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Chapter 5


Chelsea was left gasping. She had
hardly touched her pussy. The orgasm was unlike anything she had
ever had before.

Seeing her delight, Glenn released the
control button of the TENS attached to her tits. 

Instantly her body
relaxed. 

“Holy shit!” she
gasped. 

“You came,” he pointed
out.

“I know. Wow. That
hurt…but it felt really good too…”

“You came,” he
repeated.

She laughed in delight. “Yeah I did.
Wow. I never expected that. Not at all. And not so fast…how long
did it take?”

“About a minute. Want me
to turn it on again?” he asked. 

As much as she wanted to say no,
Chelsea knew what her answer was going to be. She adjusted her body
and put her hand to her pussy. Only when she started to masturbate
did she say, “Yes. Go ahead.” 

He hit the button again. The thrilling
sensation ran through her body, focused on her tits. She would
never again hit the initial first delightful high of strange
stimulation from the TENS, but she wouldn’t mind chasing it at
all.

She moaned and rubbed at her clit. It
took less than a minute for her to cum again. She was almost
disappointed when Glenn turned off the TENS after her
orgasm.

“I could do this all day,”
she moaned.

“Probably not a great
idea.”

“I’m willing to take the
risk.”

Glenn carefully peeled the gel pads
from her chest. “Maybe we should save something for
later.”

“Want to fuck me?” she
offered, opening her legs but still rubbing at herself.

“Yes.” 

She noted that his cock was still
hard. How long could he stay in that state?

“I’ll do anything for your
cock,” she promised.

He looked askance at her.

“Almost anything,” she
amended.

“I want to cum on your
tits.”

She didn’t even need to consider that
at all.

“Sure.”

“I want you to blow me
first.”

“What about my
pussy?”

He climbed on top of her and shoved
his cock inside. She gasped at the violation of her body but
happily allowed it. 

“Fuck yes,” she encouraged
him.

He didn’t pump her for nearly as long
as she wanted before he pulled out and straddled her small body.
She got the hint, sat up a little, and started sucking him. She
liked the taste of her amrita on his cock. 

He was throbbing. It was lovely. She
wanted to swallow his load but once more he pulled out of her too
soon and moved down her body, aiming between her
tits. 

“No…I want your
cum…”

“In a second,” he grunted,
his cock in hand pumping up and down before he exploded all over
her. 

The thick spunk splattered on her
skin, went up to her neck, and dripped down to one
nipple. 

She couldn’t remember the last time
someone had cum on her like that. It was delightful and she just
started laughing at it, working the cum into her skin like a kinky
lotion.

“How about a shower?” he
suggested to her.

“Yeah…I’m
filthy.”

They met each other’s eyes and tried
not to giggle. 

“Join me?” he asked as he
got off the bed and held his hand out to her.

There was no way she was going to
refuse him.

Like everything else he had, the
bathroom in Glenn’s house was amazing and much better than anything
she owned or had been near her entire life. The shower wasn’t a
stall or even a decently sized tub but was a huge space in the
corner of the gigantic room that was already overly
large. 

“Wow,” she said as he
turned on the water and tested it. “You could have an orgy in
there.” It was only after the water started spraying did she notice
there were two shower heads seemingly spraying water
everywhere.

He frowned and nodded. “Orgies are
fun…but sex in water is no fun at all.” Before he stepped under the
water, he stared at her tits again. “Want me to get them
clean?”

She did. She joined him and discovered
that he was fully intent on taking a shower. He was happy to help
her wash—especially her tits—but that was the extent of the sex
play.

Getting dressed in her clothes from
the night before, minus the destroyed stockings, made her feel a
bit dirty again, but she didn’t have much of a choice. While she
wasn’t above borrowing—or stealing—a boyfriend’s clothes, Glenn’s
was far too large for her.

“Take me home?” she asked
him, fully expecting him to tell her to either walk. Or maybe call
an Uber. 

“I want to see you again,”
he said. “You and your tits.”

She laughed at him. “Why? These aren’t
anything great.” She grabbed her breasts through her
shirt.

“They’re beautiful and
unique. I’d love to take you out on a date again.”

“A date…sure.”

“What’s that supposed to
mean?”

“A date…or just
sex?”

“Why not both?”

“I’ll let you know later
today. I have to find out if I still have a job at the preschool. I
don’t want to have to work full time at the pizzeria
again.”

“Quit your preschool job,”
he said. “I need a personal assistant. I’ll hire you.”

That made her truly laugh. “No. I’m
not being your personal assistant just so you can have sex with me.
How long will that last? A month? I need a real job.”

“So look for a so-called
real job while you’re my personal assistant.”

She paused. “That’s tempting…but for
now, please take me home.”

He was a gentleman. He took her back
to her place. It was only a five minute drive, but it made him seem
like he cared. 

The moment she walked into her shabby
apartment, she started having second thoughts.

After taking off her clothes, but
before she put on something clean, Chelsea called Glenn. She could
have sent a text, but she wanted to be classy. More importantly,
she wanted an immediate answer.

“Hello,” he said
pleasantly in such a way that she was certain he had been
desperately waiting for her to call.

“Does being your personal
assistant mean I have to have sex with you?” she demanded, not even
introducing herself. Maybe he had a bunch of women he dated and
fucked and this was a way of determining how much of a man-whore
Glenn was.

“Only if you want to,” he
said pleasantly. “That’s just one of the bonuses.”

“Do I get real
benefits—medical and dental and retirement—or is this a cash only
job?” She liked that she was talking to him on the phone while she
was naked. Did he know she was naked? Was he? She focused herself
and purposely kept her hand away from her pussy. 

“Real benefits. You’ll be
an employee of my financial management corporation.”

“But it is okay to fuck
the boss?”

“It’s encouraged…and I’m
going to write into your contract that I have full access to your
tits at all times.”

She laughed. “Okay, okay, I’ll take
the position. You don’t have to keep throwing money and benefits at
me.”

“Can you be back at my
place in an hour?” he asked.

“Sure.”

“Professional dress,
please. Nothing like you’d wear for preschool.”

“Okay.”

He disconnected the call without
saying goodbye.

She thought that was rude, but figured
he was in a hurry. Or busy. Or something.

Her wardrobe for professional dress
was thin. Everything was either casual, only good for clubbing, or
appropriate for a preschool teacher, or appropriate for a pizzeria
worker.

She had one outfit that would work for
a funeral and one that would be good for a court appearance for
misdemeanor charges. 

She went with the court appearance
outfit.

An hour later she was in front of his
house again. It felt weird to ring the bell, but what was the worst
that could happen?

He didn’t answer the door right away.
It wasn’t a huge building, just a standard three-story brownstone,
but it was big enough.

A minute later he opened the door and
looked her up and down. “That’s your best first day at work
outfit?” he asked her.

“Um…yes?”

“We’ll have to get you a
clothing budget. Come in.”

Chelsea wasn’t sure what to expect but
what followed was exactly what would have happened in an actual
business office. Had he actually hired her as a personal assistant
and everything up to this point was just the world’s strangest—and
sexiest—interview?

He brought her up to the second floor
of the brownstone. It was set up like a work from home office. He
had a huge desk with several computer screens set up on it in what
was essentially the front room. A door separated that room from
another that seemed to be a receptionist’s desk that shared a space
with a conference table and filing cabinets. 

She filled out an actual job
application, government tax forms, medical insurance forms, and
even had to show Glenn her driver’s license for the I-9 form. It
was weird.

“How many people work for
you?” she finally asked at the end of the process. 

“You’ll be number four,”
he said. “Small business. But I’m part of a larger corporation.
That’s why the forms. Okay, now, you might not believe this, but I
have actual work to do right now. Have a seat at the desk. If the
phone rings, answer it: ‘G&H Management. Mr. Holt is in a
meeting right now. Can I take a message?’”

“I’m a receptionist?” she
asked him.

He held up a finger. “A well-paid
receptionist. For the moment. I also want you to go through these
files.” He indicated the computer on the desk. He opened a folder
on the desktop. Chelsea was treated to a bunch of thumbnail
pictures. She recognized the style of photos. They were all of
women’s breasts; they were all exactly the same as the one she had
had taken of her chest.

“And do what?” she asked,
trying not to sound shocked.

“Categorize them. Put them
in one of three groups: yes, no, or maybe.”

“Yes, no, or maybe
what?”

“If you find them
attractive. Then enter a short description,” he added, pulling up a
spreadsheet. “Large, medium, small. Big nipples. Big areola.
Pierced. Lopsided. Brown. Pink. Tan-lines. Whatever you think is
appropriate.”

“Is this a weird kink of
yours?”

He laughed at her. “No. Well, yes. A
little. Others look at these as well. I’m just in charge. Make the
descriptions accurate, please. I’ll be on a video call for about an
hour. Any questions?”

She wanted to tell him about a
hundred, but she just shook her head instead. “No.”

“Great, get to
work.”

He went through the door and closed
it, leaving her alone.

“I suppose there are worse
ways to make twenty five bucks an hour,” she said and started going
through the pictures.

Even after all the nonsense that
four-year-olds could bring to the classroom, Chelsea quickly
realized this was the strangest job she had ever had. Stranger than
the telemarketing job (that was just terrible). Weirder than
dealing with preschoolers. In an hour she saw more naked tits than
she had ever before seen in her entire life.

After the tenth one, she became…bored.
Jaded. Uninterested. The breasts she was looking at came in all
sizes, shapes, and colors. While Chelsea wasn’t attracted to women,
she found that she did have opinions on other women’s breasts. The
small to medium were her preference. Slightly upturned nipples.
Areolas that were no more than three times the diameter of the
nipples. Pink, tan
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