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Warning

This book contains adult content that may be unsuitable for some readers.

This book is intended for adults over 18 and all characters in this story are represented as 18 or over.
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Sophia ran herself a bath and climbed in, the bottle of wine at the side of the tub.  She was crying.  In the last six weeks her life had fallen apart, completely, utterly fallen apart.  Instead of being promoted to Senior Vice President she’d been fired on the spot and thrown into the street – literally.  Since then she’d applied for 20, 30 jobs, she’d only had five replies and they all followed the same format.

Employ the woman that brought Mail Girls to America?  Insult our female staff?  Not interested, your name has been marked and you’ll never be employed here.  Please don’t apply to us ever again.

Her friends had disowned her, her girlfriend (a stripper for fuck’s sake) had announced that she could do better than her and dumped her.  Her former colleagues wanted nothing to do with her, her name was mud, she’d closed all her social media feeds as she got nothing but abuse and hate, well, apart from the guys that asked her out on dates.  Guys you wouldn’t touch with a 50 foot pole.  Her life had turned to shit.  So like so many before her she turned to drink.

Her rent check had bounced, she had no money, the landlord was going to have her evicted the following day, the car was about to be repossessed.  With depreciation her $100,000 car had cost her almost $20,000 for six weeks of ownership.  The credit cards were unpaid, her bank account empty.  So she sat in the bath, cried and drank.

******

“I’m sorry Miss,” the checkout assistant said, refusing to make eye contact with her, “But that card has also been declined.”  Sophia started to shake, over the last two weeks she’d sold everything she could on eBay, she’d tried to get alternative work but failed, the news was no longer referring to the economic climate as a recession, now people were openly calling this a depression.

“I’m sorry,” she replied, handing the card back to Sophia.  Sophia took it and put it in her purse.  She took a long look at the groceries packed away in their brown paper bags, the pasta, the cookies, the tubs of Ice Cream, the bottles of wine.  Sophia turned and walked out of the store, crying.

When she got back to her apartment her access key didn’t work the elevator, she asked the security guard who looked her up her details, then handed her an envelope.  She took it and opened it, guessing what it said.

Dear Ms. Lang,

As you are now four weeks behind on your rent we have locked you out of your apartment until the balance is due.  You signed a three year lease, the debt and interest will continue to accrue.  Access will be denied until you settle the outstanding balance, which currently stands at $6,490.62.

Paradise Apartments

Sophia read it twice over as she walked out.  Her rent was $3,500 a month, how had that got to almost $6,500 when she was one month behind?  She turned it over, the bill was itemized.  Rent, interest on non payment, fees for locking her out, legal fees, cleaning fees, emptying the apartment and arranging storage of her goods, electric bill, fee for sending her the letter she was reading . . . the list went on and on.  She laughed at the last one, laughed out loud.  She’d been invoiced $100 for having that letter sent to her.  Her laughter turned to tears as she realized she’d be spending the night on the street, hungry, afraid, alone in the world.  Alone with the thousands of other people who called the streets of San Fransisco their home.

******

“I’m Sorry Miss  . . . er . . Lang,” the old crone in the welfare office said, “But you’ve earned far too much to claim welfare this year.”  Sophia was furious.

“But that’s not fair,” she said, stamping her foot, “I’ve paid into the system for years, it’s supposed to be there to support me when I need it.”

“Indeed it is,” the woman replied, grateful and not for the first time for the inch thick bullet proof glass between her and the would be recipients of welfare, “I don’t make the rules, I just apply them.  And the rules are clear, you’ve earned way, way too much to claim anything this year.  I’m sorry, but there’s nothing I can do.”

Sophia stood up, her anger was consuming her, she put her hands onto the glass and the agent pulled back, despite the barrier.

“I’ve got no where to sleep, I’ve not eaten for two days,” she screamed, the office fell silent and two burly security guards started towards her.  Sophia beat her fists on the glass, she was hysterical now.  The guards grabbed her and carried her still screaming and dumped her in the street.  Inside Sophia’s case file was marked, entry to the building was controlled via finger print access, the staff ensured Sophia wouldn’t gain access again.  Sophia was facing a second night on the street.

******

Sophia sent the night in Presido of San Fransico under a bush, the morning sun woke her early.  She’d barely slept, fear of being attacked, raped or worse had made sleep difficult.  When she emerged she was thirsty and hungry, she found a water fountain and drank, then she washed herself as best she could.  She didn’t know what time it was, her phone was flat.  I can sell it for a few bucks, she thought. 

All her life Sophia had laughed at poor and homeless people, she knew that it was their own fault.  Now she knew just how far and how quickly someone could fall.  After she sold her phone she was horrified, it was an iPhone 18, she’d paid over a $1,000 for it just four weeks ago – another little treat for her failed promotion.  Now she walked out of the pawn shop with $125 for it, and the staff member had told he she was robbing him blind.  Could be hot, he said.  In reality he could work out what had happened to her and was making a fast buck off her bad luck.

Sophia spent some of the money on food, with a fullish stomach she started to think.  But she could only think of two ways she was going to survive.  First, she thought, I could become a whore.  The thought almost made her sick, working for a pimp, being beaten and abused, the discarded when she was no longer young enough to turn a trick.  She’d seen the old whores on the streets, that wasn’t very appealing.

Second, and this was almost worse, she could return to End-Trust and beg to become a Mail Girl.  She stood on the street corner outside the 7/11 when a car drew up.  Her clothes were ripped and torn from the bushes, she was showing flesh and the car stopped, the window drew down.

“Get the fuck off my street cunt,” the passenger yelled.  Sophia didn’t move.  “I’m talkin’ to you whore,” he yelled, sounding hysterical, “This is my street, MY girls work here.  Not you.”  He flashed a gun at her to emphasis the point.  Sophia stared at the gun, still unable to move until the man opened the door and started to get out.  She nodded and started to walk.  What had been a choice of two options, was now a choice of one. 

“If I see you here again whore I’ll fucking kill you,” he yelled at her.  Sophia had to fight down the urge to flip him the bird.  It might have got her killed.  She was at rock bottom, nowhere to go and less than $100 to her name.  She walked up Hyde street, looking into the alleyways at the tent cities, the drug takers, the women that survived by whoring themselves out to the strong men in return for protection.

No, she couldn’t take that option.  Death was preferable.
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Sophia walked until she was outside End-Trust, people were arriving for their day at work.  She summoned up what little dignity she had and entered the building.  People looked at her, she just ignored them all.  She walked up to the receptionist who looked up.  The receptionist was well trained, she wanted to tell the bedraggled woman in front of her to leave the building, but she reacted according to her training.

“May I help you?” she asked, smiling up at Sophia falsely.

“I’d like to  . . . I’d like to see Mr. Abbas please,” she replied.  Her voice was strong and confident.

“Do you have an appointment?” the receptionist asked, pointlessly.  She already knew the answer.

“No, but I think he’ll see me.”

“Your name?” the receptionist replied, going through the motions.

Sophia swallowed, physically and her pride.  “Sophia Lang.”

The receptionist paused, she’d know Sophia by sight, but the woman standing in front of her bore little resemblance.  Sophia, the queen bitch, the evil lady who kept pay down, the woman that wore suits that cost more than a month of her take home pay.  That Sophia was hated throughout the building, a woman on her way up who would tread on anyone to achieve her aims.

This woman . . . this woman clearly had been sleeping rough, no make up, black eyes from lack of sleep, she’d lost maybe 15lbs since she’d been fired – that was a happy day at End-Trust.  The receptionist was about to call security, when something made her stop.  It could be Sophia, she thought, it could just be.  The receptionist dug up Sophia’s file, still on the HR system then pulled out the finger print scanner.

“Please,” she said, offering it to Sophia.  Sophia nodded and put her index finger on the scanner, it quickly identified her as being the woman she claimed she was.  The receptionist wasn’t sure what to do, in the end she decided to message Mr. Abbas.  He responded within seconds.  The receptionist looked up.

“Mr. Abbas would like to know what you want?”

Sophia hesitated, looked around and then leaned over.  “I’d like to apply to become a Mail Girl,” she whispered.  The receptionist smiled and typed.  She waited, watching Mr. Abbas responding, dots dancing on the screen.  When the message appeared she read it twice, then laughed.  She looked around, the reception was a hive of activity with people arriving for their day.

“Mr. Abbas says he will consider you.  If you state your name very loudly, your former position and the job you want.  So everyone can listen.  Demean yourself.”  Sophia was shocked, both at the suggestion and how far she’d fallen that she didn’t just turn round and walk out.  She stepped back and looked around, there was easily 150 people in reception.

“And don’t wait too long,” the receptionist said, “He’s watching.”  Sophia looked up at one of the security cameras, the thing that had caused her to lose her job – she blamed security, not her own actions – swallowed, cleared her throat and started to speak, almost shouting.

“My name is Sophia Lang,” she cried out, people stopped walking and turned to look, the low buzz of people talking and moving turned to silence, “Until seven weeks ago I was Junior Vice President of Human Resources here at End-Trust Systems.”  She had everyone’s attention now.  No one was moving, no one was talking.  Many people nodded, they remembered her.  The day she’d left it had been a happy, happy day at the company.  Sophia continued.

“I’m here to apply for a job as a Mail Girl.”  Her face flushed as she spoke.  Still no one moved, they wanted more.  She remembered the last instruction.  “It’s all I’m worth,” she added, fighting back the tears as people pointed and talked about her.

“Mr. Abbass doesn’t think you’re serious,” the voice behind her said, “Prove that you are.”  There could only be one proof, Sophia knew that.  She put her shaking hands onto her blouse and started to unbutton it,  It came off slowly, followed by her bra, the ripped skirt was next, followed by her panties and shoes.  She stood there naked, being inspected by everyone in the office.  Sophia knew that the film would soon be on the intranet and it would be a massive hit.  Some people started laughing, some whooping and hollering.  Most just shook their heads at how the mighty had fallen and started to walk to the elevators.  They were, after all, on the clock.

The receptionist stood up and pulled out a plastic bag.  She emerged from behind the desk.  “Put your clothes in here,” she ordered.  Sophia, dumbfounded, did as she was told, putting all her clothes into the bag.  “Mr. Abbass says , and I quote, ‘tell her to be back here at three PM, don’t be late.  Oh, and get the fuck out of the building until then’.  His words,” she added, blushing.  With that she turned and walked back to her realm, Sophia watched as she threw her clothes into the trash.  Sophia looked at the clock, she’d have to survive almost six hours naked on the street.  She ran to the door.
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Sophia returned just before three, she’d spent the day hiding in an alleyway, under some carboard lying loose.  When she re-entered no one looked up, naked girls were a common sight in the building.  She walked up to reception and asked to see Assem, no, Mr. Abbass.  The same receptionist was on duty, she duly called him and he asked her to wait.

“Stand there,” Sophia was told as she was directed to the center of the reception, “Face the door and fold your arms behind your back.”  Sophia did as instructed. She waited for 5, 10, 15 minutes as people walked in and out.  Eventually she heard someone running, Assem had sent a Mail Girl to collect her.  The Mail Girl looped a dog leash around her neck and pulled, Sophia, humiliated beyond belief, had no choice but to follow as the girl started to run.

Instantly Sophia’s breasts started to move, she put her hands on them to hold them as they ran, they took the elevator up to the 50th floor.  Sophia checked the girl’s number, number 55.  As soon as the doors opened the Mail Girl started to run, this caught Sophia unawares as the leash tightened on the throat and she fell over, which caused the Mail Girl to stumble.  Sophia got up as the Mail Girl Monitoring Unit (MGMU) started to beep as they ran, time was running out.  They thrust open the door to the board room and ran to the front, the monthly HR meeting was in progress. The girls ran to the front, the Mail Girl dropped to the floor and Assem’s touched the MGMU to shut off the alarm.

Assem’s patted the girl’s head, he checked the clock.  “I’m guessing that being late is her fault?” he asked 55, who nodded.  He patted her head again, “I’ll get that removed from your record,” he said in a kind tone of voice.  He pressed the MGMU again to dismiss her and she stood, bowed and ran out of the room.  As she left the MGMU beeped again, a new assignment was in the offing for 55.

“Why don’t you come here my dear?” asked Assem, his voice once again soft and gentle.  Sophia was worried, she walked the few remaining steps over to him, when she was level with him his hand shot out and he slapped her hard across the face, knocking her sideways.  He screamed at the defenseless, desperate girl.

“Do you Mail Girls hold their tits when they run?  DO THEY?” 

Sophia shook her head, “No Sir,” she replied meekly.  Fuck, he’d, no, they’d all been watching her humiliation as she ran.  Fucking CCTV.  Assem’s hand shot out again, dealing her a second blow.

“And are Mail Girls allowed to talk with explicit permission?”  The reality of a Mail Girl’s life was starting to sink in.  She shook her head, she expected another blow, Mail Girls weren’t allowed to nod or shake, she was suddenly very aware of how unfair the rules were.  The rules that she’d written.

Aseem slapped her a third time, then a  fourth.  Sophia took each blow in silence, wondering where this was going.  After the fifth she worked it out, she dropped to the floor and opened her legs, head down, hands on her thighs.

“Better,” said Assem.  He turned away from Sophia and addressed the board.  “Ladies, gentlemen, I don’t know about you but I think this one might not be trainable.  What do you all think?”  Akari was the first to speak.

“She’s a little overweight.”  It was all preprepared, designed to degrade and humiliate the helpless girl, to start the process of breaking her mentally.  Various other people chimed in, Sophia started to cry as they spoke, each one judging her in turn.

“Seems a bit stupid.”

“Ugly.”

“Tits are too big for a real Mail Girl.”

“Failed to understand simple instructions, the one’s it wrote.”

“Got it’s fellow Mail Girl into trouble.”

“Doesn’t appear to be able to run very quickly.”

They carried on, one after another, Sophia didn’t move, she just started to cry as the discussed her like an animal.  They all hated her and wanted to utterly humiliate her.  They ignored her tears, everything was going to their plan.

After 10 minutes of degrading her like this, Assem called a halt.  “We do have space for more Mail Girls I guess,” he said, “Why don’t we vote on it?”  They went round the table, Sophia watching closely, she couldn’t believe herself but she was wishing they’d vote yes.  She watched Assem, he voted yes, Akari voted no with an evil smile on her face.  In the end, by seven votes to six they agreed to trial her.  Assem addressed the still crying young woman.

“Stand up and sign the contract, he said, pulling out some paper from under inside his document wallet, he pushed it over the desk as Sophia stood up.  Sophia started to read it,

I, Sophia Lang, of no fixed abode, (that brought another tear to her face), hereby accept the position of Mail Girl, Black Collar, for a period of . . .

She stopped reading as Assem hit her again.

“I said sign it moron, I didn’t say read it.  Anyway, you know what it says, you had legal draw up the contract.”

Sophia nodded again, she flipped to page three, picked up the pen, signed and dated the contract, then she pushed it back to Assem, who took it from her and signed on behalf of End-Trust.

“Welcome to End-Trust Systems, Mail Girl 69.  From now on your name is 69.  On behalf of the entire company I hope you will be very happy here.”  He laughed as he said this, the rest of the board laughed with him.  He pressed a button and the doors opened, Mr. Muller, the Mail Girl trainer walked in.  The man she’d hired, the man with a sadistic streak.  She shivered in fear,

“This is now your responsibility,” Assem said, gesturing to 69, “Don’t go easy on her.”

Mr. Muller smiled, he wasn’t going to.  Assem, Akari, the entire HR board knew it.

So did 69.


4

It had been weeks since James had resigned from End-Trust.  He knew of many employees who’d left the company since the Mail Girl program had been introduced.  Some were forced to leave by their spouses, some left because it was clear that they were trying to force older workers out, some, like him, because this was an affront to common decency, an offence before God.  He’d spoken with his Church, with his senator and congressman.  The Church were against it, he’d be attending a demo outside the company later that day.  His Senator wasn’t that bothered, his congressman had joked that maybe they should get Mail Girls on the hill.  Fuck you, he thought.

The most interested had been a lawyer, they’d spoken for a couple of hours before the lawyer said taking on End-Trust was beyond him, but he’d put James in contact with a much larger firm where one of his friends worked.  They didn’t come cheap, but the former employees and many churches in the bay area banded together.  They were going to fight this.  All the way to the Supreme Court, if needed.  The basis of the argument was many fold, first it was effectively prostitution, an attack on women’s rights, against the laws of God, public indecency, the list went on and on and on.

The law did make one thing clear, it was by no means open and shut, not one single charge was effectively illegal, but put them all together and maybe there was a case.

An initial hearing was arranged for three months’ time.  End-Trust planned to defend itself.
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Owen Muller, or Master to the Mail Girls, when they were allowed to speak produced a black collar and leash.  The color of the collar determined your status.  Black meant you had none, anything goes.  If the person that summoned you wanted a blow job, you sucked his cock.  If he wanted to slap you tits, you let him.  Anal?  At least you got five minutes of rest while he used you.

Sophia looked at it, accepting her fate.  She lifted her hair and Owen put it onto her neck, he padlocked it in place and hooked the leash onto the D ring.  He towered over his charge, looking down on the frightened girl.

“Normally I’d take a new hire straight to the basement,” he said, “But I think you could do with a tour of the office.”  He pulled the leash, Sophia started to walk.  She thought for a second, then folded her arms behind her back.  Seemed like a good idea.  Owen nodded, it was a pity she’d done that, he’d have liked to have started with a slap or punch, just to establish his authority over her.  Maybe she had some hope.  The purpose of tour of course was to further humiliate her.  As soon as they left the board room he took out a sharpie and wrote ‘69’ on her back and just above her tits.  Then the tour started.

As she was paraded around the top 10 floors people leaned out of their cubes to greet 69.  They’d slap her ass, grope her breasts and make insulting gestures.  69 knew most of these people, she’d worked with them, the evil queen of HR that kept their salaries down, refused promotions, blocked vacations, removed perks . . . the enormity of what she’d done to make VP was starting to hit home.  More than one person mimed oral sex to her, by the time they got to the 48th floor she was crying again, her ass was red from the slapping.

Owen paraded her down from the 50th floor to the 46th, by this time 69 was crying uncontrollably, which was what he was aiming for.  Break her mentally, that’s the idea he thought.  When he thought she couldn’t take any more, her steps were short, knees bending at the humiliation, he made her walk one more floor, the 46th.  At one point she collapsed, a man she’d known for a while and thought liked her made his fist into a hole and started sliding his finger in and out, while he mouthed “You’re next,” to her.  Owen gave her no mercy, he just yanked the leash, choking her and dragged her 20 feet until she stood up again.

When she stood up he closed on her and put his face an inch from hers.  “Don’t you ever, EVER, fucking do that again,” he snarled, “You’re here to stand up, run, deliver mail and obey orders.  Do you understand?  DO YOU UNDERSTAND?”  69 nodded.  She was broken.  At least for now.  As he turned Owen smiled to himself.  She was in tatters, but any woman that had climbed the career ladder like she had would come back.  That’s why 69 would be so much fun, he’d be able to break her time after time after time.
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“First things first,” said Owen as they entered the basement, “In this place you may speak when spoken to.  You don’t need to await permission.  That being said, two things.  First, you address me as Master when you speak.”  He paused, waiting for the obvious response from her.

“Yes Master,” she replied, not quite believing what she’d just said. It wasn’t supposed to be like this, she thought, fuck, I should have come down here to check on what was going on.

“Second thing, females are not allowed to speak to each other, only to males.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Master,” she replied, quietly.  She understood only too well.

Owen looked around, “I know you’ll break that rule, all the girls do.  Get caught and you’ll be punished.”  He continued, “Right, first things first, let’s get you tattooed.”  Owen pulled out his cell phone and scrolled through the stored contacts, in the absence of any orders 69 fell to the floor, legs open wide.  She wasn’t sure if this was the correct protocol, but she figured it probably was.  She was correct.

“Hey, any chance I can get a Mail Girl in any time today?” Owen said into his phone, “Great, see you soon, thanks.”  He killed the call and tugged 69’s leash.  Tattoo she thought, I assumed that they were just temporary ones.  She opened her mouth to object, then closed it again quickly.  She wasn’t allowed to speak after all.  She didn’t dare object.

Owen tugged her leash and she stood up.  He pulled her arms behind her back and cuffed her, then lead her back to the elevator.  “From now on this is the only one you’ll use,” he said, “You are only allowed to travel to floors that end in five or zero, can’t have fat assed Mail Girls hogging the elevator.” 

“Yes Master,” she replied.  Always a safe response.  She tried not to think about what was to come. 

They rode the elevator up to the first floor and out into reception, she was paraded again through reception and out into the street, still naked.  Nothing illegal about that.  69 wanted to cover herself up as best she could, but she dared not.  People stared as they walked, he was walking briskly, she had to keep up, more than once she cried out as she stood on a small stone, she didn’t even have shoes on.

The tattoo artist was down a back street, a place that 69 wouldn’t ever have frequented.  Owen led her in, straight into the back.  The tattoo itself was simple enough, not a challenge for any artist.  69 sat in the seat she was pushed into, something like a dentist’s chair, her right shoulder facing the artist, a man with more fingers than teeth.  His breath stank, she watched in horror as he picked up a bottle of bourbon and swigged from it.

“What number’s this one?” he asked.

“69,” replied Owen and the two men laughed.

“Pop back in a couple of hours,” he said, placing a hand onto 69’s breast.  She gripped the chair arm, sinking her nails into the disgustingly dirty dentists chair, then she looked at Owen, expecting him to stop the man, but he didn’t.  Instead he looked straight into 69’s pleading eyes.

“I’d better get a good report about your behavior when I return.  I will, won’t I?”  The tone of his voice left 69 in no doubt.

“You will Master,” she replied meekly.  She looked into the tattoo artist’s face, he smiled a toothless smile back at her, then he slid his hand from her breast and down her body, she wanted to resist, but knew better already, instead she opened her legs, spreading them, inviting him to touch her.

Which he did.  He ran his hands along her pussy, then lifted them to his face and sniffed.  He smiled back at her, the turned around, 69 could hear him searching for something.  When he turned back he was holding some ropes.

“You’re going to need to sit very still for this,” he said as he started to bind her to the chair, starting with her legs at the knees, then at the ankles.  Next he did her arms at the wrists and elbows.  When she was locked in place he pulled out a mouth gag, he showed it to her.

“This is what they used to use, oh, 150 years ago.  Made of steel, you just can’t close your mouth once it’s in.  Open wide!”  69 opened her mouth, more in shock as he slid the gag in, then pressed the levers on the side, it forced her mouth open even wider until it was a gaping hole.  The artist loved the way she looked, horrified and frightened, yet completely submissive to him.

He maintained eye contact with 69 as he ran a hand over her breasts, down her stomach and between her legs.  With her Master away she attempted to close them, the ropes prevented much movement.  The man didn’t blink, he pressed a button with his other hand and the stirrups of the chair started to move apart, exposing her soft pink pussy.  He tried to put his dirty fingers inside her, but she was too dry.

“Not to worry,” he said, he turned round and searched again, when he looked back he showed her a tube of lube, they both stared at the end of it in the silent room as he undid the cap and squeezed the clear substance onto his fingers, then he tried again, this time his fingers slid inside 69 – she tried to resist, to squeeze him out but he was too strong despite his wiry frame and he proceeded to finger fuck the girl.  He smiled at her, then whispered, “Don’t worry, that’ll be my cock in there soon.”  69 knew he wasn’t lying.

He withdrew his hand, stood between her legs, then pushed some more buttons and the chair started to rise, only a foot or so until her exposed pussy was level with his crotch, then he pulled down his pants, she looked down and gasped, she’d expected his cock to be small like the rest of him, but no such luck.  It was a monster, maybe nine or ten inches long and three inches across.

“Ah,” he said, “I can see you like big cocks.  That’s good.”  69 tried to escape, she moved but his rope work was too good, there was no escape.  She screamed.

“Scream all you want darling, people are used to it.  I get paid to hurt people, that what tattoo artists do.”

He touched his hard cock against her pussy, pushing, looking her in the eyes.

“No, I don’t use rubbers, just hurt too much.”  With that he thrust forward and 69 screamed in pain again, she’d never had anything that large inside her, 69 started to twist, attempting to pull back but she was immobile and there was nowhere to go.  She opened her mouth wider to scream, the gag expanded and the man laughed.

“Brilliant,” he said as he fucked her, “these things just open wider when your mouth does, but they don’t close.  Not until I pull them out.”  He continued to fuck her, she was so tight and struggling so hard he knew he’d cum quickly,

“Fight back, I love that,” he screamed at her, he grabbed her tits and crushed the nipples, causing her to cry out again as he raped her.  It didn’t take him long to cum, she really was struggling hard and that streak in her excited him. 

“I’m cumming,” he yelled, “Oh fuck I’m cumming,” as his balls contracted and he shot load after load insider her pussy.  69 had stopped moving, she just lay back now, accepting her fate.  When he pulled back he put his hand on her pussy and scooped up his cum, before depositing it into her mouth, still forced wide open.

“Let’s get you inked,” he said, wiping his cock on 69’s leg.  She barely registered it, she had no dignity left, she now knew what it really meant to be a mail girl.
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“You join me here outside End-Trust systems for the second time in as many months,” said roving reporter Jasmine into the camera, “Where as last time I reported on the Mail Girl introduction to America, today I’m reporting on a protest that’s been ongoing outside the company headquarters for almost four weeks.  I’m joined by James, former employee of End-Trust who’s been leading the protest.  James, thank you for joining me.”

“Thank you for having me Jasmine,” he replied.

“Can you tell us what you’re protesting about please?”

“Well Jasmine, Mail Girls all sounds simple enough doesn’t it, but let me tell you what’s going on inside that building,” he said, gesturing to the End-Trust global HQ behind him, “Naked girls running around is demeaning enough, but what they don’t tell you is what those girls get up to.  Let’s put it this way, it would make the Californian Porn Industry blush.”

“And when you were here last time,” he added, “The girl that you interviewed was no Mail Girl, she was a paid model.”  Jasmine nodded, showing she was listening, then she spoke to James and the camera.

“We asked End-Trust for a representative to talk to us, but they said that no one was available.  James, how long will this protest continue?”

“Until we win in court and get this evil practice made illegal.”

“And when is the first court case?”

“It’s scheduled for three weeks from today.”

“This is Jasmine Allen reporting for Bay City News.”
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Owen inspected the tattoo, it wasn’t great but the place was convenient and cheap.  Or rather it should have been cheap, simple black lettering around a five pointed gold star.  It featured her number and home office.  The tattoo was wrapped and 69’s arm hurt, but it was done.

[image: ]

“Nice,” said Owen, “what does she owe you?”

The toothless man put his hand onto 69’s chest again, “How about $3,000?”

69’s mouth opened.  What the actual fuck? She thought.  What do I owe him?  3,000 fucking dollars?

“No problem,” said Owen, “Give me a receipt and I’ll deduct it from her wages.  Did she give you any trouble?”  Owen was inspecting her body with it’s fresh marks on it.

“Not really, nothing I couldn’t cope with.”  They both laughed.  69’s face flushed with anger.  Anger at everything.

“This isn’t fair,” she said and stamped her foot.  The two men stopped laughing.

“Shut the fuck up bitch,” said Owen, his voice hard as nails, “You wrote the contracts.  Mail girls are responsible for their own expenses.  Remember?”  She nodded, but $3,000 for something that had taken an hour?  She opened her mouth again then closed it.

“You’ll be punished for that outburst later,” he told 69.  She put her head down.  Fuck.

“Yes Master,” she replied, her voice full of sadness at what was about to come.  What else could she say?
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The walk back to the office was easy, it had gone dark and 69 just followed on her leash.  More than once she looked down a side alley, wishing she could just turn and run, but there was no escape for her.  The collar and leash prevented that.

Once in the building Owen led her to the basement, the place she’d call home for the next five years.  She’d only been there once in her previous life, to look round.  Even earlier in the day she’d barely seen it.  Now it would be her home.  The basement covered two floors, the lower one was the dormitory area.  As they walked in something struck her, the place had been designed for 50 Mail Girls, she was number 69.  Did that mean there were another 68 girls already in place?

“Food is served twice daily, you are free to eat what you like,” Owen told her, “Food is served here in the main room at five AM and 9 PM, the girls order themselves according to their numbers, so you’ll be last.  Your weight will be monitored, you need to lose a few pounds, but that won’t be an issue, will it?”

69 nodded, “No Master.”  12 to 14 hours a day of running, she’d soon lose weight, and she knew it.

“But you know the drill, don’t you?  I mean, you wrote the contracts.”

“Yes Master,” she replied again.

Owen turned to face her, he held the leash an inch from her collar and pulled, his muscles flexing as he exerted himself, lifting the frightened 69 onto her tip toes.  She wanted to resist, she lifted her arms, then lowered them again.  She was sure if she resisted it would just make it worse.  His nose touched hers, she could smell his breath and he hers.

“I own you,” he said, menacingly, “From this day for the next five years you are my property.  You will obey me and the laws I set without hesitation or complaint.  Any disobedience will result in severe punishment.  Refusal will result in the same, and then you’ll have to obey.  Understand?”

“I understand Master,” whispered 69.  They were the only two people in the basement, all the other girls must have been out running.  69 was terrified, the full horror of what she’d unleashed into the world was really striking her.

Owen held her like that for a full minute before he let go, 69 fell to the floor, legs open.  Owen ignored her and went to do some paperwork.  Normally a girl would spend a week training and running over the weekend, learning the floor and layouts.  But 69 had worked in this building longer than anyone.  She could just start.
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The Mail Girls started to drift in just after seven PM, the last of them arriving just before eight.  When they got back if they noticed a new girl they didn’t speak.  They would remain silent until after Owen left and they were caged for the night, even then conversation would be sparse.  They’d all be exhausted and they knew about the CCTV.  Someone was always watching.  Always.

When almost all the girls had returned to base, some stragglers wouldn’t make it home till gone nine if they’d done a cross town run, Owen paraded 69 to the waiting girls as they ate.

“This is 69,” he told them, “Some of you may recognize her.  Until earlier today 69 was called Sophia Lang, the Mail Girl program was her idea.  She wrote the contracts that you all signed so willingly.  She designed your accommodation and pay scales.”  69 looked round, she could read the room, rather than just accept a new Mail Girl Owen was setting her up to be hated.  I’d have been better off on the street, she thought.  But it was too late.  She studied the other girls, what should have been acceptance of another member to their ranks was clearly hatred from them all. 

“Please welcome her to your ranks.”  With that he unleashed her and turned.  He wanted to see what happened to her.  Owen climbed the stairs to his office and sat down and started to watch on the monitors.

69 wasn’t sure what to do, she stood and watched as they formed a line, she instinctively joined the back of it.  As new girls came in they cut in, meaning that 69 remained at the back of the line.  More than one girl ‘accidently’ kicked her as they went past, 69 had expected that.

When she got her food she was pleasantly surprised, she’d expected disgusting slop but it was actually the leftovers from the staff restaurant and she took a full tray of meat and vegetables with a glass of water.  It would be her first meal for several days.  The Mail Girls were all sat around eating and in Owen’s absence talking in low volumes.  69 spotted a table with a only three girls on it, the only table with any spare seats and she went to sit at it, being careful to sit at the far end, away from the others.  She felt self conscious sitting there eating naked, but the other girls didn’t mind.

“What’s the news from outside?” asked a striking girl with long red hair and small boobs.  Sophia looked at her arm, she was number 33.

“Nothing much,” she said, quietly, “Country’s still fucked, economy is the shitter and the word depression is being used a lot these days.”  The redhead nodded and continued to eat.

“The only word we get of the outside is what we can see on screens around the office or when fresh meat comes in.  So how does it feel to have fallen so far, so fast?” asked another girl without looking at 69.  That was 61, she could only have been 18 years old with blonde hair.

“I . . . I had no idea that this was the reality of life for Mail Girls,” 69 replied truthfully, “I didn’t know what Owen was like.”

“Mr. Muller,” said 33, “Always Mr. Muller or Master to his face.”  That’s the problem though isn’t it?  You hired him but never checked on him.  We have no representation down here.  None.”

“Can’t we report him to HR?” asked 69.  The other girls laughed. 

“Came down here frequently did you?” asked a black girl.  69 looked down, she was right, when she was Sophia she’d not once thought about the life of the Mail Girls.  Not once.

33 turned and looked at 69.  “What color is my collar?”  69 looked at it. 

“White.”

“You don’t remember me do you?”

69 shook her head, “I don’t think I interviewed you.”

33 laughed, “No you didn’t.”  Then her face went as hard as nails as she looked directly at 69.  “But you did rape me in your office, remember that?”

69 put down her fork, she had to address this.  She remembered now.  Of all the tables to sit at, 69 thought.  “I’m sorry,” she said, “I . . . I was a different person then.”  33 ignored her as she ate her last mouthful of food.  33 then stood up and picked up the food tray.  She started back towards the tray return, but as she walked past 69 she lashed out and hit 69 over the back and head with the tray, 69 ‘s head went down into the table, she’d not expected this.

The dining area erupted, girls jumped on tables and started to shout as 33 pummeled 69 over and over, 69 was knocked onto the floor, she tried to escape and crawl away, but the tables and other girls prevented her escape.

The room went red and a klaxon sounded, 33 kicked 69 twice more, before she stopped.  The room went silent, as quickly as the girls descended into anarchy they stopped and returned to their tables.  The klaxon ended and the only sound was Owen’s boots on the metal staircase as he descended from his office.  He walked in and over to 69 who lay curled up on the floor.  He’d watched on the CCTV, but he asked.

“You,” he said, pointing to 21, “What happened here?”  Own smiled, the girls had been briefed and prepared.

“Master,” said 21, “The new girl attacked 33, I don’t know why.”

“WHAT?” yelled 69 from the floor.  Owen’s foot lashed out and caught 69 in the stomach, she bent double, pulling her knees into her stomach.

“Shut the fuck up,” Owen replied, “Remember the rules, you speak when spoken to.”  He turned to 33, “Is that what happened?”

“Yes Master.”

Owen nodded.  That was conclusive.  He bent down and grabbed 69’s hair and started to pull her across the floor.  69 was going to be punished.

Owen dragged her to the St. Andrews cross at the end of the dining hall.  He stood her up, facing out into the room and tied her to it, 69 was half dazed and she didn’t resist.  He gagged her with a simple ball gag, then stood back to check her over.  There was defiance in her eyes again, Owen smiled then left her and he walked up and down, inspecting the girls.  When they’d all eaten and put their trays away he ordered them to face 69, to watch and learn.

“69 attacked a fellow Mail Girl,” he told them, “And she will be punished.  33, get your ass up here.”  33 moved quickly, when she got to the front Owen handed her a single tailed whip.

“As the aggrieved party you will administer punishment, you will whip her as hard as you can, if I think you’re not doing it as hard as you can you’ll take her place up there.  Understood?”

“Yes Master,” replied 33, she took the whip nervously, she’d not expected this.  Owen smiled at his own ingenuity, he could sit back and watch.  Like the tattoo artist, he was a sadist.  And to think I thought that was good when I hired him, thought 69.  Owen sat in a chair and gestured to a couple of girls who came over and knelt before him, they  took out his cock and started to work as a team, one on his cock, one on his balls.  “Get me a beer,” he said to no one in particular, the girl nearest his office stood up and scampered up the stairs, they all knew where the beer was located. 

33 looked round nervously, holding the whip and looking at it.  She looked at Owen, hoping for a reprieve, but none came.  She swung the whip in the air, then very gently struck 69 with it.  She looked at Owen, hoping this was enough.  No chance.

“Didn’t count,” he said, “Harder.  Fuck up like that again and I’ll put you up there next.”

She swung again, harder, this time 69 cried out.  Both girls, all the girls knew that no matter how hard she swung it wouldn’t ever be enough for a sadist like Owen.  This would carry on until he came, their hopes rested on the two girls sucking his cock. 

33 and 69’s eyes met, a look of understanding passed between them.  69 nodded, she knew she had to take it and she tried a smile at her fellow.  33 nodded back, 69 had forgiven her, and with this she’d gained acceptance from the other Mail Girls.

33 pulled the arm back and swung again.

******

When Owen finally came and 69 was released she was a blubbering wreck.  Two girls helped her down and rubbed soothing balm into her damaged skin.  Owen them pointed to the punishment cube, a wooden box about three feet long, two high and two wide.  The box was opened and 69 placed inside, the girl barely knowing what was going on.  Owen then sealed it.

“69 will spend the night in there,” he told the girls, “She will learn.  To your cages please girls.”  The Mail Girls traipsed past 69, looking at the cage.  They’d all spent at least one night in there, they knew what it was like.  They felt sorry for her.
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The klaxon sounded and woke the always exhausted Mail Girls from their slumber.  Each girl was assigned a room that she shared with one other girl, the small rooms housed a bunk bed, sink and toilet.  Owen had had them constructed based on a prison cell.  Which, effectively, was what they were.  69 had spent the night in a punishment box, two feet wide, two feet tall and three feet long.  It was designed to accommodate a person but in a painful position, not allowing them to move.  All the new girls spent a night in there sooner of later, Owen thought it was good for discipline.

When she was released it took her a while to climb out, having been confined overnight her muscles were stuck and it took her a long time to get out.  When she emerged she was led to the shower facilities and she washed, again 69 had expected Ice cold water, but it was nice and warm.  She dried herself off, the other girls weren’t violent towards her, instead they just ignored her, as they ignored each other. 

After showering she got to eat, took vitamins and birth control pills, one of the girls suggested that she lube her asshole, so she did, then just before six AM the girls all formed a line and attached their Mail Girl Monitoring Units – MGMUs – to their arms.  Owen inspected them as he walked down the line.  On the dot of six AM the first MGMU vibrated and the girls started to move.

As she waited she was shivering, and not just from the cold.  She was nervous, the office had been her place, she was in command.  People were afraid of her or sucked up to her.  Now she was going to be exposed before her peers.

69 moved closer to the front, the girls weren’t being called in strictly numerical order, it varied according to what color girl the member of staff had ordered.  She touched her collar, black, she was prepared to do anything.  The her MGMU beeped, she twisted it and looked, 39 C 46.  Floor 39, corridor C, cube 46.  69 moved to the elevator where a group of girls were already waiting.  When it arrived she entered with another 12 girls and they fought for floors.  They were only allowed to get out on floors that ended in zero or five, to speed up the elevator times.  Now I know how they calculate capacity 13, she thought, they must stuff it with naked girls.  She’d never seen one with more than seven people in before, and that had been cramped.

No girl could move in there, their bodies crammed up against each other, barely space to breathe.  The first stop was on 15, three girls got out and started to run.  As the doors closed 69 finally felt like she could move.  The elevator continued it’s rise, by the time it made it to 40 there were only four girls inside.  As the doors opened she left the elevator and ran, hard.  She covered the 50 feet to the stairwell in seconds, breasts bouncing and she found herself wishing she could hold her boobs, she thrust open the door and took the steps two at a time.  Her MGMU was beeping, she was running out of time.

As she left the stairwell she ran onto the floor, she was running too hard to be nervous.  The beeping on her MGMU changed, she didn’t pause to look but she knew what it meant, her time limit had been exceeded.  Fuck.  Day 1.  Run 1.  Fucked up 1.

She found the cube with no issues, the occupant spun round in his chair as she fell to the floor, exposing herself before him.  He barely looked at 69, just pressed the MGMU, rated her and handed her an envelope.  She took it and looked at the MGMU, her delivery was six floors down.  She took it and ran, the program had been in place for almost nine weeks now, hardly any one looked as she ran.  69 ignored the elevator and took the stairs, she was sure it would be faster than waiting when all she had to do was descend six floors.

69 ran, taking the stairs two at a time.  At the corners she grabbed the handrail and spun, she was travelling faster than anyone really should.  She passed a couple of girls coming the other way, no one acknowledged anyone else.  They just ran.

As she left the stairwell the MGMU started it’s countdown.  I must run faster, she thought.  A sane person would have thought how unfair the allocated times were, but even less than one day in 69 was thinking like a Mail Girl.  Run, run, run.  She made it to the cube, fortunately it was near the stairwell,  she entered and dropped to the floor, head down, legs apart as the countdown continued.

“So,” said the occupant, he had a headset on and was, “how’s progress on DAT-449 John?”  He went silent as John replied, her MGMU changed tone as the clock ticked over.

That’s just not fair, she thought, I arrived on time but he hasn’t reacted.  69 coughed, signaling her arrival.  The man looked round and then ignored her.  He’d seen her.  69 waited, her breathing slowed, but her anger burned.  This wasn’t what it was supposed to be, she’d arrived on time.  The building trackers knew that, didn’t they?

After what seemed like for ever the man terminated the call and turned to face 69.  He touched the MGMU and stopped the clock, then took the offered letter.  He opened it and smiled, the laughed.  69 wanted to know what was in the letter, but she couldn’t of course ask.  He patted her head, then spun his chair to face her, he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock.  69 knew what she had to do, she leaned forward and then recoiled, the man’s cock stank.

“I’ve not showered since Thursday,” he said, “Just for you.”  69 fought back the urge to puke, his cock stank.  She recoiled again, this time the man slapped her face.  “I let you have the first one,” he said, “but not twice.”  He grabbed her ears and dragged her forward, forcing his dirty, smelly cock into her open mouth.  He breathed out as her tongue touched him, he clearly loved this.

Sophia  sucked hard, trying to clean his cock off in one go, she sucked too hard and she got a slap by way of punishment.  She started to move her head up and down, sucking his cock, willing him to cum in her mouth, just to get it over with.  His cock was small, always a plus for a blow job, she worked up and down, sucking and making appropriate noises to give him the feeling that she was enjoying herself.

69 put her hands onto his ass and pulled, drawing him all the way into her mouth, he put his hands on her head and held her in place, he could feel her warm breath on his skin, then he took hold of her and started to bounce her head up and down, forcing her to suck him as he bucked his hips, force fucking her mouth.

“Suck me bitch,” he said as he used her face as a pussy, brutally forcing his cock in and out of her, his hips rising and falling on the seat as he used her mouth without mercy.  He crushed her head between his hands as he came, pumping cum down her throat.  “Yesssss,” he whimpered, cumming hard. 

When he stopped cumming he released her and she fell back, she fought down the desire to spit out his cum and instead opened wide, showed him his seed and then closed her mouth, swallowing it all.  He patted her head, as if nothing had happened then tapped the MGMU, rating his experience with her.  She looked at it in disbelief, he’d given her 4*.  The he pressed it again, dismissing 69, spun his chair and went back to work as if nothing had happened between them.
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The MGMU beeped and 69 checked it, next stop was on the 46th floor, she stood and ran to the stairwell, she looked longingly at the water fountain for a drink but she knew she didn’t have time to stop.  She thought about coming out on 40, catching the elevator and riding it to 45, but she didn’t know if she’d have time.  So instead she ran, throwing herself into the stairs, her breasts bouncing.  In the stairwell she thought about holding her ample tits, but didn’t dare risk it.  She’d been caught via the cameras before, and she could see them everywhere.

After she’d climbed three floors 69 was regretting her choice, her heart was pounding, sweat pouring down her face and body, she felt as if her lungs would burst and she still had three more floors to go.  Not fit enough . . . not fit enough she thought as she climbed the fourth set of stairs.  Other girls came bounding down the other way, all ignoring each other and just concentrating on their delivery/mission.

As she started the fifth flight she had no choice and she paused, her MGMU started to beep instantly.  Pausing was not allowed.  Jesus, another fucking demerit.  69 started to walk again.

When she got to the cube she dropped into position and was grateful that the occupant pressed the halt button instantly.  She was less happy that he rated her presentation as a two out of five.  He grabbed her hair and lifted her, pulling her up.  She couldn’t help it, she resisted his touch and that earned her a slap across her face.  He bent her over the desk and kicked her legs apart, the guy was huge but also strong, she heard him pull his zipper down and then he thrust into her lubed ass but she still cried out in pain, she’d not been expecting anal.

The man was brutal with her, he pinned her down, using his weight as he bent over her the desk.  69 lashed out with her arms, he grabbed them and bent them into the small of her back, he held her, placing both her wrists into one of his giant hands.  He leant down over her and grunted in her ear, “Go on, fight me bitch, I love it when you struggle.”  69 continued to struggle against the brute, she could barely breathe and was trying desperately to escape.  She had no chance.

He took her hair into his free hand and pulled it back, jerking her neck back and she cried out in pain, he delighted in this and stopped rutting her as he came, her suffering was a real turn on for him.  He shouted as he came, not caring about what anyone else thought or heard.  Even after he’d cum in her ass he held her down, when he finally pulled out and sat back down in his chair, 69 breathed properly for the first time in ages.

The man slapped her ass, “You should kneel before me girl,” he said.  He was right.  69 held his gaze for a few seconds, before she dropped to her knees.  She formed her hands into a table, showing that she was waiting for his envelope, or to be allowed to be released for her next run.  Instead he just slapped her again.

“I ain’t putting my dick away covered in your shit,” he said.  The inference was clear, 69 fought down the urge to puke again and she leaned forward and took his dick into her mouth to clean him.
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69 ran, sucked and fucked all morning.  No two visits were the same, some abused her, some just wanted to touch and feel, some just wanted to look.  Some were clearly sadistic and waited until her clock ran down before stopping the count, making sure that she earned a demerit.

More than one stop turned out to be for a kindly person, the first was her eighth or ninth stop of the day.  She arrived and threw herself to the floor, then he stopped the clock instantly.  He patted her head and ignored her, allowing her breathing to come under control.  After she’d had a couple of minutes to relax he held a cup of water to her lips and she drank it all gratefully.

“We’re not all evil Ms. Lang,” he said to her and stroked her hair.  He recognized her.  Another stop the man fed her a Snickers from his hand, 69 hadn’t realized how hungry she was until she ate the precious chocolate.  She was grateful, but wondered at the same time if this was a kink of his, feeding her like she was a puppy.

When her break came round she ran straight into a restroom and used the facilities.  She couldn’t remember if as a Mail Girl she was allowed to use the usual restrooms, but she was beyond caring.

Despite being anally raped, that only just crawled into the top three worst things to happen to her on that first morning.  Second worst came while she was running in a stairwell, 69 wasn’t pay attention and as she climbed the stairs she didn’t see a bent nail on the floor, it went straight into through her Nikes into her heel and drew blood, she cried out in pain and had to stop.  She sat on the stairs and examined the wound, she knew she’d have to pull it out to continue.  That would hit her time.

While she sat there she earned a demerit for stopping, the MGMU helpfully informed her.  Then several girls ran past her, not stopping, not caring.  Surely I’d have stopped for one of them, she thought.  Truth be told, as soon as she thought it she knew the answer was no, no she wouldn’t.  Why stop and get a pointless demerit?

When the nail came out the blood flow increased, but she just had to grit her teeth and run the pain off.  When she got to her next appointment she was late due to her injury, as she picked up the demerit she wanted to complain, to scream and shout about how unfair it all was, but she knew that it would do no good.  Besides, she’d largely written the rules.

******

The worst part came shortly after the lunch break, well, the normal employees lunch break.  Mail Girls didn’t get one, just 15 minutes of down time.  She’d just made her drop and was marked as available when the MGMU beeped, she checked it and died internally.  Her next assignment was 50 A C2. 

50th floor, corridor A.  Corner office 2.

Assem, head of HR’s office.  The man who’d reduced her to the level of an animal.

69 panicked as she waited for the elevator to ascend the 30 floors between them.  Was it really only two or three weeks since she’d been eyeing the corner office on 49 directly under his, now she was going to enter his room, virtually naked.  She opened the door and ran in, closing the door behind her, to Assem’s desk where she dropped to the floor, head down.

“Well, well, well 69.  It was only a matter of time.” Assem checked her arm, waiting for the clock to tip over and show that she was late.  As soon as it did he stood up and removed his belt.

“Tardiness cannot be accepted 69,” he said.  He took out his cock and started to wank himself, the brought the belt down onto 69.  She knew she was in for an awful session . . . .
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When her day was over 69 returned to the basement, it was later, sometime between seven and eight.  She’d been constantly running, sucking and fucking for almost 14 hours, with only a 15 minute break for a drink and bathroom break.  Her feet ached, her legs were wobbling and she knew she couldn’t do it again, never mind six days straight without a break.  No one could do this, she thought.  Then she looked around at her fellow Mail Girls, tired, exhausted but not complaining.  We chose this life, she thought.

69 caught a view of herself in a mirror, her hair was tangled and matted from sweat, she had several bruises forming from where she’d been hit, her makeup virtually gone, just a tiny amount of lipstick showing.  Her socks, this morning pristine and white were grey from sweat and dirt.  She was a mess.

Before eating 69 knocked on Mr. Muller’s door.  She figured that she might as well do it now, while the line was long and she would be at the back of it anyway.  He opened it, he’d been expecting this.  Most of the girls came to see him at the end of the day in their first week.  He was looking forward to the conversation.  69 walked in and, she hoped, for the final time that day dropped to the floor, legs open wide, head down.

Owen ignored her for 10 minutes, making her wait.  He continued to look at the monitor on his desk, pretending that he was working.  In reality he was streaming a game.  When the adverts came he looked up.

“You can speak,” he said.

“Master,” replied 69, “I wish to resign from my position as a Mail Girl with immediate effect.”

Owen stood up, smiling.  He loved this.

“Why?  You’ve only been here one day.”

“Master, during this day I’ve been beaten, run ragged, abused, degraded, shouted at through no fault of my own, I’ve been forced to perform oral sex, used . . . raped.”  Her voice tailed off as she said the last word.  Legally of course she’d not been raped, but in her mind she had been. 

“Master, I think I’d rather live on the street.”

Owen stood in front of her, looking down all she could see were is huge boots.  He wanted to assert his dominance over the girl. “Lick my boots,” he ordered.  69 couldn’t be bothered to argue, she was exhausted, depressed and if licking his boots gave the sadist one last thrill then so be it.  She bent forward and licked his boot.  She’d tasted worse that day.

“So you want to be released?”

“Yes please Master,” 69 replied, taking her tongue off the black leather.  As soon as she’d finished speaking she resumed cleaning his boots. 

“And why do you want to leave?”

69 outlined her reasons.  When she’d finished cleaning and talking Owen moved to the couch in his office, 69 straightened up and watched him.  When he relaxed he patted his lap, bidding 69 to sit on him.  She looked at him, then crawled to him, making sure to twist her hips as she moved, appearing as attractive to him as she could manage.  69 despised Owen, but she wanted to get on his good side, if he had one.  Might be more likely to let me go she thought.

69 crawled to her Master who stroked her hair, and sat on his knees.  She could feel his toned his leg muscles through the black jeans that he was wearing.  He ran his hands over her body, touching her breasts, delighting in knowing that he was violating her, abusing her but that she had no choice but to accept his touch.

“So you want to leave . . .” he said, pushing a hand between her legs and onto her pussy, “Most girls come here in their first week and make the same request.  Do you know how many we’ve released?”

69 knew the answer from the tone of his voice, she worked it out.  She swallowed and stated the obvious question, hoping that she was wrong, “No Master.”

“None,” he replied with an air of finality, “We’ve never released a girl early from her contract.  Remember that – the one you drew up with legal?”  69 choked back a tear as Owen pushed two fingers insider her pussy and slowly started to fuck her with them.

“And why do you think that is?” he asked.  Sophia started to cry.

“Because California is a contract law state,” she replied, sniffing, forgetting to address Owen as Master, “And I specified that Mail Girls would be subject to it.”  Contract Law.  A Contract is a contract is a contract.  In essence a law drawn up to protect employees, if they signed a year long contract the company couldn’t terminate them during that year, other than for poor performance.

But it also, for the Mail Girls at least, had an unfortunate side consequence.  The company couldn’t terminate their contracts, but the girls couldn’t terminate them either.  A test case the previous year had established that very point.  Owen continued to finger fuck 69, pushing his strong fingers deep inside the girl.  He grabbed one of her breasts with his other hand and pulled her closer to him and he kissed her.  Kissing was forbidden, but she didn’t resist.

His fingers slid easily in and out of her wet pussy, she told herself she was being violated but in reality she enjoyed the sensation.  She’d already lost count of how many times she’d been fucked that day but no one had spent even a second thinking about her pleasure.  He continued to finger her, sliding in and out and rubbing her clit with his thumb.  69 closed her eyes, thinking about the sensation and not the man.  Make the best of the situation.

He stopped fucking her, keeping his hand still inside her.  69 didn’t want it to end so she started to fuck his hand.  Owen was content, he loved the power he had over the girl.  He watched as she moved one of her hands and started to rub her own clit, she was moaning loudly, panting, then she started to beg, to plead to be allowed to cum.  She wasn’t asking Owen, she was screaming to the Gods to be allowed a release.

When she came she yelled and fell forward, Owen supported her, her pussy clamped tight on his fingers.  She lifted her head as she came round and released his fingers, then turned to face her Master, she fumbled but undid his zipper and pants and pulled out his cock, she lifted herself up and slid onto his thick shaft, gasping as he entered her, sliding up and down fucking him, riding him.  Owen lay back and admired her body as she moved, her tits bouncing as she rode him hard.

Owen grabbed 69’s ass, holding her still as his hips bucked up and down, hammering his cock in and out of her pussy, he started to grunt as his balls tightened and he came, sinking his nails into 69, she touched her clit and slid her fingers over it in a fast, circular motion and she came again with his cock buried inside her, then she collapsed forward onto him and they kissed again, before she opened her eyes and looked at her abuser.  Then her face filled with shame, caught out enjoying herself.

69 got off Owen, her face flushed even more as she knew she’d have to walk out of his office, down the stairs to the canteen area with the other Mail Girls.  Owen sat up and slapped her ass hard, hard enough to leave a mark on her skin.

“Best hurry or there’ll be no food left,” he said with a grin.  69 didn’t reply, she opened the door and stepped through, closing it behind her.  The nearest Mail Girls looked up, they’d heard what had gone on and some started to clap or laugh, 69 just wanted the ground to open up and swallow her.  But it gave her some kind of acceptance amongst the other girls, this time when she sat down to eat the girls spoke to her, and not unkindly.
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The last day of the month, 69 had worked hard all day, as all Mail Girls did.  She longed for food, the restroom and water, she longed for sleep, she knew as soon as she lay down she’d be out for the count.  As she queued for food she noticed that every girl also got a piece of paper.  She’d not realized what date it was, nominal payday.  Nominal as she’d not see any money for another five years.  Well, four years and 11 months.

After a few weeks she was accepted by the girls, not liked, but accepted.  She’d taken her share of punishment beatings, she bore the marks of a Mail Girl at End-Trust.  The girls talked as they ate, then after they’d eaten one opened her pay slip and smiled.  69 had waited until another girl took the lead, her mouth fell open as she read the details.  Her fists formed balls and she started to cry as she read it.

Her gross pay was $8,333, no surprises there.  But after withholdings for taxes, she was shocked.  In the course of the three weeks running mail she’d been fucked more times than she could count.  According to her pay slip it was 74 times.  She knew this, she’d been charged two dollars for each time she’d been used in order to cover the cost of condoms to the company.  There were deductions for the rent on the apartment she no longer lived in.  Tesla had taken their repayments.  There were deductions for socks, laundry, rent, food, shoes, her tattoo . . . the list went on and on.  Finally there were deductions for her lack of punctuality and when she’d received poor ratings.  She started to cry.

The girl next to her hugged her, she picked up 69’s pay slip.  “That’s tough,” she said, “We all normally walk out with a couple of thousand.”  69 looked at her, 69 was now almost $4,000 more in debt than at the start of the month. She wanted to scream, to cry out but was afraid of the consequences.  22 more months on the apartment, 47 on the car.  Maybe she’d walk out with nothing.  Maybe.

69 formed a plan.  She’d have to escape.
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69’s MGMU beeped.  She ran, luckily to the same floor, but the man smirked when he handed her the envelope.  She accepted it, no sexual favor expected, which was a pity.  She’d come to realize over the months that being made to perform a blowjob or being bent over the desk and used was a double edged sword.  One the one hand, the humiliation of being a whore for hire, on the other it gave you a rest from running.  She’d being hoping to be used so she could have a rest.

No such luck.

The MGMU told her as she accepted the envelope that she had to run from Nob Hill down to the Mission district.  At least it was summer and she wouldn’t freeze.  69 accepted the envelope and she ran, ran to the elevators, down 35 floors and into the basement and then out onto the street.  But she didn’t run south, instead she ran west, she was escaping.  She ran one block, then removed the MGMU and threw it into a trash canister.  She was running, she was naked but free.  69 planned to head to Golden Gate park.

As she ran she felt her collar, she tried to remove it but it was locked in place with two padlocks.  It marked her out as a slave or Mail Girl.  She figured if she got to the park she might be able to beg, borrow, or more likely, steal some clothes.  Then she could work on getting the collar removed, maybe a cobbler could be bribed with a blowjob or a fuck.  She blushed as she thought of that, 25 years old and thinking fucking a stranger for a cheap favor.

In his office an alarm went off and Owen woke up.  His days were pretty boring, when a new girl started she had to be broken and trained, otherwise his day normally consisted of nothing.  So he played with his phone and worked out punishment schedules and training programs, and slept. 

He was instantly awake, he wiggled the mouse and the computer woke up, then he logged onto the MGMU site.   69’s unit had reported that it was no longer attached to it’s owner, it was stationary about two blocks from the office.  Owen smiled, another one had been stupid enough to try to escape.  He picked up his phone and called his cop friend at the Northern District.

“Hey Bob, Owen here . . . . . yeah, good thanks.  Look one of the girls has tried to escape, I’m tracking her now . . . . thanks man, see you outside in 15 minutes.”

Owen stood up and collected his cell and a few bits and pieces and went outside.  Bob appeared in an undercover SUV – no point alerting her as she was tracked.  They headed west, when they were a block behind her the car pulled over and an officer slipped out, onto the street.  The car then accelerated away, Owen avoided looking out of the window as they passed her.  69 didn’t know it, not yet anyway but there was a tracker embedded in her collar.  Nothing fancy, just an airtag.

When they were a block in front of her the car stopped and the two men got out, Bob in plain clothes, and he set off towards 69.  When he was 30 feet away Owen started in the same direction. 

69 was walking now, she was exhausted after her long run and the steep hills of San Fransisco.  As she walked she looked around, the streets were reasonably busy and she attracted a lot of attention, a naked girl walking alone does. 

Then she froze, she’d seen Owen, just 20 feet in front of her.  Own stopped and smiled at her, letting her know that there was no escape.  She looked around, searching for an escape route, the she started to back up, she turned and tried to run, but Bob was behind her, unlike many cops he’d stayed in shape and he held her in a vice like grip.  She struggled and started to scream as Owen closed on her, 69 kicked out and landed a couple of blows on Owen before he got her legs. 

A couple of men on the street approached, clearly intent on helping the Mail Girl, but one flash of Bob’s shield, plus the arrival of the third man in uniform helped them believe that what was going on was lawful and that 69 wasn’t being kidnapped.  Or worse.  The arrival of the third man also made 69 realize that escape was impossible and she stopped struggling.

She was walked slowly back to the unmarked car and placed in the back, the two officers sat in the front and Owen rode in the back with 69, back to the tower block in Nob Hill.  When they got out Owen put 69 on a leash, he spoke to Bob and 69 knelt on the street, she felt like a fool.  The two men shook hands.  There was a protest outside End-Trust, a few dozen people were protesting the entire Mail Girl program.

“Fucking law breakers,” replied Bob, looking at the protestors, “Reckon they’ve got a chance?”

Owen shrugged, Bob and the uniform got back into the car, the initial hearing in the court of session was next week.  Owen’s personal view was the program had to be illegal, but he was no lawyer.  Regardless or win or lose both sides had said they’d take it all the way to the supreme court, so he was confident of at least another three or four years on the program.

“I’ll bring her to yours for the weekend Bob,” Owen said, “Part of her penance for trying to escape.”  They shook hands and Owen made a point of walking through the protest, making 69 crawl on her hands and knees.  Some of the protestors wanted to free her, but with the police watching they stayed as they were and just parted to allow Owen and his Mail Girl in.

As she crawled 69 was crying, bawling her eyes out, partially in pain from crawling, partially due to the humiliation but mostly in fear of the punishment that she would receive that evening in front of her fellow Mail Girls.  She knew it had to come, partially to punish her but mostly to discourage others from trying the same trick.  She also knew she’d be billed, billed for the police’s time, billed for the hassle, billed for losing her MGMU.  If she survived her five years she thought she might well be financially worse off than when she started.

69 wished she’d become a street whore.
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“You join me once again outside End-Trust Systems reporting on their Mail Girl program, almost five years since it was conceived.  Following a 7-2 ruling in the supreme court yesterday it seems certain that they will have to disband the program, though exactly when and how remain unclear as the Mail Girls were all hired under Contract Law.  Once again I’m joined by James from the Welcome Church.  James, it’s taken four long years with numerous twists and turns, but yesterday’s ruling is clear and it overturns the California Supreme Court ruling from 18 months ago.  How do you feel?” asked Jasmine. 

“Jasmine, I’m delighted.  For over four years we’ve held this protest and led the legal fight against my former employer, but in the end we’ve won.  I couldn’t be happier.”

“How do you feel knowing that the currently employed girls will probably have to see out their contracts?”

“Obviously I’m not very happy about that,” James replied, “I would like to have seen them released as soon as possible, but at least I can go to my bed tonight knowing that no longer will women be oppressed in the work place and have to trade off their sexuality to get a job.”

If only you knew, thought Jasmine, at 28 I don’t get much attention from the guy on the news desk.  But Lucia who started last week already knows the score . . .

“Once again we asked End-Trust for a representative, but no one was available.  Instead they’ve said that they are considering the ramifications of this ruling and will examine their existing Mail Girl employees and the law.  But I’ve spoken to an insider, off the record, who tells me that he expects the program to be disbanded by the end of the month.”

“This is Jasmine Allen for Bay City News.”
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Assem entered the board room for the final time.  Inside were the current board and members who’d retired during his tenure at the company, as well as members of the senior HR board.  The CEO stood up to speak,

“Ladies and gentlemen, it falls to me on this day to say a few words about Assem.  When I first started, eight years back Assem was already in place.  I remember being impressed by his commitment to costs.  His greatest contribution of course was the now defunct Mail Girls program.  Which, by an incredible coincidence is also coming to an end today.”

It was no co-incidence at all.  Assem had timed his resignation very carefully.

“As you know, we decided to end the program with immediate effect following the supreme court ruling.  I, like all of you, had no idea what lengths our former employee Owen Muller went to,” he paused, “to, er, condition the girls.  However, we have no doubt that the evidence we have supplied will lead him to spending the rest of his life in San Quentin.” 

This statement was partially correct, everyone on the board knew what Owen had got up to running the Mail Girl program, but nothing was on paper.  Someone had to take the blame in corporate America when there was a fuck up, and it was never the board.  They could always find someone to shoulder the blame.

“It is, I think, no secret that that program saved the company.  Before it was implemented our average member of staff was the wrong side of 50,” laughter, everyone bar three people in the room were the wrong side of 50, “But I’m happy to report that in the four years it’s been in place we’ve got our average employee age down to 32.”  He didn’t need to say it, what he meant was average salary down by 40%.

“On an occasion like this it is my pleasure to present you with a leaving gift from the company.  No doubt you’re expecting a gold watch, and you’ll get that.”  More laughter, “But what I’d really like to present you with is this.”  Assem  watched as a door opened and a large box was wheeled in.

“Assem, I’m lead to believe that you’re retiring back to your native Brazil and we hope that every time you look at and use this gift, you’ll think of us in some way.”  Assem beamed, he had no idea what was in the box, the gold watch was standard – standard for board members.  Normal staff got the afternoon off.

Assem walked over to the box, it was covered with a blanket, he looked round the room and whipped it off.  Then he paused and smiled, the grin going from ear to ear.  Under the blanket wasn’t a box, it was a cage.  Inside the cage was a naked girl, almost 30 years old, kneeling a bent double,  she wore a collar, arms were cuffed behind her back, a ball gag stuffed in her mouth to keep her quiet.  He laughed, and everyone else in the room laughed, they were all in on the fair well gift.  Mail Girl 69 looked up, hatred for Assem and everyone else written all over her face.

The CEO slapped Assem on the back, “Like it?”

“Love it,” he replied, “But, is this legal?”

“Contract Law,” was the answer, “Dumb bitch never read her contract,” speaking loudly so 69 could hear every word, “She signed a 50 year contract and a contract is a contract is a contract.”  Assem joined for the last five words.  Contract law, you’ve gotta love it.

He knelt down next to 69.  “You’ll love Brazil,” he told her, putting a hand inside the cage and groping her exposed breast, “Or rather you won’t, but I will.”  Both of them knew he was right.  Sophia started to cry, resigned to spending the rest of her life serving a man she despised as his personal slave.
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