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Book 1

 Prologue

 


I couldn’t help myself. My eyes
automatically fell to Kris’s ass as she led me through the halls of
the office.

Her ass was pleasantly big and round.
Maybe the skirt she was wearing was a little too tight or maybe she
had put on a few pounds recently, either way I didn’t
mind.

Since I was coming to the end of my
probationary first year at the investment bank with the clever
moniker of Consolidated Investments and Financial Advisors, I
figured she had summoned me for some paperwork. Ms. Taylor, as she
liked to be addressed by everyone who was her subordinate, always
had a frown on her face and never looked happy.

Oddly, that was a turn-on to me; I had
a thing for older women. It had started in high school and went
with me to college. I had tried bedding a few of my teachers but
never with any success. Out in the workforce, I had hopes that my
charm and good looks would take me further into the bedroom of
these experienced and worldly women.

The HR office was a cold and
unpleasant place. I was mildly surprised to find Rebekah in the
office. She was my immediate boss, or at least I reported to her. I
hadn’t been so bold as to try to seduce her, but given half an
opportunity I would have gotten her drunk and done whatever
necessary to sneak into her panties.

Ms. Taylor indicated a chair for me to
sit in. On the desk in front of me was a plain manila folder that
seemed to contain only a few pieces of paper. A new
contract?

The HR head indicated the folder.
“Please read the document.”

With a shrug I opened the folder and
started reading.

Two seconds after I did, my heart sank
and my stomach tightened. I was certain I was going to throw
up.

I’d love to fuck
Strohman.

Mouth cunt ass.

I don’t care.

Maybe the ass.

She’s got a nice
cake.

She probably loves getting
buggered.

I didn’t need to read beyond
that.

Immediately desperate, I tried
anything that might work. “This…this was a private email
conversation.”

“Conducted on a company computer
through the company’s internet, and on company time according to
the time stamp,” Ms. Taylor said coldly. “Judging from your
reaction you’ve confirmed this is your writing.”

“It’s…it’s…”

I knew exactly what it
was. A conversation with a few friends from college. The email
thread veered wildly between sports,
sex, alcohol, and drugs. The emphasis was on sex. Mostly who we’d
like to fuck and how we’d like to fuck them.

“Dylan Beemis, your probationary
employment is being terminated immediately,” Ms. Taylor went on.
“You will not be given a positive recommendation by any member of
this organization.”

“Wait!” I was desperate. “I can
explain.”

“Can you?” asked Rebeckah. It was
clear that she believed I couldn’t.

“It’s not what you think it is,” I
said, stalling for time.

“What is it then?” This was asked by
Ms. Taylor. She was skeptical.

“I’m writing a movie script with some
friends and what you have here is the rough draft.”

The lie fell flat on my ears. Dylan
couldn’t imagine what it must have sounded like to the two female
managers.

“You have to believe me,” I begged,
darting my eyes back and forth between them.

I would have fucked either of them
right then and there to make them believe me.

Hell, I would have fucked either of
them at any time for any reason. They were both sexy, older
women.

Even as I was getting fired, I was
rock hard in my pants.

Fuck!

“No, we don’t,” said Ms. Taylor. She
went to her office door and opened it. One of the not-so-subtle
security guards the company employed stood there. I was being
escorted out. “Your personal belongings will be delivered to your
home address we have on file. Is it correct?”

I had no idea if it was. I had been
hired by CIFA right out of college. I hadn’t yet been there a year.
I had nothing but huge student loans and no prospects
now.

Fuck!

“Yes,” I said, fighting back the tears
I could feel coming. It was either cry or punch someone.

I didn’t want to do either.

Fuck!

The hired goon walked one step behind
me all the way to my car. The overpriced car I had bought with my
first paycheck. Maybe a BMW wasn’t super luxury, but my mother had
never had anything better than a ten year old new-to-you Chevy. Now
it was going to be repossessed in a month.

As I got into my car, the
goon blocked the door from closing. He reached in and pulled the
sensor off the windshield. I’d no longer be able to drive into the
parking garage. The ID and passcards on the lanyard
around my neck were assuredly already deactivated.

I drove away and got all the way to
the gas station on the corner before I pulled over and started
crying.

 



Chapter 1


The Rat Trap was the sort of bar young
up and comers frequented. Well, young up and comers like my former
self along with those who wanted to attach themselves to young up
and comers like leeches.

I’d fucked a few of the women who were
looking for a husband who could support them in luxury. Yes, I was
making a ridiculous amount of money for a first job out of college,
but it was a job I hated and it wasn’t doing anything fancier than
using computer applications to predict where the next flash in the
pan investment opportunity was. I was good at it, but I hated
it.

I took home my fair share of women
from the Rat Trap. If I wanted to I could have taken home some of
the men as well.

But I only ever fucked those women
once for two good reasons.

First, I wasn’t going to let myself
get trapped by some gold-digging whore.

Second, most of those that I fucked
her less than impressed with my non-stellar cock.

I’d measured it more times than I care
to remember in high school and college. At best, I was packing four
thin inches.

Women aren’t impressed with that, even
if they say they don’t care.

Fuck ‘em. I had spent more than my
fair share of time in the gym and running to get myself into shape.
I wasn’t going to be winning any Olympic medals, but I wasn’t
ashamed to take off my shirt.

I was ashamed to take off my pants,
however.

I got too drunk too quickly and
invited Lydia home to my place.

She laughed and offered to drive
because I was in no condition to get behind the wheel.

The Rat Trap was happy to keep cars
overnight. I wasn’t worried.

She drove me to my place.

High Gate Tower. Again, not top of the
line luxury, but more than respectable. I was paying more than I
should have for the apartment, but it was twice as big as any
trailer or Section 8 housing my mother could ever afford. The view
was okay, I was only halfway up the tower.

When we walked into the overly ornate
lobby, the doorman gave me a dirty look. Probably gave the same
look to Lillian. Still, he recognized me and allowed us in. I’m
sure he’d be glad when I got evicted. In my drunk state I didn’t
give a shit.

As we waited for the elevator I leaned
into Lucy. I think she was keeping me upright. I watched the
numbers slowly descend to the lobby. Before we could get on, the
rider had to get off.

Heh. Get off.

I’d seen her before. An incredibly
beautiful ice cold blonde. I couldn’t see her eyes in the dim
light, but I was certain they were baby blue. My cock stirred in my
pants. She was someone rich or important because she lived on one
of the upper floors. I eyed her without making it seem obvious I
was checking her out. Looking back, I was probably way too obvious
about it. Still, she had a nice rack and an excellent ass. She was
in the Goldilocks zone, neither too big nor too small.

I remembered to step aside to let her
out.

I checked out her ass as she
left.

Leah pulled me into the elevator and
wisely said nothing about my indiscretion. Instead, she kissed me.
She was more than pretty enough, but I could see the dark roots to
her dyed-blonde hair. She had brown eyes. Her skin wasn’t pale
enough. Pressed up against her I could tell her tits were too
small. She let me grab her ass. Nice athletic body,
though.

“Wow, nice,” Lydia said when we
finally made it to my apartment. My soon to be
ex-apartment.

“Thanks,” I said as I staggered to the
couch and collapsed on it. She looked out at the cityscape another
minute before turning around to look at me.

“How drunk are you?” she
asked.

“Drunk enough to make bad
decisions.”

Lynn laughed. “I mean…are you so drunk
that you can’t get hard?”

“What?”

“Aren’t we going to fuck?”

“Sure!”

She joined me on the couch and we
started making out. She was thinner than I liked. Small ass and
tits. Almost immediately she straddled me and I was certain she was
going to be disappointed.

Still, I kept going, pulling up her
skirt to reveal her ass. My hands went to her cheeks. They were
bare because she was wearing a thong. Of course she was.

“You aren’t hard,” she said, breaking
our kiss.

“Too much whiskey,” I lied. I was
hard. My cock was just small.

“If you tell me your ultimate fantasy
I’ll make it come true tonight,” she whispered in my ear and added
a giggle. Her hand got between us and she groped for my cock.
“Oh.”

She was obviously disappointed by my
smallness.

I was used to it.

I expected her to leave.

“Sorry,” I muttered.

“I can fix that,” she said and moved
down my body to give me a blowjob.

I just stared at the top of her head,
studying the line of dark hair where she parted it. For her part
Linda unbuckled my belt, lowered my zipper, and pushed down my
pants and boxers just enough to free my cock.

My small cock.

My cock that was partially
erect.

I think I was sobering up because when
I got really drunk, I couldn’t get hard at all.

Lisette didn’t comment on my
smallness, she just lowered her mouth to my semi and started
sucking.

It felt good to have her warm mouth
around me, but it was only partially effective.

Maybe her pussy was so well-fucked
over the years that she was loose enough a bit
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