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Chapter 1











S
 tepping out of the airplane’s tiny shower, I dried off with the plush towel hanging on the rack. Bathrooms in private planes aren’t known for their extra space, and this bathroom was no exception. As I combed my hair back before pulling on the fine Italian slacks and polo shirt hanging in the steam, I reflected on the past few weeks.

Since that first fateful meeting with Enolla, I’d been working nonstop to secure contracts and suppliers, while at the same time trying to figure out where I could find an engineering team.

Enolla had arrived an hour late for the meeting, demanding to know why she’d been given poor direction to the building as she threw her coat at Izumi.

“The directions were clear,” I said, frowning at the gorgeous Italian woman. “Didn’t you put the address into your phone?”

“Bah! I don’t trust those things.” she frowned as I led her into my office. “They spy on you when you aren’t knowing it.” Her dark, seductive eyes locked onto mine, and it felt like she was peering into the depths of my soul. “How did you sway my cousin to your cause?”

The blunt question took me back, but I hid it behind a smile. “You’ll have to ask her that yourself. Why, did she say nice things?”

“She said things… yes.” the woman’s gaze never faltered, and I couldn’t read her expression as she crossed her slender arms beneath her massive breasts.

The silky blouse she wore hung about her in loose folds, but when she sat down, the soft material molded itself to her incredible body. Pulling my attention back to the conversation at hand, I pulled out a folder of papers Izumi had gathered for me.

“What is this?” She asked with a sneer when I handed her the folder, not bothering to open it.

“Loan agreements with Broker Capital, guaranteeing Dalton Industries, an extension and absolved from fees related to refinancing.”

“You’ve taken on more debt? Ha! Your fool father was already up to his eyes in red ink. Why take more?”

“To race,” I said.

Enolla Frezzazzi sat up at that, her enchanting eyes growing even more intense. A thing I wouldn’t have said was possible a moment before. The folder hit the ground with a loud Thunk! as she rested her elbows on my desk.

“What do you know about racing?” Her eyes cut around the room but Izumi had departed, leaving us alone, and she turned back with a frown, anger tightening the skin around her eyes.

“I know my father was interested it in,” I began carefully, knowing I had to step carefully around the explosive woman or risk losing everything. “I know your family is the greatest in the sport and you make some of the finest engines in the world.” Her eyes narrowed, but I pushed on. “I know you two had agreements but I can only guess what they were…”

“Go on,” she said, daring me to try. “What do you think Enolla Frezzazzi would agree to, young man?”

“I know you want another team on the paddock, but they want an American team to open the sport to a new market. I know the Big Three are crumbling and you’d rather chew off your own tongue, before you got into business with them again.” she turned and spit to the side, nodding in firm agreement with that. “And I know Frezzazzi is even deeper in the red than we are but you’ll never take hedge fund money and lose control of your company.”

“I hear nothing of agreements,” she said, leaning back in her seat and crossing her arms before herself again, “Only the things I want which many men know, yes?”

“Engines for a podium.” I said, and loved the tightness around the corners of her mouth that told me my guess was correct. “Power for position. You agreed to sell my father engines, for a car he’d begun designing. In return, Frezzazzi would receive a cash infusion, no strings attached and an agreement to reach a podium in the first year, or you no longer had to provide engines.”

“That is not all of what we agreed… but close enough that I remain suspicious.” her lips might have been frowning in suspicion, but her eyes glittered with an emotion I hadn’t seen from the woman before: curiosity. “And you wish to keep our agreement, I assume? Do you have your fathers’ connections at the Big Three? Could you entreat four dozen of the best engineers to defect for your start-up?” Her frown deepened, and she shook her head, “I think not, sadly.”

“I might not have his connections, yet. But I have his determination. You can bet on our failure if you like, but you’ll only be disappointed, and I doubt a woman such as yourself enjoys being disappointed.”

Smiling, she leaned back in her chair, molding her silky shirt to her incredible body. The woman knew the effect she had on men, and I saw the corners of her lips curl into a predatory smile when she caught my eyes straying down to take in her massive breasts.

“I do not think you will be successful,” she said with a negligent wave of her hand. “And if your car reaches a podium in its first year I’ll take you as my husband, because such a thing has never been done.” she saw my expression at that she barked a laugh. “Don’t hope too much, boy, I joke with you. No, it is not husband I want but disruption.” She made a fist on the word, smacking my desk as she leaned forward with suddenly intense eyes. “I need those hoary old bastards, and the gray bearded fools in charge of F1, to have their heads spinning. Racing politics have gone against my family the last decade and the conglomerates have taken over. You see this, yes?”

I nodded, it was well known that several multinational conglomerates had bought their way into the manufacturers and their influence on the sport was ruining it.

“I tell you truth now,” she said with a shake of her head, “I never thought your father would succeed. But by trying he would have given me a better bargaining position.”

“And if he’d won?”

“Then it’s win-win for me and my family… You honestly think you can build a car and have it ready for the first qualifying event in Australia?”

“If I didn’t, I wouldn’t be here.” I waved around at the old, wood paneled office. “In a relic from the 40s, beating on the desk. I’d have accepted the invitation to attend Harvard, and be hunting co-eds right now, instead. Yes, Enolla, I honestly believe we can do it.”

She regarded me for long moments, tapping an elegantly painted nail on her chin before giving a firm nod. “Two engines and a spare. That is all I can afford to give you, and Frezzazzi takes a 15% stake in your teams, including earnings.”

“10%,” I countered, knowing I chanced everything if I bargained too hard, but suspecting Enolla Frezzazzi wouldn’t respect a man who took the first offer she gave. “And an agreement from you here, that if we podium, you’ll go on a date with me.”

“A date?!” The woman looked like she didn’t know whether to be angry or amused, and I was grateful to see her settling on amusement. “For a man who enters the paddock like Alexander entered Persia… This is a man I will… date
 … and nothing less.”

I had no idea where my last demand came from, but the woman was doing funny things to my head. Her brash personality and commanding presence had instantly aggravated her to me at my father’s funeral, but seeing her in her element, talking racing and business, she was more compelling than any woman I’d met.

“I think we have a deal then,” I said, throwing her a wink before standing and holding out my hand.

Enolla threw her head back and stood, taking mine in her firm grip. She was a tall woman, standing in heels, and I’d been seated at my desk when Izumi ushered her into the office. Blinking up at me, I saw her amusement falter and her breath catch when her neck craned back and she took in the breath of my shoulders.

“You’re an intriguing man, Matthew Dalton,” her smile put a shiver down my spine as she released my hand and turned to go, making sure I had an unobstructed view of her perfect ass. “Perhaps the power units won’t be thrown away on another silly American fantasy…?”

There was a question in her tone as she glanced back over one shoulder and raised an eyebrow at me. She caught me checking out her ass, and I saw her smile deepen, eyes warming, and before I could respond she slipped from my office, heels clicking as she walked down the hall.












Chapter 2











L
 ess than an hour later we confirmed three power units were being packed into a shipping container and would be en route that day. The thrill of excitement I felt as I read the shipping details was only matched by the stress settling around my shoulders.

Izumi was invaluable throughout that first week and after. I knew what I wanted to do, but had no idea what processes to put in place to get it accomplished. The brilliant little MBA acted as project manager, putting together a schedule around my prioritizations.

It was only through her brilliance and our non-stop effort that we were perfectly positioned for when the merger of the Big Three was announced. We were ready to pounce on their supply lines. Panic was setting in with manufacturers throughout the states, causing headlines that further inflamed their fears.

We used this to secure contracts and hire people, growing our capacity, but also drawing heavily what little remaining capitol the business had. With Lucia’s help I’d been able to keep the banks at bay for now, but without sales or investment we ran the risk of insolvency.

After the first week, once I had my legs underneath me, I began digging through stacks of resumes sent to me from recruiting firms around the country. I was on the hunt for engineers, but everything I saw gave me little hope. There were hundreds of brilliant young engineers who graduated with 4.0s from excellent schools, but all of their experience was theoretical.

Hundreds of kids with mathlete, or spelling bee champion in their resume, but none with experience wrenching on cars. I grew worried when Lucia called me early in the third week.

“I hope you’ve got a nice suit picked out, because you’ve got a meeting in Palo Alto!”

“Where?”

“It’s in California, Silicon Valley.” The woman’s accent thickened when she got excited, and I could barely understand her between it, and the speed she spoke over the phone. “My brother was an angel investor in Peoplebook and his investment firm is always looking for new startups. I mentioned your little project at dinner last night and he was intrigued.”

“I’m not running a tech company,” I said. “Why would he be interested in racing or sports cars?”

“Matt, he’s a billionaire. One of his friends’ races planes… for fun. Go and tell them what you’re building. What could it hurt? He wants to meet on Thursday, and I got him to loan us his private plane to fly us out. You’ll come.” She said with confidence, adding with a little heat. “And bring Izumi.”

“We’ll be there,” I agreed.

I grabbed Izumi and began strategizing with her. She spoke with Lucia, getting a list of the men and women who would be there for the meeting. As she began to research them, I cobbled together my ideas into something resembling a convincing pitch.

Perhaps I shouldn’t have enjoyed the process as much as I did, but it filled me with energy. I’d never enjoyed public speaking in school. This was different though; this was something I cared about. Was passionate about and more importantly, knew I could make others as passionate.

In my head I began sketching out a marketing strategy or trying to. I could see the rough shape of it, key phrases that would hit on TV and social media and stick in the brain. Jotting down notes, I grew frustrated at all I didn’t know about the industries of advertising and promotion.

Attracting investors was no different from attracting fans, and I knew for this to succeed, we would need to draw in fans from all around the country.

Could I become a figure like PT Barnum?

The idea thrilled me, but I couldn’t count on having the notorious carnival barkers’ skills. We would need to hire the right people to help put these plans and ideas into place. That evening as we perused the list Izumi made of the meeting’s attendees, I floated the idea of bringing on a marketing team this early past her.

“It’s wise, but we can’t afford it. I don’t think you understand how expensive advertising is. A single commercial in a major television market can cost hundreds of thousands. Even millions on the right night or hour.”

“If only we knew someone with a background in it who’d be willing to work for free and could think outside the box,” I mused.

“I hesitate to bring her up, sir, but your stepmother was once a genius at guerilla marketing.”

“Wasn’t she a model?” I asked, then thinking on it, realized I didn’t know much about her life before she’d married my dad.

“She was in her youth and used it to great effect on the RedBull video. You remember the viral video, the one with a sexy woman lying on the beach and two guys trying to work up the courage to talk to her? Her face was in the sand the whole time, but that was your mom. And she set up the whole thing for the company.”

“Interesting,” I said, but shook my head. “She’s dealing with a lot right now. It’s probably best to let her grieve without the added stress of the business.”

“Sir, permission to speak freely?” The woman rarely held her tongue in the office, reserving her submissive side for after the sunset, but when it touched on personal matters, she always reverted to her position as my free-use slave.

“Say what you want to say.”

“You’ve been coddling the woman too much, sir,” Izumi’s delicate features were set in a frown and it was clear she’d been holding this in for a while. “A woman like Naomi needs a firm hand or else she’ll ruin herself in search of freedom from the pain of her grief.”

“She just lost her husband, Izumi,” I said with a frown, but the diminutive woman wouldn’t be deterred.

“All the more reason. She’s lost the firm hand that once ruled her. The thing that gave her life direction and purpose. You must fill that void, sir. Your ideas are good, and Naomi is the perfect person to pull them off on our tight budget.”

“What if she won’t listen to me?” I asked, “You know what she’s been like lately.”

“Then make her.” her dark eyes burned as she stepped close and rested her small hand on my belt buckle. “As you made me… Sir.”

“I don’t think I can force her in quite the same way,” I grinned, slipping my own hand between her slender legs, fingers sliding up the gap between her thighs and her skirt bunches around her hips.

“You can do anything, sir… anything! Mhmm!”

I loved hearing her delicate voice rise in pitch as my rough fingers grazed her lacy panties. Her eyes flared wide when her fingers slipped down the fly of my pants and found how hard my cock was. She read the illicit desire in my eyes, and a wicked grin grew on her rosebud lips.

“Naomi is a gorgeous woman,” she purred, slipping to her knees in my office. “With breasts nearly as big as Lucia’s… and those lips of hers… I wonder what they would look like wrapped around this beautiful cock.”

As she spoke, she pulled down my zipper and slowly fished my stiffness out of my pants. When her cool fingers touched it, I drew in a deep breath of pleasure but wasn’t about to let her continue with this wicked line of talk. My head was already tied in knots about my stepmom, and I didn’t need her help to drive the desire deeper.

When the cold air kissed my cock, Izumi lips parted, and her eyes rounded in awe. As many times as she’s seen its girth and length over the last week, she was still in awe of it.

I reached down I rested a hand on the top of her head and a tremble passed through her body. Izumi’s posture changed with the gentle reminder of my dominance over her body, and I loved seeing the unabashed pleasure overcome her features.

“You will stay silent as I use your mouth, whore,” I spoke in a calm, matter-of-fact tone that made Izumi’s nails dig into my thighs where she gripped them, and her pupils dilate. “If you’re a good girl. I’ll let your tight little pussy taste my dick before I cover that pretty face in cum.”

Nodding slightly, careful not to let her pretty little mouth stray too far from the throbbing head of my dick, she implored me to use her with her eyes. Gripping the top of her head, flexing my fingers in her silky hair, I pulled her forward onto my dick.

The feeling of her soft pink lips and energetic tongue were amazing, but the sight of the adorable and brilliant woman subjugating herself to such abuse was somehow hotter. Her knees parted, and I got a peak at her lacy black panties. I encouraged her to wear underwear to the office, but only if it was of the highest quality and these were no exception.

“You may get yourself ready for my cock… nghh… I want to feel you cum on it when I fuck you,” without making a sound, other than the wetness of her lips sliding up and down my cock, Izumi drove a hand into her panties, skirt hiked up high enough to show all of her slender legs.

My cock throbbed as I watched her panties bunch around the hand, and I grinned when I saw her only briefly touch her pussy before yanking the fingers away, hips shivering. The feel of her throat massaging my cock was incredible, but I decided to take pity on the woman and pushed her head back.

“Bend over the desk.”

“Mnnnn,” the whimper escaped her throat before she could stifle it and she threw a fearful glance back at me as she bent over my desk.

“It looks like someone will spend another night on the pole,” I said with a mockingly mournful smile. “And I’ll get another evening punishing this tight little ass of yours. Now spread your pussy for me and since you’ve already broken the rule, I suppose you can speak, whore, but keep it quiet.”

“Yes, sir. Thank, you sir…. Mhhmmmm! I will be a good… girl… oh god I’m cumming on your cock, sir, cummming!”

Sliding into Izumi’s tightness was amazing, but when she came, it was euphoric. She tightened down on my cock, pussy walls shivering and body convulsing as the orgasm swept through her entire being.

Ripping my dick out of her, I nearly coated her panty and skirt covered ass in my cum, but held off for a moment as Izumi slipped off the desk on rubbery legs. Her beautiful face gazed up at me worshipfully, delicate features so innocent and wanton in their red-faced, hair mussed state.

As each line of cum landed upon it, I felt flush with power and pleasure. My toes curled, and I had to rest a hand on the desk when Izumi darted forward to suck the last of my cum from the shaft of my sensitive dick.

“Should I put a meeting with Naomi on the books?” She asked with a wicked grin, two fingers massaging my cum into the soft skin of her neck.

“You’re impossible, woman,” I laughed.

She wouldn’t leave the topic alone for the rest of the day. When I returned to the mansion after another late night in the office to find Naomi passed out in the sitting room with two empty bottles of champagne, enough Chinese delivery to feed a small army and the TV blaring, I figured it was worth at least trying what Izumi suggested.












Chapter 3











T
 urning off the TV, I cleaned up and wrapped her in a blanket. Picking her up, I carried her to her bedroom. She let out several grumbles along the way, but they were so slurred I couldn’t make them out. When I lay her on her mattress and moved to leave, a hand snaked out of the blanket wrapping her and gripped my wrist.

Turning back, I found her dark blue eyes regarding me with an intense stare. One second she gripped my wrist, then relaxed, letting go of it and rolling onto her back. Closing her eyes and twisting on her back, I couldn’t be sure if it was sleep that had her in its throes or something else. But her legs spread, knees arched, and the blanket pulled away to reveal a plethora of soft, olive-colored skin.

My mouth dried at the sight of her stretched out before me.

For one second, I thought of taking her, the desire almost a driving need that overrode my better judgement. Taking a step back, I took control of myself and left her room. I thought I heard a groan of disappointment, but that was probably my imagination, as I headed to bed and a shame filled night of dreams filled with my mom and me.

The next morning I didn’t go straight into the office, instead waiting for her to wake. I took calls in my dad’s old study, but felt strange about sitting behind his desk. I sat near the windows, and that’s where Maria found me with a cup of tea.

“You’ve been working nonstop since your father passed, sir.” She commented as she set down the saucer on the table next to me. “It’s not good for a man to be so focused without a chance for recreation and relaxation.”

“Thank you, Maria,” I said, glancing up from my laptop where I’d been reviewing notes for the upcoming meeting with potential investors. “And I wish there were time for relaxation, but there’s too much to do right now. Once things are in place, I’ll be sure to find time.”

“I only want to serve you, sir,” the older woman said, hands clasped before herself as she bowed low. “As a maid it’s my duty to ensure my master’s taken care of in every way possible.” Her large dark eyes met mine, and I saw an open invitation in them. “In every way you might desire… sir.”

I cocked an eyebrow, letting my eyes wander over her pretty but aged features, and saw her expression shift to embarrassment as she stood quickly.

“My apologies, sir. That was much too forward of me. Forgive me, sir, it’s been too many decades since my… services were needed, and I forgot myself.”

“No apologies necessary, Maria,” I replied smoothly, lifting the laptop from my lap and setting it aside. Pushing down in my chair, I reached for my belt, Maria’s dark eyes widening as she saw what I was doing and one hand fluttering up to her lips. “But if you wish to be of service, I could use those thick lips and pretty mouth of yours.”

“Yes, sir!” she breathed, falling to her knees between my legs.

“And, Maria,” I said, pausing in the act of undoing my belt, as I let her trembling fingers take over. “You can keep calling me ‘master’, I rather like the sound of it.”

“Your wish is my command, master.”

I’d always thought Maria was beautiful for an older woman. Her maid outfit did amazing things to her large soft breasts and wide flaring hips. But in all my teenage fantasies, I’d never dreamed of her like this. Seeing the woman not only eagerly submit to her master but taking immense pride in her work as her fingers drew me forth and her lips pressed to the shaft, I saw her as a more three dimensional being. There were hidden layers to her, and to everyone, that could remain hidden, even when living in close proximity.

“Pitote…” she breathed, entranced, as her fingers slid up my throbbing length. Then catching herself she blushed and glanced up at me, “You are so big, master… You’re a real man.”

The way she said the man was laced with so much cultural meaning most of it went over my head, but the look of genuine desire that swept over her face as she pressed my cock against it was plain to see. Breathing in deep, Maria’s fingers pressed it against her cheeks in a way no woman had before.

I watched in awe as she took her time, peppering gentle kisses all around the underside until she got to the head. Then, like a woman dying of thirst and told she could suck to get water, she latched her thick lips on my cock and sucked, hard.

“Jesus,” I moaned in pleasure, which only made Maria suck all the harder. Her eyes locked on my face as pleasure washed over it.

She sucked on the head, tongue rolling around the underside. I could feel her hesitation as my thickness stretched her lips wide. The head alone filled her mouth, and she tensed for a moment when I slid my hand over and slipped my fingers into her thick, dark hair. The maid’s hair wasn’t as silky smooth as Izumi’s, but there was an added eroticism about forcing my big dick down the older woman’s throat. The feeling of her relaxing into my pressure, and the sight of her nipples hardening, confirmed it for me, and I knew I had another submissive slut for my personal use.

“That feels… so fucking good,” I husked out, and Maria groaned in pleasure, her eyelids fluttering as she swallowed, tonsils milking my cock.

When I let her pull back up, saliva dripping from her thick lips, she flashed a pleased grin.

“Are you relaxed, master?”

“I am,” I said, resting my head back and letting her go to work with a happy mewl of pride.

Slipping the hand that had guided her head down, I slipped it into the top of her uniform. The stiff, lacy material pressed against my hand as I gripped her large, soft breasts. When I rolled the nipple between my fingers and pinched it hard, Maria sucked me harder, driving forward to take half my cock down her throat.

Ten minutes later, hand working my shaft before her puffed out lips, and slobbering mouth, I flooded Maria’s throat with a massive load of cum. The maid swallowed ever drop down. Taking care to lick my cock clean and buttoned me back up before she rose and performed a perfect curtsy.

“If that will be all, master. I will see to the washing.”

“Thank you, Maria,” I said. “That will be all.”

A minute after Maria departed the study, there came a light tap on the door and I called for them to enter. I was surprised to see my stepmom enter, for it was still hours before she was normally awake. Her cheeks were a faint shade of pink and I couldn’t tell if it was from the drink before, of it she’d overheard Maria and me.

Rising, I pulled out the chair next to mine, a thing I hadn’t thought of doing for Maria, and she accepted it with a graceful nod of her head. As I took my seat and a sip of tea, I regarded Naomi. She was dressed in loose flowing pants and a matching top, stylish but tasteful, and her hair had been washed and combed.

On top of that, she’d applied makeup to her eyes and lips. No longer a shadow of her former beauty, but looking nearly as good as she had before my father fell ill.

“I heard you would like to speak with me.” Naomi’s voice is smooth as silk, and she has the power to charm a stone when she wants to with it, but all affectation was gone from her. “And I’ve come to present myself.”

Her choice of wording was odd, and I found myself frowning.

“It’s a damn better sight than I’ve had from you in a couple weeks.” Her cheeks colored further, but instead of snapping back at me like I feared, she ducked her head in acknowledgment. “Keep making an effort. I prefer this version of my mom, to the weeping, drunken mess you’ve been.”

“As you wish… Matthew.” Her eyes met mine for a brief second and what I saw there set my heart thumping. But then she glanced down to her clasped hands again.

“Izumi tells me you once had a marketing company.”

She blinked in surprise at that and glanced up, nodding. “Before I met your father… I started it with a friend… why?”

“You know I’ve taken over the business, yes?” She nodded as I rose, still frowning in curiosity as I opened the laptop and set in on a table so she could see the screen. If still felt odd to be having a conversation with my stepmom in the same room, not minutes after our household maid had given me a blowjob, but I was learning you create the reality you want to live in when you’re a man of will.

“Well, our budget is nonexistent, but we still need to promote the idea of grand prix to an American audience and create a market for supercars that aren’t made in Europe.”

Her frown deepened as she glanced over my notes, and I saw the gears spinning behind those dark blue eyes.

“This is an ambitious plan… and you say there’s no budget?”

“Popsicle sticks and glue is all we have to build an empire,” I said. “What do you say, want to help your son out?”

“Are you asking for my help?” She said, with a raised eyebrow, “Or begging?”

“I’ll never beg,” I said, my words harsher than I meant them to be, but they drew a smile onto Naomi’s luscious lips, the first genuine one I’d seen from her in months.

“Good boy… Now, where to begin.”

“I was thinking-.” I began, but she cut me off with a wave of her hand, taking my laptop as she rose and began to pace.

“Yes, I see here, and some of its decent. Getting influencers to mention it on social media… that’s relatively cheap and probably has better reach than most analogue routes. Hmm… this is an interesting problem. Let me puzzle on it.”

Leaving the house, I felt great about the day so far. Passing Maria on my way out, the maid offered me a deep curtsey, and I couldn’t wait till I got to sample her talented mouth again the next morning.












Chapter 4











A
 rriving at the office late, there was a pile of work waiting for me, and I dug into it with a renewed sense of energy. Izumi and I went to dinner with Lucia and filled her in on our plans.

She was excited when I told her about including Naomi in our marketing meetings, and couldn’t wait to see what my mom had planned. We ate a big Italian dinner at a restaurant, then made our way back to Lucia’s house to enjoy little Izumi for dessert.

I was exhausted and returned around midnight, leaving my happy slave in the older woman’s care for the night. I found my bed turned down and a glass of water waiting for me, and figured Maria had stayed late, but when I crawled into bed, I found a note on my pillow. My mom has sketched out a half dozen ideas, all revolving around the use of a production company. I couldn’t wrap my head around it and resolved to have her in the office the next day to detail her idea.

Waking up to the luxurious feeling of a warm mouth wrapped around my morning wood is a delight every man should experience at least once in their life. When that mouth is the purring warmth of your maid, it’s even sweeter.

Maria wouldn’t be rushed as I lay in bed, waking from blissful dreams. Her uniform had been removed and hung from a hanger beside my bed. She crouched beneath my blankets in only her shift, heavy breasts pressed around her face as she hoovered my cock up and down.

“Swallow it down,” I ordered, as my balls churned and the cum bubbled out of my dick. And she was all too eager to lap down ever last drop before slipping from beneath my sheets and pulling on her uniform.

“An electrician is coming today to see about the problem with the lights in the garage,” she said, only the rosy color of her cheeks breaking the image of the perfect maid as she pulled my sheets aside for me to rise from bed. “I’ll have the cars moved to the back lot and covered.”

“Thank you,” I said, nodding as I moved to the bathroom. “Make sure the Datsun is pulled out for me this morning. I’ll drive it into work.”

“Yes, master,” she breathed, dropping into a curtsey that pulled my eyes to the heavy roundness of her breasts. “Will there be anything else you require… while I’m here?”

She obviously meant while she was bending low, and my cock was hardening once more as I stared into the shadowed valley between her tits. But I had too much to do, and Izumi waiting for me at the office so I waved her off.

“Not this morning, Maria, but thank you. I’ll be sure to avail myself of your full menu of services in the near future.”

“I’m at your service, master.”

There was no artifice or sly regard when she spoke the words, and I was shocked at how easily she fell into the role of the dutiful maid with me. It wasn’t only that she’d been primed for it. I sensed my own comportment these last couple weeks had done as much to pave the way.

Confidence is king, I reminded myself, and most people, especially certain women, hunger for a strong leader.

I filed the information away as Izumi and I made our final preparations for the meeting in Silicon Valley. When Naomi arrived for her meeting, we’d put the final touches on the presentation I would make and were sitting at my desk eating Thai food.

My mom swept into the dim offices, awash in bright colors. Her outfit was loose and flowing, more at home on the desert plains than in grungy Detroit, and I knew she loved the attention it commanded. When I looked up and felt my butterflies dance in my belly as our eyes met, I saw her frown when she saw how close Izumi and I were sitting.

“We have a meeting scheduled, no?” The anger in her tone was plain, but I ignored it as I leaned back in my chair and motioned to an empty seat.

“You’re early. We were just finishing up lunch. Have a seat and wait.”

Her lips pressed together in a firm line when Izumi looked up at her, curious how she would respond, and for a second, I thought she was going to explode on me, but she took her seat and folded her hand around the folder she carried.

I took a forkful of pad-Thai and tried putting her out of my mind. It was impossible as she sat there looking impossibly gorgeous, so I brought up the meeting for the tenth time.

“Everything we’ve learned says Everett will be the main person to sway. But what about this Connor Whitaker?”

“Not much is known about him since he took over his father’s empire,” Izumi spoke with her usual confidence as she rattled off details about the man’s known holdings and wealth. “Whitaker Industries is privately held and more secretive than the NSA. I haven’t been able to find out much, other than it seems they’ve made a move into manufacturing spaces and mineral acquisition of late.”

“It would be nice to know who of these two were the more serious,” I mused. “I’d hate to get into business with a man who sees a toy project he’ll abandon when things get tough or he gets bored.”

“Do you have photos of them?” My stepmom asked.

“Here,” Izumi said, opening her computer and pulling up a photo of each.

Mom leaned forward and clicked through the half dozen or so Izumi had gathered and nodded, sitting back in her seat with a satisfied expression.

“The one in silks, Everett?” Izumi nodded. “He’s not a serious man, but the other one. He’s one you can trust.”

“How do you know?” I asked, and moms satisfied smile never wavered.

“Look at their assistants.”

Izumi pulled up the photos of each man walking and talking with a woman at their side, taking notes. Everett had a beautiful young blonde, her skirt so short and tight it was a wonder her ass wasn’t hanging out and breast so over-inflated they looked ready to pop. Connor had a beautiful assistant as well, but the woman was a good decade older and tastefully dressed.

“You got that much from so little?” I asked, skeptical.

“Trust me,” she nodded. “I know men.”

I glanced at Izumi and saw her fuming, then realized my stepmom had just made a subtle dig at my own young assistant.

“What have you brought for us?” I asked, deflecting the women’s emotions and my own.

I wasn’t sure what to make of Naomi. My stepmom usually got along with the women in my father’s offices, and this felt out of character. Until I recognized that she was still upset and grieving. The emotions were simply finding another route out. I needed to think on a way to direct them in another, hopefully healthier way.

“This might seem counter-intuitive,” Naomi said, pulling two sheets from her folder and laying them out on the desk. “But the best way to get fans and sponsors, is to promote the other cars, manufacturers and drivers.”

“That doesn’t make any sense,” Izumi grumbled, crossing her arms.

“Which sports have the most compelling storylines and athletes? Basketball, baseball… Football’s more popular but other than a few superstars no one knows the players. Do you know why that is?”

“Helmets?” I asked and felt a thrill of pleasure when my mom’s eyes brightened.

“Exactly! I knew you’d see it straight off, Matt. You were always quicker than your father with this stuff. I incorporated your idea of social media, only lengthened the format.” She pointed to one of the papers where items and roles were listed. “The cheapest content is reality based. With a camera person and a producer stationed with each team we would have insight race fans could only dream of.”

“How would you get the teams to OK that?” I asked. “I can’t see them letting a film crew into the pits on race day.”

“That’s the trick,” my stepmom said, really into it now as she sat forward, pointing at her brainstorm of production ideas. “We don’t make it about the racing, we make it about the people. These drivers live behind a helmet, or a couple of sound bites to their fans. I know, I tried looking them up and found the same corporate drivel on each. Most have anodyne social media presences and little fan outreach beyond their sponsors. Let’s show who they are, and then people will care more about the races.”

Izumi looked over at me with a question in her eyes and I pulled the two sheets of paper over and scanned them in detail.

“It’s a good plan,” I said, Naomi flashing Izumi a prideful grin. “But this part about giving away the content… We aren’t doing that.”

“But that’s necessary to get the teams and the racing federation onboard,” Naomi said stubbornly. “Without the rights to their content and final cut, they won’t agree to the level of access this will take. At least, not in the time frame you need it. We could do it without at this budge but… it would take years to get everyone to speak with the level of candor that reads as authenticity on social.”

“That isn’t my objection,” I said, making a notation on her sheet and handing it back. “It’s with the release schedule. Social will work, or not work with a few dozen minutes of content. You’ve outlined dumping hours. I say keep the extra content and let the federation and teams sell it to a streaming service. They’re always looking for new content, right?”

“Brilliant,” Naomi breathed as she took the paper back and scanned my notes. “If we have anything go viral, then we’re guaranteed offers from at least one, and even if nothing goes viral, we can direct the producers accordingly.” She glanced up at me hopefully. “You like the idea then?”

“I love it,” I said. “We’ll have to get you entered into the system… it might be strange having my mom as an employee. That is if you’re ok working under me?”

“I think I’ll manage.” she grinned.

“Then you should begin immediately. You and Izumi will be working closely on the budget and schedule, to make sure it falls in line with everything else we’re planning.”

“Ok,” she said, her eyes cutting over to Izumi as she shifted uneasily in her seat.

It was clear she assumed she’d be in a more senior role, but I had to keep a firm grip on my emotions as I mixed business and family. Things were already convoluted enough in my head and heart. I couldn’t afford to make a misstep, and my stepmom was still in a delicate place. The current responsibility and task seemed to have given her purpose, but I hesitated to weigh her down with too much, too soon.












Chapter 5











M
 om’s newfound even-keel didn’t last long. An hour later my concentration was broken as her voice rose shrill and piercing. Her yells, as she raged at Izumi about something having to do with camera equipment. And the younger woman’s cheapness, put a smile on my face and it almost felt like things were back to normal.

A second later her voice died down, the flash of anger burned off and her attention on something else. Wishing Izumi luck with the work, I went back to the laborious task of double-checking engineering drawings.

That afternoon I got a heads up that the Big Three were making their announcement that evening. Selina, one of the twins, called the office and asked if I could meet her and her sister for lunch. I was busy, but the twins were powerful information sources for the goings on in Detroit, and I couldn’t afford to ignore them.

Izumi and my stepmom were deep in the midst of their planning, and I left them to it and climbed into my Datsun. American Made is what we’re known for, but the reason I love these people more than any in the world, is they appreciate a well-built machine no matter where it comes from.

Wherever I went, I’d get looks in the ‘Z’. With the Flowmasters and all the work I’ve done to her over the years, she sounds like a purring puma when idling and a roaring lion when I hit the gas. I turned heads as I pulled into the restaurant’s parking lot, mostly annoyed frowns at the noise but a few appreciative glances as well.

Alfonso’s is one of the most upscale restaurants in the city, and I sensed an added energy to the conversation as the hostess lead me to our table. No one took notice of me as I wound my way through the packed house, and it irked.

I was getting a taste of power, and I found it to my liking. More than that, I wanted to be acknowledged for what we were building.


Patience,
 I warned myself, you must build something before you can expect any recognition.


The twins were already seated, pressed close together on the bench seat against a wall. They looked uncomfortable, with stiff backs and plastic smiles stretching across their faces, as an overweight man with a bristling white mustache held forth. When they spotted the hostess leading me over, their expression brightened noticeably. The man turned to regard me, and his jovial mood faltered when I strode up and he was forced to crane his neck to meet my eyes.

“Have a good evening, Mr. Gelson. It appears our date has arrived,” the twin on the left said. I thought she was Selina, but the pair were identical, and I’d only met them once, making it hard to tell them apart.

“Evening, young man,” the portly Mr. Gelson said, sticking his hand out to me. “You’re a lucky fellow to be sharing a meal with these two lovely creatures. I’m Harol Gelson.”

I recognized the name, of course. Everyone in Detroit knew the man who ran the business arm of the biggest truck manufacturer in the world. Harol Gelson had worked his way up through the company over decades, and was emblematic of the calcified, archaic way of thinking that was ruining American manufacturing.

Taking his hand, I let him feel the grip I’d built up over a decade on the carting circuit and saw the skin tightening around the corners of his eyes when his pudgy hand crumpled beneath mine. Something about his beady black eyes and the proprietary air he exuded over the twins rubbed me the wrong way.

“Nice to meet you, Harol. I’m Matthew Dalton,” I saw recognition dawn in his eyes and felt a small measure of satisfaction when his gaze sharpened.

“You’ve been making waves lately, boy, eh? Talk in the halls is all about your little outfit, and the calls you’re making to our suppliers… What are you working on over there, eh?”

“Only making sure we can survive the coming storm,” I said with a shrug, giving away nothing.

“Hmm,” he glanced at the twins, and his expression soured further as he stepped away. “If I was a betting man, I’d say you’re making a big move.”

“A small outfit like ours?” I said, letting a sly smile form on my lips. “We can barely afford to keep the lights on.”

“True,” he said with a laugh, but as he dipped his head and slipped back through the restaurant, his eyes narrowed in suspicion.

“If you are making a move that was a stupid one,” Selina on the left said with a shake of her head. “Harol is bitter about the merger and petty enough to cause trouble for you.”

“Maybe twenty years ago,” I said, taking my seat. “But Harol Gelson is a symbol of what’s wrong with the industry today. When he learns what I’m up to,” both twins raised their eyebrows as one, their lips quirking in eager grins. “And you’ll both make sure he does. He’s positioned high enough they’ll listen to him, but by opposing what I do, he’ll cast Dalton as the young, disruptive upstart.”

“This is your shot across their bow?” The twin on the right asked. “What is it you’re planning? We’re dying to know.”

“First, tell me what you know about the merger, and I’ll tell you everything.”

I didn’t plan on telling the twins everything, obviously. My dad had spoken highly of them. Of their knowledge and connections in the industry. But I’d only met the pair recently, at the funeral, and couldn’t trust them completely.

They were both adorable, with small, upturned noses and rosebud shaped lips. Their bright blonde hair was cut into matching bobs, with bangs that swooped across their faces. They weren’t as elegant and exotically beautiful as my stepmom or Izumi, but they would have been the cutest girls in their school.

Adding the fact that they were twins and used the fact and its power over men to their advantage, they were a significant pair throughout the industry. I’d done my research on them before arriving at the restaurant and found ample hints to suggest they’d been behind most of the major moves over the last decade.

Selina did most of the talking, describing the big picture negotiations that had taken place of the last two weeks, and those in the room. Leigh interjected with technical details and seemed to have a handle on the numbers.

I peppered them with questions, probing for more info, but mostly I wanted to know if they were holding anything back or trying to guide me towards a conclusion. Neither did, though Leigh noticed what I was doing and gave me a kick under the table.

“Don’t fuck with us Matt, we don’t come to you with hat in hand, giving you all of this info without an expectation of trust,” she said, and her sister catching on to my strategy frowned.

“We’ve told you everything we know, details you won’t find in any article or newsletter. What’s the deal with you securing a tire contract? What does Dalton Industries, need with a year’s worth of slicks?”

“That name won’t last much longer,” I said, making sure no one was close enough to overhear. “It will be Dalton Racing for a year, and then I’ll spin off the main arm once I’ve secured all the contracts and solve the last couple problems.”

They stared at one another and I saw twin smiles of excitement flash across their faces. Then Selina glanced at me and frowned.

“Wait, are you thinking of stock cars?”

“No,” I grinned sitting back in my chair, “We’re going across the pond to spank Frezzazzi with their own power units.”

Their smiles grew when I said we were going across the pond, then their eyes widened as one and they looked at each other again.

“Frezzazzi?” Selina asked.

“Then he’s going all in with Grand Prix,” Leigh answered.

“And thinks he can get Frezzazzi to hand over power units to an upstart American.”

“He’s stupid.”

“Does he think he’s the next Shelby?”

“Insane.”

“But if it works…”

“A new standard in American muscle.”

“A market of hungry customers, tired of imports…”

“Brilliant.”

They spoke rapid fire, finishing each other’s sentences, their thoughts in sync as they skipped ahead. Turning as one, I felt the full brunt of their combined charms as they smiled sweetly, arms doing something so their firm little breasts mushed together, looking twice as big. Leaning forward, I was suddenly drowning in their light green eyes.

“What’s it going to take to get in early on this,” Selina purred, a slender foot sliding up my calf, nearly making me jump.

“Cuz sink or swim,” Leigh purred in the same tone, another foot sliding up my other leg, “This is going to be the craziest thing to happen since DeLorean.”

“And we’re the biggest Grand Prix fans in the world.”

“Are you?” I asked, fighting the effect of the twins’ combined charms as best I could. “What do you know about manufacturing facilities and engineering teams?”

“If we don’t know it-.”

“It isn’t worth knowing.” Selina winked, their feet leaving my legs as one as they sat back and let the server clear the appetizer and set down their dishes.

“I have a facility,” I said, once the server had left earshot. “But I need it spun up into a working manufacturer. I need engineers and a skilled pit crew, and above all a team-lead that knows their shit. Because we only get one chance at this, and if we fail, it will be decades before we get another one.”

The twins looked at one another again and it seemed to me they were communicating with one another every time they did that. This time they stared for several seconds before nodding firmly and looking back at me.

“We can recommend a few team-leads, but as for the build facility and engineering team, we’d like to take point on those.” Selina said.

“That’s a tremendous amount of responsibility to place in two women I barely know,” I said, wary of agreeing to anything when their charms were making my thoughts so fuzzy.

“Then get to know us better,” Selina grinned.

“We promise not to bite,” Leigh said with a wink. “Much.”

“Why should I trust you two?” I asked, keeping the amusement from my face and using the stern voice that made Izumi said made her squirm.

“Because I have a masters in electrical engineering, and an MBA, and my sister has a doctorate in Mechanical design,” Selina said without hesitation.

“We’ve followed the sport since we were girls and Schumaker gave our dad a signed jersey. Ever since then-.”

“It’s been our dream to be involved in any way we can. Our company’s motto is-.”

“Push the pack.” Selina finished for her sister. “All the deals we make, are to try and get Detroit to care about racing again. But all we’ve met are people who want to kill the GTO.”

“Your dad was different… but nowhere near as…”

“Ambitious.”

“You would have to come work for me,” I said, not ready to give in but compelled by their enthusiasm. “Investors won’t like if those tasks are contracted out, even if it’s the same company.”

“We can do that,” they said in unison, and I felt a shiver run down my spine when their grins returned, twin suns beaming bright grins at me and thrusting firm breasts forward.

“And I’ll need Izumi to kick the tires on your resumes.”

“She can look through our books too if that helps,” Leigh said, then blushed when Selina looked over at her.

“You’re serious,” I said, knowing how much trust it would take to open my own books to someone who could become competition.

“We are,” Selina said with a firm nod. “Whatever it takes.”

“Alright then,” I said, holding out my hand. “It’s a deal.”












Chapter 6











T
 he twins could barely contain their excitement as they shook my hand. Selina pumped it with so much enthusiasm the table shook, glasses and silverware rattling. While Leigh’s grip was delicate and lady-like.

“This calls for a celebration,” Selina said, calling over the server.

“I’m afraid I can’t join,” I said, my heart sinking as I was confronted by my youth and its limitations once more.

“Nonsense,” Leigh grinned, “Sel’s got you covered.”

Cocking an eyebrow at the bubbly blonde, she threw me a wink as the server approached.

“Is Tommy’s Speakeasy still running downstairs?” Selina asked the server, as the young woman bent down to listen. Slipping a folded bill into the woman’s pocket as she asked, the girl gave a small grin.

“I’m not sure what you’re talking about, ma’am,” the server winked and continued. “But the green door’s unlocked, and the dice are rolling.”

“Perfect, thank you, love.” Selina grinned and stood, pulling me to my feet behind her. “You’ll see that our bill is transferred?”

“Yes, ma’am,” the server said before slipping away into the crowd.

I wanted to ask a dozen questions, but played it cool as Selina wound her way through the bar. She wore a white dress that hung to the floor, slitted up the sides and revealing her back. Her sister wore the same dress but in black and I couldn’t say who looked better.

Selina took us into the short hall where the restroom was and out an emergency exit. For a second, I feared the fire alarm would blare, but then remembered most of these old buildings had never been to code.

The alleyway outside smelled of refuse and trash, and I made sure not to look when I stepped into something squishy. Leigh grabbed my coat from behind and pressed herself to my back, whispering that she didn’t want to lose us in the dark. The feel of her slender, firm body against me was almost enough distraction for me to lose her sister as Selina darted around the corner.

The alleyway snaked back and forth between two buildings before wrapping back around. Finally, Selina slowed, and smiled back at us, reflecting the moon’s light on her white teeth, as she stopped before a green door.

“Are you ready to enter a new world, Matt?”

“What kind of world?”

Her grin widened and her eyebrows waggled as she slipped her arm in mine, her sister moving up to my other side.

“A world that believes laws are guidelines and best ignored. A world where a man can take anything he wants… But he better be able to keep it.”

“Is this some a test of some kind?” I asked and felt both women tense ever so slightly, and my suspicions were confirmed.

“Life is a test,” Leigh said, “But sure… if you want to think of it that way. It’s more Pass/Fail though.”

“And if I pass… you’ll work with me?”

“We’ve already agreed to that,” Selina purred. “Just think of this as a good time, where Leigh and I get to see what you’re made of.”

“Women are strange,” I murmured to myself and chuckled when the twins fisted me in either side at the same time.

Knocking, I wasn’t surprised when a narrow slot of darkness appeared at eye level in the green door. I was surprised when the twin barrels of a shotgun shoved through the opening straight into my face. Selina and Leigh both gripped my arm in involuntary surprise and fear, and I wanted to piss myself as I stared into twin black circles of death, but froze instead.

“Piss off fuck-stick. You ain’t connected, so get the fuck gone.”

The voice was rough and deeper than any voice should be. It also sounded like it was coming from a foot above my head. But the most terrifying thing about it was the boredom, as if the man who owned that voice would just as easily blow my head off as smash an ant.

Selina stirred to speak, but I felt her hesitate. My own fear was paralyzing, but I’d learned with Izumi and Lucia that a bold man can get away with much, and if you’re both bold and brave, the world can be yours.

Drawing in a slow, calming breath I felt a smile form on my lips, from where I couldn’t say, “I could steal a bottle and take it back to my hotel room, but I wanted to show my dates here a good time. You gonna let me and the twins come in, or should I head down to the bodega?”

“Huh, you got stones kid,” the man said, the boredom shifting into mild amusement as he pulled back the shotgun and I heard a click and rattle come from the other side of the door. “You’d have been safer walkin away, but you wanna spend your money here, be my guest.”

When he pulled the green door open, I felt a shiver run down my spine as I took in the enormous man. Easily seven feet tall and wider across than any human I’d ever seen, he was covered in layer upon layer of muscle. The only thing more terrifying than the doorman’s size was his brutal face. It looked like he’d gotten in a weekly fight with a boulder and rarely won.

Selina and Leigh gripped my arm tighter as we passed beneath the man’s cold stare, and I felt a shiver pass through them. I knew they were afraid. I could practically smell it rolling off them, and wondered why they wanted to bring me into this dim, dingy, mold-smelling speak-easy, then I caught the excitement in each’s eyes, reflected in the bright glow of a neon-sign.

The twins were getting turned on by their fear.

I should have been disturbed, but I found it oddly arousing. My blood began pumping as we walked down a short set of stairs, Selina leading the way. The smell of cigarette and other smokes mingles together, stinging my nostrils, and the sound of clinking glasses and many conversations grew louder until we stepped into the bar proper.












Chapter 7











T
 he room was long and narrow. The bar stood against one wall with two young women behind it in revealing clothing serving drinks to a couple of men sitting on the bar’s stools. The rest of the ‘customers’ sat on leather couches or chairs around the room.

All types filled the bar, from Italian gangsters in their silk suits, sipping wine, to gold chained thugs smoking blunts. The sweet and skunky aroma of their cannabis mingled with that of cigars and cigarettes. It was odd to see people smoking indoors again, but thankfully the ventilation was good.

Several heads turned to regard us as we entered, and I caught the men taking in the twins on either arm with avarice until their gazes shifted to me. Their speculative frowns only fueled me as I strode forward with an arm around Selina and Leigh’s waists.


Fake it until you make it,
 I thought to myself.

Knowing that if I couldn’t in this place, death was a realistic outcome for me, and I didn’t want to consider what might happen to the twins. I should have been furious with them for dragging me into a situation like this, but I felt more alive than I had in weeks.

We passed several conversations in full swing, but one in particular caught my attention, though I tried not to eavesdrop. Three men were discussing a deal involving hundreds of pounds of drugs, and their raised voices were drawing attention from all around.

When one man stood up angrily and looked like he was going to punch another man, a shadowy figure stepped away from the wall and I became aware of massive security guards positioned around the narrow hall. The guard wasn’t as big as the doorman, but held a shotgun easily in one hand. All it took was that subtle reminder, and the shouting fellow dropped back in his chair, moderating his tone as he continued to argue.

“Would they have shot him?” I asked Selina, but the blonde twin shrugged.

“I don’t know, we’ve never been let in before.”

“You haven’t?!” I hissed, only to have the twin’s giggle.

“No one’s ever brave enough to bring us in,” Leigh said, her bright blue eyes darting all around as she took everything in.

“And we aren’t stupid enough to come in alone.” Selina finished for her sister as we approached the bar.

“Aren’t you a delicious pair of treats,” the tattooed bartender said to the twins. She didn’t pay me much attention as she leaned forward, thrusting her large fake tits out. “What can I get you to drink, darling?”

“I’ll have a vodka cran, and another for my sister,” Selina beamed, preening under the woman’s obvious regard.

“And for you?” She asked me, never taking her eyes off Selina as the tiny blonde pulled a stool up right next to me.

“I’ll take a jack and coke,” I said, not sure what to order at my first bar.

When the bartender started pulling down glasses and making the drink, I frowned down at Selina.

“Why wouldn’t you and your sister be safe here alone?”

“I don’t know if you’ve noticed,” she said with a wink, “but my sister and I are identical twins and there are men, women too. Who’re willing to do terrible things for the prize we could claim at auction.”

“Auction?”

“There’s a darker side to the sex industry,” Leigh said with a sour frown. “Debt slaves, young girls, college coeds stolen from their dorm rooms… We want to be where the action is, where all the dangerous shit we read about and watched in movies as girls is. We don’t want to end up chained up in some freak’s basement.”

“Noted,” I said, earning myself an elbow to the ribs from Leigh, but her sour face melted into a grin when I smiled.

“She said in a freak’s basement,” Selina said, reaching up and running her fingers down the lapel of my jacket. “Not a beautiful, confident, young man.”

“Then, I don’t have to return the chains?” I asked.

“If I know Izumi you better not,” Selina / Leigh throwing her head back and barking a loud laugh.

“What do you know about Izumi?” I asked, accepting my drink when the bartender set it down. Plucking free the cocktail straws, I took a small sip. The whiskey was strong, but its edge was smoothed out by the sweet soda, and I found I liked it a lot. Mild warning bells went off, and I knew I’d better take it slow, because it was going down easily.

“Who do you think introduced her to your father?” Leigh asked. “We’ve known her since college.”

Someone stepped up behind me, and a hand fell onto Selina’s shoulder.

“Looks like you two should be in college still, beautiful. Beautiful!”

The speaker was a slick-looking man in a silk suit. His hair was oiled back, and he wore a slender mustache that looked like a worm wriggling on his lips as he grinned at the twins. His hand slid down Selina’s shoulder and he gripped her arm, pinching the flesh like a rancher checking a side of beef, his eyes traveling the length of them.

The twins pressed themselves against my sides and I could feel the revulsion sweep through them as the man ogled them. Under the thin layer of fear was throbbing excitement, evident by their swollen pupils and hard little nipples.

“Can I help you?” I asked, drawing the man’s black eyes to mine. His oily smile slipped when he took in my height and shoulders, then came back with a vengeance when he saw my youth.

“Boy, I think its I who can help you,” smiling conspiratorially, he stepped forward and spoke quietly. “I’ll give you two million for the pair. Cash in hand when you leave here. No questions asked. You game?”

“I’m not interested.” shaking my head I realized my error instantly. Instead of getting angry, or cajoling, the man’s eyes went cold and flat and I saw murder enter his demeanor. It felt like cold water ran down my spine as his lips quirked into a half grin and he nodded his head at me.

“A man’s mind is made up, that’s how it is… Ladies.” his gaze lingered on the twins as he licked his lips. “I’ll see you all outside.”

With a final wink, he turned and sauntered towards the exit. Flicking his wrist at a couch, four lumbering men rose and followed him out, each of them casting dangerous glares back at me and the twins.

“Jesus, Matt,” Leigh breathed, her breathing rapid and nails digging into my arm. “What are we going to do?”

I didn’t fail to notice the glance the twins shared, full of fear and excitement all wrapped in one.

These women are insane, I thought to myself, and they want to see me dead!

Mind spinning, I tried to ignore the anger bubbling up in me. In the twins who’d gotten me into this situation, at the man for his evil ways, but mostly at myself for failing to read the situation. Refusing to dwell on the fallout, I looked around the bar but only few people had been paying attention to our little drama.

Most glanced away, but an older gentleman sitting in a leather-backed chair smiled affably at us and raised his glass. I raised mine in return, and he waved us over. I glanced at the twins who shrugged, and we made our way over, taking our drinks with us.

“Just when I think I know everyone in here, a new face presents itself,” the old man said, lifting his drink in salute to me. “I’m Hiram Herzog, and you are?”

“Matthew Dalton,” I said, and motioned to the twins, “This is Selina and Leigh.”

“Pleasure.” he nodded to them, then turned a curious frown on me. “You wouldn’t be related to that, Dalton, would you? The one who passed recently?”

“He was my father.”

“I’m sorry for your loss,” he said with a sad frown. “I didn’t know him well, but he died too soon… They all do.”

“Thank you.” after that we sat in silence for a long moment, each thinking our own thoughts. “What line of work are you in, sir?”

“Hiram, please. I used to be an accountant, but I’m retired now.”

“Congratulations,” Selina said. “Are you enjoying it?”

“No,” Hiram said with a sour frown. “That’s why I come here. I’m bored out of my mind at home and if I have to listen to my wife’s nattering about the garden one more time…” Selina and Leigh laughed at that, as he turned his razor-sharp gaze on me. “And what about yourself? How does a young man who makes dangerous enemies spend his time?”

“Matt’s going to remake the American car industry,” Leigh said with more confidence than I felt.

“Now there’s an ambition.” the old man seemed to come alive at the prospect of such an endeavor. “Manufacturing spaces, or through imports?”

“Manufacturing,” I said.

“How will your sales model deal with the dealership monopoly?”

“I’m… not sure,” I said, having only given the problem a passing thought but knowing it might become an issue.

Shifting in my seat, Hiram peppered me with a dozen questions, each more insightful and pointed than the last. In five minutes, he’d picked apart my entire business plan and strategy.

“An ambitious plan.” the man nodded, now sitting forward in his seat, drink rattling in his hand as he gesticulated. “And nearly impossible to pull off before today. You saw the announcement this evening, I presume?”

“We didn’t watch it,” Selina said. “But we’ve been aware it was going to happen for months.”

“You didn’t miss much,” Hiram said. “But the markets are going to be in a dip tomorrow and there are a lot of nervous heads laying down in Detroit tonight.”

“They won’t be nervous for long,” I said. “If things work out, we’ll be able to hire for the production floor in a few months.” He raised an inquisitive eyebrow at that. But I demurred. “Some things still need the details ironed out before I tell anyone about it.”

“The property fronting the freeway?” The old man asked, waggling a single white eyebrow at me when my jaw dropped in shock.

“How did you…?”

“I hear things,” he said with a humble shrug, and signaled the bartender to close him out. “A piece of advice: real estate agents are notorious gossips, have an assistant scout properties for you.”

He went to rise but his arm shook and nearly dropped back onto his ass, but I rose smoothly and guided him up. Making it look like I was shaking his hand again when I saw the man’s face tighten.

“It was a pleasure meeting you, sir.” I said, as he stood.

“And you, young man,” his pale blue eyes sharp as daggers as he peered up at me. “Would you walk an old man to his car? It can be dangerous in that alley.”


“Matt, no!”
 Selina hissed, shaking her head hard. When I shot the twins a hard silencing look, Leigh’s teeth clicked shut when she closed her mouth.

“Is there a problem?” Hiram asked.

“No, sir,” I said, my heart racing and cold sweat popping out on my skin. Then I glanced down at the twins and frowned. I didn’t want to leave them alone, but I couldn’t take them outside until I’d dealt with the man and his henchmen. That I might not return to them, or even survive, was all to present in my mind, but I couldn’t see a way around it.

“Francis will see that your dates are safe, if that’s your worry?” Hiram asked, waving a hand at one of the shadowy guards. Without hesitation the man stepped forward, massive arms crossing his chest as he stood near the couch the twins sat on. “Thank you Francis, he should only be a minute. Shall we?”
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P
 icking up a cane that rested against his leather back chair, Hiram motioned towards the stairs leading back up to the alley and I started up. With every step, it felt like I was approaching my death, and I wasn’t ready to die. I wouldn’t back down from a fight either, or drag the twins into one, or let this sweet old man wander into a trap set for me.

Pausing at the top of the stairs, I glanced up at the mountain of a man standing in the shadowed alcove. A tap on my shoulder drew my head around, and Hiram offered me his cane with a helpful grin. I took it, nodding in thanks and breathed out a long and slow, trying to calm my nerves before stepping out into the alley.

I expected a blow to fall on me any second, or the henchman to come lurching out of the shadows, but nothing happened. The moon had moved high overhead, illuminating the trash strewn alley, revealing no hidden enemies lying in wait.

“I really wish they’d clean this place up,” Hiram grumbled as he stepped up beside me. “I understand the need for set dressing, but does it have to smell so foul?”

“Attracts the rats,” I said, eyes scanning for threat in every shadow.

Hiram laughed hard at that and rested his hand on my forearm as I led him down the alley. Lights flashed in the street ahead, and I braced myself, but it was a sleek black sedan that pulled to a stop at the mouth of the alley.

“Thank you, young man.” Hiram said, when I handed him his cane and his drive came around to open the door. “It certainly was a pleasant surprise running into you this evening. I wish you luck in your endeavors and if you ever need anything, don’t hesitate to ask.”

“I wouldn’t bother a happily retired man,” I said, a smile working its way onto my lips despite the anxiety swirling in my guts. I was certain they were readying to jump me the moment Hiram drove off, and I kept glanced up and down the street warily.

“Please, it wouldn’t be a bother at all. I’ve rather enjoyed my taste of the old business that you managed to give me tonight.” He pointed up the street to an unmarked, windowless white van. His driver waved and the back doors of the van were thrown open but someone inside.

Five men lay atop one another, wiggling and twisting as they struggled to extricate themselves. It was impossible, though, as their ankles, hands, and feet were hog-tied together behind their backs. Slick hair’s clothing was obvious, and I recognized the four henchmen immediately.

“Darrel will drop them off north of Dearborn with a few bruises and a warning about what they should say to pretty girls in the club.”

“Thank you,” I said, knowing the words paled compared to the gratitude I felt.

“No need,” Hiram winked, “It was fun.”

He slipped into the back seat of his sedan, and the driver closed his door. Tipping his cap to me, the fellow drove off in the opposite direction of the white van. Glancing down, I realized I still had the man’s cane held in my fist like a fighting stick and I turned to head back into the speakeasy.

The doorman let me in without issue, offering a nod in greeting that I guessed many didn’t receive. The twins were huddled tightly together when I stepped into the bar and leaped to their feet and hurried over to me. There was genuine fear tightening the skin around their eyes, and it looked like Leigh had been chewing on her nails.

“We were so worried about you!”

“Did you see him? Are they gone?”

The twins spoke over one another, their hands plucking at my shirt and arms, while their eyes scanned me from head to toe, looking for injuries. I’d been deep in thought about what had happened and realized a frown still marred my features. When I smiled in reassurance and told them what had happened, they threw their arms around me, and I held the pair close.

I could feel the eyes of more and more men glancing over in envy as my fingers played over the twin’s slender backs and they pressed their faces into my chest.

“Are you two done with your little adventure?” I asked, and the pair nodded quickly.

“Let’s go home,” Selina husked, her slender arm cinching around my lower back as she began steering me towards the door.

“We have a pint of Haagen-Daz and a bottle of wine waiting if you want to come up,” Leigh said, her long lashes fluttering up at me.

“I could be persuaded,” I said, finding the prospect more than intriguing. “Does that mean I passed your test?”

“There are still a couple things we’d like to… sample, before we’re fully committed to the cause.” Selina said as we passed the massive door guard who tipped his cap to me.

“I thought you both wanted to work for me?”

“The question isn’t about working for
 you,” Selina said with a chuckle.

“It’s about how much work we’re willing to do.”

I raised an eyebrow at the woman but sensed they would continue to be cagey no matter how hard I pressed. Flagging down a taxi, they told him the address to their condo tower, and we were off. As we drove, the ladies pestered me for more details about my plans, and I opened up about nearly everything.

Holding back only the most vital details, I found their bright, inquisitive minds knew far more about the industry than I’d have guessed. They spoke with facility about all aspects of the design, testing and rollout of a formula one race car. By the time we were rising in their glass encased elevator, the three of us were in the middle of a hot debate over the importance of older and younger drivers.

“If you don’t have an older driver to help the younger, there’s too much competition on a team,” I argued.

“You need that competition,” Selina said.

“Without it you’ll never know the limits of your cars.” Leigh finished. “If you’re racing for top 5, then sure. But if you want podiums, you need drivers who want to bury one another racing in the same car.”

“Sounds expensive.” I grumbled, “But your arguments have merit.”

“It will be expensive,” Leigh shrugged, “But without a few wrecks you never know where the limits are.”
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T
 heir condo was a large space, furnished with postmodern couches and chairs that looked attractive but not comfortable. They entered the open kitchen, Leigh grabbing the ice cream container and three spoons and Selina, a bottle and glasses. While I wandered around the living room, scanning the photos resting on shelves.

They showed the twins at a younger age, most when they were in their teens and college years. They stood in nearly all wearing jerseys and uniforms of all types, from field hockey and basketball to the helmets of junior carting. There was also a tall, balding man in each with a big, proud smile stretching across his face.

“Your father?” I asked, pointing to a photo when Selina handed me a glass of wine.

“Yes,” she said with a sad smile. “He passed last year.”

“I’m sorry for your loss,” I said, and she gave me a pained smile I knew exactly what she was feeling and changed the subject, steering her away from the pain if she didn’t want to confront it head on. “Looks like you two were quite the athletes.”

“What do you mean ‘were’?” Leigh asked, joining us near the shelves. She glanced at the photos, and her sad smile matched that of Selina. “Dad was our biggest fan… it was hard when he passed.”

“Is this Schumacher?” I asked, pointing to another photo with the twins on either side of an older gentleman holding a golden cup aloft.

“Good eye,” Selina said, moving up to my side as she peered at the photo. “That was our freshman year of college. We were so in love with him… Poor man was too scared to take up the offer we gave him.”

I raised an eyebrow at the blonde and her grin grew lascivious.

“You two…?” I asked, my heart thudding in my chest as I contemplated what I’d been trying to ignore all evening.

“Sel and I always fall for the same man,” Leigh peered fondly at the photo and ran gentle fingers down her neck, pulling at the neckline of her top. “At first it caused a lot of problems.”

“And now?” I asked, feeling the mood in the condo shift.

“We’ve learned to share,” Selina said, heading to the kitchen to pour herself another glass of wine as I moved over to the couch.

“A lot of good it does,” Leigh said, falling onto the couch. “We’ve yet to find a man bold enough to take, what they all so obviously want.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked, her eyes rose up my body as I stood before her, but froze when they saw the lump pressed against my slacks. When they’d pressed themselves against my sides, my head had filled with wicked imaginations and my cock still hadn’t relaxed. “Boldness?”

“Mhmm,” Leigh said distractedly.

“It’s what every woman wants, sugar,” Selina said, stepping up to my side and holding up her glass. “A toast, to new adventures.”

“To getting a podium,” I said, raising my glass and turning to the more outgoing twin.

“I’ll second that, she said, taking a large sip of wine. Leigh, cat got your tongue?” Selina frowned down at her sister who was still staring at the lump in my pants. The woman’s skin was covered in a faint sheen of sweat, and her chest rose and fell rapidly.

“Not a cat,” I said, turning to Selina and loving the woman’s expression when she followed her sister’s gaze. “What do you ladies say we get this evening started?”

Selina frowned up at me, spots of red blooming in her cheeks. When I slipped a hand around to her lower back and pulled her against my side, she let out a shocked little ‘Ooh!’ then I felt her nails dig into my stomach and back as she gripped me tight. The woman’s pale blue eyes widened and softened as I tilted my head down, and I heard a gasp of desire escape her lips before their softness pressed against me.

As her soft, pink lips parted and a delicate little tongue slid along mine, I thanked god for having acted. A large part of me had been terrified and wanted to escape the condo. Being confronted with one of your heart’s desires can be a daunting prospect.

Most men freeze when given the chance to act, but I refuse to be most men.

Selina was nearly as tiny as Izumi in my arms, but unlike my submissive assistant, she wasn’t waiting for me to act. Small fingers plucked at my belt and the buttons of my shirt, and the woman let out a growl of desire as I broke our kiss.

Turning, I caught Leigh’s passion-filled eyes and reached down my free hand. The twin took it and let me haul her up against my side. The quieter twin’s kiss was even more passionate than her sister. And strong fingers slipped into my hair, pulling me down as her tongue darted into my mouth. Hungry kisses stole my breath away and I let my hands slip down and grip two firm little asses.

“Jesus Christ,” Selina breathed, her hand having slipped down my slacks and her cool fingers slid down the length of my stiffness, delicately tracing it down to the fat head that pressed against my slacks. “Mhmm it’s girthy too, Leigh.”

“We’ve always wanted to try a girthy cock,” the twin laughed, breaking off our kiss as she gazed down. The root of my dick was visible as her sister began hauling down my pants, and she tried slipping down to join her kneeling twin, but my firm grip on her ass halted her.

Releasing Selina, I felt a cool draft on my ass as she pulled my slacks and boxers down. The twin let out another gasp of surprise when my cock sprang into sight, but her sister was moaning as my lips trailed fiery kisses down her neck.

I couldn’t take my hands off Leigh’s incredible little body. Sliding my hands up her slender legs, I pulled the tight dress up over her ass. The twin wore a black thong that revealed the tiny half-moons of her pert little ass. Her fingers slipped into my hair, nails digging into my scalp as she let out a hiss of pleasure, my lips finding the tops of her firm little breasts.

Dragging down the top of her dress, I revealed first one puffy pink nipple, then the other. Capped in tiny, inverted nipples, Leigh let out delicate whimpers as my lips teased them to firm little points. Then it was my turn to gasp as cool fingers slid up the length of my cock and hot lips wrapped around the tip.

Pulling away from Leigh’s heaving chest, I glanced down to take in the sight of Selina kneeling before me, lavishing attention on my throbbing cock. The wine glass sat forgotten on a side table as the cute blonde squatted before me. Her skirt was hiked up around her ass as she spread her legs, letting me see that she and her sister were wearing matching panties.

“Don’t get nervous and shy on us,” Leigh breathed in my ear, her lips and breath on the sensitive skin. “Like every other boy we’ve tried this with, ok?”

In answer, I turned and kissed her fiercely while resting my heavy hand on her sister’s head. Selina moaned against my cock as I pulled her forward gently and was happy. I didn’t force her like I had learned to with Izumi. Selina gagged with less than half my dick in her mouth and pulled back, back heaving.

The little blonde wasn’t deterred though, and dove forward again. As I forced her sister’s head to the side, her cheek pressed against mine. Leigh breathed in a hiss, and hunger washed over her face as she watched her sister sucking my cock like a madwoman. Selina’s eyes flashed open and met mine, then her sisters and I saw her delicate lips curling at the corners.

Releasing the head with an audible ‘pop’ Selina ran her dainty fingers down its length. Leaning forward, she rested it against her cheek, letting the heavy length lay across her entire face as she pressed her lips to my balls.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Leigh breathed, and after stealing a final kiss from her, I guided the shivering twin down beside her sister.

Leigh immediately pressed her smooth cheek against her twin’s and took my other ball into her hot mouth. I hissed in pleasure and both women grinned, eyes sparkling in delight to one another before they looked up to take in my expression.

For one moment I allowed myself to marvel at the situation I found myself in, then I took charge of the moment. My relationships with women might not be as extensive as some, but I’ve learned one simple truth again and again.

Women want a man to take charge with confidence and, in rare cases, dominance.

The twins didn’t want to be dominated; I could read that in them easily. What they’d never had, but always wanted, was a man who wouldn’t be overawed by the prospect of both at once and could lead them on a journey of discovery instead of someone checking off a bucket list item.
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I
 t wasn’t an easy thing to give each sister the same amount of attention and focus, but I was careful to do so. They didn’t appear to be jealous in the slightest of one another, but I didn’t want to walk into a trap if I could avoid one.

Resting my hands on their dress covered backs, I let the twins take their time in exploring my cock together. Kissing up from my balls, they sucked and licked either side of the shaft as they made their way to the tip. The occasional giggle escaped them when my throbbing cock escaped from between their lips, but the lack of contact only lasted seconds before moaning mouth returned to it.

“Lick gently… this is too fucking much,” I breathed, feeling my balls tighten as I took in the sight of the beautiful twins kneeling before me.

“Not yet, big boy,” Selina said, pulling back and releasing me, “I want to feel it on me when you cum.”

“Mhmmph,” Leigh agreed around the head of my dick.

As Selina reached behind her back and pulled the zipper on her dress, letting the garment fall off her shoulders, her sister reached up to my ass, pulling me forward. Pert little breasts clad in lacy black flashed before me, twins to the ones I’d been feasting on minutes before, and then my eyes rolled back into my head as it felt like my cock was melting down the little blonde’s throat.

“Holy shit, Leigh!” Selina hissed, and I forced myself to look down, fighting the churning in my balls, to discover Leigh's delicate little upturned nose pressed against my flesh, her throat distended as it gripped the length of me. Her blue eyes watered, but I could see the pride flash through them at her sister’s exclamation and she was grinning as she pulled back, thick ropes of saliva connecting her pink tongue and lips to my dick.

“It felt like he was fucking my throat for a second,” she breathed to her sister, before biting her bottom lips and slowly taking me back down her throat, eyes locked on my face as she did.

“Jesus… fucking… Christ,” I groaned.

When the head of my cock passed her throat, I felt her swallow, milking the head, and thrust her head forward and backwards. It did indeed feel like I was fucking her throat, and the sensation made me miss Izumi for a second. The thought disappeared when Selina whipped off her bra and panties and moved up beside her sister.

Leigh pulled back, a proud grin on her face as she slipped off her dress. Selina tried once more to take me down her throat, but couldn’t take more than half my cock before her sister gave her a hand. Pushing on the back of her head, Selina’s eyes bulged, but the gagging ceased as her throat stretched.

“Hmmphhm!” She grinned in triumph as her nose met my pubis and Leigh pressed a kiss to her cheek.

“Fuck,” I warned, unable to stave off my orgasm, and Selina quickly pulled back.

“Cum for us baby,” Leigh purred, her dainty fingers joining her sisters as they stroked me off. Their eyes shifted from my face to the throbbing head of my cock as they sat forward. Both flinched as the first thick ropes of cum splashed across their breasts, letting out giggles of glee before pushing forward and taking the rest across their necks and lips. My pleasure couldn’t compare to the sight before me.

I hissed as the sensation grew almost painful in the tip of my dick when Leigh, then Selina, sucked the cum from it. The women wouldn’t quit their licking and sucking, cleaning one another off with moans that had steel back in my dick. They looked like they would have been happily sucking me off all night, but I had other ideas.

Reaching down, I flipped both up onto the couch with a hand under their asses. The twins let out yelps of surprise that shifted into moans of pleasure when my fingers found their wet pussies. Pressing them back into the leather cushions. I kissed Selina first, my fingers digging deep into Leigh’s pussy and rubbing across her g-spot.

When I shifted my kiss over to Leigh, her nails had sunk into my forearm and she shivered in pleasure beneath me, while the fingers of my other hand found her sister’s g-spot. Twin whimpers rose into the air. Then a single shriek as I pressed my tongue against Leigh’s firm little button.

The blonde was waxed clean, her slick pussy lips dripping with her wetness. She tasted clean and almost sweet, as I ran my tongue in fast little circles around her clit. It didn’t take long for her slender thighs to clamp around my head as her whole body convulsed in orgasm.

Shifting over to Selina before Leigh’s screams of pleasure had faded, I felt the twin’s fingers slip into my hair and guide my tongue to each of her most sensitive places. In less time, Selina was cuming on my face, her delicate little gasps of ecstasy matching the movements of my tongue.

“I need to feel you,” Leigh groaned, her hands pulling me away from her shuddering sister and pushing me onto my back. “Jesus, you’re fucking thick, baby…. Ohhh goddamn… Sel… Oh Sel, I’m…!”

Leigh threw her thigh over me as I lay back, pushing my cock into her sucking depths as she hissed hot words. Her sister slipped of the couch and was right there, pressed to my side and gripping Leigh’s hand as the first of several small orgasms ripped through her.

The tiny blonde fell forward, her hand pulling my face up as her lips sought mine. Selina lay in one arm, her pert ass filling the hand as the other slid up Leigh’s thigh to grip her tight little ass as it rode me. Each time she drove her pussy down my cock, I rose to meet her, our sexes slapping together with a lewd sound that only added to the wicked moment.

Selina’s lips were right there, replacing her sisters as Leigh rose, back arching and a shuddering scream of pleasure escaping her. The young woman’s firm little breasts shook as she rode me before she slumped to my other side, making way for her twin. Selina pulled me inside her, and I marveled at the feeling of sameness. Slipping my hand up to grip her little ass, I fucked her exactly as I had her sister, and felt my own orgasm approaching as she writhed on my cock.

“In me,” Selina hissed when she felt my rhythm faltering, “I need to… feel it… Oh god, baby! Fuck!”

Her scream of pleasure barely registered as the orgasm swept over me. Leigh pulled my face to hers, lips meeting mine as the hiss escaped me and my toes curled. Then Selina collapsed forward and the three of us were panting and staring into each other’s eyes in awed shock.

“That was incredible,” Selina breathed, shifting her hips so my softening cock pressed deeper in her.

“It was amazing,” Leigh grinned.

“It’s not over yet,” I growled, and let my hand fall across each of their asses with an audible ‘smack’.

The twins both bit their bottom lips and ground themselves against me. Selina, with my dick still in her, flexed her pussy muscles would have started me back up again, but I wanted to see the pair of them beneath running water.

Rising, I pulled the twins into their bathroom. Soon the small space was filled with murky steam as we washed one another. The shower was an even smaller space, but the three of us squeezed in. The twins seemed obsessed with my abs and cock, while my hands never knew where to touch next. I was a kid in a candy store and wasn’t going to leave until I’d sampled all the treasures.

I took each from behind as the water sprayed around us. Holding a twin in one arm and kissing her while I took the other was an addictive feeling, and I found I couldn’t relinquish it.

Dragging the twins out of the shower, we made it to their bedroom after drying one another. Selina turned on music, while Leigh lit candles and I pushed their beds together to make a super-bed. I would have liked to stay up all night playing with them, but wine and exhaustion caught up with all of us a few hours later, after they’d taken my final load across their eager tongues.
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I
 woke an hour before dawn with a pounding headache and cotton mouth, but a smile on my face as I felt the tiny bodies snuggled up to either side. Selina and Leigh grumbled as I extricated myself from their limbs and slipped into the warm depression I left behind, arms pulling each other close.

Leigh yawned and threw me a frown over Selina’s shoulder when she saw me pulling on my pants.

“You’re going to slip out before dawn? I thought we might have… breakfast.” There was no mistaking what type of breakfast she’d been hoping for.

I couldn’t keep the smile off my face as I leaned on the bed and brushed a kiss across her lips. “I have that meeting today and a flight to catch this morning. You know I wish I could stay.”

“We don’t know anything,” Selina grumbled into the pillow. “Izumi’s going on the flight with you.”

“Jealous?” I asked.

When Selina rolled around and saw the grin on my face, she pouted and pulled her sister closer. “Are you going to let us be Team Leads?”

“I can’t agree to that yet,” I said with a frown, hating to turn her down, but instead of pouting, Selina flashed me a grin.

“Good, because that’s not what last night was about.”

“What was it about then?” I asked, already suspecting their answer.

“Making sure we chose the right man to lead us,” Selina said, before rolling back onto her stomach and pressing her face into the pillow. “Good luck in Cupertino. Gets lots of money so we can throw it away on the track.”

“Will do,” I laughed, kissing Leigh one last time before slapping Selina’s ass and rising to pull on my shirt.

Watching the twins wiggle beneath the thin sheet, I nearly tore off my clothes and hopped back into bed with them. They were so sexy, and the sight too incredible to pass up for anything other than the fate of my company.

Stepping out onto the street and hailing a cab, I rode back to the restaurant’s parking lot to grab the Datsun and put the finishing touches on my presentation. When I arrived home, I found a small crew of people with heavy black boxes and camera equipment pouring in and out of the house.

Izumi was waiting for me in the foyer. She held a small tablet before her attention fixated on the information it held.

“The flight leaves in two hours,” she began speaking as I headed up to my room, her heels clicking on the tile floor drew stares from the people streaming in and out, or perhaps it was the miniskirt and skin tight, sleeveless shirt she wore. I caught more than one beefy cameraman, casting a pained look after my adorable little assistant. She couldn’t be bothered to notice the stares, her attention was riveted upon me.

“A car will be waiting to take us to the airport in an hour. Lucia will be traveling with us, and has arranged for a car to take us to the meetings location. Another car will take us to a hotel in San Jose where we can decompress and rest before flying home.”

“I want to add a stop in Sonoma before we head home. There is a track there I want to check out. Dad always said it was the best in the states with the right conditions.”

“I can add it to the itinerary,” she said, tapping away on her tablet.

“I spoke with the twins last night,” that caused enough of a reaction to break her attention away from the tablet, and she looked over at me with a raised eyebrow.

Glancing around, I could still hear the voices and tromping feet of the crews. So motioned her into my room and closed the door.

“They’ve agreed to help, but want to do even more than that,” I relayed the entire exchange we had, adding my reservations about putting the untested young women into such a visible roll.

“You should speak with your mom, about what she’s got going,” Izumi said, tapping her chin as she got a distant look that told me she was deep in thought. “This may work to our benefit.”

“How so?”

“The other teams won’t see you as a threat if we have two pretty blondes running things. It will make it easier to negotiate a place on the paddock.”

Pushing my bedroom door open, I frowned at an especially loud sound from downstairs. The heavy crash of equipment on the floorboards was followed by a loud curse, then a hissed warning.

“What the hell’s going on downstairs?” I asked Izumi and was surprised when the answer came from inside my room.

“Oh, Mr. Dalton it’s terrible! You must stop Mrs. Naomi, the house, sir… The estate is being destroyed!” Maria had been dusting my room and bustled up to the door, pulling it open and letting me in as she spoke in a rush.

The maid wore her usual uniform, but it looked like it had been taken in along the bust and hips. A wide expanse of pale flesh wobbled as she moved, and the skirt looked a good two inches shorter, revealing thick thighs and a firm ass.

“They’re making quite the mess, I agree,” I said. “But at least Naomi isn’t in bed with pills and a bottle of wine, right?”

Maria nodded in agreement. But I could see it was reluctant. She took up the feather duster again and went to leave, casting a nervous glance at Izumi before dipping me a bow. Her eyes smoldered as she bent before me, the offer in them clear, though she tried to hide it from my assistant.

“There you are!”

Turning, I found my stepmom hurrying into my room. The bags under her eyes were gone, and she was filled with breathless excitement as she bustled forward. Her heels clicked on the tile floor and the tiny pink and white dress she wore did little to keep her massive breasts from swaying to and fro. She gave Izumi a tight-lipped smile, then put the tiny Asian woman out of her mind as she hooked her arm in mine and steered me back downstairs.

“I want you to meet with the producers I’ve hired and if possible, sit down for a small interview.” I frowned at that, but she continued. “It will only be five minutes; I know you’re busy. Here is Enzio. Enzio, this is my son I told you about!”

“Mister Dalton, a pleasure,” a potbellied man with a ratty beard said, holding his hand out for me to shake. “It’s a brilliant idea you had, sir. Brilliant!”

I frowned at my stepmom, but she flashed me a wink and pulled me on to introduce me to the rest of the crews. There were four teams in total filled with, producers, camera and sound people, and enough batteries to ensure they could film for a full day.

“We have agreements from three teams,” Naomi told me as we watched a crew packing up their equipment. “Full access to the driver, team lead and the pits during races.”

“That insane… how’d you get them to agree to that?” I asked.

“The head of public relations for F1 is an old friend from my modeling days.” Naomi winked up at me. “She owed me but would have agreed to it, anyway. They’re desperate to find a way into the American market and this will be free advertising for them, the teams and the drivers. Win-win for everyone.”

“Impressive you’ve managed to put it all together so quickly,” I said.

“Izumi helped,” Naomi’s cheeks turned a faint shade of red and I could hear how hard it was for her to admit the beautiful Asian woman had helped. She glanced around, making sure we were alone, then spoke quickly. “I wanted to talk with you about heading overseas. Have you given it much thought?”

“Not really, no…”

“Well, I have been, and it’s going to be important that you make the right impression when you arrive.” she grew awkward, spots of color appearing on her smooth cheeks, and she wouldn’t meet my eyes. “The men involved in this sport are the most powerful in the world. When Frezzazzi would come to the races, he would have two beautiful women on each arm, and McLaren the same.” She took a deep breath then went on in a rush, “Izumi is a good start but you’re going to need beautiful women to make them recognize and respect you. I know it sounds bad, but it’s the truth and I… I want to help you.”

“I would appreciate any help you have to give,” I said carefully, not sure what she meant. My mind immediately went to the way Izumi helped me out and my cock throbbed and I couldn’t help letting my eyes slide down my mom’s stunning figure before forcing the thought from my mind.

“Ok,” the red spread to her neck and she shifting in place awkwardly before throwing her arms around me in a brief hug and hurried away, heels clicking as she waved back, “Good luck today! I know you’ll kill it!”












Chapter 12











S
 haking my head at the oddness of women, I stepped back into my room and began undressing for the shower but paused when I found Izumi and Maria still in there. The pair were seated near the window in deep conversation. My assistant was speaking quietly but firmly, and the maid was nodding, expression fixed as she listened attentively.

Their conversation ended when I entered the room, and both rose smoothly. Izumi passed me, leaving with a knowing smile on her lips and a wink. When my eyes met Maria’s she blushed but maintained the eye contact as she moved to the bathroom.

“I’ll get the water running for you, sir.”

“Thank you, Maria.”

I followed her in, dropping my clothes on the back of a chair. The older woman’s eyes widened when she took in my nudity, and I saw her chest rise and fall.

“What were you and Izumi discussing?”

“Mrs. Naomi wanted to make sure you’re being properly cared for, sir.” Her cheeks heated further, and she pushed thick curls of dark hair behind one ear as her eyes fell to my slowly inflating cock. “And she wanted to warn me about… guests you may have over.”

“Does that bother you, Maria?”

“Not at all, sir!” Her eyes flashed up to mine as she licked her lips, working up the courage to speak. “I’ve… Sir, it’s always been a fantasy… And to have such a beautiful, powerful young man to serve…”

The woman gave a shiver and bit her bottom lip. When I reached out and raised her chin with a light finger under it, she lifted her eyes to meet mine. I saw desire mingled with a hunger to serve that was similar to Izumi’s. Letting her see the desire in mine. I smiled when her breath caught.

Maria stood frozen as hot water filled the space with steam. Ignoring the water, I stepped forward, only an inch separating our bodies. Running the fingers under her chin, down her neck, I ran them over the soft flesh of her exposed bosom, loving her quick intake of breath. Maria didn’t flinch as I plucked free the top button of her uniform, enjoying how the bound breasts bulged out of the material.

The older woman’s lips parted, and she sucked in a shuddering breath, her eyes closed as she accepted my touch. When I hand slipped down between her thighs, Maria bit her bottom lip and spread her legs, giving me easy access to her treasure.

“You wicked slut,” I whispered, grinning, when I discovered she wasn’t wearing panties. Maria nodded, biting her bottom lip and turning her head to the side, a look of shame etched onto her face.


“Yes, sir. I am, sir,”
 she whispered in a voice filled with surprising emotion. “I’m a wicked slut, sir. Please make use of your maid, sir!”


“I want to feel this pretty mouth again,” I said, plucking another button free on her uniform and grinning when her massive breasts wobbled and nearly tumbled free. “And if you’re a good little cocksucker, I’ll let you feel me in this sloppy pussy of yours.”

I slapped my fingers against her bare pussy and Maria convulsed in pleasure, knees buckling as she fell to the floor before me. Her arms circled my thighs, pulling me against her body, her face pressing into my rapidly hardening cock. Sloppy kisses filled the bathroom as the eager older woman threw herself into worshipping my cock.

Her eyes widened when she scented other women on me, and I thought she might hesitate, but she moaned all the louder and spoke rapid Spanish I couldn’t understand. The only word I caught was ‘hombre’ and then my cock slid into her hot mouth.

Sighing in contentment, I reached down and guided the beautiful maid’s mouth up and down my dick. The woman’s moaned in pleasure loud enough I feared the camera crews might overhear. Then put the worry out of my mind as I watched her thick lips fellate my cock.

Maria wasn’t as talented as Izumi, but she made up for the lack with enthusiasm. The wet slobbering sounds filled the bathroom, joining my groans as my balls tightened. She threw herself forward, taking as much of me down her throat as she could before pulling back and swiping the head with her tongue, then diving forward again.

It didn’t take long for my orgasm to rise up, but I wasn’t ready to blow just yet. Sinking my fingers into my maid’s thick, dark hair, I pulled her to her feet. Maria let out a whimper of pleasure as she stood and spun, bending over the sink and reaching back to flip up her skirt. I stared into her dark eyes, loving the euphoria that swept over her face as I pressed my dick into her wet opening.

Maria wasn’t as tight as the twins, but the feel of her pussy writhing on my cock as she came, hard. The moment I entered her was incredible. Her hands gripped the sink, knuckles whitening and breath hissing out of her lips as she shook in pleasure.

I ignored the orgasm sweeping through her as I drove forward, taking her soft pussy with a powerful thrust. With each hard thrust, Maria’s soft ass rolled before me, and she let out quiet little gasps of pleasure. Reaching up, I pulled her back with a hand wrapped around her thick hair near the base. Maria let out a shocked gasp and her eyes met mine in the mirror as I slipped a hand down the top of her uniform and pulled out her massive breasts.

“Mmmhmmm!”

She moaned as I pulled on first one fat nipple then the other, loving how the soft breasts shook and jumped every time my hips slapped her ass. My balls tightened as I took in the sight of my beautiful older maid bent over, tits flapping and skirt shaking as I fucked her hard from behind.

“I’m cumming,” I warned, and Maria nodded eagerly.

“Yess, sir! Cum in me… on me… wherever you want!”

“On your tits,” I growled, and was about to whip my cock from her pussy when I saw her face crumple in pleasure at my words.

Maria’s soft pussy gripped my cock like a teenager’s as the huge orgasm swept through her body and she fell more than sank to her knees, when I finally pulled my cock free. She barely had her fingers around the shaft before I grunted in pleasure, and the first thick blast of cum arched out and struck her on the cheek.

The MILF moaned in pleasure, directing the rest of my seed across her massive breasts as she reached up and pushed the cum on her cheek into her mouth. Sucking it from her fingers, her eyes met mine, and I was happy to see no shame or embarrassment there, only profound joy.

“The car will arrive in 20 minutes for you and Mrs. Izumi, sir,” she said in the same subservient tone she’d always used with me, but kneeling before me topless, skirt bunched up around her hips, it added a layer of eroticism I’d be hard to disassociate from the maid. And wasn’t sure I ever wanted to. “I’ll have your clothes and luggage laid out, sir.”

“Thank you, Maria,” I said, reaching down and running gentle fingers over her smooth cheek. “You’ve always been so good to me.”

“It’s my pleasure, sir.” she beamed at the compliment, nodding in thanks as I helped her rise.

As I stepped into the shower I couldn’t help glancing back as the MILF stuffed her massive breasts back into her top. My cock was throbbing as I thought about pulling her into the shower with me, then remembered Lucia would be joining Izumi and me on the plane.

Looking forward to the flight more than I had been an hour before, I rinsed off and was dressed before the car arrived. As Izumi and I left, we spotted my stepmom directing film crews around the house. I wasn’t sure what she was planning, but the work had my mom looking like her old self again, and that was worth anything.

Izumi and I reviewed the presentation one final time as we rode to the airport. She was concerned it was too structured and wouldn’t leave room for me to adjust depending on how things progresses. It was a fair point, and I sat with the presentation and what we knew about those who would be attending, making changes as needed.

Lucia was waiting at the airport along with the private plane. The plane didn’t have a lot of extra space but came with a full bedroom cabin complete with bathroom and shower. The three of us made use of the bedroom for half the flight and discussed work the other half.

My exploits in joining the mile high club will have to wait, but suffice it to say, it was an amazing time. The highlight was when I stacked Lucia’s wide ass over Izumi’s, alternating between them as the Rockies sailed beneath us.












Chapter 13











E
 xiting the bathroom freshly showered and dressed, I found Izumi waiting for me with my bag. The adorable little woman had taken extra pains with her makeup and clothing, and I found my eyes straying back to her pert little ass again and again.

“We’re cutting it close,” she said, “We should just have enough time to make it there and set up if there’s no traffic.”

“Don’t worry about arriving late,” I reassured her. “They’ll stick around to hear what we have to say after yesterday’s announcement. Too much opportunity for profit and disruption.”

Lucia was waiting for us in the limo's backseat with a glass of champagne in her hand. The buxom Italian had a grin on her face and couldn’t contain her excitement as we drove through San Jose on our way to Cupertino. She kept peppering Izumi with questions that my assistant answered with growing annoyance.

The ladies were both showing their nerves in different ways, but thankfully they left me alone as I stared out the window. This was my first time in California, and I was curious about the place, but there was little to see along the freeway other than city sprawl an occasional glimpse of the bay.

Every mile that slipped beneath the limo’s tires I expected nervousness and anxiety to creep in, but I only felt the buzzing thrill I usually did before a race. I was excited but not on edge and fell into the breathing exercises that helped me focus before a race.

Breathing in deeply, filling the back of my lungs, I let myself meditate on my dreams. Picturing it in my head, the car, the crowds cheering, the glint of gold in a driver’s hand as they stood on a podium. I could see the website, where we would sell our cars, eschewing the politics of dealerships and local bureaucracies.

Calmness settled over me and my mind filled with the image of myself, in crystal clear details. A short beard adorned my face, neatly trimmed, and I wore a tailored Italian suit. Each arm was around a different woman and when my mind’s eye swept over them, I felt a flicker of surprise.

Instead of the twins, or Izumi and Lucia on either arm, my stepmom, Naomi clung to one side and Enolla Frezzazzi the other. Striding behind me were Izumi and Lucia, and behind them the smaller figured of the twins. More shapes appeared in the distance; their curves clear, but faces blurred.

This was my dream; the ultimate prize, and in my peaceful meditative state, I could access it without fear, guilt, or shame.

“Matt?” Izumi’s voice was faint and far off until I roused myself from the trance and glanced over at her. “We’re here… are you alright? You’ve been sitting there with a grin on your face the entire ride.”

“I am better than alright,” I said, and reached up to slip my hand behind her slender neck. Pulling her into a passionate kiss that left her breathless and chest heaving, I let her see the confidence I felt in the smile that found its way onto my lips.

“What…?” Her voice trailed off, dark eyes tracing my face as she stared in wonder.

“Today we take the next big step towards a future claimed for ourselves,” I said, turning to take Lucia in as well. “Trust me in there, and I will give you both the world.”

“I trust you with my life,” Izumi breathed, voice raw with emotion.

Lucia frowned at the tiny assistant, unwilling to go quite that far, but she nodded. “I trust you but my investments minimal. I’m here for the show-.”

“Not anymore,” I said, shifting on the bench seat and moving closer to the buxom woman. “I want you to accept the position of CFO, to be announced tomorrow.”

Lucia’s eyes widened, and for the first time she seemed at a loss for words. I moved to open the door, but her hand shot out, halting me in place.

“This is a real role in your company, Matthew.” her eyes searched mine, looking for what I couldn’t say but whatever she found seemed to give her heart. “If I’m to be a figurehead, I can understand but I have no experience in the role.”

“You know more about the industry than anyone else I could think of and have connections that will make finding sponsors easier than other teams. The financial details Izumi can help you with, but it’s your mind and instincts I need.”

“Did Enolla ask you for this?”

“No one asked me for it,” I said, patting her hand and watching the fear recede from her eyes. “I’ve wanted to find a role for you for a while and when Izumi asked who I had in mind for the role, yours was the only name I could think of.”

“If you make me smear my makeup,” she said, eyes watering and lips parting in a broad grin as she brushed away the tears before they could fall. “You brilliant boy, of course I’ll do it!”

In spite of her words, her makeup was smeared after she threw her arms over my shoulders and kissed me thoroughly. From the throaty purrs Lucia let out as her hands pawed at my shoulders and arms. She wanted to do more than kiss me, but time was pressing.

“Remember to let me do the talking when we in there,” I reminded the pair as we clambered out of the limo and straightened out clothes.

Leaving out bags and computers in the limo, I took in the spiraling glass walls and fluted columns within of the modern building. I could see through to a central circle of trees, a small park no larger than a half-acre but made up to look like a little farm. Complete with billy goats munching on grass.

“Mr. Dalton?” A pretty young woman with a tablet asked as she pushed the large glass door open to let us in. “I’m Fionna, your guide and attaché during your visit. If you and your guests would please review and sign the NDA, I’ll take you to the meeting room.”

“It’s a pleasure Fiona,” I said, taking the tablet from her.

The woman offered me a deference I’d never received in Detroit, and I realized that with so many startups and tech companies run by college dropouts, it was more accepted in the culture here. I hadn’t been counting on my youth as an asset, but perhaps it could be leveraged in a space where most CEOs were recent college dropouts and billion-dollar evaluations handed out to nineteen-year-olds weren’t unheard of.

The NDA was boilerplate, so I signed it and handed the tablet back, eager to take in the building’s strange architecture as she led us through it. The foyer was beautiful, but when we passed the offices, it looked like a kid’s playground. There were foosball and ping pong tables set up between desks, and the lights were dimmed.

Fiona led us upstairs to a large glass lined conference room. There were four men waiting inside, two with an assistant at their side. Most were busy tapping away at laptops, but one young man with slicked back hair stared out the windows with a bored expression. When we appeared outside the offices, he sat up straight and said something to the others and pasted one of the falsest smiles I’ve ever seen onto his face.

“This the man of the hour?” The slick-hair asked, when Fiona pushed open the conference room’s glass door, “The genius who wants to reinvent American automotive?”

“Not reinvent,” I said, stepping forward to shake his hand. “Just revolutionize.”

“After yesterday’s announcement your timing couldn’t be more perfect,” said another young man who sat at the table with the other assistant, a pretty brunette with high firm breasts and a sharp eyes stare. “I’m Connor Whitaker, and this rapscallion is Everett Vanderlite.”

“At your service,” the slick-haired young man said.

“And this is John and David, the managing partners here.”

The two older men nodded in greeting as I took my seat at the head of the table. Izumi sat on my right and Lucia on my left, each earning appreciative looks from Everett Vanderlite.

The first man’s handshake had been weak, his hands soft like a woman’s but Connor’s grip was strong and certain. I hesitate to let a first impression carry too much weight, but I liked this man, and felt I could trust him in a way I didn’t with the other one.

“Thank you, Fiona, that will be all,” said John.

“Becca, could you bring me a Fresca? I’m parched,” Everett said in a wheedling voice that caused Izumi to frown in distaste. Connor caught her frown, and I saw a grin quirk the young man’s lips before he smoothed out his expression.

“Am I right to assume you’ve begun securing tools and product for a fabrication facility?” Connor asked.

“Connor, man. Let Matthew relax and get settled in first. Izumi, was it? Would you care for something to eat, or a glass of sparkling water, perhaps?”

Izumi shook her head with a polite refusal. But I could sense her growing frustration with Everette’s fixation on her. Unwilling to offend the man in his own meeting, she sat with hands folded in her lap, trying to ignore his eyes upon her face. I wanted to save her from the man’s attention, but she’d been dealing with things like this from men in meetings for longer than me.

“If she needs anything,” I said, unable to keep the edge from my voice as I met Everett Whitaker’s eyes. “I’ll let you know.”

His eyes shifted from me to the beautiful little woman at my side and back, then widened in understanding. An ugly expression flashed across the man’s face. That of a spoiled child told they wouldn’t be getting a toy, and just as quickly as it appeared the plastic smile was back.

Unease formed in my guts.

This meeting was critical to securing needed funding, but I wasn’t naïve enough to think that funding wouldn’t come with strings attached. Could I trust this man to hold any power over me? I knew the answer to that question immediately and silently thanked Izumi for insisting I be able to pivot in the presentation.

Adjusting what I’d been planning to say, I changed course from focusing on Vanderlite Industries to Whitaker. The Whitaker portfolio didn’t fall as neatly in line with what I wanted to accomplish, but I had to trust my instincts on this.

“The American Automotive markets have become stagnant and redundant,” I began.

Launching into a quick breakdown of American manufacturing versus what was done in Asia, I highlighted the redundancies and calcified systems that had led to the collapse of the Big Three. The thesis of my presentation was clear that fossil fuel burning cars would eventually become a thing of the past, and we needed to plan for that future, while also providing products that inspired joy and excitement.

“It might sound like a stupid boast, but I want to pick up the baton John Delorean had ripped from his hands, and pave a new path.”

“And you want to kick the Brand off in Formula One racing?” Connor asked.

“It’s the only way to gain universal acceptance and respect,” I said. “If a manufacturer can prove themselves on that stage, they’ll have customers.”

“Of course, they will,” Everette said, slapping Dave on the shoulder. “Just look at MacClaren! Hey, Matt what do you think of calling it Vanderlite Motors?”

That drew frowns from everyone in the room, including his assistant Brooke, but Everette’s grin never faded. Ignoring the remark, Connor turned to John.

“The fund you’re managing for us has… how much?”

“Seven, sir,” John replied. “But 1.5 is committed to your desalination project with Israel.”

“Do you have plans on taking Dalton Industries public?” Connor asked me, and I shook my head.

“After seeing what happened to Exxon with the activist investors stealing board seats, no,” I said with a faint chuckle. “I’m not opening myself and my people to that kind of shenanigans.”

“Good,” Connor nodded. “Because if we invest, there will have to be a guarantee you’ll stay private. There’s already enough risk from the Chinese stealing IP, we don’t need their investors pushing in as well.”

“You’re thinking of FoxConCar?” John asked, and Connor nodded. He noticed my frown of confusion and glanced over at Everett, but the other young man had a look of confusion on his face as well. “Have you already forgotten? What we learned they’re working on in Chengdu?”

“Uhh… sure I remember,” Everette lied. “But why don’t you tell him since you’re always keen on the details.”

Connor frowned at his friend and tapped the table with a knuckle, glancing at Dave and John before fixing me with a hard stare. There was steel in this young man, and the more I came to know him, the more I liked him.

“This is a state secret in China and if it leaks and gets back to any of us, we can kiss any business opportunities we have on the mainland goodbye, you understand?” I nodded, but he waited for Izumi and Lucia to nod in agreement as well before continuing. “The Peoples Republic has decided its time to compete with Honda, Mercedes, and the other great manufacturers to rule the next century. Focusing more on exports than ever before. Were you serious about your confidence in gaining access to the F1 paddock?”

“I am,” I said. Connor noticed Lucia’s nod and took in the beautiful older woman for the first time. His assistant Brooke whispered something in his ear, and he nodded, eyes lingering on Lucia. “I trust Frezzazzi’s commitment, assuming I’m able to secure funding and engineering support.”

“Engineering will be a problem,” John said.

“It was,” I said with satisfaction. “But as of tomorrow, it will no longer be an issue.”

The men raised their eyebrows at this, because this hadn’t been something I’d revealed in my speech. Holding it back for an opportune moment, I was able to remove a worry pressing on their minds, making my proposal even more attractive.

“The billionaire space race is on, and while you gentlemen haven’t been involved enough rich men are, that NASA’s mission has fallen by the wayside.” I glanced at Izumi with a smile of pride and the tiny woman sat up straighter in her seat, preening under the attention. “35 engineers, along with support staff including project managers, drafters and technicians have been laid off by the government and will be accepting positions with Dalton Industries. The team has been focused on aerodynamics and maneuverability for three decades and eager to bring that knowledge and expertise into a space where their genius can be recognized.”

The reactions around the table were enlightening. Everett frowned in confusion, glancing at his companions, whose eyes sparkled with understanding. Before Everett could open his mouth to ask what we were all grinning about, Connor stood.

“I think we’ve heard everything we need to. Thank you for bringing us this opportunity, Matthew, but we should discuss it amongst ourselves before deciding whether to move forward or not.”

“Of course,” I said, rising and shaking hands all the way around again. “I’ll be in town for the evening then flying back to Detroit tomorrow.”

“Fiona, would you see them out?”

The young woman led us out of the glass building and I found I could appreciate its odd construction even more, now that the stress of the meeting was gone. I felt good about how things had gone, but Connor had been impossible to read at the end. I was reassured by the fact he’d been in quiet command. Everett looked like a guy who was out for a good time and cared little about the details.

“Where to now?” I asked once Fiona abandoned us outside the building and we waited for the limo to pull back around.

“Wine country, rose and relaxation,” Lucia said. “I hate meetings. Especially when they’re with buffoons who have too much money.”

“Don’t you have too much money?” I asked and grinned when she elbowed me in the side.

“I’d be careful what you say. That money paid for our villa this evening.”

“A villa?”

“Supposedly it has a spa tub that fits three,” Lucia said with a wink.

“We need something to keep our minds off their answer,” Izumi said, hooking an arm in mine as the limo pulled to a stop. The adorable woman glanced up at me, and I caught something naughty behind her innocent smile. “Can we stop and pick up some rope?”












Epilogue











T
 rue to her word, Lucia’s resort was outstanding. The bungalow we shared had a giant bed and a breathtaking view of the vineyards. We dropped off our bags and went into town for dinner.

The restaurant was Micheline rated and served some of the best food I’ve ever eaten. When we left, there was a message waiting for me from Connor. They’d discussed my terms and were willing to offer 200 million for a 10% stake in Dalton Industries. There were minor details to workout still, but the shape of the deal was there, and I text him back saying we couldn’t wait to get into business together.

An hour later I lounged in the sunken tub, surrounded by soapy bubbles and with a fluted champagne glass in my hand. I took a long sip and perused the sight laid out before me.

Izumi was bound hands to ankles, laying on her back with knees spread as Lucia feasted on the young woman’s naked pussy. My sexy assistant’s face was plastered with my first load of cum, coaxed out by Lucia’s talented hand. The MILF had taken special joy in stroking me off and directing the streams of cum to coat the younger woman’s face. After pressing her pussy to Izumi’s lips, and convulsing in orgasm, Lucia had slipped between her legs and was busily lapping away.

Downing the last of my champagne, I felt a warm glow from the alcohol suffusing me as I rose from the tub, water sloshing all around me. The women looked over, their eyes falling to my re-hardening cock. But Lucia kept up her work on Izumi’s pussy. Watching the ecstasy sweep over my assistant’s face, I pushed my cock into Lucia’s dripping pussy.

The MILF let out a startled moan of pleasure and Izumi hissed when she pulled her lips away from her pussy, sighing again when Lucia went back to work between grunts. Resting my hands on Lucia’s wide ass, I watched my cock slide into her as I pulled her back against me, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips.

It only took a few strokes to coat my cock in the woman’s juices. Then I pulled out of her. Lucia gave an audible groan of disappointment, then chortled in pleasure when I pushed up to the edge of the tub, hauling the tied Izumi around.

“Are you going to… yesss, fuck her little ass you beautiful boy!”

“Nnnghh!” Izumi’s eyes widened, mixed with fear and excitement. I felt her tense, then relax against me when I pushed the head of my cock against her tightest hole.

With Lucia crouched beside me, hands sliding all over Izumi’s slender body, cupping her breasts, pulling at her nipples and teasing her hard little clit. The little woman was inundated in stimulation.

I felt the tight opening relax, and the fathead of my cock pop into her ass, Izumi drawing in a hiss that shifted into a groan as her ass relaxed around my girth. Taking her with small little thrusts, I worked my dick deeper and deeper into her until her eyes flashed wide open and a warbling scream of pleasure rose from her.

“Cum oohhh mmyyy ggggooooooddd nnnnnnghgghghgh!”

It felt like my cock was about to be torn off as her ass cinched down on it, and I backed out until just the tip was inside. Wetness coated Lucia’s hand as it worked in Izumi’s pussy, and the smaller woman strained at her bonds, causing her to cum even harder when she couldn’t move.

“Cum on that cock, baby,” Lucia purred, one hand reaching around to tease her own ass. “Fuck, that’s so hot!”

“Good,” I growled, “Because you’re next.”

“Ohh god,” Lucia purred, bending over beside Izumi, and throwing her ass back at me.

The beautiful women bit her bottom lip as she worked two fingers into her ass. When I pulled out of Izumi, she sagged against the tub’s tiles, lips curling in a smile of sublime pleasure as she watched me move behind Lucia.

The older woman’s ass was tighter and required more patience before she loosened up enough for me to fuck her like she wanted. But when I did, her cries of pleasure made me fear the front desk would get complaints. I flooded her bowels with a massive load of cum.

After releasing Izumi and cleaning off, we sank into the warm waters and spoke of our plans. The next day, things would begin in earnest. Once back in Detroit, I had to put the last things in place before heading overseas. That’s when the proper work would begin, of convincing the authorities to let us race, and securing my relationship with Enolla Frezzazzi.

That night I had the dream again of myself walking with Enolla and Naomi in my arms. I decided as I watched Izumi’s mouth take my morning wood within it, that I would manifest the dream and make it my reality.

Because the world gives a man nothing, he doesn’t take for himself, and I couldn’t be satisfied until I had everything I wanted.






To Be Continued…
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