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Groaning, I stumble out of my dingy apartment, the sun stabbing my eyes like a merciless interrogator. Last night's cheap booze is a jackhammer in my skull, but that dream... man, that was something else. Every chick in the vicinity, from the shy librarian to the sultry barista, was practically throwing themselves at me, begging for a taste of my dork-stick. Yeah, right. If only reality was that kind.

I shove my hands in my pockets and shuffle down the street, my sneakers scuffing the pavement. The air is crisp, doing jack-all to clear the cobwebs in my head. I can't help but snicker at the absurdity of my subconscious. As I make my way towards the city center, I keep my gaze low, trying to avoid direct sunlight and any human interaction. The city's rhythm is just starting to pick up, the early birds bustling about their business, completely oblivious to the raging party my brain had hosted last night.

As I round the corner, a woman catches my eye. She's the embodiment of professionalism, her skirt suit hugging her curves in all the right places. Her hair is pulled back in a tight bun, and those glasses perched on her nose make her look like an innocent school teacher who moonlights as a corporate shark. I can't help but let my gaze linger over her ample chest, the way her blouse strains slightly against the buttons.

Just as she's about to slip past me—another missed opportunity in a lifetime of them—she turns, her eyes locking onto mine. "Excuse me," she says with the kind of polite concern you'd expect from someone offering to help you pick up dropped groceries, "Hey there," she says, her voice laced with a nonchalant warmth. "I was just wondering, do you need a quick blowjob or something?"

I blink, my mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. "Uh, no, I'm... I'm alright, thanks," I stammer, my voice cracking. My mind races. Is this some kind of candid camera prank? Did that dream mess me up more than I thought? I give her a confused nod and shuffle away quickly, my heart pounding as I wonder if the world's gone mad or if it's just me.

I push open the door to my sanctuary, the local coffee shop, where the scent of roasted beans is a balm to my aching head. I linger by the entrance, waiting for the shift change behind the counter. The current guy is alright, but I'm hoping to catch a glimpse of Jenna, the barista I've been crushing on for months. She's got this wild, curly hair that bounces when she moves and a smile that could light up the darkest corners of my dismal life.

As I wait, I can't help but notice a couple of cute women at a nearby table. They're giving me the once-over, whispering to each other. One's a punk-rock pixie with a nose ring and tattoos snaking up her arm, while the other is a sweet-looking thing with girl-next-door vibes. They're just staring, and I'm not sure what to make of it. It's like they know something I don't, and it's weirding me out a bit.

Finally, Jenna appears, her apron dusted with coffee grounds. "Hey, what can I get for you?" she asks with that heart-melting grin.

"The usual, please. Large black coffee, no sugar," I reply, trying to sound more confident than I feel. 

She nods and gets to work, the familiar clinking and whooshing of the machines filling the space between us. She hands me my coffee with those soft hands I've fantasized about too many times to count.

"Thanks," I say, eager to escape the strange vibes of this morning.

She leans in close, lowering her voice to a casual murmur. "Hey, before you go, do you want me to suck your dick in the back? I can take a short break."

My coffee cup nearly slips from my grasp. My brain short-circuits. "What the hell?" I manage to choke out, but Jenna just smiles, as if she's offered me an extra shot of espresso rather than... that. No one else in the coffee shop bats an eye. Did they not hear her? Is this some kind of alternate universe?

I'm still reeling from Jenna's offer when I feel a tap on my shoulder. I turn to face an older woman, the kind that exudes confidence and a sense of self-assured sexuality. Her hair is a cascade of silver, and her dress clings to her figure.

"Excuse me, young man," she says, her voice a smooth contralto that carries a hint of an offer I'm beginning to find eerily familiar. "I couldn't help but overhear. If you're not taking her up on that, I'd be more than willing to spread my thighs for you right here on this table. It's no bother at all."

I blink, my mouth dry, coffee forgotten. The other patrons continue their conversations, unfazed by the explicit proposal hanging in the air. What is going on?

Her eyes flicker with a spark of understanding, misinterpreting my shocked silence. "Oh, I see," she says with a knowing nod. "You're a discreet one. Not to worry, we can find somewhere more private, if that's more to your liking. There's a quiet little alley just around the corner. I can slide down onto my knees and take your cock into my mouth, give you a quick, hot suck until you fill my throat with your cum. It'll just take a minute; I'm quite good at it." Her tone remains as casual as if she's suggesting we step outside for a breath of fresh air.

As my mind races to process the older woman's bold proposal, the punk-rock pixie and her girl-next-door friend call out from their table, not even bothering to stand up. "Hey, if you don't like alleys, we've got a car," the pixie says with a shrug, as if she's offering a ride to the store. "We could take turns riding your dick in the backseat, or you can fuck our faces until we're dripping with your cum. It's really no big deal," she adds, her friend nodding in agreement, though she has her eyes glued to her phone like the conversation isn't even worth looking up.

That's it. That's the last straw. This can't be happening. My heart hammers in my chest, and I can barely feel my legs as I bolt for the door, leaving behind a trail of bewildering offers and a cup of untouched coffee. The bell over the door jingles wildly in protest as I shove it open, the cool outside air hitting my face. I don't look back, not even once, as I sprint away from the coffee shop and the surreal slice of reality it now represents.


I wander the streets, my mind a whirlwind. This can't be the dream becoming reality, can it? That's too absurd, too impossible. Maybe I'm still dreaming? I pinch myself hard enough to wince—no, definitely not dreaming.

As I walk, trying to shake the fog of confusion clouding my thoughts, more women approach me. A jogger in skin-tight leggings slows down to offer a quickie behind the bushes, a businesswoman suggests a handjob over her lunch break, and a group of laughing college girls casually invite me to a group session back at their dorm. Each offer pounds into my psyche like a hammer, my heart racing as I brush past them without a word.

Realization dawns on me that I'm not far from my best friend's flat. She's always been my anchor, the one girl who could make sense of the weirdest shit. With renewed purpose, I pick up my pace, dodging the sexually charged bullets as I beeline for his place. I need to take refuge, to find some semblance of normalcy in this bizarre new world.

Knocking frantically on her door, I can hear the shuffling of feet before she swings it open. She's a sight for sore eyes—cute in her own tomboyish way with a messy tuft of short hair sticking up at odd angles, signaling she's just rolled out of bed. Her large, natural tits are noticeable even under her baggy t-shirt, and there's an effortless beauty in her sleep-softened eyes.

"Steven? What's got your boxers in a twist?" she teases, one eyebrow raised as she scrutinizes my panicked expression. "You look like you've seen a ghost. Or did you finally decide to run that marathon you've been talking about?"

I let out a breath I didn't realize I was holding. "You won't believe what's happening out there," I begin, but the relief of her normalcy is like a dam breaking, and I pour out the morning's insanity.

She listens, her face a mask of amusement and concern, then shakes her head, chuckling. "Dude, you've got to lay off the sci-fi binges before bed. Come in, I'll make you a drink to calm your nerves."

I sink into her couch, the familiar clutter of gaming consoles and comic books strewn around the room grounding me. She heads to the kitchen, rattling off options. "Let's see, I've got soda, water, last week's pizza—might be a science experiment by now—oh, and I can suck your dick real quick if you're into that, or I've got some of that fancy craft beer you like."

Her words hit me like a splash of cold water, and my head snaps up. It's happening again.

"What?" I mumble, my voice barely a whisper, my mind reeling from the casual mention of a blowjob sandwiched between beverages.

She pauses, a frown creasing her forehead, "Did I say something weird? I've got soda, water, old pizza, and craft beer. No pressure, just pick whatever you feel like."

I exhale, sinking deeper into the couch, the panic momentarily subsiding. I must've heard her wrong. My brain’s clearly on the fritz. "Yeah, just water, thanks," I say, trying to sound normal.

She nods and turns back to the kitchen, then casually throws over her shoulder, "Sure thing. And hey, if you change your mind about that quick dick sucking, just let me know."

My hands fly to my face, covering my eyes as I let out a muffled scream into my palms. Through my fingers, I hear her voice tinged with concern, "Dude, are you alright? You're acting super weird."

I throw my hands down, exasperation bleeding through my voice. "You, all of you, are being super weird! This morning, women are just... randomly offering to blow me, or fuck me, wherever, whenever! Like it's nothing! Like it's the same as offering me a stick of gum!" I watch her face for any sign of understanding, but it's like I'm speaking a different language.

She looks at me, her expression unchanging, "Steven, I really don't get why you're freaking out. It's not weird. Girls offering to help you get off is just...normal, you know? If you don't want it, chill dude, just say no. No big deal."

Her words hang in the air, heavy with a reality that's far from my own. How can she not see it? How can any of them not see it? It's like I've slipped through the cracks into a parallel universe where my sex life is everyone's casual concern. It's insane. It's impossible. But here I am, sitting in it, drowning in it.

I can't help but let out a nervous laugh, the situation bordering on the absurd. "So, let me get this straight. Offering me sexual favors is normal? For you?" My voice is a mix of incredulity and a desperate attempt to find logic in the madness.

She nods as if it's the most obvious thing in the world. "Of course!"

I press on, my hands gesturing wildly, "Then why the hell have you NEVER offered me anything like that before? Not even a hint?"

She tilts her head, genuinely baffled. "I dunno. I never thought about it. It just didn't cross my mind, I guess."

I'm starting to feel like I'm taking crazy pills. "And what about Karl?" I ask, referring to her long-time boyfriend. "You're alright with cheating on him?"

Her face scrunches up in confusion, as if the concept is alien to her. "What are you talking about? How would that be cheating?"

My mouth hangs open, words failing me. It's like I'm speaking to someone from a completely different dimension where my sexual gratification is as casual as lending a cup of sugar to a neighbor. And there's not a single sign of guilt or realization on her face.

I'm at a crossroads of sanity and the utterly bizarre, but curiosity's got the better of me. If this isn't some twisted dream, I need to know—just how real is this? My voice quivers with a mix of trepidation and a strange sense of intrigue. "Alright then, let's see. Go ahead with the blowjob."

She rolls her eyes, a smirk pulling at the corner of her mouth. "Seriously, Steven, you've been making such a big deal over nothing." She chuckles, shaking her head as she kneels down, her hands reaching for my belt with an ease that suggests this is just another mundane task for her.

But as she's about to unzip my pants, the gravity of the situation hits me like a ton of bricks. "Wait, stop!" I blurt out, my hands flying to cover hers. She stops, her eyes narrowing, her hands freezing on my belt. The annoyance is clear on her face as she straightens up, her frown deepening.

"What now?" she asks, clearly irritated by my erratic behavior. "You're acting really weird, Steven. It's just a blowjob, not a marriage proposal." Her tone is sharp, and I can tell she's genuinely miffed by my sudden change of heart.

I swallow hard, my pulse hammering in my ears. This is the moment of truth. Can I actually direct the action myself? I take a deep breath. "Get naked," I say, my voice a mix of curiosity and command.

To my utter disbelief, she doesn't even flinch. It's as if I asked her to pass the salt at dinner. With a casual nod, she begins to remove her clothes, her fingers deftly working the buttons on her shirt. But then she pauses, and my heart leaps into my throat, expecting outrage or confusion to wash over her.

She looks at me, a touch of impatience in her eyes. "Is this really what you want, Steven? Or are you gonna freak out and stop me again? Because I don’t want to strip for nothing." Her voice is steady, almost bored, as if my request is the most mundane thing she could imagine.

I gulp, my throat suddenly dry, as I nod in affirmation. My heart races as she strips, her clothes falling away to reveal her natural beauty. Her body is a landscape I've only ever allowed myself to explore in the privacy of my imagination, and now she stands before me in the flesh. She's completely at ease, as though nudity is her natural state.

"So, what's next?" she quips with a wry smile, standing there in all her glory. "Want me to shake these tits in your face, or maybe you'd like to get a handful? It's all cool with me." Her tone is light, joking, as if she's offering to fetch another drink or change the TV channel.

As I observe her, the heat of arousal is undeniable, but I resist. This is about understanding the limits, if any, of this ludicrous reality. My gaze falls on her Nintendo Switch beside me on the couch, an idea sparking in my brain. "Throw your Switch out the window," I command, my voice steady despite the bizarre nature of my request.

Her casual demeanor vanishes. Her eyes widen, her mouth dropping open in disbelief. "What? No way! That's my limited edition Animal Crossing console!"" Her reaction is the first genuine response I've witnessed all day, and it's both a relief and a revelation—the absurdity has its boundaries.

I rack my brain, trying to make sense of this surreal situation. If my hypothesis is correct, I can ask for anything, as long as it's sexual, and they'll oblige without a second thought. But anything outside of those bounds is off-limits. There's an experiment that might just clarify things further.

"Hey, you think you could fuck Nicolas?" I try to sound as nonchalant as possible, hoping to gauge her reaction.

She cocks her head, a crease forming between her brows. "Do you want to watch or something?" she asks, trying to understand my angle.

"No, no, I mean, just you and him, without me involved," I clarify, watching her face carefully.

Her easygoing demeanor evaporates, replaced by a sudden flash of anger. "What the fuck, Steven? You mentioned my boyfriend like five minutes ago! I would never cheat on him with Nicolas or... anyone else for that matter! What's gotten into you today?" She's visibly upset now, her nakedness forgotten in the heat of the moment.

She stands there, hands on her hips, looking more like the best friend I've always known, except for her large bouncing tits I can't look away from. "Seriously, I don't know what's wrong with you, but I'm way too tired for this shit. Either use me to get your rocks off or get the fuck out," she says, her voice laced with frustration.

Nodding to myself, I let the pent-up desire take over. My cock is already throbbing, straining against the fabric of my pants, aching for release. "Shut up and bend over the couch," I tell her, my voice firm, leaving no room for argument.

She raises an eyebrow but doesn't hesitate. "You want to fuck me?" she asks, straightforward as ever. When I nod, she simply turns around, presenting her ass to me, and bends over the back of the couch.

Her pussy is exposed and waiting, her skin soft and inviting. The sight of her like this, so ready for me, sends a surge of lust through my veins. I unbuckle my belt, my hands shaking with anticipation, and free my aching cock. Stepping up behind her, I guide my hard dick to her waiting lips, and with one firm push, I slide into her wet warmth. The feeling is unreal, and a low moan escapes my lips as I start to thrust.

I grab hold of her hips, my fingers digging into her flesh as I plunge into her from behind. Each thrust sends waves of pleasure coursing through my body, and I can't help but marvel at the feeling of her tight, wet pussy clenching around my cock. Averie is moaning softly, moving her hips back against me, meeting each of my thrusts with a practiced ease.

She's not showing signs of arousal herself, simply accommodating me like it's a favor for a friend in need. But the way she arches her back, pushing her ass against me, it's like she's been made for this moment. Her large tits sway and jiggle with our movements, and I reach around to grab them, squeezing the soft flesh, pinching her nipples between my fingers.

I can feel the heat building in my core, my balls tightening as I fuck her harder, faster. The sound of our skin slapping together fills the room, and her pussy is so warm and slick around my dick. I'm lost in the sensation, the sight of her ass bouncing against me, the way she's so giving, so willing to make this good for me.

Averie glances back over her shoulder, a slight smirk on her lips. "All good back there? Want me to do something in particular?" she asks, her voice forever casual, driving me closer to the edge.

I'm close, so fucking close, my breaths coming in ragged gasps as I pound into her. I can feel the telltale signs that I'm on the edge, my climax building, threatening to overtake me...

The sound of keys fumbling at the lock jolts me out of the moment, my body tensing as the front door swings open. It's Karl, Averie's boyfriend, stepping into the apartment with the ease of someone returning home after a mundane day. My heart feels like it's going to burst through my chest, terror gripping me as I freeze mid-thrust.

Averie, still bent over the couch, doesn't miss a beat. "Hey, babe," she calls out cheerfully, as if her boyfriend walking in on her getting fucked by another man is a regular Tuesday afternoon occurrence. "You're back early!"

Karl glances over at us, a half-smile on his face, and continues to remove his jacket as if the scene before him couldn't be more normal. "Hey, Steven," he greets me casually. "What's up?"

My voice is a strained whisper, the absurdity of the situation reaching new heights. "Um, I'm... fucking your girlfriend."

He chuckles, the sound bizarrely comforting in the madness. "Yeah, I see that. Making the most of your visit, huh?" It's said with the same levity one might use to comment on the weather.

The fear is still there, lurking in my veins, but Karl's nonchalance is infectious, and I can't help but wonder if this is just how things are going to be like now. It's as if I've stumbled into a world where my sexual escapades are as commonplace as a handshake.

Encouraged by Karl's casual demeanor, I pick up the pace, my movements growing more frantic as I chase my climax. Averie's slightly exaggerated moans grow louder, her body responding to each of my thrusts. Karl, meanwhile, seems completely detached from the erotic display, casually flipping through the mail.

"So, Averie, did you happen to pick up more of that cereal I like?" Karl asks, his voice as mundane as if he's discussing a grocery list.

Averie's reply comes in gasps, her voice strained as my cock continues to pound into her. "Yeah—it's—in the—cupboard," she manages between thrusts, her focus split between the conversation and the pounding I'm giving her.

The build-up is intense, and I can feel the pressure coiling tighter within me. With a few final, deep thrusts, I push myself over the edge, my orgasm ripping through me as I cum inside her with a guttural groan. Averie lets out a soft chuckle, her body relaxing beneath me.

"You really took your sweet time, didn't you?" she jokes, as if the last hour had been a foregone conclusion and I'd simply been delaying the inevitable. "Feeling better now?" she asks, her tone light.

I nod, still catching my breath, and she smirks, standing up to get dressed. "Karl, you won't believe how weird Steven was acting before he fucked me," she says, her voice teasing.

Karl shakes his head with a laugh, his eyes still on his mail. "Nothing like emptying your balls to clear the mind, huh?" he comments, the joke hanging in the air as the most normal thing in the world.

I take a moment to recover, my breath steadying as I watch Averie and Karl go about their business, their behavior as if the last hour had been nothing out of the ordinary. Standing up, I adjust my clothes and clear my throat. "I should get going," I announce, still a bit dazed from the whirlwind of events.

Averie, now fully dressed, turns to me with a smile. "Don't forget, we've got that 'Battle for the Galactic Empire' tournament in a few days. You're still up for it, right? And afterward, I can give you a victory blowjob, or a consolation one, depending on how you do." Her tone is so matter-of-fact, you'd think she was offering to bake cookies.

I can't help but smile back, the last vestiges of my anxiety melting away. I'm beginning to accept this strange new reality, and the perks it apparently includes. "Looking forward to it," I reply with a hint of eagerness. "Especially the blowjob part." I give them both a wave and head out the door, the surrealism of the day settling into a bizarre new norm.


Walking through the streets, I can't help but feel a mix of excitement and trepidation about the sudden sexual carte blanche I seem to have been granted. The thought of all the naughty, lewd activities I could engage in sends a thrill through me. Still, there's a small part of me that's slightly annoyed when a few women approach with their blunt offers. "Need a quick blowjob before you get home?" one asks while texting on her phone, not even bothering to look up. "I can give you a hand, or more, if you're in a rush," another chimes in, holding a grocery bag.

Eager to get some space, I quicken my pace, avoiding eye contact with any potential proposer when my phone rings. It's Dad. I answer, hoping for some normalcy.

"Hey, son! Just wanted to check if you're still coming over for the game on Sunday?" Dad's voice booms through the speaker.

"Yeah, wouldn't miss it for the world," I reply, a smile creeping onto my face. "You've got the snacks covered?"

"Of course, got your favorites and—" he's cut off as I hear my step-mom in the background, her sultry voice unmistakable. "Tell Steven I can swing by his place for a fuck anytime he needs it," she says, loud enough for me to hear.

Dad, unfazed, relays the message, "Your step-mom says she's available if you need... Well, you heard her."

I grumble under my breath, "Thanks, Dad, got it," trying to keep the frustration from my voice. After hanging up, I notice my phone is blowing up with notifications. Texts, social media messages, all from attractive women I know, each one offering herself with the same casual indifference. "Hey, if you need a quick blowjob, I'm here," says one. "Wanna pound this pussy? Just let me know!" reads another. It's relentless, and I pocket my phone, feeling both besieged and bizarrely fortunate.

Finally reaching the sanctuary of my small, dirty apartment, I let out a sigh of relief, the door closing with a thud behind me. The silence is a balm to the cacophony of offers that had hounded me all the way home. Here, in this space, there's no one to make those bizarre propositions. I flop onto my couch, the springs creaking under my weight, and run my hands over my face.

Thinking about the day's events, I'm torn between a sense of surreal amusement and a creeping dread. A part of me—a big part—almost wishes this strange curse would just stop. My mind drifts to work in the morning. An important project deadline looms over me, and the office—God, the office is a minefield of hotties. The thought of facing them now, with this... this whatever-it-is happening, makes my stomach churn. "Fuck..." I whisper into the empty room, the word hanging in the still air, a portent of the chaos that tomorrow might bring.


The trek to my office building feels like running a gauntlet designed by the universe's kinkiest game show host. First, there was Mrs. Henderson from 4B, blocking the elevator doors to offer a quickie between floors. Then, in the parking lot, two more women approached, one suggesting a handjob in broad daylight, the other hinting at a nooner in her nearby apartment. I barely manage a polite "No, thank you," before slipping into my car and speeding off. 

At a red light, a sleek car pulls up beside me, and a woman—tanned skin, dark sunglasses perched atop her head, business attire clinging to her curves—leans out her window to knock on mine. With a sigh, I lower the window. "Hey there," she says, her voice as casual as if she's about to ask for directions. "I'm a bit early and could suck you off real quick. You interested?" The directness of her offer makes my cock twitch, a visceral reaction I can't control. But the looming deadline flashes in my mind, and I shake my head. "I appreciate it, but I've got work," I tell her, forcing a smile. As the light turns green and I pull away, I can't help but wonder how I'm going to survive a day at the office like this.

Parking my car, I exhale sharply, relieved to have evaded any further propositions. I linger for a moment, watching a hot girl in tight yoga pants stroll by, before seizing the chance to dart into the building and catch the elevator. Inside, I'm joined by a male colleague—tall, with a neatly trimmed beard and glasses perched on the bridge of his nose.

"How was the weekend, Steven?" he asks, his tone friendly.

I shrug nonchalantly, deciding to test the waters. "Oh, you know, the usual. Had a ton of women offering me sex. Actually fucked my best friend in front of her boyfriend," I say, the words feeling surreal even as they leave my mouth.

He nods, his expression unchanged, as if I'd just commented on the weather. "Yeah," he replies. "I had a boring weekend too. Just binge-watched some shows and did laundry."

His response makes me chuckle, a mix of amusement and disbelief bubbling up. As the elevator dings at my floor, I step out, still shaking my head in wonder at how absurdly mundane my wild sexual exploits seem to be in this new reality.

Dodging glances and potential offers, I brace myself as I approach the reception desk. The receptionist, Lily, is the epitome of cute and innocent with her big doe eyes and a sprinkle of freckles across her nose. Her brunette hair is always tied up in a neat ponytail that somehow adds to her wholesome appearance. She looks up from her computer, her usual professional smile in place, and I tense, expecting another lascivious proposition.

"Morning, Steven," she greets me, her voice chipper. "Your 10 AM meeting has been moved to conference room B. Just wanted to give you a heads up."

I exhale in relief, grateful for the normalcy. "Thanks, Lily, I appreciate it," I reply, offering a genuine smile.

"You're welcome!" She sighs then, her expression shifting to mild annoyance. "They really should tell us about these room changes earlier..." She shakes her head and then, without missing a beat, adds, "Oh, and if you're up for it, you could fuck my tight pussy during lunch break. I took my afternoon so I've got plenty of time."

The vulgarity, so at odds with her usual demeanor, hangs in the air, but her face remains as pleasant and unbothered as if she's just offered to share her lunch with me.

I give her a polite nod, declining. "Maybe another time, Lily."

"Sure thing, Steven," she replies with a nonchalant shrug, already typing away at her computer. "Just let me know when you're up for that rain-check."

Grateful for the easy out, I make a beeline for the meeting. My phone is a convenient shield, held up as if I'm engrossed in some urgent email, but really it's a barrier to ward off any further offers. I weave through the maze of cubicles, the murmur of keyboards and office chit-chat a comforting white noise. Finally, I reach the sanctuary of conference room B, sliding into my seat just as the meeting is about to start.

As I settle into my seat, my eyes involuntarily scan the room. Among the dozen people present, six stand out, their attractiveness a stark contrast to the neutral colors of the conference room. 

First, there's Jenna, the leggy marketing specialist with a penchant for pencil skirts that hug her curves and blouses that struggle to contain her ample bust. Then there's Sofia, the project analyst, whose exotic beauty is amplified by her sharp intellect; her glasses perched on an elegant nose, her dark hair cascading over her shoulders. Beside her sits Emily, the junior developer, a youthful glow around her, her ginger hair a fiery frame for her spirited face. Across from me is Lauren, the copywriter, whose casual beauty is often hidden behind layers of text on her screen; her blonde hair today is tied back, revealing the delicate lines of her jaw and neck. And lastly, there's Rachel, the UX researcher, whose athletic build can't be disguised by the business casual attire; her intense eyes always seem to be analyzing more than just data.

Then there's my boss, the project manager, Miranda. She's a few years older, at thirty-two, and I've spent countless hours fantasizing about her. It's not just that she's smoking hot, with her sleek brunette bob and piercing blue eyes, but there's something about the way she's stern and pretty rude to me that just makes me want to fuck her out of spite. Her tight-fitting dresses and the clack of her heels are a constant distraction. She commands the room, and not just because of her position of authority.

Miranda clears her throat, her sharp gaze sweeping across the room. "Alright, everyone, let's get started. We're here to discuss the final phase of the UI redesign for our client. I want all teams to be on the same page before we present our progress." Her tone is firm, brooking no argument.

As Miranda continues outlining the project scope, Lauren leans closer to me, keeping her voice down but clear. "Hey, Steven, Do you want me to suck you off under the table?"

Before I can even answer, Sofia turns her head slightly, her lips parting as if to extend a similar invitation. Miranda's sharp voice cuts through the room like a knife. "Can we have some order, please? We're not here to discuss Steven's sexual needs."

I sit there, a bit dazed and confused, until Miranda addresses the issue head-on. "Look, if you want to offer Steven sexual relief, just raise your hand now. Let's not waste time on this matter." As if they're voting on a budget allocation, Jenna, Sofia, Lauren, Emily, and Rachel casually raise their hands. To my shock, Miranda raises hers too, her expression as stern as ever. The men in the room keep their hands down, thank god for that, and seem totally unbothered.

"Good, that's settled then," Miranda declares, her hand lowering. "Steven, feel free to fuck any of the volunteers, though I'd invite you to wait for the meeting to be concluded so we can get some work done, for a change. Now, back to the interface design..."

I mumble a "sure, I can wait," trying to keep my composure, and the meeting proceeds without further incident. Charts, deadlines, and design critiques fill the room until the meeting finally wraps up.

One by one, people file out of the conference room, their hands already busy with phones and laptops. I gather my notes, ready to escape, when Miranda's voice stops me. "Steven, a moment please."

I turn to face her as the last person leaves, closing the door behind them. Miranda's eyes are fixed on me, her expression as severe as the lines of her business suit. "I expect your work on my desk by the end of the day. You've missed too many deadlines already," she says, her tone icy. "This is your last chance."

"Yes, Miranda. Understood," I reply, feeling like a schoolboy called to the principal's office.

Without a flicker of emotion, she continues, "And, since you're here, do you want me to bend over this table so you can fuck my ass?" Her words are crude, but her voice remains stern.

I'm frozen, caught between the utter fear of losing my job and the intense desire to take Miranda up on her offer. The ticking clock in my head is a reminder of the dwindling hours I have to complete my work. My gaze flickers from her eyes to the conference table and back again. 

Miranda sighs, her patience clearly waning. "Look, since you're pressed on time, I can just give you a quick blowjob here and now," she offers, her voice still stern, her expression businesslike. "Or, if you prefer, get your work done and then come back. You can fuck me properly once you've met your deadline." Her proposal hangs in the air, the choice laid out with the same straightforwardness as a work task on my to-do list.

I struggle with the conflict raging inside me, the allure of Miranda's body against the stark reality of my job situation. The calculating part of my brain does the math; I'm already late on the project, and right now, I can't see how this... power, or curse, can be leveraged for financial gain. I need this job. With a heavy heart, I reluctantly abandon the tantalizing thought of indulging in Miranda's offer.

"Thank you, but I need to get my work done," I tell her, my voice tinged with a regret that I don't bother to hide.

Miranda nods once, her expression unchanging. "Very well," she says. "See to it that you do."

Turning on my heel, I leave the conference room and make my way back to my desk. The office seems unusually quiet as I sit down, powering up my computer and diving into the lines of code that make up the user interface I've been designing. My mind occasionally drifts to the offers I've received today, but I push them aside. There will be other opportunities, I reassure myself, other moments to explore this bizarre new reality. For now, I have a deadline to meet.


I'm finally hitting my stride, the code flowing from my fingertips as I get in the zone. The lines on the screen begin to make sense, and I feel a surge of productivity—until I'm abruptly pulled out of my concentration.

An elegant woman in her forties, dressed in a tailored suit that accentuates her refined figure, pauses her conversation with the head of the company beside my cubicle. She excuses herself with a polite hand gesture and turns her attention to me, her demeanor exuding authority and poise.

"Sir, could I have a moment?" she asks with a courteous tilt of her head.

I swivel in my chair to face her, immediately recognizing her as one of our main clients. Before I can muster a response, she continues, her voice even and casual, "Would you like to fuck my pussy, or perhaps my tits if that's more your thing? Or really, whatever you prefer."

I groan, my head falling back against my chair in exasperation. "Can I just be left alone for one goddamn minute?" I mutter under my breath.

The client's eyebrows knit together in a frown, clearly not expecting my outburst. Simultaneously, the head of my company shoots me a sharp look, a silent warning flashing in his eyes.

"Sorry," I mumble, the apology more reflexive than heartfelt. "No offense meant."

With a curt nod from both, they resume their conversation and move along. I try to refocus, to dive back into the lines of code that I was so immersed in just moments ago, but it's no use. The groove I was in has vanished, and now I'm just staring at the screen, the characters blurring into an indecipherable mess.

I try to refocus on my work a few times, each attempt as fruitless as the last. Finally, I stand up, my chair screeching against the floor. I can feel the eyes of my colleagues on me as I stride across the office to Miranda's office door. I rap my knuckles against the wood and wait for her to call out a crisp "Come in."

As I enter, she's about to speak, but I cut her off. "Follow me," I command, my voice firm, leaving no room for argument.

Her eyes narrow, and she starts to rise from her chair with a warning tone. "Steven, I am not in the habit of taking orders—"

But I'm already clarifying, "I'm going to fuck you, out there, in front of everyone." My voice is low but filled with determination.

Her demeanor shifts, her posture relaxing slightly, and she nods, accepting the situation with casual indifference. "If it's for sexual gratification, then it's perfectly alright," she says, her voice still stern but with a strange undertone of acquiescence. She stands, smoothing her skirt, and steps around the desk to follow me out.

I lead Miranda to the center of the busy office floor, and my voice cuts through the hum of activity. "Shut your mouth and strip! Get completely naked!" I direct her, my tone leaving no room for hesitation.

Without a word, she complies, peeling off her clothing with a clinical efficiency that belies the situation's impropriety. Her body is revealed, piece by piece—smooth, pale skin, the dark curves of her breasts, the neatly trimmed patch between her thighs—all laid bare for the office to see. Once naked, I command, "Kneel."

She obeys, descending gracefully to the floor. My cock is rock hard, a physical manifestation of my pent-up frustration. I release myself from my trousers and guide my length to her waiting lips. "Give me the best blowjob of my life," I order, my voice gruff with need.

She takes me into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the tip of my cock before she envelops me entirely. The warmth, the wetness—it's a sensation that threatens to undo me. Her head bobs, and her eyes lock onto mine, a silent challenge amidst the lewd act she performs so professionally. No one around us seems to care, their indifference to our public display as bizarre as it is relieving.

A couple of other attractive women approach, their intentions clear, but I'm singular in my focus. "Get lost," I snap, not breaking the rhythm between Miranda's mouth and my throbbing dick.

They bristle at my tone but comply, backing away without a word. Miranda's mouth works me tirelessly, her hands at my hips, guiding me deeper with every thrust. I'm close to the edge, the pressure building with every suck, every lick, until I can feel the inevitable climax approaching like a freight train.

I feel the rush of release as I cum all over Miranda's face. She sits back on her heels, my semen dripping down her cheeks, her expression as unfazed as if she'd just finished a routine task.

"Don't wipe it off," I command, catching her hand as it moves towards her face.

She looks up at me, about to question my directive, but I cut her off. "Leave it. I think it's hot, knowing you'll spend the rest of the day with my drying spunk on your face."

Miranda pauses for a moment, then nods. "If it arouses you, then it's fine with me," she responds, her voice as even as ever.

She stands up, the cum on her face stark against her skin. "Do you require anything else?" she asks, her tone professional.

"No, that's all," I say, still catching my breath.

"Then get back to work," she instructs, turning on her heel to leave, the evidence of our encounter still smeared across her features.


Returning to my desk, a laugh escapes me at the sheer absurdity of what I'd just done. The sight of Miranda, her stern face framed by my drying cum, is seared into my memory, and it's both hilarious and deeply satisfying. But as I sit down and try to redirect my attention to the lines of code on my screen, I find myself struggling.

The hours tick by, punctuated by the click of my keyboard and the occasional casual offer of a blowjob or quickie from passing female colleagues, which I now decline with ease. My earlier sense of relief fades to an uneasy anxiety. The deadline looms, the project is far from complete, and the realization that I won't make it settles in my stomach like a stone.

I glance at the clock, and it's mercilessly close to the end of the day. The panic begins to rise; the missed deadline is inevitable. Despite the distractions of the day, or perhaps because of them, the work remains undone, and the consequences of my actions—or inactions—are about to become very, very real.

Dragging myself out of the office long after everyone else has gone, I can't shake the feeling of dread. The work is done, sure, but it's sloppy. I'm not convinced Miranda will let this slide; she's got a keen eye for detail and a low tolerance for bullshit.

I need to unwind, to clear my head of the day's chaos and the looming threat of tomorrow's consequences. Slumping into my car, I start the engine and head toward the nearest pub. The cool night air feels good against my skin as I drive, the city lights blurring past. The pub's familiar neon sign is a beacon, promising a temporary escape from the madness. I park and head inside, ready to drown my worries in a pint or two, and maybe between a few pair of tits.

I push open the door to the pub, the mix of chatter and clinking glasses washing over me, a stark contrast to the quiet of my late-night office. The place is buzzing with life, the dim lighting casting a warm glow over a crowd that's lively for a Monday night. The woody scent of ale mingles with the hum of low music and the occasional burst of laughter from a nearby group.

At the bar, a pretty barmaid with short, tousled hair and an easy confidence about her catches my eye. She's wearing a pair of snug jeans and a shirt that's buttoned just enough to be decent, her sleeves rolled up to her elbows. She leans over the counter, a playful glint in her eye. "What'll it be?" she asks, then, without skipping a beat, adds, "Fancy a quick fuck in the bathroom? Gotta make it snappy though, got plenty more pints to pull."

I chuckle, shaking my head. "Not now, maybe later," I tell her, the idea of another encounter far from my mind.

Beside me, a drunk girl who looks young enough to be a student sways slightly on her stool. Her hair is a disheveled mess of curls, her makeup smudged, and she's wearing a loose crop top that's one size too small and a pair of high-waisted shorts. She laughs—a sound that's half giggle, half hiccup—as she slurs, "Hey, I'll give you a handjob or blow you... if you want."

I look her over, then say, "How about you just spend the rest of the night with your tits out?" It's not a question, more of a playful challenge.

She blinks at me, surprised, then shrugs and pulls her top down without a second thought, revealing her breasts. "Sure, that's easy," she says, as if I've asked her to pass the salt. She seems genuinely surprised I'm not asking for more, but she's content to comply with my mundane request.

I take a sip of my beer as the guy next to the half-naked girl sighs and offers an apologetic smile. "Sorry about her," he says, nodding toward his companion. "She's not exactly in the best state for a fuck right now, not unless you're into very passive partners. Maybe she should hit you up when she's sober."

The girl nods eagerly, her breasts swaying slightly with the motion. "Yeah, I'll give you my number. You should call me when I'm not so..." She trails off, looking down at her exposed chest with a dazed grin.

"No need," I tell her, holding up my hand to decline. "You being topless is plenty for me tonight."

The barmaid, who's been pretending not to listen while polishing a glass, interjects with a chuckle. "Want me to get topless too? Would that brighten your evening?"

I'm taken aback for a second, then burst out laughing. "That'd be lovely," I reply, grinning as she unbuttons her shirt with a shrug, revealing her own breasts beneath the dim pub lights. The casualness of it all is bizarre yet oddly fitting for this strange new reality I'm living in.

I continue sipping my beer, the cool liquid a small comfort against the absurdity of the evening, when the pub door swings open with a bang. A group of loud young adults spills in, their voices cutting through the ambient noise. Among them, two girls strut in, their high-pitched laughter grating on my ears—they're the epitome of annoying, with an air of entitlement that makes my skin crawl.

The barmaid, her tits still out, puts a hand on her hip and addresses them sharply. "Listen, keep it down or get out. I won't have you bothering the other customers."

One of the girls, her hair dyed an obnoxious shade of pink, sneers back, "Oh, please. We're just having fun. Don't be such a buzzkill."

As they bicker, the two girls inch closer to the bar, their argument heating up until they catch sight of me. Abruptly, they break off their spat and turn to me with a casual flip of their hair. "Hey, you want a piece of this?" one asks, gesturing to her body with a bored expression.

I'm about to dismiss them when an idea strikes me. "You know what would be really hot?" I say, my voice calm but firm. "If you two shut the fuck up, stripped down, and knelt on the floor to be used as stools for the rest of the night."

They pause, considering, then shrug as if I've asked them to pass a menu. Without another word, they peel off their clothes and assume their positions on the floor, bare asses on display, their expressions neutral. It's as if the request is the most mundane thing they've ever heard, and they settle in to serve as my human furniture, their earlier bitchiness forgotten.

I sink back into my seat, the weight of the day's stress beginning to lift. Slipping off my shoes, I place my feet on the bare backs of the two girls now serving as my footrests. I can't help but admire the way their bodies conform to the new role I've given them, a sense of arousal building at the sight of their naked forms obediently holding still.

The barmaid, still topless and unfazed by the bouncing of her tits as she moves around serving other patrons, catches my eye and gives me a nod of thanks. "Cheers for quieting them down," she says, her voice carrying over the din of the pub. "Now, how about I slide my hand up your thigh and give your balls a good fondle while you enjoy your drink? Consider it on the house."


Finally, I decide to accept the barmaid's offer. With a smirk, I give her a nod, and she promptly kneels in front of me. She deftly unbuckles my belt and slides my pants and underwear down to my ankles, exposing my already-hardening cock. She cups my balls with a warm firmness that sends a shiver up my spine, her fingers kneading gently.

Just then, a couple walks in—a guy in his mid-twenties with a scruffy beard and a baseball cap turned backward, and his girlfriend, a petite blonde with a pixie cut and a nose ring. They glance over, utterly disinterested in the sight of the barmaid fondling me. "Is anyone going to take our order, or what?" the guy asks, a note of irritation in his voice.

"Hold on, I'll be right there," the barmaid calls out, not missing a beat as she continues to work my balls. "I could wrap my lips around your dick or ride you right here, but I should probably get back to work," she muses aloud, as if considering her options for something utterly mundane.

The other topless drunk girl, still sitting at the bar, pipes up, "I'll blow him for you, no worries." She sounds just as nonchalant.

The girlfriend waiting to order catches the exchange and offers her help just as casually, "I can give him a hand—or mouth, whatever." Her boyfriend simply shrugs, as if his girlfriend offering to blow another man is the most normal thing in the world.

I let out a laugh, my arousal spiking at the absurdity and openness of the situation. I slide my feet off the backs of the two girls-turned-stools and address them with a smirk. "You two, start making out with each other. Touch yourselves, too. I want a good show," I instruct, watching as they eagerly comply, their hands roaming over each other's bodies, lips locked in a hungry kiss.

To the drunk girl, I nod. "You, get to masturbating. Make it look like you're having the time of your life watching them," I say. She slides a hand down her shorts, her movements becoming more deliberate as she starts to pleasure herself, eyes fixed on the other girls' display.

I turn my attention back to the barmaid, who's still standing by my side. "Strip down and keep serving," I tell her. She doesn't hesitate, unbuttoning her shirt the rest of the way and stepping out of her jeans, her naked body moving with a fluid grace as she goes back to work, tits swaying as she pulls pints.

Lastly, I lock eyes with the girlfriend who had offered her mouth. "Come here and blow me," I say, and she saunters over without a second thought, her boyfriend watching with detached interest as she kneels between my spread legs. She wraps her lips around my cock, her tongue swirling around the head as she takes me deeper, her eyes meeting mine with a casual intensity.

As the girlfriend's warm mouth envelops me, I feel my arousal spike. The sight of the two girls on the floor, passionately making out and fondling themselves, their moans barely audible over the din of the pub, is incredibly stimulating. The drunk girl, her hand moving fervently between her legs, adds to the erotic tableau, her breathy moans filled with feigned ecstasy.

The barmaid moves through the crowd, her naked form drawing no more attention than her attire had earlier. She returns to the bar, bending over to reach for a lower shelf, her ass presented to the room in a display that seems both accidental and deliberate. She glances back at me, a slight smirk on her face, as if to say, "Enjoying the view?" 

The girlfriend working on my cock looks up at me, her eyes locked on mine as she sucks with a rhythm that is both methodical and sensual. Her boyfriend casually sips his drink, occasionally glancing over with an indifferent nod, as if acknowledging the normalcy of the situation. The pleasure building within me is intense, and I relish the feeling of her tongue gliding along my shaft, her lips tightly sealed around me, all while the world continues on, unphased by the debauchery unfolding in its midst.

As the girlfriend continues to work her mouth up and down my shaft, another woman from a group of friends saunters over to the counter. She's tall with long, chestnut waves framing her face, wearing a low-cut blouse that barely contains her ample cleavage. She glances over, her eyes landing on the ongoing scene for a brief moment before she turns to me.

"Need a hand with that, or maybe something tighter?" she asks, before she continues her path to order a drink.

Before I can even respond, the pub door swings open and another woman walks in. She's wearing a business suit, her hair pulled back in a tight bun, her expression stern. She surveys the room, and her gaze fixes on us. With a measured stride, she approaches and stands by the bar, her eyes still on the action.

"Would it be helpful if I joined in? Perhaps you'd like to fuck my tits?" she inquires, her offering delivered with the same casualness as everyone else so far. "I know my husband loves doing it." She adds.

The orgy around me is already in full swing, but the thought of these additional women joining in amplifies the excitement coursing through me. "Yeah, come over here," I say, motioning to the first woman with a nod. To the stern-looking one, I add, "And you, definitely."

They both accept the invitation as if it's the most ordinary thing in the world, shedding their clothes with an ease that suggests this is just another part of their day. The pub has turned into a den of carnal pleasure, and I'm at the center of it, surrounded by bodies eager to please, or at least it looks that way.

As the orgy unfolds, the pub transforms into a tableau of flesh and movement. The two women who had just arrived join the fray with a polite efficiency, as if they're doing me a favor by being there. The chestnut-haired woman kneels beside the girlfriend, taking turns on my cock with her, their lips and tongues working in tandem, occasionally glancing at each other to coordinate without a hint of pleasure on their faces, just a bland sense of duty.

The stern woman with her business attire now discarded steps forward, her breasts exposed and ready for the titfuck she offered. The barmaid, still dutifully serving drinks, passes by and casually drops a bottle olive oil into the woman's hands. "Here, this should make things go smoother," she remarks, as if she's just handed her a napkin for a spilled drink.

With a nod, the stern woman pours the oil over her breasts, the slick substance glistening under the pub lights. She presses her tits together, creating a warm, oiled valley for my erect member. The girlfriend, still on her knees, waits for the right moment to suck on the tip each time it emerges from the tight embrace of the other woman's cleavage. The sensation is incredible – the oil, the firm pressure of her tits, the softness of the girlfriend's mouth – and I'm lost in the heat of it all, every stroke bringing me closer to the edge.

Finally, with a groan, I climax, my cum shooting out over the stern woman's breasts and into the girlfriend's mouth. They both look up, their expressions still blandly polite.
"Need anything else?" The girlfriend asks, the other looking at me expectantly.
I shake my head, spent and satisfied. "No, that's it. Thanks."

The two annoying girls slip back into their clothes, their brief stint of obedience evidently over, as they instantly revert to their loud and obnoxious selves. They strut back to their group of friends, their laughter piercing the air, acting as if they hadn't just been a part of the bizarre orgy that unfolded moments ago.

I watch with a mixture of amusement and disbelief as the girlfriend returns to her boyfriend, planting a kiss on his lips. I stifle a giggle when I notice she's still got some of my cum in her mouth, but her boyfriend doesn't seem to care, or even notice. They just carry on like it's any old Monday night.

The stern-looking woman, now sticky with oil and cum, nods politely to me. "Excuse me," she says, her voice as flat as ever. "I'm just going to clean up." She walks away with the same composure she had when she entered, heading towards the restroom to wash off the remains of our encounter.

The barmaid, still naked, swings by again, a bottle in hand. "Another drink for the road?" she offers, as if she's asking if I need a refill on coffee.

I shake my head, feeling the weight of the evening catching up with me. "No, thanks. I think I've had enough excitement for one night. I'm heading home." And with that, I gather my belongings, my mind still reeling from the sheer normalcy of the sexual frenzy I'd just been at the center of.


Groaning, I jolt awake to the harsh glare of morning sunlight piercing through my blinds. My head pounds—a vivid reminder of last night's escapades—as I glance at the alarm clock. Shit. It's already past the time I should have been at my desk. With a curse, I throw off the covers and scramble to get ready, skipping the usual shower in favor of throwing on yesterday's clothes that smell faintly of pub and sweat.

My heart pounds as I rush out the door, the streets blurring past as I make my way to the office, my mind racing with excuses or explanations for my tardiness and the shitty work. I burst through the office doors, the familiar scent of coffee and printer ink doing little to ease my anxiety.

Lily, the receptionist with her perpetually sweet demeanor, looks up from her desk, her eyes widening slightly at my disheveled appearance. "Morning, Steven. You're a bit late," she remarks with a hint of concern, then leans closer, lowering her voice to a conspiratorial whisper, "Need to release some tension quickly? I could help with that. Maybe a quick fuck in the break room?"

Ignoring her offer, I mutter a quick thanks and head straight to my cubicle, my focus solely on salvaging what's left of my workday and possibly my job.

As I hurriedly approach my cubicle, trying to collect my thoughts and prepare a semblance of an explanation for the incomplete mess I submitted last night, I'm stopped dead in my tracks. There, leaning casually against the wall of my cubicle, is Miranda. She's as terrifying as she is captivating, her stern demeanor clashing beautifully with the curve-hugging top she's wearing today. Her presence alone sends a shiver down my spine, both from dread and an undeniable attraction.

I open my mouth to start stammering out an apology or an excuse, but she cuts me off with a raised eyebrow and a sardonic smile. "Leaving early last night, were we, Steven?" Her voice drips with sarcasm, and I can almost hear the quotation marks as she says "early." "It's a shame, really. I thought you were committed to this project."

I shuffle uncomfortably, trying to muster a response, but she continues, relentless. "And let's talk about the work you sent me. Calling it sloppy would be a compliment. I could barely make sense of whatever it was you thought you submitted." Her tone turns icy, her disappointment palpable. "I've covered your ass more times than I can count, Steven. But not this time. You're fired."

The words hit me like a ton of bricks, but before I can even process my new reality, she switches gears without missing a beat. "Speaking of ass, if you're up for a pity fuck, you're welcome to fuck mine. Might make you feel better." Her offer is as casual as if she's suggesting grabbing a coffee on the way out.

"Otherwise," she adds, her voice returning to its usual stern clip, "grab your stuff and get the hell out of here." She straightens up from the wall, her body language signaling that the discussion—and possibly my career here—is over.

Fury and shame twist inside me as Miranda delivers her cold dismissal. My mind races for a comeback, a way to wound her pride as she's wounded mine, but nothing comes. Her smug, mocking tone is a blade turning in the wound. I'm fired, humiliated, and now she's offering herself up as some kind of twisted consolation prize.

In this bizarre reality, where sexual offers are as casual as discussing the weather, I know that taking her up on her offer won't demean her—it's just another part of this day for her. Yet, I can't suppress the urge to channel my anger and frustration, to use this moment to try and regain some semblance of control.

I grab her roughly, my hands gripping her arms as I push her against the wall. There's a fire burning in my chest, fueled by every snide remark and dismissal she's ever thrown my way. "Fine," I growl into her ear. "You want to give me a pity fuck? You'll get it."

I yank her skirt up, and she makes no move to stop me, her expression unreadable. My hands are everywhere, rough and demanding, my frustration pouring out in every touch. I'm not gentle, and she takes it, her body yielding to mine. There's no pleasure in her eyes, just the same detached compliance that everyone else shows in this twisted world.

She turns, pressing her hands against the wall, and I take her from behind. It's hard and fast, a physical expression of all my pent-up rage. Each thrust is a word I can't say, a rebuke for the way she's treated me, for the job I've lost, for the respect I never had.

Miranda makes no sound except for the occasional sharp intake of breath, whether from pain or surprise, I can't tell. It doesn't seem to matter to her; she's just a participant in whatever scenario plays out, detached from the emotions that are tearing me apart.

As I reach my climax, releasing inside her, there's no sense of victory, no satisfaction. She straightens herself, fixing her skirt, and looks over her shoulder. "Are you done?" she asks, her voice as calm as if we'd just finished a meeting.

"Yeah," I pant, the anger seeping out of me, leaving nothing but emptiness in its wake. "I'm done."

"Good," she says, turning to leave. "Don't forget to clear out your desk."

And just like that, she walks away, leaving me to gather the shattered pieces of my pride and my career.

I hastily pull on my clothes, my movements jerky with frustration and disbelief. Snatching up my few personal items from my desk, I storm past Lily at the reception. She looks up, concern flickering across her face, which quickly shifts to her default mode of casual offering. "Steven, what's going on? Need a quick blowjob?" she asks, her voice maintaining that eerie, detached politeness that's become the norm.

I don't even pause, brushing past her without a word, my mind a tumult of anger and humiliation. The walk back to my apartment feels like a gauntlet. Women I pass—on the street, in the subway, at the coffee shop—each offer their version of consolation, from blowjobs to quickies, each suggestion thrown out with the casualness of commenting on the weather. "Need to fuck it out, sweetheart?" one asks. "I've got a free half hour," says another, as if she's offering to share an umbrella in the rain.

Each offer just amplifies my frustration, a stark reminder of the bizarre reality I'm trapped in. I keep my head down, my pace brisk, until I finally reach the sanctuary of my apartment.

Slamming the door behind me, I lean against it, taking deep breaths to calm the raging storm inside me. As the initial wave of anger subsides, a more pressing anxiety takes its place. How am I going to pay my bills now? The question circles in my mind, each repetition a tightening screw of panic. My gaze lands on the pile of unopened bills on the small table by the door, their presence suddenly more menacing. What now, Steven? What now?


I'm standing awkwardly in Averie’s living room, the familiar posters of sci-fi movies and video game memorabilia around us making the situation feel even more surreal. Averie, with her short hair sticking up at odd angles and her large, natural tits barely contained in a geeky oversized sweater, looks at me, her eyebrows raised in that familiar, puzzled expression. Beside her, Karl mirrors her confusion, his head tilted slightly as if trying to make sense of what I've just proposed.

"So, you're serious about this? You want me to star in a porn film you’re going to direct... and possibly act in?" Averie asks, her voice tinged with bemusement rather than shock.

I nod, feeling my cheeks heat up despite the casual nature of my request. "Yeah, I thought it could be... interesting," I mumble, trying to gauge her reaction.

Averie chuckles softly, the sound light and unjudging. "I always knew you loved your porn, Steven," she teases, pushing her glasses up her nose, "but I never pegged you as the director type. Sure, if it turns you on, I’m game. It’s just another adventure, right?"

Karl, who’s been silent up until now, gives a small nod, as if approving a routine decision. "Sounds fine to me, man. If it’s something that turns you on, go for it."

Their tired smiles suggest this is just another of my requests, perhaps a bit more creative than usual, but nothing alarming. It’s as if they're accommodating a guest who’s overstayed his welcome but whom they're too polite to turn away. They're willing to play along, not out of pleasure or displeasure, but simply because it’s another thing to offer.

Averie's expression shifts to one of realization, and she tilts her head, adjusting her glasses as she looks at me. "Wait, do you expect to actually make money from this?" she inquires, her tone more curious than accusatory.

I nod, feeling a bit awkward about admitting it. "Yeah, I was thinking it could help with the bills and stuff."

Averie doesn't seem put off by the idea. Instead, she looks genuinely puzzled. "But why would people pay to see that? I mean, it's just us."

I'm a bit taken aback, finding her naivety surprising. "Well, you're hotter than you think, Averie," I explain, trying to make her see my point. "A lot of guys are really into the tomboy nerd girl vibe, especially when it comes with... well, assets like yours."

She doesn't seem convinced by my flattery but doesn't argue against it either. Instead, she points out, "Maybe I’d have a career in porn in other videos, though I would NEVER do that," Karl nods in agreement at her side. "But porn for you... Why would anyone be interested in that?"

I'm confused by her question. To me, porn is porn. "I don't see why porn starring us would be any different than normal porn," I say, trying to understand her point of view but finding it difficult to see why my involvement would make it less appealing.

I stand there, genuinely confused as Averie and Karl look at me as if I've missed something painfully obvious. "But what's the difference?" I press, trying to grasp their point of view. "Why wouldn't people be interested in porn made for me?"

Averie exchanges a glance with Karl, both seeming baffled by my inability to understand. "Steven," Averie starts slowly, as if explaining something elementary, "it's just... well, sex with you is something we do because it's polite. It's the right thing to do. But that doesn't make it... exciting or special. It's just fulfilling an obligation."

Karl nods in agreement, adding, "Yeah, man. It's like holding the door open for someone. It's nice, it's polite, but it's not thrilling. No one watches a door being held open."

The analogy hits me harder than expected. My mind races as I try to reconcile their perspective with my own feelings. To them, offering sex is merely a courteous gesture, devoid of passion or personal desire. It's a polite act, but politeness isn't inherently sexy. It's a duty, not a delight.

"But then, how can any porn involving me be different? Isn't it all just... porn?" I ask, my voice tinged with a mix of frustration and a dawning realization.

Averie shrugs, her expression sympathetic. "I guess people usually look for something that feels genuine, you know? Passion, desire. If it's just about fulfilling a duty, it might not hold the same appeal."

Frustration boiling over, I snap at Averie, my voice harsher than intended. "Get your tits out and kneel in front of me." She complies without hesitation, her expression neutral as she pulls her sweater over her head, revealing her large, natural breasts. She sinks to her knees, looking up at me with those clear, unjudging eyes.

Karl, sitting on the couch, barely glances up from his phone, his disinterest evident. This only fuels my frustration, reinforcing the idea that this is exciting only for me.

I grab my phone and start filming, my voice commanding as I instruct Averie. "Fish out my cock, now." She reaches up, her movements methodical, and draws my erection out from my pants. I hit record on my phone, capturing every detail as I order, "Start sucking, you slut."

Averie begins to suck me off, her actions dutiful but devoid of any real enthusiasm. It's as if she's performing a mundane task rather than engaging in an erotic act. Her politeness in the act, almost friendly in its execution, grates on me.

Anger flaring, I bark at her, "Act like the sluttiest version of yourself, Averie!" I command, my voice rough with urgency. She nods, her eyes lighting up with a determination to perform convincingly for the camera.

Averie starts by caressing her own breasts, pinching and twisting her nipples to make them stand erect—her actions exaggerated for the camera. She then lowers her head, taking me deep into her mouth, her eyes locked on mine. She bobs her head vigorously, her lips tightly sealed around me, making loud, wet sounds that fill the room. She uses her hands expertly, twisting and pumping in rhythm with her mouth.

I angle the phone to capture every lewd detail, her saliva glistening on my shaft as she deep throats me with a feigned moan of pleasure. Her performance is convincing, her every move calculated to appear as lascivious as possible. She slaps herself lightly with my erection, giggling artificially before sucking on it again, looking up with faux desire.

Karl, still on the couch, merely glances over occasionally, his attention mostly fixed on his phone, scrolling indifferently through whatever captures his interest more than the scene unfolding before him.

As I near my climax, Averie intensifies her actions, her hands gripping my thighs as she takes me entirely, her cheeks hollowing with the effort. With a final, theatrical moan, I release, and she makes a show of swallowing, winking at the camera, playing up the last bit of her role perfectly.

Convinced that the footage would garner some attention, I pocket my phone, feeling a flicker of hope amidst the strangeness of my situation. Averie, wiping off her face and straightening her clothes, cracks a joke about needing a shower after such a "performance." She then turns to me with a polite smile. "Are we done here, or would you like to try another round? Maybe my ass or pussy next?"

I shake my head, chuckling. "No, I think I've got enough for now. Thanks, Averie."

Karl, finally looking up from his phone, laughs lightly. "Honestly, man, I have no idea who would pay to see that."

Curiosity piqued, I turn to Karl, pushing a bit further into personal territory. "Has Averie ever been that freaky with you? Sucking your cock like a slut?"

Karl's amusement fades, replaced by a hint of annoyance. "Hey, man, mind your own business," he retorts sharply. "You can fuck Averie as much as you want, but don't poke around our relationship. That's not cool."


Back in my cluttered apartment, I slump into my creaky desk chair and stare at the computer screen. Tabs are open across the browser, each one displaying the video I uploaded of Averie. The view counts are dismally low, barely hitting double digits on some sites, and completely stagnant on others. One comment stands out, stark against the backdrop of internet anonymity: "This is bad. Why is this even here? It's not even porn." It hovers accusingly below the paused image of Averie, topless, her tongue swirling around my cock as I climax over her.

I groan as an email notification pops up, and I click it open with a sense of foreboding. It's from one of the porn platforms where I uploaded the video. The message is curt: "Your video has been removed as it does not meet our criteria for adult content. Please refer to our content guidelines for further information." Ironic, considering the effort Averie put into her performance.

The irony of the situation doesn't escape me—here in a world where such offerings are as casual as a handshake, the very platform meant to celebrate such acts deems it not pornographic enough. The stark reality of my failed attempt to monetize what should have been a surefire hit leaves me feeling even more isolated and adrift.

I sift through the pile of urgent mail—overdue bills, final notices, all screaming for immediate attention. My financial situation is dire, and the offers of sex, while abundant, do nothing to alleviate the mounting pressure. It's ironic, in a way; everyone is ready to offer their bodies, but when it comes to tangible help like money or job opportunities, there's a sudden scarcity.

Miranda's influence seems to extend far beyond the office from which she fired me. I've come to realize that she has effectively sabotaged my reputation in the region, whispering poison into the ears of potential employers. Each job interview I've managed to secure has ended with vague excuses and unreturned calls, and I can't help but suspect her hand in it.

Desperate, I even tried my hand at a fast food joint, hoping the simplicity of the job would keep me under the radar. But even there, I couldn't escape the relentless offers. Female employees and clients alike would approach me during shifts, their propositions making it impossible to focus on work. "Need a quickie on your break?" or "I can make your lunch hour much more enjoyable," they’d say, as casually as if they were offering extra fries. My refusals did nothing to deter them, and within days, I was let go—officially for being a 'distraction.'

I hesitantly pick up my phone, thumb hovering over the contact for my stepmother. With a deep breath, I type out a message, the words feeling heavy as I ask her for financial help. Almost immediately, her response pops up on the screen, a mix of refusal and an all-too-familiar offer.

"Sorry, honey, I can't help with money right now. Times are tough. But if you need to unwind, I can gag on your cock like a good slut. Would that help?"


I'm huddled in a dirty corner of a street, surrounded by the stench of decay and the dull moans of junkies lost in their own highs. My clothes are tattered, my beard unkempt, and my eyes hollow with the desperation of a man who’s seen better days. I stretch out a grimy hand to the passersby, my voice hoarse as I beg for spare change, but the coins clink into my cup far less often than the cold breeze nips at my exposed skin.

Two men walk by consecutively, their expressions ranging from indifferent to outright disgusted. The first, a burly man with a sharp suit and sharper gaze, sidesteps me without a glance, as if acknowledging my presence might taint his expensive shoes. The second, younger, with headphones and a trendy jacket, gives me a look of disdain before quickening his pace.

"Hey! A little help wouldn't kill ya!" I scold, my voice echoing off the indifferent concrete. But they’re already disappearing into the crowd, my existence as fleeting to them as the dirty wind.

Then, she appears. A stark contrast to the grime around me, a businesswoman in a sleek skirt and jacket, her hair pulled back in a tight bun, exuding a perfume that speaks of boardrooms and signed contracts. She clutches her purse closer as she nears, her eyes wide with the kind of fear reserved for dark alleys and unsavory characters. As she passes, her hand covers her mouth, her nose wrinkling in disgust.

But then, she stops. Turns. Her expression shifts from repulsion to that bizarre, detached politeness I've come to dread. "Would you like me to get on all fours and let you fuck me?" she asks, her voice as casual as if she’s offering to share an umbrella.

I stare up at her, the absurdity of the offer clashing with my dire situation. "I'd rather have a dollar bill," I grumble, my voice rough with frustration.

The end...
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