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Kyle was wearing a white doctor's coat, minus the stethoscope around his neck, his ebony skin contrasting sharply against the white coat. He shrugged off his coat as he entered the office, apparently unaware of my presence. "Ready for lunch?" he asked, walking towards me in confident steps. His dark gaze quickly followed Jason  and focused on me. I felt blood rush to my cheek in embarrassment as his eyes travelled from the tips of my toes to my exposed pussy, up to my exposed bosom and perky nipples. "Hello, beautiful," he said. 

I turned my head to the side to hide from his gaze, hyper aware that my pussy was oozing juices and quivering with need of release. 

"Go ahead," he said, gesturing towards me with his hand, "fuck her." 

To my surprise, Kyle lost no time in taking his pants off, letting his boxers bunch on the floor as he walked towards me. 

His arousal was obvious, his erect cock pointing towards me in all its massive glory. I threw my head back in pleasure when his cold hands touched the insides of my thighs and emitted a keening sound that made him even more rigid and engorged. He quickly climbed on top of me, his hands on kneading my breasts just as expertly as Jason had promised. My clit was peeking out, eager to be touched. 

He quickly sensed my need and pressed his fingers into my arousal, pumping in quick progression that made me buck my hips in ecstasy. I shuddered with desire, resisting the leather bondage that had me completely at his mercy. I was surprised to feel a second pair of hands on my clit, gently teasing my lips apart to allow Kyle to ease another finger inside my quivering pussy. 

Kyle relinquished his hold on my pussy and dealt with my engorged nipples, taunting the pink erect morsels with pinches and twists that sent me to a pleasure of unbearable heights. I pulled against my restraints, wanting to guide Kyle's erect cock inside of me instead of Jason's teasing fingers that withdrew and slid inside over and over, alternating between being engulfed in my folds and squeezing my throbbing clit...
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I realized my mouth was agape only when the woman sitting behind the reception desk asked me to close the office door behind me. I couldn't take my eyes off her even as I stepped into the cool reception office. She was wearing an outrageously skimpy dress that sported a plunging neckline all the way to her bellybutton, leaving little, if anything, to the imagination. The firm curves of her round bosoms can be seen clearly, though for the most part, the important bits were precariously hidden beneath thin fabric.   

"Do you have an appointment?" the woman asked, surprising me in my own inappropriate thoughts. As if she knew how incredibly sexy she was, her cherry-glossed lips turned upwards into a suggestive sultry smile. 

"Yeah," I responded, licking my lips and wondering if a breeze will blow the side of her dress and offer passersby's a free view of her nipples. Not for the first time in my life, I wondered if I was bisexual. She leaned forward in an almost deliberate manner, giving me a bird's eye's view of her perfect full breasts and perky pink nipples. "I had a phone interview with Mr. Jason a week ago," I added hastily when she caught me staring. "I'm uh... I'm supposed to start today?" I offered weakly. ​

"You must be Ms Heather!" she said, turning around to reach for a folder. Her open V back gave me an unhindered view of her flawless arched back. I suddenly felt overdressed in my buttoned up blouse and brown khakis. Perhaps I should have opted for a dress. Although nothing in my wardrobe would come anywhere near her level of sensual evocation. 

"Yeap! Heather! That's me," I said, trying not to sound like an over-eager intern in her first job. This was, in fact, my first job as a personal assistant for such an important and well-known businessman of the community.

"Let's see," she licked the tip of her finger and flipped through the folder, stopping at H- for my name, and pulled out a piece of paper. "You'll be working together with Mr. Jason Wells," she wrinkled her nose a little in apparent distaste, then quickly masked it with a smile when she saw that I was looking hard at her. 

"Is there something I should know about Mr. Wells?" I asked, trying to get more information out of her so that I don't get fired on my first day at the job. 

"Oh! Nothing you should worry about," she smiled.

"Tell me," I urged, trying my best puppy dog eyes. I've been told that I've mastered that look, thanks to my chubby cheeks and big bright eyes. "I don't want to accidentally make him mad somehow," I said, "does he has some sort of weird quirk?" 

She looked around surreptitiously, making sure that we are, in fact, all alone in the posh, air-conditioned reception area. "He's went through three personal assistants this past year," she whispered finally, leaning close to me so that I could smell the faint perfume on her, "and they were in tears when he let them off too!" 

At the look of horror on my face, she quickly added, "but I'm sure you'll be fine!" She quickly sat firmly back in her chair and typed something into the computer before focusing on me again. "Mr. Jason's office is in through the last door down the corridor. Knock before you enter," she said, licking her lips, "and good luck!" 

I offered her a weak smile in return and thanked her for her help. I needed to keep this job desperately. I was painfully in debt from the months of unemployment following my degree and needed to start paying off my loans yesterday. 

I knocked on the door and wiped my clammy hands on the back of my pants. "Come in," a deep voice vibrated from beyond the doors. I fidgeted with the strap of my purse and held onto my binder tightly, feeling completely unprepared for what was waiting for me as I went through the doors to meet the man I have pledged myself to for the next six month.. 

The lavishly designed office was lit by the bright sun, flowing in unhindered through the glass window that spanned from ceiling to floor. I took a moment to breathe in the expensive cologne that he was wearing and allowed my eyes to get used to the light. The door locked automatically behind me with click a finality that made my heartbeat speed up. 

"Have a seat," my new employer stated. My throat went dry as I focused on his dark brown eyes and well-trimmed beard. His strong facial features reminded me of the jocks I used to dream of dating back in high school and I reminded myself that even now, he was way beyond my reach, what with the level of sexiness the receptionist is capable of exuding. 

"Thank you," I said, making myself as comfortable as I can on the large leather seat directly opposite his. "You have a beautiful office," I said honestly. He had a working desk installed just by the window, but much the office space was used to house a comfortable set of leather couches with a rectangular and expensive looking mahogany table in the middle. The corner of the office had a small liquor bar that made me wonder how I managed to get past the more experienced applicants to land myself on such a job.  

"Yes," he agreed. "I have a lot of clients who prefer more... comfortable seating arrangements." His dark eyes held a mysterious glint that made me feel like I was completely naked. 

"My name is Jason Wells," he said, shaking my hand, "You must be Heather Eden."

"Pleased to meet you," I nodded. 

"I have some forms that I need you to read through and sign," he stated, his hands still holding onto mine tightly, "after you've looked through them, we can get started."  

"Okay," I said, staring at his strong biceps as he pushed the documents at me. 

"Look through them carefully," he said, "I trust you will have some questions for me." He leaned back and stared, fully expecting me to read through the hundred-something page document in front of him and study me as I signed them. 

"There's something else," he said, licking his lips. He locked his hands together in a devious way that reminded me of classic cartoon villains and said, "I expect you to complete this first task whilst wearing absolutely nothing." 

I looked up in horror, sure that I have heard incorrectly. "Excuse me?" I asked, my voice had clearly taken a life of its own as it reached a new high pitch I have never heard escape from me. 

"I'm just kidding," he laughed, a warm sound that made me blush in embarrassment. "You looked so worried, I couldn't resist," he said, flashing me a smile that made dimples appear on his cheek. "I can't get you to do any of that before you sign the documents anyway," he added with a grin.  

I crossed my legs, feeling my pussy throb with need at his original request. I wasn't sure how to respond to his joke, so I maintained a professional smile and kept quiet. 

"Read through the papers carefully," he said. He turned his back to me and walked across the room to his desk. I couldn't resist checking out how his tight pants hugged his
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