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Jack sat in at the hotel bar decompressing from a day of meetings. Five sales pitches and they all looked like slam dunk winners. Now it was time to relax with a gin and tonic.

The television above the bar had a basketball game on allowing Jack to decompress from a busy day. 

Tomorrow would be a presentation and talk at a local conference before catching a late flight back to his wife, Debbie.

Jack and Debbie had a good life with a large four bedroom house in the suburbs. In the next year or two they were planning on starting a family but not just yet. 

Jack and Debbie had their careers which were on upward paths. Each one worked hard from Monday to Friday balancing the stress with being weekend warriors working out, going out to the country, spur of the moment mini-vacations, and the like. 

Jack and Debbie were a power couple. Happily in love with each other, and living with a zest few couples could match.

They were married for five years after dating for a couple of years in college. 

At the end of the bar, a young, beautiful blonde-haired woman sat nursing a martini. She looked quite young and the bartender carded her before serving her a martini.

Jack thought he might have noticed her at one of the sales meetings today sitting at the far end of the table. Since the presentation was for senior executives, Jack thought it odd that someone so junior would be in the meeting. At the time, Jack passed it off to her being the child of one of the senior executives.

The woman was quite beautiful with massive breasts that had to be G cup at the very least and a bulbous ass that more than covered her seat lifting her up at least a couple of inches.

During the meeting, she was dressed as conservative as possible with a dark blue jacket and dress and a white top. Her breasts and ass stretched the fabric with the blouse trying and failing to hide her massive breasts. She never introduced herself or placed a card on the table.

Tonight, however, she was clearly dressed for sex. Her conservative top was replaced with a pink tunic showing off her massive breasts. A quick glance to the side allowed Jack to see some side boob contained by a massive white bra. Instead of a dress, she wore white leggings. At one point, she got up, walking behind Jack to use the ladies room. He caught a large heart on the back of her leggings with the upper portion of the heart trying in vain to cover her ass cheeks.

‘Boy, she is a looker,’ the bartender said striking up a conversation.

‘Yeah,’ Jack said.

‘I had to check the age. She is twenty-two, according to the ID but she does not look a day past eighteen.’

‘She does look young to be in here.’

‘Usually we ask girls like that to leave, but her address was from North Windbrook. The rich suburb.’

‘You think she is someone's rich daughter getting her kicks?’

‘Yeah, we get that a few times a month. Someone's daughter wants to rebel against daddy's wishes so she comes down to the city to be a whore. The girls get scared so she hangs out in a five-star hotel bar.’

‘Kids.’

‘You married?’

‘Yeah, no kids. Maybe in a few years.’

‘What do you think of her?’

‘I am more than happy.’

‘Would you if you were single?’

‘Of course. I would be all over her.’

‘You and me both. I would do so many nasty things to her if she was one of those rich girls.’

The woman walked back into the bar passed Jack and the bartender taking her seat at the end of the bar. She quietly sipped her martini leaving everyone to their business.

Jack finished his beer and left heading back to his room to prepare for tomorrow's meetings, leaving the bartender and the woman to their own business.

Jack called Debbie and they chatted for twenty minutes discussing their days and the plans for the weekend. 

The next day Jack nailed his presentation and went to lunch with some executives from yesterday to discuss his company's products.

After lunch, Jack headed over to the convention center where he was supposed to give a talk for roughly one hundred people regarding the future of his industry. 

As Jack was finishing his setup, the blonde haired woman from yesterday slipped inside wearing a conservative suit trying to cover her massive cleavage and ass. Her long blonde hair was tied up in a bun and she wore black rimmed glasses in a futile attempt to hide her appearance.

Jack started his presentation moving through the bulletin points. Fifteen minutes in he noticed the blonde-haired girl sitting intently watching the presentation. Jack mentally noted her presence trying to be inconspicuous but with her beauty there was no hope of being inconspicuous. 

The night before Jack was supposed to leave he went out to dinner by himself to condense the notes from the previous week. Not a minute after he ordered dinner, the blonde haired woman appeared out of nowhere sliding into the booth across from him.

‘Jack Biltriez?’

‘Excuse me?’

‘Jack Biltriez, correct,’ the blonde-haired girl said sliding into the booth across from Jack placing her attaché on the seat next to her.

‘How do you know my name?’

‘I know a lot about you.’

‘Who are you? I have seen you sitting in my presentations, at my talks, and hanging out in the hotel bars. I am happily married and not interested in cheating on my wife.’

‘I am not interested in having you cheat on your wife. I can assure you of that. Have you seen the news in the last week?’

‘I don't pay too much attention to the news.’

‘Then you have not heard of Pirtakus Syndrome.’

‘What are you talking about?’

‘The rich and elite of the world have been infected with an unknown virus, although some believe it may be to our procreating between families for over three hundred years. The latest generation of children provided a mutation to our DNA where the men are lacking both in size and virility while the women are gifted with massive breasts and beauty.’

‘Are you nuts?’

‘No, my father and other rich families are willing to pay you handsomely for your DNA.’

‘Now I know you are psycho.’

‘You are Jack Biltriez. Your family was once a part of royalty as a member of the Biltriez's before disgracing the family name by marrying a common woman two hundred years ago. The elite of the world needs your DNA to continue our Royal and elite lineage.’

‘Tomorrow, I am getting a court order to keep you away from me.’

Jack got up storming out of the restaurant catching a cab back to his hotel. Whoever this crazy woman was he had to get away from her. Jack pulled out his business cards from the meetings she attended looking for the cards of the people who were in charge of the meetings. The next day he was going to find out the identity of this girl.

As soon as Jack woke up he called the people who were in charge of the meetings. Jack discreetly inquired about her identity, noting that she was attending multiple events across the city during his trip. 

A couple of hours later and after a few discussions, Jack turned his phone off noting it was later than he expected. Jack grabbed his stuff closing his notebook before rushing off to the airport. The flight would provide some time to decompress and review the information.

Once the airplane took off, Jack pulled out his notes and reviewed them. The woman's name is Melanie Burlans and she is the daughter of Jason Burlans the owner of Burlan Industries, a large multinational corporation. Burlan Industries were a private corporation and a major client of Jack's firm with a global reach. 

Jack decided to file it away and play it cool. If there was a future incident, he would handle it at that time. She could have been there looking over Jack's presentation and just getting some kicks as the owner's daughter.

When Jack arrived back home, he was happy to see Debbie. They went hiking for the weekend with Debbie acting just a little off kilter.

The next week was fine for Jack as he closed the deals from the previous week. Jack got his travel schedule ready for the coming week and decided to take things easy.

Jack did not pay attention to the news, but he overheard some people at the water cooler talking about the Pirtakus Syndrome paying it no mind until later in the afternoon. Jack started reading some news articles wondering if the crazy girl was in fact telling the truth. 

When Jack arrived him there was a Bentley in the driveway next to his wife's car. Jack walked inside to find Debbie sitting in the living room with the blonde, an older man, and two larger individuals which Jack thought were bodyguards.

‘Jack, we have to talk,’ Debbie said.

‘Hello, Jack. My name is Jason Burlans. I am sure you are familiar with my company.’

‘Yes.’

‘Jack, did you cheat on me with this woman?’

‘No. She is psycho.’

‘I am not a psycho,’ Melanie said.

‘Well, you stalked me on my business trip and tried to seduce me.’

‘I did no such thing.’

‘You tried to meet me at the hotel bar and followed me to dinner the next night.’

‘I was merely checking you out to ensure you were the man we thought you were.’

‘It is called stalking.’

‘Jack, what happened on your business trip and why did you not tell me,’ Debbie said.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





