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Chapter 1











I
 imagine working at a funeral home must be difficult. Dealing with bereaving families and their deceased day in and day out. The people who work there must be saints or enjoy a morbid fascination with death. The man who ran the funeral home was a kindly if odd fellow and I tried to deal with him as little as possible as I made the arrangements and booked his services.

When the day finally arrived, I found his odd manner comforting, and had to reassess my first impression of him. He kept himself apart, interacting with me of my stepmom as little as possible, but everything happened without a hitch, which I was more than grateful for.

My father had been a titan.

Growing up in rural Michigan, he’d fallen in love with cars and the culture surrounding them as a boy. After a stint as an engineer for one of the ‘Big 3’, he went into business for himself, manufacturing parts for top end cars. The products he put out were so reliable and consistent, a contract came through from Nascar, followed 6 months later by another from an F1 team.

Soon his company was not only manufacturing and supplying, but providing testing services for the teams. That’s how I found myself behind the wheel as a ten-year-old with 400 horsepower sitting at my back. It was a wonderful childhood, and the best part was I got to do everything with my dad.

There had always been women in and out of his life, but since mom’s passing, he hadn’t settled down with anyone until he met Naomi. The pair absconded to Monaco to watch the races and then disappeared to the Maldives for a month. When they emerged, Naomi had a ring on her finger and I had a new stepmom.

Naomi never tried to mother me, but she made sure I never wanted for anything. She was a former centerfold and spent most of her time at the country club eating lunch or playing rounds of tennis or golf with her friends. Whenever something was needed for school or sports, she would be there and usually in the center of things. She and my dad often went away for the weekend or for a week at a time, leaving me at home with the maid and a stack of cash to feed myself with.

You might think with the enormous house we live in, all the toys lying around, and the easy access to cash that I’d have turned out to be a spoiled and irresponsible kid, but the opposite is the truth.

I can’t tell you why that is. My dad wouldn’t have cared if I spent the night at a friend’s on a random high school night or showed up smelling like pot or alcohol. So long as I hadn’t been driving drunk, and I arrived on time to work the next day, he only cared that I was safe and happy.

I’d graduated near the top of my class and spent my evenings and weekends in shop class, wrenching on sleeper cars. I’d been working for my father since I was young and put everything I owned into a ’72 Datsun 240Z, then spent more time finding street races than parties.

I made a couple of close friends who were into cars and racing and we took turns crewing for one another all throughout high school. It wasn’t until dad got sick four months before graduation that I took a break from the car and tried to spend as much time with him as I could.

The smoking caught up with him and cancer grew faster than the doctors hoped. Chemo was hard, but the months after, when he was bed bound, were even harder. Naomi stuck by him through everything, shocking my grandmother and my mother’s old friends. They’d been certain the beautiful young wife would bolt the moment her meal ticket got sick, but she’d shown him devotion till the end.



“They have some questions about how we would like the casket lowered,” Naomi said to me from behind her black veil. The woman’s throaty voice usually rose hairs on the backs of my arms, but not it awoke my pity as the emotion bled through. “Do you think you could deal with it, Matty? I can’t right now.”

“Leave it to me,” I said, heading to the back of the funeral home to speak with the director.

Mourners filtered into the small chapel, stopping me a dozen times to shake hands and commiserate with my dad’s friends and colleagues. There was an extensive collection of beautiful older women, which wasn’t surprising, but what was, is that each seemed to stop by my stepmom to pay their respects. I’d been worried Naomi might have to deal with their jealousies on top of her grief, but I was happy to see most were above such petty emotions.

“Your father was a great man,” said a gorgeous redhead with the heaviest pair of breasts I’d ever seen encased in a silky black dress. Something about the woman seemed familiar, but I felt certain I wouldn’t have forgotten her incredible figure.

“I’m going to miss him so much,” she continued, taking my hand in hers. I was surprised at their warmth and the familiarity the woman took as she pulled me close. “You look just like him… Has anyone ever told you?”

“So, they say,” I said, trying to force the blush out of my cheeks as her heavy, soft breasts pressed against my arm. “I’m sorry who are you?”

“I’m Lucia Montazzo, I… worked with your father.” I smiled and tried to extricate myself from her grip but the woman pulled me closer, her faint perfume filling my head. “If you, or Naomi need anything… anything at all… Don’t hesitate to ask.”

“Of course,” I said, and just as I managed to pry myself out of the woman’s clutches, a younger and more beautiful woman drew me forward with a look of profound sorrow.

“Matthew, I’m so sorry for your loss.”

“Thank you…”

“Selina,” she said with a hint of a smile curling the corners of her lips. “My sister Leigh and I were your father’s liaison’ with Detroit.”

“Oh, you’re the twins!”

The woman beamed when I knew who she was and turned, looking through the crowd and pointed out her identical twin, who was speaking with an older gentleman. The twin caught my eye and gave a wink, then went back to her conversation and I had to drag my eyes away from her figure, only to find the same body pressed to my side.

I’d heard my dad speak of them but had never met the pair before and was surprised to see they were so young. From the way he’d spoken of them, I’d assumed they were his age, but seeing them, I guessed they were closer to my age than his.

They had high, firm breasts and didn’t mind showing a bit of flesh, even at a funeral. Their dark gray and black outfits had short skirts that revealed slender, tan legs, and were topped in gray blouses with plunging necklines.

“I’m glad you’ve heard about us. Look I know now’s not a good time, but Roscoe’s Imports put in a bid to Detroit this morning trying to undercut your Dad’s contract.”

“They did what?” I asked, my mind trying to catch up to what had been going on with dad’s business over the past few months. “When does our current contract expire?”

“Not for another six months, but there’s a clause that states if a ‘Matthew Dalton’ isn’t in charge of the company then the contract’s void. Izumi doesn’t want to bother you with it, but I thought you should know.”

“Thanks,” I said, trying to find my dad’s assistant, who’d taken interim control of his company, in the crowd but couldn’t spy her blue-black hair anywhere.

“Are you going to step up and take control?” She asked with a raised eyebrow. “It’s an exciting time in the market. Things are about to get very
 interesting.”

“We’ll see,” I said, and the woman’s grin grew, and she offered me a mirror wink to the one her sister had given me.

“Smart, keep those decisions close to your chest.” as she said the last word, she brushed her firm breasts against my arm as she turned. “Let me offer you this bit of information as a sweetener, so you remember my sister and me when you start making moves… if, you do,” she offered me another wink and continued in a whisper, her warm breath tickling my cheek. “There’s a merger coming… a Big one… and when it happens all the old contracts will be ripped up and the ‘players’ will be looking for new opportunities. You understand?”

I nodded, my head spinning. I’d been trying to guess what the funeral directors’ problems were going to be a minute before. Now I was neck deep in Detroit intrigue my dad and I’d been obsessed with for years. He’d always guessed a merger would come. The international competition in the manufacturing space was too fierce, but with consolidated engineering and combining best practices ‘American Made’
 could once again be a byword for quality the world over.

Or so he had believed.

“Here’s our card.” she slipped something into my pocked with the delicate touch of a pickpocket and pulled back from me. “Call us.”

The woman’s twin was there, pulling her back into the crowd. There was something smoldering in the woman’s green eyes I couldn’t recognize. But someone else was steering me away.

“I’m so sorry for your loss.”

It only takes a few times for the refrain to become white noise at the beginning of each stilted conversation. Our family is small, and those who attended the funeral were more interested in dad’s fortune and who would inherit it than easing my grief. It was his golf buddies, and employees who offered the sincerest condolences, which told me he’d been good to those closest to him. Further confirmation that he had been the man I’d always known.

“If it isn’t junior
 ,” said a throaty purr from behind me as I was about to step into the back part of the chapel. “You’re taller than I thought you’d be, but just as… unformed.”












Chapter 2











T
 urning, I found a beautiful young woman behind me. She could have been a decade older than me or just a handful of years, it was hard to tell. There was an air of entitlement about her, and she was dripping in more diamonds and jewels than any woman I’d ever seen.

Instead of wearing black, she wore a cream-colored ball gown that trailed a small train behind her, complete with a girl dressed in a maid outfit who held it off the ground. Her face was hidden behind large sunglasses and she wore a floppy hat, even indoors.

“I’m sorry…?”

“But begins conversations with weak apologies… hmm. Bonnie, my mirror.”

The servant slipped a mirror from a purse hanging from one shoulder and awkwardly handed it to the young woman. The maid offered me an apologetic smile when her mistress wasn’t looking, then ducked back behind the woman. After plucking the glasses off her face and tucking an errant lock of auburn hair behind one ear, the woman passed the mirror back and looked at me expectantly.

“Your father was over extended and didn’t have the cash on hand to pay all of his outstanding invoices… If they were called to account at the same time. I held the dogs off while he was sick, but Monday morning you’ll be receiving a notice from Broker Capital demanding payment in full, or…” the woman’s eyes took on a cruel light as her lips turned down in a faux-frown. “The bank will sell everything off piece by piece.”

“Who the fuck are you?” I said, the vehemence in my voice killing conversations around us as eyes turned to watch me confront the bitch.

“Enolla Frezzazzi… I believe you’ve heard of me?”

There were small gasps as she swept her hat off dramatically and let the thick, dark locks of her gorgeous hair tumble free. Once the glasses and hat were off, I recognized the woman from magazine photos and articles.

“What are you doing in the United States?” I asked, feeling slightly numb to the shock. “I thought you never left Italy except for F1 races.”

In answer, the woman’s eyes widened in outrage and such a look of rage swept over her face and her hand flashed out to slap me. My reflexes had been trained behind the wheel in cart races since I was old enough to reach the pedals. It was a simple thing to snatch her wrist out of the air, freezing the hand inches from my cheek.

“You insult me!” Enolla hissed, her lips inches from mine as she stood as tall as possible in her heels.

“I insult you?” I asked incredulously. “You come to my father’s funeral and offer no condolences? You insult his memory to my face and when I don’t bow and scrape you, try to slap me?”

Her eyes stared a challenge at me, but I saw the muscles around her mouth soften as my words hit home. As the silence grew, the woman’s eyes flickered around and she realized what a spectacle we’d made, then noticed several cell phones taking video of us. But instead of shrinking within herself, she grew, her impressive bosom swelling between us.

“I won’t be questioned in such a way, by a man who’s built nothing!” Her sneer slipped, and I saw some other emotion peeking through. “Your father made promises to me, and then broke them.” The hurt in the woman’s voice and face was clear, as was her overweening pride.

“My dad is dead.”

“Enolla!?” I turned to find Izumi, the woman who’d been running the company in my dad’s sickness, hurrying forward. “We can discuss this at the office on Monday. Matthew hasn’t spoken with the lawyers, or been briefed on certain… promises.”

“I will be there first thing in the morning. 11am sharp,” the woman sniffed and slipped her sunglasses back on as she turned away.

Before the woman disappeared into the crowd, she cast a heated glance back over her shoulder, but the anger from before was gone as her eyes scanned the length of me. She whispered something in her assistant’s ear and I saw the young woman blush a furious shade of red as her eyes flicked up and met mine. But when I frowned, Enolla only laughed and slipped into the crowd.

“I hate to disturb you, sir,” said the funeral director, “But we were wondering if you wanted to say your last respects before we lock up the casket.”

“I would like that,” I said, then turned to Izumi who stood patiently by my side. “We should connect soon.” The short woman ducked her head in a formal bow as I let the director lead me into the back room. “My mom said you wanted to speak with me about something?”

“Yes, of course,” he said with an unctuous manner as pulled open the casket. “As you can see, your father will be resting in the most luxurious casket we have. But if you want to ensure he has the most peaceful slumber possible, then I can’t recommend enough the silk shroud package.”

I frowned at the man, but he didn’t recognize the anger growing in me and went right along with his high-pressure sales tactic.

“Your mom was too distraught, you know how women are, to make the decision, but a fine young man like yourself would want nothing but the best for his father. You know I went to one of your dad’s shows when I was a boy. It was the most amazing spectacle I’d ever seen and made me fall in love with cars and their culture… Shouldn’t Matthew Dalton stride into the afterlife in all the wealth and comfort he’d grown accustomed to in life? I know if I had a son, who really loved me-.”

“That will be enough of that,” the clipped nor’easter accent had the firm note of a woman used to commanding and being obeyed.

Turning, I found my grandmother striding into the room. Granny Dalton looked more like my father’s older sister than his adoptive mother. Coming from a wealthy New England clan, Granny Dalton had eschewed the family business of pork production and shipping, in favor of charitable works. One of her first had been to adopt a young man. Though their relationship had been strained for the past few years, they’d once been inseparable.

“If you want to upsell Matty during the funeral, perhaps I should arrange for the reception to be held somewhere else?”

“That won’t be necessary, ma’am,” the director said, flapping his hands as he tried to calm Granny Dalton’s cold anger. “I just wanted to let the young sir, know what options were available. If you’ll both excuse me, I think I hear my embalmer calling me.”

The hatchet-faced man smiled in apology as he slipped out of the room, but the smile dropped the second he turned to go, and I could hear his quiet muttered curses as he headed to the back of the building.

“I didn’t know you were coming,” I said, feeling a hitch enter my throat and cutting off my words before the emotion swelled in me.

The woman’s face softened, and she stepped forward and drew me into a warm embrace. Grandma Dalton hadn’t been around much when I was growing up, but the distance between us disappeared as her warm arms enfolded me and I found myself weeping into her shoulder.

“I miss him too,” she whispered in my ear, her warm breath tickling the sensitive flesh of my neck. “But he wouldn’t want us to be sad, not today. Let’s go out there and celebrate you dad’s life, what do you say?”

Feeling embarrassed by my tears, I pulled back and wiped my eyes dry, only to find Grandma Dalton smiling warmly. I released my grip on the small of her back, but she didn’t loosen the arm that held me close and I grew a touch uncomfortable when I realized how low cut her black dress was. The sight of all that flesh stretching down into deep cleavage set my heart racing and filled me with shame at my response.

“Thank you,” I said. “I don’t know where that came from.”

“It came from grief and love,” she said, her arm tightening around my back and her heavy, soft breasts pressing against me in a way I was all too aware of. I tried to shift to the side to hide the lump forming in my crotch, but there was little room and my cheeks heated as I felt my stiffness dig into her hip. “You never have to be embarrassed or ashamed around me… About anything.”

The woman’s dark green eyes were soft with emotion. But the corner of her lips quirked into a grin as her fingers trailed down my chest and stomach.

“Naomi is going to need you in the months to come. We can’t have her falling back into old habits. Perhaps I’ll stay around for a few weeks and make sure everything is going smoothly. Make sure the company is in good hands. How would you like that?” Her long nails stopped at the buckle of my belt, and I felt my cheeks turn a darker shade of red as I struggled to meet her eyes. “Would you like me close by to… help with anything you need?”

“Sure,” I said, my back bumping up against the wall.

I’d backed up a couple of steps, but Grandma Dalton had moved with me. I found myself pressed against the back wall of the small room, and unsure what to do. A part of me wanted to escape, fearing I would say or do the wrong thing and ruin our relationship, but a larger part was lost in teenage fantasies of this sexy woman. She hadn’t visited often, but when she had it had been hard to tear my eyes away from her couture clothing and a figure maintained with several personal trainers. She’s always been more like a cool aunt than a grandmother, and I’d spent far too many hours dreaming of her massive breasts and thick lips to be comfortable with her pressed so close to me.

“We should discuss your plans for the Company… I have some ideas that might be helpful.” There was a heat in the woman’s eyes that dried my mouth and made my palms sweat. “Come by my hotel room tomorrow and we can… talk.”

“Matt, you in here?”












Chapter 3











T
 urning, I saw Lucia poke her head in and look around for me, but before the woman could spot the two of us pressed together against the wall Grandma Dalton retreated an arm’s length away. The older woman was smoothing her dress down and looked as if nothing had happened when Lucia spotted us.

“Your mom’s looking for you.” The pretty woman said, her gaze taking in my beautiful grandmother with a glint of appreciation in them. “They’re about to begin. Do you want me to tell them you’ll be a minute?”

“We were just finishing,” grandmother said, sweeping out of the room and turning back to me before she slipped out the door. “Room 421. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Sir?” Lucia asked me with a look of concern in her eyes as I watched Grandma Dalton’s round ass sway back and forth down the hall. “Is everything alright? Do you need me to…? Do you need me, sir?”

The redhead was biting her bottom lip and staring at the tent that had formed at the front of my pants. Her invitation was so naked and blatant it took me a long second to realize what she’d said. When I did, a wave of embarrassment swept over me and I shook my head quickly.

“No, let’s go get this over with.”

“Of course, apologies for my presumption. Please follow me.” turning she led me from the room, walking briskly. The woman’s features had fallen, and I thought I caught a hint of sadness in her face, but it must have been my overactive imagination, because when she held the door open for me her face was composed and serene. “I know you haven’t decided what you’re going to do with your fathers’ company, but he hoped you would take it over after he passed.”

“I know,” I said, acknowledging what had been unspoken for so long. I’d always known he wanted me to go into his business, and I’d definitely shown an aptitude over the years working for him. But he hadn’t wanted to pressure me about it, like his dad had pressured him. It hadn’t been an issue and wasn’t something I’d thought to worry about until much later in life.

I was about to graduate high school and had just turned eighteen. I should have been getting ready to go off to college, meeting girls and getting into trouble. Instead, I’d dealt with the illness, and its fall out for the last couple years and put my life on hold. My friends were heading off to engineering school, or to chase dreams of being professional drivers.

Naomi was waiting for me in an alcove off from the main chapel, a handkerchief clutched in one hand. Hooking her arm in mine, she let me lead her out into the chapel and to our seats in the first row. There was a hush over the crowd as the pastor took his place before us and began the sermon.

I’m not a religious person, but the man’s words about fidelity and faith hit home, and I listened with rapt attention. He’d known my father, being a fan of racing, and spoke of him well. Others came up to honor him, speaking of charity work he’d done and jobs he’d given people. Their testimony filled my heart. But it was when Lucia spoke of her early years working for him, of his generosity and strength, that Naomi wept hardest.

I didn’t realize the women had such strong emotions for one another, but when Lucia left the podium to head to her seat, Naomi rose and gave her a hug. They whispered something to one another, and I caught Lucia smiling at me from over my stepmom’s shoulder with a glint of something in her eyes.

When Naomi took her seat beside me, her hip was pressed to mine and she pulled my hand into her lap, folding her warm fingers over mine. The rest of the funeral passed by in a blur. I was filled with sadness and grief, but my nerves were also on edge. Being an eighteen-year-old boy, even if I was as tall and wide-shouldered as any of the men, I was all too aware of the beautiful woman pressed against my side.

Blessedly, the ceremony was only an hour long and came to an end without me having to speak. The last was my grandmother who took her time approaching the podium and carried such a weight of grief there were few dry eyes by the time she took her place.

“We’ve all come here to honor my son, and I thank every one of you from the bottom of my heart. I know Matthew would have loved to see you all here, but he’d have hated to see us sad,” wiping a tear from her cheek she smiled and all could see how hard it was for her to push through the grief, but it was so dazzling I could feel the mood lighten in the chapel.

“Matty loved life almost as much as he loved speed,” there were chuckles at this, and a smile found its way onto my lips. “The only thing he loved more than cars was women, as anyone who knew him in school can tell you.” More laughter rose at that, and I gave a start of surprise when I heard a chuckle escape my stepmom’s throat. “He was lucky enough to find the perfect partner in Naomi, after my daughter-in-law passed, who let him be himself, and he raised the best young man any grandmother could ask for.” My cheeks heated as I felt the eyes burning into the back of my head, but I sat straight and felt Naomi shift even closer to my side, if that was possible and rest her head on my shoulder. “We could spend our time in grief over what we lost.” her voice caught, and she swallowed the emotion down before going on. “Or we could live as Matthew, did. Taking each day like it could be your last and owning it. I could think of no better way to honor my son’s legacy. Thank you all, and God bless.”

I found myself turning Grandma Dalton’s words over and over in my head throughout the reception. In between the inane conversations about school and the mundane details of people’s lives, I tried steering my stepmom away from the open bar with little success. Within two hours she was so sloppy drunk I had to ask Lucia to drive her home.

“I’m fine!” Naomi said, her voice rising so high that heads turned towards us then right away when they saw the drama unfolding, “No one told me I can’t drink… hic
 … Are you
 going to?”

She stabbed a long nail into my chest when she stabbed it at me for emphasis, and I struggled to suppress my frustration and annoyance. I’d rarely seen Naomi drunk or out of control, but the few times I had, she’d been just as unhinged and bratty.

“I’m not trying to tell you anything, Naomi -.”

“Ha!... hic…
 ,” swaying the woman nearly toppled over and it was only because Lucia slipped an arm around her waist and held her up that she stayed on her feet. “But you don’t have anyone now and I’m all there is, but I can’t be there because I’m broken and sorry, Matty. I’m so sorry!”

The swings of her emotions were too rapid for me to keep up with, and I looked to Lucia helplessly.

“Come on, dear, let’s leave the boy. He’s dealing with enough right now,” the redhead gave me a smile of apology, though she wasn’t at fault, and steered my stepmom out of the wake.

“Poor thing,” a woman said, resting a warm hand on my shoulder as she stepped up beside me. “She’s going to need a firm hand, or the monkey will be on her back, again.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, turning to find Selina, one of the twins from earlier.

“Have you wondered why there are so many beautiful and powerful women here?” Selina asked.

“Or why most of them have such dark pasts?” Leigh asked as she moved up to my other side.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I said, but as I glanced around the wake, and took everyone in with an eye for it, I saw the woman was right.

There was a larger than an average gathering of beautiful women paying their respects in ones, two’s and even a few groups of three or four. They spoke quietly with one another in commiseration, but they were the strangest assortment of women. There were older beauties and younger from all walks of life, mingling like sisters.

“Selina and I are wondering if you’re going to step up and fill his…” The twin’s dark eyes twinkled with amusement as she ran her fingers down my arm.

“Shoes.” Selina purred the word in my ear and, laughing lightly, stepped away with her sister, drawing my gaze after the pair.

My head was spinning as I climbed into my car and headed home. There were too many things said or hinted at I didn’t understand. Parking in the covered garage, I headed in through the side entrance and up to my room to change.

Our house is one of the largest in town. More of an estate than a true home. There is a small house out back where staff live and the gardens alone cover three acres. Each of us had our own separate wings of the house, but mine was the only one with a room on the second floor.

Pulling off my suit, I fell onto my bed and pushed down the sadness threatening to engulf me. When I rolled onto my side, something sharp stabbed me on the cheek and I sat up and found a thick manila envelope tucked beneath my pillow.

Maria, our house cleaner, was the only one who typically came up here, but from the layer of dust on my mantel it was clear she hadn’t been there for a few days. The envelope was made from expensive paper, so thick I couldn’t make out the outlines of what was inside, but I could feel something heavy shifting within.

Cracking the seal, a heavy brass key fell out and my heart skipped a beat when I saw my father’s handwriting on the letter within. With trembling fingers, I pulled out the thick paper and unfolded it.












Chapter 4











S
 on,

I pray this letter finds you before you have a chance to search my office. There are aspects of my life I’ve kept from you, because their secrets weren’t for me to reveal. Now that I have passed, so too has my ability to safeguard them, and I ask that you take my place.

This key will give you access to a secret room in my office. I trust you’re clever enough to find its door without help, but I’ll give you a clue: it’s where your mother would never check.

The business I leave in your hands.

Sell it or run it into the ground, where I’m going, I won’t care. I grew ill before my great work was complete, and it may have been fantasy, anyway. America probably isn’t ready for a luxury sports car that could compete with MacClaryn or Frezzazzi.

I would have loved to give those bastards a run for their money on the track and in the salesroom, but it wasn’t meant to be. If you do take up my work, you must understand it isn’t a job but an entire lifestyle.

I love you, Matty, and know you’ll do great things with your life. When you remember me, do it with grace, and know I will whisper into your better angels’ ears.

Love,

Dad



I read the letter again. Secret room?! Grabbing up the heavy key, I looked at the slender end and tried to figure out what I might fit in before realizing I could go in and check.

The long hallways echoed as I made my way across to my father’s wing of the house. His office had been off limits for years. Tucked behind the bedroom, its walls were covered in books, paintings, and brass fixtures, giving it the feeling of coming from a bygone era.

Feeling like a kid who was doing something wrong, I turned the knob and stepped into his office. Everything in the room was covered in a fine layer of dust, and the couches and chairs in the sitting area were covered in sheets to keep them clean. My father had been in the hospital for months and only the maid had come in.

I noticed a yellow post-it note sitting in the center of his massive mahogany desk, atop the folded laptop. Making my way over I scanned the note.

This computer contains sensitive company documents.

Login: matt3.dalton3

Password: intimidator_3



There was a phone number scrawled beneath the post it that looked familiar. Typing it into the heavy landline phone, I was able to call up my dad’s contacts and see that it was Izumi’s number. I didn’t remember the assistant coming by in the past couple weeks, but then again, the house was so big, she could have slipped in and out with me at home, and I wouldn’t have known.

I wanted to search through the computer to see what my dad had been up to, but the key was still resting heavy in my hand. I was drawn to the mantel above the fireplace. My dad had all my old carting trophies placed on the carved shelf and a couple of framed pictures of the two of us on podiums.

The one in the middle caused a lump to form in my throat when I remembered how happy the two of us had been. I’d only placed second that day, but on the last stretch I’d been forced to drive in reverse after getting spun around, and my dad was still laughing about it in the photo.

Pulling the frame down, I felt my eyes burn and dropped onto the nearest chair as emotion overwhelmed me. Unfortunately, the chair was covered in a white sheet that sent a cloud of dust around me when I sat, making my eyes burn all the more and causing me to cough as I muttered an oath.

When I stood and stepped out of the cloud of dust, my shoulder struck the mantel and nearly stuck one of the junior trophies off. Reaching up to grab the little statue, my eye fell on the carved lintel. Feeling a sudden burst of excitement, I ran my fingers along the entire mantle, but didn’t find any holes or slots that might match my key.

Undeterred, I moved around the room, checking the shelves of bookcases and behind paintings. I even tried pulling up the carpet in places, but had no luck there. When I saw the small bookcase filled with paperbound manuals for Detroit cars stretching back to the early days, my excitement returned.

It only took a couple seconds to spot the manual for the 1963 Pontiac GTO, and I knew what I’d find before I pulled it out. I felt my lips curl into a rare smile as I spotted the black iron slot on the other side.

The key slid in and turned with a click, and I felt the wall suddenly released. Pulling it forward, I felt the same giddy excitement as I had on Christmas morning as a kid. Only within wasn’t a pile of shiny presents, but a small room with a four-drawer file cabinet, a chair and a narrow bed of all things.

The walls were bare, and I saw with annoyance the bottom three drawers of the cabinet were locked. Testing the key it wouldn’t unlock them. The top drawer was unlocked, and I pulled it open to find a single hanging folder within labeled ‘H’. Curious, I reached in and found a term paper from the woman’s time at Harvard with a perfect score on it. When I flipped to the next document, I found a printout from a two-century old essay on macroeconomics. Sections of the essay were highlighted, and I saw the same sentences and paragraphs in the Harvard term paper, copied over word for word.

“Plagiarism?” I was holding proof that the Harvard MBA grad had plagiarized her final paper, but why would my dad have it? My heart began to sink as I flipped through the next stack of papers and found citizenship papers for her parents. There were photos of a beautiful Japanese woman being escorted into a hotel by a fat white man, and then a waiver signed presumably by the man, allowing the couple entry and citizenship in the United States at the height of tensions during the war.

“Dad… what the hell were you up to?”

I tried again to open the lower three drawers, but without success. I found myself sitting behind his desk, resting my head in my hands as I tried to understand. I’ve never been a person who enjoys being kept in the dark or waiting for an answer to come to me when I know it’s out there.

Pulling out my phone, I dialed the number written on the post-it note. It only rang once before a breathless voice picked it up.

“Matty, is that you?” Izumi voice was tight with emotion. I thought I heard sorrow, but there was also excitement.

“It's me,” I said. “Are you the one that left the letter in my room?”

“Letter? No, I didn't leave a letter. Have you had a chance to go through your fathers… things?”

“I have, and I think we need to talk.”

“Yes, of course. I'm sure you have a lot of questions. I'll be over right away.”

The phone clicked off. And I was left sitting at the desk as darkness fell. I went into the little room and pulled out the hanging folder with Izumi’s items in it. Laying them out on the desk, I went over to them again.

I couldn't see any other reason besides blackmail that my father would have been holding these things and my guts twisted at the thought he would do something so horrible. It didn’t line up with what I knew about my father, so I flipped open the laptop and began searching through the files, searching for anything that would make me feel better about him.

It took a minute to orient myself in the file structure, but then I found his notes and began reading them over. I saw several references to Izumi, as well as Lucia and a few other women, but all seemed to be in relation to work.

When I found the engineering notes marked ‘Top Secret’ my excitement grew as I began pulling out drawings. They didn’t line up with anything I recognized until I had all of them laid out and could see what he was having built. When I took in the full design, the hairs rose on the backs of my arms and neck.
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I
 was still pouring over drawings when I heard the front door open and a pair of heels made their way back to me. Pushing the paperwork back, I pulled out the items I’d found in the cabinet and walked over to the bar to pour myself a cocktail.

When Izumi stepped into the office, she found me stirring a whiskey sour.

“Would you like a drink?” I asked the slender woman.

“That would be nice,” she said.

Izumi had worked for my father for years. Having come from MIT, she’d showed remarkable skill managing engineering projects and soon my dad promoted her from staff engineer to a technical project manager. Over time, she’d proven herself capable of more and more, until eventually she was his right hand in running the company but with the title of Executive Assistant that belied her authority.

I’d never been entirely comfortable around the young woman. Her Japanese and Puerto Rican ancestry had combined into a delicate beauty that made it hard to look directly at her without staring. Many a night I would lay in bed, dreaming of the tiny woman’s slender legs and sharp features, but I forced the memories out of my head as I handed her a drink, our fingers brushing lightly.

“Thank you.” there was a tightness around her eyes as she accepted the glass from me, but a spark leaped between our fingers on contact and we both gave a start at the shock.

“Have a seat,” I said, indicating the chair before the large desk. “I have some questions that I hope you can answer for me.”

The woman’s dark eyes widened when she saw the items laid out on the desk and she took a large sip of her drink before setting it on a coaster. Drawing in a deep breath, she smoothed her blouse and folded her hands in her lap.

“Ask me anything. I remain at your service, sir.”

I raised an eyebrow at that, but Izumi’s features remained smooth. The slender woman wore a long sleeve blouse that billowed around her slender form. Her slackers were black silk, and I had to force my eyes away from where the material molded itself to the ‘V’ between her legs.

“Was my father blackmailing you?”

I watched her face carefully and noticed the surprise flit across her features. My relief was palpable when she waved her hands in the negative, shook her head.

“Is that what you thought? Your father would never do something like that, but I can see how it looks that way… No, I gave those things to your father as security. So, he would know he could trust me and never fear I might sell his secrets to the competition.”

“What were you working on that required so much secrecy?”

“Have you had a chance to go through all of your fathers’ notes?’ She asked, motioning to the laptop.

“Very little,” I said with a shrug. “Why don’t you explain it to me.”

The beautiful young woman took a deep breath, and I saw her composing what to say as she folded her hands in her lap. Izumi isn’t a woman given to powerful expressions, so she was composed and calm as she spoke, but the words shocked me.

“I was your fathers’ slave in all but name.” Her small mouth quirked into a delicate little smile when my eyes widened, but didn’t stop her explanation. “The relationship will seem incredible to anyone outside of it, but for me it was necessary… Is necessary.” Izumi’s pale cheeks turned the faintest shade of pink, but she pushed through the embarrassment.

“I spent my teenage and college years without direction or purpose. I was a gifted student and excelled in school but if my mother hadn’t insisted, I study engineering I’d never have been able to pick a major. After graduation I was sent to meet with your father and he… he saw me.”

Her fingers twisted in her lap, and I saw the shame she struggled with. The slender little woman was brave though, and she forced herself to go on despite her embarrassment, and I saw with shocking insight that she wasn’t only embarrassed but also turned on.

My experience with girls was almost nonexistent, but I could read the struggle happening within Izumi. The embarrassment wasn’t a barrier for her, but a turn on, evidenced by the firm little points pushing against her silky blouse.

“He hired you after this meeting and you two… what? Became lovers?”

“Not exactly…” Izumi closed her eyes and drew in a deep breath before continuing, and when she opened them and met mine, I saw her pupils swell but had no idea what it meant. “I was hired two years ago, a couple months after his first diagnosis. You see, the tumor affected his… He was unable to perform, during the time I knew him. But it was a contract I was willing to sign.”

“Does anyone else at the company know about this relationship? Did my stepmom?”

“Those aren’t my secrets to reveal,” Izumi said, her voice a touch breathless as her eyes cut over to the office’s heavy door. There was something behind her expression, but I couldn’t tell if it was embarrassment or nervousness.

My mind turned over the woman’s revelation. She hadn’t been explicit, but I got the impression they might not have been lovers. But something had certainly happened. My father had been a charming and gregarious figure who commanded every room he stood in. I’d never known him to be lascivious or overly flirty with women. Just the opposite, in fact, he often treated them with perfect manners.

Pulling my thoughts off my dad, I focused them on Izumi and went over everything I knew about the tiny woman. She’d graduated near the top of her class from MIT, but without a product to bring to market, like most of her peers. She was a brilliant engineer, but an even better project manager, and she’d kept the ship right after my father’s passing. Navigating the past couple months without major conflicts in the organization.

To all outward appearances she was a powerful, brilliant, brave and competent career woman, but deep inside was a frightened little girl, desperate to have a powerful man take charge. I don’t know why it suddenly became so clear to me, but it was as if the clouds parted and I could see the forest for the trees.

Ideas and concepts flashed through my brain rapid fire, linked together by a logic that now seemed inescapable. A woman bowed by the forces of patriarchy and culture. Told she should be independent and strong, but unable to ignore her nature. There would have been shame when she was younger, perhaps still, that she would want, or even need, a man to take charge. Admitting that in this day and age might have seen her ostracized or marginalized simply for being herself.

“Why did my father pay a team of engineers to design a new engine?” I flipped open the laptop and motioned to the drawing on screen.

The change in topic didn’t seem to affect Izumi, who pushed her large black frames up her delicate nose and leaned forward to inspect the drawings.

“I’ve never seen these before… Dalton Industries spent N.R.E. on this?”

“It looks like we spent more than a million on non-recurring engineering costs,” I pulled up the invoice, also hidden in the folder and Izumi’s frown deepened.

“He paid out of a shell company I’ve never heard of. Mula Imports? What’s that?”

“I’m not sure, but I found other expenses that don’t make sense.” Turning the laptop back to me, I frowned at the screen. “He was up to something.”

“And he didn’t trust me enough to tell me,” The pain in Izumi’s voice was clear and my heart broke to see the sadness enter her face. “I was too late to gain his complete trust,” her eyes shot up at met mine, suddenly fierce, her expression hardening with determination. “But if you’ll have me, sir, I offer you the same contract as your father.”

“You offer to be my slave?” I asked.
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I
 hadn’t meant for my voice to come out so low and dangerous sounding, but Izumi sat up straighter, her features carefully composed. Her thoughts raced behind those dark eyes, and I saw her fingers tighten their grip on one another. Her eyes swept over my face and broad shoulders, and I saw her lips quirk into a hungry little grin. Then my age registered, and I saw her expression fall.

“Let’s pick this up tomorrow,” I said suddenly, breaking the tension and rising to my feet. “I don’t think either of us are thinking clearly after the funeral. You’ll be at the track?”

“Of course,” Izumi said, blinking rapidly as she rose to her feet.

“Good. Make sure you wear the red dress, with black trim.” This time it was my turn to run my eyes over her features and down her body. I didn’t hide my regard, taking my time as I took in her figure. And Izumi’s cheeks heated a pretty shade of pink again. “Bring all your notes on Enolla and Frezzazzi. I want to be ready for our meeting with her on Monday.”

“Yes, sir,” Izumi said, and I saw surprise register on her face at how quickly she replied, then a pleased grin steal onto her adorable face. Pausing at the office door I held open for her, she turned to me with a question, “You will be assuming control of the company?”

“I haven’t decided yet,” I said, then because it was late and the alcohol had loosened me up, I added. “But after tonight I have to say I’m intrigued at the… possibilities.”

Her pale cheeks heated again as she ducked her head and slipped out. I watched her firm little ass bounce back and forth as her heels clacked down the hall. There was a cheerful sound to the heels as I made my way back to the desk and fell into the chair.

“Dad, what were you up to?”

Settling down to a long night of reading through his notes, I tried not to think about what Izumi had said. I thought even more about what I’d asked, and whether I even wanted it. The idea was sexy. But when I really thought about it, I knew there would be far more to it than simply ordering her around.

Exhausted, I finally quit around midnight and made my way up to my room. Turning down the middle wing of the house, I stopped by my stepmom’s room to check on her. I found Naomi passed out onto one of her sheets with a pile of tissue clutched in one hand and an empty glass of wine on the bedside table.

I’d never seen Naomi drink, but didn’t think much of it as I took the glass to the kitchen. The small bottle of pills I saw on the nightstand gave me pause. But she’s a grown woman and knows best what she needs to get through this.

When I finally lay in bed, I stared at my ceiling for long minutes, trying to push the image of Naomi in her silk negligee out of my head. In the end my fantasies shifted to Izumi and I eased my stiffness, dreaming of her tiny Asian body.

I woke to my phone’s alarm blaring and instead of popping out of bed, as I usually would, I hit the snooze button and rolled back under the covers. All I could think of was my dad, and how he would come into my room on race days and wake me with the dawn. We would spend the morning racing carts in the yard before a hearty breakfast.

It was the smell of biscuits and sausage gravy that pulled me out of bed, finally. Rubbing the sleep out of my eyes, I washed my face and tried to push the ache of my loss aside but was unable to. I found Naomi in the dining room, picking at her plate. My stepmom didn’t look up when Maria handed me a plate and I took the seat across from her.

“How are you this morning, Mr. Dalton?” Maria asked, as she poured me a glass of orange juice.

“I’ve been better, Maria. How about you and Ernesto? Did you make it home ok last night?”

“Si, Mr. Dalton,” Maria beamed. “Ernesto called us one of those Uber cars. It was a beautiful service.”

I saw the emotion cloud her eyes as she pressed a hand to my shoulder. Then Maria’s expression fell when her gaze swept over Naomi. My stepmom reached for the bottle of champagne and topped off her glass. From the lack of color, there was more champagne than orange juice in it and I was shocked at how easily she drank down half.

“How did you sleep?”

Instead of responding, Naomi stabbed a fork at her biscuits and shoved a large bite in her mouth. Her eyes met mine in a challenging stare as she washed it down with another big swallow of her drink. “Should you be drinking this early?”

Naomi’s eyes flared in anger and I realized a second too late how judgmental and weak I sounded.

“Who’s going to stop me?! You?
 Try it, Matty… I dare you.”

As I sat there in silence, overwhelmed with my own grief and surprise, Naomi tossed back the rest of her drink and stood on wobbly legs.

“I’m not feeling well today… hic… I think I’ll spend it in bed.” Shame flitted across her features for one second and I thought she might apologize or say something about dad, whom she’d always spent race days with. Instead, she spun and stormed out, her perfect ass weaving from side to side on unsteady legs.


“Dios mio,”
 Maria whispered under her breath as she took the dirty dishes away.

I was raised to be self-reliant and find it hard to recognize when others need comforting or acts of service. It’s a common misconception that all rich kids have it easy. Many do, but some of us are forced to work twice as hard.

My dad believed the abundance mindset some parents instilled in their kids wouldn’t serve them as adults. I saw the truth of it in friends growing up and remained focused on school, racing, or whatever kept me out of trouble. This has benefits for me, but it also has drawbacks and would come to bite me in the ass with Naomi.

I put her out of my mind the moment she stumbled back to her room. My head filling with thoughts of Izumi, the company’s potential and a hundred other things.

“Sir, the staff was wondering if you might speak with us concerning our futures with the household.”

Roused out of my thoughts, I offered the housekeeper a nod and pushed back from the table.

“No time like the present. Gather everyone in the kitchen, please.”

Maria dipped a curtsey and ducked out of the room. I found the five members of the household waiting nervously in the kitchen for me. I saw red-rimmed eyes and signs of lack of sleep on most faces, and Maria even broke down when she saw me step into the kitchen.

“Oh Mr. Dalton, you shocked me with how similar you and your father look, forgive me.”

“No need to apologize, Maria. It’s a tough time for all of us.” Turning to take them all in, I was surprised at how old and gray-haired the group was. My memories still showed Ernesto with a thick head of black hair, and not the white speckled with gray I was seeing. “I wanted to reassure you all there won’t be any changes here. Not for several years at least.”

There were audible sighs of relief, but they saw I wasn’t done talking and held their silence.

“It might seem sudden, but things with the business are at a delicate place. I haven’t made up my mind yet, whether to sell it and go to school, or run it, but I will be shortly. If I run the business, I wanted to warn you I’ll be holding some parties and get-togethers here in the coming weeks.”

“Like your father used to hold, sir?” Maria asked, and I was pleased to see an air of excitement about her and the others when I nodded. “Excellent, sir. We do so love to throw parties on the estate. Should I have Ernesto pull out the Bentley for you to drive to the races this morning?”

“I’ll drive the Datsun in.” He gave a sharp nod at that, and I took the staff in once more. “Do you have any questions for me?”

There were glances shared between the five and it was Maria worked up the courage to speak.

“You may not have known, sir. But your father had a standing order that Mrs. Dalton not be allowed in the wine cellar…” the housekeeper looked embarrassed, and Maria spoke up.

“She took two bottles last night,” the white-haired cook said with a frown. “Some of the best vintages, too.”

“I’ll speak with Naomi,” I said. “She’s going through a tough time, let’s all have a little compassion, yes?”
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I
 could see something still troubled them, but they nodded in agreement and I let them get back to their work. Naomi was passed out in bed when I came to check on her and I found the bottles Maria had mentioned, empty and stuffed in the closet. Pulling the comforter over her, I tried not to stare at her massive breasts pressed beneath her, or the swell of her ass beneath the satin gown.

The images wouldn’t leave my head though, and I was forced to relieve my stiffness in the shower with taboo thoughts flashing through my head, no matter how much I tried to stifle them. I felt shame as I pulled on my clothes, but it was nothing new, and I put the fantasies in the back of my mind along with the rest of my dreams that could never be.

The Datsun was waiting for me when I stepped outside. When I started up her throaty engine, I felt some of my sadness fade. Punching the gas, the backend swung wide, tires squealing as I tore down the driveway. As the g-forces pressed me back into the seat, the last of my bad mood dissolved as the world flew past.

The karting track is ten miles outside of town, along country roads. The land was leased from the city, but my father had built the track, stand and facilities. The fact that the city wouldn’t sell the land after a verbal agreement to do so, nearly went to court a few years back but the council would have shut down the track while the case made its way through the courts and he’d been unwilling to take the spot away from all the kids for whom it was their only refuge away from a troubled home.

I arrived early, like I normally do, and found a large group of volunteers hanging a banner above the entrance to the parking lot. “Matthew Dalton Memorial Racetrack”, the banner read, and I had to blink rapidly to fight back the burning in my eyes.

“Matty! We wanted it to be a surprise.” John Stockton had been running the track since my father first founded it, and I had fond memories of the barrel-chested plumber.

“I love it, thank you,” I said.

“Sarah brought cupcakes and coffee for everyone, it’s over in the tents. We got everything covered here. Why don’t you help her keep Councilman Franklin occupied?”

“What the fuck is he doing here?” I asked in a dangerous tone.

“Now, now, Matty, don’t get angry. I’m sure the man isn’t here to start anything.”

“Are you?” I asked, but John fell silent when he met my eyes, and I could see the unease in him when he took in my broad shoulders and the anger clouding my face.

Turning, I marched to the tents and felt my hackles rise when I heard the fat man’s booming laughter ring out. Councilman Frank Franklin is the most powerful man on the city council and always manages to show up at the worst possible time. When my father was trying to get the permits to build the track years before, he was forced to ‘entertain’ the man over a long weekend in Vegas that cost more in the low six figures. I heard horror stories of the man’s excesses and shamelessness and couldn’t imagine he was showing up now for a good reason.

“With management in question, and the city going through its struggles, I thought I’d come out and offer some leadership to the poor woman.” Turning the corner, I saw Councilman Franklin speaking with one of the team’s sponsors. The business owner looked like he wanted to be anywhere but trapped in the corner of the tent by the blustering man but couldn’t find an escape. “A tragedy for Naomi, is what it is. Such a beautiful woman, alone with all that money and no one to spend it on, HA! I could find a few uses for them both, if you know what I mean.”

The man he spoke with looked even more uncomfortable when he spotted me standing behind the councilman and opened his mouth to warn Franklin, but the fat man continued, oblivious.

“You know the fool tried purchasing the lot along the freeway? 24 million and he wanted to pay cash! When the bank complained, I saw an opportunity,” the fat councilman seemed to realize where he was talking and glanced around himself and spotted me standing a few behind him. My fear of the man increased when he didn’t show a hint of embarrassment or shame as he painted a false smile on his face and opened his arms wide. “My condolences, Matty, a shame what happened to your father. A shame.”

He approached to give me a hug, but I stood stiff and angry as he folded his soft arms around me.

“I was just telling Dave here about how hard this must all be for you and your mom.” the fake smile never slipped from his face but something predatory entered his eyes as he asked the next question. “Did she come to the track with you?”

He craned his head to try and look around my broad shoulders, but I ignored him and his question, instead pinning Dave in place with a look.

“How’s the team doing this year, Dave? The boys have everything they need?”

“They’re great, Matthew! Wanted me to tell you how sorry they all are about your pa. It’s a tragedy.”

“Tell them thank you,” I said with a grateful nod. “But if they really want to honor my father, they should race their hearts out today.”

“I will, Matthew,” Dave said with a nod, and I was happy to see a grin on his face as he hurried from the tent.

I spotted Izumi with a clipboard waiting for me near the track and I started heading over, sighing when Councilman Franklin fell in at my side. The rotund man beamed around himself, waving to parents and spectators alike when they glanced over.

It took a second to see what he was doing, using the attention I was sure to receive after the funeral, to burnish his own reputation. Unwilling to cause a scene as I walked beneath the bleachers, I felt my shoulder knot up when he spoke loud enough for several nearby families and Izumi to overhear.

“What was it, two years ago, that you were racing on this track with the other boys?” His face shone with pride, but I read something darker in his beady, black eyes. “And now look at you. Heading off to college and in a couple years you’ll be a man! What will you do with yourself then? Nascar and the Formula circuits are way beyond your skill. Maybe take that big inheritance and party it up? Eh?”

Waggling his eyebrows, he ribbed me with his elbow. I saw discomfort on the faces of those nearby, but they avoided my eyes, intimidated by the powerful politician. Izumi had turned and was frowning in our direction, but the world shrank down to a narrow beam of focus as I stepped close to the councilman.

Speaking in a low tone, I saw the ears of those nearby burning as they listened in. “My father tolerated your rudeness because he was a more charitable man than me. This will be your only warning.”

The man’s black eyes glittered dangerously, and the fake smile on his lips slipped as I went on.

“I was debating what to do, but you’ve helped me see the light. On Monday I’ll be announcing myself as the new CEO of Dalton Industries. Consider our bid on the lot alongside the freeway placed. The paperwork will be filed before close of business Monday.”

“Preposterous!” he hissed in anger, then hissed. “That’s Family land, boy! If you think you can just-.”

“That will be all, councilman.”

“Don’t you interrupt me, bo-.”

Raising a single finger between us, and the man’s teeth clicked shut. I wish I could have seen the look on my face, because his florid features turned a sickly green and he spun on his heel and marched in the direction of the concession stand. Eyes followed me as I approached Izumi, and I could hear the hushed whispers spreading as those who’d overheard the confrontation spread the story.
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T
 he people would say what they wanted, and I could do little to stop them. But the small woman I approached watched me with new eyes. I tried to puzzle out what lay behind the intensity of her stare, but there were too many people around to ask and an old friend of my father’s came up to pay his respects.

“Matthew, I’m so sorry for your loss…”

The words melted into one another after a few minutes, just like the faces. It was torture standing on the platform, beneath the announcer’s box as a dozen men and twice that number of women came to pay their respects. I wished my stepmom had been there to see how much dad had meant to everyone, but perhaps it would have been too painful.

When the kids lined up alongside their carts, and the announcer began the festivities, I felt a tug on my elbow. Turning, I found Izumi and let her draw me behind the announcer’s booth.

“I’ve made my decision, sir. If you’re staying on as head of Dalton Industries, then I agree to be yours.”

“In mind and body?” I asked, my heart racing.

“In every way you desire.” her large dark eyes looked even larger behind the lenses of her glasses, but it was to the vein throbbing in her neck my eyes fell. It fluttered like a baby bird, racing even faster when I reached up to run the back of my fingers down her smooth cheek.

“Offer your body up to my free use,” I said, my cock throbbing at the thought of playing out one of my greatest fantasies.

“Sir?” Izumi didn’t recognize the fetish and my heart fell when her eyes shrouded in confusion, then again when a shadow loomed around the corner of the building.

“What do we have here?” Lucia Montazzo’s lips quirked into a plump grin and her eyes twinkled with amusement when she saw Izumi and I standing so close. Glancing back over her shoulder, checking the coast was clear, she offered me a wink. “Did I hear you mention ‘free-use’, Matty? My, my, my, don’t you work quickly.”

“What exactly was it you did for my father again?”

“A little of this, and a little of that,” her bright green eyes hooded behind a broad smile and she raised a nail to her lips and dragged her eyes up and down the length of me. “My arrangement with your father was… specialized. I could see carrying it over to yourself, assuming an understanding can be reached.”

“And the scope of this… understanding?”

In my head flashed the sheet I’d read in my fathers’ things, with this woman’s name on it and a contract with Frezzazzi from 20 years before. My interest only intensified when she leaned forward as if to whisper a secret but tugged down her shirt to flash me her impressive cleavage.

“Let me watch you tame that little filly and I’ll speak with my cousin Enolla before your meeting tomorrow morning. If you’re as smart and charming as I suspect, you’ll be able to leverage it into building what your father wanted to… You’ve figured out what that is by now, right?”

Turning to check how Izumi was taking things, my lips quirked in a grin when I read the mingled shame and eagerness warring on her face. Turning back to Lucia, I gave the beautiful redhead a firm nod.

“Be at my offices by five this evening. We have much to… discuss.”

“Indeed, we do,” The beautiful older woman’s eyes flashed as they fell on Izumi. “And you, little flower? Do you have a problem with an old woman enjoying the show?”

“I live to serve, sir.” She bowed her head low, straight black hair falling over her shoulders and cascading over her firm little breasts. There was no meekness in her expression, though. Fierce pride shone as she looked up at the taller redhead.

“Let’s get back to the race, it’s about to start.”

“Yes, sir,” Lucia said, her dark green eyes twinkling with amusement, and she hooked an arm in mine as we stepped out from behind the building.

A few glances slipped our way, but there was nothing untoward about our appearance. Unless one looked close enough and spotted how firmly she tucked my arm beneath the weight of her heavy breast.

“Are any of these drivers’ good prospects?” Lucia asked as she slipped a pair of large sunglasses on and took a seat beside me in the bleachers.

“The kid in pole position is a talent,” I said, pointing.

The lights clicked on, signaling the start, and the driver’s crew chiefs left the paddock. As the red lights clicked on, I felt that old excitement rising in my breast and wanted nothing more than to be strapped in behind the wheel.

When my eyes strayed to the stands, I spotted Councilman Franklin. The florid featured man was speaking with a young mother, his expression jovial but with a predatory light behind those cold black eyes. Then my gaze swept over Lucia and her impressive bosom as she thrust if forward over the railing.

Perhaps it won’t all be that bad, I thought to myself.

The roar of engines signaled the start of the race, and I pushed aside the thoughts and watched the kids take off around the track. It was a good morning, but I slipped out of there before the final heat. Climbing in the Datsun, I drove home to change before heading into my dad’s office. When I pulled into the driveway, I found my grandmother’s Bentley parked in the driveway, with her sitting in the shade reading a book.

“Hello Mr. Dalton,” the diminutive blonde said in a high-pitched voice. “How were the races this morning?”

“They were good… Do I know you?” I remembered Grandma’s driver being an older gentleman with a potbelly and a well-manicured mustache, and not this adorable little blonde who looked so familiar.

“I hope you remember me, Matty. I gave you your first whipping on the track.” the woman’s pale blue eyes twinkled merrily as she went on. “Maybe you remember me now?”

Turning to the side, she pulled the tails of her white button up blouse out of the black slacks she wore and tied them above her belly button. The moment I saw the smooth belly and knotted garment, the hairs stood on the backs of my arms and neck, and I felt suddenly awkward as if I were still that thirteen-year-old boy.

“Michelle?”

“You do remember me.” her eyes alighted on my shoulders, traveling down the length of me as she licked her bottom lip. “Nice to see you all grown up… And damn, did you grow up fine.”

“Thanks,” I said, my cheeks heating as my embarrassment increased. I don’t normally get embarrassed easily, but the shock of seeing a girl I’d been obsessed with for years, suddenly all grown up and standing before me with interest in her eyes, had my head spinning. An awkward silence stretched for a second, and I fled her knowing eyes, entering the house.

Loud voices made their way to me from my stepmom’s wing of the house, but they cut off when the door closed shut behind me. I met Naomi coming down the hall, and she wiped a frustrated expression off her face when she spotted me.

“I thought you’d be at the races for another hour. Is everything ok?”

“I wanted to come home and change before going into the office tonight.” I plucked at the track suit I’d worn to the races. “Doesn’t feel right going to dad’s office for the first time since… in this.”

My voice caught and Grandma’s face crumpled in sadness, and she pulled me into a big hug, pressing my face against her warm cleavage.

“Go change then, I’ll drop you by the office on our way.”

“Our way where?” I asked, pulling back from the hug, a touch uncomfortable at how strongly she clutched me against her curvy body. If I hadn’t forced my thoughts to cold engine parts, I’d be poking her belly with my raging boner, and that would be the last thing either of us wanted, I was certain.

“I have a surprise for you.” Her eyes dances with amusement as she released me and gave my firm behind a swat. “Go on then, and hurry. Before that mother of yours drives me so crazy I haul her out of that bed.”

I wanted to ask how my stepmom was doing but could see that was the last thing she wanted to talk about. Trying to ignore her eyes on me as I headed up to my room, I threw on a polo shirt, a pair of jeans, and some loafers. Grabbing my dad’s laptop, I threw it in my backpack and headed downstairs.












Chapter 9











G
 randma was waiting in the back seat of the Bentley, and Michelle stood with the door held open for me. The blonde’s features were smooth and her manner professional as I slipped into the backseat. But I thought I detected a hint of amusement about her eyes as she shut the door behind me.

“I assume you’ll be taking control of your fathers’ company,” Grandma said when we pulled away without a hint of a question in her tone.

“I will be,” I said. Michelle glanced in the rearview mirror and I saw her and my grandmother share a smile.

“Good lad,” Grandma said, patting my knee. “That fool father of your refused to let me invest until he had everything lined up, but with his passing,” her voice hitched with emotion but she pushed through, reaching up and brushing a single tear away with one hand, while the other remained gripping my thigh. “I’ve taken the liberty of putting my lawyers on his latest deal. I hope you don’t mind.”

“That depends,” I said carefully. “What was the deal?”

“You’re just like your father,” Grandma said with a harrumph. “Always need to have your hands on the reins.”

“I like to know what I’m getting the company into.” I felt a twinge of annoyance at her attitude, but it faded when my grandmother chortled in amusement.

“Don’t be offended. It’s a good thing.” Shifting over so she leaned against me, she whispered in my ear. “I always told Matt you had a head for business on you. I’m glad you’re putting off college.”

“You are?” I asked incredulously. It had always been important to her and my mom that I go to a good school and have a degree to fall back on.

“You’d have done well at Harvard, and I’d have loved having your nearby to come visit on weekends, or even do your laundry,” there was a wistfulness to her tone that made me think she’d thought about this a lot more than I had. “But your father had big dreams for Dalton Industries, although he’d never tell me exactly what they were. I know Izumi would do a good job running things in my son’s absence, but it needs a Dalton at the helm.”

“Ok,” I said, unable to keep the frown from my face.

Her words were oddly inflected and amusement danced behind her eyes, making me think there was a deeper meaning to her words that I wasn’t getting.

“What do you know of this merger happening between the big three?”

“I hadn’t heard there was going to be one… it makes sense with their debt problems. Who did you hear this from?”

“Doesn’t matter,” I said. “But if it’s true, there are going to be a lot of angry suppliers looking to replace broken contracts.”

Grandmother looked puzzled at that, and I figured she must have been telling the truth when she said my dad never revealed his plans. It all seemed obvious to me, and doubly so when Michelle pulled off the freeway and along the frontage road. Stretching out beside us was a field of brown grass, surrounded by an old chain-link fence.

“Here it is,” Grandmother said, turning and looking out at the field as it passed. “Three acres of industrial real estate. I don’t know what he wanted it for, but the market around Detroit has cratered and we can get it at a steal. I’m always looking for new investments and this caught my eye a few years ago, but your father warned me off it. Then I find out he was in secret negotiations to buy it when the price dropped 30%. Sneaky bastard.”

There was pride in her voice, but I caught the moisture forming at the corners of her eyes.

“He wanted to build a factory,” I said. I hadn’t meant to divulge my father’s secrets to her so soon, but I couldn’t help it seeing the pain in her.

“A factory? In Detroit? Hah!” She brushed a tear off her cheeks when it fell and couldn’t contain her chuckles as they rose up in her. “That man and his silly dreams.”

“It’s true,” I said, seeing the building in my head. “A grand monument to American ingenuity and engineering.”

“Surrounded by the detritus of a century,” grandma said, flicking her fingers and pointing to the rusted-out cars up and down the road and the surrounding buildings and shops, which looked like they’d seen better days. “What did he want to build here?”

“Are you really curious?” I asked.

“Of course, I am, Matt. In case you didn’t notice, I want to help you get started. You could use an advisor who doesn’t rely on you for their paycheck or want to use you up and spit you out.” Motioning at Michelle she said, “Circle around the lot, and I don’t need to inform you about the consequences if anyone learned about this conversation, correct?”

“Of course, Ma’am,” Michelle said, and I thought she sounded a hint affronted, but her eyes showed no sign in the mirror.

“Now, what is this great secret Matty was keeping from me for so long? What has you so excited you can hardly sit still and keep fidgeting like you’re on drugs?”

“I’m not fidgeting,” I said, but felt my cheeks heat when I glanced down and saw my fingers flicking the leather strap on the door handle back and forth. Grimacing, I made a fist and shifted around in my seat and faced the beautiful older woman.

“The dream is to build and sell an American super car.” I waited for grandmother’s reaction, but instead of laughing or dismissing me outright, she waited for me to go on. The car did lurch to a stop, and I glanced up at the rearview mirror to see Michelle’s eyes wide with shock.

“Like MacClaren or Renout?”

“Exactly,” I said, nodding grinning as she shared my excitement. “There’s nothing like it in the domestic market currently, and the timing is perfect with the merger about to happen. There will be suppliers willing to cut deals and if we can get enough investors to build the factory, dad lined up a string of patents and plans, so we can start constructing right away.”

“It’s an ambitious plan,” Grandmother said, nodding. Tapping her bottom lip with one long red nail, she stared off into space musing. “I can see why your father and you want to keep it secret as much as possible but it unsustainable.”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you have any idea what kind of investment you’ll need to get this operation up and running? The distribution alone will be a considerable commitment. I suppose you could obviate the need to sell from dealerships by using the internet. Have you thought about going to Silicon Valley for investors?”

“No,” I admitted, “but I’m open to the option.”

“Good.” the older woman’s thick red lips curled into a grin as she patted my thigh again. “Michelle, take us to Dalton Industries, we’ll drop Matthew off. I have some travel arrangements to make.” Pulling out her phone, she tapped through an app. “The plane will be free Wednesday. We’ll leave early, maybe pop up to Napa Valley and do a little wine tasting before coming home. What do you say? I know a few venture capitalists who might be interested in disrupting the automotive industry.”

“Thank you,” I said, gripping her hand and feeling a wash of relief sweep through me. I’d been worried she was going to tell me it was a terrible idea; that American manufacturing was dead, and it was bound to fail. But hope filled me as I glanced out the window and watched the empty lot pass by, my head filling with images of what it could look like with shiny cars rolling out one end.

“You can thank me later.” something in her tone made me turn, and I caught a predatory light glinting in her eyes as they scanned me up and down. “I’ve got a few ideas on how.”

Winking one eye at me, she ran a long nail down the neckline of her blouse, and my eyes tracked the deep shadow between her massive breasts. I swallowed hard and thought I heard a chuckle escape the beautiful older woman’s throat, but when I glanced up her expression was smooth, and she offered me a warm smile.

“Tell me more about this car you want to build,” turning and shifting to lean on the backrest. Her expression was one of open curiosity, but her blouse pulled tight against and under her chest.

Forcing my eyes away from the perfectly encased breasts, I spoke about the plans I had and what I’d learned from reading through my dad’s notes. Every now and then Grandma would ask a question and I’d glance back, forgetting and lose my train of thought when I saw large round nipples pressing against the silky material of her blouse.

The Bentley pulled up outside the two story offices and I saw two cars parked in the lot and a single light on in the upstairs office.

“It looks like you have company tonight,” Grandma said with a small grin, tugging the corner of her lips. “I’ll let you get to them, but Matthew, make sure you check on Naomi. I worry about her without your father’s firm influence to keep her from falling back into her old ways.”

“I will,” I said, and before I could open the car door, Michelle pulled it open for me.












Chapter 10











I
 could feel the blondes’ eyes following me as I stepped out and headed for the front doors. The woman’s pert little ass had looked amazing in her tight pants. But instead of admiring it as she slipped back into the Bentley, I put my thoughts on Izumi and Lucia.

The assistant I felt I could trust. But Lucia’s motivations were unknown.

Dalton Industries’ building isn’t much to look at, but it’s always felt like a second home to me. The ache of loss felt especially strong as the old smell hit me and I stepped into the wood paneled hall. The walls were covered in old photos of my dad and his old partners and associates, or from races.

Passing the door to the shop, I glanced in and double checked the old Corvette was still in the corner. The old thing had been a project my father, and I started years before but hadn’t been able to finish before he got sick. The familiar curves nearly pulled me into the shop, but the sound of glasses clinking upstairs drew my attention and I heard the quiet murmur of two women speaking.

The stairs creaked as I climbed the narrow stairway to the second floor. The conversation cut off as I approached the top, and I felt a fluttering of nervous excitement in my chest when I saw the warm light spilling into the hallway.

I stepped into the narrow office to find Izumi in a chair before the desk and Lucia sitting behind it with her heels resting on its surface.

“It’s about time you showed up,” Lucia said, her thick lips quirking into a crooked grin.

All I did was glance at the woman’s heels on my father’s desk and she dropped them down. I wish I could have seen the look on my face because it wiped the grin off hers. Glancing down at Izumi, I caught the satisfied smirk before she could wipe it.

The diminutive woman had changed from her pencil skirt and blouse from the track, into a lacy top and tight leggings. As my eyes swept up her athletic legs, I noticed the white line of her panties poking over the top and the smoothness of her stomach.

“Good evening, sir,” Izumi ducked her head, and I caught her cheeks heat when her eyes lingered on the lump forming in my pants.

If Lucia hadn’t been there, I might have thrown the gorgeous Asian woman on the desk and had my way with her right there. Not only was she sexy, but something about her shyness inflamed my desire. The older woman felt more and more like an intrusive presence as I circled the desk and motioned for her to vacate the chair.

“You don’t want to sit on my lap?” Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she stood, but instead of circling around the other side of the desk, she passed where I stood.

There was no space and the thick beauty pressed herself against me, her eyes drinking in the lines of my face as she pressed her soft breasts against my chest. Her lips curled into that crooked grin again when she felt my manhood shift in my jeans. I tried to pull back the lump pressed against her.

“You’re going to drive my cousin crazy,” Lucia husked, her thick lips mere inches from mine. “And you don’t even realize it, do you? Enolla’s always had a thing for drivers… And men who take what they want… Are you the type of man who takes what he wants, Matthew?”

The invitation in her tone was blatant, and I couldn’t hide the hardon pressing painfully against my jeans, but I managed to master myself. Hands moving with deliberate firmness, I moved Lucia to the side and stepped behind the desk. The MILF gave a tittering laugh and took the chair beside Izumi.

“If I’m not going to get the workout I wanted, or the show I was promised.” she glanced over at the younger Asian woman with a frown. “Then what is this big secret you wanted my help with?”

“Izumi I know I can trust,” I said, leaning back in the chair and steeling my finger before myself, “but how do I know you won’t divulge my plans to your cousin, or anyone else?”

Lucia’s eyes flared with anger and her cheeks colored red. “Two hours in the job and you think you know so much? Why can you trust this… this child and not me? It’s an insult!”

“It’s the truth,” I said, keeping a tight rein on my tone of voice.

The anger fled the beautiful MILF as quickly as it appeared, and she threw her head back barking a laugh. Izumi glanced at the older Italian with a look that said she didn’t think the woman was entirely sane, and I had to agree. The woman leaned forward and pulled out her phone. She pulled up a photo and passed it to me. It took a second for me to register what I was seeing, but a flush passed over my skin when I did.

It was a photo of a photo. The original had yellowed with age, but Lucia was easy to recognize with her bright red hair and stunning figure. The woman wore a tiny black dress in the photo, her stunning figure on display as she bent low and hugged a boy clutching a trophy close. The flush to my skin was when I recognized myself, holding a first place trophy from a race. I had a vague memory of winning my first race when I was six, but I hadn’t seen photos of it in more than a decade.

“That’s you!” Izumi said in shock, glancing up at me.

“I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised you don’t remember me, but you mother and I were best friends before her passing.” Lucia said with a sad frown. “God, I loved that woman so much. The most beautiful and charming woman I ever met, and a riot too… We had so many good times together when we were young.”

“And after her passing?” I asked.

When she’d mentioned my mother, it tickled old memories of dinner parties and late night gatherings at the house. I couldn’t remember the faces, but I had clear memories of standing in the hallway late into the night eavesdropping on their conversations and laughter, oblivious to what they were talking about but hungry to be involved.

“Hmph,” Lucia’s expression soured, and she sat back in her chair. “I don’t want to speak ill of the dead.”

“What did my father do?” the tightness around her eyes told me it wasn’t my mom she had the issue with and I guessed it was my dad.

“You’ve got your father’s perception,” Lucia said, her lips curling in a small smile before she let out a sigh. “A week after your mother’s passing, Matt absconded to Monaco with a Victoria’s Secret model. Left his young son at home with only a maid to care for him… Took me years to forgive your father for that.”

“He made amends for it,” I said, remembering the trip we’d taken to Hawaii when I was twelve, and the night he’d broken down in tears apologizing for how he’d acted those first couple years after mom’s passing.

“He did, and found a good woman to help raise you,” she said with a firm nod. “I love my cousin, and Frezzazzi, but they don’t need me to build their brand. Apple and Google are too easy, though lucrative… I need something new. A challenge. You father promised me one, but that was two years ago and he fell ill shortly after. If you still don’t think you can trust me, I’ll go…”

Lucia rose to leave, but I held out a hand, stopping her.
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“S
 tay,” I said, and she grinned, falling back into her seat. “I want to create a new car manufacturer. One that builds high performance, luxury cars. Machines that are works of art, and build for speed. American made super cars.”

“Ridiculous!” Lucia burst out in laughter, one hand slapping the table as she bent forward.

I frowned at the woman, but Izumi looked more offended than I felt.

“Shut your filthy mouth!” The tiny woman hissed the words with such vehemence, it wiped the amusement off Lucia’s face and replaced it with shock. I’d never seen the quiet and demure woman speak this way and felt the same shock inside, but felt a grin growing on my lips as she continued.

“You think because the world’s always been one way, it can’t change but you’re wrong. Matthew’s going to change the world. And fools like you will be left in the dust. Laugh in my masters face again and I’ll drag you out of here by that weave you call hair.”

There was no embarrassment or shame on Izumi’s face as she sat back in her chair, folding her hands carefully on her lap. Lucia’s features had gone cold and hard though, and I worried I was going to have to jump between the two. Something about the Italian woman’s expression told me she was contemplating slapping the younger woman, but before I could open my mouth to break the tension Lucia spoke up.

“You believe in this boy and his plan so completely?”

“I do.”

“Are you willing to give everything you have in order to make it work?”

“Of course,” Izumi said without a second’s hesitation.

“Because those hoary old bastards in charge of things won’t make way for just anyone,” Lucia said, shifting forward in her seat with a glint of excitement in her eyes. “They only respect Sultans, and men who live like Kings. Will you be ok with your gorgeous young lover fucking a CEO’s wife in order to close a deal? Or angry when he gathers others to… help in his great work?”

“I understand the nature of powerful men,” Izumi said, her back straight and her eyes locked on mine as she spoke. “And I always knew I would be serving, sir, in this way.”

“I still think it’s madness,” Lucia said with a snort, “but if you can command this level of devotion on your first day, you might have a chance. Assuming you can find some brilliant engineers.”

“Why?” I was staring into Izumi’s eyes when I asked the question and saw her gaze soften.

“I told you before how I must live, or else fall back into addiction and bad choices. It’s more than that though… I’ve watched you grow into a brilliant and handsome young man, Matthew. The kind of man I need in my life. If you can find a use for me in the company, then I’m happy to fulfill it… and if you need me for anything else… anything. I’m yours.”

“Prove it,” Lucia said, her dark eyes glittering dangerously as she tapped the desk before her. “Bend over the desk and let him relieve his young lusts on your body. Go on, or was that pretty speech all for show?”

Izumi looked to me and when I nodded in approval, she rose from her seat smoothly and slipped her leggings down over the swell of her tight little ass. Bending forward, she rested her elbows on the desk before me, blouse hanging low and giving me a perfect view of her small, firm breasts.

My heart was hammering in my chest as I rose to my feet. I glanced at Lucia and saw desire and envy clouding the woman’s features. I’d had my fair share of girlfriends in school, but I’d never been with a woman, let alone with another in the room.

The beautiful Italian woman stared at me as I moved around the desk. A challenging stare that seemed to ask, how far are you willing to go, boy? She may have known me as a boy, but she obviously didn’t know about my stubborn refusal to be manipulated.

Stopping right behind Izumi, I watched the slender woman’s back rise and fall as her breath quickened. The sight of her pale cheeks and the dark slash of her sex beneath, coated in glistening juices, caused my already firm cock to throb painfully in my jeans. But I rested my hands on my hips and stared down at Lucia.

“If you want to see me fuck her, then you better get me ready.”

The redheaded MILF’s eyes widened in surprise, and her pupils swelled. She parted her thick lips and moistened them with her tongue as her eyes drank in the lines of my face. A sound escaped her throat as she tried to speak, but either excitement or shock garbled the words into a throaty purr.

I could hardly believe the words had come out of my mouth. And when Lucia slipped off the chair and sank to her knees before me, I thought my heart would burst from my chest.

The behavior that had caused teen girls to recoil in embarrassment or shock seemed to spur these older women on. I couldn’t be certain why, but it filled me with confidence to know I could show my true self.

Izumi was facing the opposite way, but she tried turning her head when she heard the older woman’s knees strike the floor. Reaching down, I pressed my hand to the small of the slender little woman’s back and she froze in place.

“The mirror,” I breathed and Izumi’s head turned towards a mirror hanging on the wall. Her adorable face was flush with passion, but her features were composed in a mask of subservience. Her eyes burned with desire and it was all I could do not to tear my dick out and thrust it into her waiting tightness.

With self-control I didn’t know I had, I kept my hand at my side, the other wandering down to enjoy Izumi’s tight ass, while Lucia shuffled forward and reached up to the fly of my jeans. With trembling fingers, the older beauty plucked the first button free. When her warm fingers came in contact with the firm flesh of my stomach, she let out a high-pitched giggle that cut off a second later.

“For a woman who was in such firm control of herself a moment ago… You’re showing a wanton side of yourself now…” her eyes pled with me, as her fingers fumbled with the second button, but I reached over and ran a calloused thumb over her soft lips, causing her to shudder freeze in place. “Tell me, is it your lack of control… or my age that’s got you so worked up?”

“I don’t know.” the words sounded like they were dragged out of her, and her cheeks grew so red it extended down her neck. The effect looked incredible against her olive-colored skin, and I couldn’t help reaching my hand down and cupping one of her massive breasts, hefting the heavy thing in my hand as I rolled two fingers up to tweak her nipple. Interestingly, the woman only breathed in a sharp hiss, and her eyelids grew heavy, but she didn’t complain or protest.

That’s right, she knew about ‘free use’, I thought to myself.

Slipping my hand inside her top, I stretched out the material as I pulled the breast free. My dick throbbed against my jeans, causing Lucia’s eyes to flicker down its considerable length as I took in her heavy tit. The flesh was pale, and the nipple a lighter shade, with a large nipple that stood out on the smooth flesh.

Lucia was breathing heavily as I slid my fingers down the smooth flesh, and gave another sharp intake of breath when my fingers grazed her nipple. Her eyes grew pained when I took my hand away and motioned to my still buttoned fly.

“Continue.”
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I
 felt Izumi relax against the hand cupping her ass. The little woman was eager, but the drawn-out tension seemed to be exciting her, if her shifting knees and the wetness tracking down her thighs were any indication. Sliding my fingers down her smooth cheeks, I let two fingers trail down her slender thighs and up between the gap in her thighs. Izumi let out a quiet gasp of pleasure when my fingers slid along her wet lips, but she huffed in frustration when I only teased her clit and lips for a second before pulling it back.

Lucia’s trembling fingers popped free from the second button and she sucked in a sharp breath when the thick base of my cock appeared. The hard flesh was pressed down along my leg, and the woman’s eyes widened further and further as every inch was revealed. Finally she tugged down my jeans and I felt a cool breeze caress my ass.

“Magnificent,” the redhead breathed, her eyes tracing the length of my big cock. Then it was my turn to let out a hiss of pleasure as her cool fingers slid over its length.

Flicking her green eyes up to my face, the woman watched the pleasure overtake me, as she leaned forward and ran her long tongue around the head. Holding myself back with difficulty, I let Lucia take her time with my dick. I could see the length and girth intimidated her, and she was working herself up to taking the fat head into her mouth. Planting kisses along the length and running her tongue up and down the underside and swirling it around the head.

The older woman’s ministrations filled the office with lewd sounds that only increased when I slipped my hand back between Izumi’s legs and slipped a finger into her. I was shocked at how tight the little woman was, her pussy gripping my finger like a cock and sucking it in deep.

“Oh god!” The Asian woman’s words were filled with desire and Lucia moaned in agreement as she finally slipped her thick lips over the head of my dick and sucked it into her mouth.

Watching the thick red lips of the beautiful MILF slide over the length of my cock was incredible. Her sexy face was flush with desire, and her expression was so wanton, I wanted almost nothing more than to coat it in a load of cum. Instead, I reached down and ran my fingers through her thick hair and took a firm fistful.

“MMhhmmm!” Lucia’s eyes widened, and a sliver of fear entered her eyes when she felt what I was about.

Belying her fear, the woman reached up and gripped my thighs, drawing me forward into her hot mouth. One hand on the back of her head. I thrust forward with gentle movements that grew more insistent. The wet sounds grew louder and the ‘gluk, gluk, gluk’ of her throat only spurred me onto drive my thick cock deeper and deeper into her throat.

When I felt my balls tightening and the pleasure growing to the point of no return. I pulled my dick out of her mouth, a strand of saliva connecting her tongue to the tip of my cock. When I released her head Lucia darted forward and swiped her tongue over the head, lapping up the bead of precum that pooled around the tip.

“Mhmm, you taste sweet,” the MILF whispered in surprise.

“That’s good you like the taste,” I said, as I stepped up behind the tiny woman. Izumi let out a whimper of anticipation as the fingers teasing her pussy withdrew, and I pressed the fat head of my cock to her hairless lips. “You can lick it out of my assistant’s pussy when I’m done with her.”

“Oh god yes!”

There was a heavy thump at my side and I glanced down to see Lucia having fallen back on her ass, one hand buried between her skirts, the wet sounds and quick motions alerting me to what she was about. Grinning at the sexy MILF, I watched her massive breast sway as she frigged her clit, then turned back to the tiny woman before me.

Izumi’s ass was so small and tight, it looked like a teenager’s, and her pussy was tighter than it had any right to be. As I pushed my dick into her wetness, the grip was incredible and I had to stop with only half my cock buried, and let the intense pleasure fade, before working it back into her with small thrusts.

Letting her wetness coat my dick was the only way I could fit in her pussy, and at first I worried about hurting the tiny woman. Watching her writhe on the desk, hands grasping the edge in a white knuckled grip, I grinned when I heard her huffing rise into a faint shriek of pleasure. I was pulling out of her pussy, the pink lips pulling out with my cock, when they gripped me so tightly, I thought it might bruise my cock.

Watching the older woman cum on my dick was the most intense experience I’d ever had, heightened by Lucia sprawled on the floor with her back against a chair as she got herself off. The sensation of being watched as I slowly worked my dick into my new assistant only made the more exciting.

Gripping Izumi’s slender waist, I pulled her skirt up with my thumbs and watched her small ass roll with every short thrust. The dimples at the base of her back were sexy, but couldn’t compare to the feel of her slender body as I ran my hands up her side. Fumbling with her bra strap, Izumi reached up and hauled her top and bra off, flinging them to the floor and arched her back so I could cup each breast.

“Stretching me… so fucking good,” my assistant huffed in a whisper I barely heard over the slapping of our hips and the wet sounds of her sex. “Oh god, hsss!”

Reaching back, she gripped my wrist, and I stilled myself. I could feel something tickling the head of my cock and realized it was her cervix. Reaching down her smooth stomach, I slid my fingers over her sex and felt an inch of my dick not buried within her.

Careful not to hurt her, I pulled back an inch, then thrust forward gently. Izumi’s eyes flew wide, and she let out another sharp gasp, this time so loud Lucia sat up. My finger worked her clit in little circles, and I could feel the walls of her tight pussy gripping me even tighter.

“Sir… sir, can I…” Turning her head to look up at me on a weak neck, I saw the torture etched in her features as she hovered on the edge of orgasm, all her willpower bent on holding it back as long as possible.

“Cum for me,” I growled, nearly cumming myself just from the sight of her delicate features twisting in what looked like agony, but I knew was pure pleasure.

“YES!”

Her nails dug into my arm as she clung to me, and I could hear Lucia’s low moan beneath her cries of pleasure. Then the world burst into white bliss as my dick began to throb within her. My balls ached from their pent up need, and my knees trembled as I felt the first powerful blast of cum shoot into Izumi.

The tiny woman’s eyes crossed, and her tongue lolled out as my dick flooded her depths. Whimpering incoherently, she fell forward in my arms, her body limp and a look of euphoria etched onto her features.

Staggering back, I nearly fell into the chair before stiffening my legs beneath me. The sight of Izumi’s bare pussy, red and puffy from its hard fucking and leaking our combined fluids, was wickedly hot. But it was nothing compared to when Lucia lurched forward and pressed her face into the younger woman’s sex.

Izumi arched her back, hissing in pleasure, and I saw her little hands form into white-knuckled fists as Lucia’s tongue dug into her pussy. Lucia turned after a couple seconds and surprised me by inhaling my softening cock and sucking the cum off it. Her eyes watching my face and crinkling at the corners in a grin.

“Jesus, woman, you’re a freak,” I breathed.

Izumi turned her head and took in the redhead as she struggled to swallow all of my cock and slipped off the desk after I crooked a finger. Slipping beside Lucia, the tiny Asian woman began peeling off the rest of her clothing and that of the busty redhead. All the while peppering the woman’s olive skin with kisses and caresses, making sure I had a good view of the excitement.

“I need this cock in me,” Lucia purred, her thick lips sliding along the underside as she teased it with the tip of her tongue. “Please!”

“And what are you going to do for me?” I asked, raising an eyebrow at the beautiful woman.












Chapter 13











T
 he ridiculousness of my question, as she lavished love on my stiffening member, didn’t even occur to the woman. Whimpering, she pulled her mouth off the head, while giving it quick stroked with both hands.

“Anything, baby… anything! Just fuck me! Oh god, Matt, it’s been so long and I need it sooo bad.” Izumi was pulling off the woman’s skirt and I took in the smooth roundness of her hips and the sway of her massive breasts. “You want my ass, baby? I’ve never tried but you can have it!”

“He wants your loyalty,” Izumi purred, rising up on her knees and pulling the larger woman into an embrace, her lips teasing Lucia’s neck. I watched the redhead’s face redden and twist in pleasure as the younger woman’s hand slipped between her legs. “Swear it. Bind yourself, body and honor to his cause and help us build something grand!”

“I swear it!” Lucia said, her long nails digging into my thighs as she pled with me. “Since you were a boy, I’ve known you would be something great and all of me wants to join you in that journey… please, Matt-.”

Before she could say another word, I bent low and kissed her. I wasn’t ready for the storm of butterflies that awoke in my gut when our lips met, and didn’t have long to notice as her fiery tongue slip along mine. Desperate hands dragged me down, while I pulled Lucia beneath me.

Hands dragged off my shirt, and I kicked off my jeans, as Lucia’s warm hand pulled my cock into her cleft. The woman’s nails dug into my ass as she hauled me forward, her lips pursed in a coo of pleasure, but my attention was riveted on her massive breasts.

Firm and pale, they were surprisingly firm and retained their shape. Reaching up and running my fingers over one, I pulled the large nipple to my lips and sucked hard, letting my teeth drag across the sensitive flesh. While in my ears, the panting of Lucia’s spurred me as I thrust into her depths.

She wasn’t nearly as tight as Izumi, but her legs circled around my ass, pulling me deep into her sucking sex. I couldn’t help the grunt of pleasure that escaped my throat when she did something with the muscles of her pussy that gripped and milked my pistoning dick.

“Mhmmm you like that, baby? Ohh you do… Jesus you’re so hard… fuck! Right there! Yes, you beautiful boy, fuck momma good!”

Her hot words only sped my thrusting hips up, and her hands pulled my lips to hers as I felt her pussy clench down on my dick. Lucia came hard, her limbs seizing up and tightening around me as her face purpled and I watched the eyes roll back into her skull.

The pleasure of her pussy was too good to stop, and though her legs tried to hold me in place, I continued to fuck her. Mindless words of joy babbled out of her mouth, and I grinned, feeling confident until fiery pleasure lanced across my balls and I felt Izumi pushing in close.

I came with Lucia’s massive breasts pressed in around my face and Izumi’s hot tongue teasing my shaft and balls, a pleasure I’d never dreamed could be so good. The world faded into white bliss and came back with a sudden rush as Lucia’s lips met mine.

Sweaty and sated, I slipped to the woman’s side and felt Izumi crawl up on my other side. We were wedged between the desk and the wall, nothing beneath us but discarded clothing and an old rug, but none of us seemed to care.

Turning, I kissed Izumi, my fingers gliding down her slender back and couldn’t suppress the gratitude I felt. Pulling back, I went to speak, but she rested a single finger across my lips and smiled gently.

“You are happy, sir?” She grinned, already knowing the answer to her question. “Ready to conquer the world?”

Trapping her finger between my lips, I let her draw it out slowly as I sucked it. It was fascinating to see her pupils swell and breath catch as the intimate moment unfolded.

“With you at my side, I am.”

“And what about me?” Lucia asked, huffing her discontent as she leaned across my chest and pulled my chin over so I was staring up at her. “Don’t tell me that was meaningless pillow talk earlier. I’ve spent too many years standing on the edges of important events and powerful people. If you were serious, I can be very
 useful to you.”

“You did mention a few things earlier.” as I smiled I let my wide hand fall on her ass. The redhead let out a surprised yelp, and her cheeks went flaming red as she pressed her sex against my thigh.

“You can’t mean… but I’ve never… Oh god, you make me want to be so bad, Matt!”

I grinned as she pushed forward, her thick lips meeting mine. Then broke the kiss and gasped in pleasure. Glancing down, I watched Izumi’s small hand massaging the base of my cock, as her delicate little mouth suckled the head.

“That’s hot,” Lucia breathed against my lips as she turned with me, our cheeks pressed together.

The older redhead had a wicked gleam in her eyes as she reached down and pushed on the back of Izumi’s head, forcing the younger woman to take my cock to the back of her throat. More than half still stood out of her tight lips, but I felt the tight ring of her throat relax, and breathing deep through her nose, Izumi forced her head down.

“Fuck, that’s hot!” Lucia hissed; her awe nearly as great as my pleasure.

I couldn’t help it as I threw my head back and moaned. The feel of her swallowing throat and milking my cock was nearly as incredible as her tight pussy, and I felt my balls tightening after a couple second and was relieved when Izumi pulled up.

Her delicate features looked sexy, all red and strained, her lips coated in saliva and her drool hanging from her chin. Reaching down, I joined my hand with Lucia’s and watched in delight as mindless pleasure washed over Izumi’s face and she threw herself down on my dick again.

“It’s so thick… Where does it go- oh!”

My hand that had been caressing Lucia’s wide ass slipped two fingers down between her thighs, coating it in her juices, causing her to gasp. The gasp turned into a hiss when I ran a fingertip around her tiny, puckered opening, and she tensed up for a long second.

I didn’t force it, instead letting her relax against me as we both watched Izumi deep throating my dick. Ever so slowly the tight opening relaxed, and I even felt Lucia push back against the finger and her teeth nipped my shoulder when the tip popped past her tight opening.

“I’ll never be able to fit it all me,” she husked, watching as Izumi pulled back up my long cock.

“If she can get it down that tiny throat,” I said into her neck, “I’m sure you can take it in your ass.”

“Oh god that’s so wicked… Ok, do it, before I chicken out,” The MILF grinned as she kissed me then wiggled around in my arms.

I could hardly believe my luck as my beautiful little assistant pushed the fat head of my dick against Lucia’s tight ass. If I hadn’t already cum twice I might not have shown the same restraint, but I held myself in place and refrain from thrusting forward as Lucia pushed back against me.

The woman huffed and groaned. But she never quit, and I felt the tight opening of her ass loosen around my dick. I’d never done anal before and the taboo thrill, added to the feeling of her tight ass sucking me deep, was incredible.

When my dick popped past her tight ring, she gasped and gripped my hand on her hip. Nodding for me to move, she breathed long, deep breaths as I slowly worked my dick into her. The MILF’s virgin ass was different from Izumi’s pussy, but just as tight. I’d been planning on taking my time, but when the little assistant coated my cock in a stream of saliva, I slid to the hilt in Lucia’s ass.

“Oh… oh… ohhhh god that feels… mhmmmm!”

The redhead’s nails dug into my wrist, and she rolled her hips, pulling me atop her. Eyes pressed tight. She nodded as her nails dragged along my arm.

“Take her ass, sir. Take her hard!”

“Yes!” Lucia’s gasp of pleasure coincided with my thrust forward after pulling back til just the tip rested in her ass.

The woman lay on her stomach while I held myself up by my hands and fucked down into her. Izumi’s lips found mine, and it was all I could do to hold off my orgasm. The knowledge that I was deep in the sexy, busty woman’s ass, while another kissed me, was too much. I wanted Lucia to cum with my dick in her ass and could feel her getting close.

It only took another few thrusts for the woman’s scream to reach a fevered pitch. Then I could hold back no longer. My balls unloaded their biggest blast yet, causing Lucia’s eyes to flash open as I filled her, and then we collapsed together.

“Come, sir,” Izumi said, pulling me to my feet. “Let’s get you clean.”

I frowned at the woman, but she only grinned and then pulled on the corner of a bookcase. The heavy shelves swung free, and I saw a hidden room behind. Inside was a bathroom and glass shower, a standing wardrobe, and a single bed tucked against the wall.

“Dad… you sneaky bastard,” I said, feeling the ache of loss mingled with my amusement.

“You have an important meeting tomorrow. Let’s make sure you get a good night’s rest for it.”

“I doubt that’s happens,” I said, taking in the woman’s slender beauty. Her pert ass bounced as she bent forward and turned on the hot water, and she caught my eyes staring at her small, firm breasts.

“You’re still not sated.” her lips curled into an eager grin when she saw my cock throb. “Better to have no wants in an important meeting, than to be rested. Let’s get that taken care of.”

I let her pull me under the steaming waters and turned when I heard feet on the tiles.

“Thought you’d leave me all alone?” Lucia asked with mock offense as she pushed into the small stall. “Oh, maybe this thing wasn’t built for three?”

“It’s big enough for what we need,” Izumi said, her soapy hand stroking my dick as she pulled the redhead into a kiss.

Lucia stiffened, then relaxed into the embrace, and even ran her hand down the slender Asian’s back and cupped her firm ass. The pair sank to their knees, still kissing, and Izumi pulled my dick between their lips. As the water sprayed around us, I held both women’s heads to either side of my cock. They sucked hard as I fucked between their mouths and felt the last of my stress fading away.

There would be time to grieve, and time to remember my father. But the best way I could honor his legacy was to life my life to the fullest and maximize and enjoy every opportunity he afforded me.





To Be Continued…
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