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Sophia was stood outside the Crazy Horse strip club in down town San Fransisco.  She was in the line, despite it being later on a Friday and the prospective clientele forming a queue 80 long no one stood within three feet of her.  Women queuing for a strip club had that effect on men.  Not surprisingly she was the only female in the line and as far as she could make out the only singleton.  It was late on a Friday, around eight PM and the line was moving quickly.  She reached into her suit jacket and pulled out a packet of cigarettes and lit one.

“Hey, no smoking in the line.”  She looked up, the doorman was looking directly at her.  She held his gaze and took another puff on the cigarette, then dropped it to the floor and ground it out.  It had the desired effect and calmed her nerves.  The couple of vodkas she’d had when she left the office 30 minutes ago had also helped.  You didn’t make junior VP at the age of 24 by working nine to five, you made it by working seven to seven, six days a week.

The line shifted forward and Sophia found herself at the front.  The doorman who’d spoken to her before looked at her, weighing her up.  She wasn’t like the normal women that came in, they usually came in much later at night, after they’d been drinking and wanted to see what all the fuss was about.

“One?” he asked.  Sophia just nodded.  One indeed.  The doorman didn’t care, he just ushered her to the entrance and the receptionist stuck out the card reader.  Sophia looked at it and almost baulked at the $25 entrance fee, she knew that the beer would be extortionate once she was inside.

“Can I get a receipt please?” she asked.  The woman inside nodded and handed her the credit card slip and the till copy and Sophia walked inside.  At her age she looked more like the dancers and as she looked for a table more than one guy checked her out.  The only thing that saved her from being leered at or asked to get a beer was her clothes, the sharp suit set her apart, all the other females were wearing virtually nothing.  She found a seat at the back of the room and sat down. 

The stage was about 30 feet away from her, four girls were dancing provocatively on the stage in various stages of undress, each girl’s G-string was packed with singles.  Sophia shook her head.  Men were pathetic. 

“What can I get you sweetie?”

Sophia looked up, the waitress who’d spoken to her was younger than her, maybe 20.  She had long blonde hair, small, pert breasts – not that surprising at 20 years old.  She was tanned and wearing a green and gold bikini with fishnet stockings and four inch heels.  Her hair was tied in pig tails, she looked like a weird combination of school girl, beach babe and prostitute.  Which, thought Sophia, was what she could well be.

“Beer, what have you got on draught?”

“Nothing on draught, we’ve got bottles.”  Sophia looked around, she saw what others were drinking. 

“Molson Light then please.”

Sophia just watched until the girl returned and bent over, putting a coaster down and placing the ice cold beer on it.  Sophia picked it up and took a sip.

“That’s $15 please.”  Sophia almost spat it out.  15 fucking dollars?  Jesus.  She reached into her purse and pulled out a twenty, she knew she’d not see any change.  The girl took at and looked at Sophia who shook her head, indicating she didn’t want any change.

“Thanks sweetie, let me know if you want a dance or if you’d like another girl.”  Sophia just smiled.  Maybe later, but right now she wasn’t prepared to pay.  She was attracted to the waitress, but she wasn’t going to pay.  She was pushing it trying to expense the entrance fee, even if it was for research.  The beer wouldn’t wash, a lap dance would she reckoned be a severe talking to at the very least.

“I’ll let you know.  What’s you name by the way?”

“You can call me Venus.  Ask for me if you want a dance or a booth . . .” and with that she turned away, after a few steps she looked back over her shoulder and winked.  Sophia blushed, she’d been caught watching the girl’s ass as she walked away.  Sophia shook her head and laughed to herself.  It was a strip club after all.

Sophia used the time while she drank to study the men in the club, mostly wearing suits and watching the women.  She noticed how they behaved, most sat on their hands when a girl was nearby, removing the ability to touch, preventing temptation.  Men knew how to behave in these places, they also knew the consequences of touching.  It didn’t end well.

“Can I get you another?”  Sophia looked up at Venus and nodded.  When she came back Sophia took out two $20 bills and put them down.  Venus studied her.

“Can I get five minutes of your time?”

“Of course,” replied Venus, smiling.  A dance cost a lot more than $40, but she would sit down for five minutes for that kind of money.  When she was sat down Sophia took a sip of her beer and spoke.

“I’m looking for a girl for an afternoon, a couple of hours work.  You’d have to be naked.”

Venus looked worried.  “I’m a dancer,” she said, “Not a whore.”

Sophia shook her head.  “No one’s going to touch you, all I need is for you to run into a room naked, carrying an envelope I’ll give you.  I’ll be in the room.”  Venus shook her head.

“Fuck off,” she said, starting to stand, “Way too risky.”

“Sit down.”  Sophia was pleasantly surprised when Venus did as she commanded.  It was thrilling controlling her like that.

“It’s not what you’re thinking, it will be at a downtown office on a Tuesday afternoon, one, maybe two hours tops.  And I’ll pay you, pay you well.  How does $500 sound?”

Venus hesitated and in that second Sophia knew she had her girl.

“Tell me more,” Venus asked.  Sophia smiled and started to talk . . . .


2

Venus woke early, she looked at the clock on her night stand and smiled.  Only a night worker could wake just before midday and think it was early.  She picked up her phone, nothing important then got out of bed wearing nothing but her panties and walked from her small room to the kitchen/diner area.  She shared the apartment with three other girls from the strip club, in the summer heat they’d not wear much inside the place.  She stuck a pot of coffee on and sat down and opened her envelope from the club last night.  When the girls left they were given a packet with their tips, pay and anything else the members had left for them.  She had several lifetimes worth of condoms . . . .

Venus counted out her money, almost $200 in tips.  Not bad.  She poured herself a coffee, black, then looked through the rest of the contents.  Mostly it was guys numbers, stuff like ‘Michael, 036485 . . .’  She never called them of course, the chances were that they were married and would die of heart failure if she actually did call them.  But she always checked them, sometimes they were funny and laughter was important.

The door to the kitchen opened and a second girl came in, long dark hair and like Venus she was almost naked.  The two girls looked at each other and nodded, the second just picked up the coffee, poured herself a mug and left again, heading back to bed.  Fuck, it was before 12 after all.

Venus paused on the last note.  It was a business card, nothing unusual about that, she’d looked at another nine already that morning.  But this one held her attention.  She sipped the coffee and took a sharp intake of breath.  Ow, that was hot.  But her need for caffeine to wake her outweighed her fear of pain and she took another sip and read the card again.

Sophia Lang

Junior Vice President End-Trust Systems

Then an email address and two phone numbers, one a cell and one a landline, presumably her number at work.  Venus toyed with the card in her fingers.  She remembered now – usually all the customers just merged into one and after a night she couldn’t tell any one from any other one.  But she remembered this one, a woman (unusual) and a single, good looking one at that.  Very unusual, she’d stood out. 

Venus tapped the table top a few times with the false nail on her index finger.  What had she said?  $500 for an hour or two’s work one afternoon.  Normally that meant a guy offering to pay her for sex.  She worked with girls who’d jump at the chance of sex for a lot less than that, but not Venus.  She prided herself on never having had sex with a customer, well, not for money anyway.  But everything about this woman had seemed genuine.  What the hell, she thought.  She picked up her phone and sent, what was her name, Sophia yes, a text.  Then she drained the mug, refilled it and went to her room.  She needed to go for a run.

Venus had only just left the apartment and was stretching on the street when her phone bleeped.  She read the text.

Thank you so much for messaging me.  Can we meet for a coffee this afternoon to allow me to explain further?  I’ll give you $50 for turning up and listening, if you want to leave and have no part of this afterwards that’s absolutely fine.  How does three PM sound?

Three pm sounds great.  Where shall we meet?

How about Biscoff on pier 39?  Somewhere public?  If you want we can get something to eat as well?

See you there.

Like most people from the City she tried to stay away from the tourist trap that was Pier 39, but it was easy to find and public.  Venus put her phone her arm band and started to run.

******

When Venus arrived she looked around, she was early, a few minutes before three.  Sophia was already there, stood outside and looking around.  Venus looked very different, she’d put on makeup but was wearing a short skirt and much more subtle vest shirt, for her part Sophia wore an equally short skirt but with a fashion tee shirt.  Sophia didn’t recognize Venus at first, Venus spotted Sophia straight away, so Venus made the first move.

“Sophia?” she asked, approaching the woman from last night.  Sophia looked up.

“Venus?”  Venus nodded.

“It’s Andrea actually,” Venus/Andrea replied.  Sophia nodded, she’d not thought for a second that her real name was Venus.  Sophia studied the girl, she was good looking, she’d been afraid that outside the club Andrea/Venus might not have looked so hot.  But …

“Let’s go inside and get a drink, then we can walk and talk.”

Once they both had a drink and complimentary cookie – though they both noted that it would have been half the price to go somewhere away from the tourists and pay for the cookie – they walked.  Andrea opened the talking.

“So what did you want to discuss with me?”

“I have an idea for work, it’s going to involve naked girls about your age running around the office delivering mail.”

“And you want to offer me a job?” asked Andrea, sounding incredulous.  Sophia shook her head.

“No,” she said, and sipped her coffee, “What I need is a demonstration.  Look, if I stand up and talk for an hour no one will grasp how good this could be.  If you run into the meeting, naked, and hand an envelope to my boss everyone will grasp the potential in an instant.  I was watching the men in your club last night, they were putty in your hands.  You had control of them, over them.”

Andrea thought about it.  “So, all you want me to do is run naked into a room, hand over an envelope and then leave again, and in return you’ll pay me $500?”

“Pretty much yea, there’s a few things I want to go over with you.  Are you hungry?  Can I buy you dinner tonight?”

Andrea shook her head, “I’m working tonight, start at eight.”  Sophia’s face fell, she had hoped to spend some more time with the attractive young woman.  For her part, Andrea was also attracted to Sophia, she oozed confidence and money.

“We could get something now if you want?” asked Andrea.  Sophia smiled.  Why not?

Over an early evening meal, both of them not eating much as it was early, the two women got on very well.  Andrea talked about her life and how she got into stripping, basically she couldn’t find anything else in the depths of the recession.  The place she worked was high class, the customers understood the rules, the pay was OK but the tips were brilliant.  In return Sophia spoke about her career in HR, how she loved to work hard and stand out.  They were polar opposites but they bonded over the conversation, a shared love of Jazz helped.

When they left the restaurant they walked, without realizing it their hands brushed, then they found themselves naturally holding hands.  They paused and looked into each other eyes, Sophia made the first move and the girls kissed, standing on the street corner.  My first kiss with a woman they both thought as they stood there, oblivious to anyone else in the world.  When they broke it off, Sophia was the first to speak.

“My apartment is only five blocks from here,” she said, “If you’d like to come in for a coffee.”  Andrea smiled, understanding the code. 

“I’d like that,” she replied.  They kissed again and started to walk, hand in hand.  I’d like to see how much I can screw out of you, was what Andrea/Venus was really thinking.

******

They walked the five blocks  talking quietly, when they entered the foyer of Sophia’s building the security guard looked up for a couple of seconds, then went back to his phone.  When they were past him he looked up again, watching the two women’s asses move.  He smiled, real perk of the job.  Now if only I could get an invite up to their room, he thought.

As soon as the elevator doors closed Sophia closed in on Andrea and pushed her against the mirrored back wall, she took one of Andrea’s hands in hers and pushed it back, holding her in place, her other hand went onto her girlfriend’s leg and they mouths met, Sophia pushed her tongue onto Andrea’s lips, then forced them open.  Sophia ran her hand up Andrea’s leg and touched her smooth pussy through the girl’s thin lacey panties.  Andrea gasped, partially through excitement, partially as she knew it was what Sophia would have been expecting her to do.  Even after the doors opened they two girls stayed where they were, kissing, they didn’t stop until the doors closed again.

When they separated Sophia smiled, and started to laugh, Andrea quickly joining in.  Luckily no one else had pressed the button and the elevator had stayed on Sophia’s floor.  They held hands as Sophia opened the doors and they skipped to her apartment, only two rooms and a bathroom.  Small, but clean and in a good place.  Andrea looked around, it was much nicer than the place she lived in.  They both kicked off their shoes.

As soon as the door closed behind them Sophia took Andrea’s by the hand and led her to her bedroom.  She pushed the younger woman playfully, causing her to step back and fall onto the bed.  She lay there for a moment, thinking, deciding what Sophia wanted.  By the way she’d been held in the elevator she thought Sophia was quite forceful, so she raised her arms up above her head, crossed her wrists and held the bed frame, showing Sophia she was submissive.  Just like stripping, she thought, give them what they want.

Sophia took the hint, she opened a drawer and pulled out a pair of handcuffs she’d bought after her trip to Japan.  She smiled at the submissive girl on the bed and climbed on next to her, Sophia opened the cuffs and put one onto Andrea’s wrist, wrapped them round the metal bed frame and then secured the other end onto her other wrist.  Andrea wasn’t going anywhere.

Sophia kissed her girlfriend again, it just felt right, then she moved and lowered he breasts down, holding one just above Andrea’s face.  Andrea reached for it, but Sophia drew away, she was going to toy with Andrea.  Make her work to taste her.

Sophia moved on the bed and sat astride Andrea, the two girls looking at each other.  Sophia grabbed her Tee shirt and pulled it off, then reached behind herself to remove her bra, as it came off her breasts moved, but only slightly.  Still only 24 her boobs were very firm.  Andrea looked up at them she might be in this for the money, but she was happy to be with such an attractive woman.  Might as well have some fun.

Next Sophia put her hands onto her own breasts and squeezed them, pushing them together to remove the tension in her chest caused by the bra.  Then she bent forward and put her hands onto Andrea’s waist and pushed her vest up, Andrea arched her back, helping her date.  The vest slid up easily, over Andrea’s small, braless, boobs.  The girls maintained eye contact as Sophia put her hands onto another girl’s breasts for the first time in her life.  She smiled, she enjoyed the sensation, the dominance she had over the girl.

Sophia’s took Andrea’s nipples between her fingers and squeezed them, inflicting a little pain on Andrea.  She stared into her eyes, seeking consent.  Andrea nodded slightly, so Sophia squeezed harder, causing Andrea to gasp in pain.  Sophia enjoyed the sensation, Andrea less so.

Sophia released her grip on Andrea’s nipples and bent forward and they kissed again.  Sophia nibbled on Andrea’s ear and whispered into it, “Tell me you enjoyed that?” she said.

“I enjoyed you hurting me,” she whispered back, knowing that this was what the girl wanted to hear.  Sophia lapped up the complement.  They kissed again, then Sophia got off Andrea’s stomach and off the bed.  Andrea watched as Sophia undid her skirt and let it fall to the floor, then she pulled down her panties.  Sophia took the black lacey panties in her hand and rubbed her pussy with them, lifted it to her nose and smelled, then offered them to Andrea’s nose, who sniffed them in return.  Then Sophia pushed them into the bound girl’s mouth, effectively gagging her.

Sophia undid Andrea’s skirt and pulled it down, Andrea lifting her ass to help, then she pulled down Andrea’s panties and threw them over Andrea’s face, sniffing them first.  Andrea was soaking wet.

Andrea opened her leg’s wide and lay back expectantly, Sophia kissed her way up her thigh and for the first time in her life tasted another girl, licking on her bald pussy, teasing and toying with her girlfriend, before she slid one, then two fingers inside her and started to fuck her.  Andrea bucked on the bed, her ass rising and falling as Sophia licked and fucked her.  Soon she was writhing as she came, screaming hard but the temporary gag restricting her voice.  Sophia stopped licking but left her fingers inside as she kissed her way up Andrea’s body.

Sophia removed the gag from Andrea’s mouth and they kissed.

“Was that your first time with a girl?” asked Andrea.  Sophia nodded and blushed, was it that obvious?  Andrea continued, “You were good.”  Sophia smiled, taking the compliment.

Sophia picked up the pair of panties and rubbed them on Andrea’s pussy, then to Andrea’s surprise she pushed them into her own mouth, then she moved positioning herself over Andrea’s face, then she slowly lowered herself down, putting her arms to the side to hold the bedframe.

“Let’s see what an experienced girl can do then,” she whispered and lowered herself down onto Andrea’s face.
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It was six weeks since her trip to Japan had ended.  Sophia was sat in the monthly HR executive meeting, Assem, the head of HR had been talking for a while.

“So you see, it is imperative that we lower costs and become an employer of choice for young graduates.  We are viewed, probably correctly, as somewhere old programmers go to see out their careers.  Let’s face it, we stay in business because we do support and maintenance, it’s just not sexy.”  Sophia’s ears pricked up when he said, that, an interesting choice of words.  She smiled, it was also appropriate based on what she was planning.

“I asked you all last month to prepare at least one idea, I will now listen to them, one by one.”  There were 14 people in the room, Assem, one PA, four Senior VPs and the seven Junior VPs.  As the youngest and most junior she would be last to speak, and she knew it.  No one else was under 40, at 24 she’d worked hard and done well, incredibly well to be where she was.

One person after another spoke, their ideas were just re-hashes of standard company doctrine.  Introduce pool tables, give people one hour a week off for Yoga, Jesus not one good idea amongst them all thought Sophia.  After an hour of tedium it was finally her turn to speak. 

“Sophia,” said Assem, the hatred of her almost audible in his voice, “Please, it is your turn to speak.”  Sophia looked round the table and then stood up.  She walked to the head of the table and put her laptop down.  She picked up the button attached to Assem’s laptop.

“May I?”

“By all means,” he replied, smiling at her.  If I could fire that bitch I would, he thought, Why doesn’t she just tell me she wants my job?

“Thank you,” Sophia replied, all kindness.  She hated Assem as well, just another dinosaur waiting for retirement.  Sophia plugged in and opened her presentation, then pressed a button on her phone.  The 10 minute warning.  Sophia started to speak, telling them what they already knew, public perception of End-Trust was accurate, it was old tech, dull, boring, staffed by 50+ men

“What we need is a USP to make us stand out.  I have a plan, which I believe will lower our cost base by 30% in the first year and will make us the number one employer of choice in the Bay area, indeed, in our field around the country and the world.”  Sophia looked round, she had their attention.  She checked her phone, she’d practiced this speech over and over and over, but she was still pleased that she’d timed it correctly.

“Ladies, gentlemen,” she continued, “May I introduce you to our USP.”  She held out an arm and pointed to the door.  Everyone turned from her and look at the board room door 30 feet away.  Almost as they turned the door opened and the almost naked Venus ran in.  Venus was about five feet five, 110lbs, small breasts, 20-ish years old with long blonde hair.  She was wearing knee length white socks, running shoes (good ones) and a leather collar on her neck.  She was carrying an envelope.  And that was it.

Venus ran into the room and looked around, she’d been briefed and she ran to Assem and dropped to the floor, she opened her legs, put her head down, lifted her hands and offered the envelope to Assem on upturned palms.  The room had been silent as she ran, now she was kneeling the assorted members of staff shifted in their seats and looked from one to another, some smiling, some stoney faced, all shocked.

This could be the end of my career, thought Sophia, But you don’t make VP at 24 without taking risks.  And this would get me Senior VP by the end of the year.  She studied the room, the four women were clearly shocked, the men, on balance, look pleased.  No one spoke for a full minute, no one moved, they were all waiting for Assem to take a lead.  He was clearly thinking.

Eventually he bent down and took the envelope from the girl, as soon as he did she lowered her hands and put them on her thighs without speaking.  She was very graceful and wasn’t bothered about being naked in front of people.  Later that night she’d be working a strip club, this was a shit load better.

Assem looked at Sophia, then opened then envelope.

This is a Mail Girl, the note read, And this will save the company.  Assem couldn’t help himself, he smiled, looked at the Mail Girl, then at Sophia.  He nodded, clearly deep in thought.

“Why not tell us more,” he said.

Sophia nodded and started to talk.  She talked about how much the girls would cost to hire, how she expected many members of staff would leave of their own accord – she looked directly at one the Senior VPs as she said this, he was 45, married.  Would his marriage survive him working in an office with naked females, sexually available females.

Tina, the only female senior VP spoke as she said that, “Excuse me, can you say that again please Sophia.”  Her voice carried a harsh tone, indicating her disapproval.

“Certainly Tina,” replied Sophia, looking down at her occasional lover Venus, who hadn’t moved a muscle since she’d adopted her position.  “The girls will wear color coordinated collars.  White is pure, no touching.  Yellow and you can touch their breasts,” Tina blushed at that point, “Green and you can touch their pussies – basically it’s like the Judo belt systems, but all the way to black, where anything is fair game.  The girl’s pay will be structured so that very few girls are white belt.”  The last line was added as an after thought.

Tina nodded, unhappy but not prepared to stand up until she worked out Assem’s view on the matter.  She’d never risked anything and made to her position by toeing the company line. 

“Have you asked legal?” asked Assem.

Sophia nodded.  Of course she’d asked legal.  They said the ground was clear following a recent supreme court ruling in which the court had been asked to make prostitution illegal in Nevada.  In a surprise to everyone they’d come down 7-2 on the side of the prostitutes.  End-Trust’s legal couldn’t make a distinction.

Sophia fielded questions for 20 minutes, she noticed that the men kept stealing glances at Venus, so Sophia asked her to stand and just walk slowly round the table, which she was happy to do.  Much more comfortable that kneeling without moving. 

Only one question caused her any issues, when the Financial Controller asked about productivity, “Surely to have naked girls running around and, well, performing sexual favors will hit productivity?”  he asked, “I mean, if someone takes 20 minutes a day out for a blowjob or a fuck, that’s 20 minutes that they’re not working, surely?”  Sophia had to think on her feet.  She took a few moments before she replied.

“When a member of staff stops the Mail Girl’s clock they’ll be logged out until she starts running again,” she said, “So if you take 20 minutes for a blow job,” everyone smiled or blushed when she said this, like on what planet does a board room sit around talking about blow jobs?, “your time card will not be calculating during that period.  No loss on productivity.”  The financial controller nodded, made sense.

Eventually Assem moved the conversation on.

“OK Sophia, I think we’ve seen enough.”  He addressed Venus next, “Thank you young lady, we’ve seen enough for now.”  Venus nodded at him, then at Sophia and then left the room, everyone watching her ass as she left.  Sophia smiled a knowing smile.  You can look boys, she thought, but I’ve touched.

Assem stood and went to look out of the window.  Without turning he bid everyone leave, everyone apart from Sophia.  When they were alone he turned to face the ambitious young woman.

“This idea has merit.  Real Merit.”  He was divorced, and could well imagine a string of attractive young women coming to his office to . . . serve him.  “What do you want out of this?”  Cards were on the table.

“Recognition that it was my idea and a corner office.”  Cards on the table, she’d effectively asked for a pay rise and a promotion.  Assem was deep in thought.  He’d been expecting her to demand his job.  He could work with what she’d asked for.  He nodded, he’d just have to find some other way to get rid of the bitch.  He looked at her, superb looking woman, only 24 years old.  He smiled internally, now, if he could make her a Mail Girl . . . .

“I’ll need you . . . . and your Mail Girl for the main board meeting in two weeks’ time.”

Sophia nodded.  This would be her second trip to the full board, last time was a 30 second appearance to confirm her appointment.  She could taste the corner office.  With a bridge view.
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In two weeks’ time the same theatrics were reproduced.  Assem introduced Sophia who spoke for few minutes, then Venus ran in again.  There was more of a stir this time.  Females were rare on the HR board, they were nonexistent on the full board.  Until Venus ran in Sophia was the only woman in the room.

The men argued the case back and forth, Assem fought and eventually they agreed to give it a trial, making it the responsibility of HR.  Assem naturally made it Sophia’s responsibility.  She accepted it gratefully. 

Sophia spoke at length a second time, she’d had another idea in the meeting.  “As well as those who quit, we’ll be able to fire those who act inappropriately,” she said, thinking on her feet, “So if you touch a white collared girl we can fire you.  We just get the girls to report it and we can check it on the CCTV.”  The room murmured it’s approval at that  

As they left the CEO slapped her ass and whispered in her ear.

“Next time you’re in this room you’ll be being promoted,” he told her, “And when Assem retires, we’ll know where to look.”  Assem overheard this, he was OK with Sophia being promoted, but replacing him?  No, no, NO.  He’d have to find some way to get rid of the scheming bitch.  She had plenty of rope, all he had to do was help her to hang herself.

When he got back to his office he picked up the phone and started to plan.
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Sophia had planned.  She organized a construction firm to convert the basement into rooms for the Mail Girls, she planned to have them live on site for the duration of their contracts.  She had legal draw up contracts for the girls and plan their salaries.  Andrea had told her that there was no shortage of girls looking to work in the club, getting girls to work for End-Trust should also be easy.  Now it was just a matter of recruiting a trainer for the girls and the girls themselves.  She started with the trainer.  Sophia wasn’t exactly sure where to start, but Andrea helped her with a man who’d worked at the club and had left under a dark cloud.  Sophia looked at him across the desk, glad that it was between him and her.

Owen Muller was well over six feet, maybe six two or three.  He was in his mid to late 30s, ex-military, built of solid muscle.  His hair was greyish, not thinning but cut short.  Every inch of him screamed military, his resumé showed he’d been a drill sergeant in the marines for 15 years, then he’d worked in security at the strip club, but had been dismissed.  Sophia liked his experience, if not the man himself.  She decided to focus on the dismissal from the strip club, after she’d explained the role.

“So, your role will be to train and discipline the girls,” she said, “Their conduct and behavior will be your responsibility.  I’ll need them to be capable of running and delivering mail for 12 hours a day, six days a week.”  She paused, waiting to see his reaction.

“Not a problem Ma’am,” he replied, his voice hard.  Sophia was afraid of him, how had he ever got a job working with naked women?  “After my time in the military I’m used to working with raw recruits and getting the best out of them.

Sophia continued, “Each girl will wear a iPhone on their arms that control their lives, they’ll have set deadlines to deliver letters and failure will earn them demerits.  Each recipient will also rate the standard of the girls and they’ll earn demerits for poor performances.”  Owen nodded, it seemed simple enough.  “What methods would you use?”

“Basic drill camp techniques Ma’am, they’d spend time training until they were fit enough, build up their strength and teach them to obey.  The army works because when a grunt is given an order they obey it, almost without thinking.  The better the training the better and more obedient the recruit.”

“And how would you enforce it?”

“Permission to speak freely Ma’am?”

“Always.”

“Pain Ma’am.”  His bluntness surprised her, she’d expected him to sugar coat it, to discuss carrot before stick, but here he was straight out with the stick.  “You outlined it when you described the way the girls will work, demerits will equal pain.  Punishments will be handed out daily, all girls will be made to watch and attend.  So they can see discipline in action.”  He was smiling as he said it, he was clearly a sadistic bastard. 

“Why did you leave the club?”

He shifted uncomfortably in his seat and didn’t speak for a few seconds.  “Ma’am,” he started, “There was an incident with one of the girls.  She was always late, late to arrive, late on stage, took too long over breaks.  So I decided to . . . to show her the errors of her ways.”  Sophia nodded, she knew the story.

“We had a group of customers in who wanted to see a girl whipped.  We do that kind of stuff, the girls earn good money for it, but they have to consent.  She, well, she didn’t and I let the guys get a little out of control.  They paid money, took her a couple of weeks to say anything.  But, in those two weeks she did turn up on time,  every time.”

He was clearly uncomfortable discussing this with Sophia, his bravado fading for the first time.

“The girls here will always consent,” she told him, “Discipline will be in their contracts and it will be up to you to enforce it.  But, you’ll have to operate within the law and the girl’s contracts.  No blood.  Ever.”  Owen nodded.  Pity, he thought.  But he could see the sense of it.

“Is there anything you’d like to ask me?”

“Plenty Ma’am.  First thing, I understand the girls will be color coded.  Will I also have permission to . . . use them according to their color?”  Sophia nodded, she’d known that would be a major draw.  Well, something had to recruit the trainers, the salary on offer sure as shit wasn’t going to.  The interview continued for another 20 minutes, each asking questions, but each knowing that they’d found the right job or man for the job.

At the end of the interview Sophia stood up and showed Owen to the door.  He tried hard but he couldn’t help checking her out, her breasts were jiggling inside her blouse with one or two more buttons undone than was normal.  Sophia had done this on purpose, to make herself more alluring to him, Andrea had told her he was a boob man.  Anything to get my man, she thought.  two days later he accepted the job and started to conduct his training regime.  Sophia would start the first girls the following week.  She just needed to start the interviews.  Andrea would provide her with leads, at least until they went public with the scheme.
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Calendra, Cally to her friends, sat in the reception area of End-Trust, nervously looking at her phone.  She was 19 years old, never worked in her life, not for want of trying.  She was fit, could easily run a 10k.  She was rather tall and hated that aspect of herself, at five feet nine she towered over most other girls.  There were a dozen or so in the reception area, all young, lithe and athletic looking.  She thought she must be very gangly-looking compared to the others.  She played with her long dark curly hair and looked at her phone, hoping she'd read the salary correctly.  There weren’t many jobs advertised paying six figure salaries, come to think of it there weren’t that many jobs advertised these days.

Cally was desperate, she’d been on the street for a few weeks, all she had were the clothes on her back and a few remaining dollars.  She’d ‘borrowed’ some clothes from a store for the interview and got free samples of makeup, she’d bathed in a public restroom and done her hair as best she could.  She didn’t look great, but she didn’t look awful.  She just hoped the interviewer could see beyond face value.

All the girls looked up as the elevator door pinged and two women walked out, one crestfallen and heading for the door.  Fuck, though Cally, she was only in there 15 minutes.  Assuming some walking and time in the elevator her interview must have been five minutes.  Cally swallowed, even her interview at the strip club where she’d been told she wasn’t what they were looking for had lasted longer than that.  Cally wasn’t stupid, she understood the code, wasn’t what they were looking for meant too tall, too thin, tits too small, not attractive enough or a combination. 

The other woman looked at her phone.  “Cally Schmitz?”  Cally put her phone down and stood up.  The woman looked her up and down, then Cally held back a tear, she half expected the woman to say you’re not what we’re looking for there and then.  The woman stuck out her right hand and they shook. 

“I’m Sophia,” she said, “VP of HR.  Welcome.”

“Thanks, it’s great to be here,” she replied, smiling. 

“Follow me.”

They walked past security who held the door and summoned the elevator for the two women.  Sophia didn’t speak in the open, she lead the way to an office room.  It wasn’t huge, maybe 12 feet wide and about the same long, but it did have a window, even if the view was just of the building across the road.  Nice.  Sophia bid her to sit down, which she did.

“So Cally,” opened Sophia, “You understand what this job will entail?”

“I . . . I think so,” replied Cally.

“Why don’t you tell me in your own words.”

Cally swallowed.  “I’ll be a Mail Girl.  The job will be six days a week, from six AM until six PM, or whenever the office goes quiet.  I’ll have to live on site, rent free and the position will be for five years.  The salary is $100,000 a year, liable for all taxes.”

“Go on.”

Cally hesitated for a good 10 seconds before she answered.  “I’ll be liable for physical punishment if I fail, fuck up, speak out of turn or any one of a number of offences that I’m currently unaware of.” 

“Anything else?”

“Mail Girls are . . . well . . . naked.”  There, she’d said it.

Sophia nodded, the last girl had said the same.  Time to hit . . . Cally with the reality.  “100 grand is the best salary we offer for the position of Mail Girl.  If you want that kind of money you’ll have to go further.  But anyway, let’s see how good you are.  Stand up and remove your clothes please.”

What did that mean, thought Cally as she stood up.  She looked around and started to dance as she stripped.

“No, no,” said Sophia, “I just want to see you naked.”  The bluntness of the statement took Cally by surprise, after a few seconds she stammered out a yes and started to remove her clothes.  She looked at Sophia as she stripped, Sophia was watching her, studying her like someone viewing a car, she was being critical.  As her bra came off Cally tried to cover her breasts with an arm, she had to lower it to remove her panties, then she stood there, naked, embarrassed as the other woman walked round her.  Cally had her left hand over her pussy and right forearm over her small boobs.

Sophia walked round the naked girl, Cally twisted her head to look at Sophia, what was she thinking.  When Sophia was behind Cally she put a hand on the naked girl’s ass and stroked it, then took a handful of her hair and pulled it, yanking the taller girl’s head back. 

“Put your hands at your sides,” Sophia ordered.  Dominating a naked, defenseless girl was fun.  Cally just nodded as best she could and obeyed.  Sophia spun Cally round and put her hands onto Cally’s breasts, cupping them, then she lowered them and put a hand between Cally’s legs and touched her pussy.

“For 100K you’ll have to do more than just deliver mail,” Sophia told her, “If all you’ll do is run mail you’ll get 20K.”  Cally nodded.

“Are you prepared to let the staff touch you?”  Cally nodded.

“How about blow them?  Eat pussy?”  Cally nodded again.  She was desperate.

“Fuck them?  Anal?”  Cally was shocked, but what choice did she have.

“I’m desperate,” she told Sophia.  Sophia smiled, she could see that the girl had fallen on hard times, she was just what she was looking for.  Sophia released Cally and stood at her desk.

“You’ll be addressed as a number and not allowed to speak while you’re on duty.”  Cally nodded again, she didn’t care, she was desperate.

“Get on the treadmill,” Sophia said, “I need to see you run a 10 minute mile.  Manage that and you’re hired, you can start Monday.”

Cally looked round, she’d not seen the treadmill when she walked into the office, it was against the wall with the door in it.  Cally smiled, she could easily do a mile in 10 minutes.  She got onto the machine, as she looked at the controls she panicked, there were so many controls.

“Just press start,” said Sophia, “It’s pre-programmed.”  Cally nodded and pressed start, the machine started to roll.  Soon it was up to speed and Cally just ran, she was quickly out of breath.  She tried to steal looks at Sophia, to see if she was watching, which she was.  Cally’s tits hurt, they were bouncing but she just ignored the pain.  Surely I can do this, she thought, Surely I can do this?

The machine had a countdown timer on it, her heart was pounding and her legs unsteady due to a lack of food but she kept going, with a minute to go it slowed right down to a walking pace to end the run.  When it finally stopped she held the supports and eased herself off.  Sophia looked up.

“Well done, you’ve passed the interview.  I’ve printed off your contract, please read it and sign it and you’ll start on Monday for basic training.  Be in reception at eight AM and make sure you’ve ended all ties to your former life.”  Cally nodded, she was dripping in sweat.  She looked round for a towel, Sophia didn’t offer her one. 

“Don’t hang around,” Sophia said, “I’ve got many more girls to interview.  Sign this, get dressed and I’ll walk you back to reception.”  Cally nodded again, she took the offered pen and signed, then quickly got dressed.  Her clothes were hard to pull on over her sweat stained body but she did it, constantly aware that Sophia was watching. 

When she was dressed they walked in silence to the elevator, down to reception and then they parted with a handshake.

“Eight AM, don’t be late,” said Sophia.  Then she looked at the waiting girls.  “Jane Anderson?”  A short girl stood up as Cally walked past her, smiling.  She had a job, how hard could it be?  Only five more days left on the street, then she’d have somewhere to live, food to eat and she’d be just delivering mail. 

Delivering mail and getting fucked.
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Monday morning, Karl woke at the usual time.  He missed lock down, working from home.  Even though it only took him 40 minutes door to door it was 40 minutes he’d rather be in bed.  Or fishing.  Reading.  Anything but driving and riding the train.  He came in early to miss the worst of the traffic, but that meant being out of the house before 5:30.

He was looking forward to today though, after 19 years with the company he’d managed to get an interview, and then even better a position with a real tech giant, not a dinosaur.  His resignation email was ready to go, all he wanted to do was email it to his boss when he rolled in at nine.  Karl couldn’t wait to see the look on his face, less responsibility and more money.  Not a lot more money, and the responsibility was a guess.

Karl was always the first person in, he liked the first couple of hours in his pod before anyone else came in.  Clear the weekend emails and start before the constant stream of interruptions began.  He docked the laptop (which he point blank refused to turn on over the weekend) and switched it on, grabbed a coffee from the machine while it booted up and checked Outlook, only 33 emails, not bad.  He started at the top, the most recent.  This had come in at six AM on the dot, must be a timed release.  Oh joy, from HR. 

Dear Colleague, the email read, Karl shook his head.  For an IT company End-Trust was embarrassing, could they not even do a mail merge to get his name correct?  He continued to read, only paying half attention, then he sat bolt upright and started again.

Dear Colleague,

Today End-Trust is starting a new program for colleague retention.  It is our aim to make End-Trust a company of choice to work for and we’re delighted to introduce a new benefit for our valued staff.  We are going to be the first company in the USA and probably the western world to introduce this perk, we couldn’t be more proud!

By clicking on the links below you will be able to request a Mail Girl.  What is a Mail Girl you’re thinking?  A Mail Girl is a naked girl who will deliver a letter for you.  Got a joke you want to share with a friend?  Print it off, address it and request the Mail Girl service, she’ll come and pick it up and deliver it for you.  Use the Mail Girl Monitor Unit (MGMU) on her arm to rate her punctuality, appearance and obedience.

Order a girl of the correct color – white collared girls are not to be touched, Yellows can be fondled, Blues with perform oral and Black is anything goes.  If you touch a girl outside of her color scheme you will be liable for disciplinary action.

Full details and request service on the link below.

Enjoy!

Sophia Lang

VP Human Resources

Karl read the email twice more, all thoughts of the rest of his email gone.  He was bolt upright, alert.  He clicked on the link, it was there in a black and white.  He could click a button, order a girl, well request he reasoned, and she’d turn up, be submissive to him,  he could touch her, feel her, FUCK her and she’d have to do it.  Holy fuck.

He pushed back from the desk and looked around, his was the only cubicle with a light on.  He put a hand onto his beard and played with it, stroking it.  Surely, surely this was too good to be true?  Karl pondered it for a few moments longer, then thought fuck it.  He was 50, not long divorced and single.  He slid the chair back under the desk and started to type, he filled out the form, requesting a black collared girl and hit send.

Then he panicked, what if it was an elaborate con, a way to identify the perverts – he’d read about people being fired from tech giants for looking at porn on a work laptop, never mind actually fucking a girl on office time.  He grabbed his phone and took a dozen screen shots of the email, the intranet page, the HR policy page and anything else he could think of, just in case.

Next he picked up an envelope and wrote a friend’s name on it, just so the girl would have something to do.

******

Mail Girl One was stood in a line in the basement of the building when her MGMU bleeped.  She read the message twice, then started to run.  She was the first hire, 22 years old, long blonde dyed hair.  She was wearing a pair of Nikes, knee length white socks, her MGMU on her left arm and a black collar on her neck.  She’d been in the basement for the last two weeks, eating well and training hard.  Truth be told she was terrified, but as with all the other Mail Girls she was desperate and doing this beat living on the street.

Her first assignment was on floor 27, for any floor change of five floors or less she had to use the stairwells, for a major change like this she was allowed to use the service elevator.  She pressed the call button and waited, the elevator arrived quickly and she entered, pressing the floor button.  To speed things up the girls were only allowed to get out at floors ending in zero and five, so she hit floor 30 and waited.

It quickly took her up to floor 30 and she got out, found the stairwell and descended the three floors.  The evenings and night had been spent learning their way around the offices, 27:B:18 was her destination, floor 27, corridor B, cubicle 18.  She ran, and ran hard the whole way.  She was aware that she was the path finder for the project, the controller had left the girls in no doubt what the price of failure was going to be.

When she arrived at Karl’s desk she threw herself down, her breasts sweaty and still moving as her chest heaved, drinking in air.  She opened her legs wide and made her hands and arms into the table position to await the envelope.  Fat chance of that straight away.  Karl remained in his chair, looked at her and blushed, then looked round the still empty office.  What did the instructions say? he thought.  He put his right hand onto her left arm and twisted it, not harshly, just so he could see the iPhone in its holder.  No, not iPhone, MGMU. He looked at it.

The screen showed a countdown timer in green, 15 . . . 14 . . . 13 . . . 12.  He watched as the numbers turned from green to amber at 10, then to red at 5.  The girl was getting nervous as the MGMU started to bleep, she clearly knew that her time was coming up.  Karl wasn’t sadistic, he just wasn’t sure what to do, then he touched the screen and the bleeping stopped, still the girl didn’t move.  He felt a twinge in his cock as he looked at her, she was younger than his daughter.  The MGMU bleeped again and he looked at it, it asked him to rate her from zero to five on appearance.  How could he give her anything less than a five?

He took his hand off the MGMU (internally he was calling it a MUG-MU) and touched her face.  She flinched slightly, but didn’t recoil.  He could feel himself sweating, he was nervous.  At the back of mind, despite his precautions he still thought that this could be a set up.

He ran his hand down her chin, onto her collar and slipped a finger into the D ring and pulled her closer to him.  He opened his legs and pulled her nearer, her face an inch from the obvious bulge in his pants.  He swallowed, released her collar and pushed his hand down, onto her breasts, she accepted his touch but kept her hands on her legs.

“Take my cock out,” he whispered.  Seconds later her hands were on his pants, she pulled the zipper down and rubbed his cock, then felt inside and pulled his underwear out and down, releasing his cock and balls.  Karl took her head into his hands and twisted it slightly up, forcing her to look at him, she was very attractive.  He bent down and their lips touched, he forced her mouth open with his tongue and they kissed, then he sank back in his chair and guided her mouth down onto his cock.

Karl moaned as she opened her mouth and her tongue flicked his cock, her lips touched his thick shaft and she started to move her head up and down.  More than once Karl forced her down, deeper than she wanted to go, deeper than she was capable of and she gagged, spluttering and pulling back to regroup.  Karl just couldn’t believe his luck, she was stunning and she was his.  And given that this was day one of the program he was probably the first to use her.  The thought of that, a stunning young woman, sucking his cock because he’d told her to sent him over the edge, his balls tightened and he started to cum, pumping load after load into her mouth. 

MG 1 didn’t resist, she knew this was part of the job.  She kept him deep inside her mouth, making gentle noises to show him how she enjoyed sucking him and swallowing, though in reality she felt disgusted and sickened.  14 years in a private school and reduced to this, this thought.  It was all she could do to not cry.  When he stopped cumming she pulled back, his hands had fallen away and she swallowed, then opened wide to show him her empty mouth, then she resumed her place, hands up, making a table waiting for his envelope.  Karl smiled, he put the envelope in her hands, touched the MGMU to rate her 5* for skills, then spun the chair back to the computer.  Still she didn’t move.

He opened the browser and resumed the session, he typed out where she should deliver the letter, seconds later her MGMU bleeped, he watched as she twisted the unit to look, she lowered her head, stood up gracefully and turned and started to run.

Karl just shook his head, he opened Outlook and deleted his resignation letter.  Fuck more money, this was something that working somewhere else just couldn’t provide.
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When James, Jimbo to his friends and co-workers arrived in the office he took the elevator straight up to 33 and walked to his cube.  James had had the same cube for several years, it was decorated the way he liked it, on one wall pictures of his family, his wife and children.  The two monitors in a corner, slightly curved, the keyboard facing them.  On the other wall were his inspiration quotes and favorite passages from the bible.

He sat down, plugged in and was soon hard at it.  Normally the background noise was annoying, today it was almost intolerable.  Every cube was always the same, a person inside, typing away soundlessly.  Keys were the only noise.  Today there was talking, incessant talking. 

No sooner had he arrived than the phone on his desk started to ring.  James hated the phone, he picked up and listened as Kent on 42 asked him to come right up.  James misheard him, he stood up and was about to shout, demanding silence, when he saw the source of the noise.  A naked girl was running down the corridor between the cubes, the staff were all standing, watching her run, all with eyes wide open.  James did the same, then dropped the phone he was holding.

He watched as she ran into the cube opposite his occupied by a man he’d only exchanged 100 words with, despite them sitting opposite each other for nearly two years.  That was the aim of the company and cubes, make you focus on work.  He watched, in disbelief, as the naked woman dropped to the floor and offered a letter to the man, he took it and then started to grope the girl, the man looked at James and made a face, indicating that some privacy would be nice.

James looked away, his face flushed and he sat down, the phone call forgotten.  He sat there fuming, this betrayed every value he held.  He shook his head once, twice, three times when he heard a noise, he spun round to see a naked girl waiting for him, legs open, arms up.  He didn’t know what to do, he waited and took the envelope and opened it.

How was Church Jimbo?

He heard laughter and stood up, half a dozen people were laughing at his discomfort.  His face flushed again and he didn’t know what to do.

“You’ll want to stop the clock, don’t want her getting beaten do you?”  James didn’t understand, he forced himself to look at the naked girl, she had an iPhone on her arm and it was beeping.  He looked at it, forcing himself to touch the girl, the screen had big red numbers on it, it was a clock and the count was increasing.  He opened and closed his mouth, then touched the screen.  The clock stopped on 22 seconds.

Plus 22 seconds.

The girl stayed motionless, head down and waited.  James had no idea what to do, he tried talking to her but she didn’t speak, not a word, nor would she move.  In desperation he opened his email and read, then read the new company policy.  He felt sick to his core, this girl was going to be punished for HIS ‘crime’ of not pushing the buttons on the iPhone quickly enough.  It wasn’t fair, he didn’t know.

But he did know one thing.

He started a new email and resigned.  No way did he want to work for this company.  This went against everything he believed in, against the laws of his God and he thought his country.  How could he go home and face his wife, his daughters having been at work around this.  He emailed it in, stating that his resignation was effective immediately.  To hell with the consequences.  He stood up to walk out of End-Trust for ever.

Tomorrow he would contact a lawyer, his congressman and senator.  Someone had to stop this.  And it was going to be him.
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Sophia sat in her office, watching the scene outside as Mail Girls ran around, delivering pointless mail.  She smiled, from the feedback on the intranet and in the discussion groups it was being, mostly, well received.  She’d already been notified of 20 or so resignations, just as she’d hoped.  All the ancient dinosaurs that commanded the high salaries.

Sophia waited until the afternoon before she ordered a Mail Girl for herself.  She was shocked to see that the estimated time of arrival for a blue collared girl was well into tomorrow, fuck she was horny now.  She stood up and closed her blinds, then changed her order to a white collared girl.  ETA six minutes.

When the girl arrived Sophia was very, very happy.  She remembered interviewing the girl, long flowing straight red hair, good boobs, thin waist and a full ass.  She checked the girl’s arm, number 33.  The girl did as trained, she came into the office and knelt before Sophia, arms up, legs open and waited, grateful for the rest.  As a white collar girl she didn’t get used and abused, she just ran and ran and she was tired after eight hours of it.  Sophia ignored her, she waited and waited.  The MGMU started to bleep as her time ran out, Sophia continued to ignore number 33.

Sophia waited a full 10 minutes after the clock had expired before she leaned down and clicked it off.  That would show up on number 33’s time card as an appointment being missed by 10 full minutes.  33 was angry, no, furious, she’d been there on time and she knew it.  She opened her mouth to speak.

“One word and I’ll report you for that as well.  Don’t compound your failure.”  My failure, thought 33, My fucking failure?  She opened her mouth again and Sophia slapped her across the face, hard, knocking 33 sideways.  She regained her composure as quickly as she could, but too late for the demanding Sophia.

“That does it, 10 minutes late, back chat and you’re poorly presented.  I think that will warrant instant punishment, plus looking at the daily chart you’re now a firm last.  How do you think Mr. Muller will react.”  Sophia loved the way 33 shuddered at the thought, Sophia had watched occasional training sessions and knew he took far too much pleasure in discipling the girls.  Then using them afterwards.  Inflicting pain clearly turned him on.

Sophia let the threat hang in the air for 20 seconds, before softening her voice.

“I could, of course, overlook the infringements and I could edit the timecard, if you want me to?”

33 was unsure of the correct response, but she nodded her head, it seemed safest.  Sophia looked up, her door was closed, all the blinds were down.  She stood up and unzipped her skirt and pulled her panties down to reveal her pussy, just as bald as 33’s.  Sophia sat down, legs apart and pulled 33 close by her collar.

“Eat me or I’ll report you.  Do a good job and I’ll amend you timecard.”  33 thought for a second, then a tear escaped her eye, she wasn’t a lesbian, she’d not signed up for sex, just for running.  But she’d been beaten enough by Mr. Muller in training to know what a good threat Sophia had made.  33 bent forward and kissed the inside of Sophia’s thighs  and licked upwards, hating the woman, hating her job, hating her life.
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Mrs. Patterson was sat at home, the dinner was in the oven and would be ready at seven, it was a Thursday night, nothing fancy.  She flicked through the channels until she found what she was looking for.  Like many older people she was one of the dwindling audience for local TV news.  She liked the mix of local news, and besides, the anchor was always nice to look at, even if he did surround himself with scantily clad young girls.

“And our last feature tonight,” the anchor said smiling, “the latest phenomenon to hit this crazy city,” Mrs. Patterson picked up the remote to kill the set, the ‘and finally’ stories were usually drivel, “we go to our roving report Jasmine who’s downtown at one of the Bay’s oldest tech giants End-Trust systems.”  Mrs. Patterson’s ears pricked up, that was where her husband of 25 years worked.  She turned the volume up and listened intently.

When Sophia, VP of HR came on she took an instant dislike to her, young, attractive, motivated and probably on twice what her husband was on.  “Bitch,” she even mouthed at the TV.  When Sophia started to speak about the Mail Girl program she dropped the remote, when the naked Mail Girl came on her jaw dropped and her mouth hung open, she was barely breathing, her temperature rising and her blood starting to boil.  Even after the article ended and the brainless bimbo weather girl came on she didn’t move, she just sat stationary, thinking about what she’d seen and attempting to process the information. 

Mail Girls had been at that place for three weeks.  THREE WEEKS.  Had Gerald ever mentioned it once?  Of course he hadn’t.  She could barely contain her anger, her nails stuck into the chair arms and pierced the leather.  No wonder he’d been so happy the last three weeks, gone was the husband that complained all evening about his job, the one that drank, the one that had to be kicked out of bed in the mornings.  No, the last three weeks a new man had been living with her, full of life, smiling, leaving for work with a smile on his face, taking overtime when it was offered.  The man she’d married.

Mrs. Patterson didn’t move when the oven started to beep as the timer ended.  She didn’t move when the car came up the drive, nor when the door opened and Gerald came in.

“Hi Honey,” he shouted, “Something smells good.”  He did this every night when he came in, it was part of their routine.  He didn’t wait for a reply, he just kicked off his shoes, hung up his coat and went upstairs to get changed.  Downstairs something stirred in his wife.

Mrs. Patterson stood up and went into the kitchen, she turned off the oven and pulled out the now overdone chicken and put it out.  She put the salad onto the table and poured two glasses of wine, she downed one, then the other and refilled the glasses.

When Gerald came in he sat down and started to carve, he’d been in the room for a good two minutes before he noticed his wife sitting in silence.  He looked at her, suddenly aware that she was, to put it mildly, not in a good mood.

“Honey, what’s up?” he asked.

Mrs. Patterson stayed silent for a few moments longer before she smiled.  “How was your day dear?” her tone of voice pleasant and welcoming to him.

He smiled, unsure of what was going on, “Great thanks, and yours?”  he picked up the wine and drank some.  Ah, Semillon, always went well with a chicken salad.

“Good.”  She toyed with him.  “How’s the mail delivery service at work these days?”

Gerald went white, he started to shake uncontrollably, sweat started to form on his head, he could feel his blood pressure rising.  He tried to put the glass down on the table but missed, it shattered on the floor.

“How could you?  How the fuck could you stay there Gerald?”  She was screaming at him.  “Have you touched any of the girls Gerald?  Have you?”  He didn’t answer, he opened and closed his mouth, but words wouldn’t form.  He wanted to lie, to deny anything but he couldn’t form the words, not that it would have mattered, his wife could spot when he was lying.

She threw her glass at him, he didn’t even try to dodge the missile as it hit him in the face, the glass breaking on his spectacles.  He tried to stand but his legs gave way and he fell to the floor, clutching his chest, struggling to breathe.  His wife didn’t notice, she just kept screaming and throwing things at him for what seemed like forever.  Even when the concerned neighbors called the cops she carried on until she was escorted out in handcuffs, it was too late for Gerald.
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Selena sat at her desk and read the email again and again.  She clicked on the link and read the detailed HR policy.  As one of only a few female coders at End-Trust she’d had to fight the system all her life.  She’d watched younger, less talented people being promoted over her as she was ignored.  It came with the territory.  Now in her early 30s she just accepted it.  She’d become a senior developer and that was as far as she’d ever go.

When she was younger the men spent all there time asking her out on dates, she’d turned them all down, not wanting to date someone from work.  As she got older the offers dried up as her reputation as a cold fish developed.  When nights out were organized she was never invited

Now she read the policy again.  It was like the company was actively trying to force female employees out.  She stood up and took a deep breath, then started to walk down the cubicle corridor towards the water cooler.  As she walked she heard footsteps behind her, someone running.  Selena moved to the side, back to the cubicle wall and looked, 20 feet behind her a naked girl was running hard.  Selena put her hands behind her back and pushed against the wall, to make sure she didn’t touch the girl.

The girl didn’t pause, stop or even slow down as she shot past Selena, her arms were pumping, her boobs bouncing as she ran.  Selena couldn’t help but watch, the spectacle of a naked girl running in an office almost entirely populated by men in suits was vaguely laughable.  Selena let her past, then continued to walk to the water cooler.  Once there she poured a paper cup of water and downed it, then poured another.

“When are we going to see you running like that then?” asked a voice.

She spun round to look at Barry, always – in his opinion – the office joker, in hers he was a freak, she felt uncomfortable around him, he was a border line sex pest.

“Fuck off Barry,” she replied.

“Tetchy, tetchy,” he said.  He put an arm on the wall, effectively trapping her and moved his head in close.  “I’d want you to bring me mail, just say the word.”

“You’ve no idea how much I want to kick you in the balls right now.”

Barry shook his head, “They all think you’re a lesbian you know, I know you just need a good hard fuck from a stud with a long cock.”

“Rules you out then doesn’t it numb nuts.”

Barry flushed.  “You’ll be reporting to me one day and you know it,” he said through barred teeth.  Selena flashed him a smiled, showing him her teeth in return.  Problem was, she suspected he was right.  He kept her there for a moment before releasing her.  She walked back to her desk, almost crying.

In any normal company she’d have reported him to HR, but this was a company that had just employed naked girls to ferry mail.  First, who would believe her, second women’s rights were clearly not a major issue any longer.  She thought back to the mail, how could another woman introduce such a policy?  How?

When she sat down she flicked on her screen and opened IntelliJ.  Behind her she heard more running, then a thump.  She turned round, a different naked girl was on her knees, offering her a piece of paper.  She stopped the girls MGMU straight away, she didn’t want to see another woman suffering.  She picked it up and opened it, it was a crude drawing of a man with a woman kneeling before him, her lips wrapped on his cock.  She heard laughter and looked up, three men were in the next cube, including Barry who winked at her.

“Very funny Barry,” she said and dumped it in the trash.  More laughter.  Selema pressed the MGMU and rated the girl 5*, then the button to dismiss her.  The girl stood, the MGMU beeped and she turned to run, Selena didn’t have a mission for her, but someone else did.

Selena went back to work, she’d never summon a Mail Girl but there was nothing she could do to stop others sending them to her.  A bit like being prompted or getting another job in this – what the government still laughably called a recession – economic environment.  Selena picked a ticket from the queue and started to work. 
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Marko stood outside the tower that was End-Trust system’s global HQ.  He looked up at the building, as a native of San Fransico he knew all about the company, 25 years ago before he was born it was the place to work in IT.  Now of course it had been eclipsed by the likes of Microsoft, Google, Twitter (X), eBay . . . the list was endless.  Places he’d much rather work.  Places that paid a damn sight better.  Like most young people he was fixated on the money.  Hell, he’d not even wanted to come here for the interview, but his father had pointed out this was a sellers market and he couldn’t afford to be choosy.  Especially when you graduated a year late with a GPA of 3.1.

He'd had an interview with Google, it had gone OK he thought but a week later and he’d yet to hear back from them.  He’d liked Google, the campus, the laid back attitude, the lack of formal dress amongst the staff.  Today he was wearing a dark suit, starched white shirt (done up) and a tie.  He’d only bought the suit two days ago when he’d got confirmation of the interview.  He didn’t like it, and couldn’t see himself working at End-Trust.  But, if nothing else it was going to be interview experience.  Marko checked his phone, 15  minutes early.  According to his research that was the correct amount of time to arrive prior to an interview.  He stepped forward and entered the building.

As required he approached the front desk, there was no one in line.  A young woman looked up at him, he pulled his interview confirmation up on his phone and showed it to her.  She took it from him, typed something on the computer and bid him to sit down, pointing to some comfy seats in the reception area.  The area was brightly lit and busy with people coming and going, arriving at work, leaving, going about their daily business.

Marko worked hard to ignore his phone, he’d put it on silent but the temptation to pull it out and play with it was strong, as time wore on the urge became harder and harder, but he managed to resist.  Another thing he’d read about – plus he knew himself, if he played with it he’d get engrossed and coming back to reality would be hard work.

So instead he people watched.  The tech giants had been male dominated, but there were still large numbers of woman.  Virtually everyone he saw here was male and 30 years older than him, this also put him off.  But working here is better than what I’m doing now, he thought.  What he was doing now was nothing, and with four years of student loans to service he had to do something.

He watched as the doors to an elevator opened, then sat bolt upright, lifted his glasses and rubbed his eyes.  He blinked and looked again.  A naked girl walked out of the elevator.  She passed security and stood in front of him, she was about five feet six, long dark hair.  She was naked, no, she wore knee length white socks and a pair of Nikes.  On one arm was an iPhone, on her other shoulder was a tattoo,  words formed a circle around a number.

[image: ]

The only other adornment she wore was a black leather collar on her neck.  The girl walked over to him and stopped, she looked down at him making no attempt to cover herself or hide her modesty.  She opened her mouth.

“Are you Marko Davies?” she asked.  Marko looked around, no one else seemed to be able to see what was happening right in front of him.  He was sat in the reception of a busy company building and a stark naked girl was talking to him.  He swallowed nervously, before he stood and confirmed his name.

“I’m number 8,” she replied, forcing a smile, “Please come with me.”  The girl turned and started to walk, he watched her ass for a few seconds the followed, she guided him past security and the entered the elevator and rode it to floor 19, then out onto the open plan layout – open plan, if you ignored the banks of cubicles.

As they walked Marko looked around, middle aged men dominated and no one, NO ONE looked up at him and 8 as they walked.  Surely, someone, someone other than him could see that there was a naked girl leading him though the office?  Was everyone else blind?

Abruptly 8 stood to one side and flattened her back against a cubicle wall, she put out an arm and pushed Marko back as well, her arm was on his stomach but he felt excited, a naked girl was touching him.  He looked further ahead, a second naked girl was coming towards him, running, and running hard, her breasts swinging and moving as she ran, arms pumping.  Marko watched her go past, she had the same tattoo but this one was number 33.  He opened his mouth and spoke,

“What is going on?”

8 turned her head, “All will be explained at your interview Sir.”  With that she resumed her walk and he followed.  Sir? He was going to ask about that. 

8 knocked on a door and then opened it, she walked in and introduced Marko to Mr. Turner, an impressively tall African American man.  He had a huge smile, flashing his white teeth, Marko liked him instantly.  They shook hands and Mr. Turner, or Steve as he asked to be known asked if he could get him a drink – water, coffee, a soda maybe?

“Thanks,” replied Marko, “Could I get a Coke Zero please.” 

“Excellent choice Marko,” replied Steve, “Get us two,” he added, not looking at anyone.  8 nodded and turned and ran while Steve showed Marko to a chair.  Marko took it and they made small talk, Steve trying to put Marko at ease.  When 8 returned, in a matter of moments she was breathing hard.  The girl gave each man a drink, then Marko watched as she dropped to her knees, legs open, head down, hands on her thighs.  Steve laughed,

“We’ll talk about that later,” he said, gesturing to 8, “I’m guessing your full of questions?”  Marko nodded.  Questions?  About a million of them, he thought.  The interview started properly then, Steve asked technical questions and was pleasantly surprised at the quality of Marko’s answers.  The only tricky point for Marko was when he was asked to explain why his GPA was so low, he decided to be honest and told them about the party life – the class was so easy for the first two years he got caught up and realized too late that the partying couldn’t continue into the last year.  Steve nodded, he could understand that.  Throughout 8 didn’t move, Marko kept stealing glances at her.

“So,” Steve asked at last, “That’s me done.  I’m sure you’ve got questions for me?”  He tilted his head to number 8 as he spoke.  “And not just about her.”

“Well, I hope you don’t mind me asking, but . . . what is that?” That, he thought, I just referred to another human being as THAT?  Marko asked, pointing at 8.  Steve laughed.

“That is number  . . . er . . . 8, she’s a Mail Girl.  About three weeks ago HR introduced them as a new policy.  They run naked around the building delivering mail.  This one’s wearing a black collar, which means she’s available.”  Steve laughed again.  Marko smiled, not sure what Steve actually meant.  Steve leaned forward, put his elbows on his desk and put his head onto his hands, which he’d formed into fists.

“What that means is you get to fuck her, if you want.”  Marko looked at 8 who blushed, the men were talking about her like she was meat or an animal.  Property.

“Go head, touch her if you want.”

Marko swallowed uncomfortably, he wanted to but wasn’t sure if Steve really meant it.  Was this some kind of test?  Steve laughed again,

“Sit on his lap 8, put his hands on your tits.”

8 moved gracefully, bringing her knees together.  She got onto all fours and crawled to Marko, then stood up.  Marko uncrossed his legs and she sat on him, then she took his wrists into her hands and put them on her breasts.  He blushed, he felt weird touching a girl like this, especially in the presence of another man.  Steve laughed again.

“It took me a week to get used to it,” he said, “But it’s a perk, a real perk of working here . .” Steve’s voice trailed off as he thought about it.  Every morning he came into work and started with a blowjob, all he had to do was a few clicks on the mouse and 10 minutes later a willing naked girl turned up.  And being in management he wasn’t on display. 

Marko was thinking, it seemed too good to be true.  He ran his hands over 8’s breasts, playing with them.  He was being gentle, she didn’t seem to mind at all.  Timidly he ran a hand down her stomach  and touched the top of her pussy, her legs opened and allowed him access.  He looked into her eyes, she looked distant, like she wasn’t really there.  Suddenly remembering where he was he stopped.  Steve was watching him.

“Great perk, isn’t it?”  Marko just nodded.  Perk?  he thought, PERK?  A perk was free coffee or a gym membership.  If free coffee represented finding five dollars in the street this was winning Powerball.

“So,” said Steve, “You’ll be hearing from us officially tomorrow, but have I sold you on our firm?”  Marko looked away from 8 to Steve, then back again to 8.  He nodded.  Who gave shit about internet giants?  This was where he wanted to work.  He couldn’t imagine working anywhere else.  Ever.


13

Sophia was nervous, she’d been outside onto the smoking area for a couple of cigarettes, they’d helped but she was still nervous.  She was stood outside the main board room, for the third time in her life she was going to be invited in.  She knew why she was there, the program had been an amazing success, in the seven weeks since it had been implemented staff costs (predicted after resignation periods) would be down almost 35%, the age of the average employee was down from 48 to 34 and falling quickly.  They’d gained national exposure on all the main TV channels and the once stuffy old End-Trust systems was now cool and fashionable.

And it was all Sophia’s doing.

She’d moved apartments, into a huge one in Russian Hill overlooking Fisherman’s Wharf, it was more than she could afford but with her imminent pay rise she’d soon be able to get it.  Till then her savings covered the difference.  Her car had been replaced, a shiny new Tesla occupied her parking space in the garage.  She and Venus had enjoyed meals out, a long weekend in New York.  Life was good, and about to get better.

She waited outside for the main board meeting to finish, then she knew she’d be invited in to give the one page management summary.  She’d practiced it over and over until it was word perfect, she’d got all the numbers at her finger tips and she was ready.  She’d do her presentation and then the empty corner office on the 49th floor with views of the Bridge and the Bay would be hers.  She could smell it, it was that close.

The door opened and Assem opened it.  He looked at Sophia and smiled.  “Come in, please,” he said and she followed him, to the front of the room.  As she entered she look around, the room was about 50 feet long, each of the plush leather chairs occupied by a man in an expensive suit.  The table was stylish, made of steel and glass, the view incredible, it was a floor above hers and directly above, the view even better.  She looked out of the window at the Bridge, the top of the Golden Gate showing above the mist.  She smiled, she felt good, this was her time.

Assem guided her to the front of the room, “Let me all introduce you to Ms. Lang who oversaw the introduction of the Mail Girl program.”  Sophia smiled and took the applause from the suits, men she’d soon be getting to know and work her charms on.  Senior VP at 24, no, 25, it had been her birthday last week.  A company record.

Sophia spoke confidently for her allotted time, she fielded the questions expertly and generally impressed.  When she’d finished Assem asked her to take a seat, which she did.  He stood at the front, next to her and asked her one final question.

“Sophia, I just have one question for you.  When did you have this idea?”

“About three months ago,” replied Sophia, wondering where this was going.

“Sure?”

“Positive,” she replied.  You know that, she thought, where are you going with this?

Assem turned to face the table.  “As you know gentlemen, End-Trust expects the highest standards from our employees, and those that break them should expect to face the consequences.  Allow me to show you a video.”  Everyone turned to face one of the screens in the room.  Sophia froze, there she was on the screen.  She watched herself, wearing a collar and leash as she was lead into a hotel.  Next was from inside an elevator, she was ordered to go to a room and strip naked and wait.  She called the man Sir.  Next  She was naked, running on a treadmill.  The video ran for 30 seconds, then cut to a second video of her crawling into a hotel room.  More than one board member looked from the screen to Sophia and back.  Finally, and this one ran for almost two minutes, was one of her inside her office being pleasured by a Mail Girl.

A Mail Girl wearing a white collar.

Throughout the room was silent, Sophia’s mouth was dry.  When the video ended everyone turned back to face Assem and Sophia.  Assem spoke.

“Now I’d like to invite Ms. Akari in.”  He pressed his phone, the doors opened and Akari from the Japan office walked in.  Sophia tried to speak, but couldn’t make words form.

“Akari tells me, and I have verified through emails, that Ms. Lang did not have this idea, in fact she stole the idea and took credit for Ms. Akari’s idea.  The success of the Mail Girl program is entirely down to her, and I whole heartedly recommend Ms. Akari’s promotion to Junior Vice President.”  The members of the board murmured their agreement.  Akari beamed and bowed to the board.  As she walked out on cloud 9 Assem leaned into Sophia, “You’re always being filmed Sophia, always.”

“Finally,” Assem continued, as he addressed the room again, “We need to address Ms. Lang’s behavior.  I’m sorry to bring this before the board, but I think it’s appropriate.”  Sophia’s heart was pounding.  “She has, in my opinion, brought the company into disrepute through her actions, she has abused the Mail Girl system, she has lied and taken credit for another member of staff’s actions and ideas.  I believe she must be terminated, with immediate effect.”  Assem looked at Sophia and smiled.  Bitch, he thought, Got you.

Sophia started to shake.  She opened her mouth, “Shut up, we’re discussing you, not talking to you,” said the CEO.  He continued, “Frankly, I can’t disagree with you Assem.  Any dissenters?”  The tone of his voice indicated that he didn’t expect any.  Not many people are brave enough to speak against the CEO, there were none on the board, this board was a bunch of handpicked Yes Men.  Assem smiled, he pressed his phone again and the doors opened, two burly security guards came in.  He nodded to Sophia.

“Please escort her from the premises and remove her security badge.”

Sophia couldn’t stand, her head filled with white noise, the two men picked her up and carried her.  The last thing she could remember was Akari being toasted as the new Junior VP in charge of the Mail Girl program.  She passed out as she was carried from the building and unceremoniously dumped on the sidewalk in front of the building.  When she came to she looked up, in front of her was a small box with personal possessions from her office, her stomach cramped and she threw up, people didn’t help, they just made an effort to walk round her.

What the fuck was she going to do now?
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