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      The following story is completely fictional.  The characters are all over the age of 18 and as adults choose to live their lives in an age play environment.

      

      This is a series of books that can be read in any order.  You may, however, choose to read them sequentially to enjoy the characters best.  Subsequent books will feature characters that appear in previous novels as well as new faces.

      
        
        You can contact me on

        my Pepper North Facebook pages,

        at www.4peppernorth.club

        eMail at 4peppernorth@gmail.com

        I’m experimenting with Instagram, Twitter, and Tiktok.

        Come join me everywhere!
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      Pete stepped out of the guard shack as a battered truck pulled up to the front gates of Edgewater Industries. He held a clipboard in his hands detailing all the visitors with clearance to drive into the complex of buildings. As he approached the driver’s side, Pete watched the man inside struggle to crank down the obviously stubborn window.

      “Sorry, Bess is a great truck, but her windows hate me,” the young man said with a smile. “I’m Alan Phillips. I have an appointment for an interview at ten o’clock in…” He turned to reach for the scrap of paper on the passenger seat.

      “Tower A.” Pete completed Alan’s sentence as he noted the immaculate interior of the older truck. Obviously, the young man had used it extensively but maintained the vehicle well. The engine purred like a sports car.

      “Yeah, that’s it,” Alan confirmed. “Sorry, the security threw me a bit. I wasn’t expecting a guarded entry. This is a long way away from my small hometown.”

      “Making sure everyone is safe on the grounds is a priority for Mr. Edgewater. Just pull ahead and follow the signs. Tower A is up ahead on the left. Good luck with your interview,” he told the handsome young man.

      As Pete watched the truck pull through the raised barrier, he wondered why this applicant had captured his attention. There was something about him. With a shrug, he turned to the next vehicle to check them through. Maybe Alan Phillips will get a job here and I can figure out what’s so special about him.
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        * * *

      

      “Damn,” Alan swore as he struggled to pull his attention back to his purpose for being here. That security guard had checked all the boxes on Alan’s dream man list: tall, handsome, majorly built, and kind eyes.

      Following the signs, he quickly located the correct parking lot and pulled into a slot in the back. His truck definitely stuck out in the sea of luxury sedans and environmentally friendly cars. Alan forced himself to take three deep breaths to slow his heart rate. He was so nervous. His friends had laughed at him for taking the risk of applying for the prestigious company. According to them, no one hired a farm guy for a big city maintenance job.

      “Why not try for the stars?” Alan repeated the phrase he’d told himself since sending in his application three weeks ago. The only thing he was risking was losing a day’s work back home.

      Pushing the door open, he climbed down from the cab and stretched before straightening his clothes and trying to brush out the wrinkles from his drive. Alan had worn his best Sunday slacks and cotton shirt with carefully polished shoes borrowed from his dad. They were a bit small, but much better than his boots. He curbed the automatic reach for his baseball hat and closed the door. No need to lock it here.

      As he approached the front doors to the massive tower, Alan returned the friendly smiles and greetings from the employees walking through the green spaces between the buildings. He wondered if everyone would be as welcoming when they found out he was simply the maintenance guy.

      “If you get the job,” he reminded himself sternly as he hurried up the stairs to pull open the front door for a group of ladies to enter first.

      As they called their thanks, he almost ran into a man standing just inside. “Oh, my apologies,” he blurted to the man in the immaculate suit. He ran a hand over his shirt, feeling way out of place.

      “No problem. I don’t think I’ve met you before,” the handsome silver- and black-haired man greeted him with an outstretched hand.

      “I’m here to apply for a maintenance job, sir,” Alan explained.

      “Welcome. I hope you impress them. We all know we’d crumble without skilled people supporting us. Let me walk you to the right office,” he offered.

      “I don’t want to bother you, sir,” Alan rushed to say.

      “No bother. I needed to get out of my office for a while. If I’m walking you around, my admin can’t find me,” he joked. “It’s right down this hallway.”

      Alan accompanied him, noticing that the executive didn’t walk ahead of him but by his side. Everyone they passed in the corridor said good morning to them, but they’d greeted Pete on his way in, too. Friendliness was obviously a corporate standard. What was remarkable was that the man next to him greeted everyone by name. Maybe he works in human relations?

      “Here you go. It’s right through that door. Tell me your name,” the man requested.

      “I’m Alan Phillips, sir. Could I ask who you are?”

      “Of course. My name is Easton Edgewater. I’m glad to meet you, Alan. I hope I’ll see you again.”

      “Thank you, sir.” Alan stumbled over the words. He didn’t know a lot about Edgewater Industries, but he did recognize the name of the billionaire who’d established the company. And I asked him his name! What an idiotic move!

      By the time he thought to apologize for not knowing who he was, Easton Edgewater was halfway down the hall. Alan pulled himself together and opened the door into the human resources office. A woman at the reception desk looked up to greet him and he forgot everything else as he walked forward to try the riskiest thing he’d ever thought of.

      Two hours and three interviews later, Alan pulled on the work apron the guy in charge of maintenance had handed him and rolled up his sleeves to look at a seized engine on one of the large mowers. Checking off the steps in his mind as he attempted the repair, he noted a definite lack of oil in the motor. He trailed his fingers down the hoses and didn’t find a leak.

      “I don’t think the last person to change the oil replaced it,” he suggested slowly.

      “You’re probably right. Now you know why there’s an opening. Do you think there’s hope for that engine?”

      “Maybe? If I flood it with penetrating oil and it sits for a while, I might be able to get the piston freed,” Alan spoke positively.

      “Looks like you know what you’re doing with engines, young man. How are you on plumbing?”

      “I can unclog a drain or toilet with the right tools. I’m pretty handy with locks and stuck windows, too. My dad’s quite a handyman.”

      “If your background check comes up clear, you’ve got a job, Alan,” the supervisor said with a pat on the shoulder. “Come clean up. I don’t want you to get your interview clothes dirty.”

      “How long does the background check take?” Alan wondered aloud. He had nothing on his record as far as he knew.

      “They’ll have the results when we get back to HR,” the supervisor assured him, obviously confident Alan would pass the screening. “Get ready to fill out forms. That department keeps new hires busy on the computer for a while. You can start tomorrow if you’d like.”

      “I’d love to, but I’ll need to find a place to stay. I could sleep in my truck for a few days if there’s somewhere to shower,” Alan suggested as he cleaned up as much grime as he could from his hands.

      “They’ll set you up with an apartment in Tower B.”

      “I’m not sure I can afford to stay in a luxury place like this,” Alan stated.

      “No charge for employees. Easton Edgewater is one hell of a boss. He takes care of us. Come on. Let’s get you started filling in forms. I don’t want you to slip through my fingers.”

      Alan walked with Joe, his new supervisor, to Tower A. Mind blown by the events of the day, he realized he not only had a job, but it looked like he had a new apartment. Thank goodness he’d thrown a few things into a duffle bag that morning in case of emergencies. Joe said his shift would start at seven in the morning.
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      Joe hadn’t lied. By the end of the day, Alan was back at his truck to move it to the parking lot closer to Tower B. He carefully folded the instructions to set up his palm print as the key for the door of apartment 512. Alan didn’t expect much from the free apartment. A shower, bed, and fridge would be nice.

      Parking at the back of the lot once again, he grabbed his bag from behind his seat and headed inside. A security desk loomed in front of him as he opened the door. Startled, Alan fumbled for his shiny new employee badge to show the man who turned to look at him.

      “You got the job,” the handsome man from the gate greeted him. “Alan Phillips, right?”

      “Wow! You have a great memory,” Alan commented in surprise.

      “I just saw your name come across as the new resident of Tower B. Congratulations.”

      “Thank you, sir. Do you need to see my badge?”

      “I recognize you. If you see someone else at the desk, they’ll ask to see it. There are several of us who work in security for this building. I’m filling in for Knox, the head of security for Edgewater Industries, tonight. I’m Pete Wilmoth.”

      “Nice to meet you, Mr. Wilmoth.”

      “You can call me Pete, Alan. Let me call someone and I’ll take you upstairs.”

      Before Alan could protest, Pete was on the phone. As he hung up, an employee jogged
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