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Chapter One

Whenever someone asked Joshua Thorne what
he did for a living, before saying anything else he would sigh wearily, and
blame the economy.

After spending tens of thousands of dollars
and years of his life at university earning a master’s degree in professional
accounting, Josh ended up using that degree for scarcely two years before the
financial market began to sour.

The enthusiastic young accountant’s bright
and shining future came to a crashing halt on one particularly dreary Wednesday
afternoon, when out of the blue his firm announced it was insolvent. By four
o’clock Josh found himself standing outside on the busy sidewalk, holding a
tattered cardboard box of his personal possessions. No severance package, no
golden parachute... and no savings account.

With a veritable glut of out-of-work
“financial wizards” seeking employment – and with most of them holding far more
impressive résumés than his own – Josh discovered that finding an equivalent job
was all but impossible. Thankfully, he was in his mid twenties and single, so
there was some comfort in not having to provide for a wife and children. Some
of his university friends weren’t so lucky.

After months of polite but decisive
rejection letters, Josh swallowed his pride and began a long succession of
short-lived, minimum wage jobs. The kind of jobs that invariably tried to drive
him insane through sheer monotony, high stress levels, too much public
interaction, or insufferable bosses and coworkers. None of these positions
lasted for more than a month or two, and in several exceptional cases he left
within days.

It was just after quitting a job grooming
pets – he and cats apparently did not get along – that Josh accepted work as a
“senior facilities management specialist” at a small public recreational
facility. At first, the title sounded interesting... but then he realized it
was just a fancy euphemism for “janitor”, and his interest waned.

As with all of Josh’s other short-lived
careers, he never expected cleaning up after spoiled kids and indifferent
adults to be anything more than a temporary way to keep food on the table and a
roof over his head. However, he turned out to have something of an undiscovered
talent for fixing small things, and could somehow keep an entire complex clean
while his tiny apartment remained a hopeless mess.

Until market conditions improved and he
could once again find a higher paying job in accounting... this wasn’t totally
horrible!

As the weeks rolled by, Josh even found
ways to enjoy himself. As long as the place looked clean and tidy by the end of
the night, no one seemed to care what else he did during the day. Reading,
browsing the internet, listening to music, watching all the hot teenage girls
running around in skimpy bikinis... and he even managed to spend some
honest-to-goodness quality time chatting with the opposite sex.

Josh figured that a janitor’s uniform would
be like a cloak of invisibility: the dark grey attire of a simple public
servant, bestowing upon its wearer transparency from the eyes of an uncaring
world. He couldn’t have been more wrong!

With budget cutbacks reducing the center’s
staff to the bare minimum, Josh became a target for anyone seeking help – for almost
anything. Most of these requests weren’t covered in his job description, but he
felt compelled to help wherever he could. In particular, women with children
seemed genuinely grateful when he went out of his way to assist... and, in some
cases, grateful in a far more intimate manner than a simple thank-you.

Indeed, before taking the job Josh had
never considered that an otherwise average and unassuming housewife, wrangling
her hyperactive children for a carefree afternoon at the public pool, could be
such a fiercely sexual creature.

It was during his third week on the job
when the first incident happened. A woman, dressed in plain slacks and a summer
top, rushed up to him in a panic. She was rather pretty: curly red hair,
slender figure, killer ass... maybe in her late twenties. Also happily married,
judging by the gleaming wedding ring and wailing six-year-old daughter in tow.

The adorable little girl had lost her
favorite stuffed bunny, and the desperate mother wondered if Josh had seen it
anywhere. He had not, but feeling sympathetic towards the sniffling child’s
plight he listened to a list of all the places they’d been, and went – as he
joked to cheer up the little girl – “wabbit hunting”.

Josh found the stuffed animal in less than
five minutes, accidentally kicked behind the lifeguard station by the main
pool. The little girl was overjoyed at being reunited with her much-loved
bunny, and gave Josh a grateful hug around his leg. The mother was also highly
appreciative... but in a way that Josh hadn’t anticipated.

Abruptly taking on an assertive demeanor,
the mother deposited her young daughter on a bench in the hallway and, with a
seductive grin, backed Josh into one of his own supply closets. Without
speaking a word, she closed the door, stripped off all her clothes, and
presented her naked body to the helpful janitor: his apparent reward for a job
well done.

At first Josh was more shocked than aroused...
but having suffered through something of a sexual dry spell for at least the
last half year, his raging libido was in no condition to second guess such a
titillating offer. Before knowing he’d even made a decision, Josh’s pants were
around his ankles and he was swapping spit with someone whose name he didn’t
even know.

Standing in the cramped and dimly lit
supply closet, neither Josh nor the woman was particularly interested in
foreplay, and immediately got down to the sordid business of fucking each other
quick and dirty. With an animalistic lust six months in the making, Josh
grabbed the young mother’s ass and lifted her body off the floor,
simultaneously pushing her back against the metal door and spearing his hard
cock into the welcoming warmth of her pussy. The woman wrapped her arms and
legs tightly around his torso, raking her fingernails across his back and
moaning softly as Josh thrust his hips, violently driving his sex into hers and
making the closet door rattle noisily on its hinges.

Not having protection or other prior
instruction, when Josh’s orgasm struck he shoved hard and kept their bodies
coupled tightly together, groaning as he unloaded squirt after squirt of his
potent seed deep inside her clutching pussy. This didn’t seem to faze the
mother in the least, and when he finally pulled out and lowered her back to the
floor, she simply gave him a kiss and thanked him again for finding the stuffed
toy, put her clothes back on, and then collected her confused-looking daughter
from the hallway.

Josh remembered watching her curvy ass
swaying sensuously as she walked down the hallway towards the exit, and
shuddering as he imagined her heading home to a husband with her pussy full of
a complete stranger’s cum. This was one reason why Josh, if he ever got
married, would ensure that his wife would want for nothing.

That eventful day hadn’t been an isolated
incident. Since then, similar scenarios had happened at least a half dozen
times, with beautiful women inexplicably eager to show their appreciation in methods
never mentioned as a perk on the job application.

It probably didn’t hurt that Josh was
young, ruggedly handsome, and rather buff – at least ever since taking a gym
membership some months ago to help burn off the stress of constant job hunting.

Hearing juicy tales of his anonymous
workplace conquests, Josh’s closest friends started a running joke – if being a
janitor didn’t work out, his next job should be as a pizza delivery boy!




Chapter Two

Josh whistled softly to himself as he
pushed the squeaky-wheeled supply cart down the harshly lit terrazzo hallway,
emptying garbage cans and sweeping up trash as he went. It was Friday night and
the building was nearly empty, with the last of that day’s rowdy visitors long
ago herded out the front door. His shift was nearly over so he worked quickly,
impatient to get home so he could relax in his favorite chair with a recorded
football game on the big screen, and a cold beer in his hand.

His last task of the evening was to clean
the pool change rooms, something that always took the most amount of work. He
first tackled the men’s, emptying trash, sweeping floors, gathering wet towels,
wiping down mirrors, and collecting forgotten items for the lost and found. Finished,
he flicked off the banks of florescent lights and made his way to the women’s
change room.

Opening the door and pushing the cart
inside, he found the overhead lights already turned off and grumbled. Now he’d
have to walk a good twenty feet in the dark to reach the main switch by the
janitorial closet. He really couldn’t fathom the logic behind the bizarre
design of the electrical system in this place.

Josh was just about to flip the lights on,
when a thumping sound came from the other end of the room, causing him to pause.
At this time of night, the building should be nearly empty, with only himself
and maybe one or two other staff up front in the office.

The door from the pool area suddenly swung
open, flooding the room with a blaze of bright white light that blinded him for
a moment. It then closed, plunging the room into total darkness. He heard some
shuffling noises, and abruptly half the florescent lights flickered on with a
loud humming sound.

‘Well, at least someone else knew where a
switch was,’ he mused to himself silently.

Josh, hidden in the dark half of the room,
watched as a young brunette woman, perhaps nineteen or twenty years old and
with her shoulder-length hair tied back in a ponytail, padded from the doorway
over to the shower area in white flip-flops that made a thwacking sound against
the bare soles of her feet.

Josh glanced at his watch. It was eight-thirty
at night, and the very last swimmers should have exited over half an hour ago.
What was she still doing in here?

Dripping wet, the mystery woman wore a
bright yellow one-piece swimsuit that seemed a little too tight. She was
petite, perhaps just over five feet tall, and certainly not much more than a
hundred pounds soaking wet... which she of course was at that moment. Josh
found her quite pretty, with a friendly round face, full cherry-red lips,
medium-sized breasts, and a pale white complexion scattered with light brown
freckles where the sun had kissed her cheeks and forearms.

Now Josh had
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