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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?
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