is," I said. "Seta Gialla."

Seta Gialla, Inc. was one of the biggest names in women's body care. They were a boutique company, but their products sold in fancy stores around the world. Under their charismatic CEO, Seta Gialla was growing fast, and I was their newest hire.

"Out of the way, tourist!"

An old woman pushed by me, giving me the stink eye. I gave her an apologetic smile. She jabbed her middle finger at me in return.

"Good morning to you, too," I muttered.

The pace of life was a lot different here in the city. The Packar Tower and busy city streets were nothing like the rural trailer parks where I'd grown up. I already felt like I didn't fit in. It made me anxious but also excited.

It would take some getting used to, but I was ready for the test of city living. I had always seen myself in the thick of it. While my friends had been out racing trucks or partying in the woods, I had been hitting the books after my shifts at the lumberyard.

After finishing high school, I worked hard in community college for my Associate's degree in Computer Science. I'd gotten as many tech certs as I could. I wanted to transfer to a university and get my Bachelor's. Getting a lucrative job in tech was the ultimate goal.

That was my plan, anyways. I'd only applied to Seta Gialla for practice with my resume. I never thought such an established company would hire a 21-year-old rookie like me.

But here I was, all set for my first day.

I was nervous, but I remembered what my little league coach used to say-- Life throws you curveballs, you just have to be ready to swing.

"I'm ready," I told myself.

I hiked my backpack higher on my shoulders and headed for the Packar Tower. Every journey started with a single step, right?

I was about a block away when I heard a girl's voice over the city sounds. I would have kept on walking, but there was fear in her voice that I couldn't ignore.

"Please, just let me through!"

I looked over and saw a young woman trying to get out of a coffee shop. Some creepy guy was blocking her way.

"You can go when you give me your number," the guy said, a gross smirk on his ugly face. "You know you want to."

"I don't want to."

"Yeah, you do."

"Please move. I have to get to work."

"Number first, babe."

I looked around, shocked that no one else was noticing this. People just walked by with their headphones on, eyes glued to their phones, ignoring the girl being harassed.

I stopped walking. The girl looked at me, clearly scared. I knew I couldn't ignore this.

Changing direction, I headed straight toward the coffee shop.

"There you are!" I called out. "I've been looking everywhere for you. We've got to go, or we'll be late for work!"

The girl looked relieved as I stepped between her and the creep.

"Hey, I'm talking to this chick!" the guy said.

"Not anymore," I replied.

The creep sized me up. I was 6'2", way taller than him. Working at the lumberyard had put some muscle on me. I wasn't the toughest guy around, but I wasn't weak.

"Whatever," he sneered. "She's probably into chicks anyway."

He spat on the ground and walked off, his beady eyes already looking for another girl to harass.

I knew guys like him back in the trailer parks. Eventually, they always got their asses kicked for messing with the wrong girl. Maybe it was different in the city, though.

"Thank you," the girl said, her voice shaking.

"No problem. You alright?"

"Yeah. I'm... I'm okay. That jerk kept bothering me in the coffee shop. He followed me to the door. I'm so glad you came by. Nobody else even cared."

"I'm just glad I could help."

She smiled at me gratefully. She was cute, in a sexy librarian sort of way. She looked about my age. She wore stylish black horn-rimmed glasses. Her long red hair was in a thick braid down her back. She had bright blue eyes, full lips, and freckles dotting her nose and cheeks. She wore a colorful dress and sweater that covered most of her body. Her outfit seemed like a bit much for late summer, almost like she was trying to hide her figure.

"Well, I've got to get to work," she said shyly.

"Me too."

"Thanks again."

"My pleasure."

We started walking in the same direction.

"Guess we're heading the same way," I laughed.

"I guess so. It's kind of nice to have company."

"Well, I can walk with you as far as the Packar building," I said. "That's my stop up ahead."

"Mine too!"

We joined the crowd lining up to get into the building.

"I'm Bel," she said. "Where do you work?"

"I'm Jake. Seta Gialla. Today's my first day."

Bel blinked up at me, her eyes wide. She nervously licked her lips before suddenly looking down at her feet. Then, in a rush, she scanned her phone at one of the doors and hurried inside without another word.

I scratched my head, wondering what had gotten into her. Had I done something wrong?

I didn't have much time to worry about Bel acting weird. I headed to the doorman at a side entry.

"Good morning," he greeted me as I walked up.

"Good morning. This is my first time at the Packar Building. They told me to use the side door."

"That's right," he confirmed. "Until we get your security set up, you need an escort through the building. For safety."

"Makes sense," I said.

"Who do you work for?"

"Seta Gialla."

The doorman raised his eyebrows, impressed.

"You have the QR code they sent you?"

I took out my phone and let him scan the code. He tapped on a computer. A buzzer sounded and he opened the door behind him.

"Go on in and wait by the elevator. Someone from Seta Gialla will be right down."

"Thank you."

"Good luck, buddy. Seta Gialla is a classy place." The doorman leaned closer and whispered, "Lots of smoking hot women work there. And the CEO? A total knockout!"

He winked at me and waved me in. I stepped into a quiet side lobby and went to stand by the elevator.

A total knockout!

I chuckled at the doorman's words. Of course, I knew who Katherine Fields was. Her face was the dominant image of Seta Gialla's brand. I'd seen her a bunch of times on business and lifestyle shows.

Regardless of the security guard's words, there was no way a 21-year-old newbie like me would ever meet the CEO.

I glanced at the elevator display and saw it coming down. I took a second to remove my backpack and adjust my tie. I still wasn't used to wearing a suit. This one had come from a thrift store near my apartment.

Quickly glancing around to make sure no one was watching, I adjusted my pants and tugged down my suit jacket. The suit's pants were a little snug in the crotch. It was difficult to hide a bulge as noticeable as mine, but it was something I had to be aware of. I wanted to maintain a professional image.

Outside, the crowd was still bustling past the lobby. I grimaced as I thought about the trip I would have to make every day. My crappy apartment was way out in the suburbs. I had to take two buses and the light rail to get into the city. It took an hour and a half each way, if I was lucky.

The elevator dinged, snapping me out of my thoughts. I stood up straight and put on a friendly smile.

This is it. My first day on the job!

The elevator doors opened. Inside stood a guy who looked like he'd stepped straight out of the pages of a fashion magazine. His blond hair was slicked back perfectly. Groomed stubble covered his chiseled jaw. He wore a fancy suit that looked like it cost more than a couple months of my rent.

Blondie looked at me skeptically, then reluctantly stepped out of the elevator.

"Jake Conner?"

"That's me," I said brightly, trying to ignore the snooty look on his face.

I held out my hand. Instead of shaking it, he handed me a plastic ID badge.

"Keep that on you at all times," he said. "You'll get a permanent QR code later. Follow me."

I followed Blondie into the elevator. As the doors closed, I caught a whiff of his cologne. It smelled expensive, but it was way too strong. I had to stop myself from wrinkling my nose.

Blondie stared up at the display as the elevator zoomed upward.

"Where'd you get that suit?" he asked. "Goodwill?"

"Yeah," I admitted, wincing.

"I figured. I can always spot cheap junk from a mile away."

I felt my face getting hot. Wearing thrift store clothing was something I had done all my life. Growing up poor, you learned to make do. Dealing with contemptuous people like this asshole was always a chore that tested my patience.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm the anger bubbling inside me.

"I don't think I got your name," I said.

"You're right. I never gave it."

I gritted my teeth, trying not to let this jerk get to me. I didn't know what his problem was with me, but he reeked of undeserved privilege.

Being arrogant was a sure sign of weakness. And weak men were the most dangerous men around.

We rode in silence. The elevator slowed as it reached the 44th floor. The sudden change in speed made my stomach flip.

The doors slid open with a musical chime. Blondie walked out ahead of me, leaving me to follow.

"I'm Tristan Johnson," he called over his shoulder. "I'm your boss. Welcome to Seta Gialla."


Chapter 2



“This is your place.”

I followed Tristan through the doors of Seta Gialla. A pretty brunette was at the front desk, smiling at us from her computer.

Tristan waved her off before she could speak.

"New tech guy," he told her. "Aaron's replacement. I'm taking him to the back."

The brunette gave me an apologetic look, like she was used to Tristan acting this way. That wasn't good. I was starting to get worried about this job.

We went down a wide hallway. On either side were rooms crowded with people. It was hard to see through the frosted glass, but I could feel the energy of the offices. It seemed like a lively place to work.

"Left is marketing and art, we call it The Creative Side," Tristan said in a bored voice. "Right is money, legal, and global stuff-- The Business Side."

"Which one am I in?" I asked.

"Neither," Tristan scoffed. "Don't go in them unless they tell you to."

At the end of the hall, Tristan took me to a plain door in the back. It looked like it went to a supply room.

"This is your place," he said.

Inside was a big break room with a sink, fridge, and bathroom. Three doors led to offices numbered 1-3.

"You get Number 3," Tristan said, opening the closest door. "Our social media girl used to have this one. She took Number 1 when the last guy left. It's bigger with a nicer view. She's smart to snag it."

"What about Number 2?"

"Storage. Don't go in there, it stays locked. Here's your space."

I tried not to look too excited as I went into my new office. It was big and bright, with a window letting in lots of sunlight. The view was just the boring building next door, but I didn't mind. Having natural light was awesome.

The whole room was way better than I thought it would be. I figured I'd be stuck in a tiny cubicle with other people crowded around me. But now I had my own space, with a break room and bathroom right outside my door.

Tristan must have seen how happy I looked. He rolled his eyes at me.

"You seem impressed," he said. "Why?"

"I just want to get started," I told him, not letting this jerk ruin my good mood.

Tristan sighed with disdain, looking at me like I was a country bumpkin.

"You have to set all this up," he said, pointing at the desk. "That's your job today. Get the computers and wires and stuff ready."

"What about email, server access, online security?" I asked.

"No clue. I don't get paid to deal with that crap."

"So what do you get paid for?"

I stared back at him as he glared at me. I knew making enemies on day one was dumb, but I couldn't help it. Tristan was being a little punk. I wasn't going to take his bullshit.

"Like I said, I run things here." Tristan smiled like a shark. "The 44th floor is my turf."

"And the 45th floor?"

"That's where the CEO works. You know our CEO?"

"I know Katherine Fields."

"Cool, but it doesn't matter. You'll never go up there anyway. So don't worry about it. Just get your little office set up, pronto. You need to be ready to go by the end of the day."

"I'll need passwords, addresses, rules--"

"It's all in that notebook," Tristan said.

He pointed to a cheap spiral notebook on the desk. I grabbed it and flipped through the pages.

"What?" Tristan asked, seeing my face.

"This has a lot of sensitive info," I said. "It shouldn't just be left out."

"That's what the guy before you said. He wanted to lock it up. I told him to leave it so you could start right away."

"You should have listened to him," I said.

"The great thing, Jake, is I don't have to listen to anyone. Except the CEO, obviously."

"Obviously."

"Glad we understand each other. I'll let you get to it. If you need any gear or tech stuff, order it and send the bill to The Business Side. Anything else?"

"Not now."

"Good. Get to it. Chop chop."

Tristan walked out, shutting the door. I let out a deep breath, finally relaxing a little now that I was by myself.

"Welcome to Seta Gialla," I mumbled. "Time to get started."

There was tons to do. The office was super basic. A desk chair in the corner. A nice leather couch against one wall, a TV on the other. Two unplugged monitors and an old Mac laptop on the desk. Keyboards, mice, and stands in a pile on the floor.

"Tons of work," I grumbled, putting my bag down.

I grabbed the notebook, shaking my head at how bad they were about simple security. If this was how Seta Gialla did things, I'd be swamped.

I decided to see what I had to work with. Based on how old some of the gear was, I knew I'd have to order new stuff.

"And a new laptop," I said, looking over the ancient Mac.

I pulled the chair over and sat at the desk. I opened the drawers and went through the supplies-- file folders, printer paper, a stapler, some binders. Normal office stuff, thrown in the drawers hastily. Whoever cleared out must have done it in a rush.

"What's this?" I muttered.

In the bottom drawer, under some ethernet cable, I found a sketchbook. I took it out, wondering who would leave something like that. An art book seemed weird for an office.

I opened it, thinking it would have funny work doodles or flowcharts. Instead, I found a chalk drawing of flowers in a vase. It was skillfully done and very artistic. I flipped through the pages and saw more pretty flower sketches.

After page 4, the drawings changed.

"Whoa," I breathed out.

I was looking at a sketch of a naked woman in an office chair. She had a phone in one hand, the other hand between her legs. The pose was simple but super sexy. The woman was gorgeous and fantastically portrayed.

I turned the pages, blown away by the art. It was all the same woman in sexy poses in an office. The artist was amazing at making it playful and erotic.

The work pulled me in. Even though they were just drawings, I could feel myself getting aroused as I flipped through the thick pages.

"Hello, beautiful."

I stared at a sketch of the woman's face. The details were incredible, down to the freckles on her nose.

"Wait," I muttered.

I leaned in closer. It was the weirdest thing, but I felt like I had seen that face in real life. The big blue eyes, the thick red hair. It seemed so familiar.

A knock on my door made me jump. I gritted my teeth, wondering what else Tristan wanted.

"Come in!"

The door opened and a young woman came in. It took me a second to recognize her.

"Bel?"

"Jake," she said quietly, not quite meeting my eyes. "I wanted to come say hi."

"You work here too?" I asked, getting excited at the idea of working with this cute girl.

"Yeah. I do social media and engagement research. Not really a fit for The Creative Side or The Business Side, so they put me back here."

"Looks like I'm in the same boat."

"Looks like it," she echoed. "Uh... sorry I left so fast this morning. When you said Seta Gialla... I just kind of freaked out."

"Why would you freak out?"

Bel gave a little nervous laugh and fidgeted.

"This used to be my office," she said, quickly changing the subject. "When Aaron left, I took his office."

"Aaron was the guy before me, right?"

"Yeah. He left because his husband got a job across the state. Plus Aaron hated Tristan. Tristan kind of screwed him on the severance."

"Tristan seems like the type."

"He is. I avoid him as much as I can."

"I completely understand."

"So, how are you getting settled?" Bel asked.

"Well, just organizing as best I can."

"Sorry I left it such a mess," Bel said shyly. "I didn't have much notice and I left fast. If I knew--"

"No need to apologize. I was just getting--"

Bel suddenly gasped, her eyes going wide. She stared at me, a horrified look on her face. I followed her gaze to the sketchbook I was holding.

In a flash, it all clicked. The sexy girl in the book, the one who seemed so familiar? It was Bel. The sketches were all of her.

I raised my eyes. Bel looked totally mortified. The blush creeping up her neck told me everything.

"Um, I think this is yours?" I said.

I went to her, holding out the notebook. She took it from me, looking at the floor.

"Did you... did you look inside?" she whispered.

I cleared my throat awkwardly. I could feel how embarrassed she was. It was radiating off her in waves.

"I did look inside," I said gently, trying to set her at ease. "Self portraits, right? You're an incredible artist."

"Oh my god," Bel squeaked.

Holding the sketchbook tight to her chest, Bel ran out of my office, pulling the door closed behind her. I heard her footsteps outside, then her office door slamming shut.

I sat back down, leaning back and staring at the ceiling. Pictures of Bel's naked body went through my head. I imagined Bel in those poses, drawing herself in such sensual detail.

The clock showed it was almost 10 AM. My mouth was dry, my heart was pounding, and my groin was aching.

I'd been at Seta Gialla for less than an hour.

My day had just begun.


Chapter 3



“Just girl talk.”

Early evening shadows crept across the office walls. I rubbed my eyes and looked up at the clock.

6:22 PM.

I was tired after a long first day on the job. I spent most of the day making a list of stuff I needed to buy and then going out to get it. Some guy from accounting gave me a company credit card and told me to purchase whatever I wanted.

It was quite an experience to go to the computer store and buy a bunch of expensive things without stressing about paying. As I handed over the credit card and saw the total price, I had to chuckle at what I was doing. I thought, I could get used to this corporate life.

The rest of the day, I set up my new computer and equipment at my desk. As an update finished on my new laptop, I flipped through the notebook with all the passwords and codes in it.

"Gotta make this more secure," I said to myself. "A spiral notebook from the dollar store? What the fuck?"

I hoped to chat with Bel again, but she didn't come by all day. Maybe she'd be less shy tomorrow? I really wanted us to be friends.

Tristan left me alone after we first met. That was good. The less I saw that blonde prick, the better.

Update complete, I logged into the network and entered my login info. It was the last thing to do before heading home. The commute would suck, but I couldn't wait to crash early after such a long day.

There was a knock on my office door.

"Office cleaning," a woman said.

"Come in," I replied, eyes still on my laptop. "I'm almost done. Just need to wrap up a couple of things."

I thought I'd hear the cleaner emptying trash and doing her job, but it stayed quiet. It took me a minute before I realized she was just standing there looking at me.

"Can I help you with something?" I asked, glancing up.

The cleaner was a young Asian woman. She was short, maybe 5'2". She had thicc curves and long black hair. She was dressed in jeans and a low-cut top that barely contained her huge breasts.

Her head was tilted as she looked at me, a confused smile on her glossy lips. I frowned at her face. Again today, she seemed familiar somehow.

"Jake Conner? Is that you, dude?"

"Yeah, it's me. Do we know each other?"

She straightened up, her smile getting bigger. I tried hard to keep my eyes on her face and not stare at her chest.

"No glasses, my hair is longer, and I have makeup on! That must be why you don't recognize me!"

"I guess?"

She put her hands on her wide hips and smirked.

"Come on! Westfield High, class of '21? The school play?"

I gasped as it hit me who she was.

"Dee?"

"Finally!" She laughed. "Thought I'd have to show you my ID badge."

"Wow! What a surprise to see you here!"

I came around my desk to shake her hand. Dee just rolled her eyes and hugged me tight. She pressed her face into my chest. I felt her boobs smoosh against me as she squeezed.

"Haven't seen you since graduation!" Dee said, letting go. "What have you been up to?"

"Got my Associate's in computer science. Now I'm here at Seta Gialla. First day today."

"Hell yeah! Congrats! This place is way better than Jimmy's Lumber."

"Absolutely," I laughed. "How about you? You're a janitor?"

"Only when someone calls out sick, like today. I'm actually the supervisor."

"Management? Awesome. How'd you swing that?"

"My amazing personality, duh. Knowing Spanish and Tagalog helped, too. But mostly, I think the regional manager hired me so he could ogle my tits. You know, like you just did."

I turned red and tried to deny it. Dee smirked and fake-punched my arm.

"Chill, dude. I'm used to guys looking."

"Was I that obvious?" I groaned.

"Having F-cups gets attention. You handled it better than most."

"Damn. Sorry, Dee. I'm trying to be respectful."

"Apology accepted, nerd. You always were one of the good ones. And it's Denise now."

"Okay... Denise. Feels weird to say. Denise."

We smiled at each other, both happy to reconnect like this out of the blue.

Denise had dated a childhood friend of mine. Her girlfriend and I had acted together in our school production of The Miracle Worker. Denise hung out in my circle, but we never got super close. Seeing her brought back good memories.

"So are you and Susan still together?" I asked.

"We split up a few months after graduation," Denise said sadly. "You'd know that if you used social media. Why don't you have any accounts?"

"I spend my whole day working on computers," I said. "The last thing I want is my personal stuff all over the web."

"Good thinking. Maybe I should do that too. Keep my crazy love life to myself. Folks in Westfield still love to talk."

"Small towns gossip, for sure. So, who are you seeing these days?"

"I just split with my latest partner a couple days ago."

"That sucks. Who was she? Do I know her?"

"Probably not," Denise shrugged. "He's not from around Westfield."

I paused, not sure if I heard right.

"He?" I asked softly.

"He," Denise nodded, grinning at my surprise.

"Oh," I stammered. "I just thought..."

"That I only liked girls? Yeah, most people did. But no one checked with me. They just assumed."

"I mean, you only went out with girls. And you were kinda, you know... butch."

"True. The short blue hair was my thing. And my hairy armpits and legs. Plus, the denim overalls and boots fit the whole lesbian look."

"Exactly."

"But my boobs were definitely not butch, right?"

"No," I agreed. "Definitely not."

"No wonder you didn't know it was me at first. I got LASIK done, my hair is long, I'm wearing makeup. I even shave now. I look totally different from when we hung out. But I knew it was you right away, Jake."

"I pretty much look the same as high school."

"You got more muscular. From the lumber yard?"

"Yep, the lumber yard," I said. "And I worked out at the community college too."

"Well, it paid off. You look fucking hot now."

I felt a shock as Denise checked me out. I always thought she was super sexy, but figured she wouldn't like guys. Seeing her openly stare at me made my dick jump.

"Um, thanks for saying that, Dee."

"Denise."

"Right. Denise."

We both got quiet. Denise slowly bit her lip as if trying to decide what to say next. Then she smiled big and clapped her hands.

"So you're working late on your first day?" she asked teasingly. "Trying to impress the boss?"

"Just trying to get things ready so I can get to work," I said. "This place was a total disaster when I got here."

"You're not trying to get noticed by the CEO? Trying to be a go-getter?"

"Naw, why would I do that? I doubt I'll ever even see Katherine Fields."

"You might be surprised. Ms. Fields isn't like most CEOs."

"You've met her?"

"We've spoken," Denise said vaguely. "She works late, too."

"What's she like?"

"Katherine Fields is one of a kind. She sees things differently. I think she'll like you. Especially if what I heard about you is true."

"What did you hear about me?" I asked, confused.

Denise licked her lips. Her eyes went down to my pants.

"Just girl talk," she teased. "You know we like to talk about everything. Especially private stuff. Like boyfriends. And how they... measure up."

"Um, okay?"

"Anyway, I need to get back to my cleaning team. Are you staying much longer?"

"I'm actually leaving now. Looking forward to going to bed early."

"Where do you live?"

"I have an apartment in Oak Heights."

"Damn, that's far!"

"Yeah, it is."

Denise crossed her arms, making her already deep cleavage even bigger. My eyes went down to her pushed-up breasts before I could stop them. When I looked at her face again, Denise was smirking at me.

"It's great to see you again, dude. I hope we see a lot more of each other. Especially if you keep working late. Maybe we can hang out?"

"I'd like that," I said.

"I know you would," she laughed. "You can't keep your eyes off my girls."

"Sorry, Denise. What can I say? I'm just a man."

"Yes, indeed. All man." Denise gave me a wink. "Anyways, you better get going if you want to get that bus, Jake. If you miss it, you might get stuck here with me. Who knows what would happen then?"


Chapter 4



“I have full faith in your skills.”

"You're preference file has been corrupted."

I tapped the monitor with my pen, pointing out the corrupted file.

"How maddening," Hell Mel said. "Normally, corruption makes me so wet."

"Uh, yeah."

I glanced at the woman kneeling beside me. Her name was Melinda, but she insisted I call her Hell Mel. Her hair was pink and her lipstick was black. A ring pierced her nose. When she talked, her tongue stud clicked against her perfect white teeth. Hell Mel spoke with a European accent.

"I like your suit, by the way," she told me, running a finger along my collar. "Thrift store chic is back in style. Grunge. Beautiful losers. Heroin chic. Very 90s."

"I... like your outfit, too," I said lamely, trying to keep up my end of the conversation.

Hell Mel arched her pierced eyebrow. Despite her eccentricity, I enjoyed being close to her. She was the edgy kind of girl that I'd always fantasized about. There were a few goth chicks in my small town, but I'd never gotten to know any of them.

Hell Mel was like those girls, only grown up and very self-assured. She wore a leather bra beneath a see-through shirt, the tattoos across her small breasts visible through the gauzy fabric. A short velvet skirt and torn stockings tucked into ballet slippers rounded out her outfit.

"So what happens now?" she asked. "How do you service me, Jake?"

"Uh, I'm running a tool called Cloud Cleaner X99 that will eliminate the file. Then I need to open the terminal app and do some fiddling. After that, a safe reboot to check if I need to do a restore."

"I don't grasp any of the jargon you just spewed all over me, yet I have full faith in your skills, Jake."

"I appreciate that, Hell Mel."

Hell Mel leaned close to the monitor, her body almost draped across mine. Hell Mel was probably eight or nine years older than me. Her face was strangely blank, but she seemed to enjoy toying with a younger man.

Hell Mel wore Seta Gialla Parfum. The signature perfume of the company, Seta Gialla Parfum was famous for changing its scent based on the skin chemistry of the wearer.

On Hell Mel, the musky tones of the perfume were highlighted. It made her close presence even more arousing.

"What other skills do you possess?" she asked me. "You seem like a talented man."

"Uh... I'm good at building gaming rigs?"

"How droll."

"And I know how to drive a forklift."

"Ah, a working man!" she said, her eyes lighting up. "Down with the bourgeoisie, yes? You look very capable of hard redistribution and mutual satisfaction of my material needs."

"I don't know what you just said," I admitted.

"No matter. I'm enjoying the visuals for now."

Hell Mel was staring at me. The intensity of her gaze made me squirm. I didn't know if she wanted to fuck me or stab me with the letter opener in her hand. Maybe both at the same time? She seemed like the type.

Turning my face away from Hell Mel's stare, I looked around The Creative Side of Seta Gialla. The room was large and open, with floor-to-ceiling windows showing off an incredible city view. A stylish collection of people sat at glass and steel desks separated by vintage Japanese folding screens. Each had decorated their desks in their own unique style.

I felt like I was in some kind of art space or performance venue rather than an office. The workers here at The Creative Side were all very stylish. Most of them were extremely attractive women. All of them wore various Seta Gialla fragrances.

"How many years do you carry, Jake?"

I turned back to Hell Mel. She was still staring at me. I pretended not to notice that the top buttons of her shirt were undone, revealing the pale skin between her breasts. She must have opened them while I was looking away.

"You mean my age?" I asked uncertainly.

"Yes."

"I'm 21."

"So young? I'm surprised. How long have you been working here?"

"This is my second day."

"Are you heterosexual?"

"What?" I spluttered.

"Do you like to fuck girls?"

"Uh, yes. I do."

"It's best to ask," Hell Mel said. "It reduces misunderstandings. Especially in this industry. We Dutch prefer to be direct. Did I offend you?"

"No. Not at all. Just caught me off guard."

I rebooted her computer and launched her graphics program. Everything worked perfectly.

"You're all set," I told Hell Mel.

"Dat is heel leuk! Heel erg bedankt!"

Hell Mel stood and offered me her hand. I got up slowly, straightening my suit jacket. We shook hands, the gesture weirdly formal.

"I'm grateful for your assistance, Jake. How can I repay you?"

"No need. Just doing my job."

"I insist. A meal, yes? Have you ever eaten poached sea snails? They are both a delicacy and an aphrodisiac. I'll make this meal for you. Consider it my contribution to the working class struggle."

Before I could reply, I heard someone snapping their fingers behind me. I turned to see Tristan standing a few desks away.

"Sorry for interrupting your little palaver, Hell Mel," he said in his familiar, bored tone. "Jake? You're needed in The Business Side. Now."

Tristan didn't bother to wait for a response.

"Fucking cunt," Hell Mel hissed as Tristan left the room. "Ga weg, jij slechterik!"

"I better get going," I said. "Let me know if you have any further issues."

"I will. I'd like to get to know you better, Jake. Much better."

"Yeah, um, I'd like that, too."

I felt Hell Mel's gaze on me as I left The Creative Side and crossed the hallway to The Business Side. The smell of her perfume lingered on me as I stepped into the other office.

Naming the two sections The Creative Side and The Business Side had always struck me as silly. But as I entered The Business Side, it began to make more sense.

The office space here was totally different from the space just across the hall. Where The Creative Side felt like an art space, The Business Side felt like a private library on a wealthy estate.

Rich wood paneling lined the walls and muted light washed over the cubicles separated by frosted glass dividers. Wooden shelves stacked with old books ran like a spine down the center of the room, dividing it into two distinct spaces.

A guy in a three-piece suit waved me over. He explained his problem as I sat down at his computer. Unlike Hell Mel, he didn't stay by my side as I investigated his issue.

It turned out to be another corrupted preference file. It was a hassle, but not a serious threat. Someone might have accidentally introduced some malware into the system, but that was unlikely.

Instead, I was beginning to suspect Aaron, the guy who had my job before me, might have monkey-wrenched the local network before he left. The corrupted files were a pain to fix, but a minor disturbance overall.

Guess old Aaron just wanted to prank the office before he left. Maybe give a big F.U. to Tristan's dumb ass.

As the Cloud Cleaner X99 app did its thing, I thought about all the people I had met so far.

Tristan was a problem. His arrogance and shitty behavior baffled me. Seta Gialla seemed like a genuinely cool place to work. Why was an asshole like Tristan allowed to darken the vibe around here?

My mind turned to nicer thoughts. I recalled the sketches of Bel and the way she had turned so shy when I found them. Bel was like the cute girl next door. Her shyness and awkward personality were super charming.

And there was Denise. Seeing her again was so much fun. She had changed a lot, but remained the outgoing girl I'd known in high school. Now that she was more feminine-looking, her hotness was through the roof. Just thinking of those massive tits made my heart beat faster.

Then there was Hell Mel and all the other attractive women I'd encountered in passing. I thought I'd be lonely working in the city, but Seta Gialla was proving to be just the opposite of my worries. I was almost overwhelmed by the amount of gorgeous women I was surrounded by.

"Can't get any better than this," I told myself.

Once the preference file was purged and the computer restored, I headed back to my office. Doing onsite tech support was just half of my job. I still had to analyze the data from vendors and online marketplaces and compile them into a weekly report.

I had just started entering data into a spreadsheet when Tristan came into my office. He didn't bother to knock, just barged right in.

"What can I do for you?" I asked as the blonde pretty boy swaggered up to my desk.

"You need to personalize this space," Tristan said, looking around at the bare walls. "We have standards here. An unfurnished shithole like this office has no place in the Seta Gialla culture."

"I'll get on that as soon as I can," I said through clenched teeth. "Right now, I'm focusing on my job."

"Fitting into Seta Gialla's corporate culture is your job, Jake. Never forget that."

"Okay. Thanks for the reminder."

"You're welcome. Now get up from that desk and follow me."

"Follow you where?'

"To the elevator," Tristan said, shaking his head. "For some reason, the CEO wants to meet you."


Chapter 5



“I have an eye for talent.”

I stepped into the private elevator at the end of the hallway. I held the passcard Tristan gave me against the sensor on the elevator panel. The buttons flashed three times and the elevator chimed in a tone I had not heard before.

The doors slid shut and the elevator slowly rose from the 44th floor to the 45th. I put the passcard into the breast pocket of my coat and straightened my tie. I ran a hand over my hair, smoothing it down.

I was nervous as hell about meeting the CEO. Why would Katherine Fields even want to see me? I was a nobody at Seta Gialla. How did she even know I was here?

I tried to still my racing thoughts. There was no point spinning my mental wheels. I just had to stay in the moment and focus on being calm.

I was only 21, but I had been hired to do a job for Seta Gialla. That meant I had skills the company needed.

I belong here as much as anybody else, I reminded myself.

The elevator stopped and the doors opened. Taking a deep breath, I stepped out into a small lobby.

Polished double doors faced me. Beside the doors was a desk. An elegant black woman sat behind the desk, calmly watching me as I approached.

"Good afternoon," she said, her smooth voice tinged with an African accent. "Jake Conner?"

"Yes. Hi. That's me. Jake."

She smiled at my nervousness. Up close, I could see how flawless her features were. She looked like a movie star who had just stepped off the set.

"Ms. Fields is expecting you. Please go through."

She gestured at the doors. A chime sounded and electric motors hummed. The doors swung open to reveal another small lobby and another set of double doors at the end.

Sitting in a comfortable chair along one wall was a security guard. He was one of the largest human beings I had ever seen. He wore a tailored suit, his bulging muscles clearly outlined beneath the fabric. He had the scarred face of a boxer and the cauliflower ears of a wrestler. His head was shaved bald, his pale scalp shiny in the overhead light. A pistol was not so subtly tucked in a shoulder holster beneath his coat.

The guard rose from the chair and nodded at me. On his feet, he must have been 6'8" tall, at least.

"Come through," the guard said in a surprisingly soothing voice.

I glanced at the woman behind the desk. She gave me a nod.

"Lolo is a very nice man," she assured me.

Lolo?

I turned my attention back to the security guard. He was patiently waiting for me. Putting a smile on my face, I headed into the lobby.

When I was a few steps away, Lolo held up one of his enormous hands. He went through the second double doors, closing them behind him. I heard murmured voices through the thick wood.

As I waited, I looked over the small stand beside Lolo's chair. On it was a water bottle and a book.

"Pride and Prejudice," I read. "Surprising choice."

The doors opened and Lolo returned.

"You may enter," he told me.

"Thanks."

As I passed him, I could smell Seta Gialla No. 2 for Men on Lolo. I was getting better at recognizing the various products that were part of Seta Gialla's lineup.

Lolo closed the door behind me as I stepped into a cavernous office. I looked around, taking everything in.

You're a long way from the trailer park, Jake.

The first thing I saw was the massive windows stretching from the floor to the ceiling, showing off the entire city bathed in the afternoon sun. The sunlight poured into the office, flooding the space.

A desk dominated the center of the room. It was huge and glossy, made of dark wood. It had just a few items on it-- a sleek lamp, a leather-bound notebook, and a laptop.

Off to one side, there was a seating area with a fancy wingback chair, a large leather sofa, and a glass coffee table with Seta Gialla products and fresh flowers neatly arranged on it.

I glanced at the shelves along the opposite wall. They held a mix of industry awards, antique books, and several framed certificates.

Mounted between the shelves was a large photographic print. It showed a life-sized image of Katherine Fields when she was just 20 years old. She was nude, her curvy body reclining in a field of grass, a cigar clenched between her teeth.

The photo was very famous. Two decades earlier, Katherine Fields had submitted it to Entrepreneur Examiner for a profile they were doing of her. The magazine ran the image alongside their article. The resulting scandal had shot young Katherine into instant celebrity status. She was sought after by the media ever since.

And there she is. In the flesh.

Katherine Fields stood with her back to me, looking out the enormous windows. She was tall and statuesque, with a small waist and wide hips. Her blonde hair hung a little past her shoulders in soft waves that shined in the afternoon sun.

She wore an elegant form-fitting dress that showed off her hourglass figure. The dress ended right below her knees, drawing attention to her toned calves. Her high heels made her 5'11" body seem even taller.

I waited for her to acknowledge me. In the silence, I studied her ass in her tight skirt. Despite the two decades that had passed, her ass looked as firm and shapely as it did in her famous photograph.

The moment stretched out. Katherine knew I was there, but she wasn't saying anything. It felt like a power play. Was I supposed to wait in silence?

To hell with this. I'm not a goddamn potted plant.

"Ms. Fields," I said respectfully. "I'm Jake Conner. You asked to see me?"

A cloud passed over the sun and the light dimmed for a moment. In the window glass, I could see Katherine's reflection. Her eyes were fixed on me. She must have been watching me since I entered the room.

Taking her time, Katherine finally turned away from the window. I felt a jolt as she faced me. I had seen her on TV many times before, doing business interviews or talking about her plans for Seta Gialla.

Seeing her in real life was different, though. That beautiful face, her green eyes, those famously full lips. In person, Katherine Fields seemed both bigger and smaller at the same time.

"Thank you for coming," she said quietly. "Please have a seat."

I moved toward the chairs in front of the desk, but Katherine held up a hand. She gestured toward the seating area.

I went and sat down on the leather sofa. I expected Katherine to take the wingback chair. Instead, she sat on the sofa next to me, close enough that our knees were lightly touching.

Up close, Katherine's beauty was even more mesmerizing. The faint lines at the corners of her eyes just highlighted how natural her beauty was.

Beneath her tailored jacket, she wore a silk shirt that was unbuttoned almost to her waist. She wasn't wearing a bra. The soft globes of her breasts swayed beneath the slippery fabric of her shirt.

I forced myself to fix on Katherine's green eyes, ignoring her cleavage and the rest of her body. One thing surprised me-- as close as she was, I couldn't smell any perfume on her.

"How are you settling in, Mr. Conner?"

"Everything is going well," I assured her. "I'm still getting a handle on the tech needs of the office, Ms. Fields. But I am rapidly getting up to speed."

"And the data analysis? Have you gotten the Hong Kong reports yet? They always take so long to arrive."

"I received the Hong Kong reports this morning," I said, surprised that the CEO would know of such issues. "I'm processing them and adding them to my report."

"I'll expect that report on my desk by the end of the week," she said. "If it's late, I may have to discipline you. A firm spanking might be in order, don't you think?"

I blinked in surprise, not knowing what to say. Katherine took in my shocked expression and let out a low chuckle.

"I'm joking, Mr. Conner."

"Yes. Of course."

"You'll need to become accustomed to my sense of humor since we'll be working so closely together."

"We will?" I asked, confused.

"Indeed. I want you to provide me with all the data analysis for our Asia markets and our ongoing push into the developing markets of Africa. Are you up to the task?"

"I am," I said with more confidence than I felt.

"Good! You seem like a promising young man who will provide me with valuable counsel."

"I'll do my best, Ms. Fields."

"I expect you will. In fact, while you are here, perhaps you would agree to be my test subject? I have just received some samples of a new fragrance we are working on. They smell divine, but the proof is in the wearing. I'd like to try them on a man's skin. If you're willing?"

She looked at me expectantly, a small smile on her full lips. Bee-stung lips. I'd learned that phrase while reading the famous profile of Katherine Fields. I finally understood how accurate it was.

"I'll be happy to help you test them," I said. "Anything you need."

"Oh? Anything?"

Her eyes drifted down to my crotch and slowly returned to my eyes. My heart stuttered at her obvious attention.

"Anything at all," I said, my throat suddenly gone dry.

"Excellent. I do like an eager young man. Let's begin, then. Take off your shirt."

"Sorry?" I stuttered, unsure of what I just heard.

"Your shirt," Katherine repeated. "I need access to your... skin."

Katherine began uncapping several small bottles that had hand-written labels. Wondering what I had gotten myself into, I stood and took off my suit jacket. Katherine watched as I took off my tie and undid my buttons. She gave me a reassuring nod as I took my shirt off.

"Excellent. No need to be shy, Mr. Conner. Your physique is most impressive. You worked at a lumber yard before coming to Seta Gialla. Is that correct?"

"Yes. How did you know?"

"I take an interest in all my employees."

Katherine stood and drew near me. In her heels, her eyes were almost level with mine. I shivered as she drew a finger down my chest.

"Scents work best at your pulse points," she said quietly. "We'll start at your wrists."

She took my left hand and raised it. Taking one of the small bottles, Katherine spritzed cologne on my inner wrist. The cool moisture quickly evaporated when it touched my skin.

I drew in a breath as Katherine lowered her head and sniffed my wrist. I could feel her warm breath as she exhaled then drew in another breath.

"Lovely," she sighed. "Though the bergamot is a bit too understated."

She took my other wrist and spritzed it from a different bottle. She breathed in the scent, her eyes narrowing with pleasure.

"Much better. Good lingering notes."

Katherine took a third bottle and held it up.

"This is a bit more experimental. It's made for closer contact. Tilt your head back, Mr. Conner."

I did as she asked. A cool mist of cologne washed over my throat and bare chest. A heady scent filled my nostrils.

"Good opening notes," Katherine said. "But how does it radiate up close?"

Katherine leaned into me, her face almost nuzzling my neck. One of her hands rested lightly on my shoulder. The other hand rested on my waist, her palm warm against my belly.

Katherine breathed in and then slowly exhaled. I closed my eyes as her hot breath washed over my neck and chest. A low panic rushed through me as I felt my cock begin to stiffen.

"Oh, that's wonderful," Katherine sighed. "I could take that in all night. All night long."

I swallowed hard as Katherine's hand found the back of my head. She stroked my scalp as she leaned closer, her lips lightly brushing my neck.

"If this doesn't make a woman squirm, I don't know what will," she said in a husky whisper.

With a final sniff, Katherine slowly pulled away from me. Her eyes were shining as she gazed at me. We were so close I could see how dilated her pupils were.

Those green eyes again drifted down to my crotch. I grimaced in embarrassment, knowing my rigid cock was straining against my pants.

Katherine took in my arousal. A satisfied grin flashed across her beautiful face as she raised an eyebrow at me.

"Will you help with another task?" she asked.

"Of course."

Katherine took a small bottle from the table. Her eyes on mine, she opened her shirt, exposing her cleavage even more. Her barely covered nipples jutted through the silk and the edge of her pink areolas were just visible.

Enjoying my reaction, Katherine dabbed lotion between her breasts. She rubbed it into her skin slowly, taking her time, teasing me.

"This is a new body lotion we are working on," she said. "I'd love to hear your opinion of its fragrance."

Reaching out, Katherine gently drew my head down to her chest. Her large breasts filled my vision, those firm mounds so close to my face I could feel the body heat coming off them.

I drew in a deep breath, closing my eyes again as the luscious smell of the lotion filled my nose. Remembering how her breath felt against my skin, I exhaled slowly, letting my breath wash over her breasts. I heard Katherine sigh, her fingers stroking my scalp.

"The lotion is organic and food-grade," Katherine whispered. "Tell me how it tastes."

Katherine shivered as I licked her breasts, my tongue dragging slowly over her skin.

"Is it good?" she asked.

"Yes. Very"

I ached to push aside the silk shirt and take one of those hard nipples into my mouth, but I resisted my urges. Katherine patted my head and gently pushed me away.

"Well done," she said. "You've been immensely helpful. You may get dressed now."

I turned away, using the excuse of putting my shirt on to hide my jutting cock. Hoping she couldn't see, I quickly adjusted my dick so it wasn't so obvious.

But Katherine Fields was not so easily fooled. I heard her low laughter behind me.

"There's no need to be ashamed of your erection, Mr. Conner. It's the healthy response of a healthy young man."

"I'm just trying to be respectful."

"Oh, but you were respectful. I would have felt slighted if your dick had stayed limp. Which it obviously did not."

I put on my jacket and started fumbling with my tie. Katherine turned me around and brushed my hands aside. She smoothed my shirt down and began tying my tie.

"Denise told me about you," she said.

"Denise?"

"Yes. I often work late when Denise and her crew are cleaning. Denise is a very clever young woman. I enjoy talking with her. She recommended I meet you."

"Uh... why?"

"Because she knows I have an eye for talent."

Katherine tightened my tie. Her hands slid down my shirt and went lower. I inhaled sharply as her hand felt my cock through my pants.

"Oh, Denise was right about you," she said. "Clever girl."

With a sly smile, Katherine turned away from me. Her heels clicked sharply on the floor as she returned to her desk.

"I'll be in contact soon," she called over her shoulder. "Until then, I expect you to work diligently on that report."

"I will, Ms. Fields."

"Excellent. Thank you for coming, Mr. Conner. Good day."


Chapter 6



“Can I see it?”

I returned to the double doors and let myself out of the office. I had to do a kind of shuffle as I walked because my dick was still rigid. It throbbed against my right thigh, making each step awkward.

I buttoned my suit jacket to hide my bulge. I was used to covering myself. Having a large penis had put me in some awkward situations where I'd had to improvise to avoid embarrassment.

Lolo nodded to me as I passed by. I kept my head down and exited the hallway. I didn't bother to look at the woman behind the desk. I just focused on getting back into the elevator and returning to my work.

Denise was right about you.

My mind kept replaying Katherine's words. I'd enjoyed her feeling my cock, but what she said confused me. Why had she and Denise been discussing me?

I thought back to my meeting with Denise. Along with our friendly talk, she had made a comment about rumors she had heard about me. Were those rumors about the size of my dick?

I'd only had sex with one girl that Denise knew. Her name was Sarah. We'd broken up after Sarah said we were "sexually incompatible". Sarah had never been able to handle my size. She said it hurt too much to fuck me.

I wanted to work it out, but Sarah refused. She said no matter how much lube we used, the pain made sex unpleasant.

"I'm still feeling you the next day, Jake. It hurts! And I'm sorry, but getting flooded out is just gross."

That was another sensitive subject for me. I naturally over-produced semen. It was a condition called hyperspermia. When I ejaculated, it was like a firehose of cum drenching my partner.

Breaking up with Sarah was a distressing memory for me. I cringed, thinking that Sarah might have talked about our private business with other people.

I returned to my office, happy to be alone again. I sat down at my desk and took a deep breath. I needed to focus on my work and not let my thoughts linger on Katherine.

I opened the Hong Kong files and started to analyze the data. The numbers and charts swirled in front of my eyes as I tried to make sense of them.

I was so engrossed in my work that I didn't notice the time passing. Before I knew it, it was almost 5 o'clock.

A soft knock on the door startled me out of my concentration.

"Come in," I called out.

The door opened and Bel peeked inside. She looked distraught, her red hair falling in her face and her glasses slipping down her nose. I was happy to see her again. The nude images from her sketchbook came back into my mind, but I pushed them aside.

"Hey, what's going on?" I asked, trying to sound as casual as possible.

She hesitated for a moment before speaking.

"Do you have a moment?"

"Sure, Bel."

Bel came inside and closed the door behind her. She looked nervous, her eyes darting around the room before settling on me.

"How can I help you?" I asked.

She licked her lips, not making eye contact. Her hands twisted together in an anxious knot.

"Jake, can I ask you something?"

"Of course."

"Can you... can you be discreet?"

I was confused by her question, but I nodded. Bel took a deep breath before continuing.

"I have an issue with my computer. Can you take a look at it?"

"Sure. No problem. That's my job."

She looked relieved, but there was still a hint of anxiety in her eyes.

"Thank you, Jake. But please, don't tell anyone at the company about this. I might lose my job if they find out. Promise me you'll keep this between us?"

I was puzzled by how Bel was acting. What could she have done that was so bad?

"I won't tell anyone. I promise."

Bel seemed reassured. She led me to her office on the other side of the break room. Her door was locked. Bel looked around nervously before unlocking the door and leading me inside.

It was the first time I had been in Bel's office. I was impressed by how she had decorated the room. Beautiful sketches of flowers hung on the walls. Several potted plants by her window gave the space a calm energy that soothed the nerves. Soft classical music played from a Bluetooth speaker.

I need to get a speaker for my office. I wonder if The Financial Side would approve a purchase?

Bel led me to her desk. The computer monitor was off. Bel's hand hesitated over the power button.

"I almost don't want to show you this, Jake," she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I can't help you if you don't."

I watched as Bel reluctantly turned on the monitor. She quickly turned away so her back was to me.

I peered down at the monitor. I was surprised and amused to see a porn video playing-- a guy with a big dick was having sex with a girl in a motel room.

The video wouldn't stop playing and I couldn't force quit the browser. I could immediately tell that this was malicious code. Bel must have gone to a sketchy website and it was now malfunctioning her computer.

"I turned the computer off, but when I turned it on again, the same video played! Then a window popped up saying I had to pay money in crypto. I don't have any crypto!"

"It's designed to mess with you that way," I said, trying to calm Bel down. "It's called ransomware. This looks like low-grade stuff, nothing too sophisticated. Don't worry, Bel. I can easily fix this."

Bel let out a sigh of relief, but she still wouldn't turn around to look at me. I began running a scan on her computer as I tried to figure out how to remove the malware.

As I glanced over her history, I noticed Bel had viewed a lot of videos. From the frozen thumbnails and titles, I could see a pattern emerging.

Bel enjoyed watching "Monster Cock" porn, videos with hugely endowed guys having sex with girls. She also seemed to like "Casting Couch" videos where girls had sex on camera for the first time.

It felt weird to know a person's sexual fetishes. Especially when that person was a cute girl who worked with you. I reminded myself to stay professional and not make Bel more anxious than she already was.

"How did you end up on this sketchy web page, Bel?" I asked, trying to make conversation as I worked.

Bel reluctantly turned to look at me, her blue eyes wide behind her glasses.

"I have a favorite porn star I like to watch to... uh, relax at the end of the day. To release tension. You know what I mean?"

"Sure," I said, the sketches of Bel masturbating rising in my mind.

"I found a video of his that I had never seen before. So I went to the sketchy website. And then everything just went haywire on my computer."

"I see."

"It's just a fantasy," Bel said quickly. "I know guys with dicks like that are rare and that porn is not realistic. Not realistic at all."

"Well, yeah, porn is not realistic. But big dicks like his? It's not as uncommon as you might think."

Bel looked skeptical. "Really?"

"I mean... yeah. My dick is just as big as your favorite porn star's."

"Really?"

"Yeah. Not to brag or anything. Just being honest."

Bel was quiet for a moment before speaking again. I hoped I had eased the situation and made her more comfortable. What she said next caught me by surprise.

"Can I see it?" she whispered.

I hesitated, unsure of what to do. I was just trying to calm Bel down. Maybe brag a little, too, I admit. Katherine Fields had been so provocative. It was part of her charisma. But I never expected a shy girl like Bel to ask to see my cock.

The thought of showing Bel my dick was deeply arousing. At the same time, I wasn't sure if this was the right thing to do with another employee.

"You've already seen me naked," Bel said. "In my sketches? So, like... it's only fair that I get to see you. Right?"

Seeing the eager look on Bel's pretty face made me bold.

"I guess I can't argue with that logic," I said with a shrug.

I stood up and slowly unzipped my pants. Bel's eyes widened even more as she watched me pull out my dick.

"Oh my god," she gasped. "You were not kidding."

"It gets bigger when it's hard," I said.

"Can you... can you make it hard for me?"

I gave her a grin and put my hands behind my back, letting my cock sway back and forth between my legs.

"Maybe you can make it hard for me," I told her.

"I'd like that. But..."

"But?"

"I've never touched one before. Just my dildo. Not a real one."

My eyes widened in surprise.

"Never?"

"Never."

"Are you a virgin, Bel?"

Bel turned those big blue eyes to mine, holding my gaze for the first time.

"Yes," she said quietly. "I've fooled around with a girl before. But never touched a guy."

"Well, it's nothing to be ashamed about," I said slowly. "I didn't have sex until I was 18."

"Really? With who?"

"Her name was Sarah. She broke up with me two weeks later."

"Why?"

"She, uh... she didn't like my penis. Said it made us sexually incompatible."

"That's so crazy. Your cock is fabulous!"

I chuckled at her choice of words. She smiled along with me, relaxing a bit more.

"You can touch it, if you want."

"Okay, but tell me if I do something wrong," she whispered.

"I will. I promise."

Without another word, Bel stepped close. Her hand was shaking as she caressed my cock.

"It's so warm," she whispered.

Bel's finger delicately wrapped around my shaft, stroking it gently. She cupped my balls, marveling at their weight. I could see the amazement in her eyes as she felt my cock growing hard in her hand.

"Wow," she breathed. "You're so... big."

"You should see it when it's fully hard. Keep stroking it like that. You'll see."

Bel's breathing grew heavier as she continued to stroke my cock. Her thumb brushed over the swollen head. I could see the desire in her eyes as she watched my cock thicken in her grasp.

"It's so pretty,” she whispered. "Even better than my porn star's."

"You think so?"

"Definitely."

A drop of precum glistened in my slit.

"Here," I said, reaching down and dabbing my finger in it. "Taste it."

Bel looked hesitant, but she leaned forward and let me guide my finger to her mouth. She delicately licked it, pulling it back in a long thread, before taking my finger in and sucking it.

"How do you like it?" I asked, enjoying the wet feel of her mouth.

Bel's eyes fluttered closed as she savored the taste.

"It's... nice."

Just then, the computer chimed loudly, startling both of us. I looked over and saw that the problem had been fixed.

"Looks like we're all set," I said.

Bel stood up abruptly. She blinked rapidly, her face startled as if the computer chime had snapped her out of a trance.

"Oh, right! Thanks for your... so much for your help, Jake. Look at the time! I have to... I need to go. You, uh... sorry, I gotta go."

She grabbed her stuff and hurried towards the door. I was shocked by how quickly she was moving.

"Bel?"

"See you tomorrow," she called over her shoulder, her heels clicking across the break room floor.

I stood there, alone in Bel's office, my dick still hard. I should have been upset that Bel had left me like that, literally hanging.

But I couldn't be mad at her. Her embarrassment was charming. There was something wholesome and pure about Bel that was irresistible. Doubly so, now that I knew she was a virgin.

What just happened was nice, but I didn't want it to be the end of things with Bel. I wanted more.

This is just the first step. I've got a long way to go with Bel. I just need to be patient with her.

Thinking about Bel's beautiful blue eyes and the feel of her mouth sucking on my finger, I tucked my cock back into my pants and pulled up my zipper.


Chapter 7



“Worth the wait?”

As I headed back into the break room, my balls throbbed uncomfortably. I'd licked the tits of Katherine Fields. Now I'd just had Bel jerking me off and tasting my precum.

That was too much for any guy to handle. I need some release.

I glanced up at the clock on the wall and saw it was almost 5:45 PM. Everyone in the office had gone home.

I should grab my stuff and head out as well.

I had a long commute to get back to my shitty apartment. But the thought of riding the light rail and two buses with a severe case of blue balls was too much to endure.

Instead, I headed into the bathroom and locked the door behind me. I took out my still-rigid cock and spat on my hand. I began stroking my cock, quickly getting into a rhythm as I remembered Katherine Fields and Bel.

I thought, This whole day has been one long edging session and almost laughed out loud.

It was a joke, but it was also true. When my orgasm finally hit, it was so intense that I let out a loud groan as pulse after pulse of cum splashed into the toilet.

"Oh fuck yeah!" I groaned loudly. "Fuck yeah!"

I continued to groan, not worrying about being heard since everyone had gone home. When my orgasm finally finished, I shook off my cock, flicking away the last globs of cum into the toilet.

Seeing myself in the mirror above the sink, I recalled how big Bel's eyes got when she saw my size. She loved big dick porn, but she loved the real thing even more.

I wondered how a virgin became such a size queen. Was Bel truly craving a cock like mine? Or would she recoil from the reality of being stretched out and penetrated so deeply, like how Sarah couldn't handle it? And what would Bel think about my huge cum loads?

I need to stop getting ahead of myself. Yeah, some crazy shit happened today. But that doesn't mean anything more will happen. I have to focus on my work.

That was easier said than done. As I put my cock back in my pants and washed my hands, my mind still bounced between the sultry Katherine Fields and the wholesome Bel. They were so different. Which one turned me on more?

It was a nice dilemma to have. My time at Seta Gialla was proving to be the most exciting thing that had ever happened to me.

I unlocked the bathroom door and opened it, stepping out into the break room.

"Feel better, dude?"

I jumped at the voice, startled to see Denise leaning against the wall, arms crossed under her big breasts, sniggering at me. She was dressed in jeans and a tank top, her cleavage on full display.

"Denise? What are you doing here?" I asked, heart pounding from the surprise.

"Still covering for my sick cleaner," she said, grinning. "And I don't have to ask what you were doing."

She mimicked me, groaning, Oh fuck yeah! while making a jerking-off motion with her hand.

My face burned with embarrassment, but I had to chuckle along with her.

"You're a creeper, you know that? Skulking around outside the bathroom, listening to me? Like some kind of perv?"

Denise shrugged, not at all fazed.

"I actually am a perv. Guy pervs are gross, but girl pervs are every man's desire, right?"

"I like good girls," I countered.

"Bullshit!" she laughed. "Perv or not, though, I shouldn't be invading your privacy like that. Don't report me to HR, okay?"

"I should," I joked. "But I won't. This time."

"To make it up to you," she said, pushing off the wall, "I'll share a sandwich with you. Come hang out with me. I have a little hideaway that nobody knows about. It's in a forgotten corner of the Packar Tower."

"That sounds cool, but I should get going," I said, glancing at the time.

"Traffic's a mess out there," Denise said. "Some accident holding up the buses. You might as well hang out for another hour rather than sit stuck in traffic."

I weighed my options, then agreed.

"Alright, but it better be a good sandwich, or I'm reporting you to your boss."

"Deal. Let's go."

Denise led me to a service elevator tucked away in a corner, chatting about the hidden spots she'd discovered while supervising the cleaning crew.

"You wouldn't believe the little nooks and crannies in this building," she said, pressing the button for the 45th floor.

"45th floor? That's where Katherine Fields has her office."

"Yeah, there are several executive offices up here, each with their own private entries," Denise explained.

The service elevator doors opened, revealing a drab hallway. Denise stopped at an unmarked door and unlocked it. Behind it was a large closet filled with mops, brooms, and rolling cleaning carts.

"This doesn't look promising," I said, raising an eyebrow.

"Trust me."

"You might be a serial killer luring me to my death."

"True, I am luring you. But not to kill you."

"For what then?" I asked.

"You have to follow me to find out," she said, opening another smaller door hidden behind a rack of brooms.

She disappeared into the doorway. I followed, ducking under the low entry.

"Wow," I said. "This is not what I expected."

Denise's hideaway was about the size of my office. A large window at the end of the room offered a stunning view of the city in the fading sunlight. A battered sofa sat against one wall, with a flatscreen TV mounted on the opposite wall. An old refrigerator and a Bluetooth speaker on a cardboard box were next to the sofa.

"Have a seat," Denise said, reaching into the fridge and pulling out two cans of cola.

I sat down on the couch.

"This is a cool hideaway," I said, impressed. "The view is killer."

"Glad you like it. It used to be an office, then a storage room nobody knew about until I found it. Decorated it and made it mine."

"You did an awesome job."

"Thanks, nerd."

Denise sat down next to me and handed me a cola.

"Regular?" I teased. "Most girls drink diet shit."

"I need the calories to keep my body thicc. That's the way I like it."

"Understandable. Cheers."

We clinked soda cans and drank. The burn of cola down my throat felt nice after a long day.

"Ah, that hits the spot," I sighed. "I always get parched after busting a fat nut."

Denise's laughter shook the sofa and made it creak.

"Busting a fat nut? I heard you do that a lot."

"Oh, yeah? Who'd you hear that from?"

"Them."

"And what else did Them say?"

Denise grinned at me. Her leg was resting against mine. She tucked her hair behind her ear.

"I heard you have a huge cock," she said quietly.

"Who told you that?"

"Them."

"Them says a lot, don't they?" I said. "Is that what you told Katherine Fields?"

"Yeah," Denise nodded nonchalantly. "We chat sometimes when she is working late. I've gotten to know her. She has unique ideas. She is a fascinating woman, for real. And I know what Kate likes."

"Kate?"

"She likes to be called that."

"And what else does she like?"

"Guys like you."

"Like me?"

"You know," Denise laughed. "Young guys with ambition. And drive. And really big... talent."

"So you told her I have... talent?"

"That's the rumor about you," Denise said. "I always wanted to know if it was true."

Denise's brown eyes were narrowed, a smirk on her lips. Looking at her now, it was hard to recall how butch she had been in school. My eyes drifted down to her amazing cleavage, her huge tits straining against her tank top.

"You want me to show you?" I asked, my pulse hammering. "Satisfy your curiosity?"

"Fuck yes. Why do you think I brought you here. Whip that thing out, big boy."

"Nah. You do it. Find out for yourself."

I didn't know if we were still playfully bantering or if Denise was being serious. I hoped she meant it, but I expected her to make another joke. That was fine by me. I was happy teasing and flirting.

Denise shrugged and set her soda aside. To my delight, my old friend leaned over my lap and undid my belt and opened my pants. Reaching into my boxers, her hand took hold of my cock.

"Holy shit," she murmured, feeling the thick meat in her hand. "How many inches you got?"

"Take it out and see," I urged her.

Denise tugged me free of my underwear. My cock flopped out, resting against my thigh. Denise let out a sharp gasp as she hefted it in her palm.

"Balls, too," I told her. "Don't leave them trapped in there."

Denise reached in and gently cupped my heavy sack, freeing my balls from my underwear. She looked down at my package, shaking her head.

"How do you walk with that between your legs?" she asked.

Now it was my turn to laugh. "You get used to it."

"No wonder Sarah couldn't handle it. She was such a petite girl."

"Ha! I knew it was Sarah who talked!"

"She wasn't exaggerating. Jesus, dude. You got a monster cock!"

Bel's blushing face flashed through my mind. She also had a thing for monster cocks.

"You're the second girl who's held my cock today."

"Who else? Kate?"

"Not her."

"Who?"

"I don't kiss and tell."

"Whatever."

I ran my fingers through Denise's thick black hair.

"So... you gonna suck it? Or maybe you want me to fuck you?"

Denise leaned back, arching her eyebrows at me.

"Damn, Jake. We just reconnected and you're already trying to bang me?"

"I mean, you're the one with my cock in your hand."

"Fair point. But like you said, you already busted a fat nut. Think you can go again so soon?"

"Probably not," I sighed. "But I'm willing to give it a shot."

"I bet you are," Denise chuckled.

"Raincheck?"

Denise gave me a smirk. She patted my cock and then let me go. She leaned back and picked up her soda, taking a swig.

"Want that sandwich?" she asked. "Peanut butter and grape jelly."

"Pass. You know what I want, Dee."

"Denise."

"Whatever. I just want to know if we're ever going to fuck?"

"Are you this bold with all the girls you know?"

"Only you. You're an old friend."

"An old friend you want to bang?" she teased.

"Ever since we met. And all the years since. You know that. And I think you want to fuck me. It's why you lured me here, right?"

"Or maybe I just wanted to give you a sandwich," Denise said coyly.

"I'll take whatever you're offering."

Denise squinted at me. Her pink tongue poked out the corner of her mouth.

"Alright, dude. I'll give you something you've wanted for a long time."

Denise swiftly pulled off her tank top. She turned around, presenting her back to me.

"You know how to take off a bra, right?"

I answered her by unhooking her bra. She pulled it off and set it aside. I took her by her shoulders and gently turned her around.

"Goddamn," I murmured.

Her tits were even better than I expected. They were huge but firm, with no sag at all. Her skin was creamy and flawless. Denise's nipples were thick and dark brown, her areolas the size of quarters.

"Go ahead," she urged me.

I took her tits in my hands, feeling their weight, stroking her nipples. Denise sighed as her nipples hardened beneath my fingers.

"Worth the wait?" Denise asked.

"Fuck yeah," I said.

I looked up at Denise's pretty face, her Asian features making her look even younger than she was.

The two of us giggled together, both delighted that this was happening. In the middle of this enormous city, I'd somehow reconnected with someone from my past. Someone I'd always wanted. Someone who wanted me.

It was serendipity.

"Jake?"

"Yeah?"

"Traffic must have cleared by now. You better get going."

"You're right," I grimaced.

"Next time, bring some clothes," Denise said. "Overnighting at the office is a perk of your new job, dude. Take advantage of it."


Chapter 8



“I like to make things cozy.”

I walked down the city streets in the early morning. I was feeling the weight of the duffel bag slung across my shoulders. I had packed extra clothes, pajamas, and bathroom stuff in there.

I'd decided to take Denise's advice and crash in my office instead of taking the long commute back to my apartment in Oak Heights. The stress of that commute was wearing me out. I was looking forward to avoiding it for the next two nights until the weekend.

Cradled in my arm, I carried a potted cactus I had gotten from a little store by the bus stop. I remembered how nice it was to see the plants in Bel's office, how they made the atmosphere in her space so chill.

I planned to put the cactus on my windowsill where it would get plenty of light. I figured a cactus was a perfect starter plant for me since it was low maintenance. I'd never taken care of a plant before.

As I walked the bustling city streets, I realized how I was getting used to the ebb and flow of urban life. I was feeling less and less like a fish out of water in the city.

I entered the Packar Tower, enjoying my growing sense of familiarity with this new environment and my new job. The security guard at the front desk nodded at me as I walked by. I nodded back, feeling a sense of belonging.

I took the elevator up to my floor and made my way to my office. As I went down the main hallway, I saw that several employees on The Business Side were already at work. The Creative Side was deserted. The creatives would straggle in late, as usual.

I was getting a better grasp on the different cultures at Seta Gialla.

In the break room, Bel's door was still shut and locked. I thought back to how the cute redhead with the horn-rimmed glasses had been so fascinated by my cock. The way she had gotten so flustered and ran off just made me want her more.

I went into my office and settled my duffel bag on the sofa. The sofa was sturdy and oversized. That was good. It would be my bed for the next two nights. I never slept on leather before, but I figured it wouldn't be too bad.

I set the cactus on the windowsill and admired how it looked against the backdrop of the city skyline. The greenery was a pleasant touch against the steel and glass.

"Good start," I told the cactus. "I'll get you more company, I promise. First, let's get you settled in."

I went into the break room and filled a paper cup with water. Back in my office, I splashed a little water over the cactus. Not too much, just enough to wet the soil. The guy in the store had warned me not to over-water the cactus.

I brewed myself a cup of coffee in the break room, then got down to analyzing data for my report. Despite Katherine Fields letting me lick her tits and fondling my cock, she had made it clear she expected that report on her desk by the end of the week.

"Hong Kong really did wait until the last minute," I grumbled as I stared at their raw data.

I lost myself in the data, the numbers and patterns drawing me in. The hours ticked away. For once, my phone remained silent-- no tech support calls, no distractions. It was just me and the report. I was grateful for the uninterrupted time.

A soft chime from my phone pulled me out of my work trance. I glanced at the screen and saw a message from Bel.

"Hey, do you have plans for lunch?"

I stretched, leaning back in my chair as I typed a response.

"I was planning to try the cafeteria on the second floor."

"The food is good but crazy expensive. I made lentil soup and baked some bread. Want to eat with me in the break room? I also have a favor to ask."

My stomach rumbled at the mention of homemade food. I couldn't remember the last time I had a meal that wasn't from a restaurant or a plastic container.

"Sure, soup sounds great. What's the favor?"

"I'll tell you after lunch. I'll put the soup on to simmer in the break room."

I looked at the clock. I still had an hour before lunch. I dove back into my work.

As the minutes passed, I began to notice a tantalizing smell wafting into my office. The savory scent of lentil soup filled the air, making my mouth water. I tried to focus, but my stomach had other plans.

When Bel's message finally came, I was more than ready.

"Food's served. Come get some."

I set my phone down, saved my work, and headed out. Opening my office door, the delicious aroma wafted over me. I paused in the doorway, impressed by what I saw.

Bel had spread a checkered tablecloth over the break room's main table. One of her potted plants sat in the middle of the table, its tiny purple flowers dense among the foliage. There was a soup tureen and a cutting board with a loaf of bread on it. Two bowls with place settings finished the table.

Bel stood by the counter, smiling bashfully at me. She was wearing her usual colorful dress and sweater. I noticed this dress was more low cut than her other dresses, Bel's cleavage on modest display. The skin of her chest was pale and sprinkled with freckles, just like her nose.

Bel had tied her red hair in a high ponytail. Today, she'd traded her usual black horn-rimmed glasses for bright red horn-rimmed glasses that matched her red lipstick.

"Wow, you did all this?" I said appreciatively. "It looks amazing!"

"Oh, it's nothing," Bel said. "I like to make things cozy when I can. Have a seat. The bread is nice and warm."

I sat down at the table as Bel ladled a generous serving of soup into my bowl. The aroma wafted up, earthy and comforting.

"This smells amazing, Bel."

"Thanks. I love making soup. Lentil is one of my favorites." She gestured to my bowl. "Go on, taste it."

I took a spoonful, blowing on it gently before taking a sip.

"It's really good," I said, meaning it.

Bel blushed, pushing her glasses up her nose.

"I had to warm it up on a hot plate I brought this morning. I could've used the microwave, but it's not the same, you know?"

She sliced a thick piece of bread for me, placing it on a small plate.

"I warmed the loaf in the oven in The Creative Side's break room. No one there ever uses the cooking facilities. All they consume is coffee and cigarettes.

"And cocaine, probably."

"That too," Bel laughed.

I dipped the bread into the soup, taking a bite. The combination was perfect. Bel watched me, picking at her food. I finished the bowl, mopping up the last bits with my piece of bread.

Leaning back, I patted my stomach.

"That was the best meal I've had in a long time. You're a talented chef."

"It's just a basic recipe," she said, blushing.

"My only cooking skill is ordering takeout online," I said. "Now that we've eaten, let me pay you back. You said you had a favor to ask?"

Bel looked nervous, her fingers playing with the edge of her napkin.

"Oh, that. Yes. Um, would you... would you like to pose for me?"

I raised an eyebrow, confused. "What do you mean?"

She took a deep breath, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I want to do a drawing of your... your penis. I was wondering if you'd let me take some pictures of it for my art."

I was stunned into silence for a moment. Bel took in my baffled look and panicked.

"I'm so stupid for asking, Jake! Sorry, I shouldn't have--"

"No, it's okay," I interrupted gently. "I'd be happy to pose for you, Bel."

"Really?"

"Yeah. Really. When do you want to do it?"

"Now? Does that work for you? I can pick another time or any time when you are more prepared or--"

"Now is fine," I assured her.

"Great! Okay. So, um, just follow me into my office?"

"Should I put the dishes in the sink?"

"No, no. Just leave them there. I'll take care of everything."

As I walked behind Bel into her workspace, the sound of her shoes tapping on the ground matched my racing heartbeat. I could sense how anxious she was. It was obvious, like a fever I could feel coming off her body.

She brought me over by the window and the sunlight poured in, making us both look like we were glowing. Below us, I could see the busy city outside-- people at work, strolling around and chatting, just going about their normal day.

Bel cleared her throat, her voice barely above a whisper.

"I'll, um, I'll get my phone. You can, um, pull down your pants." She paused, her eyes flicking up to mine briefly. "You don't have to take them off completely. I'll just be taking close-ups."

I nodded, unbuckling my belt. The metallic clink seemed loud in the quiet office. I unzipped my pants, pushing them down to my knees. Bel watched, her breath hitching slightly as I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my boxers and pulled them down.

My cock fell free, heavy and swaying between my legs. I felt a strange mix of embarrassment and excitement under her intense gaze.

Bel raised her phone, snapping pictures from different angles. She circled me, her eyes focused on the screen, her cheeks flushed.

She kneeled on the floor, angling the phone upwards. I felt a jolt run up my spine, the feeling of her gaze on me almost physical.

After a moment, she paused, looking up at me.

"Um, Jake?"

"Yes?"

"Would you mind if I... if I sucked you? To get you hard? I'd like some pictures of your cock fully erect."

"Um, sure. If that's what you need for your art."

Bel nodded, setting her phone down on the windowsill. She reached out, her fingers wrapping around my cock. Her touch was tentative, gentle.

"Tell me if I do something wrong?"

"I will."

She leaned forward, her breath warm on my skin. I took a deep breath, bracing myself for the sensation.

Her lips touched me, soft and sticky with her lipstick. I closed my eyes, my hands clenching at my sides as she took me into her mouth.

Bel's mouth was warm and wet, her lips pillowy as she slowly took me in. Her inexperience made her hesitant. Watching porn couldn't really prepare you for the real thing.

Bel went carefully, but her teeth occasionally grazed my skin, making me flinch. But her enthusiasm was real, her eyes looking up at me, begging for my approval.

"That feels so nice," I encouraged her. "You look so hot with my cock in your mouth."

I could see myself reflected in her glasses, her red lips wrapped around my hard dick. The sight was intensely erotic, something I would remember for a long time.

Bel pulled back, her lips releasing me with a soft pop. My cock was fully erect now, hard and ready. Bel picked up her phone, snapping pictures from various angles.

"Don't worry," she murmured, noticing my slight discomfort. "I won't include your face. I want to capture the artistry of your body."

After a few more clicks, she put her phone down, her eyes meeting mine briefly before darting away.

"I'm sorry about yesterday. I didn't mean to leave you unsatisfied. But I can't stop thinking about your cock, Jake. It's fabulous." She hesitated, her voice barely a whisper. "Can I... finish you off?"

Before I could respond, a loud siren wail filled the room. It was a custom ringtone. Bel jumped, her eyes darting as she fumbled with her phone.

"Hello, Ms. Fields? How may I help you?"

I was alarmed. Katherine was calling Bel? Bel looked just as surprised as she spoke into her phone.

"Yes, he's with me. Okay, just a moment." She held out the phone to me. "It's Ms. Fields. She wants to talk to you."

I took the phone, my pulse pounding.

"Hello, Ms. Fields?"

Katherine's voice was friendly but irritated.

"Jake, I've been trying to reach your phone for some time now."

"I'm sorry," I stammered. "I don't have my phone with me."

"Obviously. Regardless, I assumed if anyone knew where you were, it would be Bel. You're in her office, I suppose? You left your phone in your office, didn't you?"

"Yes, I did. I'm sorry, Ms. Fields."

"Never mind that now. I need to see you immediately. Come upstairs to my office."

She hung up before I could respond. Bel and I exchanged stunned looks, both of us wondering what the hell was going on.


Chapter 9



“Prove your manhood, darling.”

"Enter, Mr. Conner."

I stepped into Katherine's office as Lolo closed the doors behind me. Katherine was seated on the leather sofa in her office. She patted the cushion beside her.

I went and sat next to her. I was again stunned by how beautiful she was up close. No matter how many times I had seen her on TV, being face-to-face with Katherine Fields still left me shook.

Katherine was wearing a white silk suit with a silk shirt unbuttoned to her waist. My eyes drifted to her cleavage. I remembered how she had held me against her chest, urging me to lick the lotion from her breasts.

I sat a respectful distance away from Katherine. She scooted towards me, getting close enough so that our legs were touching again.

Something was different about her. Yesterday, Katherine Fields was cool and confident. Today, though, she seemed distracted, her trademark composure ruffled. Her nervousness made me anxious as well.

"Thank you for coming," she said, her voice a bit off.

"I'm sorry I was away from my phone. It won't happen again."

She waved her hand dismissively.

"It's fine. I'm glad you're here now."

Katherine bit her lip. Her green eyes studied me, taking in every detail. I felt like I was a specimen being examined.

"I'm working on the report for you," I said hurriedly, trying to fill the silence. "All I have left to do is cross-reference the North Africa data with the Asian sales⁠—"

Katherine interrupted me again, placing a hand on my thigh.

"I didn't bring you here to discuss the report, Mr. Conner."

I stopped, caught off guard. She took a deep breath, her breasts heaving beneath her silk blouse.

"Tomorrow, I'm going to give a presentation to a group of investors," she said, her eyes locking on mine. "This is for a new product line unaffiliated with Seta Gialla. It's the most critical presentation of my life. I absolutely must be successful in convincing these investors to back me."

"You're famous for your persuasion skills," I said. "I'm sure you'll succeed, Ms. Fields."

She gave me a small smile. Was it uncertainty that I saw in her eyes?

"I know my reputation is tremendous. But even now, at age 43, I still get nervous. Especially with this presentation." She paused, her hand still on my thigh. "That's why I'm asking for your help, Jake. May I call you Jake?"

"Of course, Ms. Fields."

"Call me Kate. All my friends call me Kate. And I want us to be friends, Jake."

"I'd like that... Kate. But how could I possibly help you?"

She took a deep breath, her hand rubbing slow circles on my thigh. I did my best to block out her touch, but just like yesterday, her erotic presence was impossible to ignore.

My dick had softened since Bel had been sucking on it, but it was still hypersensitive. If Katherine kept stroking my thigh, I would soon be rock hard again.

Maybe that's what she wants?

"What I want is simple, but also complicated," Katherine said, almost as if hearing my thoughts. "Will you let me explain?"

"Yes. Please."

Katherine squeezed my thigh. She leaned forward. Her voice was low, her gaze intense.

"Jake, I want to share something with you that's deeply personal and profoundly important to me. It's the secret of my success. You see, I believe in the balance of energies-- masculine and feminine. This concept isn't new. It's rooted in ancient mythologies and philosophies. Perhaps you've heard of this?"

"Uh, a little, I guess."

"In many cultures, the balance of yin and yang, or the feminine and masculine energies, is seen as the foundation of harmony and creativity," Katherine continued. "The ancient Chinese believed that yin and yang are interconnected, like two sides of the same coin. Yin represents the feminine-- creativity, nurturing, and intuition. Yang represents the masculine-- aggression, strength, and logic. Together they make a whole. Do you see what I mean?"

"I think so."

"My feminine energy is what fuels my creativity and sensuality. It's what makes me the successful CEO I am today. But just as the ancient Greeks believed in the duality of Apollo and Dionysus-- order and chaos, reason and emotion-- I believe I need the masculine energy to balance my feminine side. Masculine energy makes me more assertive and more confident. It helps me make bold decisions and navigate the complexities of the business world."

She leaned closer, almost whispering in my ear. My cock was swelling and there was no way to hide it. In truth, I didn't want to hide it. I wanted Katherine to see how much she was turning me on.

"In many traditions, the exchange of energies between men and women is seen as a sacred act, a way to achieve harmony and wholeness. This is why I need your help, Jake. Your masculine energy can complement my feminine energy, creating a perfect balance. It's not just about physical pleasure. It's about achieving a state of equilibrium that allows me to be the best version of myself. And you, as well. A mutual exchange, yes?"

"Yes."

"So, I'm asking you to trust me, to understand the deeper significance of what I'm proposing. Together, we can achieve something extraordinary-- a balance of energies that will benefit us both. Will you help me, Jake?"

"Of course I will," I said. "Just let me know how."

"Good. So tell me, what's the essence of a man? What makes him who he is?"

"I'm not sure."

"The power to ignite," Katherine said, staring into my eyes. "The power to fertilize, the miracle of sparking life in a woman's fertile body. Your seed is the essence of your manhood, Jake. Your cum is the masculine essence I crave."

Katherine helped me to my feet. She faced me, her eyes locked onto mine, and began to slowly strip off her jacket.

"I know you're already hard, Jake," she murmured, her voice like velvet. "But I want to give you all the encouragement I can. So you can prove yourself. So you can show me your quality."

She unbuttoned her silk shirt, one button at a time, revealing more of her tanned skin with each flick of her fingers.

Katherine shrugged out of the shirt, and her breasts swayed freely. They were even more beautiful than I'd imagined-- fuller than in her famous photo, with darkened, thicker nipples. Her skin was smooth and soft. Only a few wrinkles near her neck hinted at her age.

"I can't do what I truly want with you, Jake," she said, her voice heavy with desire. "Not yet. But I need to see if you have what I so desperately need."

She stepped closer, her fingers tracing the line of my jaw before she leaned in to kiss my neck. Her hands moved down to my pants, unbuckling them with practiced ease. They slid to the floor, and she tugged down my boxers.

A sigh escaped her lips as my rigid cock sprang free.

"What a superior endowment," she whispered, her eyes widening with appreciation. "You're all man, Jake. Pure masculine energy. Precisely what I require."

Katherine leaned over and drooled spit over my cock, her eyes never leaving mine. Then she kneeled and leaned back against the sofa, pressing her tits together, inviting me to use them.

Holy shit. Is this really happening?

"Fuck my tits, Jake," she commanded, her voice husky with need.

I swallowed hard. "Yes, ma'am."

I straddled Katherine and eagerly slid my dick between her soft breasts. The sensation was overwhelming. She held her tits tight around my cock as I pumped up and down, the friction delicious and unlike anything I'd ever felt.

"I've never done this before," I admitted, my breath ragged. "It feels so good."

"I want you to cum all over my tits, Jake," she said, her words pushing me to the edge. "Bless me with your seed, darling."

She drooled more saliva on me and I pumped harder, my cock sliding between her tits with a wet sloshing sound. Grunting, I took hold of Katherine's head, using it to steady myself and control the older woman as she titty fucked my cock.

"Just like that, Jake," she urged. "Prove your manhood, darling. Show me what you've got!"

Fucking the tits of this gorgeous older woman was something I'd never dreamed of. It didn't take long for me to finish.

"Get ready, Kate!" I warned her.

I pulled back, leveling my cock as my orgasm exploded through me. Grunting like an animal, I shot rope after rope of hot cum over Katherine's jiggling tits.

Katherine exhaled in surprise as I kept going, her eyes wide with amazement.

"Oh my," she moaned. "More, Jake. Keep going, my darling!"

I kept cumming as she praised me, her voice filled with awe as I emptied my balls onto her heaving chest.

The moment seemed to go on forever. When I finally finished, I flicked the last of my sperm onto her neck.

I stepped back and looked down at the famous, beautiful Katherine Fields on her knees, drenched in my sperm, my cum dripping down her tits and belly onto the floor. The sight filled me with a satisfaction I'd never known before.

"Denise was right about you," Katherine gasped as she rubbed my cum over her chest, making her tits slick and creamy.

"I'll have to thank her," I panted, my voice ragged.

"There's more you must do for me."

"Whatever you need, Kate."

"There's a town car downstairs," Katherine said. "Get in it. I've set everything up for you. Hurry, Jake. There's no time to lose."


Chapter 10



“That's so much!”

There was a luxury car waiting for me in the parking garage beneath the Packar Tower. I climbed into the backseat and relaxed as the driver pulled into late afternoon traffic.

As we slowly made our way through the crowded city streets, I kept replaying in my mind the image of Katherine Fields on her knees, her tits drenched in my cum. It was something I would remember until the day I died.

My dick was still tingling, my balls were drained, and I felt like a million dollars. Getting this job at Seta Gialla had thrust me into a world I never imagined.

You really have come a long way from the trailer park, I told myself for the hundreth time.

The driver took me to the outskirts of the city. We eventually stopped at a private clinic near the University's research hospital. I went in through a discreet entrance off the main street.

"We're the fastest and best in the state," the technician assured me as I sat in the exam room. "Download our app. We'll have results for you within a few hours."

I was being tested for STIs. I understood what Katherine meant when she said she couldn't do what she wanted with me yet. Katherine desperately wanted my masculine energy. She needed it raw, but a professional woman like her did not take chances with her health.

The exam was intense and took longer than I expected. By the time I got back to the office, it was already past 5 o'clock. Bel had gone home and the break room was spotless again.

Despite everything that had just happened, I still had work to do. My report was due the next day. Katherine had made it very clear she expected it on her desk by deadline. She was not the kind of woman who accepted excuses.

I settled back into my chair, cracking my knuckles before diving into the data analysis.

This was the part of my job I truly loved. Connecting wireless printers and resetting passwords was stuff I could do in my sleep. Running through numbers, finding patterns, and extracting meaning? That was my true work.

As I dove deeper into the spreadsheets, I felt a familiar rush. This wasn't just bullshit busy work-- it was a puzzle waiting to be solved. I enjoyed it and I was damned good at it.

I could see a future where I did this full-time, maybe even leading a team of analysts. The thought made me excited for the future.

My phone interrupted my work. It was a message from Bel.

"Thanks for today and for posing for me. I'm working on something for you. I hope you will enjoy it."

I typed back quickly, "I already enjoyed the soup you made. I'm sure anything you do will be awesome."

She replied with a cute emoji. Smiling at how sweet Bel was, I returned to my data. I lost track of time, totally absorbed in my work.

When I finally looked up from my monitors, I was surprised to see darkness outside. I stood, stretching my stiff muscles, and walked to the window.

Skyscrapers rose against the night sky, their windows glowing with life. Far below, cars crawled along the streets like glowing insects.

The view from up here used to make me anxious. Now it was comforting. More and more, I was feeling like I belonged in the city. That it wasn't too big for me. That I could make a life here.

I let out a yawn and wiped my tired eyes. The columns of numbers were still ghosted across my vision. I was glad I'd brought my overnight bag. Not having the hellish commute weighing me down was a huge relief.

My phone buzzed again. It was a message from Denise.

"I see your office lights are on. Working late?"

"Yeah," I replied. "Got an extensive report due on Friday."

"Hungry? I got pizza from Sal's Pizzeria."

"Nice."

"Meet me in my hideaway. Door is unlocked."

"OMW."

I caught the service elevator up to the 45th floor. Just as Denise promised, the doors to her hideaway were unlocked. I ducked into the hidden room and found her sitting on the old sofa, the TV on the wall playing some YouTube video. A pizza box was set on the cardboard boxes serving as a table.

"Hope you like pepperoni and olives because that's what I ordered," Denise said, a slice already in her hand.

"Sounds delicious," I replied, my stomach rumbling.

"There's a salad in the old fridge that came with the pizza, and some cold sodas," she added, taking a bite. "Sal's Pizzeria makes damn good pizza."

"I'm thirsty for a cola," I said, moving towards the fridge.

As I passed Denise, she slapped my ass playfully.

"Get me one too, dude," she said with a grin.

I grabbed two sodas and flopped down on the sofa next to her, handing her the drinks. She opened both cans and passed one to me. We clinked soda cans.

"You look like you had a long day," Denise observed, her eyes scanning my face.

"Full of unexpected events," I admitted, taking a long sip of the cold soda. "You've set up a great place here to escape from the stress of the job."

"You have to find moments to escape and relax," she said. "Helps to avoid burnout."

"Good advice."

"How about my other advice? Are you spending the night in the office like I suggested?"

"I am. Brought my pajamas and toothbrush."

"It's a relief not to have to fight that commute, isn't it?"

"Fuck yeah," I agreed, grabbing a slice of pizza and taking a huge bite.

Denise chuckled. "You look like you're starving."

"The day drained me dry," I said between bites.

Denise raised her eyebrows at the word "drained", a smirk playing on her lips.

"Kate emptied you out pretty good, didn't she?" Denise teased.

I regarded her with narrowed eyes. Denise looked back, a sly look on her face.

"What did she tell you?" I asked.

"Just that the rumors I mentioned turned out to be true," Denise answered with a shrug. "You've got the talent she's been looking for."

"What she's looking for is kinda crazy. Has she explained her ideas about masculine and feminine energy to you?"

"Of course," Denise said. "She likes to talk about it a lot. Especially after we fuck."

I sat up on the couch, my pizza slice forgotten.

"You and Kate?" I spluttered.

"Yeah. Me and Kate. Dude, you look so freaked out!"

"I just... you caught me off guard. Damn! How many other employees is she fucking?"

"I'm not her employee, nerd! I work for the cleaning contractor. She just likes talking to me. Likes my huge, feminine tits as well. Eats my pussy like she's starving. And truthfully? I think she has a little bit of an Asian fetish."

"She does go on about all that yin-yang stuff. Never thought she was bisexual."

Denise rolled her eyes at me.

"Most women I know are bisexual," she said. "We're more flexible and less ashamed of our desires than men."

"I'm not complaining," I said, letting my eyes take in Denise's F-cup tits straining against her shirt. "The thought of you two together is fucking hot."

"Oh, it's hot alright," Denise laughed. "Here's a secret for you. Kate loves fucking on her desk. She had it custom-made just for that purpose."

Before I could answer, my phone gave me an alert I'd never heard before. I took it out and saw a notification from the app the clinic had made me download.

"What is it?" Denise asked.

"STI test results," I said. "Looks like I'm disease-free."

"Good news."

"Kate had me go through this whole exam today. Private clinic right by the hospital. Expensive as hell, probably. I'm not used to such high-class health care."

"You should get used to it. If Katherine Fields likes you, your whole world is gonna change forever."

"She make you go to the clinic?"

"No," Denise laughed. "I'm a girl, so she just went raw."

"That's sexual discrimination," I joked. "Making me jump through hoops just because I have a dick."

"It's that dick that makes you special, dude. And now that she knows you're clean, she'll take full advantage of your endowment."

"Endowment!" I laughed. "Look at you, using big words like our CEO."

"Big words for that big dick," Denise grinned.

"Big words for your big tits," I countered.

"What the hell does that even mean?"

We both dissolved into a fit of giggles. Denise had always made me laugh, even in school.

"What the heck," Denise said. "We might as well."

"Might as well what?"

Denise answered by slithering off the old sofa and getting onto her knees. She pushed my legs apart and smiled up at me.

"Get it out," she said. "Let me have a taste. I know you want to."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah."

I unbuckled my belt and hurriedly opened my pants. I lifted my hips and Denise helped pull down my pants and underwear. My cock flopped against my thigh, my ball sack already tightening.

"Fuck, it's big."

"Damn right."

Denise lightly stroked my cock, making me shiver. She took my package in both her hands, feeling the weight of it.

"Kate said she never saw a load as big as yours," Denise whispered.

"Hyperspermia," I said.

"That sounds like a made-up word."

"It's very real," I sighed. "It used to gross Sarah out."

"Sarah was a dumb bitch. No offense."

"None taken," I said, reaching out to stroke Denise's thick black hair. "She wasn't my girlfriend for very long."

"Well, I'm going to enjoy sucking on this," Denise said, leaning over my stiffening cock. "Unlike little Sarah, I love big dicks."

"Good. Now take your shirt off. Let me see those fucking tits."

Without hesitating, Denise sat up and pulled her shirt off. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her big tits swayed as she bent back down to my dick.

Denise's thick black hair fell around her pretty face as she breathed warmly over my rigid tool. She gave it a few teasing strokes before engulfing my head in her hot mouth.

"Mmm," she moaned around my girth. "You're so crazy thick, Jake. Fuck! I love sucking a thick cock."

Her wet mouth drove me crazy. I felt my head swell even more, my balls drawing tight. Denise's spit leaked down my shaft, her tongue lapping around my cockhead.

"Keep doing that," I grunted in encouragement. "That feels so fucking good."

Denise looked up at me, her almond eyes glistening. Gripping my cock with both hands, she tried to take me deeper. She gagged at the sudden intrusion, her throat contracting.

Denise pulled back, thick strands of saliva drooling down her chin, her eyes watering. She took a breath before bobbing her head again. Her movements were eager and rough.

"You can gag if you want," I told her. "But I hate when they do that in pornos."

Denise looked up at me with her mouth full. She pulled off my cock and grinned.

"I was just trying to impress you," she said. "Want me to just suck on the head?"

"Twirl your hands up and down my cock while you do it," I told her. "Enjoy it. Don't hurt yourself."

Denise gripped my shaft with both hands, twisting them back and forth as she sucked my cockhead. Her drool ran down over my balls, warm and wet, the lewd sounds of her sucking and moaning mixing with my grunts of pleasure.

"I want you to finish in my mouth, Jake," Denise said around my cock. "Kate said it was insane how huge your load was. I wanna see it. I wanna swallow it all down."

My hips rose off the couch cushions. My cock pulsed and throbbed in Denise's hands. The pleasure built and built until I thought my dick would explode.

"I'm gonna cum!" I warned.

Denise's lips clamped tight over my cockhead, her hand massaging my balls. With a loud grunt, I started shooting my load into her mouth. She swallowed eagerly, humming with satisfaction.

But that was just the beginning. Denise's eyes got wider as I kept pumping cum down her throat. She swallowed again and again, but couldn't keep up. Cum drooled down her face, hot sperm dripping onto her ample tits.

"Oh my god!" Denise gasped, pulling her mouth off me. "That's so much!"

With a final twitch, I shot the last of my hot load onto Denise's lips. I laid back against the couch cushions, panting hard, as Denise swiped the globs of cum from her chin and chest. She sucked her cum-covered fingers, looking at me with those beautiful dark eyes.

"I once sucked off three guys at a party," Denise said. "Swallowed them all. Your load was bigger than all three of them combined. My tummy is like sloshing with your spunk. Holy shit, dude!"

"That's just how I'm built," I groaned.

Denise got off her knees and sat in my lap. I cupped her tits in my hands, kneading them and playing with her nipples.

"No wonder Kate is so fascinated by you," Denise said. "You are fucking amazing."

I scooped a glob of cum off Denise's titty and fed it to her, loving the way she sucked my finger clean.

"Yum," she giggled. "You taste so clean."

"Clean as a whistle," I agreed. "You fed me and I fed you. Happy?"

"Happy? Yeah. I guess I'm young, dumb, and full of cum."

"You're not dumb," I laughed. "But the rest is true."

"Nerd," Denise said, punching me in the arm. "Eat your food before it gets cold."

As I stroked her tits, Denise fed me another slice of pizza.


Chapter 11



“You make me feel safe.”

I woke with a start as my phone buzzed and chimed on the desk nearby. Groaning, I reached over and shut off the alarm. The leather sofa creaked as I stretched out and yawned, not quite ready to face the day.

Early morning light came through the windows, casting a soft glow across my office. I rubbed the sleep from my eyes and took in a deep breath. I felt surprisingly well-rested. The couch was more comfortable than I'd expected.

As I shifted, I felt my morning wood straining against my boxers. A full bladder and a stiff dick was always a challenge in the morning. I adjusted my erection, enjoying the dull ache still lingering in my balls.

Yesterday had been an amazing experience. Three gorgeous women had pleasured me in various ways. Katherine, Bel, Denise... each encounter more unbelievable than the last.

I stood up and padded over to the window, gazing out at the city below. People scurried along the sidewalks, cars honked in the streets. The city was waking up, ready to start a new day.

Watching the bustling scene, I felt a growing sense of connection. My life was syncing up with the rhythm of the city. New job, new experiences, new opportunities. I smiled as I considered how quickly my life was changing.

I threw on some sweats and headed downstairs. I was impressed as I approached the Packar Tower's health club. Through glass walls, I saw lines of state-of-the-art machines. They were all being used by Packar Tower workers, the kind of people who looked like they lived in the gym.

Men and women grunted as they lifted weights, their muscles glistening with sweat. Others jogged on treadmills or cycled on stationary bikes, their expressions determined. I felt a little out of place, but I also felt a lot of motivation.

Starting tomorrow, I promised myself I'd be one of them. I'd take care of my body and make sure I was fit. Being an employee of Seta Gialla had its perks. I intended to make the most of them.

The locker room was another welcome surprise. Clean, well-lit, with shiny lockers and spotless floors. It was way different from my school's locker room with its water stains, mold, and the constant smell of old piss. I almost laughed at the huge contrast.

I found a sink and shaved, then stepped into a shower stall. The hot water was a luxurious pounding spray, not the trickle in my apartment that always went cold too soon. I stood under the stream, letting it massage my shoulders and back. Minutes passed in blissful relaxation. I had all the time and hot water I wanted.

Reluctantly, I turned off the water and toweled dry. Dressed in my sweats, I grabbed a protein shake from the vending machine and headed back to my office.

Several big boxes sat in front of my door. I took them inside and cut them open. They were filled with the office equipment I'd requested, including a Bluetooth speaker.

Humming, I set up the speaker. Instead of playing music, I streamed international news from my phone. Keeping up with global events was crucial for my job as a data analyst.

As I put on my suit, I wondered about my future at Seta Gialla. Would I eventually move to The Business Side of the office?

I certainly wasn't going to The Creative Side. I stood out like a sore thumb in there. I shook my head, remembering my bizarre encounter with Hell Mel from The Creative Side.

"Dutch girls are very direct," I muttered, grinning at the memory.

I was tying my tie when my phone chimed. I glanced at the screen and saw a message from Bel, but it just read "..."

"U ok?" I typed back, figuring it was probably a butt dial.

I sat down at my desk and started sorting through my emails. My phone chimed again. Another message from Bel. This time it said, "halp".

I frowned, puzzled but starting to feel worried. I looked at the clock-- it was just past nine. Was Bel in her office yet? I decided to check.

As I stepped into the break room, I saw that Bel's office door was closed. I walked over and was about to knock when I heard a muffled shout from behind the door.

Worried, I knocked loudly.

"Bel, you okay in there?"

The door swung open and Tristan stuck his head out, glaring at me.

"Fuck off, Conner," he snapped.

He tried to close the door, but I shoved my foot inside, preventing it from shutting.

"What are you doing here, Tristan?" I asked, my voice steady despite the anger rising in my chest.

"None of your business," he sneered. "Get your foot out of the way."

I ignored him, calling into the office.

"Bel, are you okay?"

I heard Bel's voice, soft and scared.

"No!"

That was all I needed. I shoved the door open, sending Tristan stumbling back. Bel was pressed into the corner near the window, her eyes wide with terror. I rushed to her side.

"Bel, are you okay?"

She shook her head, tears spilling from her eyes. I felt Bel's small hand grip my arm, her fingers trembling. I looked down at her and saw the fear on her face. My protective instincts kicked in hard.

"What did you do?" I said, turning toward Tristan.

Tristan stepped closer, his voice a low growl.

"If you value your job, Conner, you'll leave right fucking now."

I ignored him, keeping my focus on Bel.

"Did he do something to you?" I asked her.

Bel's voice was barely a whisper.

"He tried to touch me. I said no." She glanced at the door, then back to me. "I tried to leave, but he blocked the door. He said he'd go only after I gave him a kiss."

Tristan laughed, a harsh sound that grated on my nerves.

"She's lying. This dumb broad has been begging me to come visit her in her office. She's wanted to get in my pants for months."

I saw Bel shake her head, her eyes wet. It was a look I recognized. I'd seen it on the faces of vulnerable girls at my old school, the ones who were preyed upon by assholes like Tristan. A white-hot anger flared up inside me.

"Get out of this office, Tristan."

He crossed his arms, a smirk playing on his lips.

"Or what?"

"Or I'll make you leave."

Tristan chuckled, shaking his head.

"Touch me, and I'll go straight to the CEO. You'll be fired so fast that your head will fucking spin. And I'll make sure you never work in this city again, Conner. Unless it's as a janitor or a bellboy."

Tristan leered at me, but his confidence wavered as I stepped up to him.

"Katherine Fields might not have the reaction you expect." I leaned in, staring him down. "In fact, Ms. Fields has taken a special interest in me. A very special interest."

Tristan scoffed, but I saw the doubt flicker in his eyes.

"I don't believe you."

"I don't care what you believe," I said. "But if you don't go now, I will force you to leave."

"And how exactly are you going to force me, Conner?"

"You know how... bitch."

Tristan's gaze darted between me and Bel. He was intimidated and we both knew it. With a final scowl at Bel, Tristan spat on the floor.

"You blew your chance, Isabel. You'll never get anyone half as good as me. Dumb cunt!"

Tristan wheeled around and stomped out, slamming the door shut behind him.

I turned back to Bel. She was dabbing at her eyes, her hands shaking.

"Thanks for coming, Jake."

"Of course. I just wish I got her quicker."

"I'm glad you came at all. Aaron used to come, too. He wasn't as brave as you, but he always came."

"Aaron? The old IT guy? Bel, how long has this been going on?"

"Tristan's been harassing me for months," she said, shaking her head angrily. "When he blocked the door, the only thing I could think to do was text you. It was exactly like the creep at the coffee shop! Knowing you were nearby was... it made me..."

Her chest hitched as she sobbed. I pulled her into a hug, feeling her tremble in my arms.

"My office is right next door," I assured her. "I'll always be close by. I won't let him bother you again."

She looked up at me, her blue eyes filled with gratitude. After a long moment, she pulled away, seeming much calmer.

"Let me take you to Human Resources," I urged her. "We can go over there right now."

"I don't want to get HR involved," Bel said. "Tristan's connected with the top people here. I don't want to lose my job."

"But if you don't do anything, he'll keep trying."

"Maybe not," Bel smiled. "He seems pretty scared of you."

"He's a predatory loser," I said. "Growing up, I knew lots of guys like him. They act tough until a real man steps up to them."

"He ran away so fast," Bel chuckled.

It was good to see Bel smile, but I was worried about her.

"I still think you should go to HR."

"Maybe. I'll think about it." She eyed me curiously. "What did you mean about the CEO taking a special interest in you? Was it a bluff?"

"No bluff," I said. "Katherine Fields wants to work closely with me."

Bel looked very curious, but she didn't press further.

"I hope Tristan doesn't get you fired," she said.

"He won't," I assured her. "I just want to make sure you're going to be okay."

She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips.

"I will be. And... I have something for you."

She took a rolled-up piece of paper from her desk and handed it to me. I unrolled it and found a detailed painting of my erect penis, done in watercolor. I laughed, genuinely impressed.

"This is amazing, Bel. I never expected to see my cock in such a beautiful piece of art."

She looked up at me, her cheeks flushed.

"You inspire me, Jake. And you make me feel safe."

Before I could respond, she leaned in and kissed me. Our tongues met in a gentle caress. She pulled back, breathless and wide-eyed. I looked at her, smiling in wonder.

The moment lingered, the two of us lost in each other's gaze.


Chapter 12



“This is just the start.”

"And now all she eats is sardines!" Bel said, her voice exasperated. "She says it's a cleansing diet."

"I've heard of that online," I said. "Influencers pushing it hard."

Bel rolled her eyes. The two of us were sitting in the break room, having sandwiches and salad Bel had brought from her apartment. Bel enjoyed preparing meals for us. She'd even brought two cupcakes for dessert.

Bel went on telling me about her crazy roommate.

"I'm okay if she wants to eat what she wants. But there are all these tin cans lying around with fish oil in them and they reek so bad! The whole apartment smells like rotten fish."

Bel leaned across the table, her voice lowering.

"And her farts are nauseating. Like, completely toxic. I've been thinking about breaking out some of my old COVID masks to block the stench!"

The two of us giggled together. After the incident with Tristan, eating lunch with Bel felt different. Like there was a new bond between us. The talk flowed easily, but we kept having comfortable silences where we just looked at each other and smiled.

We're just crushing, I warned myself. Try not to make it more than it is.

But it did feel like more than a crush. When I was with Bel, it felt like something real.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, interrupting our conversation. I pulled it out and saw a message from Katherine asking me to come to her office immediately.

I felt a mix of excitement and reluctance reading that message. Excitement at being summoned by the CEO, but reluctance to leave Bel.

"I have to go see the CEO," I said apologetically.

"Oh, okay. I'll see you later then?"

"Absolutely."

We exchanged quiet grins before I finally headed for the private elevator.

On the 45th floor, the elevator doors slid open. Before I could step outside, Katherine stepped into the elevator. She was dressed in a sleek black pantsuit, her blonde hair pulled back into a tight bun.

"There's a car waiting for us in the garage. We have an investment meeting to attend."

"Of course, Ms. Fields."

As the elevator descended, Katherine turned to me. She regarded me cooly, her eyes gliding over me.

"I was informed you were cleared of any STIs."

"Clean as a whistle," I said, thinking of Denise sucking my dick the night before.

"Excellent. I'm very pleased that you'll be able to accompany me to the presentation. I'm sure you'll provide the edge I need to perform at my best."

"I won't let you down."

Katherine frowned at my suit. She ran a finger down my lapel.

"Jake, you need to dress better if you're going to accompany me to these events."

"I'll buy a better suit when I get my first paycheck," I assured her.

"Not soon enough. I hope that we'll be attending many more events together. This thrift store suit simply will not do."

I felt a thrill run through me at the thought of accompanying Katherine to more events. I still wasn't entirely sure what she expected of me, but I was eager to find out.

Lolo was waiting for us in a luxury town car. The car was spacious, but the big man barely fit behind the wheel. While he drove, I noticed Lolo kept his pistol in an electronic safe on the passenger seat. He drove carefully, his eyes constantly scanning the road ahead.

An hour later, we were at the Convention Center near the airport. Event security escorted Katherine into the venue. I trailed behind her, feeling like one of those fishes that follow sharks, just trying to stay close while also staying out of the way.

Katherine was in her element here. She took control of her environment and made sure things went the way she wanted. Seeing her so confident and in charge was a turn-on. Everyone was so attentive to her, jumping at her commands.

But me? I couldn't help but remember Katherine on her knees in front of me, eagerly smearing my cum all over her luscious tits. It was a secret I had, one that no one knew but me and Katherine.

And more cum to come, I joked to myself. She didn't make me get tested for nothing.

As Katherine huddled with a group of advisers, I wandered into the main hall where she was going to give her presentation. It was full of well-dressed investors, mostly Asian. They seemed like a serious group with serious money to back them.

"Badge, please."

A tall security guard loomed over me. I showed him the plastic badge I'd been given. He took it suspiciously, scanning the QR code with a badge reader.

I wasn't offended by his skepticism. In my second-hand suit, I knew I did not look like I belonged at this gathering.

The guard's attitude quickly changed when he saw I was with Katherine Fields.

"Thank you, sir. Please let me or any of the staff know if you need anything."

"I will."

"Enjoy the event, sir."

I spent the next few minutes just taking in the crowd. The sense of power and privilege in the air was striking. It made me respect Katherine even more to know how she dominated situations such as these.

But even the famous Katherine Fields needs an edge. She needs my masculine energy, my masculine drive, my masculine confidence. That's why I am here. Today, my job is satisfying the CEO.

I didn't know if I believed any of the ideas Katherine had explained to me. It seemed like a lot of woo-woo bullshit, to be honest. At the same time, Katherine Fields was one of the most successful executives in her field. She was rich, powerful, and famous.

Who was I to say her ideas were wrong?

As if hearing my thoughts, I got a message from Katherine.

"Come to the Green Room. I need you."

I hurried to the Green Room, my heart hammering in my chest. Despite my nervousness, I found myself getting hard at the thought of what Katherine expected of me.

When I entered the large room, I was surprised to find Katherine alone. Lolo and all her staff had left. It was just me and her.

Katherine had changed into a navy skirt suit, the jacket open to reveal a hint of cleavage. Her blonde hair was swept back, a few loose tendrils framing her face.

"Lock the door behind you, Jake," she ordered.

I did as she instructed. When I turned around, I found Katherine standing right beside me.

"I had everyone else leave. No one will interrupt us, so you can relax and enjoy this moment."

"Yes, Ms. Fields."

"Kate.”

"Kate,” I repeated.

Katherine's lips curved in a sexy smile.

"Are you ready to infuse me with your masculine energy, Jake?"

My cock twitched at her words. There was nothing more I wanted to do.

Wordlessly, I pulled my shirt out of my pants, unbuttoning it. Katherine's eyes lit up as she took in my naked torso. I could almost feel her lust, like a physical heat coming off her.

I undid my belt, pausing to make sure this was what she wanted.

"Hurry," she breathed, stepping closer. "I need your cock inside me."

I shucked my pants and briefs, kicking them aside. My hard-on bobbed before me, thick and veiny. Katherine dropped to her knees with a delighted sigh. Her hands reached for my dick, but her eyes remained locked on mine, watching my reaction.

She licked the tip, circling the sensitive ridge with her wet tongue. Her mouth closed around the crown, sucking gently. Her fist pumped my shaft, lubed with her saliva, making wet, squelching sounds. She moaned around my cock, looking up at me with those beautiful green eyes.

The reality hit me hard. I was a 21-year-old guy in a thrift store suit. The sight of this 43-year-old woman, the CEO of Seta Gialla and my actual boss, down on her knees and sucking my cock? My mind was blown. This was every man's fantasy come to life.

And this was just the start.

Katherine pulled my dick out of her mouth, stroking it as she admired my size. Her lips closed around my shaft again, this time taking more of me inside her mouth. Her tongue pressed into the underside of my cock while her mouth worked up and down, sucking hard.

I watched in the makeup mirror as she deep-throated me, taking my entire length in her mouth until her lips touched my pelvis.

"Good girl," I complimented her. "You suck cock like a fucking pro, Kate."

I was ready to go and Katherine knew it. She rose gracefully to her feet and turned her back to me. She hiked up her skirt and pulled her lacy black panties to the side, exposing her bare pussy. Her slit glistened with slick juices.

"I'm so wet for you, Jake," she murmured, bending over a nearby table. "Get that fat cock inside me, darling."

I stepped up behind her, my hands on her supple hips. I teased her pussy with the tip of my cock, making her moan and push back against me as I smeared my precum over her pussy. Pulling her ass wide open, I eased into her, feeling her tight, wet heat envelop my aching cock.

"Oh yes!" she gasped as I slid home. "Gods above, you're so fucking huge!"

I started to piston in and out of her, watching in the mirror as my thick member disappeared inside her snatch. I gripped her hips tighter, pounding into her harder, making her tits swing beneath her silk blouse. My balls slapped against her, my cock thrusting so deep I felt my cockhead bump against her cervix.

Katherine cried out, rubbing her clit furiously.

"I'm going to cum!" she moaned.

Her pussy clamped down on my dick, rippling as her orgasm rolled through her. She shuddered, her hips bucking back against me, riding out her climax. I kept thrusting into her, enjoying the vibration of her pussy against my cock.

"I'm going to cum, too," I grunted, unable to hold back any longer.

"Please, baby!" she urged. "Shoot your hot load inside me."

My balls tightened as I unloaded jet after jet of cum into her pussy. I growled as I pumped my sperm deep inside her greedy hole. Like every other girl, it was too much for her to contain. Hot white load leaked out of her and dripped down her creamy thighs.

I pulled out, admiring my cum drooling out of her gaping entry. It was stretched open from my thick cock, glistening and inflamed with her pleasure. I slapped my dripping cock against her hole, loving the wet smacking sound of my boss's well-used pussy.

Katherine pulled her panties back on, covering her soaked slit. She tucked her skirt down and straightened her clothing, quickly transforming back into the composed CEO.

She beckoned me close. I stepped forward, my breath still ragged from pounding her.

"Thank you, Jake," she said, her voice a low purr. "My power is centered, my balance fixed."

"You look fucking amazing," I told her, seeing the dewy glow on her face.

"I feel amazing. This is just the start. Your unique talents will prove critical to me in the coming months. There are many business challenges ahead. I'll need your energy to complete mine."

"I'm here to help, Kate. Whatever and whenever. Just say the word."

She smiled, a deep satisfaction in her eyes.

"Go to the Main Hall and stand in the back near the door. I'll look for you there."

I zipped up and dressed while Katherine touched up her makeup. I left the Green Room, my body still buzzing with adrenaline. Lolo was standing guard outside the door. He nodded at me as I passed.

The Main Hall was filled with the hum of conversation as investors and executives networked. I took my position by the door, blending into the background.

Twenty minutes later, the hum died down as Katherine stepped onto the stage. She looked radiant and powerful, her beauty undeniable. The spotlight shone on her, making her seem like she was glowing. The audience murmured in appreciation as she began her presentation.

I exhaled, taking in the scene. There she was, on stage, the eyes of hundreds of investors on her. The knowledge that Katherine was full of my cum, her panties sticky with my sperm, was a huge rush. She was marked by me, hidden beneath her polished exterior.

I felt a sense of pride, of possession, knowing that I had given her something she desperately needed. As she spoke, her eyes scanned the crowd and locked onto mine. A small smile played on her lips, hinting at our shared secret.

I returned her smile, my back straightening. It didn't matter that I was 21 or that my suit was from a thrift store.

At that moment, I felt like the most powerful man in the room.


Chapter 13



“A balancing of the scales.”

"And if Sir would please raise his arms?"

I did as the tailor asked. He wound his cloth tape measure around my chest and marked a number down in his little notepad.

The tailor's name was Clive. He was a middle-aged man with a waxed mustache and an English accent. Katherine had brought me to his private shop after finishing her presentation.

The shop was classy and understated. Bundles of fabric surrounded us. A few completed suits hung on the racks, along with a few shirts and ties.

Katherine watched closely as Clive took my measurements. She was still flushed from her triumphant presentation and the responses she was getting from the investors.

As Clive measured my feet for custom shoes, I let my eyes linger on Katherine. She looked so stylish and proper in her tailored clothing. Knowing she was still wearing her cum-soaked panties beneath the power suit made my dick throb.

I am more than ready to give Ms. Fields another blessing of my masculine energy.

Katherine must have sensed my growing arousal. She returned my gaze steadily, her eyes narrowing slightly with lust.

"And what would Madame wish me to prepare for Sir?"

"Five suits," Katherine said briskly, returning her attention to the tailor. "Each with two shirts, two ties, matching belt. Worsted wool and one in silk blend. Absolutely no linen! Two pairs of shoes, natural colors, matching socks. Oh, and a tuxedo. You know the style we prefer at Seta Gialla."

"I know very well, Madame."

"Excellent. As you can see from his outfit, this order is urgent."

The two of them looked at my thrift-store suit folded on a nearby table. The disgust in their eyes almost made me laugh out loud.

"Of course, Ms. Fields. I'll have my sewing team make it their top priority."

"And the pants?" Katherine asked. "Can you make sure to accommodate his... anatomy? Unsightly bulges must be eliminated. In business settings, we must be discreet."

"We are very adept at such requirements," Clive assured her. "Serving the well-endowed gentleman is a specialty of ours."

"Thank you, Clive."

After my measurements were done, Katherine and I returned to the waiting town car.

"I am famished," Katherine sighed, slumping in the leather car seat. "Lolo? We'll have an early dinner at my favorite restaurant, Chez Allard Dubois."

"Yes, ma'am," Lolo replied.

"You'll like it, Jake. They serve the most elegant filet mignon there."

"I'm looking forward to it."

"I'll also introduce you to a friend. Grace Johnson. She is one of the main shareholders of Seta Gialla, Inc. You must have met her son by now?'

"Son?"

"Tristan. He is the lead at the Seta Gialla offices."

My heart sank. Bel had said that Tristan was connected to the top of Seta Gialla. I had no idea that prick was the son of one of the company's biggest investors.

I remembered my confrontation with Tristan. After what he did to Bel, I'd almost had to kick his ass to get him to leave. His threats to go to Katherine were not something I could ignore.

No point in beating around the bush. I have to take this head-on.

I cleared my throat.

"Katherine?"

"Kate, darling. I insist you call me Kate when we're alone."

"Kate. There's something I need to tell you. It's about Tristan."

"He's an absolute monster, isn't he?"

I blinked in surprise.

"Yes," I said. "Yes, he is."

"Did he do something awful to you?"

"Not to me, no. I mean, he was a huge asshole when we first met and still is. But this is not about me. It's about Bel."

"Bel? Our social media and engagement researcher?"

"She's also a talented artist."

"How lovely for her."

"Yeah. So anyway, there was an incident with her and Tristan."

"Go on," Katherine said in a dry tone.

"This morning, Bel texted me for help. Tristan was in her office. He was sexually harassing her. Really, it was almost assault. I stepped in and got him to leave."

"How?"

"By threatening to hurt him. Tristan said he would get you to fire me. I told him to go ahead and try, but warned him that you had plans for me."

"I see. And did you expand upon those plans?"

"No, of course not. I just said it to make Tristan back down."

Katherine was silent for a long time. She gazed out the window, watching the city pass by.

"I'll tell him to leave Bel alone," Katherine said. "He will give her a wide berth, I promise. I take these sorts of things very seriously, Jake. Rest assured, your friend Bel will no longer be bothered by Tristan."

"Thank you, Kate."

"I wish I could fire that cretin, but even my power as CEO has its limits. Grace Johnson is my friend and she is also on the Board of Directors. Removing her son from Seta Gialla is impossible."

"I understand. I appreciate whatever you can do."

"Excellent. This has been a splendid day, Jake. Let's not mar it with talk of Tristan Johnson."

Her hand settled in my lap. Katherine stroked my cock through my pants. She seemed to take comfort by fondling it. By the time we got to the restaurant, I was already semi-hard.

Chez Allard Dubois turned out to be a large establishment nestled among high-rise apartments. We didn't bother going through the front door, but were let in through a side entrance. I got a glimpse of the luxurious main dining room and well-stocked bar.

Our host led us away from the main dining room to the back of Chez Allard Dubois. He seated us in a private dining room. With wood paneling and a window looking out onto an enclosed garden, it felt like we were in a private home instead of a restaurant.

I'd never been in a private dining room like this. A small chandelier provided muted light, while an elegant chaise lounge stood against the rear wall. A weird poster was prominently displayed by the window.

"That's an original lithograph, signed by Picasso," Katherine said, seeing my interest.

"I've heard of Picasso. That must be worth a lot."

"Less than you might think," Katherine chuckled. "Never liked his work, personally."

"Yeah. That poster is kinda stupid. Like, what am I even looking at?"

Katherine laughed, patting my arm. I took in the details of our surroundings, trying not to seem like a bumpkin.

Our server brought our drinks and menus. Once again, I encountered something new. I'd never seen a menu with only five items listed and no prices.

If you have to ask, you probably can't afford it.

I'd always thought that was just some movie bullshit, but Chez Allard Dubois was proving me wrong. I was glad Katherine was with me. She looked like she was in her natural habitat.

Our meal was brought to us by a staff of three servers. The filet mignon turned out to be as good as Katherine had promised.

"This is the best beef I've ever tasted," I told Katherine. "It's amazing."

"I'm glad you're enjoying it," Katherine said as she ate her Sole Meunière, a fried fish dish.

I savored the filet mignon, the tender meat almost melting in my mouth. Katherine chatted enthusiastically about the first round of investments for her new venture.

"They will want to see proof of concept, of course. I anticipated that and have prototypes ready to go. Always under-promise and over-deliver, Jake. It solidifies your reputation with the investor class."

As Katherine talked, my mind wandered to Bel. I thought about the delicious homemade soup she had brought me. The food I was eating was amazing, but the simple pleasure of Bel's cooking was what I truly craved.

I wondered what Bel was doing at that moment. I hoped she was okay. Katherine had assured me that Tristan wouldn't bother her anymore, but I couldn't shake off the worry completely.

We finished our dessert of crème brûlée. The creamy custard and caramelized sugar was a perfect ending to the meal. Just as I set my spoon down, there was a knock at the door. It opened, and a woman stepped into the room.

In her late 40s, she was tall and elegant, her blonde hair styled in a sleek bob. Her blue eyes scanned the room, a small smile playing on her lips. She wore a tailored cream-colored pantsuit that probably cost an obscene amount. A gold and diamond necklace hung around her neck, matching the gold heels she wore.

Katherine and I rose from our seats as the woman greeted Katherine, kissing her on both cheeks.

"Kate, my love, there's so much chatter about your presentation today!"

"Grace, I'm so glad you could make it," Katherine replied, beaming. "I'm very excited about our future endeavors."

"As am I," Grace said, turning her gaze to me.

"Much of the credit for today goes to this young man," Katherine said, gesturing to me. "Grace Johnson, meet Jake Conner. Jake, this is Grace Johnson, a long-time friend and one of our major shareholders. She is also a part-owner of Chez Allard Dubois."

Grace stepped forward, kissing me on both cheeks. I caught a whiff of her perfume, the plumeria scent of the original Seta Gialla Parfum filling my nostrils.

"A pleasure to meet you, Jake," she said, her eyes meeting mine.

"And you," I replied, noting how much she resembled her handsome son.

"How old are you, young man?"

"Twenty-one."

"Twenty-one? Absolutely scandalous! Katherine, you cradle robber!"

"I assure you, Mr. Conner is most willing," Katherine laughed.

"Are you?" Grace asked me softly. "Are you very willing, Jake?"

"I am."

Grace's eyes probed mine. She was old enough to be my mother, but I felt my cock throbbing as she looked me over. The look in her eyes was not subtle.

"Is he clean?" Grace asked.

"Very clean," Katherine replied. "Tested just yesterday."

"How tempting. You look like a very healthy young man, Jake."

"I do my best," I said.

"I'm sure you do. May I tell you a story?"

"Please."

We sat together, our chairs close enough so that our knees touched. It was a gesture that Mrs. Johnson and Katherine both seemed to enjoy.

"There once was a beautiful young girl who fell in love with a much older man," Mrs. Johnson began. "He was handsome and rich and very sweet. This older man promised the girl to give her the world, wrapped in a bow. They married and had a son and lived happily after... until the day the girl found out her Prince Charming liked to sleep with other young women all around the world. In fact, while his wife was home alone being faithful to her husband, he was out having orgies with high-priced prostitutes. When the girl found out, she divorced her husband's elderly ass and took him for all she could get. Jake, have you guessed who that girl might have been?"

"I think I have."

"Smart boy. In a few minutes, I'm going to meet my ex-husband for a friendly dinner where we discuss some business matters that must be attended to. It will be a very cordial meeting, very civilized. And I'd very much like to attend this friendly meeting with my belly full of a young man's cum. It is a habit I indulge in when seeing my ex-husband. A balancing of the scales, so to speak. Do you think you can help me with that?"

I glanced at Katherine. She was watching this scene unfold with a sly smile on her lips. I suddenly understood why Katherine had chosen to dine in this private room.

I returned my attention to the sexy older woman seated beside me.

"I think I can help you, Mrs. Johnson."

"How wonderful!"

Grace stood and I followed. She threaded her arm through mine and led me to the chaise lounge.

"This chaise was once owned by a French courtesan who had a penchant for younger men," Grace told me, unbuttoning my pants and sliding them down along with my boxers. "When the courtesan retired, she commissioned a famous furniture designer to make replicas to sell to her adoring fans. This is one of a kind, though. The original piece. I always admired this courtesan and bought it at an auction."

Grace's hands slid to my hips, pulling me close as she regarded my hardening cock with lustful eyes.

"Oh my, I see Kate has already made her mark on you, Jake," Grace said, noticing a smear of pink lipstick at the base of my cock. "Such a minx, isn't she?"

"Jake has been most helpful," Katherine said. "His male energy was just what I needed before my presentation today. It worked wonders. Plus, he made me cum harder than I have in quite some time."

"I don't doubt it. And his load?"

"He filled me to the brim. In fact, I'm still squelching when I walk."

"Outrageous!" Grace laughed. "Well, it seems I have some catching up to do. But how rude of me. I should ask if you're able to perform again, young Jake."

"That won't be a problem," I told her. "Especially with someone as pretty as you, Mrs. Johnson."

Grace blushed, looking flustered for a moment. Katherine gave an appreciative snort of laughter.

Damn, Jake, you're making the CEO and her rich friend turn into giggling schoolgirls!

"You're a charmer, Mr. Conner," Grace smiled. "Let's see if you can back up those words."

Grace dropped to her knees and took hold of my cock. Despite her upscale demeanor and classy appearance, Grace Johnson slobbered over my dick like a pro. The woman quickly showed that she had serious cock sucking skills. I could see why her ex-husband fell for her.

Her tongue circled my shaft before sinking lower to tease my balls. Up and down her mouth went, deep-throating me completely without a hint of gagging, then pulling off to tongue the head of my cock. Grace knew exactly what she was doing. Her eyes roamed my face as she sucked me off, making sure to hold eye contact.

I glanced over at Katherine. I was surprised to find her masturbating as she watched the show.

I guess this is also how I will service Katherine, I thought. Satisfying her and her sexy friends.

Being my CEO's boy-toy didn't bother me at all. Fucking beautiful older women was no chore. I was willing and able, eager to show Katherine what I had to offer.

I threaded my fingers through Grace's hair, guiding her movements as my orgasm built. Katherine's eyes were narrowed as she thrummed her clit, watching her friend worshipping my cock as she had done a few hours earlier.

"I'm close," I groaned, my balls tightening.

Katherine gave me a naughty wink. I looked down at Grace's face. I pictured her son, Tristan. The idea of having that asshole's mother giving me head sent me crashing into a powerful orgasm.

Grace moaned as my cum splashed against the back of her throat. She gobbled up every drop, sucking me dry. My legs shook as I lost myself in the pulsing waves of my climax.

I shuddered as I emptied the last drops from my balls, my dick still twitching in Grace's mouth. Grace gave my cock a final kiss, then stood up, dabbing at her lips and removing the last traces of my cum from her chin.

"What a specimen you found, Kate! Congratulations."

"He's an exceptional young man," Katherine said, wiping her sticky hand clean with a linen napkin.

"Thank you for your attention, Jake," Grace said. "Your cock is a treasure and your load was astounding. I do hope to see you again."

"Jake will be a regular presence from now on," Katherine beamed. "I promise."

"Wonderful," Grace said. "Now, I believe I have what I need to deal with my ex-husband. Lovely to meet you, Mr. Conner."

"And you, Mrs. Johnson."

Hardly believing what had just happened, I watched as Grace Johnson left the room, her heels clicking on the wooden floor.

Grace's lipstick and slobber were smeared all over my dick. I tucked my sticky cock back into my boxers. I pulled up my pants and buttoned up.

"Well done, Jake."

"Thank you, Kate."

My thoughts turned back to the office. For the first time, I was looking forward to seeing Tristan again.


Chapter 14



“I just wanted to see you again.”

I stepped back into the Seta Gialla offices with a sigh. It was just past 6 o'clock and the office was deserted. Most of the lights were shut off and the space was lit by the last of the daylight.

After the crazy day I just had, the calmness of the empty office matched my mood. I was drained and tired, ready to relax.

I made my way to my office, shutting the door behind me. I took off my cheap suit and changed into a hoody and jeans. I was getting used to wearing a coat and tie, but it was still a relief to put on my usual clothes. I felt more like myself again.

Katherine had offered the town car to take me home, but I told her I had more work to do on my report. In truth, I didn't want her to know I was crashing at the office. It still felt like I was breaking some rule or sneaking around somehow.

It was worth it, though. Not having the exhausting commute made things a hell of a lot easier for me.

I settled down at my computer, pulling up the report I was supposed to be working on.

But first, a little distraction to relax.

I clicked over to YouTube, scrolling through the local news channels. I was midway through a clip about a deer that had entered a daycare when I heard a soft knock at my door.

"Come in, Denise," I called out, assuming it was my old friend coming to hang out.

The door creaked open, but it wasn't Denise's curvy figure that slipped inside.

"I'm not Denise," Bel said. "Is it still okay for me to come in?"

"Of course," I said, sitting up straight in my chair. "What are you still doing here, Bel?"

"Waiting for you."

"What? Really?"

"No," she giggled. "I was just finishing something up and heard you come in."

"Well, I'm glad you did. What kept you here so late?"

Bel sighed, pushing her glasses up her nose. She frowned, collecting her thoughts.

"It's my roommate. She's having her friends over and... let's just say it's not my kind of party." She wrinkled her nose. "They smoke pot, do yoga, and play this droning ambient music. I can't stand it."

"That sucks," I said, trying to be diplomatic.

"It's awful," Bel said. "I don't know how much longer I can live with her."

"Damn. I'm sorry you have to deal with that, Bel."

"Yeah, me too." She glanced at my duffel bag and the suit draped over my sofa. "Are you sleeping here?"

"Yeah, Denise recommended it. Beats the long commute."

"Denise?" Bel asked, tilting her head.

"She's an old classmate," I explained. "She supervises the cleaning crew here. We reconnected when I stayed late to work one night."

Bel's fingers traced the edge of my desk, her voice soft again.

"Did you used to date her?"

"Denise? No," I said, shaking my head. "She was friends with my girlfriend, Sarah. Dee only dated girls back then. We acted in the school play together."

"And now you work in the same building? That's kinda crazy."

"I know. What are the odds?"

"It must be nice to have someone you know like that."

"It was really cool to see her again," I said. "We hang out a bit when I stay late. She's still the same awesome girl I knew in school."

"That's sweet," Bel said. "So, how was your day with Katherine Fields?"

I hesitated, choosing my words carefully.

"It was... fascinating."

Bel's eyes met mine again, holding my gaze this time.

"You really are developing a special relationship with her?"

"Yeah. I guess I am."

"Is your special relationship with her... romantic?"

I shifted in my seat, uncomfortable with the question.

"I can't discuss our relationship, Bel."

She nodded, looking down at her hands.

"Not discussing it is kinda confirming it, in a way."

"You have a point," I admitted.

This conversation was treading on dangerous ground. Bel cleared her throat and changed the subject.

"So, uh... I was thinking I could finish. If you want."

"Finish?"

"What we were doing. When I was, you know, taking pictures? I could finish it now, if you want."

It took me a moment to realize Bel was talking about the blowjob she'd given me before Katherine had interrupted with her urgent summons.

The hesitant but excited look on Bel's face was really cute. Sadly, finishing Bel's blowjob was not doable. Just an hour ago, I had unloaded down the throat of Grace Johnson. Tristan's mother had sucked every last drop out of me. I wasn't ready to perform again.

"I'm sorry, Bel. I don't think so. It's just--"

"Oh, it's okay, that's fine," Bel interrupted, a queasy expression on her face. "It's not a problem. I know I'm not very good at it and don't have much experience, so of course you wouldn't want to go through that again with me. And with you and Denise and Katherine, I totally understand if you don't want to see me again and--"

I put my arms on Bel's shoulders, stopping her embarrassed rambling. I tilted her chin up so she would look at me.

"Bel, this has nothing to do with you or your lack of experience. There's nothing more I'd love than for you to finish what we started. It's just that I can't right now. Like, it's physically not possible."

"Really?" she asked quietly, searching my eyes.

"Really. I just can't."

"Do you think I'm ugly?"

"I think you are beautiful, Bel. I have since the moment I first saw you."

"When you rescued me from that creep. Just like you rescued me from Tristan."

"I talked with Ms. Fields about Tristan," I said. "I explained what happened. She assured me that Tristan will never bother you again."

"She told you that?"

"She did."

"Wow, Jake. You truly do have a special relationship with our CEO, don't you?"

"I do," I said.

Bel bit her lip. That shy, nervous look was back in her eyes.

"It's okay if you don't want to hang out with me, Jake. I understand. Katherine Fields is so glamorous and she could certainly help your career. And I'm sure your friend Denise is really pretty, too. I don't want you to feel like you have to let me down easy or anything."

"Bel, stop," I said. "You're one of the best things about working at Seta Gialla. I definitely want to keep seeing you."

"And I want to keep seeing you, Jake."

Bel pulled me into a hungry kiss. Her arms wrapped tight around my neck as our lips pressed, her tongue inviting me in. I rubbed her back as we kissed, enjoying the press of her slim body against mine.

With a last caress, Bel broke the kiss. She was breathless, her eyes shining.

"That was nice," she sighed.

"Yeah, it was."

"Jake? I kinda lied to you."

"Lied?"

Bel nodded. "About why I stayed late. I actually was waiting for you. I just wanted to see you again."

"I'm glad you did."

We kissed again. Bel rested her face against my chest as I stroked her red hair.

"I have to get going," Bel murmured. "My stupid roommate should be done by now. Hopefully, the pot smoke will have cleared by the time I get back."

"Okay. Have a safe trip home."

"Enjoy your night here at the office. I'll see you tomorrow."

With a peck on the cheek, Bel left my office. I heard her footsteps echoing down the hall.

Alone again, I returned to my desk and sat back down at my computer. My report stared back at me from my monitors, its numbers still waiting to be crunched and sorted.

"What a day," I sighed.

The taste of Bel's lip gloss lingered in my mouth. The feeling of her in my arms made me feel warm inside.

"Concentrate," I muttered.

I pushed away all the churning thoughts in my head. Katherine, Denise, Bel-- I quieted them down and focused my mind on the task at hand. Stretching my shoulders, I pulled my keyboard closer and got back to doing my job.


Chapter 15



“This is my statement against the patriarchy.”

I sat back from my computer and wiped my tired eyes. The report was finally done. I felt mentally and physically exhausted.

I looked up at the clock and was shocked to see it was almost 10 o'clock. Time flew by when you were deep in the numbers.

My mouse hovered over the SEND on my email. I knew Katherine would see the time that I emailed the report. She might ask why I was at the office so late.

Was it better to have it waiting when she came to the office? Or send it in the morning?

Fuck it. Let's roll.

I took a deep breath and hit SEND. I felt a rush of relief that my first big report was done. Now all that was left was for me to answer any questions Katherine might have.

I jumped as my phone buzzed. For a weird moment, I thought it was Katherine responding to my email.

I checked my phone and saw a message from Denise.

"U still here bro?" she asked.

I responded, "Working late, but finally finished."

"Come chill with me in my place."

"OMW"

I headed upstairs and went to the hidden room. Denise was on the sofa, watching her usual YouTube videos. I flopped down on the sofa beside her and leaned back, exhaling quietly.

"You look beat, dude."

"I'm worn out. Long day."

"Oh really? Spill. Tell me everything."

"Well," I began, "I finished the report, but it took me forever. I had to go through all the data and make sure everything was accurate. And then I had to format it in a way that made sense. It was a lot of work."

"I don't care about your report, nerd. Tell me what you did with our fearless leader, Kate."

I couldn't help the small smile that crept across my face. Denise nudged my elbow, but I shook my head.

"Can't talk about it," I said.

"Why not?"

"Because a gentleman never kisses and tells."

"Oh, shit!" Denise gasped. "You fucked her?"

"A gentleman never kisses and tells."

"You did! You fucked Katherine Fields."

I stretched my arms above my head and let out a long yawn.

"Enough about me," I said. "How was your day, Denise?"

She rolled her eyes. "Oh, it was a magical adventure managing my team of cleaners. We discovered an Elven Kingdom hidden behind the recycling bins."

"Really? Is it ruled by a king or a queen?"

"It's a democracy now," she said sarcastically. "After they executed the Elf King for not spilling the tea about his day."

I laughed and pulled her close, mussing her hair like she was my kid sister. She slapped my chest, but I could tell she liked it. She stayed pressed against me, resting her head on me. We relaxed like that, just enjoying holding each other.

"Thanks for the tip about sleeping in the office," I said after a while. "It's so nice not to have to commute every day from my shitty apartment."

"How'd you sleep on the sofa?" she asked.

"Comfortable. Slept like a baby."

"You using the health club facilities?"

"Yep," I said. "Gonna start working out there, too."

Denise slipped her hand under my shirt and rubbed my belly.

"You better," she teased. "You're gaining weight. Getting a little pot belly."

"Hey, I had a huge meal! Filet mignon."

"Oh, so fancy."

"Damn right. I'm a fancy boy now."

"One who's getting kinda plush."

"Hell yeah," I joked. "Soon I'll look like a fat laughing Buddha."

"The fat Buddha is actually a Chinese monk," Denise corrected. "The real Buddha was super skinny from his meditations."

"Don't care," I said. "I'm gonna become fat laughing Buddha. That guy knew how to live."

"He was celibate."

"Really?"

"Really. He lost interest in women and all other worldly attachments when he became enlightened."

"How do you know all that?"

"I'm Asian, I grew up with that shit. So, still want to be like Buddha?"

"Fuck no."

"That's what I thought."

"I could never turn down these," I laughed, cupping Denise's breasts. "Huge Asian Titties. It's like a porn category."

"Or Big Dicks," Denise said, giving my cock a gentle squeeze. "That's another popular one."

"You watch porn?" I teased. "Shocking!"

"Of course," she said. "Like... Help! I'm stuck in this dryer, bro!"

The two of us dissolved into a fit of giggles, clutching at each other tightly as we laughed. Denise lifted my shirt and pressed her face against my stomach, blowing a loud raspberry.

"Shit, that tickles!" I cried out.

I moved to push her away, but stopped. Denise had gone from blowing raspberries to licking my lower belly. She deftly opened my jeans and slid her hand inside. I sighed as Denise massaged my cock.

"That feels nice," I told her. "But I don't think I can do anything, Dee. I'm pretty worn out."

"That sounds like a challenge," she murmured against my skin.

"It's really not. My day was crazy and..."

My words trailed off as Denise took my cock into her warm, wet mouth.

I shouldn't have been surprised that I was getting hard again. A few hours had passed and Denise was great at sucking dick. I groaned as she slid her soft lips up and down my shaft, her tongue flicking delicately beneath the tip.

"Fuck that feels good," I murmured. "How'd you get so good at this?"

"Fast learner," Denise purred around my cock.

She swallowed me down to the root, making me cry out.

"Goddamn, girl!" I said when she finally released me. "You lose your gag reflex overnight?"

"I practiced since last time."

"Practiced sucking dick? Like homework? Trying to make up for all those years dating girls?"

"I'm a huge slut and love cock," Denise said. "I learned from every dude I fucked. They just weren’t as big as you.”

I let out a groan as she took me back into her mouth. She had practiced well. Her soft, wet lips, her delicate tongue, and the gentle scraping against the back of her throat drove me crazy.

Taking me deep got me rock hard. Denise stood up and slipped off her pants. I noticed with pleasure that she had a full bush. Her pubic hair was wild and untamed, a thick thatch of black curls.

"What happened to body hair grooming?" I joked.

"This is my statement against the patriarchy," Denise said, poking me in the chest playfully. "Also, I like the way it feels."

"Goddamn, I've been wanting to fuck you for so long."

"I know. Feeling's mutual."

"Then why didn't you make a move before?" I asked.

"Why didn't you?"

"You know why. The whole butch lesbian thing."

"Meh. I might have gone too far with that. Oh well, making up for lost time now."

She straddled me, reaching down to line up my cock with her pussy. I stopped her.

"Take off your shirt," I told her.

Denise smiled and pulled off her t-shirt. She unhooked her bra, letting her massive tits spill free. I loved those tits. They were huge and beautiful and so soft.

"I want to see them bounce while you ride me," I told her.

Denise climbed on top of me and sank down, groaning softly as my cock filled her up. She gasped as she took my full length, her eyes clenching shut as she got used to my size.

She began to move, slowly at first, rising and falling on my cock, her massive tits jiggling. Gripping my shoulders, she started riding me faster and faster, her wide ass bouncing on my lap.

"Oh, dude, you're so fucking big," Denise moaned. Her eyes were squeezed shut and she was chewing on her lip. "Oh, motherfucker, so good..."

Denise rode my cock with her head thrown back, the cords in her neck straining. Her nails dug into me as she came with a cry, her eyes rolling back into her head.

I let her recover for a moment, then rolled her onto her back. I wedged myself between her thighs and pushed her legs back, holding her ankles as I plowed her hard. I loved the way her big tits bounced now, flopping around crazily as I pounded into her.

"Oh, yes!" Denise cried out. "Fuck me, dude. Fuck me hard. I'm gonna cum again!"

Denise came with a series of little cries. I felt her pussy contract and spasm around me and I couldn't hold back any longer. I slammed into her one last time, flooding her tight Asian pussy with my hot load.

Denise whimpered as I pumped my sperm into her, filling her up until it ran out of her. When I was finally emptied, I lay on top of my old friend, the two of us gasping for breath like fish out of water.

"That was unreal," Denise said, her hands tangled in my hair.

"Hell yeah."

"Did you make Kate cum like I just did?"

"A gentleman--"

"--never kisses and tells. Yeah, yeah. So you did make her cum."

Denise pushed me off her. I flopped back on the sofa, staring up at the ceiling.

"Good thing this is a leather couch," Denise said. "Goddamn, look at the mess you made, dude!"

I glanced at the sticky globs of cum smeared over Denise's pussy, her pubic hair matted and drenched, the sofa beneath her ass wet with my sperm.

"You love it, Dee. Admit it."

"I never said I didn't love it, nerd. I just said it's a goddamn mess. You cum so much, it gets everywhere."

"Well, I know what a skilled cleaner you are," I laughed, standing and pulling up my pants. "Have fun tidying up, Dee."

Denise swore aloud as I ran away. Her curses followed me out the door, my laughter echoing within the walls of her hideaway.


Chapter 16



“I won't forget this.”

I swam hard, my arms and legs pushing me forward. I was in an endless pool at the Packar Tower's private health club. The artificial current surged against me, forcing me to work for every inch.

My lungs burned and my muscles ached, but I loved it. Swimming was my favorite way to exercise.

Growing up poor, the public pool and the river near the trailer park were my escapes. Now, I had these luxurious exercise facilities that were part of working for Seta Gialla. The settings were wildly different, but the swimming remained the same.

My mind wandered as I powered through the water. Seta Gialla-- yellow silk. I'd looked it up last night after leaving Denise. She'd sent me several joking threats that made me chuckle.

Denise was still the firecracker I knew in school. I was looking forward to more late nights in her hideaway, more laughter, more everything.

Katherine invaded my thoughts next. The Green Room, her hungry eyes, her wild appetites. Her skirt hiked up around her waist as she bent over the makeup table. Spreading her open, feeling her tight wetness as I pushed into her. Pumping my cum deep inside her greedy pussy.

I wondered what Katherine thought of my report, if she'd call me back into her office to discuss it. Or maybe somewhere else, somewhere private? There was a lot more work for the two of us to handle.

And then there was Bel. Sweet, shy Bel. Thoughts of her made my chest tighten, an ache that was different from the excitement I felt with Katherine or the playful lust with Denise. Bel was something else.

I knew I had to take things slow with Bel. She was inexperienced and lacked self-confidence. I had to be patient and careful with her feelings. Whatever this was between us, it was worth waiting for.

I finished my swim and pulled myself out of the pool. My body was exhausted, but my mind was refreshed. A shave and a hot shower and I was ready to start another day at Seta Gialla.

I stepped into the elevator. My wet hair was slicked back and I was dressed in my sweats. I was surrounded by the usual Packar Tower crowd in their tailored suits, designer dresses, and shoes that cost more than a monthly car payment.

I remembered my first day here, how I'd felt like a fish out of water, a kid playing dress-up among these sophisticated professionals. But now, just a short time later, I saw them differently.

Behind the expensive clothes and perfect makeup, they were just people. I thought of Hell Mel with her pink hair and leather bra, struggling to send an email while making weird sexual comments about me. Hell Mel was eccentric, but she was also just a fellow employee. Unique and maybe a little bit strange, but in the end she was another person trying to make it through the day.

The elevator stopped at our floor and I stepped out, nodding to the brunette at the front desk and exchanging "Good mornings".

I continued down the main hallway that separated The Creative Side from The Business Side. I nodded at a few people I recognized, even exchanging a smile with one of the guys from Legal. I'd helped him with a printer jam a couple of days ago, and now we were on nodding terms.

It was funny how quickly I'd grown accustomed to this place and these people. Their style, their quirks-- it was all just surface stuff. Deep down, they were no different from anyone else.

Except for Katherine, of course. She was in a league of her own. Powerful, alluring, and utterly shameless. I was her secret plaything and I loved it.

As I passed between the two sides of the office, I felt a confidence I hadn't had before. I was no longer the poor kid from the wrong side of the tracks. I was Jake Conner, office tech support and data analyst. I belonged here just as much as anyone else.

I pushed open the break room door and stopped short. On the table sat a small box of donuts and a thermos. My stomach rumbled, reminding me I'd skipped breakfast.

Bel's office door creaked open, and she peeked out. My heart did a little flip. Her hair was in two pigtails, tied with velvet ribbons. With her horn-rimmed glasses, Bel looked unbearably cute.

I knew I was grinning like an idiot, but I couldn't help it.

"Hey, Jake," she said softly. "I stopped by my favorite bakery on the way to work. Thought we could share some donuts."

She pointed to the box, then the thermos.

"And I brought coffee. It's freshly brewed. I made it at home using these fair trade beans. It's got this delicious, smoky flavor. I thought you might like it."

I was touched. She'd gone out of her way for me again.

"Bel, that's super sweet of you. Thanks for thinking of me."

She blushed, her freckles standing out against her pink cheeks.

"Well, our meals together are kind of my favorite part of the day," she said, echoing what I'd told her about loving working at Seta Gialla.

"There's a maple-glazed one," Bel said, pointing into the box. "It's got this fragrant sweetness that just melts in your mouth. Then there's a blueberry cake donut. It's so moist and totally bursting with flavor. The chocolate one has this rich, dark cocoa taste. And the last one is a lemon pistachio. It's a bit tangy and the pistachios give it a nice crunch."

"Wow, they all sound amazing," I said, my mouth watering. "How about we split each one?"

Bel nodded, smiling. She went to the fridge and grabbed the half-and-half while I pulled out mugs and a knife from the drawer. We sat down and she poured the coffee as I cut the donuts in two. The aroma of the coffee filled the air, smoky and enticing, just like she'd described.

I bit into the maple-glazed donut. Bel's eyes were fixed on me. She watched as I chewed, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her sleeve.

"Is it good?" she asked.

I shook my head seriously.

"No, it's not good."

Her face fell, her disappointment clear. But before she could say anything, I grinned at her and patted her hand.

"It's not good, it's better than good," I laughed. "It tastes amazing, Bel!"

Relief washed over her features as she smiled back. I placed the other half of the donut on a napkin and slid it towards her.

"You can only get donuts like these in a big city," I said. "Nothing like them at the convenience stores where I grew up."

Bel surprised me. Instead of taking the half donut, she reached out and took my hand. She brought it to her mouth and ate the piece I'd bitten into, her lips brushing against my fingers.

I fed her the rest, letting her suck my fingers clean. We stared into each other's eyes, smiles playing on our lips.

Eventually, Bel looked away, her shyness taking over. Despite everything we'd done, she still got anxious when we were together. I reminded myself to be patient.

"How have you been, Bel? Tell me about your day."

She sighed, pushing her glasses up her nose.

"My roommate is just... she's a nightmare! Last night, she left a half-eaten burrito on the couch. I ended up sitting in it. It was so disgusting. And she was late with the rent again. I usually let it slide, but that burrito was the last straw. I told her she had to pay up."

"What happened?" I asked, taking a sip of the smoky coffee.

"She stormed off to her room and slammed the door. When I woke up this morning, she was gone. Like, vanished into thin air. No forwarding address or anything. She blocked my number and is ignoring my emails. Now I'm stuck with the whole rent payment! I need to find another roommate ASAP. I can't afford the place on my own."

An idea sparked in my mind. I set my coffee down, my hands shaking with excitement.

"I'll be your roommate, Bel."

"What?" she said, looking confused. "Are you serious?"

"Yeah," I said. "You know I've been sleeping at the office to avoid the long commute. Your apartment is close. It would be perfect for me."

Bel looked scared but intrigued, her fingers twisting together.

"You want to move in with me? The other bedroom is really small, though."

"Anything is better than the dump I'm living in. And living within walking distance of the office? I'd squeeze into a damned shoebox to have that."

"Ha, it's not that tiny!"

"I wouldn't care if it was."

"I'm not sure..."

"That's cool, just think it over," I said, not wanting to pressure her. "No rush. But yeah, I think it could work out great."

Bel promised to think about my offer, a small smile playing on her lips. We finished our donuts and coffee, chatting about nothing and everything. I felt so cozy with Bel, a gentle happiness that came from just being with her. The thought of living with Bel, seeing her every day, got me excited.

The clock hit nine and we both sighed, knowing it was time to start the day. We threw away our trash and headed to our offices. I sat down at my desk, booted up my computer, and started sorting through the help requests that had piled up overnight.

I was just starting to dig into my work when a loud pounding echoed through my office. Before I could even respond, the door burst open, and Tristan stormed in. He looked enraged.

What the fuck is this?

I rose from my desk, fists clenching at my sides, ready for a fight. Tristan charged towards me, his face a mask of fury.

For a moment, I thought he was going to attack me. To be honest, I kind of wanted that. I was more than ready to smash in his pretty boy face.

But Tristan pulled up short, just a few feet away. He was so mad his eyes were bulging out.

"What the fuck did you say to Katherine Fields about me?" he demanded.

I shrugged, keeping my voice calm.

"Just told her the truth. About you sexually harassing Bel."

"You lied to her!"

"We both know I didn't." I met his gaze head-on, not backing down. "Katherine promised me you wouldn't bother Bel anymore."

"I have no interest in ever seeing that stupid little bitch again," Tristan sneered.

"Good," I said, a satisfied smirk tugging at my lips.

Tristan pointed a finger at me, his hand trembling.

"I won't forget this, Conner. Watch your back, you white trash piece of shit."

As he turned to storm off, I called out, "How's your mother Grace been?"

Tristan stopped in his tracks, spinning around to face me.

"Why the fuck are you talking about my mother?"

I leaned against my desk, crossing my arms.

"I met her yesterday. At Chez Allard Dubois. Nice little restaurant she's got. Your mother is a lovely woman, dude. A very attractive woman. And a very accommodating woman, too."

"What the fuck does that mean?"

"Just that she seemed very interested in getting to know me better. A lot better. I'll probably be seeing her again. Sooner than later, I hope."

Tristan glared at me, his face turning an ugly shade of red. I returned his stare with a smile, enjoying the power I held over him. Seeing his angry face reminded me of his mother's face contorting as she struggled to swallow my cum.

Tristan was shaking with anger. I thought he might charge me after all. Instead, he stormed out, slamming the door behind him so hard that the walls rattled.

"Smug little bitch," I laughed.

Still grinning, I cracked my neck and shook out my fists. I felt terrific as I sat down to get to work, a sense of bone-deep satisfaction washing through me.

Today was shaping up to be a great day.


Chapter 17



“I like to be surrounded by beautiful things.”

The rain pattered against the tiny umbrella over our heads.

"Weather report never mentioned this rain," I grumbled.

"It's good for the trees," Bel laughed. "Urban trees need all the help they can get."

The late-summer showers had caught us by surprise as we walked down the city streets. Fortunately, Bel kept a pocket umbrella in her purse. It was bright yellow and barely covered the two of us.

Bel drew closer to me. Her hand, soft and warm, fit perfectly in mine. She looked up at me, her blue eyes sparkling behind her glasses, as she described the apartment.

"It's snug," she said, her voice barely audible over the sound of the pouring rain. "Two bedrooms. One full bath and a half bath. No view, no elevator, but it's cheap. Climbing four flights of stairs every day is part of the charm."

"Sounds like a good daily workout."

"That's a good way of looking at it. And it's a great building. My neighbor, Mr. Rodriguez, he's this older Dominican man who lives with his mom. He watches over the place, makes sure it's safe."

"Seems like a good guy to have around."

Bel nodded, her red hair brushing against my arm.

"And the landlord, Mrs. Cohen, she's the sweetest. Always baking these amazing things. She brings me loaves of challah bread, rugelach, knishes. So yummy!"

"I don't know what any of that is, but it sounds delicious."

Suddenly, a car roared past, its tires slashing through a deep puddle. Water exploded up and out, soaking me from waist to toe. I cursed, jumping back,

Bel squealed, then burst into laughter. Her giggles were infectious, and I found myself laughing too, despite the cold water seeping into my shoes.

"You think that's funny, huh?" I flicked water at her, making her shriek.

"Jake, stop!" she protested, laughing harder. "We're almost there. I'll put your pants in the dryer"

We hurried down the street, our laughter echoing off the wet pavement. The rain picked up, but under the little umbrella, pressed close to Bel, I barely noticed. Her joy was contagious, her warmth chasing away the chill of the rain.

We were a mess, soaked and laughing. It felt like one of those rom-coms on Netflix that Denise enjoyed watching.

Bel's apartment building was an older brick building tucked at the end of an alley. Bel led me up four flights of creaky stairs, the old wood groaning under our weight.

She fumbled with her keys at room 401. She pushed open the door and I stepped into a cozy, well-worn apartment. Exposed brick walls gave the place an urban feel. An old radiator was wedged in the corner. The wood floors were scuffed but clean. A tiny kitchenette sat tucked against one wall. The windows offered a view of the neighboring building's brick wall. Overall, the place felt homey and comfortable.

Bel's art adorned the walls. Flowers and cityscapes were all skillfully rendered. I stepped closer, admiring the detail.

"These are so cool, Bel. You're art just amazes me."

She blushed, looking down at her feet.

"I've always loved drawing. It relaxes me. And I like to be surrounded by beautiful things. Come on. Let me show you the other room."

She led me to the second bedroom. The door creaked open, revealing a mess of paper towels and cardboard boxes scattered across a twin bed. The smell hit me like a wall-- a pungent mix of stale pot and old fish.

"Damn, your roommate really did leave in a hurry," I said, wrinkling my nose.

"Yeah, sorry about that. I think a good airing out and some scrubbing will fix it. The half-bath is through there. Toilet and sink." She pointed to a small door. "And here's the full bath, attached to my bedroom."

She showed me the bathroom, a small but clean space with a claw-foot tub.

"You can shower here. Just leave your wet pants outside the door, and I'll throw them in the laundry."

"Thanks, Bel. This place is great. Really."

"I'm glad you like it, Jake."

I stripped off my wet pants, leaving them in a soggy heap outside the bathroom door. The old shower faucet groaned as I turned it. The pipes rattled in the walls, but a powerful stream of water shot out. It quickly turned hot, steam billowing up and filling the small bathroom.

I stepped into the tub, pulling the curtain closed behind me. I let the hot water wash over my chilled body. The dirty rainwater from the puddle washed off, and I relaxed under the hot spray. The water pressure was excellent, way better than the weak trickle at my apartment.

The sudden scrape of the shower curtain rings against the rod startled me. I turned to see Bel, completely naked, stepping into the tub. Her glasses were gone, her blue eyes meeting mine shyly. Water beaded on her pale skin, tracing paths down her slim body.

Bel looked just like her sketches. Her breasts were firm, tipped with pink nipples that tightened in the steamy air. A smattering of freckles were scattered across her shoulders. Her red hair, darkened by the water, clung to her neck and back.

"I got splashed too," she said, her voice barely audible over the sound of the shower. "Don't want to catch a cold. Do you mind if I join you?"

I looked her over, taking in the curve of her hips, the soft swell of her belly.

"Not at all," I said, my voice steady despite the sudden heat that coursed through me. "Plenty of room."

She bit her lip, her eyes flicking up to mine again.

"I never got to finish what I started the other day. With you."

I held her gaze, water streaming down my face.

"No time like the present."

"Yeah?"

"Yeah," I said. "Go for it, Bel. I'd like that."

Bel sank to her knees, her hands tentatively reaching for me.

The warm water cascaded over us as I ran my hands through Bel's hair. I loved the contrast of her red hair against her pale skin.

She kneeled before me, her lips parted, and took me into her mouth. Her hands roamed my thighs as she sucked, her tongue lapping around my hardening cock. I groaned, tangling my fingers in her hair, and guided her with gentle pressure.

Bel moaned softly around me, her eyes fluttering closed as hot water washed down her back. Her lips were soft and wet, her touch tentative but eager. She bobbed her head, taking more of me into her mouth with each stroke. The sloppy, wet sounds of her sucking filled the bathroom, mixing with the hiss of the shower and our heavy breathing.

"God, that feels good," I muttered, my eyes narrowing as pleasure rippled through me.

Bel hummed in response, her fingers digging into my thighs as she worked with growing enthusiasm. She seemed to feed off my encouragement, sucking harder. The warmth of the water and the feel of her soft mouth on me were an overwhelming combination.

"You're doing great, Bel," I murmured, my voice hoarse. "Faster now."

She picked up the pace, her head moving back and forth. Her tongue flickered across the underside of my shaft, and her lips tightened around me as she slid her mouth up and down.

Bel was still a little clumsy, her teeth occasionally making me flinch. I guided her hand on my shaft, showing her how to stroke me so she wouldn't gag too hard dealing with my size.

Bel was a fast learner and eager to please. Seeing her beautiful face bobbing up and down on my dick was everything I needed at that moment.

"Fuck, Bel, I'm close," I warned, my breath coming in quick gasps. "You want my load?"

She moaned, her eyes widening as she looked up at me.

"Yes, please," she whispered. "I want to taste it."

Her words sent me over the edge. I thrust my hips forward, my cock sliding deep into her mouth. I let out a low groan as I began to cum. Blast after blast of hot semen erupted from me. Milky sperm coated her tongue, flooded her mouth, and dripped down her chin. Bel moaned with pleasure and surprise, her eyes rolling back as she savored the taste of me.

"Swallow it, Bel," I urged, my hands fisting in her hair. "Take it all."

She did as I asked, gulping down my load. I felt a powerful rush of satisfaction as her throat worked, swallowing as much as she could.

When I was emptied, I guided her face into the shower stream, letting the hot water wash away the cum from her face. It swirled down the drain in sticky clumps mixed with Bel's thick saliva.

I helped Bel to her feet, our bodies still slick with water, and pulled her close.

"Your turn," I murmured, my lips brushing her ear. "Let me taste you now."

I picked her up, carrying her dripping wet body into her bedroom and laid her down on the bed. The rain pounded on the windows, a white noise that filled the room.

Bel's pussy was bare and smooth. I kneeled between her knees, spreading her legs wide, and gazed at the glistening pink folds of her pussy.

"You're beautiful," I whispered, my breath tickling her inner thighs.

"I've never done this before," she moaned softly, her fingers twisting in the bedsheets. "Any of it."

"I know."

"I... I don't want to go all the way yet."

"I'll go as far as you want," I assured her. "No further."

"I want to feel your mouth on me, Jake."

I needed no further invitation. I leaned in, my tongue flicking out to lick her. She tasted sweet and musky and clean. I lapped at her, my tongue exploring every inch of her.

I felt her shuddering beneath me. Her hands tangled in my hair, guiding me, encouraging me to explore.

I sucked her clit into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the hard nub. She gasped as I pressed my thumb against her asshole, her hips bucking off the bed.

I licked her at a steady pace, determined to give her the same pleasure she'd given me. Her moans filled the room, mingling with the sound of the rain, as I ate out her virgin pussy.

Bel's breath quickened, her body tensing, and I knew she was close. I sucked harder and felt her climax wash over her, her anus clenching again and again beneath my thumb.

She cried out, her body arching off the bed as her thighs clamped tight around my head. I kept licking her as she came, riding out her waves of pleasure.

Bel's body spasmed as she finished. Her thighs relaxed, releasing me. I crawled up to her. We clung to each other, our hearts pounding.

"Oh, wow."

Bel had nothing to say after that. I looked down at the beautiful redhead in my arms. She returned my gaze without a hint of her usual shyness. Her taste still lingered on my lips, and her body fit perfectly against mine.

We kissed as the rain splattered against the window, the night deepening outside.


Chapter 18



“Let's go, girls!”

The coffee was strong and smoky, a perfect way to begin the day. I breathed in the rich aroma before taking a sip.

"I could drink this every morning," I sighed contentedly.

I was sitting at the small table in Bel's kitchen. The sun was shining through the window, striping the table in bright bars of light. On the table was a plate stacked with pancakes and fresh fruit.

Bel sat across from me, her red hair shimmering in the sunlight, her fingers wrapped around her coffee mug.

"And it's fair trade beans," she reminded me. "No guilt, all pleasure."

"I try not to ever feel guilty," I joked.

"I need to be more like you," Bel said. "Coffee goes great with pancakes. Try some. They're buckwheat."

"You didn't have to go to all this trouble," I said. "Especially since I slept past 10."

She shook her head, her hair swaying gently over her shoulders.

"It was no problem. You had a late night getting all your stuff over here. And it was raining, so you needed all the sleep you could get. How was the bed? Was it comfortable for you?"

"The bed was comfortable, but the smell of pot and sardines was a little distracting. Still better than my old apartment, though."

Bel laughed her soft, shy laughter.

"Are you okay moving from there?" she asked.

"I was renting month to month, so there's no problem with a lease," I said, spearing a strawberry with my fork. "Besides, this apartment is way better. Especially with you as a roommate."

Bel's cheeks flushed pink, and she smiled happily at the compliment. She started piling pancakes onto a plate, scooping fresh strawberries next to them. My stomach growled in anticipation.

My phone buzzed. I glanced at the message.

"Damn, forgot all about that," I muttered.

Bel looked up, her eyes curious.

"What is it?" she asked.

"I promised to meet Denise for lunch," I said, setting my phone down.

Bel's face fell for a moment, but she quickly hid it, replacing it with a smile.

"You should go have fun with your old friend," she said. "I'll, uh... I'll clean up your room. Air out the smell."

Bel was acting cheerful, but I saw the insecurity on her face, the slight tremble in her smile.

"You should come with me," I said, leaning forward. "Denise is a fun girl. I bet the three of us will have a great time."

Bel perked up, looking excited.

"Really?" she asked. "You think she'd like me?"

"Of course!" I assured her. "It would be cool for you to make a new friend. You in?"

"Okay," she said, her voice rising. "Yeah, let's do it!"

We walked twelve blocks north, holding hands as we went. The day was sunny and clear. After the rain, the city felt cleaner, like some of the dirt had been washed away. Having a sweet girl on my arm was a pleasure. Being with Bel made everything seem a bit more vibrant.

We entered a quiet, low-traffic part of the city. In front of us was an old roller skating rink. The place had seen better days. The paint on the building used to be bright, but now it was dull and peeling off.

Above the door was an old-style sign. Some of its lights were broken, and the ones that worked blinked dimly in the afternoon sun.

"This is it?" Bel asked uncertainly.

"Yeah, it's looking kind of rough," I admitted. "But Denise always loved places like this. Fits her personality."

Inside, the air was tinged with the smell of old popcorn and dust. The wooden floor of the rink was scuffed and worn.

The rental counter was manned by a bored old woman, her eyes fixed on a small tablet playing a talk show.

"Denise," I called out as we approached the counter.

Denise turned, her face lighting up when she saw us. She was sitting beside the counter, already lacing up a pair of faded blue skates.

"Jake! And this must be Bel! Wassup, girl?"

Denise extended her hand. Bel hesitated, then shook it, smiling shyly.

"Nice to meet you, Denise," she said softly.

"I've heard so much about you, Bel. Jake can't stop talking about his brilliant and beautiful co-worker."

Bel blushed, a small smile playing on her lips.

"This is a unique place," I said, looking around the empty skating rink. "Feels like we fell through a time portal into the 1980s or some shit."

"Gnarly, dude. Like totally awesome."

Bel giggled at Denise's silliness. I could see the two warming up to each other. I could also see Denise eyeing up Bel with more than just friendliness. There was lust there, too.

Denise always had an eye for the girls.

Even more interesting was the way Bel kept sneaking glances at Denise. Was I imagining things, or was Bel peeking at Denise's massive rack? Bel had confessed her only previous sexual experiences were with another girl.

Easy there, Jake. Try not to get carried away with lesbian fantasies.

"I thought it would be fun to come here since they're closing down soon," Denise said. "One last hurrah, you know?"

Denise turned to the old woman at the counter.

"Two more pairs of skates, please."

The woman sighed and turned to grab the skates, her movements slow and measured as we told her our sizes. She sprayed the skates with a disinfectant that smelled like lemon juice and bleach.

As we sat down to lace up, Bel leaned close to Denise.

"I'm dying to hear all about your high school days," she said. "You must have a lot of stories."

"Oh, I've got stories. Like the time we caught Jake skinny dipping in the river. Or when he beat up a guy who was groping a younger girl."

"Jake has saved me from some creeps, too!"

"He's brave like that," Denise said. "Still a huge nerd, though. I had the biggest crush on Jake and he never had a clue."

"You only dated girls, Denise," I reminded her for the thousandth time.

"Well, yeah, but that doesn't mean I couldn't appreciate a cute boy. Remember the school play? I put your makeup on and glued your beard."

"You were in a play together?" Bel asked.

"Oh, yeah," Denise said, standing up and offering a hand to Bel. "Everyone was surprised Jake auditioned. He usually didn't do that stuff."

"I was too busy working. But acting in the school play was extra credit, so I did it."

"You were good at it!" Denise said, punching my arm. "Everyone said you should run off to LA and become an actor!"

"Rather cut my own throat," I joked.

"Stop playing! You loved it, dude!"

"It was typical high school stuff, but yeah... it was a lot of fun."

"I bet it was," Bel said. "I always wanted to do drama stuff, but our school spent all their money on the football team."

"Typical!" Denise said, shaking her head. "Well, come on, drama queens! Let's get out there. I promise to tell you all the embarrassing stories, girl."

Bel hesitated, looking at the skates.

"I haven't skated since I was a little kid," she admitted. "I fell and scraped my elbow. I was so scared, I never tried it again."

"Don't worry, Bel. Jake and I will keep you from falling. Right, Jake?"

"Right," I promised, taking Bel's other hand.

Together, we stepped onto the rink. Bel wobbled, her eyes wide with fear, but Denise and I held her steady. We started to skate, slowly at first, then picking up speed.

Bel squealed with laughter as we glided across the worn wooden floor. She screamed when she stumbled, but Denise and I held her tight, keeping her from falling.

The rink echoed with our giggles, the sound filling the empty space. The old woman turned on a soundtrack. Scratchy disco music blared from speakers around the rink. Denise danced on her skates, showing off her moves, her big tits jostling beneath her shirt.

We went around and around the rink, holding each other up. It was just the three of us, skating and stumbling, having the time of our lives.

After a couple of exhilarating hours, we collapsed on the benches by the counter. Bel was breathless, her cheeks flushed red.

"I haven't had this much fun since I was a little girl," she panted.

"That's because Denise is still a kid at heart," I said, grinning. "It's why she's so much fun."

Denise smacked me lightly on the arm.

"And you, Jake, are still a big old nerd!"

"Guilty," I shrugged.

"Jake was handsome in high school," Denise said to Bel. "But he was one of those rare guys who didn't know how good-looking they were."

"I wish I could have seen you back then," Bel said softly.

Denise's face lit up.

"You know what?" Denise said. "I have my old high school yearbooks at my apartment. You guys should come over and look at them."

"Oh god," I groaned. "Please, no."

"I'd love to see them!" Bel exclaimed.

"All I did was study and work," I protested. "I had no social life or social skills. Even acting in the play was just so I could get some easy credits. That yearbook will be so boring."

"Yearbooks are some of my most prized possessions," Bel said. "I want to see yours."

Denise grinned, standing up and offering her hands to us.

"Then it's settled. Let's go, girls!"

We walked out of the skating rink, arm in arm, with me in the middle. I tried not to show it, but I felt like a king strolling down the street with two pretty girls hanging on my arms. The sun shone in a clear sky, casting a warm glow over the city.

Seven blocks later, we stood in front of a gracious old building. Denise led us inside and we caught the elevator up to the 6th floor. Her apartment was clean and modern, with large windows offering a view of the city.

"Wow, this is nice," Bel said, looking around.

"Supervising the cleaning crew of a major building like Packar Tower pays well," Denise said. "Blue-collar work is something to be proud of."

"Except you're management," I reminded her.

"Whenever one of my crew is sick, I grab a mop. We can't all make a living playing with computers, Jake."

Bel giggled as Denise ruffled my hair. The two exchanged warm smiles. I hid my delight behind a shrug. The chemistry between the two girls was heating up.

Denise grabbed the yearbook from a shelf and motioned for us to sit on the couch. We huddled together, the yearbook spread open on our laps. Denise laughed, pointing out pictures of us.

I put my arms around the girls, enjoying the warmth of their bodies pressed against mine, the sound of their laughter filling the room. It was a perfect moment, one I knew would linger in my mind for a long time.

Denise flipped through the yearbook, her laughter rising as she pointed at a picture of me in full costume for the play.

"Look at this! Jake in a beard!"

"I hated that beard!" I snorted, remembering the thick, itchy thing. "The spirit gum they used to hold it on was nasty stuff."

Bel leaned in, her eyes scanning the picture.

"I think you look good with a beard," she said softly. "Like, really good."

Denise grinned, turning to me. She cocked an eyebrow, giving me a crooked grin.

"You do look good with a beard, dude. You should think of growing one."

"I can't," I said. "All I get is wispy neckbeard shit. It's gross."

"Is it easy to shave in the health club's locker room?" Denise asked. "I bet it's pretty convenient."

"Yeah, it's great. Mostly though, I love being able to shower with all the hot water I want. Not like my old apartment."

Denise hummed, her fingers tapping on the yearbook. She studied me, lost in thought.

"You know, I have a spare bedroom," Denise muttered. "Maybe you could rent it from me, Jake? Save you from that long commute and sleeping in the office so much. Plus it would put some extra cash in my pocket... among other benefits."

"Uh--"

"Shit, the more I think of it, the more it makes sense," Denise said excitedly. "It's a great idea. Fucking perfect!"

Bel and I exchanged embarrassed looks. I cleared my throat.

"Actually, Denise, I'm going to be moving in with Bel. Her roommate ran off, so..."

Denise's eyes widened in surprise. She looked from me to Bel and back again, taking in the two of us. She slowly nodded, sensing the situation between me and Bel.

"That's great!" she said warmly. "I'm happy for you both. Seems like a good fit."

"Yeah, we think so," Bel said shyly.

"Are you two a couple, then?"

Bel quickly shook her head, her eyes darting to the floor.

"No, we're just friends. I don't make any claims to Jake."

"Jake?"

I looked at Bel. She couldn't meet my eyes. Her hands twisted together in her lap. I could see how anxious she'd gotten. At that moment, she looked very young. I remembered how patient I would need to be with her.

"It's like Bel said," I nodded. "We're just friends, for now."

"Well, Jake is quite popular with the ladies, isn't he?" Denise said.

"There's enough of me to go around, I guess."

"Katherine Fields certainly seems to think so," Denise teased, abruptly shifting the topic. "She's trying to hog you all to herself, isn't she?"

I sighed heavily, but Denise continued, her voice light.

"I won't fight her or you, Bel. You know what they say. It's better to share a friend than fight over him, right?"

Bel nodded, her eyes meeting Denise's. Denise leaned in, her voice conspiratorial.

"And I want to be your friend, Bel."

"I'd... I'd like that."

"Have you ever kissed a girl?" Denise asked.

Bell nodded. "Yes."

"Did you like it?"

"Very much," Bel whispered.

I watched in stunned silence as Denise leaned in to kiss Bel. For a moment, I thought Bel might flinch away. Instead, she melted into the kiss. Denise stroked Bel's face gently. Both kept their eyes open as their lips caressed.

Before I could fully grasp what was happening, my phone chimed. It was the distinctive tone I'd set for Katherine.

I fished it out of my jeans, then nearly dropped it when I saw the picture sent to me-- Katherine, naked, in what looked like a luxurious hotel room, lying in bed and spreading her legs wide, her fingers pulling her pussy lips apart to show me her glistening snatch.

The message beneath it read, "Be ready on Monday. We've got serious business to handle."

I swallowed hard. Bel and Denise kissing, now Katherine and her wild message. My time at Seta Gialla had already gotten off to a crazy start. Now, it looked like things were about to get even wilder.

I looked up from my phone, my gaze falling on Bel and Denise.

"Everything okay, Jake?" Bel asked.

"Hell yeah," I said with a smile. "Couldn't be better."


Coming Soon



Still reeling from his encounter with Bel and Denise, Jake will be plunged into an erotic world of privilege and decadence he could never have imagined. Katherine craves Jake's masculine essence... but does the mysterious CEO want even more from her new hire?


Working Overtime
A CONTEMPORARY HAREM ADVENTURE



Synopsis



Book 2 of 2 - I knew I had my hands full with the women of Seta Gialla, but things are about to get even wilder.

Katherine's insatiable appetite for my youthful energy has me working overtime to keep her satisfied. But when a big client comes to town, I'll need to prove I have the stamina to seal the deal, in and out of the boardroom.

Meanwhile, Denise wants to keep making up for lost time. My old friend has made it clear that one night with her is not enough. Denise won't stop until she's had me in every corner of the office and the playground of her secret hideaway.

As for sweet, innocent Bel, her budding desires are growing out of control. From our first intimate moment in her office, Bel's needs have only gotten stronger. Now my beautiful artist wants me to move in with her and finally take my place in her bed.

With tensions rising and desires reaching a fever pitch, I'll have to use every skill I've learned to keep my women happy. But when a hidden enemy threatens to derail everything I've built, I'll soon find out if I have what it takes to keep my office harem.


Chapter 1



“You were born lucky.”

Bel and I walked hand in hand down the glistening streets. It had rained the night before and everything was wet in the early morning sunlight.

The city was waking up, getting ready for another workday. Street vendors set up their carts, the screech of metal gates rolling up echoing around us as shops prepared to open.

A delivery truck backed up to a loading dock, its warning beep mixing with honking horns.

It was funny - I worked for a perfume company, but the smells of car exhaust and urine were the true scent of the big city.

None of this chaos bothered me as much as before. I was getting used to the city, especially after this weekend with Bel and Denise. This concrete landscape was feeling more and more like home.

Bel's hand was soft in mine as we walked, her fingers slightly cold from the morning chill. She was so pretty, with her red hair bouncing with each step, her pale skin flushed in the cool air.

This weekend had brought us together in ways I hadn't expected. Bel was special. She made me feel warm and soft inside. I was happy to be with her in a way I'd never felt before.

We'd shared a lot of intimate moments this weekend, yet hadn't gone all the way. There were other ways to please each other.

The memory of her soft moans as I kissed her, the way she trusted me enough to open herself and be vulnerable - it meant a lot to me.

I thought of the crazy things I'd done with Denise and Katherine and even Tristan's mom, Grace. But I was fine going slow with Bel. I wanted her to set the pace, wanted her to be comfortable.

There was no rush, no deadline. I was just happy to have her by my side, to see her smile, to hear her soft voice.

"What are you grinning at?" Bel teased, seeing the way I was gazing at her.

"Looking at pretty things always makes me smile," I said.

Bel blushed and looked away, still shy even after everything we'd done together.

And not just the two of us. The image of this innocent girl passionately kissing Denise still lingered in my mind.

Bel was opening herself up to the world, to all the things that might have scared her before. I was doing the same in my own way.

"Let's take a detour," Bel said.

Bel led me down a narrow side street, away from the main street. She stopped in front of a small bakery. Its brick exterior was worn with age. A faded awning shaded the entrance.

"This is where I got those donuts," Bel said. "I try to come here every morning before work."

We went inside. The noise of the city faded, replaced by the tinkle of a wind chime and the low hum of a ventilation fan.

Bel looked up at me, her blue eyes shining behind her glasses.

"This is one of my favorite places in the city," she said softly.

"I can see why."

The walls were lined with shelves filled with bread and pastries. The air was thick with the scent of yeast and sugar. Big commercial mixers chugged along in the back room. The heat from the ovens made the bakery a warm retreat from the morning chill outside.

Behind the counter, a plump woman with flour dusting her apron greeted Bel with a smile.

"Morning, sweetie!" she said cheerfully. "Sweet or savory?"

"Savory," Bel said brightly. "Four of your butter croissants, please."

"Coming right up!"

"They have the best croissants here," Bel told me as the woman boxed the pastries.

As we waited, I looked out the bakery window. An elderly couple walked by, hand in hand, their steps slow but steady. They were smiling, their eyes crinkling at the corners. It was like a lifetime of shared memories were etched on their faces.

I felt a soft squeeze of my hand. Bel was looking out the window too. A shy smile played on her lips. Our eyes met briefly before she looked away.

"Order up!" called the woman behind the counter. "Coffee?"

"Not today, thanks," Bel said.

"Okay, but you're missing out!" the woman said as she handed the box to Bel. "By the way, I threw in an extra croissant for you. Looks like your handsome friend here might have a big appetite... among other things!"

The bakery woman was middle-aged and worn down, but the gleam in her eye hinted at the younger woman she once was. She gave me a wink as I paid for the croissants.

"You both come back tomorrow, okay? I got something nice for the two of you."

We thanked her and headed out. Soon the noise of the city surrounded us again.

Bel drew closer to me. I put an arm around her shoulder as we walked. The box of croissants was warm against my chest.

"These smell yummy," I said, holding the box to my face. "I can't wait to eat them all up."

"Sure. Just like that woman at the bakery wanted to eat you up," Bel giggled. "Did you see how she looked at you?"

"You're imagining things."

"Am not! She was eyeing you up like a piece of prime rib."

I laughed and pulled Bel closer.

"Hey, free croissant though!" I said.

We passed security and entered the Packar Tower, the massive glass doors sliding open with a whoosh. The marble lobby stretched out before us, morning light streaming through the windows.

"You know, this place scared me when I first came here," I said as we got on the elevator. "It was like a movie set. Growing up, my family moved between different trailer parks. The city was just something I saw on TV shows."

"And now?"

"Now I love it. Found a great place to live, real close to work." I squeezed her hand. "Plus there's this cute redhead I really like."

Bel's cheeks turned pink as we walked through the office. The Business Side was already buzzing with activity - people on phones, typing away at computers, rushing between cubicles with coffee cups in hand.

The Creative Side was still almost empty, just a few early birds setting up their workspaces.

"I always wanted to work in Creative," Bel said, looking at the artsy open space. "But I'm happy where I am now."

"The Business Side suits me better," I said. "Though my little office in the back is perfect. Don't think I'll ever leave."

Hell Mel came down the hallway from the back. She had changed her hair color from pink to purple. My eyes were drawn to a strange pendant on a leather cord around her neck. It took me a moment to realize the pendant was a gold butt plug.

On anyone else, it would have looked insane. But the butt plug pendant suited Hell Mel. It matched her personality.

"A delivery arrived for you, Jake Conner," Hell Mel said. "I steered the delivery people back to your office."

"Oh, okay. Thanks, Hell Mel."

"My pleasure. You are rising in the world, as all good proletarian heroes do. It is the machinery of History at work."

"Uh, sure."

I smiled, not having a clue what she was talking about. Hell Mel was as baffling as she was beautiful.

"Good morning, Isabel," Hell Mel said, calling Bel by her full name. "You look wonderful. Unless I am mistaken, you have the glow of a girl who has been having coitus all weekend."

Bel blinked a few times but seemed unphased by Hell Mel. I reminded myself that Bel had been working with these people a lot longer than I had.

"Thank you, Hell Mel. You look wonderful as well. I like your new hair color."

"Purple was a royal color, once." Hell Mel twisted a strand of her hair and looked it over. "Now purple is just another color to decorate a painted whore. This too is the machinery of history."

I had to hold back laughter as Hell Mel left us, returning to The Creative Side. Bel shook her head and pushed up her glasses, amusement written on her face.

"I love working here," she laughed.

We rounded the corner to our offices and stopped short. A clothing rack stood outside my door, loaded with garment bags. Three shoe boxes sat neatly on the floor beside it.

"That's quite a delivery," Bel said.

I unzipped one of the bags. A brown suit was inside. I ran my fingers over the smooth fabric.

I didn't know anything about suits, but I could tell the fabric was exceptional. It made the thrift store suit I had on feel like I was wearing sandpaper.

"Wow, I didn't think the tailor would finish these suits over the weekend," I muttered.

I picked up one of the shoe boxes and peeked inside. It held a custom-made pair of dress shoes, freshly polished to a mirror-like shine.

"The suits I can kind of understand," I said. "But how the hell do you make custom shoes over a weekend?"

"Money talks," Bel shrugged. "When you have enough of it, anything's possible. And our CEO has lots of money. And lots of interest in you, Jake. Pretty wild."

"It is pretty wild," I agreed. "Never expected anything like this to happen."

"Some guys have all the luck."

"I grew up in shitty trailer parks," I reminded her.

"True. But you had a good work ethic and you respected yourself and your dreams. Plus, you have that huge thing in your pants. You were born lucky."

"I guess I never thought of it that way."

Bel kissed my cheek.

"Go try those clothes on," Bel said. "Maybe you can give me a little fashion show?"

"Sounds like a plan."

Bel kissed me again and then headed for her office. I unlocked my door and pushed the garment rack inside.

I set the rack beside my desk. Taking my time, I unzipped each garment bag, revealing five suits and one tuxedo.

My fingers traced over the fabrics - wool, silk, cashmere blends. Suits like these didn't have a price tag on them, but the cost of these must have been crazy high.

"Which one to start?" I wondered.

I picked the brown wool suit first. Its rich chocolate color called to me.

I stripped down to my cheap boxers from Target. I had to laugh at the contrast between my discount underwear and these bespoke suits. Silk boxers were going to be my first purchase with my first paycheck, for sure.

The crisp white dress shirt felt light and clean against my skin. The pants were perfectly tailored to my frame. The tie was actual silk, not polyester like the one I had on. The jacket settled onto my shoulders like it was made for me, which it was.

The fit was incredible. Nothing pinched or pulled. No baggy spots, no tight spots. Even the pants had extra fabric at the crotch, cleverly hiding my size without looking bulky. Compared to my thrift store suit lying on the sofa, this was like wearing woven air.

The shoes were even more impressive. Rich leather expertly formed. I couldn't believe how well they fit.

Fully dressed, I looked at my discarded Goodwill suit. That old thing had served me well. I mentally thanked whoever gave it to Goodwill in the first place. Someone's donation had helped get me through these first crucial days at Seta Gialla.

"I'll donate you again," I promise my old suit. "Maybe someone else can land a good job while wearing you."

Without a mirror, I checked myself in the TV's reflection. I almost didn't recognize the man staring back at me. Gone was the awkward kid from the trailer park. In his place stood someone who looked like he belonged in the executive suite.

I messaged Bel, "Ready for your fashion show?"

"Waiting in break room!"

After combing my hair and adjusting my suit one last time, I stepped out into the break room.

Bel sat at the table, her face lighting up when she saw me.

"Oh my god!" She clapped her hands together. "Jake, you look incredible!"

I did a little spin, strutting like a runway model.

"You like?"

Bel giggled with delight. She came over and kissed me softly.

"You look amazing, Jake. So handsome it hurts!"

Bel was beaming and her words were upbeat. But there was a hint of sadness in her eyes.

"What's wrong?" I asked.

"Wrong? Nothing."

"Bel," I said, stroking her hair. "You can tell me."

"I just..." She looked down. "These suits? You running off with Katherine to high-stakes conferences? I'm not prying into what you do together, but I can figure stuff out."

"What does that have to do with us?"

"I'm just scared I might lose you to Katherine. She's one of the most famous, most beautiful women in America. She's the CEO of Seta Gialla. Her world is so elite and privileged. What can I possibly offer compared to her?"

"I'm sure you have your charms," said a familiar voice. "We all have something unique to offer."

Bel and I both jumped, turning around to see Katherine Fields standing in the entry to the break room. I could feel Bel tensing up in my arms, her anxiety flooding her slender body.

"Ms. Fields," Bel spluttered. "Good morning. I was just... me and Jake were just..."

Katherine held out a hand, gently quieting Bel.

"Nothing to worry about, Bel. I'm flattered by what you said. Are you two seeing each other?"

"Yes-" I began to say, but Bel quickly cut me off.

"We're just friends," she said hurriedly. "Friends and roommates."

I looked at Bel, confused by her answer. Did she really think of me as just her friend?

Katherine's eyes flashed from Bel to me. I could see her analyzing the situation, taking in everything with a single knowing glance.

There wasn't much you could hide from a woman like Katherine Fields.

"Well, it's lovely to see you again, Bel. I think the last time was when we first hired you, yes?"

"Yes, Ms. Fields."

"Let's make sure we meet again very soon. To catch up on your time here at Seta Gialla. "

"Of course, Ms. Fields."

Katherine gave her a dismissive nod. Bel scurried away, heading back into her office.

I enjoyed it when Katherine wielded her power. It was part of her allure. But I didn't like the way Katherine intimidated Bel. It wasn't intentional, but it still irritated me.

Katherine must have sensed my feelings. She put a comforting hand on my elbow.

"Bel is a very good employee," Katherine said. "We're lucky to have her."

"You are," I agreed. "Bel is special."

"Of course," she said soothingly. "You look very presentable."

"These clothes are amazing," I told her. "I feel like a new man wearing them. Thank you for buying them for me."

"Clothes don't make a man, they merely heighten what he already is. In your case, they accentuate your natural charm."

She ran her finger down my lapel. Her hand went lower, tracing the outline of my cock.

"The pants work well?" she asked.

"Couldn't be better."

"Excellent. Now take one more suit off the rack. I suggest the black one. I am flying out to a very special meeting in three hours. You will join me."

"You got it, Ms. Fields."

"Kate," she insisted. "When we're alone or we're fucking, you call me Kate."

"I'll remember that... Kate."

With a final appreciative squeeze of my cock, Katherine left the break room.


Chapter 2



“Now let's go even further.”

I gazed out the airplane window, watching as the city shrank beneath us. The Packar Tower jutted into the sky, a gleaming rod of glass and steel.

I wondered what Bel was doing. Sketching another art piece? Reviewing influencer videos at her desk?

I thought about Denise, too. Was she supervising her cleaning crew or pushing her cart through the halls? Taking breaks in her secret spot?

"First time flying, Jake?" Lolo asked from the seat across from me.

"Yeah," I admitted, turning away from the window. "Is it that obvious?"

Lolo chuckled, a deep rumble in his broad chest.

"You got the look of a man experiencing a new thing."

"Pretty much all of this is new to me," I said.

I took in my surroundings. The jet was unlike anything I'd ever seen. Leather seats that reclined into beds, gleaming wood paneling, a fully stocked bar, and even a flat-screen TV that emerged from a hidden hatch.

It was luxury on a level I couldn't have imagined before starting at Seta Gialla.

"This is definitely a step up from the city bus," I joked.

Lolo smiled, his bald head reflecting the soft cabin light. The two of us were alone in the forward cabin. Katherine was at the rear of the plane where she kept her private office.

"Flying commercial isn't nearly as nice as this," Lolo went on. "When I have to catch a commercial flight, it's a nightmare. I'm so glad Ms. Fields prefers the comfort and privacy of her own jet."

"You do look comfortable up here," I said.

"I've been on this plane many times," Lolo replied. "Fourteen years working for Ms. Fields."

"Wow, that's a long time. What's your story?"

"My story?" he laughed. "Okay, here's my story. I was born in Hawaii. That's where I got the name Lolo. It means 'crazy' in Hawaiian. Grew up in a small town on Kauai called Mano Kai. Like every other local kid, I played football. I was big and strong and eventually made it to an NFL practice squad for a couple of seasons as a tight end. Then I got cut and needed a real job. Started working as a bodyguard for celebrities. C-listers, then B-listers, then finally an A-list movie star who was a complete jackass. While working, I trained in judo and boxing and got my firearms certification along the way. Ms. Fields saw me at a party one night and offered me a job as her personal bodyguard. I jumped at the chance. I've been with her ever since."

He spoke casually, but I could sense the loyalty and dedication beneath his words. Lolo wasn't just an employee, he was a protector, maybe even a confidant of Katherine. It made me wonder about his relationship with her.

I cleared my throat, fidgeting with my new silk tie.

"So you've been close with her all this time?"

"I'm always near Ms. Fields, especially when she leaves the Packar Tower. A woman in her position is always dealing with threats. Most are not serious, but a few have required action."

"I get it. Lots of insane people out there."

"For sure."

"Did you ever do anything... extra?"

"Extra?"

"Like non-bodyguard stuff for Ms. Fields. You know... more intimate stuff?"

Lolo's lips curled into a knowing smirk.

"You're asking if I've slept with her?"

"Sorry if that was inappropriate."

"No need to apologize. I understand your curiosity. But no, I'm just her bodyguard. Nothing more. Of course, I've thought of it. What man wouldn't fantasize about a woman like Katherine Fields? But I'm happy with our professional relationship."

"I understand."

Lolo studied me closely, as if he were trying to judge how much he could tell me.

"Ms. Fields loves sex," he finally said. "She has had many partners over the years. But the main thing about her? She doesn't fall in love with the guys she plays with. They satisfy her needs... until they don't. You understand what I mean?"

"Yeah. I think so."

"Has she told you about her male-female energy theories?"

"Yeah, she did."

"What do you think about that?"

"I don't want to speak out of turn..." I said, shifting uncomfortably in my seat.

"Be honest, Jake. It's just us here."

"I think it's pretty crazy," I admitted.

"Yeah, me too," he laughed.

"Really? That surprises me."

"I'm not as dumb as I look, brah."

"I didn't mean-"

Lolo clapped me on the back, shaking his head and chuckling.

"Listen, Jake. Katherine's ideas might sound nuts, but she's one of the most successful CEOs out there. She can afford to be eccentric. Maybe she's onto something. Plenty of powerful men have wild theories. Why not powerful women too?"

"Sure. Why not?"

"My advice? " Lolo continued. "Give her what she needs. Stay quiet, pay attention, and roll with whatever comes next. Ms. Fields runs with a unique crowd - wealthy women with extreme appetites."

"I kinda found that out the other day."

"With Grace Johnson? Yeah, she's a special lady. Loves dick, for sure."

"How do you know about her?"

"I've fucked her several times," Lolo laughed. "She's fascinated with how big I am. Mrs. Johnson likes me to toss her over my shoulder and carry her around and spank her ass."

I shook my head, imagining the scene. Tristan's mother was a different breed, for sure.

"It's all pretty new to me," I said. "This kind of lifestyle, I mean."

"How'd you grow up?"

"Poor. Food stamps, welfare. Trailer parks."

"Same here. Takes time to get used to how the ultra-rich live. Don't judge them, just go with it. Keep an open mind about what's coming. Trust me - if you keep Katherine happy, she'll make it worth your while."

As if on cue, the door to Katherine's private office opened. Her assistant, the gorgeous black woman who manned the front desk of Katherine's office, gave me a warm smile.

"Ms. Fields wishes to speak with you," she said. "Five minutes. Bring your second suit."

"Understood," I said.

"You look very fetching, Lolo."

"Thank you, Ms. Mensah."

She closed the door, leaving me and Lolo alone again. I let out a breath.

"Damn, she's fucking beautiful," I said, shaking my head.

"For real, brah. Allysen Mensah was one of the top fashion models in Europe."

"Why is she working as Katherine's secretary?"

"You can ask her yourself," Lolo said. "Allysen is very friendly."

As I gathered my second suit, Lolo took out a book and began reading. It was something called Treasure Island. I think I heard of a movie with that title. I wondered if they were related.

Checking to make sure exactly five minutes had passed, I knocked on the door.

"Come in!"

I entered Katherine's private office. The space was even more luxurious than the main cabin - all mahogany panels and chrome furnishings and cream leather seating. A small desk was bolted to the floor, where Katherine sat with Allysen standing beside her.

"Have a seat, Jake."

I sat in one of the two seats facing the desk.

"How are you enjoying your first flight?" Katherine asked.

"It's incredible. Never thought I'd fly, let alone in a private jet."

"Is this really your first time?" Allysen's voice was warm and musical.

"Yeah, never had the money before. Still don't, if I'm being honest."

Katherine and Allysen laughed.

"My first flight, I threw up in the airsickness bag before we even took off," Allysen said. "I was so nervous! I grew up in a small village in Ghana, so everything about the city made me nervous."

"I know the feeling," I said.

Allysen's openness put me at ease. There was something genuine about her that made me feel comfortable despite her stunning beauty.

Katherine watched the two of us approvingly. She folded her hands on the desk and leaned toward me.

"Jake, I want you and Allysen to get better acquainted," Katherine said. "You'll be working closely together. I've told her about your background."

"I admire what you've accomplished," Allysen said. "Getting your degree while working full time shows real character. Not everyone can overcome their circumstances like that."

"Thanks, that means a lot."

"Allysen knows about hard work," Katherine added. "She earned her PhD in English Literature while modeling in Paris and Milan."

"Damn, that's super impressive."

"I love reading and sharing that passion with others," Allysen said with a shrug. "I even got Lolo hooked on the classics."

"I noticed him reading Treasure Island out there," I said. "I think they turned it into a movie, so the book must be good."

"It is," Allysen said. "Perhaps I can hook you on reading, too."

"Uh, I'm not real sure about that," I laughed.

"Don't close yourself off to new possibilities," Allysen said. "Books are one of life's great pleasures. I'd like to introduce you to those pleasures, Jake. And I can be very persuasive."

Allysen's eyes drifted down to my crotch. I felt a jolt run through me. For the first time since we met, Allysen wasn't being a total professional anymore. I realized she was much more than just a secretary.

"I'm glad you're getting to know each other," Katherine said. "It's always best when coworkers are on the same wavelength. Now, Jake?"

"Yes, Ms. Fields?"

"Please take off all your clothes."

I froze, glancing at Allysen who stood there with a serene smile.

"Don't be shy," Allysen said. "I'll be getting naked too. But you first."

I sat there frozen, my mind racing. Katherine and Allysen watched me with patient smiles.

My palms felt sweaty. The thought of stripping naked in front of them made my heart pound - part terror, part excitement.

There was no delaying this. I stood and turned around to face the wall, my fingers fumbling with my tie.

"Now Jake," Katherine said sternly. "Don't be shy. Turn around and let us see you."

I turned back, my cheeks burning. It occurred to me that both women wanted a show from me.

"Should we put on some stripper music?" I joked weakly.

"I can find something on my phone," Allysen offered.

"No, no. I was kidding," I blurted out.

With trembling fingers, I loosened my tie and slipped it off. Next came my suit jacket, which I carefully draped over the chair. I unbuttoned my shirt slowly, hyper-aware of their eyes on me.

"Lovely musculature," Allysen noted. "Not too bulked up like so many young guys these days."

"Influencers," Katherine sneered. "Getting boys hooked on steroids and filling their heads with nonsense. I prefer my men lean and clean, like Jake."

"Agreed," said Allysen.

It felt weird to have them discussing me while I was right there as if I were a piece of meat. Was this objectification? If so, I kinda liked it.

I reached down but hesitated at my belt buckle.

"Um, I should warn you - my underwear is pretty cheap..."

"We don't care about your boxers," Katherine said. "I want Allysen to see what's inside them."

"From what Ms. Fields has told me, you have nothing to be ashamed of," Allysen added. "Please continue, Jake."

Taking a deep breath, I pushed down my pants and boxers in one quick motion. I kicked them aside, keeping my eyes down.

When I finally looked up, both women were staring at my exposed cock with obvious hunger. Allysen especially couldn't take her eyes off it, her lips slightly parted and her eyes narrowed.

Under their intense gazes, I felt myself getting harder by the second. My face burned with embarrassment, but my cock had a mind of its own.

"How wonderful," Allysen sighed.

"As I promised," Katherine said. "And look at how his cock is already swelling. Young, healthy men truly are a blessing."

"Yes, Ms. Fields. They certainly are."

Allysen stepped closer, her light brown eyes locked onto mine. She reached behind her back and unzipped her dress, letting it slide down her body to pool at her feet.

Her dark, flawless skin glowed under the soft cabin light. She wore a black lace bra and matching thong, her full breasts threatening to spill over the cups. Her waist was tiny, her hips wide, and her ass round and firm.

As I watched, Allysen hooked her thumbs into her thong and pushed it down, revealing her smooth pussy. Last, she unclasped her bra, freeing her large breasts, her dark nipples hardening under my gaze.

She stood before me completely naked, her body a work of art. I couldn't help but stare, my cock now fully erect.

"Jake," Katherine commanded, "hold Allysen in your arms."

I hesitated for a moment, then stepped forward and wrapped my arms around the African beauty.

Her skin was warm and smooth against mine. She smelled amazing wearing Seta Gialla No. 9 perfume.

I could feel Allysen's heartbeat, or maybe it was my own, pounding in my chest. My cock pressed against her soft stomach, and she let out a quiet sigh.

To my surprise, Katherine circled us, snapping pictures with her phone.

"Look at the two of you," she murmured. "The contrast in your skin tones is lovely. You look absolutely beautiful together. I'm going to use these photos in my ad campaign for my new product line."

"Ms. Fields," Allysen laughed softly, "even Europe wouldn't tolerate ads showing Jake's huge erect manhood."

"We'll stick to the internet for those," Katherine replied with a smirk. "Besides, I earned my fame by pushing boundaries with my own nude photos. It's about time Seta Gialla did the same."

Katherine stopped in front of us, her eyes gleaming with excitement.

"Now, I want you to kiss. Make it passionate, make it real."

Allysen looked up at me, her eyes filled with excitement. I leaned down, my heart pounding in my ears.

Her lips were soft and full, tasting faintly of mint. She parted her lips, inviting me in, and our tongues met, exploring each other's mouths.

I could feel her breath, warm and sweet, mingling with mine. Her body pressed against me, her breasts soft against my chest, her nipples hard points.

My hands roamed her back, feeling the curve of her spine, the swell of her ass. Her skin was like velvet under my fingertips. I ran a finger between her ass cheeks and Allysen moaned softly into my mouth, her arms wrapping around my neck, pulling me closer.

Our kiss deepened, becoming more urgent, more hungry. I lost myself in the sensation, in the taste and feel and smell of her. The world outside faded away as she rubbed her belly against my cock in slow circles.

"Gorgeous," Katherine sighed. "These pictures are wonderful. Now let's go even further."


Chapter 3



“Just keep an open mind.”

"Get on your knees, Allysen." Katherine's voice was playful. "Show Jake what that pretty mouth can do."

Allysen sank to her knees, her eyes locked onto mine. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft, her touch light yet firm. I let out a shuddering breath as she gripped my cock.

"You've never been with a black girl before, have you?" she asked, a teasing smirk on her lips.

I shook my head, no words coming, my voice caught in my throat.

"White guys are always fascinated by our hair," Allysen said, running her free hand over her short, dark curls. "I can tell you want to feel it. Go on, it's okay. Touch it."

I reached down, my fingers hesitantly brushing against her hair. It was soft and springy, unlike anything I'd felt before. She leaned into my touch, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment.

"See?" she murmured. "It's just hair. Now, where were we?"

She turned her attention back to my cock, her fingers wrapping around it tightly. She leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to lick the precum leaking from the tip. I groaned, my hips jerking involuntarily.

"Sensitive, aren't we?" she said. "Very good. Many men with cocks as big as yours are not so responsive. They are almost numb, at times."

"I'm very sensitive," I told her.

"Lucky me."

Then she took me into her mouth, her full lips sliding down my shaft until I hit the back of her throat. I exhaled sharply, my hands clutching at her head.

Allysen moved, her head bobbing up and down, her tongue flicking around my shaft.

I lost myself in the sensation, my eyes closing. I could hear Katherine behind us. Just like with Grace Johnson, Katherine was masturbating as she watched me getting sucked.

I could hear Katherine's breath coming in quick gasps, the wet sound of her hand moving between her legs. But all I could focus on was the feel of Allysen's mouth, the heat of her, the suction that was driving me wild.

"That's enough, Allysen," Katherine said, her voice husky with arousal. "I want him to fuck you now."

"Yes, Ms. Fields."

"But Jake, you're not to come. Building up that male energy without release increases its potency. I want you primed for our upcoming event."

Allysen gave my cock a playful kiss and then stood up. She took my hand, leading me to Katherine's desk.

"Lie down," Allysen instructed, pushing me gently onto my back.

I remembered what Denise had told me. One of Katherine's favorite things was having sex on her desk in her office. It seemed Katherine enjoyed watching people having sex on her desk as well.

Allysen climbed on the desk and straddled me, her knees on either side of my hips. She reached down, guiding my cock to her entrance.

"Take as much as you can, Allysen. But don't hurt yourself."

"Yes, Ms. Fields."

"Allysen's pussy is tight and shallow," Katherine told me as she looked down at me on her desk. "I doubt she can fit half of that monster inside her."

"But I still love huge cocks," Allysen assured me. "I can't wait to feel you inside me."

She sank down onto me, her tight heat enveloping me. I groaned, my hips bucking up to meet her.

Katherine had not lied. Allysen's pussy was extremely tight. Halfway in, I bottomed out inside her.

Allysen groaned and rode me, her hips moving in a slow, sensuous rhythm. Her breasts swayed with each movement, her nipples hard and dark.

I reached up, my hands cupping her breasts, my thumbs brushing against her nipples. She moaned louder, her head falling back, her pace quickening.

Katherine watched us, her feet propped up on the desk, her legs spread wide. Her hand moved between her legs, her fingers circling her clit. Her eyes were glazed with lust, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

The strangeness of the situation hit me all at once. I felt so out of place, similar to when Grace Johnson had sucked my dick in the private dining room of her restaurant. Like, what the hell was going on with these women?

But I remembered Lolo's advice to just go with the flow. So I did. I let the sensation of Allysen riding my cock wash over me, the sight of Katherine pleasuring herself burning itself into my mind.

Allysen's movements became more frenzied. I could feel her tight pussy getting even tighter around me, her body tensing.

She cried out, moaning in a language I didn't understand, her orgasm crashing over her in spasms that shook her whole body. The sight of her, the feel of her, pushed me to the edge.

"I'm close," I grunted out, my hands gripping her hips.

"Allysen, stop!" Katherine commanded.

Allysen slowed her movements, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

I took deep breaths, trying to regain control, trying to pull back from the edge as she climbed off of me.

My dripping cock slapped against my belly, Allysen's pussy juices trickling down my aching balls.

"Very good, Allysen. You may get dressed now."

"Yes, Ms. Fields."

As Allysen put her clothes back on, Katherine came around the desk and got between my legs. With a hungry look in her eye, she ran a finger over my cock.

"I'm sorry if you will be in some discomfort for the next few hours," she told me. "It's a necessary part of what I require of you. You are not to relieve yourself in any way. Do you understand what I am asking?"

"Yeah," I groaned. "You want me to ride out a severe case of blue balls."

"Precisely," Katherine laughed. "I promise you will eventually get the release you require. But until then, just keep all that delicious cream inside your balls until the time comes to let it out."

"Okay," I grunted, cringing at the thought of nursing my aching balls until I could finally cum.

"In the meantime, we can't have you attending this event with your cock so sloppy and wet."

I let out a sharp breath as Katherine bent over and began licking my cock. Her lips and wet tongue cleaned off Allysen's pussy juices and my precum, slurping up the sticky mess as she cupped my swollen sack.

Katherine was as expert at cocksucking as she was at business. She knew exactly how far she could go to make me twitch with pleasure without actually making me cum.

"There," she said, licking up the last smear of slick from my balls. "All clean. Your pussy tastes as fresh and sweet as always, dear."

"Thank you, Ms. Fields."

"Your friend Denise also has a wonderful pussy, Jake. I understand you are fucking her?"

"Yeah, I am."

"Lucky girl," Allysen said.

"Indeed. We need to discuss office entanglements, Jake. Sometime soon. For now, please get dressed in your second suit. I don't think the brown one is appropriate for this event."

"Understood," I said.

I sat up and gingerly climbed off Katherine's desk. My dick was still rock hard, still ready. It bobbed and swayed as I got to my feet.

Behind the desk, Allysen had already put her clothes back on. She looked every bit the professional secretary again. It was hard to believe I had been deep in her pussy, making her cum so violently just a few minutes earlier.

"You can get dressed in the other room," Katherine told me. "We'll be landing in half an hour. Please be properly dressed and have that report ready to go. Oh, and tell Lolo to show you how to tie a Windsor knot."

"I will," I assured her.

"Allysen? If you would, please?"

As I gathered my clothes and headed for the door, I saw Allysen taking Katherine's hands and sucking on the CEO's fingers. Katherine sighed as her secretary licked the pussy juices from her fingers.

"Go with the flow," I mumbled to myself.

Lolo looked up from his book as I reentered the cabin. He glanced at my nakedness and the clothing in my hands. He gave me a professional nod, not a bit surprised by my condition.

"You good?" he asked.

"Yeah. Yeah, I'm fine."

Lolo handed me a wet washcloth.

"It helps to cool you down," he said, gesturing toward my erect penis.

"Uh, thanks."

"Let me know if you need anything else," Lolo said, turning his attention back to his book.

Lolo was right. The cool washcloth helped ease my aching cock and balls. After a few minutes of wiping myself down, I was soft enough to comfortably put my cheap boxers back on.

While my dick might have been soft, though, my balls were still aching for release. Fucking Allysen and getting sucked by Katherine had gotten me so close. Not finishing was torture. I hadn't had such a bad case of blue balls in years.

Still, I had a job to do. I put on the black suit Katherine wanted me to wear. Like the brown one, it fit me perfectly.

"Looks good on you," Lolo said. "She took you to that English tailor, right?"

"Yeah. How'd you know?"

"That's where I get my suits. Katherine pays for them as well. They specialize in meeting my unique needs."

"You've got a big dick, too?"

Lolo blinked in surprise, then let out a loud snort of laughter.

"Not my dick," he said, shaking his head. "I mean, I'm not small, but that's not what I meant. I meant being 6'8" and 275 pounds. Plus I need my suit to conceal my weapons and sometimes body armor. That's what I meant."

"Oh, right. For sure."

Lolo continued chuckling as I dressed. Unlike with Katherine and Allysen, it didn't feel weird to be naked around Lolo. It was like being back in my high school locker room.

"Lolo?"

"Yeah?"

"Katherine said you could show me how to tie a Windsor knot? She says she wants me to wear it."

"No problem," Lolo said, setting his book aside. "Should have done that earlier. Ms. Fields always prefers a Windsor with a perfect dimple."

Lolo guided me through how to tie my silk tie. It took several tries, but eventually I got the hang of it.

"Perfect," Lolo said, looking over my outfit. "You look ready for serious business. And just in time. We'll be landing soon."

"Any idea what this meeting is about?" I asked him.

Lolo gave me a crooked smile. He patted my shoulder with his huge hands.

"Just keep an open mind," he told me.

The pilot came over the sound system, asking us all to take our seats.

My balls still throbbing in my pants, I sat down and put on my seat belt. Through the window, I could see the city rising toward us as the plane made its descent.

The smell of Allysen's pussy still lingered on my skin. Thinking about fucking her, getting so close to finishing inside that tight pussy, made my dick quiver.

I forced myself to think of the report on my laptop. The last thing I needed was for my dick to get hard again.

The plane touched down. Lolo took off his seat belt and adjusted the gun he was wearing. He gave me a wink.

I took a deep breath.

"What's next?" I wondered.


Chapter 4



“Do you find older women attractive?”

"So the amount of website engagement rose in direct response to the new ad campaign targeted at the African urban consumer," I said. "North Africa in particular, where Korean cosmetics are also surging in online discussions. But it's sub-Saharan Africa that seems like it has the most opportunity for growth in digital engagement."

I looked up from my report, taking in the dozen women who were gathered around the conference table. The women were all wealthy investors. A few were in their late 30s, but most were older.

We were in the conference room of a very expensive hotel. Katherine had surprised me by requesting I do a presentation of my findings to these investors.

I wasn't a very good public speaker, but I did my best. The investors were watching me closely, but I didn't think they cared too much about my analysis of web traffic to Seta Gialla's various sites.

The way they were looking at me was more like a bunch of hungry cats staring at a piece of tasty fish.

"What about Korean fragrances?" one woman asked. "Is online engagement matching Korean cosmetics?"

"The data suggests that Korean fragrances are still far behind Korean cosmetics in Africa as well as southeast Asia," I said, tapping on my laptop. "For whatever reason, Korean companies are struggling to draw attention online."

"It's a market opening we need to seize," Katherine said smoothly. "Korean fragrance is surging, but not making inroads into Africa or southeast Asia... yet. If we act quickly, Seta Gialla can seize market share and, most importantly, mind-share. As you all know, my company is very adept at tailoring fragrances to fit the unique tastes of different countries and cultures."

As Katherine continued with her talk, I shifted in my seat and tried to maintain my composure.

Under the table, hidden from view, Katherine's hand was down my pants, her fingers stroking my cock.

My balls were already hypersensitive. Feeling Katherine's finger rubbing over my swollen cockhead was torture that I didn't want to stop.

"I think we should take a break and discuss things," said a woman with dark hair. "¿No estás de acuerdo? And perhaps prepare the matter for this evening?"

She was staring at me as she said this. The dark-haired woman spoke English with a heavy Spanish accent. She looked to be in her late 30s and was very attractive, though her cosmetic surgery was a little exaggerated - overly plump lips and big enhanced breasts on her slim frame.

Katherine had introduced me to her earlier. Her name was Florentina Lopez. Her interest in me was obvious. She had been eye-fucking me throughout my presentation.

"Let's take a break and reconvene in an hour." Katherine stood. "Jake, thank you for the presentation. Please wait in the hotel room until I call for you."

"Yes, Ms. Fields."

I gathered my laptop, feeling the women's eyes on me as I walked to the door. Florentina's gaze was especially intense, her plump lips curved in a hungry grin.

Lolo was waiting outside. His calm presence was a relief after the charged atmosphere inside.

Lolo handed me a key card.

"Room 1205," he said in his deep voice. "Ms. Fields will call for you when she's ready."

I took the elevator up to the 12th floor, found the room, and stepped inside.

"Fucking hell," I muttered.

The room was bigger than my old apartment, with modern furnishings and a view that overlooked the city skyline. The king-size bed was covered in pristine white linens. My brown suit was laid out neatly on the bed.

I set my laptop down on the glass desk and walked over to the window. I took in the impressive city view that stretched below me. I could see all the way down to the city's famous riverside promenade.

But as cool as this hotel room was, my mind was back at the Packar Tower and the girl who was working there.

I pulled out my phone and sent a message to Bel.

"Hey, how's your day going?"

"Jake! I'm just sitting at my desk, waiting for the day to end. One more hour. How about you? Everything going okay with our CEO?"

"Some unique experiences," I wrote. "Just another crazy day at Seta Gialla."

"I wish I was there with you."

"Me too. So what did you do after I left?"

"The usual. But then... I had a late lunch with Denise in her secret room. She came in early to hang out with me."

"Really?"

"Yeah. And her place is so cozy! It felt like a hideaway from a teen novel or something."

"It is a lot of fun."

"Did you and Denise do anything there?" Bel asked. "She won't say."

"Maybe. Maybe not."

"You big tease!"

"LOL. Speaking of doing things... did you and Denise kiss again?"

"I'll tell you when you get back. Maybe."

"Now who's being the tease?"

My phone chimed. It was a message from Katherine.

"Take a shower and use the special soap I've placed in the bathroom. It's scentless. Don't put on deodorant or any other scented product. Meet back in the conference room when you're done."

"Will do," I replied.

I sent a quick message to Bel.

"Gotta go. Our CEO requires my attention. Talk to you later."

Bel replied with a waving hand emoji that made me smile.

I stripped and headed to the bathroom. A bar of handmade soap was waiting on the sink.

Half an hour later, I returned to the conference room. Lolo held the door open for me as I stepped inside.

The investors were seated around the table, their attention immediately focusing on me. Katherine stood at the head of the table. She drew me to her side.

Katherine scanned the investors looking at the two of us.

"Thank you for your patience, ladies," Katherine began. "As you know, Seta Gialla has long been a leader in women's body care products. However, there's an untapped market that we've yet to explore - young men. Our new scents will be aimed at this demographic, which we believe has immense potential."

The investors leaned forward, intrigued.

"We plan to introduce a line of products under a new division simply labeled 'SG4M, Seta Gialla for Men'," Katherine continued. "This will allow us to expand our market while maintaining our established boutique brand."

She paused, letting the information sink in.

"To ensure these products reach their target audience effectively, we'll be utilizing guerilla marketing tactics. Traditional media methods won't suffice for this demographic. Instead, we'll leverage podcasts, online influencers, and viral marketing campaigns."

The investors nodded, understanding the shift in strategy.

"The following is confidential information," Katherine went on with a sly smile. "One of our key angles to help us gain mind-share will be to emphasize how these scents make young men more appealing to older women. The popularity of MILF and cougar-themed content proves this approach will be effective. This angle will give 'SG4M' an edgy, almost subversive appeal. We'll laser focus on the manosphere subculture with the hook of influencers convincing young men that they can seduce older women with our new line. Exactly the sort of thing to separate our product and gain awareness plus mind-share."

"But will that work?" one woman asked.

Katherine's eyes glittered with amusement as she turned to me.

"Perhaps we should inquire directly from our target demographic. Jake? Do you find older women attractive?"

"Yes, Ms. Fields."

"You want to fuck older women, don't you?"

I was startled by her question, especially with so many women watching us. In this situation, I figured honesty was the best policy.

"I think every young man fantasizes about... uh... fucking older women."

The investors tittered and giggled at my response.

"Excellent," Katherine said. "I hope that allays any concerns you may have."

"It does," laughed the woman.

"Now, I want to offer you ladies a chance to experience these scents firsthand." Katherine looked at me with an expectant gaze. "Jake, would you please take off your coat and shirt?"

I hesitated for a moment, but then I reminded myself of Lolo's words about servicing Katherine.

With a deep breath and a mental note to keep an open mind, I shrugged off my suit coat and unbuttoned my shirt. The room fell silent as I bared my torso.

Katherine beamed with approval as she turned back to the investors.

"The best way to experience these scents is on the skin of a healthy young man," she said.

The investors' gazes were crawling all over me, their expressions a mix of curiosity and anticipation.

Katherine placed four small bottles on the conference table. I recognized them from our first encounter in her office.

"These scents are still in development, but these samples will give you a good idea of the final products."

Katherine turned to me, uncapping the first bottle. She dabbed the scents onto my wrists, sternum, and neck. The cool liquid evaporated on my skin, leaving a warm haze of subtle, masculine scents.

Katherine leaned in close, her breath warm on my ear.

"You were made for this," she whispered.

Turning back to the investors, she invited them to step forward.

"Please, come and experience the scents for yourselves."

One by one, the women approached me. They leaned in, breathing deeply, their faces inches from my body, eyes closing as they inhaled the subtle fragrance. The closeness was awkward and sexy and overwhelming all at once.

Each woman's reaction was different - some smiled appreciatively, while others murmured softly to themselves. I could feel the heat of their breaths and the brush of their hair against my skin. My heart hammered in my chest as their perfumed scents mingled with the fragrance Katherine had rubbed on me.

One woman's diamond necklace clinked softly against my sternum as she leaned in, making me shiver involuntarily.

One woman licked my neck and purred like a cat.

Another woman in her 50s hugged me, her hands running up and down my back before cupping my buttocks.

A woman with platinum blonde hair rubbed her breasts up and down my chest as she sniffed my neck.

I tried to maintain my composure, but having these beautiful, powerful women so close, examining me like this was something I never imagined. My cock, already aching, was rock hard again.

Then came Florentina.

The dark-haired beauty took her time, breathing in each scent, lingering over my skin. She breathed on me and nuzzled my neck, letting out a soft sigh as she rubbed her cheek against me.

Not caring that the rest of the women were watching, Florentina's hand slid down and found my erection, feeling it through my pants.

"Te voy a follar," she whispered.

I didn't know what the words meant, but Florentina's intent was clear. Her hand massaging my cock left little doubt in my mind.

"Florentina," Katherine said gently. "We need to carry on."

Florentina reluctantly released me and returned to her seat.

"Thank you Jake," Katherine said. "You can go back to the hotel room now."

I nodded to the investors. The women applauded politely as I gathered my clothes and left the conference room.

Lolo was waiting for me outside. He held my coat while I put on my shirt and tied my tie.

"Excellent Windsor knot," Lolo said, helping me into my jacket.

"Thanks Lolo," I said.

"Everything go alright in there?"

"Oh yeah," I nodded. "Working at Seta Gialla is full of surprises."


Chapter 5



“This is just the first of many opportunities.”

I was toweling off in the bathroom for the second time today. Katherine had messaged me after I left the conference room. She asked that I shower again, washing off the scents she had rubbed on me.

Her request was not a problem. I was going to shower anyway. The experimental colognes smelled amazing, but having four distinct scents on me was just too much.

Add to that the perfumes from some of the women who rubbed themselves against me? Honestly, I was happy to use the special soap to get to scentless again.

My stomach growled as I dried myself. I was hungry.

My balls also still ached, needing a release after fucking Allysen, getting sucked by Katherine, and being fondled by a bunch of attractive older women with zero payoff.

"I need to get some food into me and some cum out of me," I joked as I stared at myself in the bathroom's fogged-up mirror.

Back in the hotel room, I was just putting on my pants when my phone buzzed. It was a message from Katherine.

"Are you dressed?" she asked.

"Almost. Just got out of the shower."

"Wonderful. I've arranged a lovely dinner for you, Jake."

"Good. I'm starving."

"Ten minutes. You'll be dining in Room 1301."

I frowned, wondering why we'd be eating in a hotel room when there was an upscale restaurant in the hotel's lobby.

Then again, I didn't know anything about how these meetings worked, so I just rolled with the news.

"Will we be eating alone or will the investors be joining us?"

There was a pause before Katherine replied.

"You'll be having dinner with Mrs. Florentina Lopez. She has things to discuss with you."

"You won't be with us?" I asked, confused.

"No. I'll be eating with the other investors. I have confidence in you, Jake. I know you will treat Mrs. Lopez well."

I thought back to the dark-haired beauty who had fondled my cock in the conference room. I was starting to guess what "treating her well" might mean.

As if to confirm my speculation, Katherine messaged me again.

"You didn't masturbate, did you?"

"No," I replied.

"Very good. All that masculine energy will soon be released, just as I promised you. I'm sure you understand what I mean, yes?"

Again, I thought of the way Mrs. Lopez had looked at me, the Spanish words she had whispered in my ear.

"I understand," I assured Katherine.

"I knew you would. Enjoy yourself, Jake. This is just the first of many opportunities for you. We'll fly home after you're done."

I set the phone down. For a long moment, I just stared out the window at the city skyline.

My role with Katherine Fields was becoming clear. Satisfying my CEO was only part of my job.

I was also an asset for Katherine to expand her business empire.

I thought back to the investors Katherine had gathered. All women, all middle-aged, all very attractive. They all had money, business sense, and a network of like-minded peers.

And they all wanted young cock.

"That's where I come in," I said. "Or maybe, that's where I cum in."

It was a lame pun, but I still chuckled. You had to laugh at a situation like this.

Discreet, clean, and connected to Katherine Fields? I could see how wealthy women like these investors found such an arrangement attractive.

Sure, there were tons of guys they could play with on their own. But having that extra layer of connection with one of the most famous businesswomen in the world was very appealing.

Was I the first guy who played this role for Katherine? And just how much more would she require me to provide for her investors?

I had lots of questions, but this wasn't the time. The truth was that I had an opportunity to make a career for myself in the elite world of big business. I'd do so with my brains, my work ethic... and by fucking a bunch of hot older women.

That sounded like a dream come true.

"I'm not going to miss my chance," I told myself.

Minutes later, I was in Room 1301.

The suite was breathtaking. It made my luxury hotel room look like a Holiday Inn. Floor-to-ceiling windows wrapped around two walls, showing off the glittering cityscape. A crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling, casting soft, warm light over the opulent furnishings. A grand piano sat in one corner. Original artwork hung on the walls, and what looked like genuine gold trim gleamed on the ceiling.

Florentina stood by the window, beckoning me over.

She looked incredible in a red dress that hugged every curve of her toned body. Her black hair cascaded over bare shoulders, and her plump lips were a glossy red.

The dress dipped low, showing off deep cleavage and perfect breasts that had to be the work of a world class surgeon.

She pressed against my side, her hand taking mine.

"Beautiful view, yes?"

"Very beautiful," I agreed. "The view out the window is also nice."

"Such a charming young man," she giggled.

It was a surprisingly girlish laugh from such a mature woman. There was a youthfulness about Florentina that surprised me.

"This whole room is amazing," I said. "I've never seen a hotel suite this big."

"1301 is special. I always stay in 1301 when I visit. Many people, they are superstitious about floor thirteen. Not much demand for this floor. This hotel always had trouble filling it."

She laughed and squeezed my hand.

"So my husband, he bought the whole floor. He made it into four luxury suites. This one is mine, the others I let friends use."

I tried to calculate what it would cost to own an entire floor of a luxury hotel. The number was probably stupidly high.

"Are you hungry?" Florentina asked.

"Starving actually."

"We will order soon," she said with a mischievous smile. "Hunger sharpens desire. But first..."

She tapped her phone and the lights dimmed. Soft Latin music filled the air.

"Dance with me?"

"Of course, Mrs. Lopez."

She pulled me to the center of the room and folded herself against me. We swayed together, her head resting on my chest. Her body was warm and soft against mine.

"You are very handsome, Jake. Very unique." Her accent made everything sound sultry. "Your report today, it was excellent. Very persuasive."

"Thank you, Mrs. Lopez."

"Katherine has a good eye for talent. She told me about you, about your background."

"Did she?"

Florentina looked up at me and nodded.

"I also grew up in poverty," she said. "Can I tell you some things, Jake?"

"Of course, Mrs. Lopez."

"I grew up in Iztapalapa, the poorest part of Mexico City. I was just another little slum girl. But... I was beautiful. And determined. I knew I was not meant to stay in the slums. I knew I had to do whatever it took to escape poverty. You understand, yes?"

"For sure," I said, thinking of my own determination to get out of the trailer parks.

"But we both know how hard it is to escape our conditions. Almost impossible in Mexico, I assure you. So when my parents could not pay for college, I told the college Administrator that I would suck his cock every day before class. He looked at me and saw my beauty and agreed to waive my tuition. And every day I went to campus early and gave that man what he wanted. Does that shock you?"

"No. You did what you had to do, I guess."

"Yes, I did." Florentina shrugged. "And in college, I fucked a professor who knew a movie scriptwriter. I fucked that scriptwriter, who then introduced me to his producer. I fucked that movie producer while his wife was sleeping in the next room. From there, man to man to man, until I married one of Mexico's richest businessmen. You see?"

"Yes."

"I fucked my way to the top, Jake." Her hand stroked my chest. "And now look - I have everything I ever wanted. I did what I had to do. Pleasuring men was my life. But now? Well, now my own pleasures can be satisfied."

Florentina nuzzled my hand, then guided it down to her firm tits.

"When I saw the pictures of you, I knew I must have you."

"Pictures?" I asked.

"Of you and the African girl. On the plane."

I realized then why Katherine had taken so many pictures of me with Allysen.

"Seeing you in person, hearing your report, smelling you and touching you. This is a pleasure I deserve. Which is why I bid so much."

"Bid?"

"In the auction. All of us bid for you. And I made sure I won."

"What the fuck?"

"Oh Jake, you look so scandalized! The money goes to charity, don't worry."

"It's not that. I... an auction?"

"Just a game we sometimes play when we get together. We bid for paintings, for one-of-a-kind perfumes, other luxurious things. Today, it was you."

I didn't know what to say. I was some prize to be won at an auction? I never would have imagined such a thing.

Florentina seemed to sense my confusion. She kissed my wrist.

"Of course, I don't wish you to do anything you don't want. No one is forcing you, Jake. If you don't think I'm attractive..."

"No, it's not that," I spluttered. "Not at all. You're very attractive, Mrs. Lopez. I just, uh... what about your husband?"

"He just wants me to be happy," Florentina laughed. "He's got so many boy toys, I think he forgets I even exist. Yes, I said 'boy toys'. My husband has flocks of college students who 'intern' with him. He likes dick as much as I do. That's why he married me. With my sexual reputation, no one would question my husband's true orientation."

"That's kind of fucked up," I said.

"It's a mutual benefit. I get wealth and these young men use my husband's connections to become CEOs, politicians, bankers. It's how Mexico works. America too, of course. But forget about my husband. This is about my pleasure."

"I understand."

"So? Do you want to fuck me, Jake? Or am I too old for you?"

I looked over the dark-haired woman in my arms. I could see the young girl Florentina had described, the youthful beauty that she'd used to get the life she dreamed about. It was easy to see why men had given Florentina whatever she wanted.

And now she wanted me.

"You're not too old, Mrs. Lopez," I said, stroking her cheek. "You are fucking perfect."

"That's what I wanted to hear."

Florentina pulled me into a kiss, her lips soft and hungry against mine. As our tongues wrestled, she shrugged off her dress, letting it slide down her body onto the floor.

I broke the kiss and held her at arm's length, taking in her naked body. Her breasts were full and round, defying gravity with their firmness. Her waist was slim, hips flaring out gently. A small, neatly trimmed patch of dark hair pointed towards her pussy. Her skin was a warm, golden brown, smooth and flawless.

"Do you like what you see, Jake?" she asked, her voice holding just a hint of uncertainty.

In response, I took her hand and pressed it against my erection, straining against my pants.

"Does that answer your question?"

"Mmm, yes it does."

Taking my hand, she led me to the floor-to-ceiling window. The city sprawled out beneath us, lights twinkling like stars.

"I love being seen," she whispered. "By anyone who happens to look at our window. It makes things so exciting."

She kneeled before me, her hands working on my belt and pants. She slid them down, along with my boxers, freeing my cock. It sprang out, hard and ready.

Florentina looked up at me, her eyes wide with appreciation.

"Such a beautiful cock," she murmured, holding it against her forearm to compare sizes. "I won't be able to fit all of you inside me, but I will love to try."

She wrapped her hand around my shaft, her fingers not quite meeting. She stroked me gently, her eyes locked onto mine. Then she leaned forward, her tongue flicking out to lick the precum beading at the tip.

She moaned softly, her eyes fluttering closed as she took me into her mouth.

"That's right, Mrs. Lopez. Suck that cock."

Her lips were soft, her tongue skilled as she worked my tip. She took as much of me as she could, her hands twisting up and down the rest of my shaft.

The sight of her on her knees, her lips stretched around my cock, was almost too much to bear in my super-sensitive state. I groaned, my hands fisting in Florentina's dark hair as she sucked me deeper.

"God, you're a good little cocksucker."

Florentina Lopez had amazing oral skills. A lifetime of pleasing men was probably why. I felt like my dick had grown another inch from Florentina's expert sucking. Her tongue twisted around the head of my shaft, taking almost half my length before violently gagging.

I pulled back slightly as she looked up at me, her eyes watering, her face scrunched up with effort. She pulled my dick out of her mouth and sat back on her haunches, stroking my length.

"Such a big, beautiful cock." She ran her tongue along the vein on the underside of my shaft, making me twitch in her grasp. "You'll fuck me the way I like, won't you, Jake?"

"Yeah. However you want."

Her eyes darkened as she rose to her feet, pushing her chest out towards me.

"Then take me, Jake. Take me hard. Make me yours."

I didn't need to be told twice. My hands slid under her ass, lifting her up. She giggled and wrapped her legs around me, rubbing her hot pussy against my cock.

Florentina clung to me as I carried her to the bed, her soft, naked skin feeling incredible against mine. Her passionate Spanish whispers filled my ear as I lowered her down and fitted the head of my cock to her pussy.

I was just about to thrust home when she pushed me away.

"Wait, Jake." Her eyes were bright, eager, and her chest heaved. "I want you to be rough with me. Muy fuerte, okay?"

I hesitated, a little surprised. Be rough with her? That wasn't what I had in mind when I carried her to bed.

"You sure?" I asked.

Florentina smiled as if reading my mind.

"I can handle it. I want to be used hard, be your little fucktoy." She bit her lip and added, "Please, Jake."

"Alright," I said slowly. "How rough?"

She leaned in close as if to share a secret. Before I knew what was happening, her hand swung up and stung my cheek.

I flinched back from the unexpected blow, raising my hand to my stinging skin just as she spat in my face.

I stared at her, shocked. Florentina grinned.

"That rough," she snarled.

Florentina's slap stung, her spit dripping down my cheek. I understood her game now. She wanted it rough. She wanted to be dominated.

I could do that.

I grabbed her by the throat, not too hard, but firm enough to show I meant business. Her eyes widened, a smile playing on her lips. I pushed her back onto the bed, climbing on top of her.

"You like it rough, huh?" I growled, my hand still on her throat.

She nodded eagerly, her eyes sparkling with excitement. I leaned down, my face inches from hers.

"You want me to fuck you like a whore?"

She moaned beneath me, her hips bucking against my cock.

"Yes, papi. Fuck me like a filthy whore."

Papi.

I didn't speak Spanish, but I knew what that meant. Having this gorgeous, rich woman who was old enough to be my mother calling me papi? My aching balls throbbed to unload inside this Latina beauty.

I sat up, my knees on either side of her hips. I grabbed a handful of her hair, pulling her head up. She gasped, her hands reaching up to grab my arms. I spat on her face, the way she had done to me. She moaned, her tongue flicking out to lick the spit off her lips.

"You like that, don't you?" I said, pulling her hair harder.

She nodded, her breath coming in quick gasps now.

I let go of her hair and grabbed her breasts, squeezing them hard. She cried out, her back arching off the bed. I slapped one breast, then the other, leaving red handprints on her golden skin.

"Fuck me, papi!" she begged. "Fuck me hard."

I grabbed her by the hips, flipping her over onto her stomach. I pulled her up onto her knees, her ass in the air. I grabbed her hair again, pulling her head back as I jammed my cock against her fuckhole and slammed into her.

She screamed as I bottomed out in her cunt, her hands fisting in the sheets. I fucked her hard, my hips slapping against her ass. I pulled her hair, forcing her back to arch as I leaned over her.

"You like that, you little slut?" I growled in her ear.

She moaned, her body shaking with each thrust.

I was enjoying fucking her doggy style, but I wanted to see her face as I pounded her. I let go of her hair and flipped her over, forcing her legs to splay wide apart.

Shoving my cock back into her dripping snatch, I wrapped my hand around her throat, squeezing gently.

Florentine stared at me with wild eyes, spit drooling down her plumped-up lips. Her moans grew louder, her body tensing as she came close to orgasm.

"Cum for me, Florentina," I commanded, my hand tightening around her throat. "Do it now, bitch."

Fiorentina fought to breathe, drawing in a ragged breath. She clenched her eyes shut and screamed, her body convulsing as she came, her pussy clenching around my cock.

I kept fucking her, not giving her a chance to relax, jack hammering her pussy relentlessly, my own orgasm close.

"Cum inside me, papi!"

"Say please, slut."

"Please, papi!"

Her begging pushed me over the edge. I bottomed out in her pussy and pumped my cum into her fuckhole, pulsing my sperm deep inside her.

After so much edging all day, I was like a volcano erupting inside her, gouts of hot cum filling up her greedy cunt.

"Fuck," I groaned, the pleasure so intense it was almost painful.

"That's it, papi!" Florentina gasped. "So much cum! Breed me, papi. Put a baby inside me. Make me pregnant, please!"

Even as I was cumming, her words knifed through my mind.

WTF? Was this woman serious? Did she want to get pregnant from me?

As if sensing my thoughts, Florentina locked her legs around me like a vise. Even if I wanted to pull out, I couldn't. I just kept filling her up with my cum, flooding her out until it spilled out of her.

"¡Sí, papi! ¡Oh, sí, papi!" she whimpered.

When I finally was emptied, I lay on top of Florentina, sweaty and exhausted. It was minutes before Florentina reluctantly unlocked her legs and let me go.

I pulled out of her pussy, watching my gooey cum spill out of her stretched-out hole. As much as I loved seeing my creampies, Florentina's talk about babies was churning my stomach.

Florentina lay on the bed, still twitching with aftershocks. She had her eyes closed, her hands cupping her tits as she rocked from side to side, moaning in Spanish.

I lay on the bed beside her, staring up at the ceiling. Eventually, Florentina rolled onto me, kissing my chest.

"Jake?"

"Yeah, Mrs. Lopez?"

"You should quit your job with Katherine and come work for me."

"Um, wow." I ran a hand through my damp hair, not knowing how to reply to her. "I don't think... I don't think I can do that."

"I'll pay you triple what Katherine pays."

"I'm sorry," I said. "I can't."

"Quadruple. Your only duty would be accompanying me on trips and fucking me senseless."

"That sounds tempting. But no. I just can't."

She raised up on one elbow and looked down at me.

"Loyalty is so sexy. Okay, Jake. No hard feelings. But you know the offer is there. If you change your mind."

"Thank you, Mrs. Lopez."

"Now, let's eat. You want to order food brought here? Or go downstairs to eat?"

After finally getting to unload, my balls were aching and sensitive. That and the sight of Florentina's pussy and thighs covered in my cum made the choice easy.

"Let's eat here," I told her.

She kissed my chest.

"Good choice, papi."


Chapter 6



“I love my job.”

Katherine's private jet rose steeply, the lights of the city sparkling below us.

I was lying face-down, naked on Katherine's desk. The cool wood beneath me contrasted with the warmth of Allysen's expert hands as she straddled my back and massaged me.

The Ghanaian beauty's fingers kneaded into my muscles, working out knots I hadn't realized were there. The scent of lavender and eucalyptus from the massage oil filled the cabin, calming my mind and soothing my senses.

"You're so tense, Jake," Allysen murmured, her fingers pressing into the small of my back.

"I got quite a workout," I murmured. "Mrs. Lopez requires some energetic handling."

"Well, you can relax now," Allysen said. "Let me take care of you."

I had to admit, her touch was fucking magic. Allysen moved from my shoulders down to my lower back, each stroke deliberate and firm.

When she reached my ass cheeks, her hands moved in circular motions, easing out the tightness in those big muscles. I couldn't help but groan softly at the relief she provided.

Katherine sat beside me. Her fingers combed through my hair gently.

"You did so well with Florentina," she said, her voice low and admiring. "She was quite pleased with the way you fucked her."

"I'm glad."

"Her only suggestion was to be a little rougher."

"I almost left bruises," I protested. "I didn't want to hurt her."

"But Florentina wants to be hurt. Next time, you must be more rough."

"Next time?"

"Oh yes. There will certainly be a next time, Mr. Conner. You're okay with that, I assume?"

"I'm up for it," I said, recalling the way Florentina had clawed at me as I pounded her into multiple orgasms. "It's just..."

"Yes? Something troubling you?"

"Well, Mrs. Lopez did mention something that has me worried."

"Oh?"

"She said she hoped I made her pregnant."

Katherine laughed softly. Allysen joined her.

"Mrs. Lopez loves her breeding fantasies," Allysen chuckled as she worked my glutes, still aching from thrusting so hard into the mature Mexican beauty.

"She's well known for it among our little group," Katherine said.

"But what if she gets pregnant?"

"Hmm. Well, if you had a baby with a billionaire like Florentina Lopez, you're life would be set financially. That's something a lot of men would aspire to."

"Not me," I grunted. "Besides, her husband might like guys, but he still wouldn't be thrilled she got pregnant from another man."

"Oh Jake, you're so naive," Katherine teased, her fingers now tracing lazy patterns on my scalp. "The ultra-wealthy have different arrangements when it comes to their personal affairs."

"Yeah, so she said. I told Mrs. Lopez that's kinda fucked up."

"Keep an open mind, Jake."

I hesitated before bringing up the next point.

"Mrs. Lopez said something else."

"What was it? To choke her harder?"

"Yes, but something else as well. She asked me to leave Seta Gialla and work for her."

On my back, Allysen's hands paused for a fraction of a second before continuing their sensual massage. Katherine's hand stilled in my hair. I could sense her stiffening beside me.

"And what did you say?"

Katherine's voice held an edge. Was it concern? Jealousy?

"I told her no," I replied slowly. "I'm not leaving Seta Gialla."

Katherine relaxed visibly beside me, a satisfied smile spreading across her face.

"Good man," she said.

Katherine resumed stroking my hair. She seemed back to her usual confident self.

But at that moment, I realized something important about Katherine. Despite her confident exterior and powerful position, there was a vulnerability in her.

Katherine's desire to keep me close was telling. It was something I would keep in mind.

"God, that feels good," I sighed.

Allysen continued to work on my muscles, her hands gliding over my skin. The knots melted away under her skilled touch, leaving me in a state of calm relaxation.

I turned my head slightly, catching Katherine's gaze.

"So, is this what my job is going to be?" I asked Katherine, looking up at her from the desk. "Pleasing your investors?"

She smiled, tracing a finger along my jaw.

"Your principal duty, Jake, will always be sharing your masculine energy with me. You will be tasked with fucking me whenever I want and feeding me your cum as often as I require. And I require it a great deal, Jake. As you have discovered."

"I understand."

"But you are also an asset to Seta Gialla. You're very special. You have what my friends and investors desire."

"I thought you hired me for my computer skills, Ms. Fields," I teased.

"And we will utilize those skills, Jake. All people have talents. I respect your drive and intelligence. But it's a good thing to use all your talents, don't you think? Including the prodigious talent you were born with."

I couldn't help but grin at her phrasing. I'd never thought of my cock as being part of my professional skill set.

Katherine patted my neck.

"All the women you'll service will be wealthy, healthy, and attractive," she assured me. "Some want romance, some want excitement, some want danger. All want that cock of yours. Can you envision yourself fulfilling this role?"

I thought it over, imagining the possibilities. Jet-setting around the world, having sex with beautiful older women while also being Katherine's sexual provider?

It sounded like a dream job wrapped in layers of crazy luxury.

Combined with my skills and ambition, I could see the opportunities for an exciting and prosperous life.

"No objections," I said finally. "I'm eager to help you in any way that I can."

Katherine's face lit up. She leaned down and kissed my cheek, her lips warm and soft.

"I'm so pleased to hear that, Jake," she whispered in my ear. "Right now, I crave your masculine energy. But I'm currently indisposed. It's that time of the month for me."

"Okay."

"However, Allysen can provide the pleasure for both of us. She has been marveling all day at how you stretched her to her limit. I think she is eager to finish what you started?"

"I certainly am," Allysen confirmed.

The thought of getting back into Allysen's tight pussy was tempting, but I hesitated.

"Um, after such a long day of edging and then pounding the hell out of Mrs. Lopez, I'm not sure if... uh, I can perform."

Katherine smiled, her eyes gleaming with confidence.

"I have faith in you, Jake. You're a healthy and blessed young man. Besides, Allysen has unique ways to energize even an exhausted male."

Allysen's hands finally stilled, and she climbed off the desk. I watched as she stripped, peeling off her blouse to reveal full, dark breasts with big black nipples. She undid her skirt, letting it fall to the floor before stepping out of it.

Standing naked before us, she picked up a bottle of scented oil and drizzled it over her head, rubbing it through her short hair and down her body until she glistened.

Fuck, she was gorgeous. Her smooth, dark skin gleamed in the cabin's soft lighting. Katherine motioned for me to turn over, and I obliged.

Allysen climbed on top of me. I grinned as I got a face full of Allysen's oiled tits. Her hardening nipples dragged along my cheeks, and I inhaled her aroma, a mixture of spices and warm skin and wet pussy.

Allysen teased me, keeping her tight body hovering over me. Katherine leaned down and kissed me deeply as Allysen lowered her body onto mine, her breasts sliding along my chest and stomach. The feeling of her nipples dragging down my torso and her slick, warm weight on top of me was overwhelming.

Despite my exhaustion, my cock had hardened to its full length. It stood upright, throbbing for attention.

Katherine kissed me again, her tongue exploring my mouth as Allysen ground her hips against mine. She swiveled her hips, her oily hand guiding my cock into her tight depths. With a sigh, she sank down, taking me in until I bottomed out in her pussy.

I groaned as the African beauty rode me, her movements more aggressive this time since I wasn't avoiding cumming.

Even still, I could only fit half my length into her, but it was enough. The combination of her tightness and the sight of those oily titties bouncing above me was too much.

With a triumphant growl, I erupted into her wet snatch, my hot load filling her up until it dripped out of her in globs of sticky cream.

Drained, I watched as Allysen climbed off me. She was breathing hard, her chest heaving as Katherine had her sit in the CEO's chair.

Allysen spread her legs, and Katherine kneeled between them, her blonde hair falling forward like a curtain. I could see Katherine's pink tongue snaking out, licking my semen from Allysen's puffy pussy lips. She seemed to savor it, swallowing my masculine energy with bliss written across her face.

"Mmm, so powerful," Katherine murmured. "The energy of both your seed, Jake, and Allysen's female desire."

Allysen groaned. "God, I love my job."

I couldn't help but laugh at the craziness of it all. Here I was, lying naked on my boss's desk on her private jet, watching as my CEO ate my cum from another employee's pussy.

The laughter bubbled up inside me and then erupted out. Soon, all three of us were laughing, our giggles filling the cabin of the jet as we hurtled through the night sky.


Chapter 7



“In Every Peasant, a King!”

I gradually woke to the sensation of warmth and wetness enveloping my cock.

"Mmm, Bel..." I groaned.

I reached down and stroked her thick hair as Bel sensually licked my morning wood, sucking on my cockhead like it was a sweet lollipop.

The room was dim, the first rays of morning light barely filtering through the curtains.

I could smell fresh coffee and fried bacon, the scent better than any perfume to wake up to.

The sounds of the city outside mingled with the soft slurping sounds of Bel's mouth as she worked my rigid cock.

"That's right, hold them like that, that's perfect."

Bel's fingers massaged my balls just the way I liked. Her red hair fanned out across my thighs like a silk sheet.

I loved stroking her hair as she sucked me, loved the softness running between my fingers.

Bel had been waking me up like this for almost a month now, ever since I moved in with her. Despite having separate bedrooms and her still being a virgin, our mornings had become something special.

Getting my balls drained by Bel's eager mouth was a joy every morning.

And Bel's oral skills had improved dramatically. She was no longer hesitant and unsure.

Instead, she knew exactly how to tease and please me, taking me deep into her throat before pulling back and circling her tongue around the head. Each movement was sure, each flick of her tongue calculated to drive me wild.

I groaned as she picked up the pace, her cheeks hollowing with each suck. My hand tightened in her hair, guiding her rhythm until I couldn't hold back any longer.

With a grunt, I came in Bel's mouth, cum pulsing out of me, enjoying how Bel happily swallowed every drop.

I finally finished and Bel licked out the last globs from my tip, gripping and milking me to make sure I was completely emptied.

Licking a final smear from my balls, she pulled back, patting my tummy with a satisfied smile.

"Good morning, lover."

"Morning, Bel."

"Breakfast is ready," she said softly. "I just need to make the scrambled eggs."

I watched her slip out of bed, her nightshirt clinging to her slim body as she walked to the kitchen.

"We need to go shopping for dinner tonight," she added over her shoulder. "Denise is coming over."

A couple of hours later, the two of us walked arm in arm through the foodie part of downtown. All the shops along the row were offering samples of their cuisines. Crowds packed the lane, everyone happy and excited to be out and about on the weekend.

Me and Bel ducked into an Indian shop first, the aroma of spices hitting us like a wave. We sampled samosas filled with spicy potatoes and peas, their crispy exteriors giving way to warm, savory fillings.

Next was a German shop where we tasted slices of bratwurst and sauerkraut. The sharp tang of vinegar cut through the rich fattiness of the sausage perfectly. Bel laughed as I tried to pronounce "Kartoffelsalat" without butchering it too badly.

Finally, we found ourselves in a Korean shop where we shared bites of kimchi and bulgogi. Korean food was one of my favorites. Even in my shitty hometown, there had been a Korean restaurant run by a young Korean family. Their food had made me a fan for life.

Outside, the air was crisp, a sign that autumn was here. As we strolled down the street, Bel pointed out how beautiful the trees looked in their autumn foliage.

"Someone's gonna have to rake those leaves up, though," I joked.

"City sanitation makes good money," Bel said. "It must be nice to keep the city clean and beautiful. True job satisfaction."

It still tickled me how wholesome Bel could be. She looked at the world with an artist's eye. It was as if she was constantly searching for beauty, even in the harshness of the city streets.

We eventually made our way to our favorite bakery. The plump woman behind the counter greeted us warmly.

Bel ordered a "hearty and crusty" loaf of bread while I looked over the pastries in the display case.

The woman behind the counter smirked at Bel and pointed to a long baguette.

"Isn't this more his style?" she teased.

Bel's cheeks flushed pink.

"Maybe for another occasion," she replied softly.

"Every night with him is an occasion, I bet!"

The woman gave me a wink when she handed over the loaf. As we walked out of the bakery, I turned to Bel.

"That joke about the baguette? Was she saying what I think she was saying?"

"I think so," Bel giggled.

"Did you tell that woman about my... you know?"

"What? No!" Bel's eyes went wide behind her glasses. "Jake! I would never!"

"What was all that about the baguette, then?"

She smacked my arm playfully and gave me a kiss.

"You just radiate Big Dick Energy or something."

"Or something," I laughed.

Bel's phone buzzed.

"Oh, the butcher says our order is ready. He's the only one who knows how to prepare leg of lamb the Welsh way."

"Looking forward to trying lamb," I said. "I've never had it before. I'm still not sure about that black pudding you mentioned, though."

"Trust me, Jake. You'll love my family's lamb recipe. Authentic Welsh food."

Back at the apartment, we got to work preparing dinner. Bel showed me how to trim the lamb while she chopped vegetables. We passed a bottle of wine back and forth as we worked, the kitchen filling with the scent of fresh herbs.

"Hey, whatever happened to your old roommate?" I asked, mincing fresh rosemary.

"Oh god," Bel laughed, taking another sip of wine. "My friend said she's living in Thailand now with some sixty-year-old guy."

"Damn. Well hope they are happy. Probably chowing down on sardines together."

We both burst out laughing, the wine making everything funnier than it should have been.

The stove chimed.

"Perfect timing - preheating's done," Bel said.

I slid the roasting pan with the lamb into the oven and closed the door. Bel picked up her phone, wobbling slightly as she set the timer.

"In two and a half hours, you'll be eating the best Welsh lamb you've ever tasted."

"More like the only Welsh lamb I've ever tasted," I replied with a grin.

A knock echoed through the apartment.

"Come in, Denise!" I called out, knowing she was expected.

The door swung open and Denise hurried in, clutching a tote bag. She marched right up to me, her eyes wide with excitement.

"It's you, isn't it?" she blurted out.

Bel and I exchanged confused looks.

"What are you talking about?" I asked, genuinely clueless.

"The online ad!" Denise said. "You haven't seen it yet?"

"No idea what you're talking about," I replied.

Denise set her tote bag down and motioned for us to follow her.

"You both need to see this."

Denise opened Bel's laptop and navigated to Seta Gialla's webpage. My eyes widened as I saw a large ad splashed across the screen. It was a gritty, almost grainy photo of a man in a worn-out suit.

I recognized it instantly. It was my old thrift store suit.

But it wasn't the suit that shocked me.

The suit jacket was open, revealing my tight pants. My penis was clearly outlined beneath the right pant leg, a massive bulge snaking down my thigh. In my hand, I held a bottle of cologne by my bulge. The caption read - "In Every Peasant, a King. SG4M."

Bel gasped softly, her eyes darting between the screen and me.

"What the hell?" I muttered, anxiety coursing through me.

"So it is you?" Denise asked.

"I took that picture in Katherine's office," I explained, still trying to process what I was seeing. "She asked me to wear my old suit. I thought it was just for an ad concept."

"Well," Denise said, laughing nervously, "it's everywhere now. This ad went viral overnight."

My mind raced. On the one hand, my face wasn't shown, so I was anonymous. On the other hand, it was definitely me, my shitty suit, and my cock on display for who knows how many people to see.

The thought made me anxious, but there was also a strange, undeniable thrill.

Bel looked at me, her expression a mix of concern and curiosity.

"Jake, are you okay?"

I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself.

"I... I don't know what to think."

"Well, you're famous now, dude." Denise grinned, clearly enjoying the drama. "Or at least, your cock is."

I shook my head, still in disbelief. The room felt suddenly smaller, the air thicker. The reality of the situation was sinking in, and I had no idea what to do next.

"Well?" Denise finally said, breaking the silence. "How does it feel to be an internet sensation?"

"I'm not a sensation!" I protested.

"Um, you kinda are. Check this out."

Denise brought up a video. It was from this morning's weekend business show. Katherine was sitting at a desk with one of the anchors.

Katherine was looking her usual confident and beautiful self. The anchor seemed slightly perplexed.

"...and then expanding into North Africa and Southeast Asia," Katherine was saying. "Serving untapped markets in this new globalized beauty economy."

Denise nudged me with her elbow.

"This interview was prearranged weeks ago," Denise said. "So this was no accident. Your CEO was fully in control of the timing of her new ad."

"Before we get to Africa, though, there is something we need to address," the anchor said. "It's this new ad campaign that has gone viral. A sort of guerrilla campaign, it's fair to say. One that is quite shocking."

"Shocking?" Katherine said innocently. "How do you mean?"

The ad was shown on-screen. I felt my heart lurch to see my cock being put on national television.

"This ad is undeniably provocative, Ms. Fields. It's being widely circulated on social media. What exactly were you trying to do featuring a male pornstar in this ad? Don't you think that taints your brand?"

Katherine smiled a cunning smile. She looked like a cat that had just sneaked up on a mouse.

Our CEO was ready to pounce.

"Seta Gialla has always been about authenticity," Katherine said. "This is not some fake ad campaign with a male pornstar. It's the exact opposite. The man in this picture is not a model. He is an actual employee at Seta Gialla. I work closely with him every day. That suit is his suit, not a costume. And yes, that is his manhood being featured in the ad."

"But why? What point was the photographer trying to make?"

"Well, I can tell you precisely what the photographer intended because the photographer was me! I took that picture with my phone. In my office. With my actual employee. I wanted to show that every man, no matter how reduced his circumstances, no matter how tattered his suit... every man has a King inside him. And our new fragrance line, SG4M, is all about bringing out the King inside every man."

"A King with an enormous member?" the anchor asked skeptically.

"You need to open your mind," Katherine insisted. "That's the whole point of this ad. Look beyond a man's exterior. See the powerful masculinity hidden within. SG4M can help bring out that hidden masculine power."

"So the huge penis is a symbol of masculinity?"

"I mean... can you think of a better metaphor?" Katherine laughed. "People understand what this ad is getting at. That's why it has resonated so well across the world."

"Well, who am I to argue?" the anchor shrugged. "Your track record speaks for itself. Taking risks has always been your hallmark, Ms. Fields. It looks like this is another risky move for Seta Gialla."

"A new endeavor requires bold action," Katherine said.

"Of course. We'll head to a commercial break now. But before we go, just one more question?"

"Of course."

"Is that penis real? Or is it a silicone insert?"

Katherine's smile widened.

"Oh, it's very real," she chuckled. "I can assure you of that."

And then Katherine Fields, CEO of Seta Gialla, turned to the camera... and winked.

As the video ended, Denise clapped me on my shoulder.

"In Every Peasant, a King!" Denise laughed. "King Jake!"

"King Jake," Bel echoed.

The two girls started giggling. They crowded around me, wrapping me in their arms. I couldn't help but laugh along with them.

"King Jake," I mumbled.


Chapter 8



“For inspiration.”

Katherine's office felt like the eye of a digital storm. I stared at her laptop. The screen was flooded with likes and comments. Her TV was playing a video loop of reactors talking about the viral ad.

Katherine’s eyes gleamed with excitement as she scrolled through the social media posts.

"This is incredible, Jake! The biggest splash we've had for a pre-product launch. The buzz is building organically. No paid campaign could achieve this!"

I shifted uncomfortably in my chair, glancing from the TV to her laptop.

"I get that it's a big deal, but... all this attention. It's fucking weird."

Katherine's hand landed reassuringly on my shoulder.

"No one knows it's you in the ad, Jake. And with a penis as beautiful as yours, there's no reason to be ashamed."

"I understand. But look at this comment." I pointed to the screen. "'This ad is iconic on gay sites already.' I have nothing against gay dudes, but how am I supposed to feel about that? And all the other comments?"

"Any attention is good attention," Katherine replied without missing a beat.

"Why didn't you tell me about this ad idea beforehand?" I asked. "I need some clarity on that."

"It was impulsive," Katherine admitted, leaning back in her chair. "I took the picture for an ad concept, just like I told you. But after showing it to one of my Creatives, they came up with the guerilla ad idea using my low-fi and grungy picture. I never expected this kind of response."

"Who was the Creative?" I asked.

Katherine’s eyes flicked over my shoulder.

"Speak of the devil..."

I turned to see Hell Mel sauntering into the office, her purple hair vivid against the muted tones of the room. She extended her hand toward me.

"Good morning, Jake Conner," she said blandly.

I shook her hand, feeling an odd sense of surrealism wash over me.

"It was you?" I asked.

"Congratulations on going viral," Hell Mel said with a satisfied smirk. "Your penis is becoming quite famous online."

"I'm not sure how to feel about that," I confessed.

Hell Mel shrugged and patted my shoulder.

"Internet fame is sweet, intense, and ephemeral. Much like an orgasm, actually. Good morning, Ms. Fields."

"Melinda."

I watched as Hell Mel moved to Katherine's side. Their greeting morphed into a deep kiss, Hell Mel's hand cupping Katherine's breast with a familiarity that stunned me.

When they finally broke apart, Katherine turned to me with a business-like air.

"You and Melinda will be working together on some new ideas. I expect a proposal by tomorrow."

Hell Mel wiped Katherine's lipstick from the corner of her mouth. She came over and grabbed my hand.

"Let's get to work," she said.

I glanced back at Katherine. A playful grin creased her beautiful face as I left.

Hell Mel tugged me out of the office, down the hall, and toward the private elevator. She held my hand the whole time, her grip surprisingly firm.

Allysen and Lolo looked amused as we passed them.

I expected the elevator to take us down to the offices, but it jolted upwards instead. I turned to Hell Mel, puzzled.

"Where are we going?"

"I do my 'mental carpentry' in The Creative Side because of the energy there. But when I need real inspiration, I go somewhere special."

She squeezed my hand harder.

"I appreciate a man with strong hands. These callouses," she ran her thumb over my palm. "They make my nipples hard."

Before I could respond, she pulled aside her loose top to reveal a pierced nipple standing erect. The casualness of it left me speechless.

Her outfit — a loose top and an ankle-length skirt — seemed designed less for comfort and more for easy access.

Hell Mel was barefooted, with gold rings adorning her toes. Even for a Creative, Hell Mel pushed the limits.

The elevator dinged and opened onto a narrow stairway.

"We have to take the stairs from here," Hell Mel said.

She led the way up the stairs, opening a door at the top that led us out onto the roof of Packar Tower. The cold wind hit me like a slap, tousling Hell Mel's purple hair.

The roof was not a welcoming place. Huge ventilation fans roared as they spun, and industrial electrical casings lined one side of the roof. Drainage channels snaked along the edges like sunken roadways.

Hell Mel walked confidently toward the edge of the roof where only a waist-high railing stood between us and a sheer drop. My stomach lurched as I looked over, feeling dizzy from the height.

Hell Mel leaned over the railing and spat, watching it drift downwards like a wet feather.

"I love watching it fall," she said softly. "Now let us discuss business."

"What kinds of ideas do you have for this ad campaign that Katherine is so excited about?" I asked, genuinely curious about where Hell Mel was heading with all this.

Hell Mel's eyes blazed with a fierce intensity as she spoke.

"Modern capitalism dehumanizes us all, Jake Conner. But men like you suffer the most. Wage slaves in a corporate machine, stripped of their essential masculinity, turned into weak drones serving your corporate masters. The cash nexus and the crushing dialectic of late-stage capitalism."

She paused, her gaze piercing into mine.

"Can you see it? The way society emasculates men, leaving them shells of their true selves?"

I furrowed my brow, trying to grasp her words.

"I don't know if I do," I admitted. "I can't really understand what you're getting at."

She grabbed my hand and pulled me closer to the railing, urging me to look out over the sprawling city below us.

"This city," she said, "is the labor of men made manifest. Men like you are the true heart of the civilized world."

As I stared out at the sea of buildings and bustling streets, she continued.

"When I saw that picture of you holding that bottle of cologne by your crotch, with your large penis outlined beneath those cheap pants, it struck me as a metaphor for the sad condition of modern men."

Her tone softened slightly.

"It made me think that this new product line could be about men's desire to break free from this inhuman and emasculating capitalist culture and return to their primal nature, recapture their primal masculine energy."

"Sounds like you and Katherine have similar thoughts on male energy," I said.

Hell Mel nodded.

"Katherine enjoys fucking her female employees for pleasure but craves male energy for her personal power. She has many female partners but only one male partner — you." Her eyes bore into mine again. "Katherine sees you as special, Jake. And I know why."

"Why?" I asked.

"It's your youth, your working-class background, your ambition, your work ethic — all masculine traits that infuse your seed."

She glanced down briefly before meeting my gaze again.

"And let's not forget your impressive penis. It makes you the essence of what Katherine is looking for."

I shifted uncomfortably under her intense scrutiny.

"And besides," Hell Mel added with a smirk, "getting penetrated by a huge, hard cock satisfies her feminine needs like nothing else."

"Okay. But why did you bring me up here, though? This seems like an odd place to discuss these things."

Hell Mel pointed at the cars and people far below, tiny as ants from our vantage point.

"Sometimes people feel 'the call of the void,'" she said, her voice almost playful. "The urge to jump."

I stepped back instinctively.

"I definitely don't have that feeling."

"Sex and death, Jake. The most primal emotions. Combine them, and you push a person to the ultimate pinnacle of creativity."

She paused, her gaze sweeping over me.

"I have so many ideas for how to use you in this ad campaign. Katherine is all in on you being the anonymous model for SG4M. Will you give her what she wants?"

"I'm willing to do whatever I can to help."

"Wonderful." Hell Mel's lips curved into a smile. "Like Katherine, I need you to give me inspiration, Jake Conner."

"I'll help you however I can," I repeated.

She reached up and unclasped the pendant from around her neck, holding it out to me.

"Do you know what this is?"

I took it, examining the unusual gold object.

"It looks like a small butt plug."

"Exactly right," Hell Mel chuckled. "Specially made for me in Amsterdam. Solid gold."

She took it back and untwisted it, revealing it was hollow inside.

"It has a secret chamber. Some hide their drugs in there. Not me. I don't use drugs. Does that surprise you?"

"A little," I admitted.

"No drugs. Instead, I fill this secret compartment with lube. High-quality, water-soluble, edible lube. So I'm always ready."

I raised an eyebrow.

"Ready for what?"

"For inspiration," Hell Mel whispered.

She handed the gold butt plug back to me.

"Sex and death, Jake Conner. The greatest thrill a woman can experience."

A surge of fear hit me as Hell Mel leaned over the railing, her torso hanging above the sheer drop below. She reached back and flipped her skirt up over her back, revealing her bare ass.

"Give me anal sex while I'm hanging over the edge of Packar Tower," she said, her voice steady and sure.

"Uh, what?" I spluttered. "Are you serious?"

Hell Mel didn’t hesitate. She reached back and spread her butt cheeks, exposing both her wet pussy and her clenching anus. The sight was surreal and enticing.

"I'm like Katherine," Hell Mel said. "I need to be plundered, to surrender to the overwhelming power of a man so my female creativity can flow. Fuck my ass, Jake Conner. Flood me with your energy."

My mind flashed with images - Bel's innocent face, Denise's playful eyes, Katherine's commanding presence. I thought of fucking Allysen and Florentina, how eagerly Grace swallowed my cum. Crazy shit kept happening to me on a regular basis.

Lolo’s advice echoed through my head — keep an open mind.

Hell Mel looked back at me, offering herself in a way that felt almost ritualistic. Her tight brown ring seemed ready for the stretch and plunder she demanded.

My cock hardened despite my hesitation, my body urging me on.

"If you want me to fuck your ass," I said, finding my voice amidst the whirlwind of thoughts, "you have to get me ready by sucking my dick."

Without a word, Hell Mel got off the railing and dropped to her knees in front of me. Her hands moved with casual skill as she opened my pants and freed my cock.

She took a moment to admire its size before taking it into her mouth.

The sensation was immediate and intense. Her tongue ring worked wonders, creating sensations I’d never felt before. I squirmed as she skillfully used her mouth on me, driving me closer to readiness.

I stroked her purple hair as I looked out over the cityscape below us. The contrast between where I had come from — the trailer park, the lumber yard, the stifling despair of a small town — and where I was now was insane.

Here I stood, getting my dick sucked by a beautiful Dutch girl on the roof of the tallest building in the city, listening to her begging me to fuck her ass.

This was my life now.

Hell Mel’s lips moved wetly up and down my shaft, sending electric jolts through my body. My hand tightened in her hair as I enjoyed her firm suction.

I closed my eyes for a moment, savoring the sensation before opening them again to look down at her.

Hell Mel’s eyes met mine briefly before she closed them again, lost in her task.

"Get up and get ready," I ordered her.

Hell Mel complied wordlessly, moving back to the railing and leaning over it, her skirt flipped up over her back. Her whole body thrummed with anticipation.

I took the lube from the gold butt plug and smeared it over her asshole. I jabbed one, then two, then three fingers into her anus, stretching and lubing her tight hole.

"You like that?"

"Yes," Hell Mel grunted. "I like it very much."

Pulling her cheeks apart, I rested my cockhead against her anus.

"Tell me you want this?" I asked, my voice steady.

"I want that cock buried in my anal cunt," she breathed out.

"Beg for it," I commanded.

"Please, Jake," she begged, her voice trembling. "Fuck my ass."

I pushed forward, feeling the resistance of her tight ring. She gasped as I breached her, the sensation intense for both of us.

I gripped her hips tightly, my fingers digging into her soft flesh.

"Oh, fuck," she moaned, her body tensing as I pushed deeper. "It hurts!"

I slowed down, giving her time to adjust.

"You can take it," I said, my voice firm.

She nodded, her breath coming in quick gasps.

"Yes, yes, I can take it. I want it."

I began to thrust, pulling out slightly before pushing back in. The sight of my cock disappearing into her ass was incredibly erotic. The sounds of her moans mixed with the distant city noise, creating a surreal kind of music.

"You're doing so well," I encouraged her, feeling her body relax around me. "You're taking my cock in your ass like a fucking champ."

She looked back at me, her eyes filled with a mix of pleasure and pain.

"Yes, Jake Conner. My anal cunt loves being violated. Use it, abuse it, make me scream."

She slapped her ass and backed into my cock, shocking me by taking my entire length inside her.

"Oh god it hurts so good!" she moaned.

I increased my pace, my hips slapping against her ass. It was rare to be fully sheathed inside a woman. The sensation was intense, the tightness of her ass gripping my cock like a vise. I could feel every inch of her, every tremble and twitch.

"Oh, God!" she screamed, her body shaking as she climaxed. "I'm going to die! I'm going to fucking die from this pleasure!"

Her words pushed me over the edge. I gripped her hips tighter, my cock pulsing as I pumped my cum deep into her ass. She screamed again, her body convulsing as her orgasm ripped through her.

It took a long time for me to finish unloading inside her. When I finally pulled out, Hell Mel's asshole was gaping and twitching furiously.

Hell Mel turned to me, her eyes wild.

"Plug me up," she begged. "Hurry!"

My cum was already slopping down her thighs, her stretched-out anus unable to contain such a big load. I pushed the gold butt plug into her ass, watching as her hole clenched and accepted it.

Hell Mel turned and got on her knees. Snorting and grunting like an animal, she licked my dick clean.

When she was done, she stood and thanked me.

"I'll keep your masculine energy inside me," she said, her voice filled with gratitude. "It will inspire me to come up with more ideas for our campaign."

We took a moment to dress and straighten our clothes. When we were ready, Hell Mel took my hand and walked me back to the stairs.

"Consult your schedule, Jake. We need to arrange a regular time for you to ass-fuck me every day for the rest of this week while we work on this project."

"I'll get right on that."

I marveled at the insanity of my job as we descended the stairs, Hell Mel's hand firmly gripping mine.

This was not what I had expected when I joined Seta Gialla, but I was finding it hard to complain.

The perks of my job were certainly unique.


Chapter 9



“You get into the wildest situations!”

"Yo, Jake, just ask me already, dude!"

"Ask what?" I said innocently.

Denise rolled her eyes.

"Just ask me to get my tits out," she sighed. "I know that's what you want."

We were sitting on the couch in her hideaway. It was around six and I was taking a break from my work.

"How do you know that's what I want?" I shot back.

"Because you keep staring at my chest and licking your lips!"

"Do I do that?"

"You have since I first met you," Denise said, shaking her head. "You used to be kinda discreet about it. But since we started fucking, you just stare like a maniac."

"I mean... they are probably the greatest tits I've ever seen."

Denise acted exasperated, but I could tell she liked my compliments. She knew her rack was amazing, but still enjoyed getting confirmation.

"They're just bags of fat. And you've already seen them lots of times. Don't you get bored?"

"Denise," I said condescendingly, "one thing you have to know about guys is that we never get tired of seeing titties. Especially titties like yours. Big fat Asian titties!"

Denise slapped my arm and pushed me away. We were both laughing, enjoying the bond we'd developed over the last month.

Denise had known me since high school. It felt good to have someone like her around.

It was also good to be fucking someone like Denise.

Denise was the first girl I did anything with at Seta Gialla. This little hideaway was a special place for us. It fit Denise's personality perfectly. She made screwing so fun and casual.

And those tits...

Still pretending to be irritated with me, Denise unbuttoned her top and shrugged out of her bra, her F-cup tits tumbling free.

Denise was right, I had seen her boobs many times, but looking at those perfect globes still got my blood pumping every time.

"Go ahead," she said.

I didn't need any more encouragement. I buried my face between those massive tits, sucking on one nipple then switching to the other. Denise's nipples were big and dark, pebbling beneath my tongue as I sucked them.

Denise stroked my hair, her breath shuddering. She lay back and let me get my fill of her tits, enjoying the attention I lavished on her.

"Playing with these is like the ultimate relaxation," I told her.

"I know. Sometimes I just squeeze them when I'm watching YouTube or reading a book."

Satisfied and relaxed, I lay my head against her soft chest pillows and let out a contented sigh.

Denise leaned over and kissed my forehead.

"So why are you staying at work so late?" she asked.

I settled back into the couch, my head still nestled against Denise's amazing tits. She played with my hair, a habit she’d developed whenever we were together.

"Big new project," I said. "I've been working on more ideas for an ad campaign with Hell Mel. SG4M is gonna be Seta Gialla's big push into the young male market."

Denise arched an eyebrow.

"Hell Mel? That goth chick from Creative?"

"Yeah," I said, chuckling.

"How's that going?"

"Crazy. Hell Mel is a different kind of woman. She's always bouncing these insane ideas off me, sending me weird pictures and cryptic messages. And she's totally fascinated with my cock. Like, really fixated on it. Plus she talks in this weird-ass jargon, like a college professor who dropped acid or some shit. Half the time, I have no idea what she's talking about."

"But Katherine trusts her?" Denise asked.

"Completely. Hell Mel was behind that viral ad everyone’s been raving about."

"I mean, that ad was brilliant, dude. It's still racking up views and comments. It's even becoming a meme. So if Hell Mel was behind it, she must be super talented."

"Talented, yes," I snorted. "But her ways of working and getting motivated are... unique."

"What do you mean?" Denise asked.

I sat up and put my arm around Denise's shoulders. She snuggled closer, putting my hand on her tits so I could fondle her.

"Have you ever met Hell Mel?"

"Hard to miss her," Denise laughed. "The barefoot woman with purple hair, purple contact lenses, and all those piercings, right?"

"Right. But did you notice any unique accessories she wears?"

Denise’s laughter bubbled up again.

"You mean that little gold butt plug she wears as a pendant?"

"Exactly," I said, grinning. "And trust me, it’s not just a weird piece of jewelry."

"What do you mean?" Denise asked, her eyes widening.

"I don't kiss and tell."

"Oh not that shit again!" Denise shouted. "Spill the tea or I swear to god I'll stick my thumb up your ass the next time I blow you!"

"Alright!" I laughed. "I'll spill. Just promise not to stick anything up my ass."

"Maybe just the tip of my thumb. You'd like it, nerd."

"Pass!"

"Okay, whatever. Back to Hell Mel. Tell me."

I gave Denise's nipple a light pinch. Denise playfully swatted my hand away.

"So, we were on the roof of Packar Tower, right?" I began. "Katherine had ordered us to work together and brainstorm ideas for the ad campaign. Hell Mel decided the roof was the perfect place to get 'inspired'. She said she had a special place up there that she liked to go to."

"Kinda like this place is for me?"

"Absolutely. So Hell Mel takes me to the roof and leads me to the edge. There's just this waist-high railing there, right? A few bars of metal keeping you from falling over."

"Sounds scary."

"It is, not gonna lie. So as we're standing there looking down at the streets fifty stories below us, Hell Mel starts talking about 'the call of the void' and the urge to jump."

"Creepy."

"No shit. So I'm backing away from the edge, hoping this crazy chick isn't going to do something drastic. She was all wide-eyed and excited. But she didn't want to jump. She wanted me to jump her."

"Ugh, stop being so corny and just tell me what happened."

"I am! Okay, so next thing I know, we’re having anal sex right there on the roof."

"What?!"

"Seriously, I'm balls-deep in her ass as she is hanging over the railing, screaming 'I'm going to die of this pleasure!' over and over as she orgasmed. I finished inside her and then plugged her up tight with that gold butt plug."

Denise shook her head in stunned amusement.

"Jake! You get into the wildest situations!"

I couldn't help but laugh along with her.

"Tell me about it. A few weeks ago, I was getting my dick sucked by Tristan’s mother!"

"You bang our CEO on the regular. And you fucked that hot African girl, Allysen. Plus the old lady who won you at that little auction, the one who wanted you to choke her?"

"Florentina," I said. "And she wasn't that old."

"Whatever. Your life has been one insane adventure after another since coming to Seta Gialla."

"No kidding," I agreed, settling my head back on her tits.

Denise kept stroking my hair as we sat there, both lost in our thoughts.

"Well, you must be hungry after that," Denise finally said. "I got some vegan sandwiches in the fridge."

"Yeah, no thanks."

"They taste good! And they're healthy. Bel loved them."

"I'm not Bel."

"Speaking of which, you guys doing okay?"

"More than okay," I said softly.

"She's still a virgin?"

"Yeah," I admitted. "We're taking things slow, going at her pace."

"Good. Bel is a sweet girl. Treat her well, dude."

"How have you been treating her?" I asked playfully. "What have you two been getting up to while I'm away?"

"Bel is a good friend."

"Come on, Denise. Stop playing."

"I don't kiss and tell, nerd."

I had to laugh at that. Denise was like a buddy who also happened to be a hot girl with huge tits who liked to fuck. Being with her was always so comfortable.

"Sure you don't want that sandwich? I promise you it tastes yummy."

"Maybe later," I said. "Right now, I'd rather just fuck you. What do you say? Want sum dick, baybee?"

Denise's face twisted with disgust.

"Dude, you literally just told me you raw dogged Hell Mel's ass earlier today. 'Balls-deep' was the exact way you put it, which considering how big your ding-a-ling is, makes me kinda scared of Hell Mel's cavernous anus. Now you want to stick that thing in me? Gross!"

"She licked it clean afterwards, I swear!"

Denise threw her head back and shook with laughter.

"That doesn't make it better, it just makes Hell Mel fucking nasty!"

"I love it when you laugh," I said. "It makes your tits jiggle so beautifully."

"Yay compliments, but that dirty dick is not going inside me."

I put her hand on my dick, letting her feel it resting beneath my pants.

"Come on, Denise. You've never turned me down before. You know you want this cock. You know how hard I can make you cum."

Denise stroked my dick. I could see her resistance wavering.

"You need to clean it off," she said.

"No problem. Let's go down to the break room and wash up in the bathroom."

Denise shook her head. I really wanted to fuck her so I started to think of some other tactic, but stopped when I saw the look in her eye.

Denise wasn't turning me down, she just had something else in mind, something naughty.

Denise put her shirt back on.

"Follow me," she said.

Denise led me out of our cozy hideaway and down a dimly lit hallway. Her hand felt warm in mine, guiding me with purpose.

Hell Mel had held my hand the same way. It felt sweet and weirdly possessive at the same time.

After a couple of turns, Denise stopped in front of a door and opened it with a quiet click.

I peeked inside and froze. The sight of Katherine’s office lobby sent a jolt through me.

“I can’t go in there,” I hissed, pulling back.

Denise rolled her eyes, a hint of impatience creeping into her usually calm demeanor.

“No one’s in the office, Jake. Trust me.”

I shook my head, glancing around nervously.

“Katherine has security cameras all over this place. I’ve seen them.”

Denise smirked, a knowing look in her eyes.

“I know about the cameras. My crew and I clean Katherine’s office every night. Besides,” she added with a mischievous glint, “Katherine will enjoy watching us on her security video tomorrow.”

Her confidence was infectious, but I still hesitated.

“Come on,” Denise urged, pointing to Allysen’s desk. “See that? You don’t even need to use the electronic button in the desk.”

With that, she opened the door to the hallway leading to Katherine’s office. We passed Lolo’s area. His chair was empty for now.

Denise opened the second doors, and we stepped into Katherine’s opulent office.

The room was bathed in soft light from the city outside, spilling through the massive windows at the back. The space felt like a cathedral of glass and steel, sleek and modern yet also intimidating.

Denise led me further back into Katherine's private bathroom. The place was a spectacle of ultra-modern design. Marble countertops gleamed under recessed lighting, while sleek fixtures gave the room an almost futuristic feeling. A rain showerhead hung above a spacious glass enclosure, and plush towels were neatly folded on heated racks.

“Pull down your pants,” Denise instructed softly as she moved to the sink.

I obeyed, my nerves tingling with excitement.

Denise turned on the faucet, adjusting it until warm water flowed in a steaming rush. She wet a washcloth and lathered it with soap before returning to me.

"Let me clean you," she said gently.

Her touch was gentle yet firm as she washed my penis with the warm cloth. I exhaled with pleasure as she worked methodically, her movements slow and deliberate. The sensation of the warm water and soap against my skin was amazing.

“Feels good?” Denise asked, her voice low and teasing.

“Yeah,” I managed to say between breaths.

She continued washing me with care, each stroke sending waves of pleasure through my body. The mix of warmth and Denise's tender touch made my head spin as I leaned against the sink for support.

"See?" she whispered with a smile. "Not so bad."

Denise patted me dry and then led me back into the office, her grip firm on my wrist.

She guided me to Katherine's desk. The thing was an overbuilt construction of dark wood and polished metal.

"Remember what I told you about this desk?" Denise asked.

"Yeah," I replied.

I remembered Denise telling me that Katherine loved to have sex on this very desk. She'd even had it specially made for such encounters.

I'd fucked Katherine several times on the sofa in the sitting area of the office, as well as the desk on her jet. But Katherine had never taken me to her office desk. Not yet, at least.

Denise pointed to the camera discreetly placed in the corner of the room, its red light blinking steadily.

"Wave at the camera," she instructed with a playful smirk. "Katherine’s going to have a lot of fun watching this later."

I raised my hand and waved at the camera, imagining Katherine's reaction as she watched the footage. Would Katherine's finger slip into her pussy as she watched? The thought only fueled my arousal further.

Denise leaned in and kissed me hard. When she pulled back, her eyes were dark with lust.

"I want you to fuck me on this desk," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. "Then you go home to Bel. No more working late tonight. I don't want Bel to worry."

I felt a surge of gratitude for Denise's concern for Bel. We joked around a lot, but Bel was solid. It wasn't just sex between us. There was genuine care and affection too.

"Thanks for thinking about her," I said, meaning every word.

Denise rolled her eyes but smiled warmly.

"You're such a nerd," she teased. "Now get that cock in my pussy."

We stripped quickly, our clothes discarded haphazardly around Katherine’s office. Denise climbed onto the desk and lay back, spreading her legs wide in invitation.

"Let's go," she urged.

I positioned myself between her legs, taking one last look at the camera. The thought of Katherine watching added an extra jolt of excitement as I imagined the look on her face when she reviewed the footage later.

And then I pushed inside Denise, our bodies moving together as the desk creaked beneath us.


Chapter 10



“You keep me safe.”

I woke to the soft glow of dawn filtering through the curtains. A soft moan escaped my lips as I felt the warm, wet suction of Bel's mouth on me, her tongue tracing the length of my cock.

Having Bel here to wake me up like this every morning was pure bliss. I wondered if I could get used to this forever.

The thought of spending the rest of my life with Bel flashed through my mind, but I quickly pushed it away.

It was way too soon to be thinking about such things. Still, I couldn't deny the happy buzz in my chest that accompanied the thought.

I concentrated on the moment, the wet friction of her lips, the warmth of her mouth.

Bel massaged my balls and hummed against my cockhead, urging me to finish. My hips bucked in rhythm with her mouth, and I could feel the pressure building.

"Bel..."

I grunted softly as I came, feeling the contractions ripple through my body. Bel swallowed my pulsing load, spurt after spurt, taking it all, savoring the taste of my hot load.

Balls finally drained, I relaxed to the soft, satisfied noises as Bel cleaned me with her mouth.

With a last kiss to my cockhead, Bel climbed up beside me, her cheeks flushed in the dim light.

"Good morning, lover," she whispered.

"Morning," I replied, pulling her close. "And thank you. I love waking up like that."

"I love waking you up like that too."

She kissed me, her lips still slick with my cum.

"You ready for this new schedule?" I asked. "We have to leave early to get our workout in."

"Getting to the office ninety minutes early is no problem. As long as you show me how to use those machines at the health club. They look complicated."

"They have a personal trainer watching over things. Anyway, I thought today we'd start with a swim in their pool. It's an awesome setup."

"If you say so."

"I do. Packar Tower caters to all our bodily needs."

"Thanks Seta Gialla," Bel said.

"A good job with good perks," I agreed.

"I'm sorry I didn't wait up for you last night," Bel said, snuggling closer. "I was so tired and you got home from the office so late."

"You don't have to apologize for anything, Bel. And you don't have to wait up for me. I told you that before."

She shook her head, her hair tickling my chest.

"I want to," Bel said, her fingers tracing my chest muscles. "I like knowing you're home safe."

"Hey, I'm the one who keeps you safe," I teased.

"I know, Jake. You keep me safe. And you keep me happy."

I kissed her again, a little surprised by how emotional she was.

"Jake? Would you... would you do something for me?"

"Tell me."

"Would you... use your mouth on me?"

The shy way she asked me to go down on her never failed to make me smile.

"Of course," I said. "Climb on, Bel."

Bel got on her knees and straddled my face, lowering herself onto my mouth. Her warm virgin pussy pressed against my lips. I could taste her arousal, musky and clean.

"You taste so good," I told her. "Your pussy is so sweet."

Bel quivered with pleasure. Since we got together, I'd learned how much this girl craved my approval, how much she wanted me to want her.

It was a part of Bel's personality that I couldn't get enough of.

I began to explore her with my tongue. She gasped, her hips moving in slow circles as she ground against me.

She leaned forward, her hands tangling in my hair as she rode my face. I could feel her growing wetter, her breath coming in short pants as she rode my face.

After more than a month, I knew exactly how to make my sweet little Bel cum. But I wanted to take my time, to tease out as much pleasure as I could from her juicy, quivering slit.

So I explored every inch of her with my tongue, lapping slowly at her juices, enjoying the taste of her. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head as she whimpered softly.

Eventually I focused on her clit, sucking and licking until her body tensed above me. Her movements became more urgent, her hips bucking wildly as she chased her climax.

I gripped her thighs, holding her in place as I brought her closer to the edge.

"Jake," she moaned. "Fuck... Jake!"

I loved hearing Bel swear. It was so adorable and so arousing. Something about such an innocent girl cursing with sexual ecstasy made my heart race.

It was time to finish her.

Suppressing an evil grin, I pressed my thumb firmly against her anus.

"Oh my god!" Bel gasped.

With a cry, she came undone, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. I could feel her juices coating my face, her scent filling my nostrils as she rode out her orgasm.

As her body slowly came down from its high, Bel collapsed beside me, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"I got your face all slimy," she panted.

"Best way to start the day," I assured her. "Now let's get ready for our workout."

"I don't know. My legs are kind of shaky already. And I already swallowed down my protein shake."

I laughed and playfully slapped Bel's ass. Denise's sense of humor was rubbing off on my sweet girl.

"No excuses, lazybones. Get up. The two of us are getting fit!"

An hour later, we stepped out of the early morning dark into the brightly lit lobby of the Packar Tower. It was early and there were a lot less people trying to get in.

"See?" I pointed. "No traffic for us early birds."

"I'm already here, Jake. You don't have to convince me anymore."

"Just pumping myself up," I said. "Looking forward to a brisk swim."

"I need to head up to my office first," Bel said. "I bought some new swim goggles but left them there."

"Sure. I'll come with you. I'll get the coffee pot brewing so we have our morning java after our swim."

We caught the elevator up to our floor. The receptionist hadn't arrived yet and the offices were deserted. Even The Business Side was empty.

"Gosh, we're so early," Bel said.

"It gets pretty empty at night, too."

"Yeah, but you have Denise to keep you company," Bel teased.

"Hey, you two have kept each other company as well," I replied. "Have you done more than just kiss?"

"Maybe," Bel giggled. "Are you jealous?"

"I'm not the jealous type."

"Neither am I. Which is good, considering how many women you sleep with."

"I never sleep with them. I leave when we're done."

"You know what I mean!" Bel laughed.

"I'm just saying, if you're fooling around with Denise, I'd like to know. And watch. And join in."

"Oh god, Jake."

"I'm just a man," I teased.

"Well, I understand. Denise is so much fun. And her tits are outrageous."

"Exactly. I can't help but want two beautiful girls-"

The words died in my mouth. Bel and I both froze at the entrance to the break room. We stared at the open door of Bel's office.

Standing in the doorway was Tristan.

"What are you doing here?" I said, my voice hard with anger.

Bel put a hand on my chest, holding me back as she stepped forward.

"How did you get in my office?" Bel demanded. "I locked it when I left yesterday. Only the janitors have keys."

Tristan scowled, his fists clenched.

"I don't have to explain anything to either of you."

Tristan tried to push past us, but I moved to block the doorway.

"You're not leaving until you explain why you're sneaking around in Bel's office."

"Get out of my way, Conner."

Rage burned in my chest at his entitled tone. This spoiled rich kid thought he could do whatever he wanted.

But that shit had never worked on me.

"If you want me to move, you'll have to do it yourself."

"Jake, please," Bel touched my arm. "Just let him leave."

"Listen to her, Conner," Tristan said.

My anger flared hotter. I stepped closer to Tristan.

"Move me if you want to leave."

I saw fear flash in Tristan's eyes. It felt good. This bully needed to know what it felt like to be afraid.

Tristan shrugged and folded his arms.

"Fine. If you want to know so badly, have Bel look in her office."

"Why?" I asked suspiciously.

"Just do it, Conner."

I nodded at Bel. She went inside while Tristan and I stared each other down in tense silence.

When Bel returned, she held a bouquet of flowers. She showed me a card.

I read it aloud: "Isabel, I am very sorry for the way I have treated you. It was wrong and I have no excuse. I will leave you alone and not be near you anymore. I hope for your forgiveness someday. Tristan."

"You left this?" I asked.

"Obviously," Tristan sighed.

"Why sneak in so early?"

Tristan shook his head and lowered his gaze.

"Ms. Fields ordered me to stay away from Bel. This was the only way I could think to get my apology to her."

Tristan cleared his throat and turned to Bel.

"I truly am sorry for how I treated you. I've started therapy. I know I have issues with misogyny and entitlement that I need to work on. I was too embarrassed to face you in person."

I frowned, unsure of Tristan's sincerity. Bel seemed more accepting, though.

"Okay," she said. "I've heard you out."

"That's all I ask," Tristan said. "Can I go now?"

"Let him pass, Jake," Bel said quietly.

Reluctantly, I stepped aside and watched Tristan walk away.

"That fucking prick," I growled. "Do you believe he meant any of that?"

"I don't know. I want to believe he changed. Everyone can change, right?"

"Not in my experience," I said. "Especially not guys like him."

Bel sighed and shook her head.

"Well, all we can do is take Tristan's word and hope he means what he says. In the meantime, these flowers need to be put in a vase of water."

As Bel got a vase down from the shelf above the sink, I stared at the door that Tristan had left through. Tristan's cologne, the old-fashioned Seta Gialla for men, lingered in the air.

But it was the look of fear in Tristan's eyes that stayed with me.

"What is that piece of shit up to?" I wondered.

My phone buzzed. It was a message from Katherine. Had Tristan contacted her?

"Denise told me to check the security footage from my office. I got a delightful surprise. I loved watching you fuck her, Jake. Your masculine energy suffuses the room. You're special. Together we will do amazing things. Kate."

Denise had been right about Katherine. I could imagine Katherine watching the video, her hand between her legs.

I was looking forward to flooding my boss's pussy with cum again real soon. It's what Katherine expected me to do, and I was happy to oblige.

"How do they look?" Bel asked.

I took in the flowers Bel had arranged in the vase.

"Beautiful," I told her. "Just like you."

Bel's blush and shy smile made my heart flutter.

"Come on," I said gently. "Let's get that workout in before the day starts. Last one into the pool is a lazybones."

Bel took my arm.

"Lead the way," she whispered.


Chapter 11



“Go put out this fire.”

"I'm going to die from this pleasure! Ik ga dood! Verdomme!"

Hell Mel screaming in Dutch meant she was cumming hard. She hung over the railing as I railed her ass, her purple hair blowing in the draft rising from the streets below.

"Verdomme! Ik ga dood! Verdomme!"

I'd gotten used to the sobbing screams of Hell Mel over the last week. She loved taking my entire length inside her until I was balls-deep, fully sheathed in her ass.

"I'm dying!"

I still didn't understand the sick thrill she got from being ass-fucked while staring down at a fifty-story drop. It didn't matter, really. This was just what got Hell Mel off.

Since coming to Seta Gialla, I'd become a lot less judgemental about the different kinds of people who worked here.

I grunted as I shifted my position and went in even deeper into Hell Mel's ass. Pulling her cheeks apart, I rammed in as far as I could go.

"Kom binnen in mij klaar, Jake! Kom binnen in mij klaar!"

I didn't speak Dutch, but I knew what she wanted. Letting out a low growl, I flooded her guts with my spurting load, filling Hell Mel's ass with the hot cream that she loved.

Hell Mel suddenly went limp, her body overwhelmed with pleasure. I had gotten used to this, too.

Grabbing her by the hair, I pulled her back from the railing, making sure she wouldn't accidentally tumble over.

"Plug up my anal cunt, Jake. Please, hurry."

I took the gold butt plug. My cum was already dribbling out of her gaped anus. I used my fingers to push my cum back into her asshole, then plugged her up with her golden toy.

"Bedankt, Jake."

Hell Mel sucked my fingers clean, then got on her knees and began slurping on my cock, cleaning it with her tongue. I stroked her hair and looked over the city skyline, sweating and breathing heavily.

I was drained. Literally.

The last week had been exhausting. Waking up to a blowjob from Bel every morning, fucking Hell Mel in the ass at the office, occasionally staying late to work and fuck Denise, plus being called upstairs to fuck Katherine to "top up" her masculine energy.

Even as a healthy 21-year-old with a high drive and hyperspermia, satisfying all these women was wearing me out.

At least I'd made it to Friday. I was looking forward to the weekend. Some rest and recharging would do me good.

I helped Hell Mel to her feet. I pulled up my pants and zipped up while Hell Mel touched up her makeup.

"I have slept so well this last week," Hell Mel said. "My dreams are pleasant. My skin is also much clearer. I credit regular doses of your cum. It has a holistic benefit. Do you agree?"

"I couldn't say," I shrugged.

"Perhaps we should keep doing this?"

"I'm game," I said. "Just... maybe not every day."

"You struggle to satisfy your little harem?"

"I'm only human."

"Of course. But I still hope to regularly do anal with you. Vanilla intercourse as well, perhaps. But mostly anal."

"We'll work it out," I promised.

"Are we ready to brief CEO Fields?"

I took a deep breath. My balls were emptied and my mind was clear. I felt relaxed and mentally sharp, ready for anything.

"Let's go," I said.

Hell Mel threaded her arm through mine. I wiped a smear of cum and saliva from the underside of her jaw and let Hell Mel suck it off my finger.

Back inside, we stepped into the private elevator and headed down to Katherine's office.

"What are your thoughts on this week?" Hell Mel asked.

"Working with you has been one of the most unique things I've ever done," I told her. "I don't know where your ideas come from or even what they mean, but it's been a real pleasure."

"I feel the same, Jake. You inspire me. And you make me cum. Not many men can make me cum. Certainly, Tristan never could."

I blinked in surprise.

"You and Tristan?"

"Yes, for several months," Hell Mel said blandly. "He's handsome in a common sort of way, yes? Not very good at fucking, though. Cock is very average, which would not matter if he knew how to use it, but he doesn't. Would you like to hear about the things we did? Sexually, I mean."

"Uh, no thanks. Not my business. Besides, I think Tristan is trying to work on his issues."

"I'm doubtful. But I do appreciate your discretion."

"For sure."

The elevator doors slid open with a chime. Hell Mel and I stepped out and headed for the front desk.

Allysen nodded as we approached, her smile dazzling.

Memories of screwing Allysen on Katherine's private jet came flooding back to me every time I saw her. Her dark skin warm and soft against mine. Those firm breasts, her big nipples that were charcoal black. Her tight pussy that could barely take half my length.

I knew what she had beneath those designer clothes. Seeing Allysen just made me want another go at Katherine's personal secretary. The way Allysen was looking at me made me think she wanted another hookup as well.

"Jake. Melinda. Please go through. Katherine is expecting you."

Allysen pressed the button in her desk and the doors swung open. I gave her a wink as we passed by. Sure enough, Allysen blew me a small kiss.

That was the only sign I needed. I knew I'd be fucking this African beauty again real soon.

Lolo stood as we entered the hallway. My good mood after seeing Allysen evaporated when I saw the scowl on Lolo's face.

"Everything okay?" I asked when we got near his space.

"Everything's good for now," the big man said.

"You look upset. Why?" Hell Mel spoke with her usual blunt curiosity.

Lolo grunted and stretched his back. I could see he was tired.

"There were some credible threats made against Ms. Fields," Lolo said. "Had to stay at her place for a little bit yesterday. Long night, but it got handled."

"Anything I can help with?" I asked.

Lolo clapped my shoulder with one of his meaty paws.

"Nah, you good, brah. Go on through. Ms. Fields is waiting for you."

Lolo opened the office doors for us, closing them behind us once we were inside.

Hell Mel had a puzzled look on her face. I felt the same way. I'd never seen Lolo looking so distracted before.

We didn't have much time to worry about him, though. Katherine was waiting for us in the sitting area of her office.

"Join me," she urged, waving at the leather sofa.

Hell Mel and I sat down together, facing Katherine. Our CEO was holding a folder full of mock-up ads and concept art that Hell Mel had come up with over the last week.

Scattered across the coffee table were photos of me. They were all torso shots with me wearing everything from a tuxedo to nothing but briefs.

Every photo featured my cock outlined beneath the fabric, much like the viral ad that was still making waves on social media.

"You've outdone yourself, Melinda," Katherine said warmly. "When I asked you to amplify and extend our viral moment, I knew you would come up with something creative. But this? This is more than I expected."

"Thank you, Katherine. I felt tremendously inspired. I'm glad it shows."

"And how should we proceed?" Katherine asked.

"I think it is imperative we keep the non-corporate vibe going," Hell Mel said. "Be lo-fi. Be grungy. Be marginal. And let the images speak for themselves."

"Organic demand for the new fragrances," Katherine said, nodding. "Viral association of the SG4M brand with masculine energy."

"And big cocks, hidden beneath the civilized veneer. Tap into the suppression of primal masculinity that our consumers feel, crushed beneath the weight of asexual capitalism, corporatism, and academia."

Katherine and Hell Mel went on trading ideas. I listened, not really understanding the shit they were talking about.

I remembered taking an elective class in Philosophy while I was working on my Associate's degree. That class reminded me of this meeting. Lots of jargon that made no sense. I just sat and watched and let the words flow past me.

"What do you think, Jake?" Katherine finally asked me.

"Uh, like, I don't really know what to say. Hell Mel has done all this creative stuff. I think it's cool, but my analysis is kind of basic."

"Still, I'm interested in hearing it."

"Okay. Well, I guess you're appealing to young guys, right? As a young guy, I know it's just the attitude that having a big dick really-"

My phone buzzed. I'd set it to only allow important messages to come through.

"Sorry," I apologized to Katherine. "One moment."

The message was from someone in The Creative Side. She seemed panicked about being locked out of her Seta Gialla account.

I set my phone down, figuring I could get back to her as soon as the meeting was done.

"So, like I was saying. Young guys watch a lot of porn. Seeing big dicks all the time-"

My phone buzzed again. Irritation flashed across Katherine's green eyes at the interruption.

This shit had to stop. I picked up my phone to completely silence it. It buzzed again.

And again.

And again.

"What the fuck?" I muttered.

"Is something wrong?" Katherine asked.

I looked over the messages, my stomach churning.

"It looks like there's some kind of computer issue," I said cautiously. "Lots of people are reporting that they got locked out of their Seta Gialla accounts."

"Is it serious?" Katherine asked.

"I don't know. It might be. I'd better get back to my office and see what's going on. Could we resume this meeting at a later time?"

"Of course. Melinda and I will carry on."

"I will fill you in on our discussion," Hell Mel said. "Perhaps we could schedule a meeting this weekend? You and I?"

I saw the hungry look in Hell Mel's eye. I thought I'd have the weekend off from pounding her up the ass, but it looked like that wasn't going to happen.

Not that I minded. Finding a girl who wanted my dick up her ass was nothing to take for granted.

"Go put out this fire," Katherine urged me. "Maybe we'll have a weekend meeting as well, Jake."

I nodded to both women and headed out of the office.

Allysen waved to me as I passed her desk.

"Jake, the computers-"

"I know," I said. "I'm getting on it, I promise."

Back at my desk, I quickly saw the problem. The issue with corrupted preferences I had squashed a few weeks earlier had now come back with a vengeance. It was replicating and installing itself across our network faster than I could erase it.

I thought it was just a prank that Aaron, the previous IT guy, had left behind as a final F.U. to Tristan. That had been irritating but harmless.

This was much more serious.

I sent out a mass reply to the office, giving them a brief outline of the issue and that I was working on it. No ETA on return to service. I sent a message to our guys in Seattle to check on things on their end. Then I started digging into our network.

Two hours later, I sat back and let out a shaky breath. What I'd found was not good.

Not good at all.

Before I could gather my thoughts, I heard a knocking on my door.

"Come in!"

I expected Bel or Denise or maybe even Katherine. I could have used some encouragement right about then.

But it wasn't any of the girls.

It was Tristan.

"Conner?" he said hesitantly. "Got a moment?"

Tristan didn't seem like his usual arrogant self. Ever since we'd caught him leaving flowers in Bel's office, Tristan had avoided us. When we ran into each other, he was polite and professional.

It was a huge change that I didn't think possible, but Tristan had been consistent in his new approach.

This was more than being professional, though. This time, it seemed like Tristan was almost afraid.

"What can I do for you?" I asked cautiously.

"It's this computer issue. I, uh... I think I might know how it started."

"Okay. I'm listening."

"So Aaron, our last IT guy? The one before you? Well, he and I didn't get along. We had some conflict before he left Seta Gialla. To be quite honest, I messed with his settlement. Roll-over accounts, departure pay, health insurance - that sort of thing."

"So I heard."

"Yeah, well the prick deserved it, okay? I won't go into details, but he was not a team player. He departed on bad terms with us... with me. Anyway, what matters is this latest computer problem. I think I know what happened. You see, yesterday I was contacted by Aaron about some stock options he'd been given as a part of his contract. I let him know that all of those options had been recalled, as per our agreement putting such matters at my discretion. He did not take the news well."

"I wouldn't think so," I said, shaking my head in disbelief. "You really screwed this guy over."

"That's not for you to say!" Tristan snarled, his eyes flashing. "Look, the point is that this is obviously an attack on our network by Aaron. He knew all the computer tricks and shit, plus he had access to the network. We need to get the cyber police or whatever and let them know that Aaron is the one-"

"No."

"No? What the fuck does that mean?"

"It means that despite your viciousness toward Aaron, he didn't attack our network. None of this is his fault."

Tristan straightened up, anger flashing in his blue eyes.

"Alright, smart guy," he snarled. "You know so much about this huge collapse of our network? So tell me. If it wasn't Aaron's fault, then whose fucking fault was it?"

"Mine," I said softly. "All of this is my fault."


Chapter 12



“We like being your little harem.”

"Are you sure that Tristan is wrong?" Bel asked.

I leaned back in my chair and ran a hand through my hair. Bel and I were sitting on Denise's apartment balcony. The sun was just setting over the city and the air was getting chilly.

"I'm sure," I said tiredly. "Tristan is an asshole, but he seemed genuinely shook. Not that it mattered. It was my screw-up."

"I still don't understand what happened, dude." Denise sipped on her cocoa, pulling her sweater tighter against the cool evening air. "Like, I thought you said you fixed it?"

"I thought so, too. Turns out, I just cleaned up the mess without dealing with the cause of the mess. The corrupt preference files were a symptom. The disease was much deeper in the system. It was a major mistake on my part."

The three of us fell silent. Bel pressed closer to me, her hand resting on my thigh.

I appreciated her comforting me. I'd spent that entire Saturday at the office, frantically trying to mend our network. It had been a miserable day.

"So what happens now?" Denise asked.

"A shitstorm," I said. "A lot of the problem spread to our remote servers. I had to call the boys in Seattle to get things under control on their end."

"Well, that's good though, right?" Bel asked. "They fixed things?"

"Yeah, they did. But they had to reset a bunch of parameters and patch up the damage as best they could. Those techs don't work cheap, especially on a goddamn Saturday. More importantly, data was lost. That's the biggest issue."

"How much data?" Bel asked.

"They are still analyzing that," I replied. "We'll find out by Monday. Katherine has already scheduled a meeting first thing in the morning."

"Maybe she just wants some 'masculine energy' to start her day?" Denise joked.

"I don't think so," I said glumly.

"You'll be fine," Bel said, squeezing my hand. "You're special to her for more than just your computer skills. Anyone can make mistakes. You're only human!"

I kissed Bel's hand, grateful to have her with me. Denise patted my thigh, giving me that crooked smile I remembered so well from our years at school together.

Having these two women in my life was a huge blessing. How did I get so lucky?

"Alright, enough of this depressing bullshit!" Denise said, clapping her hands. "It's Saturday night! We're young and hot and living in the city. We can't let this evening go to waste!"

"Heck yeah!" Bel cheered. "What should we do?"

With a sly smile, Denise pulled out three costume masks. The fading light sparkled on the sequins and rhinestones that decorated the masks.

"Let's go party!" Denise giggled.

An hour later, the three of us were at an abandoned warehouse in the industrial part of the city. Denise had brought us to an unlicensed dance party. Fifty bucks got us in the door.

"This is insane!" Bel shouted when she saw the throng of people dancing beneath the pulsing lights.

Hundreds of people were jammed into the dank space. The warehouse was alive with energy. Grimy and run down, the place shook with booming music that made the scuffed floor tremble.

Bright, colorful lights flashed across the dark space while strings of little lights hung from the ceiling, twinkling like electric stars.

The air smelled like sweat, spilled drinks, and the pungent tang of weed. A thick fog hung over everything.

Everyone was wearing masks to hide their faces. Some masks were simple, just black cloth or plain white plastic. Others were wild and creative, like one covered in feathers and another shaped like a wolf's face. Many sparkled with glitter or glowed in the dark, catching the flashing lights.

The crowd moved together, swaying and jumping. Sneakers squeaked on the dusty floor and boots thudded in time with the bass. Me and Bel and Denise got lost in the surging crowd of sweating bodies.

"Shit's getting crazy!" I yelled as three girls pulled off their tops and began making out beside us.

"Party's just getting started!" Denise screamed back.

Up high on a wooden platform, the DJ controlled the music. Lights swirled around him like some kind of magic show. Every so often, he would shoot a water cannon over the crowd, sending a cool mist down over our overheated bodies.

The masks, the music, and the lights made it feel like we had entered a secret world. My worries just melted away.

Here, no one knew who anyone was, and no one cared. It was awesome to just stop thinking and surrender to the vibe.

Sweat dripped down my face, my heart pounded with the beat of the music. Bodies pressed against me, a whirl of masks and motion.

A thicc woman in a werewolf mask backed up on me, grinding her huge ass against my crotch. I laughed, putting my hands on her hips. She danced away, swallowed by the crowd.

A little person in a cat mask flashed me her breasts, rubbing her face against my jeans. I grinned, shaking my head in disbelief at what I was seeing.

A guy in a Zorro mask offered me pills, but I waved him off. I was high on the energy. I didn't need drugs.

I caught sight of Bel and Denise. Their bodies were pressed together, hands roaming. Denise's fingers were tangled in Bel's red hair. They kissed, deep and hungry.

I moved closer, wanting to join their kissing.

Suddenly, a hand squeezed my ass. I spun around, expecting to see the Zorro guy again. Instead, a tall, curvy woman in a cow mask stood there.

The woman lifted the mask, revealing a familiar face.

"Surprise!" Allysen yelled over the music.

I burst into laughter, high on the energy and the craziness of it all. Allysen hugged me, her body warm and soft. She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear.

"Follow me!" she shouted.

Allysen took my hand, leading me through the throng of bodies. We pushed our way to a dark corner of the warehouse, the music fading behind us enough that we could talk.

"Allysen, what are you doing here?" I asked, surprised.

She grinned, her teeth flashing white in the dim light.

"Same as you, Jake. Having a good time."

I glanced around and noticed for the first time that people around us weren't just dancing. Bodies writhed together, hands explored, and moans echoed. The air reeked of sex.

I looked back at Allysen, shocked as she sank to her knees and reached for my belt. I didn't try to stop her, just laughed, still buzzing from the energy of the place.

She unzipped my pants and pulled out my cock. I gasped as she took me into her mouth, her tongue licking around my cockhead.

No one around us noticed or cared. Everyone in our little corner was too busy fucking.

I looked out over the dance floor, the lights and music pulsing like a heartbeat. Bel and Denise were still lost in each other, their bodies pressed tightly together as people around them cheered.

Allysen worked her magic, and I grew hard in her mouth. She pulled me down to the grimy floor. Turning around, she lifted her skirt to reveal she wasn't wearing anything underneath.

Allysen got on her hands and knees. I pulled open her ass cheeks. She was slick and ready for me.

I gripped her hips and leveled my cock at her entrance. I thrust into her, a groan escaping my lips at her wet tightness, her body shaking as I bottomed out inside her.

She met my every movement, her body pushing back against mine as I smashed her cervix. The music drowned out our moans, the flashing lights illuminating our sweat-slicked skin.

I could feel the tension building, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter.

With a final, deep thrust, I finished inside her, my body shuddering with release. My cum dripped out of Allysen's snatch, pooling on the dirty floor between her legs.

Allysen turned to face me, her eyes glittering with pleasure. She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth.

Then, with a wink, she got up and disappeared back into the crowd.

I stood up, my knees shaky and my head spinning. I felt like I was in a fever dream.

I tucked my glistening cock back in my pants and stumbled back into the dancing crowd, searching for Bel and Denise.

I finally found them, their faces flushed and their eyes bright.

"Where have you been?" Bel asked, her voice barely audible over the music.

I just laughed and shook my head, unable to put into words the insanity of the night.

We eventually stumbled out of the warehouse, the cool night air hitting us like a slap in the face. I had no idea how long we'd been in there, but it felt like years.

Bel and Denise clung to me, their laughter echoing down the grimy alleyway as we made our way back to the street.

The city was alive around us, neon lights reflecting off wet pavement, music spilling out of bars, and people everywhere.

I looked at the crowds, at the lights, and then down at the two beautiful women on my arms. A grin split my face.

"You know what? Having you two with me makes me feel like a fucking king."

Bel giggled, her cheeks flushed pink. Denise just smiled as she leaned in to kiss my cheek.

"You are our king," Bel murmured.

"In Every Peasant, a King!" Denise snorted.

We made it back to Denise's apartment, collapsing onto her bed in a sweaty, exhausted heap. Bel and Denise snuggled close, their bodies warm against mine. I chuckled, remembering something.

"You know, Hell Mel called you two my 'little harem'."

Bel and Denise exchanged a look, then burst into laughter.

"Well, that's fine with us," Denise said, still giggling.

Bel nodded, her eyes shining behind her glasses.

"Yeah, we like being your little harem, Jake."

I grinned, pulling them both closer.

Happy and exhausted, I let sleep take me, wrapped in the arms of my loving women.


Chapter 13



“My duty to the company requires vigilance.”

The elevator ride felt like an eternity. My stomach twisted with anxiety as I watched the numbers climb. I took a deep breath, trying to steady myself.

"You got this," I whispered to myself.

When the doors slid open, I stepped out and spotted Allysen at her desk. It was good to see her. She looked happy, her smile lighting up the room.

"Morning, Jake," she greeted me cheerfully.

"Hey, Allysen," I replied, glancing around. "Katherine's waiting for me?"

"Yes, she's expecting you."

Allysen pressed the button to open the doors for me. I hesitated, wondering if I should ask Allysen about Katherine's mood. Did she seem upset?

But no, I decided not to be a coward. I needed to move forward.

"Did you get home okay from the dance party?" I asked instead.

"I got home fine, but I'm still sore."

"Sore?"

She leaned in slightly, her voice dropping to a teasing whisper.

"You know where I'm sore, Jake. But it's the good kind of sore that women like."

Her words sent a rush of confidence through me. Just what I needed at that moment.

"Glad to hear it," I said with a grin.

With that boost, I headed into the hallway and spotted Lolo standing guard. He had a bandage on his face.

"Hey Lolo," I greeted him. "What happened?"

Lolo shrugged nonchalantly.

"Just an incident I had to deal with. Crazy people out there."

He opened the doors for me and I stepped into Katherine's office.

I expected to find her in our usual sitting area. Instead, she was behind her desk, looking composed and focused.

"Good morning, Jake," she greeted me, her voice neutral.

"Good morning, Ms. Fields," I replied as I took a seat in front of her desk.

Her expression remained neutral as she looked me over. No playful banter this time, just a businesslike formality that left me uneasy.

I settled into the chair, anxiety coiling in my gut. Katherine leaned forward, her eyes steady on mine.

"Jake, tell me about your weekend."

"It was tough," I admitted. "I kept thinking about how I screwed up the network. I went over it again and again in my head."

"Walk me through it," she said.

I took a deep breath and gathered my thoughts.

"The local network's preferences were corrupted, causing a cascade failure. I thought I fixed it by resetting the preferences, but I didn't address the root problem — a defective script that was rewriting the preferences every time the system accessed our remote servers. It was harmless at first, but over time the corruption builds unless the root issue is resolved. It was a stupid oversight on my part."

Katherine listened intently, her expression unreadable. No nods of encouragement, no signs of criticism. Just that steady gaze.

"But now I know what the problem is," I continued, determined to salvage the situation. "I'll make sure it never happens again. I'll set up alerts for any unusual activity, double-check every change⁠—"

Katherine held up a hand, stopping me mid-sentence.

"Jake, you've been valuable to this company in uncountable ways," she began. "Your... special talents have helped us connect with investors on a level I never imagined. I'm planning to make you a critical part of our new fragrance collection."

I felt a flush of pride, but there was an undercurrent to her words that made me uneasy.

"I sense a 'but' coming," I said quietly.

Katherine nodded, her expression serious.

"But... there is a troubling issue that has arisen."

I braced myself, expecting a lecture on my technical blunders. Instead, Katherine folded her hands together, her eyes locked onto mine.

"Jake, the Seattle tech crew discovered something else while fixing the remote servers," she said, her voice measured. "Something disturbing."

I frowned, puzzled. "What do you mean?"

"They found that sensitive files about our new scent formulations were transferred from secure storage," she explained. "Financial records and campaign strategy documents were also taken. It looks like industrial espionage."

My mind raced, trying to process this new information.

"But I thought... the corrupted files. Those were my fault."

Katherine shook her head.

"The Seattle crew thinks the issue of the corrupted files was a cover for the stolen files. 'Layered misdirection' was their term for it."

I leaned back in my chair, thinking.

"So, I was misled? Someone wanted me to think it was my mistake? I gotta admit, whoever pulled that off has some serious skills. Have you contacted any security specialists to retrace the stolen files?"

Katherine watched me, her expression unreadable. She didn't say a word, just listened. I felt like I was missing something crucial.

"Is there anything I can do to assist?" I asked.

Katherine's eyes narrowed slightly.

"All I need is for you to tell me the truth, Jake."

I blinked, taken aback.

"The truth about what?"

"The stolen files were traced to your work computer," Katherine said calmly. "The Seattle techs believe it was you engaging in industrial espionage."

I stared at Katherine, shock coursing through me.

"Say that again," I demanded.

She repeated, her voice steady, "The stolen files were traced to your work computer. The Seattle techs believe it was you engaging in industrial espionage."

"I didn't steal those files," I shot back, anger rising. "I certainly didn't engage in any espionage."

"Can you explain how those files ended up on your computer?"

"I don't believe they were ever on my computer," I said. "I would have noticed something like that. The Seattle crew must have screwed up. This must be a mistake."

Katherine watched me, her expression softening.

"I want to believe you, Jake."

"You should know me by now," I insisted, leaning forward. "You know my character."

She sighed, looking away briefly.

"I appreciate the man that you are, Jake. But I'm the CEO of Seta Gialla. I have to put the company first."

"I didn't steal those files!"

Katherine leaned back, her eyes searching mine.

"Tell me about your encounter with Florentina Lopez."

"Florentina?" I asked, confused. "I mean, I fucked her. I told you all about it on the jet ride back."

"Details, Jake," she pressed.

"You know the details. She likes it rough. Likes to be slapped, choked, pounded hard. She also has a breeding fetish. You told me so yourself."

"I'm not at all interested in that part."

"Then what are you interested in?"

"How did Florentina ask you to leave Seta Gialla and come work for her? I want those details."

"I already told you. What the fuck are you driving at, Katherine?"

"How did she ask, Jake?" she said, ignoring my outburst. "What conditions did she offer?"

"She asked me to leave you and come work for her," I said slowly. "She offered me triple my pay. But I never took her seriously."

"Has she been in touch since?" Katherine asked.

I hesitated before admitting, "Yes, she's contacted me several times. Not about work or anything. She wants to have sex again."

"Just sex?"

"Yes, just sex," I insisted. "I can show you the messages."

She waved a hand, dismissing the offer.

"That won't be necessary, Jake."

"Why does Florentina matter? She's an investor, not a rival."

"Florentina's husband owns several businesses that would benefit from the information in those stolen files. I'm surprised you wouldn't know that."

I stared at Katherine, my mind racing.

"Look, I don't know what to say to convince you it wasn't me," I said, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me. "I get it, the situation seems bad, and the findings are against me. But I'm asking you, Katherine, to give me the benefit of the doubt."

Her expression remained neutral, those green eyes unreadable.

"I'm innocent," I insisted. "Let me root through the logs, find out what really happened."

But Katherine shook her head.

"The Seattle crew and an outside analyst are already on it. Until the investigation is concluded, you should go home and relax."

My heart sank.

"Are you asking me to go home... or telling me?"

"I'm telling you, Jake. Go home until this is sorted out."

I swallowed hard, the reality of the situation hitting me like a punch to the gut.

"Do I need to turn in my access badge?"

"Yes, leave it with Allysen on your way out. You should go now. Take anything you might need at home. Your office laptop has already been seized and sent off to be analyzed."

I slowly got to my feet, feeling a mix of anger and sadness.

"I'll do as you ask. But this is wrong, Kate. You know it is."

Katherine rose from her chair, facing me across her desk, her voice quiet.

"I'm sorry, Jake. My duty to the company requires vigilance. Whatever the truth is, we'll find it."

"I told you the truth," I said. "You'll find that out soon enough."

Katherine came around the desk. She hesitated, then stepped closer, her hand resting on my shoulder.

"I hope so, Jake. The most important truth is the connection we share, the pleasure you've brought into my life. Receiving your masculine energy has elevated my talents."

She moved her hand to my cock, pressing gently.

"I need you to satisfy me, Jake. Even now, I need you."

I felt a surge of lust, the temptation to take her right there.

But it was quickly doused. The accusations, the doubt, it all weighed too heavily on me.

I gently removed her hand from my dick.

"I think it's better if I leave immediately."

Katherine looked stunned, a hint of sadness in her eyes as I turned and walked out of her office.

I passed Lolo on my way out. He gave me an encouraging nod, his eyes flicking to Katherine's office briefly.

I went down the hallway and stepped up to Allysen's desk. Allysen's bright smile faded as she saw my expression. I handed her my security access card.

"Jake?" she asked, eyes wide with shock. "Are you leaving?"

"Yeah," I confirmed, running a hand through my hair. "Won't be around for a while."

Allysen's gaze darted to Katherine's office, then back to me.

"What happened?"

"Long story. But hey," I leaned in, lowering my voice, "I loved fucking you at the club."

"Me too, Jake."

"Call me, okay?" I said. "We should do it again sometime."

She nodded, her eyes soft.

"I'll be in touch. Good luck, Jake."

I leaned over the desk and kissed her. She hesitated for a moment, surprised, then kissed me back hard. Our lips caressed, breaths mingling, before I pulled away.

"See ya around," I said.

I walked away from the front desk, stepped into the elevator, and wiped Allysen's lipstick from my lips. My thoughts churned, replaying the scene with Katherine.

Who the hell was screwing me over?

Tristan was the obvious choice, but he'd been different lately, almost respectful. And he'd seemed genuinely scared when he came to my office. Plus the guy was absolutely stupid about computers. There was no way he could pull off something as technical as this.

So if not Tristan, then who? Aaron? But why would someone I'd never met want to frame me? It made no sense.

A strange thought struck me. Could Florentina be behind this? Was she trying to wreck my career at Seta Gialla, forcing me to go work for her?

It seemed crazy, but she had the resources to find someone with the right skills.

But would she go that far just to have me around to pleasure her?

I sighed, leaning against the elevator wall.

Getting involved with crazy rich women was turning out to be more dangerous than I expected.


Chapter 14



“I'm ready, Jake.”

I stepped into my shitty old apartment, the scent of stale air and mildew hitting me like a punch.

The place was tiny, the paint peeling and the walls a grimy yellow. The carpet, threadbare and stained, crunched under my feet. The hum of the ancient fridge filled the silence, a lonely background to my thoughts.

I ran my fingers along the chipped countertop, feeling the rough edges, remembering all the nights I'd spent here, eating my ramen, dreaming of a better life.

"Damn, this place is a dump," I muttered to myself, kicking an empty soda can across the room.

It clattered against the wall, the sound echoing through the empty space. I spotted a single cardboard box in the corner, the last remains of my life here.

I wandered into the bedroom. The springs of the old mattress creaked under my weight as I sat down. The bedroom window was grimy, but I could still see the city lights twinkling in the distance.

I'd spent so many nights staring out this window, imagining myself in the heart of the city, living the high life.

Now I was finally living that dream, but it felt like it was slipping through my fingers.

"You've come too far to go back, Jake," I told myself, clenching my fists.

Someone out there was trying to ruin me, but I couldn't let them win. I wouldn't go back to this apartment or the trailer park, back to the life I'd fought so hard to escape.

A knock at the door pulled me from my thoughts. I opened it to find my old landlord, Mr. Harris, standing there. His eyes flicked over the empty apartment, then back to me.

"Jake," he said, his voice gruff but kind. "Thought you'd be gone by now."

"Just grabbing the last of my stuff," I said, gesturing to the box in the corner.

He nodded, his eyes searching my face.

"Two more days before your lease is up," Mr. Harris said. "You paid for it, so you have a right to be here. I was wondering when you'd come for the last box of your stuff."

"It's just junk," I said, eyeing the box. "Guess I'll toss it. Just useless memories now."

"You okay, son? You look upset."

I didn't say anything, just stood there running a hand through my hair.

"Jake?"

"Things in the city," I muttered. "They're more complicated than I expected."

"Well, I wish you the best," Mr. Harris said sympathetically. "You were always a good tenant. I tell you what. If you clean this place up before you go, I'll refund your full security deposit."

I looked around the dingy apartment and then back at Mr. Harris.

"Deal," I said.

A sense of determination filled me. I might not need the money, but I needed the distraction, the sense of accomplishment.

"I'll let you get to it then. Mops and such are in the utility closet."

Hours passed as I scrubbed the floors, wiped down the walls, and cleaned out the fridge. The work was dull and dirty, but there was something satisfying about it.

It reminded me of my days at the lumberyard. There was something real about physical labor. It was the simple pleasure of a job well done.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I fished it out, seeing Bel's name flash across the screen.

"Jake?" Her voice was soft and concerned. "Are you coming home soon? I'm getting worried about you."

I looked out the window, surprised to see the sun had set, the city lights now glowing in the distance.

"I'll be home shortly, Bel," I promised.

"I'll be waiting."

I ended the call and looked around the clean apartment. I had done the work and could see the result. It was real, not fake like so much else.

This is who I was. An honest guy who did the work.

Whatever happened with Seta Gialla, I had my integrity.

And I still had Bel. That was something worth fighting for.

I caught the bus back to the city. I was ready to settle down and relax.

I opened the door to Bel's apartment and my jaw dropped. The room was bathed in the soft glow of a dozen candles, their warm light flickering on the walls. Dried flower petals were strewn across the floor. They made a path leading to the kitchen table, set for two.

Bel stood there waiting for me in a dress that hugged her slim body, her red hair cascading down her shoulders.

She looked up at me, her blue eyes bright behind her horn-rimmed glasses.

"Bel, what's all this?" I asked.

She looked down, her cheeks flushing.

"I... I knew you'd be hurting after what happened today. With Katherine. I wanted to cheer you up."

I smiled, my heart warming. I could smell lasagna baking in the oven.

"You made my favorite meal, didn't you?"

She nodded, a small smile playing on her lips.

"And those cookies you love so much," she added.

I stepped closer, taking her hand.

"I can't think of anything better to cheer me up, Bel."

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with a vulnerability I'd never seen before.

"Tonight... tonight's not only for you, Jake." She took a deep breath, her voice barely above a whisper. "When I heard you were forced to leave Seta Gialla, I realized something. I realized how much I depended on your presence to make me feel happy and alive and safe."

"Bel-"

"No, let me finish. I practiced this all day."

"Okay," I said.

"Jake. Before you arrived, I was always scared. Scared of Tristan, scared of failing at my job, just scared of life. But you... you make me feel safe. You make me feel strong."

She looked down, her voice shaking slightly. I gripped her hand, encouraging her to continue.

"You make me feel things I've never felt before, Jake. And you've opened up my sexuality in ways I thought weren't possible. Tonight, I want to take the next step."

"What are you saying, Bel?"

She took a deep breath, her eyes filled with a mix of fear and determination.

"I want to have sex with you, Jake. I want you to be my first."

I lifted her chin, making her look at me.

"Bel, are you sure about this? You don't have to do this just to make me feel better."

She nodded, her voice steady despite her shyness.

"I want this, Jake. For me, not just for you. You're special, and I want my first time to be a wonderful memory. You know how to treat a woman. You've already made me cum so many times. And I don't feel dirty or used afterward. I feel like... I feel like a woman. So that's why tonight is special. For you and for me. Is that okay?"

I kissed her, soft and slow, feeling her melt into me.

"I'm honored that you chose me to be your first."

I picked her up off the floor. She clung to me as I carried her to the bedroom. I held her gaze, not looking away for even a moment.

I wanted to make this perfect for Bel. I set her down and turned her to face me, kissing her deeply as I slowly unzipped her dress. It fell to the floor, leaving her in her bra and panties.

She was trembling, her breath coming in quick gasps.

"You're beautiful, Bel," I murmured, trailing kisses down her neck, feeling her pulse race under my lips.

I reached behind her, unhooking her bra, letting her breasts spill free. I cupped them, my thumbs brushing over her pink nipples, feeling them harden.

"Jake," she whispered into my ear. "My king."

Hearing those words from her made my heart clench. I laid Bel down on the bed and got on top of her, my body covering hers. I could feel her heart racing, her breath hot on my face.

I kissed her again, my tongue exploring her mouth as my hands roamed her body.

I hooked my fingers into her panties, pulling them down, feeling her damp heat.

Bel's breath hitched as I touched her pussy gently, feeling her wetness, hearing her soft moans.

I dipped a finger inside her entrance, feeling her tightness, her innocence.

I knew how big I was. I had to be careful, had to make this good for her.

I undressed and positioned myself between her legs, my cock hard and ready. I rubbed the head against her, feeling her slick heat.

I pushed in slowly, feeling her stretch around me.

She gasped, her nails digging into my arms.

"You okay, Bel?" I asked, my voice strained.

She nodded, her eyes locked on mine.

"Go slow, Jake."

I pushed in deeper, feeling her barrier. I paused, looking into her eyes. She nodded, and I thrust through, feeling her tear, hearing her cry out.

I stilled, letting her adjust to me, kissing her, murmuring words of love and comfort.

"Okay," Bel gasped as she wrapped her legs around my torso. "I'm ready. I'm ready, Jake."

I moved slowly, gently, feeling her body respond to mine. Her virgin pussy was so tight, so hot, so wet that it was almost overwhelming. I could feel every part of her, every ripple of pleasure as I moved within her.

I increased my pace, thrusting deeper, hearing her moans grow louder, feeling her body tense around me. Her breath was ragged and her eyes never left mine, drawing me deeper into her, both physically and emotionally.

We built a rhythm together as I lost myself in the sensation of her.

"Jake," she gasped, her eyes wide with wonder. "I'm... I'm gonna cum."

I thrust harder, deeper, feeling her body convulse around me. She cried out, her orgasm ripping through her, her body pulsing around mine.

I kept thrusting, riding out her pleasure, until I felt my release building.

"Bel," I groaned, my body tensing. "I'm gonna cum."

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with love and trust.

"Cum inside me, Jake."

I thrust deep, my cock pulsing as I emptied myself into her.

Bel's eyes rolled back, her head tossing to the side as she cried out again, her body shuddering in the aftershocks of her orgasm.

I felt a surge of joy as I claimed her, my sperm filling her pussy, our bodies joined in a tight knot. Her walls pulsed around me, milking me for every drop as I flooded her, my body shuddering with the intensity of my orgasm.

Exhausted, I collapsed on top of her, our bodies slick with sweat, our hearts pounding in sync. We kissed and then I rolled onto my back, taking Bel with me, her head on my chest, our legs tangled together.

I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close, feeling her breath on my skin. Her hair fanned out across my chest, her glasses askew. I straightened them gently, my fingers lingering on the side of her face.

She looked up at me, her eyes shining.

"I love you, Jake."

I hesitated, but only for an instant.

"I love you too, Bel."


Chapter 15



“People born with all the advantages in life can still be failures.”

"Pound that cunt! Stretch me out, darling. Stretch out my fucking cunt until I scream!"

But Grace Johnson was already screaming. Her shrieks echoed off the walls.

Tristan's mother was lying on a chaise lounge in one of her restaurant's private dining rooms, her legs spread wide as I pounded into her.

Mrs. Johnson had turned out to be more filthy than I expected.

"Fuck me, Jake! Fuck me like the dirty whore that I am! BEAT. THAT. CUNT. UP!"

I railed her pussy, smashing her pussy again and again. She loved it all, thrashing her head from side to side like she was possessed, her hands clawing at the chaise beneath her.

Grace had already orgasmed twice, getting crazier with each one. Now it felt like I was fucking someone having a fit with all the screaming and moaning she was doing.

I was a little worried at the volume, but hell, she owned the place. No one was going to tell her to quiet down.

"You like that, don't you?" I grunted, driving deeper into her. "You like my big cock filling your cunt?"

"Yes! Yes! Fuck, you're so big! You're stretching me, oh god, stretching my cunt so hard, my dirty cunt, my cunt, oh god, my cunt!"

Her words dissolved in an animalistic gurgle of grunts and swearing, her voice hoarse from screaming.

Looking down at her, I couldn't believe this was the same elegant, intimidating woman I'd met before. But here she was, begging for my cock, begging to be used, her cunt struggling to handle every inch I gave her.

"Ah god!" she shrieked.

Her eyes rolled back, and with a gurgled scream, she came. Her pussy clamped down on me, forcing my cock out, and suddenly, warm liquid gushed from her gaped fuckhole, splashing hot and wet against my cock and belly.

"Fuck!" I shouted, surprised.

Grace kept squirting, her body convulsing, shrieks filling the room until she finally collapsed, a quivering heap on the chaise.

I stood there, panting, soaked in her juices, not sure what to do. Grace looked like she was almost passed out, squirt dripping down her thighs and puddling on the floor.

The air was filled with an acrid, bitter scent from her ejaculate. Grace's breathing was a wet rasp as she mumbled incoherently.

Finally, Grace looked up at me, her eyes glazed, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

"Finish what you started, Jake," she urged, her voice raw. "Fuck my cunt. Give me that sweet cum."

She spread her legs wider and slapped her dripping pussy, inviting me in. I got back between her legs, my cock still hard, and punched into her quivering cunt.

Grace moaned incoherently as I pounded away. Her head bounced against the chaise with each thrust, her tits flopping and slapping wildly as I used her like a fucktoy.

"Cum on my face, Jake. Glaze your bitch, baby."

Her words drove me to jackhammer her as hard as I could, grunting and sweating with exertion until I finally pulled out, shooting my load all over her face.

Her tongue snaked out and licked at the thick ropes of cum I shot over her mouth, her forehead, her blonde hair, my jizz dripping onto her tits and getting all over her.

"So much cum," she moaned. "God, you're amazing."

I shot a last spurt into her open mouth, then stepped back to admire my work.

The older woman's face was completely covered in my creamy sperm, her hair and chest streaked with pearly globs of jizz.

"Look at you, Grace Johnson," I chuckled. "What a dirty fucking slut you are."

"I know," she murmured. "Thank you for making me your slut, Jake."

Exhausted, I took a seat next to her, our bodies slick with sweat and cum and her cunt juices. Grace Johnson, billionaire and respected businesswoman, wanted nothing more than to be my slut.

I understood her needs. I was giving her what she craved.

I roughly smeared my cum into her hair. Grace probably spent thousands on fancy hairdressers, but none of that mattered to me. I slicked her hair back, rubbing my cum into her thick blonde curls.

"You like me ruining your hairdo?" I laughed. "You look better with my cum all mussed up in your hair, right?"

"I do."

I used my hand to wipe the cum from her face and feed it to her mouth, loving the way her throat moved as she swallowed down my jizz.

"You love eating my cum, don't you?"

"I do," she smiled. "I love it. Since the day I sucked you, I've wanted more. I'm addicted, Jake. I'm you cum-junkie whore."

"I'm glad you like eating my sperm, slut. But I'm hungry, too. Tell your staff to bring me something to eat."

I sat at the dining table, naked, with Grace across from me, her face and hair still glazed with my cum.

Servers bustled in and out, discreetly keeping their eyes averted as they served the food.

One of the servers, a dark-haired girl, peeked at my cock. I caught her eye and gave her a wink, amused by the deep blush that crept up her face and the smile she fought to hide.

I dug into my steak hungrily. Grace watched me, a satisfied smile playing on her lips.

"I love watching young men enjoy good food," she said. "Tristan was such a picky eater when he was little. He would only eat tater tots."

"Really?"

I chuckled at the thought of little Tristan demanding tater tots for dinner. Grace nodded, reminiscing.

"He was so frail at first, sickly and thin. He was bullied by the younger kids in our extended family. I think that's what led him to be such a bully and piece of shit."

I was a little stunned by her description of her son, but Grace just shrugged.

"I know what kind of man I raised, Jake. His biological father and I were too busy with our business and social life to pay much attention to him. He was raised more by nannies than by me. Tristan was cruel to them because he knew they depended on us for their livelihood."

Grace paused, her eyes meeting mine.

"When Tristan got older, I caught him several times abusing the household staff. The female staff. You can imagine the kind of abuse I'm talking about."

I thought back to Tristan sexually harassing Bel. My grip on the steak knife tightened. Grace noticed and reached out, placing her hand on mine.

"I'm sorry, Jake. I shouldn't burden you with this."

"It's okay," I said, setting the knife down. "I just... I don't like seeing people get hurt."

"I know what you mean, you don't have to explain. That's what makes you different, Jake. That's what makes you special."

I pushed my plate aside, the steak suddenly sitting heavy in my stomach.

"Why are you telling me all this, Grace?" I asked, my voice tight. "You invited me here to discuss an urgent matter. If you just wanted me to fuck you, there was no need to make up another reason for me to meet you."

Grace bit her lip and took a sip of wine.

"There is an urgent matter, Jake. But first, I wanted you to understand that I'm not blind to Tristan's failings. He's my son, but I know he's not a good person."

"Okay. I still don't know what you want to tell me."

Grace leaned back in her chair, her eyes never leaving mine.

"I looked into your life, Jake. I know you grew up poor, in a trailer park. I mean no disrespect, but people like you rarely ever achieve much with their lives."

Anger flared in me, but also sadness because I knew she was right. People born into poverty often stayed there.

Grace seemed to read my thoughts.

"But you, Jake, you're different. You willed yourself out of your circumstances. You're trying to make something successful of your life. I admire that."

"I am," I agreed, my voice steady. "I'm determined to be my own man, on my own terms."

A slow smile spread across Grace's face.

"And you will be, Jake. Because you're strong-willed. Because you're determined. And also," she added, her voice dropping to a husky whisper, "because you're so damned sexy. You and that cock of yours is what women dream of. It makes you so very desirable."

"My cock is just something I was born with," I pointed out. "Pure luck."

"And luck is the secret ingredient of every successful man, Jake. But often, people born with all the advantages in life can still be failures."

She sighed, her eyes filled with a mix of sadness and love.

"That's Tristan. Despite all his failings, he's still my son. And I will always love him."

I leaned forward, my elbows on the table.

"Why are you telling me this, Grace?" I asked again, my voice firm.

Grace shook her head sadly as she reached into her purse. She placed a flash drive on the table and slid it over to me.

"When you look over the contents of this, please don't think too badly of my son," she said, her voice soft. "I did my best, Jake. But sometimes, a parent just falls short."


Chapter 16



“I did what I had to do.”

"Thank you for seeing me," I said quietly.

Katherine nodded. She was wearing a silk Japanese bathrobe belted loosely around her waist. The curves of her breasts and outline of her nipples were highlighted beneath the colorful silk.

It was evening. Katherine wasn't wearing any makeup and her hair was tied back in a simple ponytail. Despite this, she was still stunningly beautiful.

It had been a week since we last fucked. My cock ached to get back inside her, to fill her with my load until it dripped out of her. I knew she wanted that too.

But that wasn't why I had come to Katherine's apartment.

There was something much more important we had to do.

I stepped into Katherine's apartment, my shoes sinking into the plush carpet. The place was huge, with floor-to-ceiling windows showcasing a panoramic view of the city skyline. Modern art adorned the walls, each piece illuminated by sleek, hidden lighting.

The furniture was all clean lines and luxurious fabrics. Soft jazz played from unseen speakers. I breathed in the fresh scent of flowers that were arranged artfully around the room.

Katherine led me to her dining table, a massive sheet of polished glass supported by intricately designed metal legs. She sat, gesturing for me to do the same.

"Wine?" she offered, tilting a glass towards me.

"No, thank you," I said, my voice steady despite the nervous energy coursing through me.

"What's so important that you'd come here at this hour, Jake?"

"I wouldn't have bothered you if it wasn't important."

She grimaced, setting her glass down.

"You could never bother me, Jake. I've been messaging you for days. I miss your... energy."

"I missed you too," I admitted. "But I needed a clear head to deal with being sent home."

Katherine sighed, leaning back in her chair.

"I was happy to hear from you, even at this hour. Whatever the investigation finds, I still need what you have."

She untied her robe, slowly exposing her breasts. She stroked them, pinching her nipples, her eyes never leaving mine.

"Come to bed, Jake. We can talk after we fuck."

I hesitated, lust pulsing through me. But I had to stay focused.

"What I have to share can't wait," I said gently.

Katherine studied me for a moment, then nodded.

"Alright, Jake. I'm listening."

"Could you... cover yourself?" I asked awkwardly. "You're too distracting like that."

A small smile played on her lips.

"No man has ever asked me to cover up before." But she did as I asked, wrapping her robe tightly around her.

I reached into my pocket and placed the flash drive Grace had given me on the table, sliding it toward Katherine. Her eyes flicked to it, then back to me.

"What's this?" she asked, her voice neutral.

"Proof," I said. "Proof that I didn't steal those files or crash the network."

"You found evidence?"

"I did. Aaron was behind it all. He had the skill and the access. But he wasn't acting alone."

Katherine leaned in, her eyes intense.

"Who was he working with? Florentina?"

I took a deep breath.

"Tristan."

Katherine flinched and pulled back.

"That's... that's a serious accusation, Jake. How can you be sure?"

I tapped the flash drive.

"This contains all the logs and correspondence between them. Tristan had Aaron inject the script into the system and then place the files on my laptop."

"But why would Aaron do it? I know he hated Tristan. The two were always in conflict."

I thought of the things Bel had said about Aaron protecting her from Tristan. I wondered how much Katherine actually knew about what happened between Aaron and Tristan.

"Aaron was bitter about how he was treated when he left Seta Gialla," I explained. "He was also having a hard time finding a new job. The job offer he was relying on fell through, probably because Tristan badmouthed Aaron to the new company. Aaron was in a bad situation and his debts were piling up. There was stress between him and his husband."

"Money troubles tend to cause friction," Katherine said.

"Yeah, it was a rough time for Aaron. He was even thinking of trying his luck overseas without his husband. Then Tristan contacted Aaron. Tristan promised Aaron the shares he'd withheld when Aaron left, plus the severance pay he denied him. But the real prize was reference letters and introductions to tech industry contacts who had worked with Seta Gialla. In this job market, that would open a lot of doors for Aaron."

"So Aaron did it?"

"Yeah," I nodded. "Reluctantly, but he did it. The corrupted preference files were a prank at first. But Aaron used the source to overwhelm the network enough so that he could steal the files and plant them on my computer. It worked because Aaron wasn't bothering to evade security. He wanted to be caught. Or, to be more accurate, he wanted me to be caught."

"But how did he access the network and the remote servers? Didn't you change all that?"

"I did," I sighed. "But the other employees didn't maintain basic security. Especially with The Creative Side, things were very lax. Hell, my first day on the job, I was handed a damned spiral notebook that had every password and access code written inside it. It was a goddamn mess, Kate."

"But you fixed it."

"I did," I admitted. "It was a rushed patch job at first and there were holes. A guy like Aaron, someone with tech skills plus knowledge of the network? Finding the gaps would have been easy for him. But it was Tristan who gave him the actual key to our network."

"How?"

"Tristan put a program called a keylogger on my laptop. It required him to have physical access to my computer. I caught him doing it, I just didn't know it at the time. He was in our back offices early in the morning. Tristan had a cover story about leaving flowers for Bel. He was really there to install the keylogger on my computer. I was stupid for not realizing it. I should have been more alert."

"You can prove this?"

"Beyond any doubt," I said. "I had Lolo pull up the security video from that day. Sure enough, it shows Tristan entering my office. Along with the information on that flash drive, it's case closed. Tristan got Aaron to do his dirty work. Tristan wanted me gone so he framed me. Or tried to, at least."

Katherine was silent for a long time, her gaze fixed on the flash drive. Finally, she looked up at me.

"You're absolutely sure about this?"

"Positive," I said firmly. "I've already sent the files to the Seattle tech crew. They'll confirm my findings and send you a report in the morning."

Katherine rubbed her temples, her expression troubled.

"If this is true, I'm in a difficult position, Jake. Tristan is Grace Johnson's son. She's one of Seta Gialla's biggest investors. I can't just fire her son without causing turmoil."

I smiled, remembering Grace's words.

"Maybe you shouldn't make assumptions before talking to Grace herself. She's the one that gave me that flash drive, after all."

"And how did she get that information?"

"I don't know. You'd have to ask her."

"And what did you do to convince Grace to turn in her own son?"

"You know what I did."

Katherine's eyes met mine, a slow smile spreading across her lips. I recognized that calculating look. She was measuring me, evaluating how I handled myself without her protection.

The air between us was heavy with tension. This was a turning point in our relationship.

We both knew it.

Katherine rose from her chair and crossed to where I sat. To my surprise, she sank to her knees and wrapped her arms around my waist, pressing her face against my chest.

"God, you're so sexy right now," she breathed. "The way you handled this situation? You’re radiating so much masculine energy. I need that, Jake. I need you."

Her hand stroked my cock through my pants, and she licked my neck, her tongue hot and wet.

"Come to bed with me, Jake. Fuck me all night. In the morning, we’ll go over the Seattle report together, then reinstate you."

My cock strained against my zipper, responding to her touch. Katherine's beauty never failed to affect me. The thought of burying myself inside her warm pussy made my balls ache. There was nothing I wanted more than to strip that robe off her, spread her legs, and make my CEO beg for my cum.

Instead, I grabbed her wrist gently, stopping her movements.

"I can't," I said softly. "Not until this is resolved and I'm officially cleared."

"But why?"

"You're still my boss, Kate. You're the one who made me leave during the investigation. Until my name is cleared and my position restored, we need to keep things professional."

"I did what I had to do."

"I know," I said. "I'm doing what I have to do."

Katherine stared at me, her mouth slightly open. I realized she'd probably never been rejected by any man before.

The dynamic between us had shifted, though. Here was this stunning, powerful woman on her knees for me, and I was turning her down.

Things had changed.

"Goodnight, Katherine," I said, standing up.

I left her apartment without looking back.

Outside the building, the air was cool against my overheated skin. I knew Katherine was watching me from her balcony above. She wanted me to turn, to give her a glance, a sign that I was still thinking about her.

I didn't look up. She hadn't earned that, not yet.

My phone buzzed. It was Bel.

"When will you be home, lover?" she asked.

"I’m on my way," I assured her.

"Is everything okay?"

"Everything is perfect."

I thought about calling a rideshare, but pocketed my phone instead. An hour’s walk through this brisk night was exactly what I needed.

Whistling happily, I started down the sidewalk, my steps echoing off the concrete buildings around me.


Chapter 17



“It's all thanks to Jake.”

"At Seta Gialla, tradition and history have always been the pillars of our luxury brand," Katherine said proudly. "But I'm not a CEO who is content with the glory of the past. Tonight, I want to introduce you to the next phase in Seta Gialla's corporate journey."

I squinted against the bright lights as I listened to Katherine, my eyes struggling to adjust to the glare.

I was standing on stage behind Katherine. Hell Mel stood beside me. The grand ballroom of the Mont Aigue-Marine Hotel stretched before us, filled with hundreds of well-dressed investors.

Katherine stood at a podium delivering her remarks to her attentive audience. Our CEO wore a black silk gown that hugged her curves, the slit running up her thigh flashing skin with each step Katherine took.

A string of diamonds sparkled at Katherine's throat, drawing attention to her deep cleavage. I noticed several men in the audience shifting in their seats as she spoke, their eyes crawling all over my beautiful boss.

I tugged at my collar. I was wearing my new tuxedo. It felt strange but comfortable, like it had been painted on my body. The fabric moved with me as I shifted my weight.

Despite the perfect fit, I subtly adjusted my belt. Inside my pants, my cock was wet and sensitive.

I glanced at Hell Mel beside me. She wore a tight black leather dress and a delicate crystal tiara that caught the stage lights.

Hell Mel's face was glowing with that dreamy expression I knew so well, the same look she always got after I fucked her ass.

Minutes before this presentation, I'd bent my little Dutch goth over a chair in the green room and pounded her ass until Hell Mel was begging for my cum.

As an assistant knocked on the door and gave us a two-minute warning, I'd flooded Hell Mel's guts with my sperm, then plugged her up with her golden butt plug.

She's so damned needy, I chuckled to myself.

Hell Mel caught me looking and gave me a wicked smirk.

"And now," Katherine said, "I'd like to introduce our creative director, Melinda Jansen."

Hell Mel stepped forward, her walk careful and measured despite the pain I knew she must be feeling in her ass. She gripped the podium with both hands and leaned forward, her cleavage sparkling with purple glitter beneath the lights.

"For too long, luxury fashion has been the domain of the privileged elite," she began. "The proletariat yearns for liberation from fast fashion's chains of oppression. Our new menswear line democratizes luxury, transforming the means of production into a revolution of style."

As Hell Mel continued with her weird-ass spiel, Katherine leaned close to my ear.

"You left quite a mark on our little revolutionary," she whispered.

"What do you mean?"

"There's cum running down her thigh."

I looked at the back of Hell Mel's thigh. Sure enough, a wet trail of jizz oozed down her skin, pearly white against her pale flesh.

"I plugged her ass up, but it must be leaking a little," I murmured back. "She was pretty stretched out. As long as Hell Mel doesn't turn around, no one will notice."

Katherine bit her lower lip.

"Did you save any of that masculine energy for me?"

"I always have what you need, Ms. Fields."

"And now, I'm proud to introduce the inspiration for this new product line - Jake Conner," Hell Mel announced.

I stepped to the podium, my throat dry. Hundreds of eyes locked onto me. Several women in the crowd smirked knowingly. They'd all seen the viral ads for SG4M. It was an open secret that I was the model in the pictures.

"Thank you," I said slowly. "I'm not used to speaking at events like this, so please bear with me. Fashion has only recently become a part of my life. I grew up in trailer parks, moving from small town to small town. We never had much money. But I had dreams of making it in the big city, of becoming someone successful."

I paused, scanning the crowd.

"This new clothing line speaks to that drive, that hunger to achieve more. Using the SG4M label and partnering with the number one producer of American workwear, we are creating a new line of fashion that appeals to young men across the spectrum of lifestyles. Whether you're from a trailer park or a mansion, these clothes will make you feel ready to take on the world, create your reality, and get the girl of your dreams."

I went on for several minutes longer. When I finished my speech, silence fell over the ballroom.

My stomach dropped. The silence was deafening.

Then I spotted Florentina Lopez in her red designer dress. She jumped to her feet, clapping enthusiastically. Like a wave, the applause spread through the crowd until it thundered around me.

I soaked up the approval, happy and relieved that I had made it through this critical event without embarrassing myself.

An hour later, I mingled with investors at the cocktail reception. Katherine held court near the bar, surrounded by men hanging on her every word.

Hell Mel leaned against a leather wingback chair, a circle of suits mesmerized by her gothic charm. I noticed she still hadn't cleaned the trail of cum from her thigh. If anyone saw it, they weren't mentioning it.

"Jake! Darling!"

Florentina's voice rang out as she wrapped me in a perfumed hug.

"Your presentation was asombroso! The investors will be fighting to get in on this."

She pressed close, her lips brushing my ear.

"You must come visit me soon, Jake. Maybe stay for a few days."

"I wish I had time for a few days," I grinned. "My schedule is insane, but I'll definitely visit you soon, Mrs. Lopez."

"And of course, my job offer is still open. Whatever Katherine is paying, I will triple it!"

I laughed and gave Florentina another hug. She kissed my cheek warmly and patted my butt before drifting away into the crowd.

More women came over to chat. I recognized several faces from previous investor meetings, but many were new.

A Japanese woman bowed and giggled, using her phone to translate compliments about my "magnificent presence." Two Brazilian sisters touched my arms while speaking rapid Portuguese.

Grace Johnson came up from behind me and kissed both my cheeks.

"Congratulations, Jake. That was an excellent presentation."

"Thank you, Mrs. Johnson. It's good to see you again. How have you been?"

"All is well, my darling. The restaurant has been making news for its innovative menu. My businesses are all performing beyond expectations. The only blemish is my son, unfortunately."

"How is Tristan?" I asked, curious.

"He's struggling to adjust to his new role at the restaurant. As the owner's son, he feels being an assistant manager is beneath him. I've corrected his attitude many times. I hope it will stick with him eventually."

"Anyone can change," I said encouragingly.

"God, I hope you are right."

Grace kissed me again and left to speak with Katherine.

Through the crowd, I noticed an elderly woman watching me. She carried herself with regal grace as she approached me, her silver hair swept up in an elegant bun. Her clothes were simple but exquisite - a cream silk blouse, pearl necklace, and tailored black slacks.

She approached and extended her hand. I took it and, feeling playful, bent to kiss her knuckles. Her eyes gleamed with amused approval.

"Young man, I must ask - is the rumor true?" Her voice was cultured and refined.

"Which rumor would that be, ma'am?"

"About the advertisements, of course."

I hesitated, unsure how to respond to such a distinguished lady. She studied my face and nodded slowly.

"Ah, your silence speaks volumes. How refreshing to meet a young man with discretion. It's so lacking these days."

"Thank you, that's very kind."

"May I tell you a secret?"

She beckoned me closer. I bent down as she leaned close to my ear.

"I may be 76," she whispered, "but I still like to fuck. Especially handsome young men with huge hogs like yours. My pussy is still sweet and tight, I promise. Call me."

She pressed a business card into my palm and glided away through the crowd.

I was shocked, amused, and slightly horrified. Then I glanced at the embossed card and my eyes widened.

"Holy shit, that was Victoria Sterling-Montgomery, one of the wealthiest people on Earth," I muttered to myself, not quite believing what my life had become.

After the event finally wound down, Katherine and I shared a ride back to the city.

The limousine glided through the dark city streets. Streetlights flashed across Katherine's face as she lounged back against the leather seats.

"The business blogs are already posting," Lolo said from the front seat. "They're calling it 'a paradigm shift in luxury marketing' and 'the birth of democratic haute couture.'"

"It's all thanks to Jake," Katherine said. "After those viral ads made the fragrance line blow up, menswear was the natural next step. Bravo, Jake."

"Hell Mel came up with the entire campaign," I protested.

"She'd never have had that inspiration without you," Katherine said. "All that girl needs is neon hair dye, leather dresses, and a regular ass fucking to keep her creative juices flowing."

"Speaking of that," I smirked. "You know, I've never once fucked Hell Mel's pussy."

Katherine's eyes widened.

"Anal every time?"

"Every single time."

"How does she handle taking that monster up her ass so often?"

I shrugged. "I don't ask questions. I just give her what she wants."

Katherine pressed the button to raise the privacy window between us and Lolo.

"Speaking of giving her what she wants..."

I knew that look. My hands went to my belt buckle as Katherine slid closer.

She opened my pants and wrapped her fingers around my cock, studying it like a prized possession.

"This beautiful thing has won Seta Gialla so much success... and made so many women very happy."

"I do my best," I sighed as Katherine's lips descended onto my cockhead.

I stared out the window at the glowing city streets sliding past. The buildings sparkled like bright jewels in the night. A sudden flood of memories washed over me.

All those Friday nights spent hunched over textbooks while my friends hit the bars.

The endless hours at the lumberyard, hauling boards and stacking pallets until my muscles screamed, just to scrape together enough for another semester at community college.

That first suit from Goodwill - navy blue polyester with heavily frayed cuffs and pants that were way too tight. Sure, it was a cheap, used suit, probably from some dead guy's closet. But I remembered the first time I put that suit on.

When I saw myself in that thrift store mirror, something clicked. I looked like someone who could make it. I looked like someone with a future.

Now here I was, wearing a custom tuxedo that cost more than six months rent, getting my dick sucked by the infamous Katherine Fields in the back of a stretch limo.

All that hard work, all those sacrifices, had led to this moment.

Katherine's mouth pulled off my cock with a wet smack. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes glazed with lust.

"Jake... I need to ride you. Please?"

I pulled her into a deep kiss, tasting myself on her tongue. She breathed into my mouth as I nodded.

Katherine hiked up her evening gown and straddled my lap. She pulled her panties to the side of her slit and sank down onto my cock with a gasp of pleasure, taking me deep inside her wet pussy.

"Jake..." she whimpered, grinding against me. "Oh god, Jake..."

As always, my name on her lips sent jolts down my spine. I took her mouth in another passionate kiss as she rode me, her pussy stretching to its limit as I filled her up.

"Oh, Jake," she moaned. "I can't get enough of you."

We kissed again, our tongues caressing as Katherine ground down on my cock, the limousine gliding down the streets, taking us into the heart of the city.


Epilogue



One Year Later

I woke to the warm, wet sensation of lips sliding up and down my cock.

Opening my eyes, I reached down and stroked the soft hair of Bel and Denise as they shared my morning wood between them.

Their tongues swirled and lapped at my cock. The two girls worked in perfect sync after so many months of practice.

I stretched out on the silk sheets, still amazed at the luxury of my new life.

Early sunlight peeked around the velvet curtains covering the floor-to-ceiling windows. A crystal chandelier hung above my bed, refracting splinters of light across the far wall.

Even after six months, I couldn't believe this massive apartment was mine. Or that Katherine lived right above me. The space and luxury still startled me.

"I'm getting close," I warned them, my fingers tangling in their hair.

Denise moved down to lick and suck my balls while Bel wrapped her lips around my cockhead, her tongue teasing the sensitive spot underneath. My hips lifted off the bed as the pressure built.

"Here it comes," I groaned.

They pressed their faces together, mouths open and eager. I erupted with a satisfied sigh, pumping rope after rope of cum onto their waiting tongues. They slurped down my load like it was the sweetest nectar, not wanting to waste a drop.

I watched through heavy-lidded eyes as Bel and Denise kissed deeply, passing my cum back and forth between their mouths before swallowing it down. Their tongues darted out to clean every glob of my sperm from each other's lips and cheeks.

I smiled contentedly, loving how every morning started this way - my two beautiful girls sharing my cock and cum together.

I basked in the warmth as Bel and Denise crawled up beside me, their soft skin pressed against mine.

"Good morning," they purred in unison, snuggling close.

I wrapped my arms around them both, enjoying their warmth and the deep satisfaction flowing through my body.

"How are you feeling today?" I asked Bel.

"I think I felt something flutter in my tummy last night, but I'm not sure."

I placed my hand on Bel's swollen belly, caressing her taut skin. At five months along, her pregnancy was clearly visible now.

"I feel so fat," she pouted.

"You've never been more beautiful," I said, kissing her forehead. "What would you like me to make for breakfast?"

"I'll cook. I'm staying home from work today."

"Are you feeling sick?" I asked, concerned.

"Not at all. Don't worry, I'm fine."

"But you're so into analyzing the social media for the clothing line lately. Why take time off?"

"I'll work from home." Bel avoided my eyes. "I just want a day off."

I shrugged and kissed her. Bel slipped out of bed, heading for the bathroom.

"I'll make breakfast for everyone!" Bel said.

After she left, I pulled Denise closer.

"How about you? How are you feeling?"

"Still dealing with morning sickness. Which truly sucks, dude. Seriously, fuck everything about that."

I patted her flat stomach.

"You're not showing yet."

"No. But I can't wait to get a baby bump like Bel. Pregnant women are the most beautiful in the world."

"They sure are."

"Her breasts are getting so big," Denise said. "And her nipples are so sensitive when I suck them. I can't wait for my milk to come in."

I cupped Denise's massive breasts.

"Hard to imagine these F-cups getting even bigger."

"You're the one who knocked me up." She grinned. "You'll have to milk them so they don't get too swollen."

"Only if you 'moo' like a cow."

She slapped my arm playfully, then laughed.

"Moo!" I teased.

Denise shoved me toward the edge of the bed.

"Get your ass to work!"

An hour later, fed and dressed, I stepped out of the elevator into the parking garage. Lolo leaned against a black limousine, sipping coffee from a paper cup.

"Morning Jake. Ready for another wild day?"

"Hey Lolo. Man, your cousin's fight was incredible Saturday night. That submission in the second round!"

Lolo's face lit up.

"Thanks! I'm so proud of him. You gotta come to his next fight in person."

"Wouldn't miss it. I'd love to see him fight live."

Lolo beamed at my enthusiasm.

"Ms. Fields is already inside," he said, opening the door.

I slid into the plush leather interior. Katherine sat with her laptop balanced on her crossed legs. She wore a white silk dress, the neckline plunging to reveal her cleavage. Her skin glowed with vitality, and her signature perfume filled the air.

She leaned over and kissed me.

"Good morning, darling."

As Lolo pulled out of the garage, Katherine handed me her laptop.

"What do you make of this morning's numbers?"

I studied the metrics on the screen.

"Everything looks steady overall. But North Africa isn't responding well to the clothing line or new scents. Have you talked to Hell Mel about working more closely with our African contacts?"

"Hell Mel has been less than responsive lately," Katherine laughed. "You'll need to inspire her creative spark again."

"Come on, I just fucked her ass last week. How much more anal does she need?"

"Hell Mel is a woman of powerful desires, Jake. You'll need to ignite her creativity again. Stop pretending you don't love it."

I shrugged.

"Fucking the ass of a beautiful Dutch goth girl? I can think of worse ways to spend my afternoons. It's just a bit draining."

"Poor baby," Katherine teased. "Bel and Denise are wearing you out? Domestic duties more exhausting than you imagined?"

"You're not helping when you invite me to your office almost every day for a boost of 'male energy'," I replied.

"We're approaching the holiday sales season," Katherine said. "I'm going to be needing regular infusions of your masculine essence to be at my most effective."

"You truly are the biggest cumslut ever, aren't you, Kate?"

"The biggest," she admitted. "It's why I'm so successful, as you well know."

I'd been doubtful of Katherine's crazy ideas about masculine and feminine energy. Now, after more than a year of fucking her and feeding her my cum, it was hard to argue with the results.

Seta Gialla was bigger and better than it had ever been.

At the Packar Tower, Katherine and I walked together through the bustling office floor.

Things were different now. The Creative Side hummed with activity, everyone focused on their workstations instead of the sluggish lounging that used to dominate the space.

"You've done wonders here," Katherine said. "I never thought I'd see the Creatives showing up on time and actually working."

"Once I took over from Tristan, I knew things had to change. Hell Mel was key in helping to implement the biggest change - having everyone work one day a week on the other side."

"I thought that would be a disaster," Katherine admitted. "But productivity and morale are through the roof. How did you come up with that idea?"

"I realized that we're all just people, despite our differences. Working together makes everything better."

We reached the break room entrance. Katherine pressed against me and kissed me deeply, not caring who saw us. Several employees walked past, pretending not to notice.

"Study that North Africa situation," she said. "Work closely with Hell Mel to fix it."

"I will."

Katherine patted my ass and then headed for her private elevator. She'd offered me an office up there next to hers, but I preferred staying down here, next to Bel.

I stepped into the break room, admiring the improvements I'd made. Sleek appliances gleamed beneath muted lighting. Green plants added life to the space.

My office had undergone similar upgrades - now richly furnished with Bel's artwork decorating the walls. That first drawing she'd made of my cock still hung beside my desk, making Bel blush whenever she saw it.

I wondered again why Bel had acted so strange about staying home today. Probably just pregnancy hormones? At least Denise seemed to be doing better with her pregnancy.

Looking out the window at the city below, I remembered my first day here - wearing that thrift store suit and feeling intimidated by all the stylish people. I'd come a long way since then.

With a satisfied sigh, I sat down at my desk and got to work.

I spent hours staring at my computer screen, deep in spreadsheets and market analysis reports.

My phone buzzed, breaking my concentration. A message from Hell Mel lit up the screen.

"On the roof. Need inspiration NOW."

I groaned and shook my head. That woman's appetite for anal was insatiable. Even now, every time we fucked on the roof, she'd scream, "I'm dying of this pleasure!" while hanging over the railing while I pounded her ass. Then she'd insist I plug her up with that fancy gold butt plug she loved so much.

Some things never changed.

Standing up, I stretched and adjusted myself in my pants, already getting hard thinking about bending Hell Mel over the railing again.

The elevator ride felt longer than usual. I climbed the final stairs and pushed open the heavy door to the roof. Bright sunlight made me squint. The air felt warm against my skin.

Hell Mel stood by the utility shed in the center of the roof, waving me over.

Something seemed off. She wasn't in her usual spot by the railing. Even stranger, she wore pants instead of her typical easy-access skirt.

"What's going on?" I asked as I reached her.

"I desired that we try something different today," she said with a mysterious smile.

"You know I'm always up for anything with you."

I moved to kiss her and guide her to her knees, but she stepped back, laughing.

"Follow me," she said, taking my hand.

Confused, I let her lead me around the utility shed.

"Surprise!" multiple voices shouted.

I gave a startled laugh. Under a pop-up awning stood Bel, Denise, Katherine, Allysen, Florentina, and Grace Johnson, all beaming at me. Lolo stood to the side, hands resting on his hips.

"What the hell?" I asked, grinning. "What's all this?"

Katherine stepped forward with a champagne flute.

"Today marks 500 days since you started at Seta Gialla! You've been an incredible asset to the company - and to all of us here."

Katherine handed me the glass.

"To Jake's success!"

The women raised their glasses, echoing the toast. I raised my glass and took a sip. The champagne was sweet and bubbly, tickling my nose.

Allysen was the first to hug me. The African beauty squeezed me tight, her full lips kissing my cheek and smearing lip gloss across my skin.

"Congratulations, Jake," she said. "I have some book recommendations for you. Come see me when you get the chance."

"She knows her books!" Lolo chimed in playfully. "She's got me reading East of Eden. It's good!"

Florentina came next. The gorgeous Latina was wearing a low-cut top that showed off her enhanced rack to full effect. She kissed me on my lips and forced her tongue into my mouth, gripping my ass with both her hands.

"Despite your success at Seta Gialla, my offer still stands," she told me. "Triple whatever you're earning here. We'll travel the world. And all you will have to do is choke me while I cum on that fat cock of yours. You know how I love it when you breed me, papi!"

"That's enough of that!" Katherine laughed. "Stop trying to steal my top talent, Flo!"

Florentina gave my ass another squeeze before sashaying away.

Next was Grace Johnson. There was a little sadness in her eyes. I had heard that Tristan had lost his latest job and moved back in with Grace. When I visited her, she never mentioned Tristan anymore. I felt it best not to ask questions and just give this elegant woman the fucking she craved.

"You've been a wonderful injection of fun and pleasure in my life," Grace told me as she held my hand. "I wish you well in all your future endeavors, Jake. In some ways, you are the son I wish I'd had."

Grace's comment stunned me. I didn't know what to say.

"But I'm glad you're not my son," she said with a twinkle in her eyes. "That way I can still enjoy the magnificent cock of yours. That thing has taken me places I'd forgotten I could go. Come by the restaurant more often, Jake. I'll make sure we have plenty of towels available to clean off afterward!"

Grace smirked as she kissed my cheek, the warm smell of her perfume wafting around her like a comforting cloud.

"I'll never turn down filet mignon and crème brûlée," I assured her. "And I love making you gush. I'll see you very soon, Mrs. Johnson."

Hell Mel shook my hand, weirdly formal like she always was with me.

"I'll take a rain check on that ass fucking, Jake Conner. But we must do it soon, yes? I need inspiration most desperately."

"We'll get to it, I promise."

Finally, it was Katherine's turn to take me in her arms.

"I've already told you many times what you mean to me," she said. "All that you have accomplished is truly amazing, Jake. But it's just the beginning. We have so much more to do."

She kissed me deeply. I stroked her cheek. That famous and beautiful face that had once intimidated me was now so familiar and so dear to me.

"Thanks for taking a chance on me," I whispered. "I won't ever let you down, Kate."

Denise snuggled up next to me. I put my arm around her shoulder and kissed the top of her head, breathing in the warm scent of her thick black hair.

"Gertrude," she said. "If it's a girl, that's what we're going to call her."

"Over my dead body," I laughed.

"Keep messing with me and that might happen," Denise teased. "You'll always be the geeky kid I grew up with, Jake."

I studied the face of my old pal. Her Asian features were as striking and beautiful as the first day I met her all those years ago in school.

"Whatever we call her, I'm just glad you're having my kid," I told her.

A rare blush crept across Denise's cheeks. She cleared her throat and punched my shoulder.

"You're such a fucking nerd!" she said.

Bel came and pressed against my other side. I put my arm around her and pulled her close. Of all the women around me, she held a singular place in my heart.

From the first moment I saw this shy girl on the streets of the city, I knew there was something special about her, something I wanted to make my own.

"I love you, Jake."

There was nothing more she needed to add.

Bel was mine and I was hers.

"I love you, too."

I looked from Bel to Denise, holding the two women close, knowing that my children were growing inside them. The other women in my life surrounded me with their affection.

Allysen and Hell Mel, my young lovers.

Then there was Florentina, Grace, and Katherine. These mature women had brought me into their worlds and aimed to keep me a part of their lives. I wanted it as much as they did.

Hell Mel had once joked about my "little harem". But this was more than just a harem.

It was my family.

As I looked over my women, I took in the sight of the city spread out below us. The concrete towers and busy streets no longer felt strange to me. I was no longer the bumpkin trying to navigate the big city.

These women had made this city my home.

My old life was gone forever.

My new life had just begun.

THE END
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