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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale
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Prologue - The Signature

I don’t remember the last time I slept through the night.

It’s not that I have nightmares—not in the classic sense, with monsters and shadows. It’s the little things that wake me now: the vibration of my phone when another “FINAL REMINDER” pings at 2 a.m., the snap of the letterbox as my landlord drops off another pale envelope. The way the cold creeps in from the single-glazed window above my bed, shivering over my legs because I can’t justify the cost of a new duvet.

Sometimes I wake to the sound of my own thoughts: You owe seventeen thousand pounds. Your overdraft is maxed. The agency hasn’t called in three weeks. The fridge is empty. I try to banish them, but they return with the daylight.

Most mornings, my first glimpse of myself is in the bathroom mirror, toothpaste at the corners of my mouth, hair a wild, tangled crown of chestnut brown streaked with the faded copper that always reappears in the sun. It’s easier to scrape it up into a bun—hide the split ends, ignore the fact that my last haircut was a favour from a friend with kitchen scissors. My face is narrow, the kind that makes me look perpetually worried even when I’m not, my mouth pulled a little left by an old scar that only shows when I smile. I’m pale—paler these days, since I ration my heating and avoid the kind of meals that put colour in your cheeks.

My eyes—green, flecked with amber if you look closely—always look too large for my face, especially when I’m anxious. I think they give me away; my mother used to say you could read everything in them. I wish that weren’t true. Lately I look away from myself. I dress in the dark—pull on my best skirt, the one that still fits since I started skipping breakfast, my black tights with the ladder I try to hide at the back of my knee. I choose the least-wrinkled blouse, a faded blue thing from a charity shop, the buttons always a bit loose at the chest. My breasts aren’t much—enough to make me self-conscious in the wrong light, not enough to draw compliments. I’ve lost a little weight since last Christmas; my hips are still wide, the curve of my thighs more pronounced for the rest of me going slight. I tell myself it’s temporary, a phase, not the start of a decline.

I chew my nails. My hands are always dry from cheap soap. My bag is a battered leather relic, soft at the seams, handle held together with an old hair tie. I try not to meet anyone’s eye on the bus or the street—just another girl in London, exhausted and invisible.

But I show up. That’s the difference between drowning and swimming, isn’t it? You keep showing up, even when you’re tired of your own reflection.

My phone is always dying. It’s an old model, screen spidered with cracks, but I keep it charged for one reason: work. I keep every app that promises jobs—Indeed, Reed, Gumtree, all of them. The notifications are a mix of spam and real offers. I’ve had thirty-seven placements since I graduated with my BA in English Literature. That’s what a £17,000 degree buys you: admin, reception, data entry, the occasional call centre. None lasted more than three months. Some didn’t last more than three days.

It’s a particular kind of exhaustion, trying to be exactly what each office wants—a little invisible, always competent, never too interesting. I’ve learned to blend in. I make coffee, sort post, keep quiet about the things I see. I smile at jokes, never at people. I stay late, never complain. I exist in the background, ghosting through offices that don’t remember me when I’m gone.

Lately, though, it’s felt like the city itself is closing in. My rent is due in five days. The electricity meter blinked red before noon. I pawned my winter coat yesterday for £18.50 and spent £7 of it on groceries that wouldn’t last a week. I’ve skipped three meals in the past two days—not as an act of discipline but because there was nothing left in the cupboard but tea and the heel of a loaf gone stale.

Desperation isn’t sudden. It’s not a single event—it’s the slow accumulation of choices made and opportunities missed. The day you realise you can’t pay for the bus without checking your balance first. The way you ignore calls from numbers you know are the bank, the council, the landlord. The endless hum of anxiety that even sleep can’t touch.

It was in this state—hungry, tired, bitter, and stubborn—that I sat at my kitchen table at midnight, scrolling through job listings, one thumb flick after another, my teeth digging into my lower lip, hoping for something I hadn’t already applied for.

That’s when I saw it.

STERLING TEMPS: ADMIN ROLES · IMMEDIATE START · £25/HR

The rate made me double-take. I tapped the listing and squinted at the details, but there were hardly any—just an address, a blank contact form, a field to upload your CV. No job description, no “ideal candidate,” nothing about what exactly you’d be doing.

I almost dismissed it. Scam, I thought. Or too good to be true. But desperation makes you superstitious. I attached my CV, hit send, and shut my laptop with more force than I meant.

I tried not to hope. Tried not to dream of a solution—a single contract that could fix everything, pay down the worst of the debt, maybe even let me buy a new coat. But the hope was there, despite myself, like the ache of an old bruise.

I washed my face, set my alarm for seven, and lay awake listening to the wind rattle the single pane in the window. I didn’t expect a reply.

The phone rang at 7:14 a.m.

The voice on the other end was warm, professional, precise: “Beth Harris? Are you available for interview today?”

I nearly dropped the phone.

I croaked, “Yes, of course.”

The caller gave an address—London Bridge, a building I’d passed a hundred times, all steel and glass, with a revolving door that made me dizzy. “Dress business smart. Bring photo ID.”

I hung up and, for a moment, just stared at my reflection in the window. My heart was thundering.

You have a chance, I told myself.

Don’t fuck this up.

I showered, scraping my hair into the neatest bun I could manage. I patched my tights with clear nail polish, buttoned my blouse up to my throat, and dabbed concealer under my eyes to hide the shadows. My skirt kept riding up, my shoes pinched, and my hands shook as I did my mascara. I added a touch of lip balm, but nothing more—I didn’t want to look like I was trying too hard.

As I left, I glanced back at my flat—a single mug in the sink, a stack of bills on the table, the gas meter blinking sullenly in the corner.

Let this be it, I thought. Let something finally change.

The bus was crowded. The sky was the colour of wet concrete, and everything smelled faintly of last night’s rain. I counted three other women in business dress waiting at the same stop, each with the same haunted, hopeful look in their eyes. We all pretended not to notice each other.

At London Bridge, the city pulsed with noise. I found the building—more intimidating up close, the kind of place where security men in earpieces watched you even when you were just passing by. Inside, the lobby was quiet, the hush of money everywhere. Marble floor, gleaming chrome, fresh flowers that didn’t smell like anything.

The receptionist wore a navy suit and a badge with a red border, STERLING TEMPS in clean, block capitals. She didn’t smile when she greeted me. “Take a seat, please. Ms. Carter will be with you shortly.”

There were three other women in the waiting area. The youngest looked luminous, with flawless skin and nervous energy twitching in her knee. Another, about thirty, wore a sharp pencil skirt and held her CV in a pristine folder. The last was older, maybe in her forties, with glossy hair and calm eyes. She looked like someone who knew how this game was played—and had decided to play it on her own terms.

I caught my reflection in the glass beside me. My face looked sharper, almost angular, the hollows of my cheeks more pronounced than I remembered. My eyes seemed huge, restless. I pressed my knees together, conscious of the ladder in my tights, the loose hem on my skirt, the fraying strap of my bag. I tried not to look at the others, but couldn’t help comparing myself: I felt too young and too old at once. “Pretty in an offbeat way,” someone once told me, but I’d never decided whether that was a compliment.

We sat in silence, the buzz of the vending machine as loud as a train. I focused on the details: the way the light glared off the marble floor, the sterile smell of carpet cleaner, the faintest whiff of antiseptic. The room was too bright, like a dentist’s waiting room, with no magazines, nothing to distract you from your own anxiety.

The door opened. A woman in a black sheath dress and heels stepped out—Ms. Carter, I guessed, though she never introduced herself to the group. She had a clipboard, pen poised, eyes sharp. She called the youngest woman first.

The girl jumped up, almost dropping her phone. She disappeared through the frosted glass. The older woman beside me offered me a small, knowing smile. I looked away.

Fifteen minutes passed. The girl reappeared, pale and unsmiling, her phone gripped in her fist. Ms. Carter ushered her out, then called the woman in the pencil skirt. She vanished with a confident, purposeful stride.

The oldest woman was next. She went in smiling, and came out the same way, though her lipstick was slightly smeared and her blouse was buttoned unevenly. She handed her badge to the receptionist and left, glancing back only once.

At last, my name.

I stood, smoothing my skirt, trying to project calm. Ms. Carter led me down a curving corridor, the walls an institutional white that felt designed to hide both stains and secrets. I caught glimpses of open-plan offices, the low hum of computers, men and women in smart clothes staring at screens, their expressions glazed and focused.

The meeting room was glass-walled, bright, minimal—just a table, two chairs, a tray with a water jug. Ms. Carter gestured for me to sit.

She paged through my CV with practiced efficiency. “You’ve done a bit of everything—reception, admin, data entry. Our current client needs someone adaptable, discreet. Able to go above and beyond, if needed.”

She smiled, but it was the sort of smile that never reached her eyes. “The rate is £25 per hour, plus expenses. We expect immediate start. There’s just one final step.”

From a folder, she withdrew a single sheet—thicker, crisp, the border inked in red. At the top, in bold: Access Addendum.

She slid it across the table, pen following. “This is standard for our select assignments. It authorises us to place you in roles where… additional duties may be required. You’ll note that you have the right to refuse any request. If at any point you wish to withdraw, you must notify us in writing. Until that happens, your availability is considered active, and you’re expected to comply fully with the terms of use. That’s how we can offer such a premium rate. It’s voluntary, but ongoing—do you understand?”

My mouth was dry. “Is it safe?”

Ms. Carter nodded, eyes never leaving mine. “We take care of our people, Beth. Health checks, privacy, your boundaries always respected. But the expectation is that, while your contract is active, you are—” she paused, searching for the right word—“available. Any time you choose to withdraw, you can, but you must do so formally, in writing. Until then, you’re on the Access roster.”

The words on the page blurred for a second.

Consent, but with expectation. Freedom, but only if you claim it. You are free use until you say otherwise.

I thought of my bills. The blinking gas meter. The worn patch on my left shoe.

I thought of my mother’s eyes, and how she always told me to know my own worth.

I took the pen. It was heavier than I expected—cold and smooth. My signature looked odd, shaky and unfamiliar on that expensive paper.

Ms. Carter checked the form, then stamped it with a quick, firm motion.

“That’s it. Welcome to Sterling Temps.” She smiled, finally, as if the hard part was over. “Your first shift is tomorrow morning. Seven o’clock. Floor twelve. Dress smart. The details will be in your confirmation email.”

She stood. I followed, adrenaline fizzing in my veins. I felt light-headed—hungry, scared, and something else. Something that tasted almost like anticipation.

On the way back down the corridor, I saw a woman kneeling beside a printer, her hands resting quietly on her thighs. Two men in suits stood nearby, discussing spreadsheets, utterly indifferent. No one looked twice.

At reception, I handed in my visitor’s badge. The receptionist, unreadable, nodded and handed me a clipboard to sign out. I scrawled my name and felt, absurdly, as if I’d crossed some invisible line.

Outside, the city was still waking up. The river smelled of wet stone and diesel. I checked my phone.

A new message: Shift confirmed – Floor 12, 07:00.

Tomorrow, everything would change.

For the first time in months, I felt almost hungry.

Hungry, and alive.
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Induction Day

The cold had a way of finding its way through every layer, even the cheap wool of my coat. I stepped off the bus into a wind that whipped through the narrow city street, slicing between the glass towers and battered newsagents, making the skin of my calves prickle beneath my tights. My shoes—black, faux-leather, a half-size too small—pinched with every step, and the padded insoles I’d stuck in months ago had started to curl, making me conscious of the unevenness with every stride. It felt symbolic, somehow: never quite fitting, always aware of the quiet ache.

I paused for a moment outside the Sterling Temps building, one hand wrapped tightly around the strap of my battered satchel. The building was a strange contradiction—gleaming and impersonal from the outside, the kind of place where money was spent not to impress, but to signal that you were above the need for approval. The front steps had been power-washed that morning; I could still smell the wet cement and the acrid tang of whatever chemicals had been used. My reflection in the glass was ghostly, layered over a reception area filled with the gentle blue glow of computer screens. I adjusted my bun with fingers that trembled more from nerves than cold, making sure the coppery ends were tucked beneath the brown. The wind sent a strand loose anyway, feathering against my cheek, catching the dry patch of skin beneath my left ear.

As I entered, the change in temperature was immediate—a sharp relief that carried the faint scent of carpet cleaner, antiseptic, and the cloying artificial lemon of whatever air freshener they used in buildings like this. I pressed my thighs together unconsciously, aware of the way my black skirt clung to my hips. I’d lost weight since winter, but the skirt still had a way of riding up as I walked, bunching just enough to make me nervous. I tugged it lower now, smoothing the fabric over the curve of my thigh. My blouse was the least-wrinkled I owned, a faded blue with pearl buttons that strained a little at the chest—nothing indecent, but enough to make me self-conscious. My bra, a beige affair gone grey from too many washes, did its best to corral my breasts, but I could never quite get them to sit right, one always a little higher than the other.

My skin prickled in the artificial warmth. I always felt exposed in waiting rooms. There’s something about the posture—shoulders squared, hands folded in your lap, back straight because you know someone is watching. I tried to keep my knees together, hiding the faint ladder in my tights beneath the chair. My hands rested on my bag, fingers worrying the frayed seam at the handle. My nails were short, bitten to the quick, the skin around them rough and red from anxiety and too many cheap hand soaps.

I wasn’t alone. There were three other women already seated in the reception area. The youngest looked barely out of her teens—fresh-faced, nervously scrolling on her phone, knees bouncing. She wore a neat blazer over a dress that made her look like she was heading for sixth-form rather than a temp job. The next was mid-thirties, her dark hair in a glossy chignon, makeup perfect and smile fixed; her skirt was tight, her blouse crisp and starched. The third, older, perhaps early forties, wore tailored trousers and an expensive watch; her posture was relaxed, almost feline, her eyes bright with the kind of confidence I envied.

I caught my reflection again, this time in the chrome strip above the reception desk. Green eyes, wide and restless, a face more striking than pretty, sharp at the cheekbones but softened by the curve of my mouth—a mouth that always tilted left when I tried to smile. I was conscious of the pale undertones of my skin, made starker by the overhead lights, and the scatter of freckles across my nose that seemed more pronounced when I was nervous. My body felt out of proportion—hips too broad for my narrow waist, thighs pressing against the skirt, breasts neither here nor there but sensitive enough to make the wrong fabric an irritation.

The receptionist called out, “Name?”

Her voice was flat, businesslike, but her gaze lingered on me a fraction too long—assessing, perhaps, or just bored.

“Beth Harris,” I managed, voice steadier than I felt.

She ticked something on a sheet, handed me a plastic badge with my name and a red border.

“Take a seat. Ms. Carter will be with you shortly.”

I sat down again, the badge cool against my palm. Around me, the women sat in silence, each absorbed in her own ritual: checking phones, adjusting skirts, staring blankly into space. I wondered what stories they carried. Were they as desperate as me? Did they have bills stacked on their kitchen tables, shoes pinching their toes, a hollowness in their stomachs they didn’t speak of? Or were they here by choice, chasing the rumour of easy money?

A television mounted on the far wall played a silent news reel—markets up, politics down, nothing that touched lives like ours. I listened to the faint buzz of the vending machine, the way the lights hummed overhead, the distant echo of footsteps in the corridor beyond. Every sense felt sharpened, my body humming with anticipation and dread, my mind flickering between hope and resignation.

I watched the door, waiting for my name to be called, trying not to think of the contract in my bag—the one that, with a single signature, had changed the shape of my future. My thumb traced the raised edge of my badge, feeling the faint imprint of the word ACCESS beneath my skin.

I was here. I was ready. Or at least, I had run out of choices.

The receptionist’s fingers danced across the keyboard with practiced indifference as she called the next name. “Beth Harris?”

I startled, legs briefly tangled in the strap of my satchel, and rose a little too quickly, smoothing my skirt as if that could conjure up confidence I didn’t possess. I felt every gaze in the waiting room track me as I followed her down a short corridor, the hush of the carpet deadening the clack of my shoes. She didn’t speak, just led me past a frosted glass door etched with the words Human Resources, then motioned for me to wait on a narrow bench.

I perched there, knees pressed together, fiddling with the corner of my badge, unable to stop cataloguing every detail. The bench upholstery was rough beneath my tights, and I was conscious of the way the skirt bunched when I sat. My palms were already clammy, and I pressed them into my lap, hoping to keep from leaving damp prints on the paperwork I knew was coming.

A moment later, the door opened. Ms. Carter stepped out—a woman in her late thirties, smartly dressed, her black hair in a severe twist, lipstick immaculate and suit so perfectly tailored it might as well have been sewn onto her. Her gaze swept over me, impersonal but not unfriendly, and she extended a hand.

“Beth. Thank you for being so prompt. Please, come in.”

Her office was smaller than I expected but designed for efficiency: a polished desk, two chairs, a filing cabinet with numbered labels, the smell of coffee and something floral—her perfume, subtle but expensive. She indicated the chair across from her. As I sat, I caught my reflection in a silver-framed photo of a dog on her desk, my face sharp and anxious in the glass.

Ms. Carter sat down, smoothing a stack of forms, her nails short and neatly manicured. She worked through the basics with methodical precision—ID check, signature on a confidentiality agreement, brief confirmation that I had read and understood the basic employee handbook.

“Now,” she said, sliding a new sheet to the top of the stack, “I just need you to confirm your details and sign your induction paperwork.” She held out a pen—black, heavy, with the company’s name engraved along the barrel.

As I filled in my address, National Insurance number, and contact details, I felt her eyes on me—not predatory, not even curious, but assessing, as if she was filing away every detail for some later purpose.

Once I finished, she flipped to the final page and drew out a familiar sheet: thicker, bordered in bright red. At the top, in bold black type, it read: Access Addendum.

“Just to confirm,” Ms. Carter said, her voice neutral, “by signing this addendum, you’re agreeing to make yourself available for qualifying requests as defined in our client agreements, for the duration of your scheduled shifts. Participation is voluntary, of course. If at any time you wish to withdraw from the program, you may do so, but it must be in writing. Until we receive that notice, your availability is considered ongoing.”

She paused, as if letting the words settle. “Is that clear?”

I felt a cold shiver run the length of my spine. The words were almost verbatim from yesterday’s interview, yet here, in this quiet room with the paperwork in front of me, they sounded heavier. Final.

“Yes,” I managed, my voice barely above a whisper. “It’s clear.”

“Excellent. Please sign and date at the bottom.”

Her tone made it sound as mundane as a package delivery. My hand hesitated, just a second, before I pressed pen to paper. My signature trembled, black ink gliding across the line—bolder, somehow, than I felt.

Ms. Carter took the form, scanned it with a small barcode reader, and nodded. “Perfect. That’s the last of the admin. I’ll get your badge.”

She turned to a drawer and pulled out a fresh lanyard: soft, pink fabric, a clear badge holder with my name pre-printed in bold type.

Beth Harris

Floor 12 — Access

She handed it over, the badge cool and slick in my palm. “This will be your identification. You’ll need to wear it at all times on the premises. If you lose it, come to reception immediately. The colour denotes your clearance and schedule.”

I slid the lanyard over my head, adjusting it so the badge lay flat against my chest. I couldn’t help noticing how visible it was—the way the pink almost glowed against the blue of my blouse. It felt both like a prize and a mark. The weight of it pressed between my breasts, a tangible sign that something had shifted, that my new status was no longer just theoretical.

“Any questions?” Ms. Carter asked, folding her hands.

A hundred questions crowded my mind, none that could be voiced without sounding naïve or ungrateful.

“Not at the moment,” I said. “Thank you.”

She nodded briskly, standing. “You’ll report to the floor coordinator on twelve. Take the lift at the end of the hall. Good luck, Beth. And welcome to Sterling Temps.”

I stood, tucking my satchel under my arm, heart hammering as I exited the office and made my way toward the lift. My badge swung against my chest, every step echoing the finality of that signature, the new reality I had chosen for myself.

The lift doors slid open onto Floor 12, and immediately I felt a subtle change in the air—denser, warmer, the faint tang of sweat and something darker, unmistakably sexual beneath the layer of citrus disinfectant. I gripped my satchel, badge swinging against my chest, as the floor coordinator greeted me—a brisk, businesslike woman with a tight smile and a clipboard. She wore a slim pencil skirt, navy blouse, and a lavender badge clipped to her lapel.

“Beth Harris? Welcome. I’ll get you settled,” she said, her tone clipped and efficient. I followed, trying to match her stride. My heart hammered in my throat; the soft carpet and thick glass muted every sound, so the tap of her heels seemed to mark time just for me.

She gave a quick, practical tour—break room, lockers, restrooms—before leading me into the main open-plan office. The ceiling was high, the lighting warm, but I hardly noticed anything except the cluster of people near the copy station, a low partition barely shielding them from view.

A woman was kneeling on the grey carpet, her knees apart, back straight, palms resting obediently on her thighs. She was probably in her early thirties: sleek dark hair, slim body, her blouse fully unbuttoned to the waist, exposing small, pert breasts with dusky nipples already visibly hard. Her skirt was bunched around her hips, lace knickers abandoned in a careless puddle at her knee. She looked serene, almost detached, lips parted in anticipation.

A man in an expensive navy suit—older, handsome, greying at the temples—stood before her. He unfastened his belt with lazy confidence, eyes flicking over the gathering. Without ceremony, he stroked himself to full hardness while talking quietly to another man beside him about “Friday’s close.” The conversation continued as if nothing were out of the ordinary. The kneeling woman looked up, mouth open in silent invitation. He guided his cock into her mouth, holding her head with both hands. She took him deep, eyes fluttering closed, her cheeks hollowing with effort.

There was nothing secretive about the scene—another woman, passing by with a stack of files, barely spared them a glance. A third man, younger, with sleeves rolled up, approached from behind the kneeling woman. He slid a palm over her bare backside, caressing the exposed flesh, then pushed her gently forward, urging her to brace herself against the copier. The first man withdrew from her mouth with a wet pop, a gleam of saliva on her chin.

The younger man knelt behind her, spreading her thighs wider. With one hand he fingered her, making her squirm and gasp, her sounds swallowed by the carpet and the low murmur of business-as-usual conversation. He pressed his face between her legs, tongue flicking rapidly; the woman moaned, louder now, and the first man stroked her hair, murmuring praise: “Good girl, open wider, just like that.”

A third man—tall, fair, and broad across the shoulders—moved in front of her again, guiding his cock to her lips while the younger man licked and sucked noisily between her thighs. The woman’s moans became louder, her hips rocking as she was pleasured from both ends. The air was thick with the scent of sex and cologne, the unmistakable slap of flesh, the slick sounds of mouth and tongue and cunt.

My escort paused, barely acknowledging the tableau. “That’s the main copier. If you need to print, just tap your badge,” she said, as if this scene required no commentary.

I couldn’t move. My body had turned to lead, my face flushed hot as I watched, unable to look away. Every instinct screamed that I should avert my eyes, that this was private, obscene. And yet no one around us seemed shocked. Two women at a desk a few feet away continued their emails, a man checked his phone, all while the trio at the copier made a spectacle of open, permitted use.

The kneeling woman shuddered, mouth stuffed full as the man thrust into her. Behind her, the younger man fingered her harder, his free hand spanking her lightly, making her whimper. When the man in front pulled out, he pressed his cock against her cheek, smearing her with precum. The woman gazed up at him, eyes glazed, mouth slack and eager.

“Switch,” said the man, almost absent-minded. The woman crawled around, presenting her ass to the older man, who wasted no time in pushing into her, gripping her hips and pounding steadily, the slap of skin echoing over the soft sounds of typing and conversation. The younger man positioned himself in front of her, letting her suck his cock as she was taken from behind. She seemed to revel in the dual sensation—her moans were muffled, desperate, her hands clutching at the man’s thighs.

I realised, with a jolt, that my own nipples had hardened beneath my bra, a pulse of heat spreading between my legs. Shame flooded my cheeks, but it didn’t chase away the arousal. My thighs pressed together, my breath short, and I hugged my satchel tighter, needing something to anchor me.

Finally, the older man grunted, shuddering as he finished inside her. He pulled out, tucking himself away without a word, and the younger man, grinning, took his place, plunging into her with a fierce, joyous thrust. The first man zipped up, knelt, and wiped the woman’s mouth with a tissue, then kissed her forehead. She smiled, her whole body trembling in the aftershocks.

My guide gestured me onward, as if nothing of consequence had occurred.

“Your desk is this way, Beth.”

I stumbled after her, mind spinning, body aching with confusion and an illicit desire I barely recognised. This was what I had signed up for. This was the culture, the reality, the expectation: use, and being used.

And now, I was no longer an outsider.

My legs were shaky as I followed the coordinator away from the scene at the copier, my breath ragged in my throat. Every nerve in my body felt newly exposed—skin too tight, bra chafing my hard nipples, thighs tingling where my skirt brushed bare flesh. I tried to focus on the details of the office: the hum of computers, the low click of keyboards, the faint aroma of coffee, but the sights and sounds I’d just witnessed replayed behind my eyes in an endless loop. Each step away from the copier felt like moving further from who I’d been, and closer to someone else—a woman I hardly recognised, who wanted to be watched.

The coordinator’s heels tapped steadily, her posture a model of composed efficiency. She paused at a long row of workstations divided by glass panels, gesturing toward an empty desk halfway down.

“This is yours. Number 48. You’ll see your name on the monitor. Locker keys are in the top drawer. Feel free to put away your things.”

Her tone was casual, as if the entire world didn’t feel like it had tilted on its axis.

I sank into the padded office chair, feeling the synthetic upholstery grip the backs of my thighs through my tights. My skirt, having crept higher with each nervous movement, felt almost indecent; I tugged it lower, cheeks flushing when I realised a man a few desks away was watching. He didn’t leer—he simply observed, his gaze steady, lips curled in a faint, knowing smile. When our eyes met, he gave a subtle nod, as if to say: I see you. You’re one of us now.

On my desk, a crisp notepad, a new pen embossed with the Sterling Temps logo, and a bottle of water still cold enough to sweat beads onto the plastic. I busied myself, arranging my satchel in the bottom drawer, laying out my ID, smoothing imaginary wrinkles from the notepad. Every action felt magnified—each movement charged with a new sense of exposure. The pink badge on my lanyard caught the overhead light, a soft glow against my blue blouse, right above the rise of my breasts.

The floor coordinator reappeared, her expression unreadable. She handed me a slim folder. “Read through these before the end of your shift. It’s the House Protocol: usage policy, reporting procedures, feedback forms, the lot. Most of it is common sense, but don’t skip the consent flowcharts.”

I opened the folder, flipping through the neatly typed pages. Each section was explicit, matter-of-fact:

Consent must be verbally confirmed before every use. Opt-out must be submitted in writing; until then, all badge holders are considered available.

Condoms and lubricants are provided in all meeting rooms. Feedback and aftercare forms are anonymous, but participation is mandatory.

Support staff are available for debrief at any time. Confidentiality is absolute.

There was even a page about “Induction Encounters,” outlining the expectation that new badge holders would be approached for an initial compliance check within the first shift—supervised, documented, and always with explicit consent.

My hands trembled as I read, a current of excitement and anxiety running through my veins. I wondered if anyone was watching me now, waiting to see if I’d blush, if I’d fidget, if I’d run. But I didn’t run. I sat straighter, smoothing my skirt, and tried to breathe through the low, humming ache that had settled in my belly.

A woman two desks over caught my eye—a red-haired temp with freckles and a bright blue badge. She winked, her lips curling in a private smile. I realised then that nearly every woman in the room had a badge: pink, blue, lavender, some with faint marks visible on bare skin. One stood to stretch, her skirt riding high, the faintest shadow of a fading ink stamp visible on her inner thigh. No one said a word. No one pretended not to notice.

My inbox pinged—a new message from “Floor12-Coordinator”:

Welcome, Beth! Please log into the House System and update your schedule. First Rotation is set for tomorrow morning at 07:00. Induction check may occur anytime during your shift today. Please remain available and check in with support staff if needed.

My throat tightened. Induction check. My first official use. My mind flashed to the copier scene, to the moans and murmurs and the way everyone moved around it like it was normal. I shifted in my seat, thighs pressed tight together, feeling the wet heat growing between my legs.

I tried to work—reading through the orientation materials, opening spreadsheets, answering a few training emails—but my mind wandered. Every footstep behind me made me tense. Every male voice in the corridor sounded loaded with promise or threat. A pair of women walked by laughing, one with lipstick smudged, blouse half untucked; they shot me a knowing look as they passed.

I looked down at my hands—nails short, knuckles white from clenching—and exhaled slowly. This was what I’d signed up for. This was what I wanted, wasn’t it? Not just the money, but the thrill. The possibility of being chosen, being watched, being used.

The floor’s atmosphere hummed around me, charged with something illicit and electric. And as I sat at my new desk, a part of me hoped the induction would happen soon—that I wouldn’t have to wait long before the next line was crossed.

It was nearly half-past two when the message came. I’d been working through a sample spreadsheet, fingers clumsy on the keys, attention drifting back to the folder of house rules—again and again, to that phrase: Induction check may occur anytime during your shift today. Please remain available…

My badge rested heavily against my chest, its pink rectangle announcing my status. Each minute stretched, anticipation coiling inside me, sharp and hot and impossible to ignore. I tried to focus on the work—really, I did—but every passing footstep, every cough, every sigh, set my heart racing.

The floor coordinator—Mr. Lane, a tall man with sandy hair, wire-rimmed glasses, and a crisp blue shirt—stopped beside my desk. His voice was quiet but carried authority, practiced calm.

“Beth? Can you come with me for a few minutes?”

My throat went dry, and my fingers tightened around the edge of my notepad. I nodded, forcing my chair back. I was hyper-aware of how my skirt caught on my thighs, of the way my blouse shifted as I stood, of the eyes—real or imagined—tracking my movement as I followed him down the row of desks.

He led me past the break room to a small office marked COMPLIANCE. It was softly lit, clean but plain—just a desk, two chairs, a soft, dark rug, and a low cabinet. On the far wall, a framed flowchart detailed the “consent and aftercare process.” My eyes snagged on it, even as Mr. Lane closed the door behind us and offered a faint, reassuring smile.

“This is your induction check,” he said, setting his clipboard down. “Nothing happens without your consent. If you want to stop, just say so at any time. You’re in control.”

I nodded, words stuck behind my teeth. My skin prickled in anticipation; I could feel a low throb between my thighs, my nipples tight beneath my bra.

He gestured for me to stand in front of the desk, palms resting lightly on the polished surface. I did as I was told, heart stuttering.

“First, I’ll need you to remove your blouse and bra. Part of the check is a basic sensitivity test. It’s standard—just follow my instructions.”

I fumbled with the buttons, my hands unsteady. Each one slid free with a soft click, the fabric loosening around me, baring more of my pale skin with every inch. My cheeks flamed as I shrugged the blouse from my shoulders, folding it over a chair. My bra—old, the clasp stiff from too many washes—came off with less grace. My breasts, neither large nor small, quivered with each breath, the air cool against suddenly exposed skin. My nipples were already tight, the areolae a deeper rose against my paleness.

Mr. Lane watched me with professional detachment, but his gaze lingered just a little as he stepped closer, clipboard in hand. “Very good. Hands on the desk. Keep your back straight, please.”

I gripped the edge of the desk, breath shaky. He stood just behind and to the side, close enough for me to feel the warmth radiating from his body. He set the clipboard down and cupped my right breast, thumb brushing my nipple in a slow, assessing circle. A tremor shot through me—humiliation and arousal knotted together, both sharpened by the clinical calm in his touch.

“Part of the check,” he murmured, almost as if reading aloud from a checklist, “is to test responsiveness. If at any point you wish to stop, speak up.”

He leaned down, lips grazing the curve of my breast before closing around my nipple, sucking gently. I gasped, knees buckling slightly as his tongue circled, the sensation both shocking and electric. He moved to the other nipple, repeating the slow, deliberate suck, teeth scraping lightly. My body responded helplessly—nipples tightening further, a flush rising from my chest to my cheeks, heat blooming between my legs. I couldn’t suppress a soft moan; it escaped, unbidden, filling the small room with a sound that was more need than embarrassment.

“Very responsive,” Mr. Lane said quietly, straightening. His tone was almost clinical, but I caught the flicker of heat in his eyes. He slid a hand down my back, fingers splaying across my waist. “Now, I’m going to proceed with the next part. May I?”

“Yes,” I whispered, barely recognising my own voice.

He reached for a small box on the cabinet—condoms, lubricant, a few wipes—all arranged with a kind of thoughtful, impersonal care. He unzipped his trousers, sheathed himself with calm efficiency, and guided me to bend forward, elbows resting on the cool, polished desk. My skirt rode high, panties sliding down to my knees; the cool air sent goosebumps racing over my thighs and ass.

His hands were steady as he positioned me, one at my hip, the other stroking the small of my back. He nudged at my entrance, pausing. “You’re sure?”

I nodded, eyes squeezed shut. “Yes. Please.”

He pressed into me slowly, filling me in a single, measured thrust. My body clenched, stretched—equal parts pain and delicious fullness. He paused, letting me adjust, then began to move in a steady rhythm. The desk creaked beneath me, the sound oddly soothing, grounding me as my body burned. Each thrust pressed my hips against the hard edge, my breasts swaying with the motion, nipples still wet from his mouth rubbing against the wood.

I let myself surrender to the sensations: the friction, the heat, the rush of humiliation and pride at being so thoroughly used, so fully seen. Every detail sharpened—the smell of his aftershave, the low hum of office noise outside, the throb in my core.

He didn’t rush. He set a pace that let the sensations build and build, until I was gasping, trembling, wanting more. At the last, he gripped my hips tight, groaning as he finished, his release shuddering through us both.

He eased out, hands gentle as he helped me upright. He offered a tissue, waited as I dressed—my blouse clumsy in my shaking hands, bra awkward over flushed skin. He smoothed my badge, handed me a bottle of water.

“Are you all right?”

I nodded, unable to speak.

“Thank you, Beth. You did well. I’ll log your induction as complete. If you need support, the debrief team is available. You can return to your desk whenever you’re ready.”

I stepped out of the office—legs weak, heart thundering, body slick with aftershocks—into a world that somehow looked exactly the same, but felt irrevocably different.

The air in the corridor tasted different after. Cooler, somehow, and thin as if it had been rung out of my lungs. I clutched the bottle of water Mr. Lane had pressed into my hand, condensation slick beneath my trembling fingers. Each step away from the compliance office felt fragile—like walking on newly frozen ice, afraid it might crack beneath me and swallow me whole.

I tried to focus on the small, ordinary things: the distant drone of the copier, the clatter of keys, someone’s laughter in the break room. But my body would not let me forget. I could feel the heat of his mouth on my breasts, the ache between my thighs where he’d filled me, the subtle throb and stickiness left behind as I walked. My blouse stuck damply to my back, bra askew, skirt twisted around my waist in a way that made me hyper-aware of every passing glance.

I slipped into the nearest bathroom and locked myself in a stall, lowering the lid to sit for a moment. Alone, I pressed my forehead to my knees, breathing through the aftershocks—humiliation and pride, the ache of being used and the wild, giddy pulse of arousal that still hummed in my belly. I dabbed myself with tissue, reapplied my lip balm, tried to tame my hair with shaky hands. The mirror over the sink showed a stranger: flushed cheeks, wide eyes, hair tumbling loose around my face. My lips were swollen, a faint bruise on my breast where his mouth had lingered.

I took a long, steadying breath and fixed my blouse, fastening each button carefully, smoothing the skirt over my hips. I could not erase what had happened. But I could choose how to carry it. I squared my shoulders and stepped back into the corridor, bottle clutched tight, pulse beginning to slow.

At my desk, I found a feedback form pinned to my monitor—simple, direct, with questions about physical comfort, emotional state, whether I’d felt respected, safe, able to refuse at any time. I filled it in truthfully: No pain. Felt respected. Yes, I could have said no. Felt…aroused. Shaken. Unsure but willing to continue. I hesitated, then checked the box for debrief requested, more out of curiosity than real distress.

A moment later, a woman in her late twenties—freckled, with an easy smile and a badge like mine—stopped by my desk. “Hey, Beth? I’m Cara, support liaison. Just wanted to check in—first day’s always the hardest, right?”

She pulled up a spare chair, her manner warm but unobtrusive, and offered me a wrapped mint from her pocket.

We talked softly. She asked if I had any questions about what had happened, if I needed a break, if I wanted to talk more privately. “It’s a lot, isn’t it? It gets easier. You did really well. And if you ever want to pause or step back, that’s always your choice, you know. But if you’re like most of us, the first shock fades. What’s left is something you can claim.”

Her kindness surprised me. It made the experience feel less like a performance, more like a passage—an initiation into a world I’d glimpsed only in fantasy, now made tactile and real.

After she left, I sat in my chair for a long time, not bothering to open the spreadsheet. My hands traced the outline of my badge, the skin beneath it still tingling. The sounds of the office washed over me, muffled but intimate—the whir of the printer, a low moan from the conference room, the clink of a mug in the kitchenette.

A woman passed, her skirt hiked just enough to show the faint imprint of a stamp on her thigh. A man glanced my way and smiled, neither possessive nor leering, but as if we now shared a secret.

I scrolled my phone. An alert pinged: First Rotation Confirmed. 07:00 tomorrow. My heart fluttered at the thought. I could walk away. I could email the withdrawal form tonight, erase myself from the roster. The rules made that clear.

But I didn’t want to. Not yet.

My body still thrummed, alive in ways it hadn’t felt for months.

At the end of the day, as the sun dipped low beyond the office windows, I packed my bag and headed toward the lift. Another temp—a dark-skinned woman with curls piled high and lipstick smudged—caught my eye. “Made it through the first day, then?” she murmured, her tone playful but knowing.

I grinned, a flush rising to my cheeks. “Just about.”

“Tomorrow’s easier,” she promised. “And after that…? Well. You’ll see.”

I stepped into the lift, my badge glowing pink in the dying light, the taste of nerves and something sweeter—pride, perhaps, or the possibility of pleasure—lingering on my tongue.

Outside, the city air felt new. Everything had changed, and yet nothing had. I pressed the badge against my chest as I walked into the crowd, ready for whatever came next.
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Interlude I – Diary Voice Memo

[Recording: 22:51. Whispered, shaky.]

It’s late. The flat is silent except for the ticking of the radiator and the creak of pipes in the walls. I’m curled on my bed, phone pressed close, the soft blue light stinging my eyes. I’m not sure why I’m recording this. Maybe so I’ll believe it happened. Maybe so I can listen back and hear how I sound—if I sound different, after today.

God, where do I even start?

This morning, I woke up before my alarm, heart pounding, hands already sweating. I don’t remember what I dreamed. Something about being naked in an exam room, everyone watching, but I couldn’t cover myself, couldn’t move. When the alarm went off, I sat up so fast I got dizzy. The room felt too small, my own skin too tight.

I got ready like it was any other job. Only it wasn’t, was it? I picked out my least-rumpled skirt, the blue blouse, tights with a run at the heel I hoped no one would notice. Did my hair, barely. I tried to eat, but my stomach rebelled. There’s still half a piece of toast on the counter, stone cold by now.

I kept telling myself I could back out. No one’s forcing you, Beth. You can say no. You can leave any time. But I didn’t leave. I kept going. I signed in, took my pink badge. Sat there, feeling eyes crawl over my skin, thinking about the contract in my bag.

And then—God—the office. The way it all looked so normal on the surface. Computers humming, people chatting, phones ringing. But under it—something wild, something that vibrated in the air, a kind of electricity that made every hair on my arms stand up.

I keep seeing that woman at the copier. The way she knelt, so calm, so… not broken. I watched them use her—one after the other, mouths and hands and cocks, and no one blinked. No one cared. And I… I couldn’t look away. I should have felt disgust, maybe, or pity. But I didn’t. I felt—God, I felt jealous. Like something inside me was waking up, shaking itself out after a long sleep.

But then it was my turn. Mr. Lane called me into that little office, and my heart nearly gave out. I remember every detail—the smell of the carpet, the way his glasses caught the light, the script of his voice as he told me I could stop at any time. That I was in control. Was I?

I said yes. I took off my blouse, my bra, my hands shaking so badly I nearly dropped the button. My breasts—my whole body—felt exposed in a way nothing ever had before. Not changing rooms, not doctor’s appointments. This was different. I could see myself through his eyes. See the pale skin, the curve of my waist, the way my nipples stood out hard and pink.

When he touched me—when he sucked on my nipples—I thought I would die from the heat of it. From shame, yes, but also something sweeter. Something that made my thighs tremble and my toes curl inside my shoes. He was so calm, so… almost clinical, as if this was just procedure, nothing personal. But my body didn’t care about his detachment. My body wanted more.

And then—he bent me over the desk. It sounds so crude, saying it out loud, but it happened. He asked, Are you sure? and I said yes. He filled me. It hurt, a little, at first, but mostly it just felt right—like being stretched, taken, made real. I could hear myself—small, desperate noises, not even words. I hope he didn’t judge me for it. Maybe he expected it.

When he finished, he was gentle, helped me dress, gave me water. I didn’t feel discarded. I felt… claimed, in a way. Marked. I’m touching my collarbone now, right where my badge rested all day. I keep thinking about the way he looked at me after, like I’d passed a test.

I know I should feel dirty. Or broken. Or scared. But mostly I feel alive. My skin is humming, my breasts still sore from his mouth, my thighs sticky with him, with me. I keep pressing my legs together, remembering the weight of him inside me, the way my nipples tingled under his tongue.

I keep thinking I should cry, or call someone, or—God, I don’t even know. But all I want to do is touch myself, over and over, remembering how it felt to be watched, to be used, to be wanted. I haven’t felt that in so long. Not with any boyfriend, not with anyone.

Is this who I am? Is this what I want? I don’t know. But I can’t pretend I don’t want to go back tomorrow. I want to see what happens next. I want to know how far I’ll go. I want someone to look at me and know that I’m theirs to use.

I should end this. I need to sleep, but I know I won’t. Not tonight.

[Long silence.]

I’m not sure I recognise myself.

But I’m not sure I want to go back, either.

[Recording ends.]
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First Rotation

My alarm buzzed at six, dragging me from the thick, slippery edge of dreams. For a few seconds, I didn’t remember—my body just floating, boneless and slow, warm under my duvet. Then I rolled over and felt the ache in my thighs, the tenderness in my nipples, the way my breasts were still sore if I brushed them with my forearm. Memory flickered back: Mr. Lane’s mouth on me, the hot press of his body, the way I’d clung to the desk, gasping. Shame and pride tangled together, leaving me both raw and giddy.

I pressed my hand flat to my stomach, feeling the warmth there. My fingers slipped down, hesitating at the elastic edge of my knickers. For a moment, I hovered—then drew back. I didn’t want to touch myself. Not yet. The need was there, pulsing, insistent, but I wanted to save it. Hoard it, like a treat at the end of a long day. Besides, I was almost afraid: if I let myself come, what would be left for them?

In the bathroom, I caught my reflection in the mirror: hair wild, eyes glassy with sleep, skin marked by the faintest bloom of bruises on my hips and a blush still lingering on my chest. I took extra time with the shower, letting hot water prickle my skin. My fingers skimmed over my nipples, which stiffened instantly, sending an answering pulse between my legs. For a moment I cupped my breasts, thumbs circling the swollen buds. I remembered the way his mouth had latched onto me, how helpless I’d felt—how much I’d loved it.

I washed carefully, between my legs, feeling the slickness there that hadn’t left since yesterday. I imagined the conference room, the men’s eyes on me, the cool air as I undressed. Heat flushed my face, and I squeezed my thighs together until the ache subsided.

Not now. Wait. Let them have it.

I dressed with more care than usual—fresh tights, black bra, a simple, fitted blouse in cream that set off my pale skin, and my usual skirt. My breasts looked fuller than I remembered, nipples obvious through the thin lace. I considered changing, then left it; if anyone noticed, that was the point. I chose lipstick—subtle, just enough to make my mouth look full. In the mirror, I looked like someone else: older, bolder, a woman who expected to be noticed.

On the bus, every vibration made me think of being used—my thighs pressed together, heat rising as I imagined what would happen when I arrived. I imagined hands on my hips, mouths at my breasts, someone’s cock in my mouth or between my legs. I pictured being bent over a table, being made to ride someone, being watched by everyone.

By the time I reached the lobby at Sterling Temps, my skin was buzzing with anticipation. The receptionist greeted me with a nod. “Morning, Beth. Floor Twelve. You’re on the board.”

As I walked toward the lifts, I noticed other temps—a few women I remembered from the waiting room, now sporting badges of their own. One offered me a quick, conspiratorial grin, eyes flicking to my chest before meeting my gaze.

In the lift, I checked my messages.

FIRST ROTATION: USE ZONE A — 08:00 SHARP.

My stomach fluttered, nerves and excitement colliding. I almost missed my floor, stepping out just as the doors tried to close on my heel. The corridor was the same as yesterday—thick carpet, muted lighting, a faint scent of sex and coffee in the air—but I walked differently. Not hunched and apologetic, but tall, badge swinging at my chest, eyes alert for what might come.

At my desk, a note waited:

“Welcome to your First Rotation, Beth. Please report to Use Zone A. Clothing protocol: undress as directed, all acts recorded for compliance and training. You may withdraw at any time by stating so for the record.”

I swallowed, pulse pounding in my ears. The explicitness made it more real—more dangerous, more intoxicating. A part of me thrilled at the idea of being filmed, of having everything I did on record for others to review. I wondered who might watch it later, and if I’d care.

I opened my email, but couldn’t focus. My skin itched for touch. I remembered the shower, how close I’d come to slipping my fingers inside, how much I craved to be filled again. My nipples tightened just from the memory. Wait. Just wait.

At 07:58, my phone vibrated with a final ping:

Use Zone A is ready. Please proceed.

I stood, smoothing my skirt, slipping off my shoes to go barefoot, feeling the carpet against my toes. I checked my reflection one last time—hair neat, lips parted, pupils wide with want—and left my desk, badge displayed for anyone to see. Every step felt like a countdown, every heartbeat a drum in my chest.

I want this, I thought, surprising myself with the force of it.

I want them to see me.

The corridor outside Use Zone A felt different from the rest of the floor—quieter, charged, as if the walls themselves were in on the secret. The door was open just enough for me to glimpse the conference table, the men waiting with clipped badges and easy confidence. I stepped inside, nerves jangling beneath my skin.

Mr. Sharpe, with his dark hair and silver at the temples, offered a warm smile. “Beth. Right on time.” He introduced the others: Mr. Finch—broad, ginger, tattoo curling from his sleeve—and Mr. Taylor, slim and blue-eyed, the youngest but with a hard, steady look.

The half-curtained glass walls did little to shelter me from the sense of being seen. Anyone in the corridor could look in. And above the wall clock, the little red LED was already winking to life.

“We’ll make this straightforward,” Mr. Sharpe said, picking up his clipboard but barely glancing at it. “For the record, please confirm your name and that you’re here for your First Rotation.”

“My name is Beth Harris. I’m here for my First Rotation,” I said, voice steady, eyes locked on the camera.

“That’s all we need,” he replied, satisfaction evident. “You know the protocol—if you want to stop, you know how. Let’s get started.”

He gestured to a mark on the carpet. “Stand here and undress to your comfort. At minimum, blouse and bra off. The skirt can stay for now.”

I swallowed and began with the buttons, working them one by one. The room was warm, but my skin prickled, nipples pebbling through the thin lace as I peeled off my blouse and draped it on the chair. My bra followed, straps sliding down my arms; my breasts settled, round and firm, the nipples flushed dark and full.

I kept my eyes on the clock, not daring to meet theirs, though I could feel their gaze moving over every inch of me. My hands went to my hips, chest thrust slightly forward, presenting myself for their inspection.

Mr. Sharpe stepped close, his touch light but sure. He cupped my left breast, thumb circling my nipple before pinching it lightly, as if confirming its texture. I gasped, barely audible, but he smiled at the reaction, then bent to take my nipple in his mouth. His lips were warm, tongue flicking, sucking with slow purpose. Heat radiated through me, hips rocking almost imperceptibly. He moved to the other side, repeating the same—tongue, then teeth, making me gasp, nipples tight as wire.

Mr. Finch’s turn: his hands rougher, cupping both breasts, squeezing them together, then closing his mouth over both nipples in turn, tugging, sucking. I shuddered, thighs pressing tight, dampness pooling between my legs.

Mr. Taylor was last—cool, methodical. He pinched both nipples at once, rolling and twisting, watching me for every flinch. “Very responsive,” he remarked, voice almost clinical.

I flushed, but I couldn’t hide my reaction. My nipples throbbed, every nerve ending alive, and when they stepped back, I found myself wishing they would go on.

Mr. Sharpe nodded at the table. “Let’s begin, then.”

The mood in the room had changed. The formalities were over, the rituals complete. My consent was woven into the air, no longer needing to be spoken.

As the men rolled on condoms—one after another, in practiced, silent rhythm—the sense of anticipation built, heavy and thrilling. I felt bared to the bone, seen and wanted and strangely safe in my vulnerability.

The only sound was my own breathing and the distant hum of office life beyond the glass. When Mr. Sharpe guided me to bend over the table, hands flat, skirt raised, I obeyed without hesitation, my body trembling not with fear, but with need.

I wasn’t just available.

I was ready.

Mr. Sharpe rolled the condom onto his cock with a measured, practiced rhythm, eyes never leaving mine. His shirt was crisp, sleeves folded just enough to reveal corded forearms, a subtle wedding band glinting on his finger—a strange, sharp reminder that this was only a role, a ritual, not a claim of love or intimacy. Yet the way he watched me, the weight of his attention, made my skin burn.

He moved behind me as I bent over the end of the table, skirt pushed up to bare my thighs and ass. The polished surface was cool beneath my palms, grounding me as I widened my stance. My heart hammered. My arousal felt almost shameful—a slick, undeniable ache between my legs. I pressed my cheek to the wood for a moment, steadying my breath, feeling utterly, dangerously exposed. I was aware of the camera, of the other men nearby, of the half-curtained glass wall and the blurred movement of colleagues passing beyond.

Mr. Sharpe’s hands were steady and assured, one palm at the small of my back, the other stroking over the curve of my ass, spreading me gently. He paused, a beat of silence that made my muscles flutter in anticipation. Then the blunt head of his cock nudged at my entrance—hot, firm, slick with lube. I tensed, hips tilting up to meet him.

“Feet a little further apart, Beth. Good girl. Hands flat, eyes forward,” he said, tone calm, almost kind. “Count for me.”

He pressed in with one slow, relentless thrust. I gasped—the stretch was real, not painful but overwhelming, filling me with a sense of being opened, taken, claimed for the first time in this room, in front of these witnesses. My thighs trembled as he bottomed out, then paused, his cock pulsing inside me.

“One,” I whispered, barely trusting my voice.

He began to move—a steady, even rhythm, hips rolling, cock gliding in and out. The slap of his body against mine echoed in the hush, an obscene counterpoint to the low hum of office machinery. With every thrust, I forced my breath to slow, my body to loosen. Heat built inside me, coiling deep, radiating up my spine. The cool air met my flushed skin, nipples aching as they brushed the table’s edge.

“Two… three… four…” My voice grew stronger, steadier, each number an act of surrender, a little offering to the camera, to the men behind me, to the idea that I was on display.

Mr. Sharpe’s hand moved to my hip, fingers digging in, guiding my rhythm. He was methodical, his breath controlled, but when I glanced up I saw the effort in the line of his jaw. Sweat slicked his brow. He grunted quietly as he drove into me, and I realized I wanted him to lose control—to see him falter, even briefly.

“Ten,” I said, a shiver racing through me.

He paused, cock deep inside, and squeezed my ass. “Thank you, sir.”

The ritual words slipped from my lips as if by instinct. He resumed, harder now, pace accelerating. The table creaked, my breath hitching as pleasure spiked—hot, almost unbearable. The world narrowed to the point of contact, the stretch, the relentless drive.

I was aware, distantly, of Mr. Finch and Mr. Taylor watching. I could feel their eyes on my bare ass, my flushed back, the wet shine where Mr. Sharpe entered me again and again. My embarrassment—being so openly used, so obviously aroused—twisted into a pulse of pride, a wild, defiant thrill. I was not just enduring this. I was performing.

Mr. Sharpe leaned forward, his chest against my back, hand reaching under to cup my breast, thumb flicking my nipple. “Keep counting, Beth. Let them all hear you.”

“Fifteen… sixteen… seventeen…” My voice quavered, but I didn’t stop. Each number made the experience more real, forced me to stay present. I could feel an orgasm building—not quick and bright, but slow, tidal, pulling me under.

“Twenty.”

“Thank you, sir.”

His breath was hot at my ear. “Almost done. You’re doing beautifully.”

He pounded harder, hips slapping flesh, the rhythm frantic now. My legs shook, thighs slick, the sound of him filling me so explicit I wondered if the whole office could hear. His grip on my hip bruised, delicious.

When he came, it was with a muffled grunt, hips jerking as he spilled into the condom. He slowed, cock pulsing inside me, then eased out with care, pulling my skirt down with unexpected gentleness.

I lay across the table for a moment, shuddering, heart still racing. He stroked my hair, then disposed of the condom, washing his hands as if nothing extraordinary had happened.

“Well done, Beth,” he said, voice gentle, a hand on my shoulder. “You’re officially through your first rotation.”

I straightened slowly, body tingling, cheeks aflame. I turned and saw the next man—Mr. Finch—rolling on his condom, grinning at me with playful anticipation.

I realized then: I was wet, aching, desperate for more.

And everyone here could see it.

Mr. Finch was already seated at the end of the conference room sofa by the time I’d gathered myself. He was big—broad-shouldered, ginger hair curling at his neck, forearms roped with muscle and dusted with freckles. His smile was warm but hungry. He rolled a condom down the length of his cock with a practiced flick, then patted his thigh. “C’mere, Beth. Time for something a little different.”

My legs felt unsteady but eager as I crossed the carpet, heart pounding against my ribs. He pulled me gently down to straddle him, hands steady at my hips. His thighs were wide, inviting, the bulge of his cock hot against my slick folds even before he guided himself inside. I gasped, sinking slowly, feeling every inch stretch and fill me anew.

He kept his hands on my hips, guiding me to set the pace. “That’s it—take your time. Let them see you.” I was vaguely aware of Mr. Sharpe and Mr. Taylor watching, their expressions somewhere between professional and possessive. The red recording light above the clock winked down, and behind the frosted glass, someone lingered—an outline, a witness, though I couldn’t make out the face.

I rode him slowly at first, rocking my hips in shallow circles, feeling my breasts sway, nipples still tender and aching from before. Mr. Finch’s gaze lingered there, hungry and appreciative. He cupped both breasts in his hands, squeezing, then leaned forward to take a nipple into his mouth, sucking hard, tongue swirling over the bud until it was painfully stiff. I moaned, hands sliding into his hair as he moved to the other side, biting gently, tugging with his teeth. The mix of pain and pleasure sent heat flashing through me.

“God, you’re gorgeous,” he murmured, nuzzling into my chest. “Let yourself go. Let them hear you.”

His words emboldened me. I began to move faster, grinding down on him, feeling the friction spark deep inside. His hands slid lower, gripping my ass, encouraging me to ride him harder. The sofa’s leather creaked beneath us, every wet, messy sound amplified by the hush of the room.

He drew me down for a kiss—unexpected, hot and open-mouthed, tasting of coffee and want. I let him, feeling the brush of his beard against my cheek, the sharp scrape of stubble at my collarbone. He broke away only to suck my nipples again, dragging his teeth over the swollen tips, then soothing with his tongue.

As my rhythm built, the pleasure edged closer to a peak. I couldn’t help the sounds escaping me—soft gasps, little whimpers, half-formed pleas. My body felt feverish, my skin prickling where his hands kneaded my hips, my nipples throbbing from the relentless attention.

Mr. Finch whispered, “That’s it, Beth. Ride me. Let yourself be loud—everyone wants to know how much you like this.”

The sense of being watched—by the camera, the men, maybe even someone outside—only intensified the ache. I wanted to perform for them. I wanted to be heard.

He shifted me, adjusting the angle so my clit rubbed against the base of his cock with every downstroke. The heat built and built, cresting higher, until my whole body locked tight, thighs trembling.

I threw my head back, voice ragged. “Oh—oh, I’m going to—”

“Don’t hold back,” he growled, pinching my nipples just hard enough to make me cry out.

My orgasm crashed through me, sharp and sudden—a wave of pleasure that ripped a sob from my throat. My inner muscles clenched around him, drawing him deeper. I rocked helplessly, the aftershocks making my vision blur. I was only vaguely aware of the sofa, the hands on my body, the eyes devouring every movement. I was lost in the moment, in the relief and humiliation and joy of being made to come in front of an audience.

Mr. Finch held me through it, kissing my neck, stroking my back, letting me ride out the last tremors. Then he gripped my hips and fucked up into me, faster, his own control slipping. “Good girl—take it, that’s it—” He groaned, shuddering as he finished, holding me tight as his body stilled.

For a moment we stayed pressed together, my head on his shoulder, sweat cooling between us. I felt utterly spent—bones soft, heart pounding, a slow, decadent warmth spreading from the center of my body outward. I realized I was smiling, mouth loose, hair clinging to my cheeks.

He eased me off his lap gently, brushing a thumb over my cheek, lips finding my forehead in a quick, conspiratorial kiss. “You’re a natural,” he whispered, then nodded to the others. “Ready for the final round?”

Mr. Taylor was already waiting, his expression intense, his cock jutting thick and eager from his open fly. The air was thick with the scent of sweat, sex, and latex, my body still trembling from the aftershocks. I licked my lips, chest heaving, and climbed off the sofa, my legs shaking.

I glanced at the camera, at the red light blinking above the clock, at the faces watching me with naked hunger.

And I thought: Let them watch. Let them see everything.

Mr. Finch was already waiting on the sofa, sitting wide-legged, confidence radiating from every inch of his big, ginger frame. His shirt sleeves were rolled up, revealing strong, freckled forearms and a colorful tattoo—geometric lines and curling leaves—just visible above his watch. His hair curled damply at his neck, and his eyes tracked my every movement with frank appreciation. There was no hiding my arousal from him; my cheeks were flushed, nipples still hard and dark from the last round, thighs slick with the evidence of my first use.

He grinned, eyes glinting. “Over here, Beth. Let’s get comfortable.”

I crossed the carpet, nerves fizzing with adrenaline, feeling every pair of eyes on me—Mr. Sharpe’s careful approval, Mr. Taylor’s analytical hunger, the unblinking lens of the camera, and the ghostly outline of someone pausing in the corridor, their face just visible through the frosted band of the glass. I tried to pretend I didn’t see them, but it made my skin burn hotter.

Mr. Finch patted his thick thigh. “Straddle me, sweetheart. Let’s see how you move.”

I stepped between his knees, feeling the press of his jeans against my bare shins as I climbed onto his lap. His hands went straight to my hips, big and warm and possessive. With one smooth movement, he positioned me above him, holding his cock steady as I guided it to my entrance. He was thick—hot, slick with the lube he’d palmed on moments earlier, the latex stretching tight over his length. I paused, letting myself feel the blunt pressure, then sank down, inch by inch, breath leaving me in a long, shivering moan.

“Fuck, that’s good,” he murmured, grip tightening. “All the way, Beth. Show them how deep you can take it.”

I obeyed, sliding lower until he filled me completely, my thighs pressed to his. My knees bracketed his hips, feet barely finding purchase on the edge of the leather sofa. I could feel the room watching, the camera’s stare, the curious, half-lustful gaze of Mr. Taylor just a meter away. My breasts hung heavy, nipples swollen, so sensitive they ached with every movement.

“Hands on my shoulders,” Mr. Finch ordered, voice low but playful. “And start moving. Let’s see how eager you really are.”

I braced myself, rolling my hips forward, grinding in slow, wet circles. Every shift of my body sent his cock rubbing against every tender spot inside me. I rocked harder, riding him, letting my head fall back as pleasure built. He met me halfway, thrusting up, the thick length dragging deliciously in and out. His hands roamed—up my waist, under my skirt, along the small of my back. When he reached my breasts, he cupped them both, squeezing, then dipped his head to suckle my left nipple. His mouth was hot and insistent, tongue swirling over the swollen tip before he sucked hard, pulling a sharp cry from me. The sound made my cheeks burn, but he only laughed softly, dragging his teeth over the bud.

“Louder, Beth,” he whispered, flicking my nipple with his tongue. “Let them all hear you come apart.”

My moans grew louder as his mouth moved between my breasts, biting and tugging, saliva slicking my skin. He pinched both nipples, twisting just enough to make my body jolt. My pussy clenched around him, the pleasure almost unbearable. I could feel how wet I was—could hear the lewd, sticky sounds with every thrust.

He pulled me down for a kiss, his lips insistent, beard rasping my chin. He tasted of coffee, salt, and heat. When he pulled back, he gripped my hair, forcing my head back so he could bite along my throat, marking me in small, stinging lines. His hands slid down to my ass, guiding my pace, pushing me down harder, deeper, until his cock bottomed out and the base ground against my clit with every stroke.

I became aware, distantly, of Mr. Sharpe and Mr. Taylor watching—Mr. Taylor’s hand resting just at the front of his trousers, unconsciously cupping himself, Mr. Sharpe’s eyes dark and appraising. I heard someone at the glass, a low laugh, the click of a phone camera, and it made the pleasure burn sharper. The thrill of being watched—the certainty that this was for their entertainment—tipped me closer to the edge.

Mr. Finch’s hands squeezed my hips, his voice in my ear. “You want to come, don’t you, Beth? You want everyone to see how much you love this?”

I nodded desperately, the words caught in my throat.

“Then let go. Don’t hold back.”

He pinched my nipples just as I slammed down onto him, grinding my clit against his pubic bone. The orgasm ripped through me—sharp, all-consuming, my body tensing, toes curling, thighs trembling as I cried out, loud and shameless. My cunt fluttered around him, milking his cock, pleasure crashing through me in wave after wave. I couldn’t stop the noises—gasps, broken moans, my name a desperate, pleading chant.

“That’s it,” he growled, fucking up into me as I shook. “Ride it out. Let them see how pretty you are when you come.”

My whole world narrowed to the feeling of his cock filling me, his hands bruising my hips, his mouth at my breasts, his voice in my ear. I rode him through the aftershocks, every movement sending little tremors through my core.

When I finally sagged against him, spent and boneless, he lifted me slightly, guiding my hips to set a faster rhythm. His own breathing grew harsh, face buried between my breasts as he thrust up, chasing his own release. His cock throbbed inside me, his hands gripping me so hard I knew I’d have marks tomorrow.

“Gonna finish in you, Beth. Gonna let everyone watch,” he murmured, the words filthy, possessive.

I nodded, breathless, lost to the moment. He pounded up into me, body straining, then came with a muffled groan, hips jerking, cock pulsing deep inside the condom. He held me tight, his face pressed to my chest, panting, sweat cooling between us.

For a long moment, neither of us moved. I felt the weight of his arms, the gentle pulse of his cock inside me, the trickle of sweat down my spine. My breasts ached, nipples sore and wet from his mouth. I felt used—fully, thoroughly, but not broken. I felt seen.

He kissed my collarbone, soft and brief, then helped me off his lap, hands lingering at my waist.

“Good girl,” he whispered. “That’s how you take it.”

I wobbled to my feet, legs shaking, juice dripping down my thighs. My skirt was rucked high, breasts bare and glistening, hair wild around my face. I glanced at the camera, at the men, at the shape still watching behind the glass.

I felt like an offering.

And I didn’t want to be anywhere else.

Mr. Taylor was waiting now—expression hungry, eyes electric, cock already hard in his hand.

The next round was about to begin, and I was ready—open, aching, desperate to be used again.

Mr. Taylor had been watching me all along, his blue eyes sharp and hungry, every detail of my body catalogued, assessed, and filed away. He was younger than the others, but the way he carried himself—shoulders back, chin lifted, cock already hard and thick in his hand—left no question about who would be in charge for this round.

He motioned to the carpet at his feet. “On your knees, Beth. Right here. You know what to do.”

My breath shivered out of me as I dropped, my knees sinking into the thick, expensive pile. The air down here was different—cooler, laced with the scent of latex, sweat, and something sharper: the raw, human tang of arousal, of being watched and used. The red recording light above the wall clock blinked steadily, a silent, unwavering witness. Behind the glass, the shape of an onlooker was clearer now—a young woman, badge visible, leaning in to watch, eyes wide and dark. I flushed, both mortified and excited, heart hammering as I raised my gaze to meet Mr. Taylor’s.

He gripped my hair in one hand, not painfully but with absolute certainty, guiding me close. His cock brushed my lips—slick, hot, the latex slightly cool from the wrapper. He tapped the head against my mouth. “Open. Eyes on me.”

I obeyed, tongue flicking out to taste him, the scent dizzying. He slid into my mouth, inch by inch, never breaking eye contact, his fist in my hair setting the pace. His cock was thicker than the others’, stretching my lips, the pressure making my jaw ache as he pressed deeper.

“Good girl,” he said, voice low and rough. “Take it. Deeper. You know what you’re here for, don’t you?”

I nodded as best I could, breath burning through my nose. He thrust harder, fucking my mouth with slow, deliberate force, hips rolling, cock sliding to the back of my throat. I gagged, tears pricking my eyes, but he didn’t let up. He pulled out, letting me gasp, then pressed forward again, pushing deeper this time, until my nose was flush to his pelvis.

“That’s it. You’re here to be used. Say it.”

I choked out, “I’m here to be used,” my voice muffled around his cock.

“Again.”

“I’m here to be used.”

He grinned, satisfied, and started to thrust in earnest—deep, punishing strokes, his balls slapping my chin, hand gripping my hair tight to control my movements. Saliva spilled from the corners of my mouth, slicking his cock, running down my chin and throat. The camera caught it all—the glistening mess, the wild hunger in his eyes, the look of total surrender on my face. I felt ruined, raw, and adored.

He pulled out suddenly, letting his cock slap my cheek. “Look at the camera, Beth. Show them how much you love it.”

I turned my head, eyes glassy, mouth open, saliva and arousal gleaming on my lips. My chest heaved, nipples peaked, skin flushed everywhere.

“On all fours. Ass up,” he ordered, voice all gravel and heat.

I obeyed without hesitation, the carpet rough on my knees and shins, skirt still bunched around my waist. He knelt behind me, rolled on a fresh condom, and slid his hands along my spine—one palm flat between my shoulders, pushing me lower until my breasts hung and swung beneath me.

He pressed the head of his cock to my entrance, rubbing it through the slick mess left by the others. With a single, sharp thrust, he pushed inside—filling me fast, hard, no gentle adjustment. I cried out, the sound muffled against my arm, hips jerking at the sudden stretch.

“That’s it. Take it. Show everyone what you’re made for,” he grunted, setting a brutal pace. His hips slapped against my ass, cock driving deep, each thrust pushing me forward, scraping my nipples along the carpet. My arms trembled, but I held myself open for him, knees spread wide, back arched to take him as deep as he wanted.

He tangled a hand in my hair, yanking my head up so I had to look forward, eyes forced to the camera. “You want them to see how fucked you are, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped. I did. I wanted them to see me—ruined, displayed, taken and loved for it.

He released my hair to slap my ass, hard enough to sting, then grabbed my hips and fucked harder. My moans were louder now, uncontrolled, every thrust pushing me closer to the edge. I felt more open than I’d ever been, my body reduced to sensation: the wet, hot friction, the harsh drag of his cock, the sharp ache of his fingers biting into my flesh.

From behind the glass, I could hear a faint, appreciative whistle—someone was really watching. The idea pushed me over the edge.

I clenched around him, orgasm rushing through me—hot, blinding, all-consuming. I sobbed his name, body rocking back against him, legs trembling with release. He didn’t slow, not until he was ready, pounding into me with wild, punishing thrusts until he groaned, hips jerking, cock pulsing inside the condom. He emptied himself with a final, bruising grip on my hips, then stilled, breath harsh, body heavy behind me.

He pulled out, wiped himself with a tissue, and tapped my ass lightly. “Stay there,” he murmured, admiring the view. “Let them see what a good little slut you are.”

I stayed as I was—on all fours, skirt rucked, hair wild, body flushed and splayed for anyone to see. My cunt dripped with the mix of our juices, thighs sticky, knees sore from the carpet.

Eventually, he reached down and helped me up, surprisingly gentle now. He brushed my hair back from my face, tilted my chin to look him in the eyes.

“You did well, Beth,” he said quietly, a hint of real warmth breaking through the edge. “You took everything we gave you. Be proud.”

He guided me to the sofa, where a towel and a bottle of water waited. I collapsed into the cushions, legs weak, chest heaving, heart pounding in my ears.

The others gathered round, congratulating me, the air thick with praise and approval. I felt spent, ruined, and radiant. Every inch of me ached with satisfaction.

As I lay there, eyes drifting closed, I knew I’d never be the same again.

And I didn’t want to be.

I lay on the sofa, body humming with exhaustion and afterglow, as the three analysts quietly straightened their clothes and checked off boxes on their clipboards. The air was thick with the tang of sweat, latex, and sex—a heady, unmistakable scent that clung to my skin. My blouse and bra were draped over the armrest, forgotten, my skirt still rucked around my waist. My thighs were sticky, my hair a wild mess, my cheeks flushed with the evidence of what I’d become.

Mr. Sharpe—his shirt crisp, not a hair out of place despite the intensity of his use—was the first to break the silence. “You did well, Beth. That was one of the smoothest first rotations I’ve logged in months.” He made a note on his tablet, then looked at me with a wry smile. “We value your feedback. There’s a debrief form waiting for you at your desk—be honest. The program’s always evolving.”

Mr. Finch grinned, still buttoning his cuffs. “You took everything and gave us a show, love. Hope we see you on the schedule again soon.” He winked, not unkindly, and headed for the door, clipboard under his arm.

Mr. Taylor lingered, gaze softer now that the edge of use had worn off. “If you have any complaints—about roughness, boundaries, anything at all—make sure to note them in your feedback. It’s not just for show. They do read every word.” He handed me a packet of tissues and my water bottle, then slipped out, leaving the room quieter, full of the echo of what had just happened.

Alone, I caught my breath and began to gather my things. My legs wobbled as I stood, and I had to pause at the mirror to fix my hair and wipe the smeared lipstick from my mouth. My nipples were still dark, marked by the memory of Mr. Finch’s mouth and Mr. Sharpe’s hands. I felt raw, sensitive everywhere—a constellation of aches and pleasure points running from the crown of my head to my calves.

Walking the corridor back to my desk felt different than any time before. I was acutely aware of the lingering scent of sex on my skin, the faint soreness between my legs, the bruised prints on my hips. Heads turned as I passed—other temps, some with pink badges like mine, some with blue or lavender, some still blank and new. I caught knowing glances, nods of respect, a low murmur of conversation that quieted as I drew near. I felt, for the first time, not just tolerated or invisible, but genuinely seen. It was intoxicating.

At my desk, a slim folder waited with my name on it:

ROTATION FEEDBACK – BETH HARRIS

Inside was a brief form on the company letterhead, and a digital tablet for extended comments. The questions were direct, almost blunt:

Were you able to communicate your boundaries?

Was verbal consent respected at all times?

Any physical pain or injury?

Any emotional distress, or feelings of being unsafe?

Did you experience pleasure, climax, or arousal?

Would you participate in another rotation?

Additional notes, comments, or requests for follow-up?

My hands shook as I filled in the answers.

Yes—my boundaries were heard.

Yes—consent was respected.

No—no injury, no fear.

Did I experience pleasure? My pen hovered before I checked yes.

Would I do it again? Yes. I wanted to write more, harder, rougher next time but stopped myself.

In the comment box, I hesitated, then wrote:

The public aspect was intense—humiliating at first, but exciting. I liked being watched. Mr. Finch’s breast play was almost too rough, but it pushed me over the edge. Mr. Taylor’s control was overwhelming in a good way. I’d like to try double use or a longer rotation in the future. I want to see what my limits are.

I paused, reading over my words, a flush rising to my cheeks. Was this really me? Did I want more? The answer echoed from somewhere deep inside: yes.

I submitted the form, watching the digital screen flicker green: Thank you for your feedback. Your experience shapes our program. Priority slots will be made available.

As I set the tablet aside, the floor coordinator appeared beside me, offering a quiet nod of approval. “You did well, Beth. Not everyone handles their first rotation so openly. You’ll find the next ones… even more rewarding.”

She left me with that promise, and as I turned to my computer, emails and spreadsheets blinking for attention, I realized nothing in this office would ever be quite the same again.

I wasn’t just a temp anymore.

I was Access.

And I was ready for whatever came next.
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Interlude II — Staff Feedback Submission: Beth Harris (Rotation 1)

FROM: A. Sharpe, Analyst

TO: Human Resources, Compliance Review

SUBJECT: First Rotation – Beth Harris

Summary: Harris performed to a high standard. Consent clearly stated on entry; boundaries respected throughout. Physically responsive—especially to breast and nipple stimulation. Demonstrated capacity for deep oral and vaginal penetration without distress.

Notable: She maintained eye contact with camera and analyst as instructed, followed counting protocol during table use. Minimal prompting required. Aftercare accepted without incident. Recommend for future rotations; no remedial action needed.

Suggestion: Consider pairing with female partner or for double-analyst scene—suspect she would thrive under more complex protocols.

End of report.

FROM: P. Finch, Analyst

TO: HR, Access Program Debrief

SUBJECT: Participant Feedback – Harris, B. (Pink Badge)

“Honestly? A natural. Handled the rotation better than most new badge-holders. No resistance, took direction well. Didn’t flinch from being watched—even seemed to enjoy it.

She responded especially well to oral breast stimulation and rougher handling (see timestamp 08:22–08:27, camera three). Climbed in my lap like she’d done it a hundred times. Rode me to climax—loud, uninhibited, didn’t hold back.

No complaints from my end. If anything, she asked for more with her eyes. Would volunteer to use again.”

— Finch

FROM: T. Taylor, Analyst

TO: HR Compliance – Internal

SUBJECT: Post-Rotation Observations – Harris, B.

Clinical notes:

	Compliance: Exemplary. Obeyed every order promptly; no need for repeated consent confirmation after initial acknowledgment.

	Physicality: Withstood rough oral and face-fucking; minor gagging, but coped without distress. Maintained position when bent over, endured hard thrusting and spanking.

	Psychological: Displayed signs of genuine arousal and submission. Vocalized enjoyment, no dissociation or emotional withdrawal observed.

	Audience Response: Noted positive reactions from two staff (see corridor reflection, 08:28). One junior temp requested her slot for “rotation shadowing.”



Recommendation: Approve for advanced protocols and training scenarios. Suggest more intense humiliation cycle—she has the temperament for it.

FROM: S. Carter, Floor Coordinator

TO: Access HR Review

SUBJECT: Floor Integration Feedback – Beth Harris

Harris completed her first multi-analyst rotation this morning. Observed by multiple staff and two temps. No breaches of protocol.

Informal:

	Beth has quickly become a topic of positive discussion—temps referencing her as “fearless,” some established badge-holders expressing interest in joint use.

	Noted her walking the corridor after rotation—head high, no signs of distress. Took feedback folder without complaint.

	She appears open to advanced roles.



Suggest placing her on Priority Use schedule for remainder of the week and reviewing for additional responsibilities (e.g., induction buddy, peer support).

FROM: Anonymous Staff Portal

TO: HR Feedback Thread – Anonymous

SUBJECT: Re: Harris, B. (First Rotation)

Caught some of Beth’s rotation from the glass. She looked incredible—confident, wet, and honestly, like she belonged here from day one.

Jealous she got such a full set for her first time. Hope I get assigned with her soon. (Or at least get to watch again.)

— [Redacted]

FROM: Compliance System Auto-Log

TO: HR Archive

SUBJECT: Video review: Harris, B.

100% protocol adherence.

Facial recognition: high arousal throughout; verbal affirmation at all key markers.

Suggest flagging for “Spotlight” module next cycle.
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The Corridor Test

The office was never truly silent, not even after hours. There was always some subtle hum—a printer left on somewhere, the quiet chug of air conditioning, the city’s drone filtering through the high glass windows. But past six, when the regular staff had gone and only a handful of cleaners drifted in and out, it felt different. The air was thicker, every surface charged, every shadow full of possibility.

I’d learned to crave that hush. I lingered at my desk, long after my emails were answered and my spreadsheet was balanced, pretending to work while I rehearsed excuses in case someone caught me. My badge—pink, slightly creased from how often I’d fiddled with it—rested against my chest. Beneath my desk, I crossed and uncrossed my legs, heart pounding, hyper-aware of every brush of fabric against my thighs.

Tonight, I hadn’t worn knickers. I’d decided that on the bus, feeling a reckless, thrumming urge building in my belly. My skirt, black and soft, brushed the tops of my bare thighs with every shift. I’d left my blouse just a button looser than usual, the pale swell of my breasts visible each time I leaned forward. The earlier rounds—my first rotation, the analysts’ hands and cocks, the taste of sweat and latex—echoed in my body still. My nipples were still a little sore, pink and stiff beneath my bra, and the space between my legs was slick, every step a wet reminder.

I packed up slowly, stacking my folders, tucking away pens, drawing out the moment before I’d have to leave the safety of my little cubicle. I could feel eyes on me, even when I was alone—ghosts of memory, or maybe just the certainty that at any moment, someone could walk by and see too much. That idea made my cheeks flush, shame and arousal swirling until I felt lightheaded. I wanted to be caught. I wanted someone to notice how ready I was.

I stood and stretched, arching my back a little too obviously, blouse pulling tighter across my chest. I slid my bag over one shoulder, “forgetting” my laptop so I’d have to return. When I slipped out into the corridor, I let my hips sway, skirt shifting higher. The lights overhead were set to night mode—low, golden, pooling in spots and leaving others dim. My heels clicked softly, echoing, the only sound as I made my way toward the glass corridor at the building’s edge.

The glass here was always spotless, framing the city lights—an endless grid of windows, each with its own little story. Tonight, the view reflected me: a young woman, skirt just a little too high, blouse gaping open, hair loose and wild around her face. I pressed my palm to the cool glass, feeling the shiver travel up my arm, down my spine, settling low and hot between my legs.

I closed my eyes for a moment, letting myself drift. I remembered every detail of the last rotation—how I’d ridden Mr. Finch until my legs shook, the way Mr. Taylor’s cock had filled my mouth and then my cunt, the camera’s red eye catching every moan, every confession. I pressed my thighs together, breathing in the faint scent of printer ink, cleaning spray, and something darker: the ghost of sex, hidden in the fibers of the carpet.

When I opened my eyes, my reflection looked different. Flushed, hungry, defiant. This was what I’d signed up for. No more pretending to be ashamed. I wanted this. I wanted all of them to see.

I turned away from the glass, trailing my hand along the corridor wall, making my way slowly back toward the elevators. There were still a few people around—one of the cleaners, humming softly as she wiped down a table in the kitchenette; a junior temp, gathering files in a nervous rush, eyes flicking to my bare legs, then away. I smiled at him, letting my blouse fall open just a little further. He blushed, ducked his head, and nearly dropped his stack of folders.

At the water cooler, I paused, pouring myself a glass just for something to do. My skin tingled, every inch of me alert and expectant. I imagined the senior partners—Mr. Hall, all gravitas and broad shoulders; Mr. Greene, with his wicked smile and sharp eyes—finding me here, seeing through my act. I imagined them knowing exactly what I wanted, what I was begging for without saying a word.

I sipped my water, staring at the clock. Nearly half-past seven. Late enough that anyone still here was either working overtime—or looking for something more.

I walked the corridor one more time, letting the movement settle me into my role. I didn’t hurry. I wanted to be seen. I wanted to be used. I wanted to be someone’s object, someone’s example, to have proof—on my skin, on my mind, in front of anyone who happened by.

Just as I passed the printer alcove, I heard voices. Two—low, male, confident. I didn’t break stride, didn’t look back. I let my bag slip from my shoulder, scattering a few papers onto the floor.

As I bent to pick them up, I let my skirt ride up, giving anyone watching a full view. I lingered, feeling the brush of air on my bare skin, my sex exposed and waiting. When I straightened, I saw them: Mr. Hall and Mr. Greene, watching from the end of the hall, their faces unreadable but their eyes locked on mine.

They started toward me, slow and certain, authority radiating from every step. My breath caught, heart slamming in my chest—not from fear, but from the raw, wild certainty that I was about to get exactly what I’d come for.

I didn’t move. I didn’t hide.

I waited to be used.

I froze for just a second as Mr. Hall and Mr. Greene approached, their presence somehow both casual and commanding. Mr. Hall, taller, older, broad-shouldered, with hair gone silver at the temples, walked with that easy authority that brooked no nonsense. His shirt was open at the neck, sleeves rolled back, hands thick and sure. Mr. Greene was younger, sharper, all quick eyes and a half-cocked smile that promised trouble. Their focus made the air in the corridor vibrate, every inch of my skin prickling in anticipation.

“Well, well,” Mr. Hall said, voice a rumble that seemed to carry down the empty corridor. “Looks like someone’s working late.”

He eyed my blouse, the gaping top buttons, then let his gaze slide down to the bare skin of my thighs where my skirt had ridden high. “No knickers?” he asked, not bothering to lower his voice. “You do know this is a workplace, Beth.”

I swallowed, cheeks flaming, but didn’t look away. Mr. Greene stepped closer, circling me as if I were prey. He stopped just behind, breath warm on my neck, fingers brushing my bare thigh. “Funny, Hall. I checked the schedule—nobody’s supposed to be in this part of the office right now. What do you reckon, a compliance test? Maybe someone wants to remind us what ‘Addendum Clause Four’ really means.”

My mouth went dry, but I couldn’t hide the thrill that shot through me. “Clause Four,” Mr. Hall echoed, as if testing the words. “Spontaneous access, after-hours—full compliance, audience participation permitted.”

He reached for my badge, flipping it so the pink rectangle flashed bright against my chest. “You are aware, Ms. Harris, that by remaining on site, you have made yourself available for company use? Consent is presumed until formally withdrawn, of course.”

I nodded, blood roaring in my ears. I could have run—I could have begged off, lied about a forgotten file, anything. But I didn’t. I stood straighter, pushing my chest forward, heart pounding. “Yes, sir. I’m aware.”

Mr. Greene’s fingers traced up under my skirt, teasing along the crease of my hip, almost—almost—brushing my wet heat. He grinned when I gasped, letting his hand linger. “Look at this. Already dripping, and we haven’t even started.” He glanced at Mr. Hall, whose mouth curved in approval. “I think she’s been waiting to be caught.”

Before I could answer, voices echoed from further down the corridor. A cleaning woman appeared, pushing her cart, pausing as she caught sight of us. Instead of hurrying past, she leaned on her mop, a half-smile playing on her lips. Behind her, the young male temp I’d noticed earlier paused with an armful of files, eyes wide, face flushing as he took in the scene.

Mr. Hall nodded in their direction, raising his voice just enough for all to hear. “Tonight’s corridor test will be conducted as a public demonstration. All staff present are welcome to observe, or—” he glanced at the temp, “participate as needed for compliance credit.”

The cleaner laughed softly. “Don’t mind me. Always said this floor was more fun than finance.”

The temp blushed even deeper but didn’t move away.

Mr. Greene slipped his hand around to my front, cupping me boldly, pressing two fingers against my slit through the open gap of my skirt. “She’s soaking, Hall. Maybe we ought to make her show everyone how desperate she is.”

He leaned in, voice low in my ear: “You’re going to follow every order tonight. You’re going to let us use you however we want, however long we want, and you’re going to thank every person who puts their hands—or anything else—on you. Understood?”

My knees nearly buckled at the raw command in his tone. I forced myself to nod, words trembling out: “Yes, sir. Anything you want.”

He straightened, addressing the growing audience. “Company property, open for use. Tonight’s test will be thorough—multiple partners, overlapping acts, witnesses encouraged. Compliance mark will be issued at the end.”

Mr. Hall stepped behind me, thick hands bracketing my waist. He slid my bag from my shoulder and handed it to the cleaner, who tucked it beside her cart without batting an eye. “Strip down, Beth. Skirt up, blouse open. Face the glass. Let’s see what you’re offering us tonight.”

The command went straight to my core. I shrugged off my blazer, fingers unbuttoning my blouse with deliberate slowness, baring my bra and the flushed tops of my breasts. I pushed my skirt high over my hips, exposing everything. My hands shook as I faced the glass, the city lights throwing my reflection—half office girl, half slut—back at me.

Behind, I could hear Mr. Hall rolling up his sleeves, Mr. Greene palming his cock through his trousers, the cleaning woman humming, the temp’s quick breaths as he edged closer for a better view.

In that moment, I knew: this wasn’t just for them. It was for me—proof that I belonged here, that I was as much the company’s as any printer or chair. I wanted their hands, their cocks, their eyes. I wanted the mark and the memory, burned into my skin.

“Ready, gentlemen?” Mr. Hall asked, voice a slow, decadent promise.

“Ready,” Mr. Greene echoed, hand already slipping between my legs, fingers finding me wet and open.

The corridor was no longer empty. It was a stage.

And I was its star.

The glass corridor shimmered with city light, the view behind my reflection a thousand windows glowing in the dusk. My own face hovered ghost-like over the city—a flushed, wide-eyed girl with her blouse gaping open, skirt rucked high over bare thighs, every inch of her exposed for anyone to see.

Behind me, Mr. Hall’s broad hands gripped my hips, steady and possessive. Mr. Greene moved to my side, undoing his belt, his hungry gaze sliding up and down my body as if weighing the best place to start. Around us, the cleaner leaned on her mop, a witness at her post. The young male temp inched closer, drawn in by curiosity and something darker, his breathing quick and shallow. Another staff member—a woman with sharp cheekbones and a silver badge—appeared at the end of the hall, folding her arms and smirking as she watched.

Mr. Hall’s voice was a low growl at my ear. “Hands on the glass, Beth. Show everyone what you’re here for.”

I obeyed, flattening my palms against the cool window, arching my back so my ass jutted out, skirt riding even higher. The air was cold on my skin, nipples tightening beneath my bra, but the heat pooling between my legs made me ache. I didn’t try to hide my wetness, the flush on my cheeks, or the tremor in my thighs.

Mr. Greene stepped in front of me, his cock already out, thick and veined, glistening at the tip. He tapped it against my lips. “Open up, pretty girl. I want everyone to see how well you take it.”

I parted my lips, tongue flicking out to taste him, the salty musk filling my mouth. He pushed in, not rough but insistent, guiding himself deeper, one hand tangled in my hair. The stretch made my jaw ache, but I didn’t pull back. I wanted the audience to see my throat bulge, to know I could take it.

At the same moment, Mr. Hall knelt behind me, his hands parting my thighs. He pressed two thick fingers between my folds, spreading my slickness with slow, deliberate circles. I gasped around Mr. Greene’s cock, the vibration making him groan.

“She’s soaked, everyone,” Mr. Hall announced to the gathered staff. “No knickers, open and waiting—tell them how much you want this, Beth.”

I pulled off Mr. Greene for just a second, saliva shining on my chin. My voice was hoarse, needy: “I want to be used. I want everyone to see me used. Please—please, make me show them.”

The cleaner laughed softly, the temp shifting from foot to foot, unable to look away. The woman in the hall licked her lips, her gaze predatory.

“Good girl,” Mr. Greene murmured, sliding his cock back into my mouth, guiding my head with both hands. “Eyes up—look at me. Look at your audience.”

I met his gaze, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes as he fucked my mouth. Mr. Hall’s fingers left me, replaced by the thick, blunt head of his cock. He slid into me with a single, relentless push, filling me so completely I whimpered, the sound muffled around Mr. Greene.

The double sensation—mouth stuffed, cunt stretched—sent me spiraling. Mr. Hall set a hard, steady rhythm, hips slapping my ass with every thrust, cock grinding deep, hitting spots that made my knees buckle. My breasts bounced with each motion, bra sliding off my shoulders, nipples bared for the hallway lights.

Mr. Greene used my mouth ruthlessly, not cruel, but greedy. He thrust deep, pulling me down by the hair, making sure I choked, then eased off, letting me gasp for air, only to push back in, the cycle relentless. Saliva spilled from the corners of my mouth, mixing with the wetness between my legs.

“Good slut,” he said for the benefit of the crowd, voice pitched low but clear. “You like being shared, don’t you? Tell everyone whose property you are.”

I tried to answer, but my mouth was full. He pulled out just enough for me to gasp, “I’m company property. I’m here to be used—by anyone who wants me.”

The cleaner let out a wolf-whistle, the temp’s eyes huge as he clutched his files to his chest.

Mr. Hall’s pace grew rougher, each thrust driving me forward so my breasts smacked against the cold glass, leaving streaks and fog. He reached around, pinching my clit, squeezing a nipple, making me whine and jerk. The corridor was filled with the obscene sound of wet flesh, the slurp of cock in my mouth, the low, approving murmurs of the watchers.

After a few minutes, Mr. Hall grunted, pulling out with a pop. He tapped my ass, motioning to the temp. “Want a go, son? Don’t be shy. This one’s ready for anything.”

The temp stared, wide-eyed. “Can I—?”

“Get over here. Use her mouth. You’ll get your credit.”

He stumbled forward, cock already hard in his hand, trembling as he presented himself. Mr. Greene stepped aside, still stroking himself, watching as the temp slid his cock between my lips. He was smaller, hesitant, but I opened wide, sucking him in, meeting his eyes, letting him see my hunger and my surrender.

Mr. Hall knelt again, this time spreading my ass and pressing a finger to my tight, unused hole. He didn’t push in, just teased, tracing slow circles, reminding me I belonged to them. “Maybe next time,” he promised, before standing and guiding his cock back inside my pussy.

The temp didn’t last long, hips jerking, breath catching as he fucked my mouth. I felt his release spill onto my tongue; he shuddered, nearly sobbing with relief, then pulled away, mumbling his thanks. Mr. Greene and the cleaner exchanged a knowing look.

“Anyone else?” Mr. Greene called to the corridor. The woman with the silver badge stepped forward, heels clicking, face flushed with arousal. She knelt in front of me, cupping my breasts, squeezing, then bent to suck one nipple, hard, her teeth scraping the sensitive bud.

I moaned, the sensation electric, nearly tipping me over the edge. She whispered, “You look so fucking good like this, Beth,” before releasing my nipple with a wet pop.

The men rearranged me, pulling me upright and spinning me so my back was to the crowd, ass presented to anyone who cared to watch. Mr. Hall held my wrists behind me, pinning me, while Mr. Greene knelt in front, feeding me his cock again. The woman slapped my ass, leaving a stinging mark.

They kept me like that—mouth stuffed, cunt filled, breasts pinched and licked, my voice reduced to broken moans and mumbled thank-yous. My eyes rolled back, tears streaking my cheeks as pleasure and humiliation burned together, flooding my body with heat.

“Thank us,” Mr. Hall ordered, fucking me harder, slapping my ass.

“Thank you, sir. Thank you for using me. Thank you for letting everyone see,” I choked out between thrusts, voice cracking with need and pride.

The room blurred—faces, hands, cocks, mouths—all on me, in me, owning me, using me, validating my place. I felt my orgasm build, slow and devastating, triggered by the overlapping sensations, the press of so many eyes, so many hands, so many voices praising and degrading and loving me for what I was.

When it hit, I screamed, body shuddering, muscles clamping down around Mr. Hall’s cock as he fucked me through the wave. Mr. Greene pulled free, spilling over my tongue and chin, the woman biting my nipple as I came, her laughter mixing with my cries.

Everything was sensation—pleasure, pain, the heat of use and the icy cool of the glass, the hands still stroking, pinching, slapping, the voices encouraging, praising, claiming me over and over.

I lost track of time, of how many used me, of how many saw. I knew only the feeling of being utterly, completely owned—company property, proudly on display, and desperate for more.

When the men finally let me go, my legs barely held me upright. My skin was streaked with spit and cum, my nipples swollen, my thighs slick and stamped with handprints. My hair was wild, face streaked with tears and sweat, but my smile was radiant.

Mr. Hall steadied me, pride and approval warm in his gaze. “You did well, Beth. Ready for your mark?”

I nodded, breathless, eager, already aching for the next round.

Mr. Hall steadied me as my knees threatened to buckle, his big hands strong on my waist. My breath came in ragged gasps, skin slick with sweat, nipples tingling from teeth and tongues and the chill of air. Around me, the audience lingered—a loose, semi-circle of faces, their eyes hungry, approving, admiring. I didn’t try to hide. I wanted every second of this to burn into memory.

“Step forward,” Mr. Hall instructed, voice loud enough for all to hear. “Time for your mark, Beth. Hands behind your back.”

He led me to the low glass bench by the corridor window, city lights flickering beyond. I perched on the edge, thighs parted, skirt still bunched at my waist. My blouse hung open, one bra strap fallen, the other gone entirely. I was a mess—used, ruined, but radiant with pride.

Mr. Greene knelt between my legs, holding up the blue ink pad and the custom compliance stamp—a heavy, rubber-handled thing with “COMPLIANT / USED” carved in bold letters. He pressed the stamp onto the ink, twisting it until the pad was saturated.

“Spread your thighs wider, Beth. Let everyone see.”

His voice was gentle but uncompromising.

I opened for him, shivering at the exposure—inner thighs slick and pink, still sticky with use and the traces of strangers’ hands. My breath caught as he pressed a steady palm to my knee, guiding me even wider. The corridor was silent except for the faint whirr of the city and the quickening breaths of the onlookers.

“Say what you are,” Mr. Hall commanded, standing tall above me.

I met his eyes, voice trembling but unafraid. “I’m company property. I am here to be used. I am compliant.”

The stamp was cold, almost shocking, as Mr. Greene pressed it to my inner thigh, just inches from my sex. He held it there for a slow count—one, two, three—so everyone could see the blue ink bloom against my skin. The audience leaned in, eager, a few phones raised, flashes catching on the glass. I gasped, the mix of pain and pride sending a new rush of arousal through me.

He pulled the stamp away, revealing the word “COMPLIANT” imprinted boldly in blue, a badge as real and unremovable as my badge or my name.

The cleaner stepped forward, grinning. “Let’s have a look, love.” She crouched, fingers warm and calloused as she tilted my leg to inspect the mark, tracing the letters with a teasing fingertip. “Perfect work, gentlemen. Think she’s earned a bonus round.”

The woman with the silver badge bent close, running her thumb over the stamp, then pressing a quick, possessive kiss to my knee, her lipstick smearing faintly against my skin. “Looks official to me,” she purred. “You wear it well, Beth.”

The temp—his face flushed, eyes glazed—whispered, “Wish it was me next,” before stepping back, as if afraid of wanting too much.

Mr. Hall turned me toward the crowd, hands framing my marked thigh. “Take a good look, everyone. This is what compliance looks like. This is what our company rewards.”

A ripple of laughter and applause ran through the witnesses—genuine, hungry, delighted. The moment had a ceremonial weight: I wasn’t just being used, I was being claimed, marked, and displayed. It was as if my body had become company property in more than name—living, breathing, and documented for all to see.

Mr. Greene offered a damp cloth, wiping gently between my legs, cleaning away the worst of the mess but leaving the mark untouched. “Leave your skirt up, blouse open. Don’t cover it yet. Not until you reach the lift.”

He helped me to my feet, steadying me with a strong arm. My legs trembled, but I stood tall, chin lifted, chest bare and smeared with bite marks. My thigh burned with the blue stamp, a visible claim to everyone I passed.

The cleaner handed me my bag with a wink, her voice low. “You did us proud, Beth.”

The woman in the hall called out, “Don’t forget to thank your users.”

I turned, making eye contact with every one of them—Mr. Hall, Mr. Greene, the cleaner, the temp, the woman who’d marked me. “Thank you for using me. Thank you for marking me. Thank you for making me yours.”

There was a pause, a breathless, shared joy in the air.

And then the corridor filled again with quiet conversation, work resuming, the strange magic of the night shifting back to normal. Only I remained changed—marked, ruined, radiant.

As I walked to the lift, skirt still bunched, thigh on display, every step felt like a parade.

I was compliant. I was used.

And I was exactly where I wanted to be.

The corridor seemed brighter as I walked toward the lifts, every sense sharpened by the fading ache of use and the fresh, stinging stamp on my thigh. My skirt was still bunched at my hips, blouse open to the waist, skin tingling with every brush of cool air, every echoing footstep behind me. My thighs were sticky with a mess that felt both lewd and proud—living proof of what had just been done to me, and of how many had watched, touched, claimed me for their own.

People didn’t look away as I passed. A few—cleaners, late-shift staff, another temp heading to the stairwell—glanced with open admiration, some with envy, some with naked hunger. The woman with the silver badge flashed me a conspiratorial grin as she brushed past, fingers trailing across my lower back, deliberately close to the mark still wet with blue ink.

“Keep it visible, darling,” she murmured in my ear, just loud enough for others to hear. “Let them see who you belong to tonight.”

I stepped into the lift, the doors closing on a half-dozen gazes, all lingering, all owning a piece of me. I didn’t bother smoothing my skirt or buttoning my blouse. I wanted the security cameras to catch every inch of my exposed skin, every bite mark, every shiver of arousal that still wracked my frame.

As the lift descended, I pressed my back to the cold metal, one hand sneaking under my skirt, palm covering the fresh stamp. I traced the letters—COMPLIANT / USED—over and over, the ink smearing beneath my fingertips. The ache in my cunt hadn’t faded; if anything, it had grown sharper, raw and insistent, need and humiliation warring with the deepest pride I’d ever felt.

I thought about the way the temp’s cock had filled my mouth, the sharp slap of the cleaner’s hand on my ass, the way the partners had used me together—mouth, pussy, breasts, all offered at once, no part left unclaimed. I thought about the applause, the laughter, the weight of so many eyes burning their approval into my body.

My fingers slid lower, pushing between my sticky folds, finding my clit already swollen, throbbing. I didn’t hold back—I rubbed hard, fast, the risk of being caught only spurring me on. The lift lights flickered overhead, and I let my head fall back, eyes fluttering closed, hips jerking in time with my hand.

The orgasm crashed over me, hot and sudden—so much sharper for the lingering ache in my cunt, for the stamp still visible on my thigh, for the memory of being bent over the glass, throat and pussy full, used for everyone’s pleasure and my own. I bit my lip to keep from crying out, my whole body shuddering as I came, juices running down my leg to pool at the hem of my skirt.

When the lift stopped, I pulled my hand away, breathless and shaking, pleasure buzzing in every nerve. I wiped my fingers on my bare thigh, painting the blue ink with another layer of proof.

Outside, the city air was cool and bright, the streets alive with traffic, music, the distant shouts and laughter of strangers. I walked the block to the taxi stand bare-legged, blouse still open, uncaring of every stare. The driver looked me up and down, mouth open in surprise, but said nothing as I climbed in.

In the back seat, I spread my legs, mark still visible, skirt pooled around my waist. I caught my reflection in the darkened window—a wild, grinning girl, hair in tangles, breasts bare, thigh stamped and shining. I pressed two fingers inside myself, slow and deep, savoring the stretch, the soreness, the way my cunt pulsed with every throb of the taxi’s engine.

I didn’t come again until the car pulled up to my flat, but I was still trembling as I paid the fare, skirt and blouse still undone, shoes dangling from one hand. The driver’s eyes lingered on my legs, the wetness glistening at the top of my thighs, the blue mark bold and bright.

Inside, I barely made it to my bed. I collapsed atop the duvet, legs spread, fingers circling the stamp, reliving every word, every act, every moment of surrender and spectacle. I brought myself off twice more before sleep claimed me—each orgasm sharper, deeper, fueled by memory and the certainty that I was wanted, marked, and wholly owned.

Before drifting off, I snapped a photo of the stamp with my phone—proof, in ink and in light, of who I’d become.

Tomorrow, I would walk into the office with my head high, my skirt low, and my secret pride burning under my skin.

Tonight, I slept stamped and satisfied, my cunt aching, my dreams full of hands and voices, windows and witnesses, and the promise of more.


7

Aftercare Ward

I woke sore, sticky, and gloriously undone.

Sunlight pushed through the thin curtains, striping my body in gold and shadow. I stretched—slow, cautious, feeling the ache in my thighs, the dull sting of bite marks across my breasts, the unmistakable throb of a cunt used well and hard. Between my legs, my skin was still tacky, the blue imprint of the “COMPLIANT” stamp faint but real, a secret badge only I and a select few would ever see. My sheets smelled of sex and sweat, my pillow damp with the memory of last night’s moans. I closed my eyes and let the aches flood me: jaw tight from being held open, nipples tender and peaked, shoulders dotted with bruises where hands had pinned me to glass.

It wasn’t shame I felt—not anymore. Just a deep, humming pride and an anticipation I couldn’t quite tame. I slid a hand between my legs, rubbing the mark, pressing two fingers into the heat and wetness that never seemed to fade these days. My body answered instantly, hips rolling up, a gasp slipping out. I thought of the corridor: the laughter, the stamp, the hands and voices, the way I’d looked in the glass—hair wild, blouse gaping, skin flushed and open for all.

My phone vibrated against the bedside table. I blinked blearily, snatching it up before my fantasies could spiral into climax.

NOTICE: Post-rotation medical check, 08:30. Attendance mandatory.

Below, a note from the Access admin:

“You are scheduled for compliance review and physical exam in the Aftercare Ward. Please report directly from home. No make-up. No panties. Come as you are.”

My cunt clenched at the words. The ache in my nipples sharpened. I rolled out of bed, padding to the bathroom on shaky legs, catching my reflection in the mirror—a woman marked by use and by choice, by pleasure and by pride. My hair was a riot, mouth swollen, cheeks blooming with fading fingerprints. The stamp on my thigh stared back at me, blue and bold.

I washed quickly, careful not to scrub away the evidence, letting the water run over sore skin, teasing each bruise and mark until I was shivering. I didn’t bother with perfume, just a bit of lotion, smoothing it over my arms and belly, ignoring the stickiness between my thighs that would only be examined, not judged.

I chose a simple outfit—a soft black skirt, loose enough not to rub the stamp, and a white blouse, crisp and almost formal. I left the top buttons undone, exposing the edge of a fading hickey on my collarbone. No bra, as instructed. My nipples pushed obviously against the thin cotton, twin signals I couldn’t hide. I skipped underwear, heart hammering at the thought of sitting on the exam table, bare and open, legs spread for the nurse’s inspection.

The city was sharp and clean outside—morning traffic, fresh coffee on the wind, my body humming with anticipation. The walk to the office was electric. Every brush of my skirt reminded me I was still slick, still marked, still someone’s property and proud of it.

The Aftercare Ward was a world away from the chaos of the corridors and open-plan desks. The waiting area was hushed, cool, scented with antiseptic and eucalyptus. Behind the reception, a discreet sign: Compliance Clinic—Access Only. No one else waited. The receptionist barely glanced up as I checked in, her eyes flicking to my chest, then the blue edge of the stamp at my thigh.

“Beth Harris? Right through to Room Four. Undress and wait on the table. Nurse Renaud will be with you shortly.”

My mouth went dry. I nodded, clutching my bag, and made my way down the softly lit corridor, heels muffled by the thick carpet. Room Four was bright and clean: exam table with paper rolled fresh, a sink with chrome taps, a trolley loaded with neatly arranged supplies—gloves, lube, wipes, a small tray of shiny metal instruments, and a pair of nipple clamps glinting in the morning sun. A faint, sweet scent—vanilla and ozone—drifted under the more clinical smells.

I closed the door and, with hands only trembling a little, stripped down to nothing. I folded my clothes neatly on the chair, climbed onto the padded table, and parted my legs just enough that the mark was visible, cunt swollen and slick from anticipation and memory alike.

As I waited, I ran my fingertips over my nipples, feeling them stiffen, sensitive from last night’s use and today’s promise. I thought about Nurse Renaud—her reputation for firm hands and a soft voice, the way women who’d passed through her care spoke in half-whispers of how she could make pain and pleasure indistinguishable, how she could read desire from the skin alone.

The door clicked open. Footsteps—confident, measured. The scrape of a stool being moved. I looked up, heart thumping, already wet, already open, ready for whatever came next.

The door closed with a quiet finality behind her, shutting out the rest of the world. Nurse Renaud was everything the rumors promised: late forties, French accent rounding every word, dark hair coiled in a severe bun that somehow made her seem both ageless and stern. Her uniform was immaculate—navy tunic, crisp white piping, sleeves rolled to reveal strong, tan forearms. On her lips, a swipe of rose-pink, barely-there but striking against her even skin. Her eyes, dark as ink, swept over me once, assessing, then softened at the sight of my parted thighs and the blue mark on my skin.

“Beth Harris.” She let my name linger in the air as she set a clipboard on the counter. “So, this is the infamous stamp.” She pulled on latex gloves with a practiced snap, the sound bright and deliberate. “And how are we feeling this morning, mademoiselle? Aches, bruises, any sharp pains? Speak honestly—I do not coddle, but I do care.”

Heat rushed to my face. “Just sore. Everywhere,” I admitted, voice breathy, half-proud, half-ashamed.

She smiled—a slow, knowing thing. “That is as it should be. Lie back.” She moved with calm assurance, drawing the exam lamp over me, the soft circle of light focusing on my open thighs, the blue stamp, the slickness between my lips. I let my knees fall wider, hips rising off the paper.

Nurse Renaud leaned in close, her gloved fingers gentle but clinical as she traced the stamp with her thumb. “Beautiful placement. Not the first I have seen this week, but the first this bright.” She pressed along my inner thigh, searching for swelling, then slid two fingers lower, parting my folds with the ease of someone who had done this a thousand times. “No tearing, no abnormal swelling. Still tender, yes?” She pressed where I was most sore.

I hissed, arching into her touch. “Yes, but—I want it.”

She raised an eyebrow, lips curving. “You are honest. I appreciate that.”

She reached for a tube of clear lubricant, squeezing a cool line onto her glove. “Now squeeze for me. Good girl—again. Hold it. Excellent.” She pressed two fingers inside, sliding easily, testing my grip, making small, approving noises. “Strong pelvic muscles. Used, but not broken.” She angled her touch, fingers crooking to graze that place inside me that made my thighs tremble.

Her other hand pressed to my lower belly, feeling for tenderness. She moved slowly, methodically, then withdrew, tugging the gloves off and tossing them into the bin. “Now for the rest.”

She pressed a stethoscope to my chest, the bell cold against flushed skin. My heart hammered, breath quick and shallow. She held it there for a beat longer than necessary, dark eyes flicking up to meet mine. “Pulse elevated, skin flushed—normal after heavy use. Show me your hands.” She examined my fingers, knuckles, wrists—tracing faint bruises left by grips and restraints, turning my hand this way and that.

“Bite marks?” she asked, brushing the edge of a bruise at my collarbone.

I nodded, heat creeping up my throat. “Yes. Permission given.”

Nurse Renaud’s eyes sparkled. “You are precise. I like that.” She reached for my breast, thumb circling one nipple, watching it stiffen under her touch. “Very sensitive here. Tell me, Beth, do you prefer hands or mouths?”

I shivered, nipples pebbling. “Both. Mouths, maybe. If they’re rough.”

She laughed softly, a low, musical sound. “Then you will like this part. Arms over your head, please.”

I obeyed, stretching out on the table, breasts high and bare. She reached for the nipple clamps, weighing them in her palm, letting the cold metal brush my skin. “You will tell me if it is too much. But I want to see how you take pressure after use.”

She fastened the clamp to my left nipple—slow, careful, tightening just enough to make me gasp. The pain was sharp, electric, sending a line of fire straight to my cunt. She repeated the process on the right, then leaned in, mouth warm and soft on my ear. “You look perfect. Now breathe for me. Let the pain bloom.”

I whimpered, the sting deepening with every breath, but my body surged with heat, a wild, helpless ache. She watched me, one hand at my throat, thumb stroking just beneath my jaw, holding me steady in the pain.

She timed my breaths, counting aloud in a low, hypnotic voice. “Ten, nine, eight—good girl—seven, six, five…” Each number built the anticipation, the clamp’s bite sharper, the rush in my clit throbbing with every word.

When she finally loosened the clamps, the blood rushing back made me cry out, hips arching off the table. She soothed the ache with her tongue, licking and sucking each nipple in turn, slow and thorough, until pleasure overpowered pain and I moaned, thighs shaking.

Nurse Renaud straightened, peeling off her second set of gloves, and made notes on her clipboard. “No signs of damage, only excellent compliance. You are made for this, Beth.”

She set the board aside, gaze softening. “Now we begin your oral training. On your knees, please—at the end of the table. I want to see if your mouth is as obedient as your body.”

My heart stuttered, excitement and nerves tangling as I slid from the table, knees pressing into the cool linoleum, breasts still wet from her mouth, cunt aching for more.

Nurse Renaud rolled her chair forward, spread her legs, and slowly, deliberately, began to unbutton her tunic.

The world seemed to narrow to the cool linoleum beneath my knees and the sharp, clean scent of Nurse Renaud’s skin as she slid her chair forward, knees spread wide. Her navy tunic fell open just enough to expose the pale, toned muscles of her thighs, the faint shimmer of lotion or sweat on her skin. With calm, practiced fingers, she hiked the tunic up and aside, revealing herself: soft curls shaved close, folds already gleaming with moisture, the flushed pink of her sex a living invitation.

She watched my eyes flicker—first with nerves, then with open hunger. “You’ve had cocks in your mouth, yes?” Her voice was both teasing and matter-of-fact. “But have you ever knelt for a woman?”

My cheeks flamed, but my answer was honest. “No, Nurse. Not like this. I’ve wanted to, though.”

“Wanting is a good start.” She stroked my hair with one hand, thumb tracing my jaw. “But I am interested in skill—and discipline. Let’s see how quickly you learn.”

She guided my mouth forward, her other hand slipping behind my head. I inhaled the scent—warm, musky, clean, tinged with the faintest antiseptic from the wipes on her tray. My tongue flicked out, tracing the crease of her lips, tentative, savoring the salt-sweet flavor. My breath fogged against her skin.

“Slower,” she murmured. “Make every touch count. Start at the bottom—work your way up. Use your tongue flat at first. Like this—” She pressed my face in, holding me where she wanted, hips tilting so I was forced to follow her direction.

I flattened my tongue, lapping from the base of her slit to the very top, lingering just below her clit. She shuddered faintly, but her fingers remained tight in my hair, controlling my rhythm. “Good. Now, small circles. No rushing. Pretend I’m a sweet you want to savor.”

I obeyed, tracing lazy, gentle circles around her clit, then dipping lower to taste the wetness gathering there. The taste was more intoxicating than I’d imagined—rich, earthy, arousing. My own cunt throbbed in sympathy, juices dripping down my thigh as I worked.

Nurse Renaud’s breathing grew shallower, but her tone was all business. “Don’t just lick—suck, gently. Pull me in with your mouth. That’s right. A little more pressure.”

She shifted, guiding my mouth to the side, making me suck each lip in turn, then drawing my tongue over her opening, encouraging me to push inside. I did, licking deeper, feeling the heat and pulse of her body around me.

“Good girl,” she praised, voice a warm caress. “Now, try spelling your name with your tongue on my clit. Capital letters, slowly. Make me feel every stroke.”

The task made me blush, but I followed, drawing out each letter, feeling her muscles clench under my tongue. When I hesitated or lost rhythm, her fingers tightened, and she corrected me: “No, not so fast—start again. Make the B sharper, the E slower.”

She kept me working, shifting my head for the best angle, hips rolling to direct my pressure. She praised every improvement, corrected every falter, never letting me forget who was in charge.

“Open wider. Breathe through your nose. Don’t lose contact, even when you need air.”

She pulled me in, holding me pressed to her, thighs trembling as my tongue circled her clit, then flicked side-to-side just as she instructed. I felt her swelling, her hips rocking into my face, the taste of her growing sharper, saltier, her arousal coating my mouth.

She began to moan, low and unhurried, a sound that lit my nerves on fire. My jaw ached, saliva pooling at the corners of my mouth, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t stop—not when her hands were in my hair, her voice guiding me, her approval ringing in every command.

“Harder, now. Suck me. No, not there—just to the left. That’s it—yes. Don’t stop, don’t let me go.”

She started to shake, thighs clenching around my head, her breaths coming in sharp, staccato gasps. I could feel her close, the way her body tensed and coiled. I wanted to make her come, wanted to show her I could learn, that I was as good with my mouth as I was with any other part.

But just as she began to crest, she yanked my head back, depriving us both. I whined, mouth open, chin slick with her arousal. She smirked, breathless but unrelenting. “We edge, too, Beth. This isn’t just for your pleasure. I decide when we finish.”

She pressed her thigh to my chest, letting me feel the tremor in her muscles, then guided my mouth back, making me start again—slower, lighter, a new rhythm. My tongue ached, but my hunger only grew.

We cycled through it again and again—her bringing herself to the edge on my mouth, then pulling away, making me wait, making me beg. Each time, she forced me to focus, to adjust, to listen to her every breath and word. Each time, my own desire ratcheted higher, until my clit was throbbing, my cunt dripping onto the floor beneath me.

Finally, when my tongue was numb and my jaw trembling, Nurse Renaud’s voice cracked, her command growing desperate: “Now, Beth—don’t stop, don’t you dare stop—hard, yes, just like that, yes—”

Her thighs locked around my head, grinding me to her, and she came with a shuddering, breathless cry, her cunt pulsing against my tongue, wetness flooding my mouth. She held me there, hips rocking through the aftershocks, her hand tangled tight in my hair, her moans filling the room.

I drank her in, lapping every last drop, feeling her whole body tremble and settle, heat and pride blooming in my chest. When she finally let me go, she brushed a thumb over my cheek, smiling down at me with genuine affection.

“Très bien, Beth. You learn quickly. That’s what I like most about you.”

She helped me to my feet, guiding me to the edge of the table, then handed me a bottle of water and wiped my mouth with gentle, practiced hands. I could still taste her—sweet and sharp—lingering on my lips, a new badge of honor.

Nurse Renaud made a note on her clipboard, eyes warm and satisfied. “Your oral compliance is excellent. You will serve well in more advanced roles. Now—have you earned your own release, do you think?”

I nodded, dizzy with desire, body trembling, cunt aching for permission.

She smiled, a slow, wicked thing. “Good. Lie back for me, spread wide. You will not come until I say. Understood?”

“Yes, Nurse,” I whispered, ready to be edged and praised and undone all over again.

My mouth was slick with Nurse Renaud’s taste as she eased me onto the padded table once more, her hands confident and sure. I lay back, thighs falling open without shame, every inch of me raw and desperate. My skin burned with need; my nipples, flushed and tender from her clamps and mouth, throbbed with every breath. I kept my hands at my sides, fighting the urge to touch myself—waiting for her order, as hungry for her approval as for the pleasure itself.

She retrieved another glove, snapping it on with a practiced flick of her wrist. “You have done well, Beth. Very well. But I want to see if you can take more—for me, for the record, for yourself. Remember: you are not to come until I say so.”

Her words made me shiver. I nodded, watching as she selected a bottle of lube, squeezing a generous amount onto her gloved fingers. She worked it between my thighs, first rubbing over the blue stamp—“COMPLIANT / USED”—tracing the letters until they smeared, blue ink blending with slick.

Her fingers slipped into my cunt, slow and deep, curling upward to stroke exactly where I needed it. My hips bucked, but she pinned me with a hand on my belly, holding me down. “Steady, chère. Breathe for me.” She worked me with a measured rhythm, fingers scissoring, thumb flicking my clit in slow, torturous circles.

I whimpered, fighting the urge to grind against her hand. My body was wound tight, every nerve alight. I clung to her voice, her praise: “Good girl. That’s it. You’re learning. You know how to take what you’re given.”

She leaned in, licking and biting at my nipples—first one, then the other—each tug of her teeth sending a new bolt of pleasure down to my core. Her free hand slipped to my throat, thumb stroking my pulse. “You want to come, don’t you?”

“Yes, Nurse. Please—please—”

“Not yet. Hold it for me.” She edged me higher, keeping me right at the brink, teasing me with the edge of orgasm and pulling away just as I began to crest. Again and again, she built me up, only to slow her touch, her mouth pressing praise and command into my skin.

My thighs shook, heels scrabbling at the paper, every muscle quivering. My vision blurred, tears slipping down my cheeks from the effort, the need. I couldn’t remember wanting anything so much—not a cock, not a kiss, not even the stamp. Only this: the right to come, to be allowed, to be seen and celebrated in the moment of release.

Nurse Renaud finally stopped, pulling her fingers free, leaving me gasping, hips rolling in the air. “You will beg for it, Beth. Beg the way you learned to beg with your mouth.”

I choked out the words, voice rough and raw: “Please, Nurse. Please let me come. I need it. I want to be good for you, to show you I can take it—please, please, let me—”

She smiled, warmth and power radiating from her. She slipped two fingers back inside, thumb circling my clit, her other hand pinning my thigh. “Come for me now. Make it loud—let them hear you in the corridor.”

Her order was a detonator. I came with a broken sob, body convulsing, cunt clamping around her fingers in wave after wave of shuddering pleasure. My cries echoed in the sterile room, head tossed back, nipples peaked, every muscle drawn tight with ecstasy and relief. She didn’t let up, working me through every spasm, coaxing more out of me until I was spent and limp, tears mixing with laughter on my lips.

Nurse Renaud eased her hand away, peeling off the glove and tossing it aside. She took a warm towel, cleaned me gently—wiping away sweat, tears, the last traces of blue ink and arousal. Her touch was tender, almost reverent. She pressed a bottle of water to my lips, helping me drink, then stroked my hair back from my face.

“You are extraordinary, Beth,” she murmured, making notes on her clipboard. “Few new badge-holders handle the cycle so well. Your compliance is beyond doubt—your hunger, your openness. I’m recommending you for advanced service. You will have more opportunities, with men and women. But I will always be your nurse.”

The words, the praise, made my chest swell. For the first time, I felt more than used—I felt chosen, desired, precious.

She handed me my clothes, helping me dress, smoothing my skirt over my still-trembling thighs. Before letting me go, she leaned in, mouth at my ear. “If you ever wish to withdraw, say so, and I will see to it. But I hope you choose to stay, Beth. I hope you choose this, every time.”

I met her gaze, voice steady with pride and certainty. “I want to stay. I want more.”

She beamed, signing the compliance sheet with a flourish, then pinned a fresh pink badge to my blouse—this one with a gold edge, denoting her special recommendation. “You are officially on Rotation B now. I expect to see you back—often.”

I left the clinic as the sun was rising, light pouring into the city, my new badge gleaming, my body sore and deeply, blissfully satisfied.

Each step felt like a new beginning: marked, trained, claimed—now more than property, now truly prized.
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Interlude III – Supervisor Audio Note

AUDIO LOG — Access Supervisor, Roster Review (Voice: Female, clipped, efficient, faint UK accent)

“Subject #1127: Harris, Beth. Post-rotation compliance and medical assessment complete, following multiple priority use events in public and clinical zones.”

“Review of last week’s footage shows consistent escalation in both performance and compliance. Notable: voluntary lingering after shift hours, positive response to public multi-partner use, and full acceptance of audience participation—including overlapping acts and partner rotation. Cleaning staff and junior temps have commented—‘fearless,’ ‘made for this,’ and ‘the kind of example we should all aim for.’”

“Medical debrief (Nurse Renaud): no injuries, excellent recovery, high responsiveness to nipple play, oral service, and controlled denial. Nurse’s notes highlight subject’s exceptional adaptation to female-led protocols—first time oral compliance, rapid improvement under instruction, and pronounced eagerness to please. Edging and orgasm control effective; subject responded to praise and to extended denial without withdrawal or distress.”

“Behavioral flags: Harris displays a marked increase in agency and pride, requesting further rotation and showing enthusiasm for new responsibilities. Subject now carries gold-edged badge by nurse’s recommendation. Noted: no signs of boundary testing or reluctance. She thanked every participant, including non-analyst staff, and encouraged peer involvement—see transcript attached.”

“Internal staff commentary, anonymized: ‘She’s the real deal. Never seen someone light up after a session like that,’ and, from a floor lead, ‘Could put her on any advanced protocol, she’d not just survive it—she’d make others want to step up too.’”

“Program recommendations: escalate to Rotation B with higher visibility, include at least one all-female and one mixed-gender cycle. Consider for buddy/peer mentorship and inclusion in recruitment demonstrations. Maintain close monitoring for early signs of burnout—but at present, subject appears to thrive on complexity and risk.”

“Next steps: schedule Beth Harris for advanced compliance and group dynamics trials. Invite observer participation—junior staff, at least one supervisor, and prospective badge-holders—to witness and document her technique. Review possibility of public reward or symbolic status marker if current trajectory holds.”

“Final note: her audio diary and feedback surveys continue to show explicit desire for escalation and validation. Harris is an asset—not merely compliant, but enthusiastic. Strong candidate for institutional case study.”

END LOG
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The Demonstration

The message arrived before sunrise, an urgent ping in my inbox that set my nerves jangling before I’d even left my bed. SUBJECT: ADVANCED DEMONSTRATION — GOLD BADGE CANDIDATE. My heart hammered as I opened the attachment. There it was, stark and thrilling:

You have been selected for public demonstration. Report to Suite 7B at 07:30 sharp. Preparation staff will be provided. Do not wear underwear. Arrive clean, hair loose. Bring badge.

I read it three times, pulse pounding between my legs, the ache as immediate as hunger. I was being called up—not just to be used, but to be displayed, to model the protocols for a new class of badge-holders and senior staff. The pride and pressure rolled through me, hot and heady. My body thrummed with anticipation, equal parts eagerness and fear. I would be watched not just as a plaything but as a template: proof that desire, obedience, and ownership could coexist, that submission could be art.

I rose and showered, taking special care with my body. I shaved, soaped, rinsed away every remnant of sleep and yesterday’s aches, though I let the faint bruises and fading stamp on my thigh remain—living credentials. The water was almost too hot, reddening my skin. I lingered, dragging a soapy palm over the slick folds between my legs, but stopped before the pleasure crested. Today’s release would not belong to me.

Out of the shower, I towel-dried my hair, leaving it soft and wild as instructed. I studied myself in the mirror: pale, luminous, the marks from Nurse Renaud’s clamps still visible on my nipples. My breasts looked proud, high, eager for attention. I smiled—a slow, private thing—at the thought of being touched, fingered, tasted by strangers and friends alike.

My only adornment was the badge, gold-edged, clipped to the thin strap of my summer dress. I chose the dress for how it fell: easy to remove, easier still to display what was beneath. No panties. No bra. No shield but my own willingness. My cunt was already slick, a thin line of wetness on my inner thigh as I made my way through the early city, heart racing at every brush of fabric.

Suite 7B was at the far end of the company’s executive floor, past glass offices that reflected my bare legs and hair like a trail of secrets. A discreet “Preparation” sign pointed me into a softly lit anteroom, where a pair of support staff—one young woman, one older man—waited with towels, bottles, and the gentle authority of practiced handlers.

“Beth Harris?” the woman asked. “Welcome. We’ll be prepping you for display. Remove your dress, please. We’ll handle the rest.”

I slipped the dress over my head, handing it to her. I stood naked but for my badge, skin goosepimpled in the cool air, nipples flushed and stiff, the ache between my legs impossible to hide. The support woman washed me gently with warm cloths, working from throat to ankles, lingering at my breasts and between my thighs. The man trimmed and waxed stray hairs, smoothing lotion over my pubic mound, the backs of my thighs, the insides of my arms. Their hands were efficient but never hurried. The woman combed out my hair, then wound it loose over one shoulder, pinning a gold clip beside my ear—a symbol, I realised, of the new rank I was about to claim.

They checked my nails, buffed them, massaged oil into my cuticles and knuckles. I was touched, displayed, but not possessed—not yet. The sense of being handled, arranged, made ready for the gaze of others left me trembling, breath shallow, heart fluttering with anticipation.

When they finished, the woman stepped back, her eyes warm. “You look beautiful. More than that, you look ready.” She held up a mirror, and I studied myself: skin glowing, lips parted, eyes wide with want. I looked like a living invitation—like an offering.

A robe was draped over my shoulders, soft and white, not to hide me but to be removed with a single tug. The support man held out a glass of water, watching as I drank, then dabbed a final sweep of gloss over my mouth.

Before I left the anteroom, the support woman pressed her lips to my ear. “Remember—you’re here because you earned it. You’re not just being used. You’re teaching them what it means to want and be wanted.”

Her words sent a new wave of pride through me. I squared my shoulders, held my badge where everyone could see, and stepped into the demonstration suite.

The room was different than anything I’d seen at Sterling Temps: bright and elegant, with a mirrored ceiling that sent every movement shimmering down from above. The walls were glass, curtain panels pulled back so the growing audience could see everything: junior badge-holders in blue and pink, senior analysts in crisp shirts, and, in the front row, a woman I recognised—Chloe, gold badge gleaming, her posture relaxed but her eyes sharp and welcoming.

The demonstration was about to begin. I was on display—not just as property, but as the gold standard. The nerves were still there, but pride burned brighter.

Today, I would show them all what I was made for.

The robe was warm against my skin, but I could feel every brush of air, every pair of eyes tracking me as I stepped through the inner door. The demonstration suite was even more spectacular than I’d first glimpsed—mirrored ceiling stretching above, glass walls gleaming on all sides, the central couch and low bench like a stage. The light was soft but unflinching, casting every shadow and flush in sharp relief.

A row of junior badge-holders—five in all, men and women, nervous and eager in equal measure—clustered together near the front. Behind them, two senior analysts stood in quiet conversation, clipboards in hand, their gaze assessing. Chloe—gold badge, poised and regal—sat at the edge of the couch, legs crossed, posture relaxed but eyes bright with anticipation. For a moment, the space felt like a gallery, and I was the sculpture everyone had come to see.

The support staff ushered me to a standing position at the centre of the stage, then slipped away, drawing the curtain panels wide to make sure the entire floor had a view. The room hummed with nervous energy. Even through the glass, I could see other staff pausing at their desks, craning for a better look, a ripple of excitement running outward as news of the demonstration spread.

Chloe stood, moving with the effortless grace of someone who knew both how to lead and how to follow. She came to my side, pressing a hand to my shoulder. “Everyone, this is Beth Harris—gold badge, exemplary compliance, and today’s demonstration lead. You’ll be learning from her—how to serve, how to obey, how to enjoy being seen. She’ll be following every order as if it were her first, but she’ll also tell you how to ask for what you want.”

Her praise sent a shiver through me. I straightened my back, standing tall, chin up, heart pounding. The nerves were there, fluttering in my stomach, but the sense of being celebrated, valued, was stronger still. I wanted every eye, every hand, every desire they brought to the room.

One of the senior analysts—Ms. Carter, known for her measured, clinical approach—cleared her throat, clipboard ready. “Before we begin, let’s establish the protocol. Everyone present will state their consent, clearly and for the camera. If at any time you wish to withdraw, you may do so. But every act today is to be entered into the record: consensual, requested, and given freely. Agreed?”

A chorus of voices answered: “Agreed.”

Ms. Carter turned to me, her gaze frank but kind. “Beth, do you consent to serve as today’s demonstration subject? Do you understand that all acts will be observed, recorded, and used for training?”

I met her eyes, letting my own voice ring clear: “I consent. I understand and agree. I want to serve, and I want to be seen.”

There was a beat of silence, a communal intake of breath. Ms. Carter nodded, making a mark on her clipboard.

The junior badge-holders stepped forward, each stating their name and consent in turn. Their voices wavered—nervous, but eager. “Ava, pink badge. I consent to participate and observe.” “Lucas, blue badge. I consent.” “Rina, pink badge. I want to watch and learn.” The chorus rolled around the room, each voice braiding into the ritual.

Chloe placed a hand at the small of my back, guiding me to face the full circle of observers. She let her fingers linger, just above my tailbone, a signal as much as a comfort.

“Let’s begin with the basics,” she said. “Beth, show them presentation posture.”

I shrugged off the robe, letting it fall to the floor. The air prickled across my skin, my breasts tight and high, nipples already peaked. I placed my feet shoulder-width apart, hands behind my back, shoulders square, eyes fixed on the mirrored ceiling, watching my own body—pale and open, gold badge catching the light.

Chloe circled me, speaking for the audience. “Notice her stillness, the way she offers herself for inspection—no hesitation, no hiding. Watch how she stands, how she waits for command. This is what obedience looks like—beautiful, strong, and eager.”

I felt their eyes on me, hungry, curious. I felt my own arousal—shameless, throbbing—rising with each second I stood displayed.

Ms. Carter stepped forward again, her voice gentle but authoritative. “Beth, are you ready for your first order?”

I nodded, meeting her gaze in the glass. “Yes, ma’am. I’m ready.”

Chloe smiled, nodding in approval. She stepped closer, brushing a stray lock of hair from my cheek. “Then kneel, Beth. Show them how you listen.”

I dropped smoothly, spreading my knees, hands on my thighs, chin up. I could feel the heat of the lights, the weight of the watchers, the pulse of my own need.

The demonstration had begun. I was more than property now. I was a model, a mentor, and an offering—every part of me on display, every act a lesson, every moment a gift.

The hush that filled the demonstration suite was charged—tense, electric, humming with hunger and possibility. As I knelt, my gold badge gleaming against my naked chest, I felt every gaze fix on me, the weight of expectation as palpable as Chloe’s guiding hand on my shoulder. The mirrored ceiling above threw the scene back in perfect, thrilling detail: a circle of men and women, some nervous, some ravenous, encircling one living, breathing lesson in surrender.

Chloe let her fingers drift down my cheek, her eyes soft but commanding. “Presentation, Beth,” she murmured for the audience—her words as much an order as a benediction.

I straightened my back, opening my mouth, tongue flat and ready, eyes wide and focused on her. The hush grew heavier. Chloe smiled at me, then slid her fingers over my tongue, tracing the wet, eager surface. “Notice how she doesn’t flinch, how she waits for my lead,” Chloe explained, voice smooth as honey but cool as glass. “Anticipation is everything. Let them feel your need, but don’t rush to take.”

She withdrew her hand and looked at the badge-holders. “Lucas—step forward.”

Lucas hesitated, cheeks flushed, cock tenting the front of his slacks. Chloe guided him with a nod. “Undo your trousers. Beth will take you in her mouth, but you’ll let her set the rhythm. Trust her—watch how she gives, not just receives.”

He obeyed, hands trembling. His cock sprang free, flushed and eager, and I leaned in, kissing the tip, letting my lips linger before slowly swallowing him down. My tongue swirled, cheeks hollowing, breath slow and deep through my nose. Lucas gasped, one hand hovering near my hair.

Chloe placed his palm gently on my scalp. “Guide, but don’t force. Give her praise—every bit she takes is a gift.” Lucas complied, fingers threading into my hair, whispering, “Good girl… yes, that’s it…”

The room held its breath as I worked him, the wet sounds of my mouth filling the silence. Chloe narrated softly, “See how she paces herself. She breathes around him, pulls off for air, then returns. Beth, how does it feel?”

I paused, letting Lucas slip from my lips. “I love the weight, the taste. I love being watched while I serve. I want everyone to see my mouth filled, to see me used.”

A ripple ran through the group—arousal and awe tangled together.

Chloe took her place behind me on the couch, skirt bunched at her waist, thighs open and inviting. “Your turn, Beth. Show them how you worship a woman.”

I crawled to her, settling between her legs. Chloe’s scent was musky, delicious, a fresh pulse of want. She ran her hands through my hair, holding me just above her mound. “Ask me what I want, Beth. Make it public.”

I spoke for the room, voice trembling with excitement: “Chloe, how do you want my mouth? Slow and soft, or deep and hard? Should I tease you or make you come quickly?”

“Slow at first,” she replied, voice thick with pleasure. “Circle my clit with your tongue, then suck—gentle, then harder. Make it last.”

I obeyed, drawing my tongue along her folds, savoring every taste, every reaction. Chloe moaned, hips rocking gently, fingers flexing in my hair. “Good. Now faster. Yes, just like that. Everyone, come closer. Watch how her mouth never leaves me, how her tongue listens to my body.”

Ava and Rina, both pink-badged, knelt beside me. Ava cupped my breast, thumb flicking my nipple, while Rina stroked my back, whispering encouragement. “You look so beautiful,” she said, “so hungry. I want to touch you everywhere.”

Ms. Carter, clipboard forgotten, gestured for the remaining men to gather round. “Group touch—consensual, gentle. Follow Beth’s cues. If she says stop, stop. But let yourselves feel her heat.”

Hands slid over my skin—Lucas’s, Ava’s, Rina’s, another pair rough and large (maybe a senior analyst). They stroked my flanks, squeezed my hips, kneaded my ass, their warmth feeding my own. Chloe’s legs trembled, her hips grinding against my mouth, her cries rising. “Harder, Beth—don’t stop, don’t let me go—”

I sucked her clit, tongue flicking side to side, my jaw burning but my heart wild with pride. Chloe’s orgasm crested in a shuddering, gasping wave—she squeezed my head between her thighs, her hand slapping the mirrored glass of the table. I rode out her cries, licking through every aftershock until she eased me away, her eyes shining with gratitude.

She kissed my lips, moaning at her own taste. “Perfect. That’s how you serve and teach, Beth.”

But there was no time to rest. Ms. Carter stepped in, voice bright with new command. “Now, overlapping acts. Chloe, direct. Beth, narrate for us. Everyone else—hands, mouths, cocks, and toys: learn by doing.”

Chloe and Ava arranged me on the central bench—back arched, legs spread wide, cunt exposed to the mirrored ceiling. Rina straddled my chest, breasts brushing my face. Lucas slid his cock back between my lips, while another analyst (male, dark-eyed) slipped a lubed finger into my ass, probing slowly, watching my reaction.

Chloe stroked my hair. “Beth, tell them what’s happening. Let us inside your mind.”

I spoke through Lucas’s cock, words raw but urgent. “I’m being filled everywhere—mouth, cunt, ass. I can feel hands on my tits, a tongue on my clit, Rina’s thighs against my face. I’m so wet, so open. I want more—I want to be fucked in every way, to have all of you take me at once.”

The badge-holders took their cues, learning quickly. Rina lowered her cunt to my mouth, and I licked her as I’d been taught, fingers digging into her hips as she rocked above me. Chloe knelt at my side, pinching my nipples, offering praise and instruction. “Keep going, Beth. Hold her thighs, suck her clit, don’t forget to breathe. You can take it—let her come for you.”

As I licked Rina, Lucas’s cock slid deeper in my throat. A second analyst pressed into my cunt, two fingers then three, stretching me open for Ava, who stroked a toy between my legs, whispering, “You’re perfect. You’re beautiful. I want to see you come.”

Every sense was lit up—every nerve alive with touch, taste, and sound. Chloe’s voice wove through it all, narrating, praising, guiding. “Beth is narrating her experience, letting you in. Notice how she surrenders, but never loses her agency. Her pleasure is our pleasure. Her openness, our reward.”

Lucas came first, spilling into my mouth with a strangled groan, his hips jerking as I swallowed. Rina followed, riding my face to a shaking, gasping climax, her fingers tangled in my hair, cries echoing through the mirrored space.

Ava slipped the toy inside me, slow and deep, while the analyst fingered my ass. Chloe kissed me hard, tongue tasting everyone, then slid down to suck my nipples, biting until I sobbed with need.

Finally, Chloe asked, “Do you want to come, Beth?”

“Yes, please. Please let me.”

The group watched, breathless, as Chloe pressed her hand to my clit and worked the toy inside me, Ava’s fingers in my ass, Rina stroking my hair. My orgasm built and built, the pleasure a tsunami—overlapping, overwhelming, shattering. I screamed for them, for myself, for everyone who’d ever wanted to be seen, taken, filled, and loved.

As the waves crashed through me, Chloe held me tight, the group joining in praise and laughter. “That’s how it’s done,” Ms. Carter said, voice full of genuine awe. “That’s how you demonstrate desire—and generosity. Beth, you’ve changed the room.”

As I lay in the centre, spent and shining, hands still stroking my skin, I saw my reflection above—loved, used, radiant, utterly and completely alive.

And the demonstration was far from over.

The air in the suite had changed—charged now with something wilder, heavier. The mirrored ceiling reflected not just my body, but the swirl of limbs, faces, hands: a living tapestry of hunger and communion. My skin was flushed, nipples shining with spit and bite marks, legs trembling from the aftershocks of Chloe’s praise and the group’s touch. I’d lost count of whose hands were where; all I knew was that every nerve ending was awake and every part of me was claimed.

Ms. Carter raised her voice, authoritative even over the chaos of pleasure. “For this phase, all badge-holders and analysts will participate as comfortable. You may choose your position, your role—but all touch is guided by consent and by Beth’s explicit narration. Beth, keep talking—tell us what you want, what you feel, what’s happening to your body. You are our model and our focus.”

Chloe took my face in her hands, eyes fierce and proud. “You’re safe. You’re adored. You’re in control, even as you surrender.”

I nodded, tears burning behind my lids, heart wide open. “Thank you. Please… I want more. I want everyone to see how much I can take. I want to show them how beautiful it is to give everything.”

Hands guided me to the central bench. Chloe propped me on all fours, breasts swinging, cunt and ass fully displayed to the mirrored ceiling and the eager eyes all around. My gold badge hung between my breasts, a talisman of pride. Ava and Rina knelt in front of me, their mouths soft and inviting, Rina’s legs open for me to taste. Lucas and the two analysts stood behind, cocks out, hands slicked with lube.

Ms. Carter directed the scene with clinical warmth. “Beth, you will be used by at least two at once at all times—mouth, cunt, ass. Anyone may ask for your focus. Your narration is the anchor. Badge-holders, narrate your own actions as you learn. This is about transparency and shared joy.”

Chloe positioned herself at my side, whispering in my ear, “Remember, you’re not just property now. You’re an offering—teaching, giving, thriving. Let them see how much you love this.”

Ava stroked my hair, guiding my mouth to her cunt, which was already slick, the scent of her arousal sharp and heady. I licked, savoring her, letting my tongue explore, flick, circle. “Ava is in front of me,” I said, voice muffled by her flesh. “She tastes amazing. She’s shaking a little. I want to make her come for everyone to see.”

Behind me, I felt hands on my hips, the blunt head of a cock pressing at my entrance. Lucas—bolder now—gripped my waist, easing himself into my cunt, stretching me with a slow, careful thrust. I moaned against Ava, every inch of me alive. “Lucas is inside me now. He’s filling me, so careful but so deep. I can feel how hard he is—he wants to show everyone how well I take it.”

A second pair of hands, stronger, spread my ass cheeks, thumb slicking over my hole. I gasped, arching back, and an analyst’s voice—deep, warm—told me, “Relax. You’re ready. You’ve been trained for this.”

A lubed finger slid into my ass, then another, working me open. The burn was sharp, then delicious. “He’s opening my ass. I want it. I want to be filled everywhere, to be made an example.”

Ava gripped my hair, rocking against my mouth, her moans growing louder. “Yes, Beth—just like that, don’t stop—”

Her thighs clenched around my head as she came, shuddering, her taste flooding my tongue. Rina replaced her, hips lowered to my face, her own scent darker, her cunt velvety soft. “Please, Beth—make me come. I’ve never done this in front of a room before.”

I smiled up at her, then licked, savoring the newness of her taste, the sweetness of her nerves. My hands slid up her thighs, encouraging her to relax, to let go.

Lucas began to thrust harder, his hips smacking against my ass, cock gliding deep and slow. The analyst’s fingers slipped free, replaced by the cool, blunt tip of a strap-on—worn by Chloe now, her hands steady on my hips. “Ready?” she whispered. I nodded, pushing back against her.

She pressed the toy into my ass, stretching me wide, filling me with a pressure that was both pain and gift. “Chloe’s inside me now—my ass is full, my cunt is full, my mouth is busy. I’m being used everywhere. I love it. I want more.”

The mirrored ceiling showed everything—Rina’s hips grinding over my face, Lucas and Chloe working in tandem behind, Ava stroking my hair and whispering praise.

Ms. Carter instructed the room, “Badge-holders, listen to Beth’s cues. Notice how she breathes, how she asks for more or less. Chloe, guide the rhythm.”

Chloe set a slow, relentless pace, her cock pushing deeper into my ass with each thrust, Lucas’s cock driving into my cunt. The stretch was exquisite—overwhelming but never too much. My cries were swallowed by Rina’s cunt, my own arousal spilling down my thighs, onto the bench, a slick, messy proof of how open I was.

“Beth, what do you want next?” Ms. Carter called.

I gasped, pulling free of Rina for a moment. “I want to taste everyone. I want to be fucked hard, to come for all of you. Please, let me show you how far I can go.”

Ava slipped a vibrator into my hand, guiding it to my clit. “Hold this here,” she instructed, her fingers stroking my trembling thigh. “Don’t stop, even when it’s too much.”

Chloe and Lucas increased their pace, the strap-on and cock slamming into me together, each thrust sending new shocks of pleasure through my core. Rina came on my tongue, her cries joining Ava’s, and then both women pressed in, kissing me, sharing the taste of their own arousal.

The men and Chloe switched places, Lucas pulling out, the analyst taking his place, thicker, rougher, fucking my cunt while Chloe continued in my ass. A new cock, another mouth—my body was used, praised, and demanded, my narration a lifeline.

“I’m being fucked by the whole room now,” I moaned, voice raw, “filled in every hole, every part of me taken and adored. I can feel hands on my breasts, my hair, my hips. I want to come so badly—please, let me come for you.”

The group’s voices rose, a chorus of permission and encouragement. Chloe leaned over my back, mouth at my ear, whispering, “Now, Beth. Let go. Let them see what happens when you’re truly given everything.”

The vibrator buzzed on my clit, the cocks in my ass and cunt pistoning in tandem, hands everywhere, voices echoing, the mirrored ceiling reflecting my wide-open, blissful face. The orgasm hit like lightning—violent, electric, shaking me to the core. I screamed, my body convulsing, cunt clenching down, ass spasming around Chloe’s cock, every sense on fire.

They didn’t stop—drawing out my climax, wave after wave, until I was sobbing with pleasure, begging for mercy, for more, for everything. The badge-holders came in turn—Lucas spilling over my belly, Rina and Ava grinding against my legs, the analyst groaning as he emptied into the condom, Chloe fucking me through the last shudders until I collapsed, limp and glowing.

Ms. Carter’s voice was gentle now, full of awe. “That was extraordinary. Beth, you’ve shown everyone the beauty of surrender—and the power of choice.”

The group eased away, some kissing my skin, others whispering thanks. Chloe cradled me in her lap, brushing my hair back, murmuring praise.

“You’re incredible,” she whispered, voice thick with pride. “You showed them everything. You gave us all permission.”

As the afterglow washed through me, I looked up at the mirrored ceiling, seeing not just my own joy, but the joy I’d created. I’d never felt so full—so utterly used, so deeply valued, so exquisitely seen.

The demonstration suite rang with applause, and for one long, shining moment, I was not just the subject—I was the lesson, the gift, the standard.

And there was still the marking, the collar, the reward to come.

The world felt slow and syrupy in the aftermath—every inch of me tingling, skin flushed, heart galloping in the hush that followed so much noise and pleasure. The room was scattered with bodies: some badge-holders curled against the bench, others sprawled in tangled satisfaction, the analysts and staff gathering their composure, their faces soft with pride. My limbs were heavy, my breath still ragged, but I felt clean and light, utterly seen.

Chloe knelt beside me, a warm towel in her hands, and began to wipe the slick from my thighs and belly. Her touch was gentle, lingering, not hurried or perfunctory. “You did beautifully, Beth,” she murmured, low enough for only me to hear. “You gave more than anyone asked. You made the room feel safe, and hungry, and alive.”

I tried to reply, but my words caught in my throat—too much joy, too much gratitude. Instead, I pressed my cheek to her thigh, letting her hands soothe me, accepting the rare sweetness of being cared for.

Ms. Carter approached, a clipboard in hand, but her demeanor was warmer now, her authority touched with admiration. She surveyed the group, then spoke for the record, her voice carrying across the glass and into the offices beyond.

“Attention, all. Today’s demonstration, conducted by gold-badge candidate Beth Harris, is now complete. All acts were consensual, all badge-holders and staff participated willingly, and the subject exhibited exemplary communication, composure, and generosity throughout.”

She paused, glancing down at me with a faint, conspiratorial smile. “In recognition of this, and on Chloe’s personal recommendation, Beth Harris is hereby awarded full gold badge status and granted peer mentor privileges within the Access Program.”

A ripple of applause broke out—some earnest, some dazed, some almost shy. Chloe squeezed my shoulder, her pride radiating like sunlight.

Ms. Carter gestured to the support staff, who stepped forward carrying a slim, velvet-lined box. Chloe took it, kneeling before me, and opened the lid to reveal a collar—soft gold leather, slim and elegant, the Access insignia pressed into a simple, gleaming charm at the throat.

“May I?” she asked, voice low and intimate. My breath caught. I nodded, unable to hide the tears burning at the corners of my eyes.

Chloe buckled the collar around my neck, adjusting it so the charm lay flat on my collarbones. Her fingers brushed my pulse. “This is yours, Beth. It means you belong here—not just as property, but as example, as guide, as proof of what this program can be.”

She kissed my cheek, then my lips, soft and sure. “You make me proud. You make us all proud.”

The support staff helped me into a silk robe—gold-trimmed, light as air. Someone pressed a glass of water to my lips. Hands stroked my arms, my hair, my back—aftercare not as comfort, but as celebration. I felt like a queen, a beloved pet, a living lesson, all at once.

Ms. Carter gestured for the group to gather for the closing debrief. The badge-holders clustered close, eyes bright, some tearful, some grinning. Chloe kept her hand at the small of my back, grounding me, her touch a silent benediction.

“Beth,” Ms. Carter said, “would you share with us what you learned today? What it meant, not just to be used, but to lead, to be watched, to watch others grow?”

I took a shaky breath, feeling every pair of eyes on me—not with hunger now, but with respect and curiosity.

“I learned that surrender isn’t just about giving up,” I said. “It’s about giving to—to the room, to the watchers, to the people who are scared to want, who need permission. I learned that being open—being used—can be a gift, not just for me, but for everyone. I learned that you can be owned and still be powerful. That you can serve and still be seen. That you can be a lesson, and still be loved.”

A hush settled, deep and reverent. Rina, still flushed from her own climax, reached out and squeezed my hand. “You made me feel safe to want it, too,” she whispered.

Lucas smiled, brushing hair from his eyes. “I never thought I’d be able to say what I needed. Watching you made it feel possible.”

Ava, teary-eyed, hugged me from behind. “I want to be brave like you.”

Ms. Carter made notes on her clipboard, her eyes shining. “Beth, you’re not just a gold badge. You’re our example now. The record will show: today’s demonstration changed the program.”

Chloe handed me the velvet box, the collar’s twin—“For your next mentee,” she said, a twinkle in her eye. “Pay it forward, as you were shown.”

The debrief dissolved into laughter, hugs, a last ripple of applause. Someone brought in snacks, water, soft blankets. Chloe curled up beside me on the couch, her arms around my waist, both of us wrapped in gold and warmth.

As the suite emptied, Ms. Carter stopped at the door, voice soft. “Thank you, Beth. For your courage, your hunger, and your heart. You’ve earned everything you’ve received.”

The lights dimmed, the mirrored ceiling reflecting our small, shared joy. I stroked the collar at my throat, tracing the Access charm, feeling pride settle into my bones.

I was no longer just compliant, or used, or eager.

I was golden, marked and validated by every hand, every voice, every gaze that had passed through this room.

And I was ready to teach, to lead, to give myself again.
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Epilogue – Beth: Gold-Badge

I woke to sunlight streaming through the blinds and the unfamiliar weight of the gold collar against my throat. The room smelled faintly of sex and clean sheets, my skin humming with the sweet, residual ache of yesterday’s demonstration. I ran my fingers over the Access insignia, tracing the cool, smooth metal where it nestled above my collarbones—a new pulse at the center of me.

For a moment, I simply breathed, letting the memories ripple over me: Chloe’s mouth on mine, Ms. Carter’s formal praise, the wild blur of limbs and voices and hands that had left my body wrecked and radiant. My cunt still tingled, swollen and slow, as if the pleasure might last for days. I turned on my side, hugging the pillow, half laughing, half crying with the fullness of it.

This was mine now. Not just the marks, the memories, but the legacy. The program had changed me, and—if I let myself believe it—I had changed something in return. My name would be on the training logs, the videos, the induction packets sent to every new badge-holder. My mouth had taught, my cunt had received, my voice had narrated, pleaded, guided, welcomed. I had become the example.

I stretched out in the early light, savoring the soreness in my thighs and the strange, proud tightness in my chest. The gold badge glinted on my bedside table. I took it in my hand, running a thumb over the edge, feeling the raised letters of my name, the number newly stamped beside it. Chloe had fastened the collar herself, eyes bright and possessive as she whispered in my ear: “You’re ours now. Show them what that means.”

I slid out of bed and padded to the bathroom, catching a glimpse of myself in the mirror—hair tangled, lips bruised, collar flashing gold in the dawn. My breasts were dotted with fading bite marks; the insides of my thighs, still faintly blue from the last compliance stamp, bore evidence of fingers, toys, and more. I was a living record of my journey, and it thrilled me.

In the shower, I took my time, letting hot water prickle every bruise and kiss away the soreness. I soaped between my legs, finding myself wet again—not from sleep or dreams, but from the echo of applause, the remembered thrum of so many eyes on my naked skin. I played Chloe’s voice in my mind: “You gave more than anyone asked. You made them want, made them safe, made them brave.” My own pride built with each remembered word.

When I toweled off, I lingered, bare and damp, a little afraid to break the spell. Today, I would walk into the office as something new—not just compliant, not just available, but chosen. A mentor. A name they’d speak with awe and envy.

I chose my clothes with care: a silk blouse, sleeves rolled, skirt high on my thigh, the gold badge clipped where all could see. The collar stayed visible, shining at the base of my throat—a silent, public declaration. I left my hair loose, the way Chloe liked, and brushed on a hint of lipstick. My reflection looked different: not harder, exactly, but sharper. A girl who had found her edges.

The morning city was bright and expectant. On the walk to the building, I noticed every glance—some curious, some appraising, some openly admiring. The badge caught the sun, and I stood taller, knowing what it meant.

Inside, the Access floor was quieter than usual—a kind of anticipatory hush. I caught the eyes of the receptionist, who smiled, mouth curling with recognition. “Gold badge suits you,” she said, barely above a whisper. “They’re talking about you everywhere. You set the new standard.”

I ducked my head, blushing, but the pride flared up again, warm as sunlight.

There was a new name on my schedule: Lila Markham – pink badge, induction: 10:00am. I felt a shiver—anticipation, responsibility, the promise of passing on what I’d been given. I slipped into the prep room, nerves fluttering as I tidied the space: clean towels, bottles of lube, a glass of water, fresh badge folders stacked on the table. There was a ceremonial feel to the ritual, as if every gesture made the space sacred.

When Lila arrived, she was trembling—small, fierce-eyed, her pink badge clipped uncertainly to her cardigan. She looked at me as though I were both the answer to her fear and the source of it.

“I’m… I’m supposed to be here for training,” she stammered, twisting the badge in her fingers.

“You are,” I said, smiling, beckoning her to sit. “And I’ll be with you every step. You get to choose how this goes. You get to say yes, or no, or wait. You get to want. That’s what matters.”

She nodded, still wary. I led her through the ritual: the consent log, the safety checklist, the formal statement for the camera. My voice was steady, warm, patient. For the first time, I heard Chloe’s cadences in my own.

When it was time, I guided her to undress—slowly, gently, with constant, clear permission. I showed her how to kneel, how to breathe, how to look at herself in the mirrored wall. I stripped, leaving only my collar, and let her see me as both mentor and offering. I let her touch my breasts, trace the marks of demonstration, ask questions. She blushed, but her curiosity won out over her nerves.

“Does it ever get less scary?” she whispered as I helped her onto the couch, hands trembling.

“It gets different,” I said, honest. “It gets sweeter. The fear never leaves, but it mixes with everything else—pleasure, pride, a kind of power. You get to choose which part is bigger.”

She laughed—small, surprised—and I leaned in to kiss her, soft and slow, letting her feel the strength in my mouth. “You don’t have to do anything today. Or you can do everything. I’m here for you.”

Her hand found mine, squeezing tight. “I want… I want to see. I want to try.”

We began slow: her mouth on my nipples, my fingers teasing her, my voice coaching her through the first, trembling touches. I let her taste me, encouraged her to guide my hips, praised her for every brave attempt. When she came—soft, quick, gasping—her eyes flew wide with joy, then tears.

“Thank you,” she whispered, pressing her face to my shoulder. “I feel like I belong.”

“You do,” I murmured, holding her as she trembled, as I had been held. “We all do, in our own way.”

Afterward, I logged her progress, signing her badge with a flourish. She left the room walking taller, her own pride newly kindled. I watched her go, a little awed by the loop I’d just closed.

When the day wound down, I sat at my desk, collared and gold-badged, watching the sun set through the high glass. My body ached, my heart hummed, my mind raced with what might come next—new trainees, new protocols, new kinds of use. I knew there would always be risk, always pain, always fear. But I also knew that, finally, I was where I belonged. I was more than compliant, more than used. I was the example.

And as I touched the collar, I smiled, ready for whatever the next cycle would bring.

Final Interlude – Institutional Debrief: Supervisor Roundtable

Transcription: Access Program Supervisor Roundtable — Post-Demonstration Debrief (Confidential)

Participants: Ms. Carter (Senior Analyst), Chloe (Peer Mentor), Mr. Lyons (HR), Nurse Renaud (Clinical Director), Anonymous (Program Observer)

Setting: Executive conference suite, glass doors shut. All present appear alert, reflective; coffee mugs and data tablets scattered across the table.

Ms. Carter: “Let’s call this to order. Our goal is to review the outcomes of yesterday’s demonstration—Beth Harris’s gold-badge trial—and to make decisions about program expansion, peer mentorship, and possible protocol revisions. First impressions?”

Chloe: “She exceeded every expectation. Her presence changed the room. The junior badge-holders not only followed her, they matched her confidence by the end. We saw voluntary offers, clear requests for guidance, even improvisation—Lucas, Rina, Ava—all reached out for more after the demonstration ended.”

Mr. Lyons: “Applications for the next badge cycle jumped by thirty percent overnight. We’re seeing unprecedented interest, especially from women, and even a handful from support staff.”

Nurse Renaud: “Clinically, she is robust—no injury, no signs of burnout, high post-use satisfaction scores. She models aftercare beautifully: care for self and others. Her oral compliance record now sits at the top of our charts. I’d recommend pairing her with new recruits as both example and soft safety net.”

Ms. Carter: “Agreed. Her consent communication was textbook: clear, unambiguous, but also warm. The room felt both disciplined and free. If there was any hesitation, it came from staff, not from Beth or the group.”

Chloe: “She’s not just compliant, she’s catalytic. She invited everyone in, made the space larger. It wasn’t just about her pleasure, but what she inspired—Ava was in tears afterward. Rina, who’d never had a public orgasm, left with a smile I haven’t seen before.”

Program Observer: “There’s external interest too. We’ve had inquiries from two other branches—requests to observe her next demonstration, and a proposal for a video induction module. There’s talk of Beth as a standard-bearer, not just internally but across the network.”

Mr. Lyons: “From an HR perspective, this is almost too good. We need to formalize peer mentorship, draft consent templates for all new cycles, and consider whether gold-badge holders receive compensation or perks—status, yes, but recognition matters.”

Nurse Renaud: “We should review program cadence. Intensity cycles must be balanced with scheduled aftercare. No one, not even Beth, should be ‘always on.’ I’ll propose a rest/rotation protocol.”

Chloe: “She’d be the first to teach that. Her aftercare with Lila was extraordinary—patient, affirming, never rushed. She made the new girl feel safe from the first touch.”

Ms. Carter: “Let’s also consider Beth for upcoming institutional pilots: the joint all-female rotation, external observer trials, and—should she consent—the flagship ‘Access Abroad’ off-site. She’s ready, and the program needs her visible.”

Program Observer: “May I also suggest an awards event? Publicly honoring gold-badge mentors would both recognize effort and inspire others. A formal collaring, a filmed roundtable, maybe even an open Q&A for new badge-holders.”

Mr. Lyons: “Let’s build in safeguards, but yes. If Beth’s willing, she can be the first face of Access. I suggest she help draft future protocols—no one understands the real needs better.”

Nurse Renaud: “One final note: keep options for withdrawal clear, always. Beth’s story is one of chosen surrender, but that only works if it’s truly a choice. That’s the lesson, and the program’s soul.”

Ms. Carter: “Well said. We’ll review all feedback, circulate Beth’s demonstration for training, and prepare for the next cycle. Thank you, everyone. Let’s make sure what happened yesterday sets the tone for every induction to come.”

(Pause. The group stands, collecting tablets and mugs.)

Chloe (softly, as the room clears): “She’s more than a standard. She’s a beginning.”

Transcript ends.


Also by Roman Vale

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale

💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.
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