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Hey, if you’ve started reading this book, you might be wanting more. 
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The outdoor mall before me must have had a dozen different suites, but most of the offices stood vacant, or had only a few cars parked in front of them. Save for one: Ehrloft Industries Inc. Even at 2:00, I spotted several people coming back for lunch.


Okay, you’ve got this, I told myself. Cason Albertson was the name, and succeeding in this internship was my game. At least, it needed to be if I wanted a prayer of succeeding at keeping my scholarship. 


Inside, I passed dozens of people were hard at work, running reports, making phone calls, and made my way to the receptionist, a burly man in the process of consuming a foot long sub sandwich. When I explained who I was, he gave me a dubious look, one I couldn’t blame him for.


Eherloft Industries, controlled by Moss Eliza Eherloft, was growing name in the customer service industry, with a bright future.


No way to say the same thing about me. I might be decently smart, but I’d spent the past few months of college playing video games long into the night and putting off all my homework as much as I could. End result: I was on thin ice with the scholarship committee.


Now, I had no choice but to do my damnedest so I didn’t get chucked out of the program. So I met Mr. Burly’s dubious look with a smile and asked what I needed to do.


Finally, he drew a keycard out of his desk, punched a few keys, and handed it to me. “Go to Eliza’s office. Down the hall, all the way to the end. She’ll take care of you.”


“Thank you.”


He shrugged and got back to his meal. Hard to blame him, as I’d only gotten the internship because my academic adviser took pity on me and called in a few contacts. And even then, she stated only the best and fittest survived here. She didn’t say it, but her tone made it very clear that she expected that if I didn’t shake up, I wouldn’t be there for very long. 


I followed Mr. Burly’s instructions. The place seemed to take the form of one main area with a bunch of cubicles, while the CEO worked in a private area all her own. Heading past the bathroom, I arrived at a large, varnished wooden door. With a swallow, I knocked.


The door swung open a few minutes later. On the other side, a large desk with a bunch of different computers, fax machines, and other devices. A muted television upon the wall was set to a news channel, while in the center sat Eliza Ehrloft.


When I’d pictured Ms. Ehrloft, I’d envisioned an old lady, maybe in her sixties, who had accumulated a lot of wealth. Maybe inherited or something, or who knew how the game was played from long experience. Stupid of me, probably a bit sexist, too, I know, but that’s what I imagined.


In contrast, Eliza might have been older than me, but she had an ageless look to her. I’d seen, crushed after, and tried in my own clumsy way to ask out countless girls in high school and college before. Each was sexy, but they had their own nervousness. Those girls were unsure, still a work in progess. 


But no sign of nervousness rested upon Eliza’s brow. She exuded confidence, and her body… Voluptuous. That was the right word to describe her. And it fit well. Curves in all the right places, yet her feathers were soft. Blonde hair brushed down to her hips in a wave, while her full lips formed a ruby-red bow of a mouth. Her aura of command made me feel like I had stepped inside a castle and laid before a queen—I could imagine a crown upon her head with the greatest of ease. Tanned and dark, her forest-green dress bared shoulders that glimmered even in the indoor light. 


She turned from her desk to face me, and her gaze flicked up and down my body. Not dismissive, at least. “Cason Albertson, was it?”


That jarred me from my stupor. “I—yes, I am. That is… yes, I’m Cason.”


She chuckled, a melodic sound like a harp played between her lips. “Calm yourself. Now, you seek to intern at my company, yes?” 


‘Seek to intern,’ not ‘you are the new intern.’ Hopefully, that didn’t mean something bad. “That’s correct,” I said hesitantly. “I hope to be of great use to your company.”


She weighed me. That was the only word for it. Eyes like chips of sapphire examined me from head to toe, looking for something. I stayed still, not daring to interrupt her inspection. “That is up for you to prove,” she finally said. “You might be of extreme value, or near uselessness. The choice is yours. You are unfamiliar with the business, untouched and untested. The downside of this is that you have no idea what you are doing.”


Wasn’t that the truth? I tried not to grimace. “But it also means you can mold me as you wish. No bad habits to break, no? How many people come into this job knowing shit even if they’ve got ten years on their resume?”


“Confident, aren’t you?”


Was I? No, not really, but confidence was key, and I knew the concept of fake it till you make it, so I offered a daredevil grin. “I know I’m the right person for the job.”


That earned an amused smile. “We shall see. Still, it’s interesting to see such confidence in a young man like you. Kind of adorable, or perhaps cute, like a chihuahua barking proudly amongst Dobermans.”


C-C-Cute? By that point, my face was a blaze of red. Quickly, change the subject. “How about yourself?”


She raised an eyebrow. “Myself?”


Oh shit, where was I going with that? I had her attention, but couldn’t be sure what to do with it. How does one engage in a war of words with a proverbial goddess? Still, I had her attention, and needed to do something with it. So I deliberately looked her up up and down slowly before giving her a wink. “Yep, they don’t make ‘em like you anymore. Dead sexy.”


There, hopefully, I had showed her I was someone to contend with rather than just an idiot to be—


Eliza snorted, her fingers to her lips as giggles overcame her. 


Okay, maybe an idiot it was. I could only try to hide the shame on my face.


When she finished, she brushed tears out of her eyes. “I apologize, but that was an absolutely terrible pickup line. You’ve never done anything with a woman before, have you?”


“Of course! Unless you mean in bed.”


That, at least, earned a grin, but she changed the subject. “Now, I expect you to come bright and early tomorrow.” Eliza said. Her fingers trailed along my arm, and goosebumps arose wherever she touched. “You weren’t wrong, but you’ll need lots of training. Don’t worry, I’ll show you how things work.”


She drew close, her soft, gorgeous body mere inches from mine… only to pass me by. 


“See you tomorrow,” she said.


It was nearly a minute before I could unfreeze myself.


/-/


The next morning, I arrived thirty minutes before my official start time, just in case. I needed to prove myself useful, and this was a good way to start.


This early, the place was all but deserted, with only one car in the parking lot. Some might have felt it nerve-wracking, but I found it oddly peaceful. I let myself in with the keycard. Only the hall lights lit the place, all the offices and cubicles dark save for Eliza’s. Looks like she’s the type to ask for only what she’s willing to do herself. 


They had allocated me a room across from Eliza’s office, small, but with two monitors on my desk. I settled into my chair, booted up the computer, and waited for it to—Wait, what was that?


I froze. Surely I’d been hearing things. But a moment later, a woman’s groan came from the other side of the hall. A low ‘ungh’ sound.


My cock went from normal to rock hard in the space of about five seconds flat. I wasn’t an idiot. Even if I hadn’t had a proper girlfriend before, I’d watched porn. Another moan came from Eliza’s office, soft and needy.


I hesitated. I shouldn’t eavesdrop, right? That would be wrong, but what if someone came by? It could be dangerous if someone wasn’t listening. Someone had to protect her. Bullshit, of course, but it assuaged my guilty conscience, so I listened intently. Another groan, then a whimper, and before I knew it, my hands gripped my cock, slowly stroking.


I had plenty of experience with Rosie Palms and her five daughters and knew all the right ways to make the session last, but those moans. Fuck, those moans were my undoing. Was this a good idea? Hell no, but stopping myself was impossible. She moaned, and I pumped my cock. 


I would have to finish before she did, unfortunately. She was the boss, but there was no way I’d survive the other employees catching me beating my meat on the first day of work. So with all the regret in the world, I sped up.


From across the hall, she sucked in a breath, then emitted a groan that went straight to my cock. I sped up, faster and faster. She closed into ecstasy and so did I. My only regret was that I wouldn’t be able to take my time as much as I’d like. 


Another cry. What did she look like in there? Was she squeezing those bountiful breasts? Rubbing her clit? Or did she have her fingers plunged deep inside her so that she’d squelch around her? Toys, did she use them? I didn’t dare look, but fuck, I wanted to!


The thoughts enticed. What if she knew I was there? I imagined pinning her and rutting into her from behind on the office desk, her mewling helplessly as I screwed her into senselessness. To feel her beneath me, to feast upon those breasts—each big enough that I’d seen smaller basketballs—or maybe have her wrap them around my cock like a sleeve and give me a tit-job.


And then she’d beg… no, even in my lusty fantasies, I couldn’t see her begging. She would descend upon me like a goddess and take command.


Yes, that’s what it would be… An image of her pinning me to the desk and fucking me stupid appeared behind the inside of my eyelids.


Shit! My eyes snapped open, but my orgasm hit before I could begin to recover. An explosion of cum ripped its way out of me to geyser forth. It was only by mere seconds that I managed to pull out a tissue and catch it. I twitched in my chair, my cock throbbing with its release. Pulse after pulse as I clamped my mouth shut so nobody would hear me.


Finally, I sagged in my chair. I did a quick check to make sure I hadn’t missed anything. Okay, that wasn’t so—fuck! A puddle of cum dripped from my sleeve. Apparently, I hadn’t been as quick as I thought. 


Quickly, I dashed to the men’s room to survey the damage and looked myself up and down.


Just the sleeve, thank heavens. That wasn’t so bad. Cum was water soluble, so I gave it a good rinse and turned on the blow dryer. Soon enough, it was… well, still damp, but no longer a clear giveaway. 


My smartphone said I was still five minutes early when I returned to my desk, where a lit pop-up showed I’d gotten an email. Eliza wanted to see me. 


Panic exploded in my chest, but I forced myself to take a deep breath. Play it cool, and maybe she didn’t know.


I gave myself a moment to concentrate, then made my way across the hall. 


Eliza met me with a pleased smile. “Glad to see you made it early, as requested.”


“Of course, ma’am,” I said, and it was a point of pride that I kept any quaver from my voice. Just as you asked me to.”


“Indeed. Now, let’s get started. I want to make sure you understand what your role at the company is going to be…” She explained how my job was to be her gatekeeper. Tony—Mr. Burly’s real name, apparently—handled physical arrivals, but she’d give me the chance to tackle and organize her emails. Simple work, but if I could cut the amount












































































































































































































