
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Mail Girl Program

The Complete Program

Paige Bond


Copyright © 2023 Paige Bond

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Art Painter
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America


For R. Wellvyne, who introduced me to Mail Girls.
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Prologue

It was the typical local news channel set up, James, the debonair 50-ish anchor paired with the pretty younger woman, Evie, in her mid-20s.  He was dressed in an expensive suit, crisp clean white cotton shirt with a red tie, she in a low cut blouse exposing more of her ample chest than was strictly needed.  Under the desk her legs were in holdups – her clothes chosen by the male anchor.  James knew what worked after 30 years in the business.  To the side was the Latino weather girl, Isabella, who’s outfit made Evie’s look modest.  When not on air James stared at her, she was frightened of him and she knew his reputation.  She’d be fucking him within 30 minutes of the end of the show – this had been made clear to her at the interview.  She hoped Evie would be joining them, that way there’d be two to ‘entertain’ him.  Neither girl wanted to, but in this economy sacrifices had to be made.  Evie spoke to the camera.

“And our last feature tonight, the latest phenomenon to hit this crazy city, we go to our roving reporter Jasmine who’s downtown at one of the bay’s oldest tech giants, End-Trust systems” she said, turning to face James as she finished speaking, flashing him a huge smile.  James smiled back.

“This is the one I’m sure you’ve all tuned in to watch,” he added, then gave a half laugh, “I know I have.”

Yes you have you slimy bastard, thought everyone in the studio.  His reputation and tastes were well known to all.

“Here’s Jasmine to fill us in,” he added as the director counted down to zero and the camera’s red light went out.  The scene for the viewers at home cut to a pre-recorded interview from earlier that day to catch the best of the summer heat, such as it was in San Francisco.

“Thank you James,” said Jasmine, her long black hair moving slightly in the breeze, “You join me downtown outside the global headquarters of End-Trust systems, one of the city’s major IT players.  Joining me here is Senior Vice President of Human Resources, Sophia Lang.”  The camera panned left to show Sophia, smiling partially for the camera but also hearing her new position as Senior VP of End-Trust Systems, and not even 25 years old.

“Sophia came up with and implemented End-Trust’s latest innovation, America’s first, and as far as this reporter knows, only Mail Girl Program.  Sophia, thank you for joining me today.”

“My pleasure Jasmine,” replied Sophia, half imagining Jasmine naked and running round the office.  The program only had one Asian girl on it at the moment and she was popular with the staff.  Very popular.

“For the benefit of our viewers,” asked Jasmine, “Could you please explain exactly what the Mail Girl program is.”  Jasmine doubted that anyone watching didn’t know, this feature had been heavily trailed for the last week and she knew it would be the best viewing figures of her blossoming career.  Maybe enough to get away from local news and over to a real station, she thought to herself.

“Of course,” replied Sophia, “The Mail Girl Program is something that we’ve introduced here at End-Trust systems as a bit of fun for our employees.  We’re hiring fit and attractive young women to deliver mail by hand in our offices.  Got something you want to share with a colleague?  Sure, you could email it or use Teams, or Slack it over, but if it’s not that important you order a mail girl on your computer, she’ll come running, you can hand her the note and she’ll deliver it for you.”

Jasmine was nodding throughout, as was standard.  “But there’s more to it than that, isn’t there Sophia?  Maybe we can get a demonstration?”

“I thought you’d ask,” replied Sophia slyly.  She pulled out her phone and pressed the screen.  The mail girl was only 30 yards away, out of camera but ready and waiting, the scene was staged and as she watched Sophia pull out her phone she started to run.  She wasn’t a real mail girl, she was a hired model.  The girl ran into camera range and stopped, her chest heaving, simulating a long run. The camera panned onto her, showing her from the waist up.  She was almost naked, the only adornments a phone in a holder on her left arm, a smart watch on her wrist, knee length white socks and a pair of sneakers.  Other than that she was naked as the day she was born.  The girl handed Sophia an envelope.

“This is a mail girl,” said Sophia, knowing that tomorrow End-Trust would get 10,000 applicants from young, enthusiastic boys looking for a career in IT.  Young and cheap to employ.  She knew she’d also get a few hundred girls looking to become mail girls.  They would be joining as they needed the money.  She continued.

“They run naked round the office, delivering mail.  It’s just one of the perks of working for a forward looking company like us.”

“How long has the program been running?”

“We’re into our third week, so far it’s been very well received.”

“Don’t you think it’s exploiting women?” asked Jasmine.

“Not at all,” replied Sophia, “But why not ask Alice?”

Alice smiled, she was stunning and she knew it.  She’d had her hair and makeup done professionally, her body was tight, her breasts firm.  The only disappointment for the viewers at home was the pixelation of her nipples.  Had to be done, shame, thought James in the studio watching the piece for the fourth time that day.

“No, it’s not,” said Alice, “It’s my body, why should I be ashamed of it?  And the pay is excellent,” she added.

“Don’t the employees ever touch you?” asked Jasmine.

“Of course not,” replied Alice.  Of course they do, thought Sophia, that’s what they’re paid for.  “I love running and I’m getting paid for it, what’s not to like?”  The interview drifted on for a few more minutes before Jasmine turned back to Sophia.

“Thank you so much for your time,” said Jasmine. 

“It’s been a pleasure,” replied Sophia.

Jasmine turned to the camera.  “So it looks like the future of mail delivery is actually more like what your grandparents experienced.  This is Jasmine Allen for Bay City News outside End-Trust Systems, where I’m going to send a letter.”  Theatrically she pulled a letter from inside her suit jacket and handed it to Alice, who took it and ran off, the camera focusing on her ass as she ran inside the building.

Back in the studio James picked up the papers in front of him and shuffled them, signaling the end of the news and the start of the weather.

“What do you think Isabella – fancy being a mail girl if the weather doesn’t deliver?” said James, dreaming of watching Isabella running naked.  Fuck, he’d make her do that round the studio after the final cut.  Isabella looked at him, knowing what was coming later.  She was covered in makeup, her embarrassment didn’t show through her foundation.

“The weather always delivers James,” she replied professionally, turned to the camera and gave the forecast for the next few days.  When the director called cut she looked at James, hoping to be spared.

“Maybe we should implement a Mail Girl program?” he mused, enjoying the look of fear on the girls faces. 

“Take off you clothes Isabella,” he added whilst looking at Evie, enjoying the way her breasts moved as she breathed in deeply.  The studio was still packed with staff, but James didn’t care.  Fear made her do that, fear of him.  He was going to enjoy his evening with his girls.  And if they wanted to keep their jobs they’d do as they were told.  He looked at Isabella, watching as she pushed the skin tight dress down her slender frame, revealing her almost perfect body.  It was how she got the job after all.

James picked up a piece of paper and wrote on it “The second mail girl service?”.  He folded it in two and offered it to Isabella who walked over and took it from him.

“Take this to Steve.  Don’t use the elevators.”  Steve, the CEO, sat on the third floor.  She’d be hot and sweaty when she got there.  As she turned he slapped her ass as hard as he could, she cried out in pain and surprise, James’ hand stung, but worth it to see the mark forming on her firm butt.  He laughed.

“And run the whole fucking way.”  Isabella started to run, tears forming on her face.  As she reached the door James shouted at her, “And I’ll fuck you when you get back.”  He turned to Evie. 

“As for you,” he said, unzipping his flies, “get on your knees.”

Evie didn’t hesitate, she knew what to do.  She slid off her chair and moved between James’ legs, looking up and him and faking a smile.  She opened her mouth and bent forward . . . .


Part One

Inception
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6 Months Earlier

The lights came on full and Sofia woke from her semi-dreaming state.  Even in the business class suite of the 777 she’d only managed to half sleep.  She pulled her hands from under the blanket and found the seat controls and adjusted it, moving it into a semi upright position.  She lifted the blind and gazed out over the Pacific, mile after mile of endless blue Ocean.  God it was dull crossing the world.  People who don’t do this think it’s glamourous, sexy, exciting.  Only people who don’t do it think that, she thought absent mindedly.

Still, it could be worse.  Six months ago she’d made this same flight, back in the cheap seats.  Back then she was a senior HR manager, but following another year of hard work, skill and (if she was honest with herself) stamping on people she’d been promoted to Junior Vice President of Human Resources.  At the age of 24 she was suitably impressed with herself.  Always intelligent, she’d gone to college aged 16, graduated at 19 and worked herself hard, extremely hard, to make it to her current position.

The short term goal for herself was to come up with a new HR policy, one that would make End-Trust Systems the employer of choice in Silicon Valley for the bright young things looking for their career in computers.  She smiled as she thought that, not computers, no, Information Technology.  The head of HR was in his early 50s and cruising, he knew the end of his working life was coming and she was planning to replace him when he went.  All she had to do was be in the right place at the right time when she killed him off.

Not literally of course, she was no physical murderer.  But deep down she knew she wasn’t liked.  She knew hated would have been nearer the mark, but she’d settle for disliked. 

Sofia looked up and took the offered coffee from the air hostess.  “Thank you,” she said, just as a formality.

“You’re welcome,” she replied.  The woman was about the same age as her, unusually.  Most United staff seemed to be in their 40s or 50s – not that there was anything wrong with that.  Sofia remembered flying with Virgin once on a trip to London (no points for that flight!) and had looked longingly at the staff, all as young as her, all pretty – even the boys.  She smiled thinking about it, if you could staff HQ with pretty young women you’d get your pick of the male graduates.

Sofia sat back and sipped her coffee, it had to be different from the shit they served in the back of the plane she though, fuck it was even warm.  And it almost tasted of coffee.  She took the snack when it came (the stuff in the cheap seats was awful, what was it?  A toasted cheese sandwich she seemed to recall.  If that was cheese in it.)  Flying business class was worth it.  Well, worth the company’s money she thought.  No way I’d spend my own money on it.  Not until I was a Senior VP at least.

After she’d eaten she used the bathroom which took forever, at least it felt like forever for her fellow passengers queueing as she applied her makeup.  She didn’t care when she came out, looking good was more important to her than their need for relief.  She walked up and down to stretch her legs.  They’d be landing in just over an hour, so she settled back into her seat, plugged the Bose headphones into the seatback TV and watched some crap until they landed. 

Japan was, as always, ultra efficient and she cleared immigration in under 20 minutes.  It was only on the way out she paused and looked back, of course, coach was still queueing at passport control.  Another bonus of business class.  Even her case came quickly, it looked like the red ‘priority’ labels actually worked.  While she was waiting she caught a glimpse of herself in a stainless steel pillar.  She smiled, she was looking good.  Her black skirt ended just above her knees, the white blouse, opened to reveal more than a hint of her ample breasts, the matching black suit jacket and she’d fit right into any office, anywhere in the world. 

Once outside the airport she joined the line for the taxi – last time she’d had to take the metro (company policy – her company policy to save money) but her new rank allowed her to take a taxi, so she did.  Sofia didn’t speak a word of Japanese (past the obligatory Hello, please, thank you, and the business traveler’s all time number one, ‘Can I have a receipt please?’) and she just handed the driver her phone with the hotel address on it.  She’d opted for the Marriott, she wasn’t one for the traditional Japanese experience.

Check in was seamless, well, it would be,  she’d checked in at 40,000 feet and the key had been delivered wirelessly to her phone.  She ignored the front desk and took the elevator straight to the nineteenth floor and straight to her room.  Once inside she checked her passport and valuables into the in-room safe.  She wanted to go to bed, but knew from experience that would be an error.  She had to force herself to stay awake, so she pulled out her laptop and sat down to work.

After a couple of hours she’d had enough and unpacked her bag – even though she was only here for two nights she unpacked fully and would just throw her dirty clothes back into the suitcase as she went.  She washed her face to refresh herself, selected her bikini and took the elevator down to the third floor and the gym.  Tomorrow morning, she knew she’d be up at something like two AM, she’d hit the gym for real, tonight she just wanted to swim a little and then relax in the sauna/steam room/Jacuzzi.  She got changed, locked her clothes and walked to the pool.


2

Despite her bitchy nature, Sophia looked good and knew that she did, she was about five foot six with long, thick, dark, almost black hair that reached all the way to the small of her back.  Her body was toned and tanned, her chest full and firm, stomach flat with hints of a muscle under her pale white skin.  She worked out religiously and ate carefully.  She tied her hair in a pony tail and jumped into the deep end of the pool.  She didn’t look, but knew that the half dozen or so middle aged men were looking at her.  She smiled to herself, she liked, no, loved the attention.  When she went for her evening meal later she knew that one or more would attempt to buy her a drink or join her for the meal.  She’d say no and smile as they walked away, dejected.  She never said yes, it gave her the power over them.  Sad fucks, did they really think they’d get anywhere with her?

Sophia ploughed up and down the pool, never stopping, just tuck turning at the end of each length and avoiding the men sucking in their guts.  She felt good.  After her regulation mile she got out, pushing herself up out of the water, twisting and sitting on the edge of the pool, letting the water run off her, secretly enjoying the attention that she was getting. 

Sophia didn’t have much of a life outside of work, it had been a few years since she’d had a steady boyfriend.  She wasn’t above the need for sex, sometimes on a Friday or Saturday she’d make her way to a singles bar or skim through tinder to find someone, but it was purely physical, she didn’t have time for love.  After a couple of dates guys would want more, to see her regularly but she’d brush them off.  Her need had been satisfied for another couple of months.

If one of the guys in the pool had been half attractive and taken an interest she would have flirted with him, let him know she might be available, but none took her fancy.  Too fat, too bald and too old.  When she stood up she could feel a dozen sets of eyes following her as she walked to the steam room – happily single sex.  15 minutes was enough and she looked at the Jacuzzi, there were two guys in it, they were talking to each other so what the hell.  She got in at the far end and they ignored her, she lay back and thought about the meetings for the next two days.

“First time in Japan?” she heard.  Sophia lifted her head and looked at the man opposite.  Where was he when she’d arrived?  Dark hair, maybe three days stubble on his face, his neck solid and what she could see of his shoulders were well defined.  Just a little chest hair poking above the water line.  Where indeed was he when she’d arrived?  She smiled at him, the first stage of flirting, letting him know he might not be wasting his time.  She liked the stubble, she knew that the Japanese didn’t like facial hair, not even on a visitor.  The fact that he wore four days of stubble implied confidence.  She liked confidence.

“No, this is my third visit,” she replied, her artificially white teeth glistening.

“Ah,” he replied, “This is my twelfth visit.  Bit of a culture shock to say the least – you never really get to understand it.”  He smiled back at her, the game had begun.  At the other end of the pool the older men looked at the youngsters, then at each other.  They were wasting their time and they knew it.  One of them smiled and they both clambered out, leaving Sophia and her target alone.

“What brings you here?” she asked, raising a hand to her head and moving the hair near her ear, coyly, signaling her availability.  She tried to place his accent, probably west coast USA.  The man moved from opposite her to next to her.  There was no need for him to stand up, but he did, revealing his six pack and muscular arms.  He did it to show her his body, they both knew it and she appreciated it.  He was ripped.  She stayed where she was, leaving him guessing at what was under the water.  He wouldn’t be disappointed when he got to see, assuming he wasn’t gay anyway and just looking for someone to talk to.  That would be shit.

“Work,” he replied, “I work for a software consultancy and I’m here for a month helping to install and upgrade the package.  And you?”

“Similar, I work for End-Trust but in HR.  Ever heard of us?”  He nodded, of course he’d heard of End-Trust.

“I applied there after college but ended up somewhere else,” he said, “By the way, I’m Kyle,” he added, extending his hand to her.  She took it and they shook, he was impressed at this first glimpse of her smooth, feminine arms, she by his forearms and handshake, firm but not so firm it hurt her.

“And I’m Sophia,” she replied.  The game was on.  They chatted for 20 minutes or so until she yawned a couple of times.

“Am I boring you,” he joked, half in nerves in case he was.  She’d laughed at him a couple of times to let him know she was still interested.  In truth he’d actually made her laugh, some of his stories were actually funny and he’d made himself the fall guy.  He’d worked out she was a power hungry office bitch and he figured she’d like to think she was more powerful than he was.  By making himself the fall guy she could assert her power.  Later in bed he hoped the opposite would be true.  If it got that far . . . .

“Not at all, I’m just off the plane and I’m tired, it’s late at night for me.”

“And yet still a day before you actually leave,” he added, joking.  Maybe because she was tired she laughed weakly.  “I guess everyone cracks that the first time they cross the date line,” he added.

“Not quite everyone,” she laughed, “Right, I’m going to get out now, that’s long enough.  She stood up slowly, revealing her near perfect body to Kyle slowly, enticing him.  He tried, he really tried to keep his eyes on her face as she rose from the water but he couldn’t help himself, the way the water dripped down her chest, over her breasts and then dripped off her bikini top back into the water . . . . fuck, he caught himself and looked up at her face, shit, had he blown it.

“Eyes up top solider,” she said, smiling.  She’d wanted, she’d needed that positive reinforcement that she had it and he wanted her.  And he wanted it.  He wouldn’t get it tonight, he’d have to work harder than that, but she had two nights and he might get one of them . . . potentially.  Kyle’s face went red, and not just from the heat of the water.  He felt uncomfortable, staring up at her as she towered above him so he stood up.  Just like he had done, she studied his body as he rose.  His six pack, the bulge in his trunks, his thick, only slightly hairy legs.  Yes, she thought, as long as you’re not a dick you’ll do nicely for a night.

They picked up their towels and walked slowly towards the changing rooms, talking.

“Got any plans for dinner?” he asked, well, someone had to make the first move.  And it’s usually the man.

“Not really,” she said, “Know anywhere good?”

“Well,” he said, rubbing the towel on the back of his neck, “I found this great Japanese restaurant last week . . .”  The joke was weak but they were looking at each other, Sophia’s smile quickly became an actual laugh.  It was infectious and soon he was laughing too. 

“No seriously,” he said, “I’ve tried a fair few, Japanese, Vietnamese, Chinese.  Even McDonalds one night.  But if you’ve just arrived how about just eating in the hotel?”

“That works, I’ve stayed here before and it’s pretty good.  Meet you outside the restaurant at eight?”  Kyle checked his watch, as he did she started to speak again.  “Let me grab a couple of hours sleep,  I won’t be late.”

“Sure, I’ll book a table.”

“Great, see you in a few hours.”  She turned and walked away, Kyle watched her ass vibrate in the tiny black bikini.  If it goes well I could have my hands on that in what, five hours he thought.  When she turned for the entrance to the ladies’ changing room she turned and looked back at him.  She’d have been disappointed if he’d not been watching.  She smiled, he’d watched her the whole way.  She blew him a kiss and walked into the changing rooms.
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Just before eight Kyle was outside the restaurant.  The hostess showed him to the table, he’d asked for a booth – really it was meant for four or even six, but he wanted something more intimate than a pokey little table for two in the middle of the room.  5000¥ to the hostess had seen to that.  He ordered a bottle of white wine on ice, accepted a glass from the waiter and studied the menu, thankfully printed in English.  On the dot of eight she appeared, her dark hair loose over her shoulders, a black blouse that looked expensive with a floral pattern on it – a hint of the orient maybe?  She was wearing a matching back skirt, showing her killer calves and red high heeled shoes.  She looked good, fuck, he thought, am I underdressed?

For her part she thought he looked as good in a tight navy Tee shirt, his muscles clearly visible.  He half stood as she arrived, but banged his knees on the table.  He broke the silence first.

“You look amazing,” he said.

“You don’t look so bad yourself,” she replied.  The ice broken, no longer people looking for company, now they’d announced their intentions a little.  The waiter appeared and poured Sophia a glass of wine, she took it and sipped it.  She’d avoided alcohol on the plane, but this was very welcome, even if it was three AM yesterday on her personal body clock.  Nice wine, she thought, bet that wasn’t cheap.  Her face must have given something away.

“My company has a great expense policy,” he said, “One bottle of wine a day.”  They clinked glasses and fell back into easy conversation, neither trying too hard, neither trying too little.  At the end of the meal as they were leaving Kyle showed he knew what he was doing.

“I’d suggest a quick drink in the bar, but I’m guessing you’re beat?”

She smiled, he was good.  “I am, rain check?”

He smiled, “Sure, let’s just head to bed.”  He flushed, then stammered, “I mean, you to your bed, me to mine.”

She laughed again.  “Let’s do that . . . tonight anyway,” she said, seductively.  She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.  “Same time tomorrow?  Maybe you can show me this great Japanese place?”

“I’d like that,” he said.  Sophia pressed the button and the elevator doors opened.  “So I’m not following you, I’ll get the next one?”

“Sure Kyle, see you tomorrow.” 

Kyle reached into his pocket and pulled out his business card.  Normally Sophia would put these somewhere and forget all about them, this one she wanted to keep.  It had his email and phone, just in case.

“I’ll email you,” she said as she entered the elevator, turned to face him and blew him a kiss.  The doors closed, each on their own side of the metal doors was delighted with how the evening had gone.  Until tomorrow, they both said.  Kyle went to the bar for a drink, Sophia stripped off, used the bathroom and got into bed, she was asleep in seconds.  She didn’t set an alarm, she’d be awake at stupid AM regardless.
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In the morning Sophia woke just after two AM, she lay drowsing for an hour of so before hitting the gym.  As she expected she was the only person in there at that time and she programmed the treadmill for an hour and started to run, the program varied the speed and at the end of the hour she’d covered five miles.  Next she lifted weights for 30 minutes before retiring to her room, made a coffee, showered and then started worked until six AM and emailed Kyle.  When she went for breakfast, she ate lightly, a couple of pastries and three cups of coffee, back to her room, packed her bag and walked the three blocks to the tower block End-Trust was based in.  The Japanese offices were small, they only had two floors of what looked like an 80 story office tower, but that was OK.  They were small but expanding in Japan.  Sophia was greeted in the entrance hall by Akari, they’d met before and the smiles weren’t fake.

“Great to see you again Sophia,” said Akari.  her English was excellent if heavily accented.  Even Sophia couldn’t complain, especially seeing as her own Japanese was so awful.  “How was your flight and hotel?”

“Great thanks,” replied Sophia as they shook hands.  “Shall we go up?”

“Of course, I’ve got your building pass here.”  Akari reached into her pocket and pulled the temporary pass out.  “That will get you to any floor in the building.”  Akari turned and Sophia followed her through the security gates.  Akari knew how ambitious Sophia was and thought that she was destined for the top.  Her plan was to hang onto her coat tails and follow her up the greasy pole.  When Sophia was Global HR director, if she continued to perform and kiss ass she planned to be director of HR for Japan and South East Asia.  In an expanding company it should be possible.

The morning passed, powered by coffee.  Plans were drawn up, performances reviewed and standardized.  Akari liked to break for lunch just after 11, but she knew from experience that Sophia preferred to wait until just before one, so she ignored her hunger.  She could also see the signs on Sophia’s face of stress and tiredness.  She made her offer.

“Need a smoke?” asked Akari.

Sophia paused and looked up.  Was it that obvious?  She didn’t normally smoke, but when you’re trying to fit five days’ work into three something has to give.  Akari didn’t wait for an answer, she opened her draw and pulled out a packet of cigarettes and offered them to Sophia with the lighter.

“Thanks,” said Sophia, taking the packet, impressed with Akari’s foresight and observational skills.  She’d obviously noticed on her last visit when she’d told her she’d quit.  Sophia looked around, “Is there still a smoking room?”

Akari nodded, “It’s down on 20, out the elevators, turn right and you can’t miss it.”  Sophia nodded, picked up the packet of cigarettes and lighter and made for the elevators.  “Leave your phone Sophia,” added Akari.  Sophia opened her mouth to speak when Akari spoke again.  “Really, leave it, trust me.”  Maybe she was right, though, a break could be what I need, thought Sophia.  She turned round, put her phone on the desk and walked away.
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Once she was in the smoking room (there was only one other person in it) Sophia removed the cellophane and opened the packet.  She slowly pulled out the cigarette and looked at it.  She knew it was a bad idea, but she needed it.  She put the filter between her lips and opened the zippo and spun the wheel.  The point of no return.  Nervously she held the flame to the end of the cigarette and sucked, pulling the flame into the tobacco and lighting it.  The hit was instant as the sweet smoke entered her mouth and lungs.

I should quit more frequently, she thought, if the rush is like this.  She exhaled and looked around.  Normally she’d have been on her phone, checking work emails or twitter.  She took another drag and looked around.  The smoking room was made to be as uncomfortable as possible, it was a glass cube, maybe 10 feet across with no privacy at all.  In the center was a bucket for the used ends, there were no chairs.  Everything done to make it as unpleasant as possible.  She smiled, nothing could take away the pleasure of the nicotine rush.

With nothing to do, no one to talk to (the man was engrossed in his phone) and no distractions Sophia looked around, into the office on that floor.  It looked like any office anywhere in the world, people in suits, still common in Japan, hunched over monitors and keyboards.  Sophia took another drag on the Lucky Strike and then stopped breathing, the cigarette still between her lips, clutched between her fingers.  She shook her head and looked again.  She couldn’t help it, she spoke out loud.

“What the fuck,” she said, her voice trailing off and the ck of fuck extended and drawn out.  A naked girl was running down the center aisle of the office, her hair tied back in a pony tail.  She was carrying an envelope and a mobile phone was in a holder on her arm.  The girl was running hard, not jogging, her breasts were bouncing.  She ran, then at one desk, only 10 feet from Sophia though the glass, fell to her knees, she opened her legs wide and offered the letter to the man at the desk on her outstretched hands, her head down, chest heaving as she drew in breath.  The man didn’t look, he just took the letter from her hands.  As he did so she lowered her hands, gracefully. 

The man picked up a letter opener – abstractly Sophia thought when was the last time I saw one of those? – and sliced the envelope open.  He read it twice, then bent down to the girl and pressed the phone on her arm.  Instantly the girl stood, bowed to the man, then looked at her phone and ran away.

“Fuck,” said Sophia in pain.  The man in the cube looked at her, the cigarette had burnt down and the lit end had just touched her fingers.  Sophia stubbed it out and spoke to the man.

“Do you speak English?” she asked.

“Of course,” he replied.

“What, I mean, what did I just see?” she said, pointing over her shoulder to the office behind her.

“I don’t know,” he said, “Can you describe what you saw?” he asked.  He sounded bored, like he was trying to end the conversation before it began.  Sophia recognized the tone, but ignored it.  She pressed on.

“There, behind me, there was a naked woman running though the office.  She, she handed a letter to someone and ran off.”

“Oh, you saw a mail girl,” he replied, very matter of fact.  Sophia waited for him to expand, eventually he obliged.  “You don’t have them in America?”  Sophia shook her head.  “You should.  Look, there’s another one.”

Sophia span round, a second girl was running naked through the office.  She turned and ran towards the door of the smoking room, where she dropped to her knees, just like the first girl and offered a letter to Sophia’s fellow smoker.  He took the letter from her, threw his cigarette away and read it, the girl’s heavy breathing the only sound in the room.  He laughed, bent down and pressed the button on the phone.  She stood up, bowed, her phone beeped, she looked at it and spun round and ran off.  The man didn’t speak to Sophia, just slowly walked out and back to his desk like nothing had happened.

Sophia was in a trance, she lit another Lucky Strike and watched the office.  On three more occasions she saw a mail girl running by, one of them was white like her, with long red hair. 

“I have to know more about this,” she said to herself.  When she finished her smoke she took the elevator back to Akari to ask about it.
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“Akari,” said Sophia and then Akari cut her off.

“You saw the mail girls then?”  Sophia nodded.  “I wondered if there could be a market for them in End-Trust, in America?”  Sophia paused, the concept flew against her feminist principles but could it work?  Could it be the tool she needed to push her career forward.  She paused, oblivious to anything in the world in that instant other than her own thoughts.

End-Trust needed an edge.  Why join us when you could be part of Google, Twitter – sorry X, or any other of 50 IT companies?  What makes us stand out in the recruitment stakes?  The IT industry is so heavily male dominated – and she knew from personal experience that 20 times a year she’d have to discipline a member of staff (always male) for looking at porn at work, so they clearly liked it.  Strip clubs were legal, so nudity wasn’t an issue . . . her mind was working overtime.

Eventually she became aware of Akari, she was smiling at her.  “You see the possibilities then Sophia?”  Sophia nodded.  “I’ve arranged for you to meet with the HR department of the company below us.  They employ an American mail girl, you can speak to her if you want.”

“That . . . that would be great Akari.”

“We are meeting Daisuke at two in his office.”

Sophia thought for a few minutes, all ideas of normalizing performance reviews gone.  “Let’s have lunch, I can’t think anymore.”

“Of course,” replied Akari. smiling.  Sophia was clearly interested.  Maybe her career was moving forward.

******

Daisuke was in his office, behind his desk.  He looked at the wall clock above his door, two minutes before two.  He expected the American to be late, in his experience only Japanese and Koreans could be expected to be on time.  To his immense pleasure he could see Akari, and who he assumed to be Sophia walking towards his office, guided by one of the reception ladies.  He smiled, he was impressed.

His office door opened and he stood and bowed to the two ladies, who returned the compliment, then he thrust out his hand and shook Sophia’s offered hand and then Akari’s.

“Welcome ladies to my humble office.  Yua, bring tea please.”  The receptionist bowed and walked out of the office, closing the glass door behind her.  “Please, sit, be comfortable.”  The End-Trust employees sat and Daisuke resumed his seat.  “So, Akari tells me you have witnessed our mail girl program and would like to know more?  Do you think this would work in America?”

Sophia was about to speak, the question was clearly directed at her but Akari beat her to it.  “Thank you for allowing us to speak with you today, we are most grateful that you have allowed us some of your precious time.”  Japanese politeness, thought Sophia, Give me straight to the point Americans any day.  The pleasantries continued for a few more minutes until the tea came, was poured and Yua left again.  Then finally Akari let Sophia speak.

“Yes, I witnessed one of your mail girls earlier today and was interested.  I thought it would make an excellent recruitment and retention tool for our company.”

“Plus it provides jobs for females as well, not always easy to come by in these troubled times.”  The recession had been running for over a year now.  When does a recession become a depression, thought Sophia.

“Indeed.  Can I ask you some questions about the program please?”

“Be my guest,” he replied, sipping his tea.

“What, exactly, do the girls do?”

Daisuke laughed.  “They are mail girls, they deliver mail.  Yes, we still use email, instant messaging, texting, calling but for very trivial, or very important we use the mail girls.  Every employee is encouraged to make use of the service three times a week and it always puts a smile on everyone’s face.”

“What about your female employees?” asked Sophia.

“They don’t object.”

“Don’t you feel like your demeaning women, taking us back to the 50s or even earlier?”

Daisuke shook his head.  “Not at all, no one is forced to do anything that they don’t want to do.  As to your second point, maybe we are taking us forward into the future.  We Japanese usually look to the future,” he added, smiling.  Sophia smiled back, frankly she didn’t give a shit about feminism, as long as she wasn’t the one being discriminated against.  Interesting take from Daisuke though, was feminism dead in the water?

The door to the office opened and, as had been arranged, the white mail girl ran in and dropped to her knees, legs open wide and offered an envelope to Daisuke.  He took it silently and touched the girl’s phone which beeped once. 

“What was that?” asked Sophia.  Daisuke looked up.

“Resetting her clock,” he said, “Each mail girl has a time limit when she collects a letter.  She must deliver in time, or she earns a demerit.  At the end of the week the demits are deducted from her pay.”  Daisuke opened the letter and laughed, then he looked at the red haired girl, kneeling silently at his feet.

“Turn to face my guests 17,” he ordered.  Without speaking she gracefully pivoted to look at Sophia and Akari.  Sophia studied the girl, she was what, 20 years old, smallish breasts, maybe a B cup, gorgeous figure with a thick, red bush.  My girls will be bald, she thought, must be something cultural. 

“Why 17?” asked Sophia to mail girl 17.  As she spoke Sophia noticed the tattoo above the phone, 17 in a circle on the girls arm.  Sophia bent her head, there was one on the other side as well.

“She is the 17th mail girl we’ve recruited.  The tattoos are temporary, in Japanese society tattoos are  . . . . frowned upon.  Would you like to talk with her – I’ll give her permission to speak if you do.”

“Yes please.”

“17, you may speak when spoken to until further notice.”

“Thank you Master,” 17 said.  Sophia was shocked, Master?  Was 17 a slave?  Do I care?  Not really.

“Are you a slave,” asked Sophia.

“No Mistress, but Master Daisuke recruited me and signed me up, so when I am allowed to speak I must refer to him as Master.  I refer to women as Mistress and other males as Sir.”

“How long have you been a mail girl?”

“About four months Mistress.  I’ve signed a 12 month contract.”

“Do . . . do the employees get to . . . well,” Sophia found herself blushing as she struggled for the words.

“Fuck me Mistress?  No, touching is strictly forbidden.”  My employees will get to do what the fuck they like with these whores.  Just need to arrange it with legal.

The conversation carried on, 17 had come to Japan for nine months as part of her Japanese course at university, spending the time abroad.  While she was here her only parent had died, she needed the money to continue at uni and had taken a year out to earn money.  And with her mane of bright red hair she was paid a premium on top of an already healthy salary as a mail girl.  She wasn’t proud, but money was money and with what she earned for a year would cover the rest of her degree and cover living expenses for a year or two beyond uni, if she was frugal.

Sophia’s memory was excellent, she didn’t take notes, just talked and sipped her tea.  After 20 minutes or so she got the impression from Daisuke and Akari that her time was up, Daisuke released the mail girl, re-committed her to silence.  When he touched the phone she stood up, it beeped again, giving her her next assignment and she ran away, ready to collect another letter.  Sophia watched her run, more accurately watched the employees watching her run.

We can do this, we are going to do this, she thought.  This is my ticket to senior VP next year and hopefully Director of HR by 28.  Sophia had already forgotten that this was Akari’s lead.  Akari knew this would happen, and one day she’d remind Sophia of it.

Once they went back to their office Sophia was going through the motions, but her heart wasn’t in it.


7

Sophia met Kyle in the hotel bar, just before eight , her mind still on what she’d seen.  They shared a drink, he opted for a beer and she went for a glass of white wine, the alcohol helped her to calm down a little.  Kyle could sense her nerves but he was sure it wasn’t anything he’d done.  Last night she’d seemed so keen, today her mind was clearly somewhere else.

As the meal came to and end Kyle decided to broach the subject with her.

“You seem distracted, bad day at work?”

Sophia paused for a moment, before she decided to take the plunge and let Kyle know what was on her mind.

“I . . . I saw something today at work and . . . and, can I run something past you?”

“Sure.”

“I saw mail girls, naked girls in an office running up and down delivering the mail.”  Kyle almost choked on his drink as she spoke, she was so matter of fact, not disgusted by it, not embarrassed, just stating what she’d seen.  And, he thought, for that matter, what the fuck is a mail girl?  Sophia read his lack of understanding on his face and explained what a mail girl was.  Kyle just sat in silence, listening.

“So,” asked Sophia at the end of her monologue about mail girls, “Can I ask you what you think about it?  I mean, would you like to work in an office with attractive, naked girls running around, delivering mail?”

Of course I would¸ he thought, then opened his mouth, preparing to lie to Sophia.  But she spoke first.

“Be honest,” she said, “I’m asking professionally, regardless of you answer it doesn’t effect our relationship.”

What the hell then, he thought.  “Sure, I, and I think 90% of your male employees would love it.  But what about the female ones?”

She laughed.  “I work at End-Trust.”  He smiled, in a woke world it was a hold out, it was an open secret that to progress you had to be male.  Or work in HR . . . .

“And,” he added, “Much as I’d love it, how do you think the older guys will react – or more to the point, how do you think that their wives will react?”

“That,” she said, stirring her coffee, “Is one of the great points about this idea.”  He looked at her quizzically.  “What’s the easiest way to raise profits?”

“Lower costs.”

“Exactly, and who costs the most to employ, the old or the young?”

He smiled, understanding.  “So the old timers are forced to leave by their wives, no redundancy and you recruit bright young things to replace them at lower costs?”  She nodded.  “You’ve really thought about this, haven’t you?”

“Yes, the only thing that really worries me, will guys go for it?”  She picked up her coffee and drank it down.  Kyle thought for a while before he spoke.  It had to be worth the risk.

“How open are you to trying something new?  Don’t worry, perfectly safe and sane, but it should answer a lot of your questions.”

They’d only met the night before but Sophia felt safe, besides, this was Japan.  Even the worst parts were safer than most American cities.  “Sure.”

Kyle paid the check, downed his glass of wine and stood up.  “It’s a couple of miles, let’s get a taxi.”
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In the taxi they made polite conversation, Kyle gave the directions in Japanese which impressed Sophia.  When they got out it was still daylight and they were outside a bar called ‘Sugar Heel’  The name didn’t help Sophia.  On the door were a couple of bouncers, in the west they would have been huge men, off-putting just by their appearance.  Here in Japan trouble wasn’t expected and when security was present the men were much smaller, less muscular.  More help than intimidation.

As they stood in line Kyle spoke to Sophia.  “Remember, this is research for you.  If you feel uncomfortable or want to leave at any point just say something, and we’ll go.”

“Intriguing,” she replied.  What kind of a place had he brought them to?  Once inside it took them both a few minutes to adjust to the semi darkness.  The room, no, hall was circular with small tables arranged around a central, circular stage.  Each table had two or three chairs at it, all facing the empty stage.  It reminded Sophia of a Las Vegas cabaret bar.  A diminutive woman, dressed in a tiny black cocktail dress, cut too low, showed them to a table in the second row.  Kyle ordered two beers as they took their seats.

“I had to call in a favor to get this close to the front,” he told Sophia, “but when I told them I was coming with a western woman they gave me what I was wanting.”

“Should I be worried?” she asked.  Kyle shook his head and Sophia spoke again, “Kyle, I’m not going to have to get up on stage, am I?”  Kyle laughed.

“No.  Well, not unless you want to,” he said intriguingly.  He checked his phone, then put it away.  “No photos allowed,” he added, then looked around.  “Look around the room, check out the clientele.” 

Sophia did as he instructed, the place was full of what were clearly office workers, mostly in their mid 20s.  “They’re called salary men,” he added, “All young, rich, no life outside of the office.  They live for work and in the absence of a life or woman they come to places like this, instead of going home.”  As he spoke their hostess returned with the drink and Kyle handed over his credit card.  The already dim lighting started to dim more and the stage lit up.  “The show’s about to start,” he added unnecessarily, “We can leave at any time if you’re uncomfortable, just say and we’ll go.  I brought you here for work purposes remember.”

He didn’t know it but Sophia was genuinely interested in what was about to happen.  She had no idea what was going on.  The buzz in the room faded and it was soon silent.  A man in a tuxedo came on stage – master of ceremonies she deduced and spoke for a minute.  The room applauded and went silent again and on stage came a second man, dressed in a black boiler suit, black boots and a mask over his face.  Sophia leaned forward and put her elbows on the table, she was really interested in what was about to happen.
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After another round of applause and more speaking a woman came out onto the stage.  She was short may five feet two or three with long dark hair but what really grabbed Sophia’s attention was what she was wearing.  Which, was virtually nothing.  As she walked on the audience applauded again, they knew what to expect.  Sophia stole a glance at Kyle, he was engrossed as well.  Sophia picked up her beer and took a drink, Kyle had forgotten about his.

A hostess wheeled a cart onto the stage and the man bowed to the woman, who bowed back.  He moved behind her and in one swift movement pulled on her tiny dress and it came away, leaving her naked.  In America the crowd would have gone wild, her breasts were full and firm, bigger even than Sophia’s own.  On her tiny frame they looked enormous.  This was Japan, the show had started, the audience watched in silence.

The man started by opening the cart and pulling out a large ball of Jute rope.  She’d never done much S & M but she knew what it was and where they were now, this was clearly an BDSM bar and the show was going to be watching the woman, or women being tied up.  Sophia looked round the room, the men were all watching, not one taking their eyes off the stage.  Sophia smiled, men were pathetic, a naked woman about to be tied and they were all suckered in.  But, she thought, a great recruitment tool.  She drank another inch of her beer and watched. 

The man started by having her put her arms behind her back, forcing her to put each elbow into the opposite hand.  She spun through 360o and Sophia could see her shoulder blades bulging.  The man looped the rope and passed it over the middle of her forearms, the passed the end through the loop and pulled the rope tight, holding her arms in place.  He looped it over her arms several times before tying it off.  The long, loose end he passed up over her right upper arm, across her chest (just above her breasts) over her left arm and back.  As he did this he spun the girl, so that he could stand still.  He passed the end behind the end from her wrists to her shoulder and pulled it tight, the girl gasped but she wasn’t in any serious pain.

Once it was tight he pulled it back and the girl spun the other way, again he put the rope above her breasts, over her arms and behind her back, where again he passed it behind itself then back she spun, this time the rope went under her breasts, lifting them slightly away from her body.  Sophia was giving this 100% of her attention, she’d never seen anything like it.  The rope was getting shorter now, he repeated it again and the girl had four lengths of rope above her breasts and four under them.  He tied the rope off behind her back and cut the loose ends away.  She turned round again and again and the man took a bow.  The audience clapped appreciatively.   Sophia guessed the show wasn’t over, not yet.

He took another rope and again doubled it, he tied the end to the growing mass of knots behind her back and passed it between her arms and body, then put the existing ropes between them and pulled tight.  This brought the ropes above and below her breasts closer together, then passed it up her arms, over her shoulders, behind her back and down on the other side, bringing the end to her left side when again he tied the upper and lower ropes, closing the gap, enhancing her chest before tying it behind her back.  Once again she spun slowly for the crowd to applause.

“I think,” said Kyle, “This man is very well known, regarded as an expert in his field.”  Sophia barely registered his speech, she was totally engrossed in the performance.  Kyle smiled, this was what he’d hoped would happen.  Tonight was going to be his night.  He’d read Sophia right, dominant in her day job, needing a release at night through submission.  She just didn’t know it until now.

The man took another rope, again bent double and passed it between the girls breasts, behind the ropes.  Sophia met her eyes as he did this and the two women smiled at each other.  He passed the end through the looped rope and pulled it tight.  The ropes above and below her breasts were about five inches apart when he started, when he stopped they were touching, the model’s breasts squeezed on either side by the ropes.  He took a single end of it in one hand and her right breast in the other and lifted the meat, then started to wrap the rope around her breast, under and over, round and round, each time tighter than the last until it was wrapped round her four times and then he tied it off.  He spun her through 180o so that the other side of the room could watch him bind her other breast in the same manner.

He bowed to the audience and received a round of polite applause.  Next her took another rope and quickly gathered her hair,  he made it into a rough pony tail and doubled it, then wrapped the rope round her hair.  Sophia couldn’t quite make out how he’d done that.  He took a hook from the table and passed the rope though the eye of the hook.  He greased the hook and made the model bend at the waist, exposing her pussy.  Like 99% of Japanese women she was not clean shaved down there.  He rubbed the hook over her ass several times before pushing it inside.  She gasped as it went in, maybe four inches slide inside her.  Sophia shuddered, she’d never had anything in her ass, but she was still gripped by the scene.  The girl straightened up, the rope between her hair and ass hook going loose.  The man spoke to the audience who yelled in agreement.  Sophia had no idea what he’d asked, but she knew the audience wanted it.

The man picked up another item, fuck¸ thought Sophia, that’s huge.  He’d picked up a penis gag, maybe two inches diameter and four long.  He lined it up with the girl’s mouth and she opened wide as he slowly pushed it in.  He pushed it all the way, then took the cords from it and bound them behind her head, forcing her jaw wide open.

Next he took the rope from between her hair and ass and pulled it slowly, until it was tight and then it started to force the girl’s head backwards until she was staring up at the ceiling.  The pain in her neck must have been intense thought Sophia.  He pulled it tighter and tighter, until the back of her head was parallel with the floor.

Next he helped her to the floor where she sat with the soles of her feet touching, legs open wide.  He took another rope and starting at her knees bound it round and round her leg, pulling her calf into her thigh, then repeated on her other leg.  Next he took a couple of clamps and put them onto her nipples with a thin rope dangling off.  The ends of these he tied to her knee ropes.  When she moved they pulled on her nipples causing her intense pain.  The audience clapped again when he did this.

For the final part of the show he took a wand vibrator from the table and a leather harness.  He put the harness on the floor and helped the model to stand inside it, then he pulled it up her legs and fastened it over her hips and waist.  He put the wand inside the harness, the bulbous end of the device between her legs, touching her clit.  Sophia smiled as he did this, she had a wand back in her hotel room.  It was one of her favorite devices.  Kyle saw Sophia smiling, he could she that Sophia had passed from research into actually enjoying the show.

When the wand was in place the girl sat down, crossed legged.  The man took two thin lengths of rope and showed them to the audience as he spoke.  Once again the audience applauded in anticipation.  Sophia didn’t have a clue what was about to happen, Kyle did only as he’d been here before. 

He picked up a glass of iced water and pulled out an ice cube, then held it to the model’s nipple which instantly hardened and stood proud against her breast.  He popped the ice cube back in the glass and quickly tied one end of the thin rope round the erect nipple, pulling it tight.  The girl couldn’t see what was happening with her head bent backwards, but she cried out when he pulled the knot tight, the ice obviously didn’t deaden the nerves too much.  He quickly repeated the process on her other breast, leaving the two ropes dangling down her body.

The Master took another rope and bound the girl’s ankles together, then took the rope on her left nipple and pulled it between the big and second toe on her left foot, pulling it tight, forcing the girl to bend her back.  He pulled and wrapped it until she was bent double, her nipple only six inches from her feet which had been pulled up by the rope.  He repeated the process again with the other loose rope, her feet were now off the floor, the weight of her legs was hanging from her nipples.  She was shaking in pain and anticipation.  As the Master spun her round Sophia looked into her eyes, she’d expected to see nothing but pain, but the girl was clearly enjoying every aspect of the performance, from the humiliation, degradation and exposure to the intense pain she was clearly suffering.

As the girl spun the Master picked up a remote control from the table.  The packed room was silent, the only sounds came from the stage where the girl was whimpering.  Sophia studied her, she looked incredible, bent double, sweat pouring off her body, her nipples pulled taught, head bent back.  The Master spoke in a low voice.

“He’s asking the audience if she should be allowed to cum,” whispered Kyle.  Sophia nodded, in her opinion she should.  The Master looked round the room, gauging the audience.  As he looked he caught Kyle and Sophia, non-Japanese were uncommon in Shibari bars, women very, very uncommon.  He spoke again and the light above their table came on, highlighting them in the audience.  He spoke directly to Kyle, first in Japanese and then in Engligh.

“Would you like to control her?” he asked, pointing at Sophia.  Sophia didn’t understand, she turned to Kyle.

“He’s asking if you want to take control of the wand,” Kyle explained, “You’ll be responsible for controlling if the girl cums, just don’t let her cum straight away.”

“What do you mean?” asked Sophia.

“Bring her to the brink of orgasm,” explained Kyle, “Turn the wand on, watch her carefully and just when she’s about to cum switch it off.”  Sophia looked worried, she liked to cum hard and fast.  “It’s OK, it’s part of the show.  She’ll, I think, beg to be allowed to cum.  You’ll need to ignore her twice and then just switch the wand off and walk around her, teasing her.  What d’ya think?”

Maybe it was because she was tired, maybe it was the effects of the beer, or maybe it was just because she was caught up in the moment, but Sophia smiled.  “I’ll do it,” she said and stood up.  The room exploded in applause as the spot light followed her down to the stage, her toned body and large breasts highlighted round the room.  The Master extended a hand and helped her onto the stage, then handed her the remote.

“Don’t let her cum until I signal,” he said to Sophia, “It’s all part of the show,” he added and winked.  Sophia had never been with a woman, sure she’d watched porn but this was different, this was real, she was in control.  Sophia took the control and looked at it, it was simple with a dial that spun,  Sophia correctly deduced that it must control the speed of the wand.

Sophia walked round the bound girl and knelt down behind her, Sophia’s head was above the tied Japanese girl and they looked at each other.  Sophia smiled and held the control up in her right hand, then slowly spun the dial.  Instantly the wand started to buzz and the girl gasped audibly.  The room gave a quick round of applause.  Sophia was enjoying the attention, she looked good and she knew it.  She was also enjoying being in control of the girl.

The Master put his hand on Sophia who looked up at him, she realized he wanted her to stand, to get out of the way.  She obliged and was surprised when he picked up a multi tailed whip and started to gently lash the submissive’s back.  Sophia was highly intelligent, she quickly worked out that the faster she made the wand go the harder the Master whipped the girl.  They worked together, he whipping her harder, she increasing the tempo of the wand.  Within minutes red lines started to form on the Japanese’s girl back, despite this she was crying, not in pain, but in pleasure.  She was a real masochist.

It didn’t take long before she was begging, begging to cum.  Sophia looked at the Master, her instinct was to allow her to cum or switch off, but she knew that the game was to torment her.  The Master delivered another 10 blows from the whip before Sophia switched off the control, denying her, leaving her on edge.  The audience applauded, the girl cried in denial and the Master took Sophia’s hand.  He offered her the whip in exchange for the control, surprised Sophia took it from him.

“It’s OK,” he said as they exchanged, sensing Sophia’s discomfort.  “She loves pain, look at her.”  Sophia looked at her, the girl nodded as best she could.  What the hell, thought Sophia.  Sophia looked at the whip, she’d never held one before, she turned it, studying it, loving how it looked in her hand.  Loving the power it gave her.

Sophia looked at the Master, who nodded and spun the wheel slowly.  The bound girl gasped as the wand came back on and Sophia knew what she had to do.  She smiled, she was going to toy with the sub, toy with and enjoy toying with the girl.  Sophia struck the girl gently with the whip, allowing the fronds to curl round her back.  Rather than pull it away she dragged it up her back and over her face.  She locked eyes with the girl, then started to whip her, taking her cue from the Master.  Sophia was loving the power she had over the girl.  Sophia enjoyed dominating a girl.  It was a new sensation, one that she loved.

All too soon the submissive was begging to be allowed to cum when the Master turned off the wand, to another round of applause.  They walked round the stage, making circles round the tied girl on the floor, swapping implements before Sophia turned the wand on again.  This time the girl would cum, it had to happen.

The Master was whipping her on her back, her already red back getting redder and redder with every blow.  She was drooling round the gag, saliva running down her face and neck and onto her strained breasts.  The Master was whipping her much harder this time, she’d been brought to the brink twice already, her pussy was soaking and she was already excited.  It only took a couple of dozen blows before she was begging, pleading to be allowed to cum.  Sophia and the Master ignored her for a minute, before Sophia bent down, turned the wand to maximum and whispered in her ear.  The girl didn’t speak much English, but in her excited state it really didn’t matter as she started to cum.

She bent forward, relieving the pressure on her nipples, increasing the pain in her back and ass as she came hard, screaming in delight and pain as wave after wave of pleasure overcame her.  The audience were on their feet applauding, the bound girl oblivious to them all.  When Sophia came she liked to have all stimulation removed instantly, she gave the bound girl no such release and kept the wand on full.  She couldn’t be sure, but she thought the girl kept cumming and cumming.  Sophia enjoyed the sensation, she was in full control of the submissive woman, and it felt good.

Eventually the Master took the control from her and switched it off, he took Sophia’s hand and they both bowed to the audience, then to each other and to the still orgasming girl on the floor.  Sophia left the stage as a couple of stage hands came on and helped the girl to be released.  When she could finally stand the girl bowed to the audience and walked off, still naked. 

Sophia studied the girl, her back was red from being whipped.  Her nipples were still erect, her breasts sagged as the rope came off them, they were purple from a lack of circulation with deep rope burns in the flesh.  Her ankles had red rings on them from the ropes, her mouth would barely close.  But she was beaming from ear to ear, either she was a great actress or she’d truly loved the experience.  She bowed to the audience and then to Sophia, who stood and bowed back.
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The house lights brightened, Sophia and Kyle looked at each other.  Kyle spoke first.

“You enjoyed that then?”

Sophia was no longer lost in the moment, she thought carefully before answering.  “Yes, very much so.”

“Have you ever done anything like that before?”

“No.”

It was Kyle’s time to think.  “Have you ever been tied up?”  The subtext was obvious to both of them.  Would you like to be tied up, was the real question.  Almost a minute passed before she answered him, the only sound either of them could hear was her deep breathing.

“No,” replied Sophia.  But way she accented it let Kyle know that it wasn’t out of the question.  No, not so much of the question, more likelihood.  Kyle smiled.  He loved taking control of a woman, tying her up and dominating her.  He especially liked tying one that had never been tied before.  He had to ask the question, he had to be sure.

“Would you like to be tied up Sophia?” he asked, not looking at her, “Would you like to submit to me and be tied up, be dominated?”  This time her answer came faster.

“Yes.”  There it was in a single word.  Neither of them had looked at each other while the conversation took place, but it was out in the open.  Kyle picked up his beer and emptied the bottle.  He put it down and caught the eye of a hostess who came over.  He spoke rapidly to her in stilted Japanese, she smiled and bowed and moved away.  Kyle looked at Sophia.

“OK Sophia,” he started, “The first rule I have for you is the most important.  Despite what is going to happen, you’re in charge at all times.  If I think you’re not enjoying your submission I’ll ask.  I expect you to be 100% honest at all times.  If I ask you to do something and your not happy or prepared to do it, tell me.  I usually use a traffic light system, so if you say Red to me I’ll stop, instantly.  Amber means you’re not happy, I’ll slow and down and we can discuss.  Sound good?”

Sophia nodded and looked at Kyle.  “Sounds good,” she said, “I mean, I don’t really know what to expect, I’ve never submitted to anyone before, I . . . I normally like to be in control.”

“Many professional women do,” replied Kyle, “But many also find relaxation in submission and the ability to let go.  Incidentally, second rule is that from now on when you speak to me you address me as Sir, understand?”

Sophia could feel her heart beginning to race a little, she was breathing quickly at the thought of submission to this man.  “Yes Sir,” she replied.  Fuck, she’d not called a man Sir since her first day at End-Trust-Systems.  It was thrilling.  And, she thought, to be doing it surrounded by all these men.

“We’ll have one more drink and then head back to the hotel.  Sound OK?”

“Sounds good,” she replied.  Anticipation was half the thrill.  Kyle waited for almost 10 seconds before he spoke.

“You forgot rule two Sophia.  You disappoint me.”

Fuck, fuck¸thought Sophia.  What annoyed her was her lack of attention, she’d been told only moments ago what the rules were and she’d agreed to them readily.  “I’m sorry Sir,” she replied, “It, it won’t happen again.”

“No, no it won’t,” mused Kyle. 

The hostess returned with a tray which she put down on the table.  Sophia started to move her head as Kyle spoke.  “Don’t look at the tray, close your eyes and keep them closed.” 

Sophia didn’t hesitate, she closed her eyes straight away.  “Yes Sir,” she added as she closed her eyes.  She didn’t know if she should speak, but she liked calling Kyle Sir.  It was thrilling to be under his control. 

The hostess bowed after she put the tray down.  Kyle inspected it and handed over his credit card.  The items on it weren’t cheap, but this would hopefully improve the night for them both.  Kyle stood up and helped Sophia to her feet.  She kept her eyes closed the whole time, Kyle was proud of her.

“Fold your arms behind your back.”

“Yes Sir,” replied Sophia with a huge smile on her face, folding her arms.  She was so excited, she couldn’t see but she assumed that the audience (at least some of it anyway) were watching her.  Kyle nodded to the hostess who took Sophia’s chair away.  Sophia worked out what was happening via the sounds.  Kyle picked something off the tray and positioned himself between the table and Sophia.  He kissed her left ear and whispered into it. 

“You can open your eyes now girl.”

“Thank you Sir,” she said softly and opened her eyes.  She blinked a couple of times, reassured that she was looking into Kyle’s deep blue eyes.  Kyle couldn’t help it, he smiled back at the woman.  He lifted his hand up to show Sophia was he was holding, she looked down and gasped.

“I guess you’ve never worn a collar before then?”

Sophia shook her head, “No Sir,” she replied, timidly, looking at the deep black leather with metal studs.  Suddenly she was nervous as well as excited.  She looked up at Kyle again, trying to read his face.  His good looks and kindly smile reassured her.

“Want to stop?”

“No Sir,” replied Sophia without thinking.  That surprised them both when they later looked back.  Submission was something she’d never thought of before, but it seemed almost natural to her. 

Kyle bent forward and opened the collar as Sophia watched.  “Lift you hair out of the way,” he ordered her.  She did as ordered, using both her hands to lift her hair up and away from her neck.  Kyle teased her for a few moments, before taking one end in each hand and wrapping it round her neck.  Normally he liked to fit a collar tight to a girl’s neck, so tight that she could feel it with every breath, but not so tight that it restrained her breathing.  Just tight enough that she knew it was there.

But this was Sophia’s first time, he didn’t want to overdo things.  So he didn’t fasten it tight to her neck, he left enough space that he could easily slip a couple of fingers inside it.  When it was fastened into place (again, he’d normally padlock it, but he didn’t want to go too far) he inspected his handy work, adjusted it to ensure the ring was in the center of her neck and smiled.  He could see she was nervous.

“What do you think?” he asked, taking out his phone and activating the camera.  Sophia let her hair down and touched the black leather with her fingers, feeling the leather, pulling it away from her neck and releasing it as she looked at herself on the phone’s screen.  She felt incredibly sexy. 

“I like it Sir,” she replied, smiling at him.  He couldn’t help it, her smile was infectious.  He smiled too, then they both started to laugh.  After a few seconds Sophia stopped laughing and smiling.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said.

“What for?” asked Kyle, genuinely curious.

“I started laughing Sir,” she replied, “I shouldn’t do that, should I?” she added, her voice rising at the end of the sentence.  Kyle shook his head, but not negatively.

“Why not?” he asked, “It was pretty funny.”  Kyle looked round the room, the lights were starting to dim, the stage had been cleared and another show was about to start.  “Would ‘cha like to stay for the next act?” he asked Sophia.

“Isn’t that your decision Sir?” she asked.  She wanted to watch the next act, but felt that Kyle should choose.  Kyle took a deep breath.

“Sophia, there’s a difference between domination and abuse.  Domination/Submission is about both partners getting what they want.  It’s not all about me taking total control and doing only what I want.  That would be abusive.  And I wouldn’t want to be part of that.”

Sophia thought for a moment, then spoke.  “In that case Sir, I’d like to watch the next act.”

Kyle patted her head.  “Good girl.  But don’t forget, sometimes I’ll decide.”

“Of course Sir.”

Kyle picked up a leash and clipped it onto her collar, holding the end in his hand.  Sophia looked at the silver chain, she liked the way it reflected the light in the club.  She loved the way it marked her out as his property.
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They watched the next act, this time the girl had her hands bound behind her back at the wrists and elbows, the girl grunting loudly as the rope tightened, drawing her elbows together.  Sophia watched wide eyed, she must have been incredibly flexible to allow her elbows to touch like that.  Kyle half watched the act, he preferred watching Sophia’s reactions, using the time to work out what she liked and what she didn’t.  He though she must like the idea of being restrained like that, but not so tightly.

The man tied a third rope to her wrists and threw it upwards and over a pulley.  Sophia was engrossed, she didn’t know what was coming next.  Kyle had a good idea.  The man pulled the rope slowly, the girl was already standing and as he pulled the rope her arms started to rise.  The girl was tiny, she could only have weighed 100lbs max.  As he pulled the rope tighter and tighter she started to bend at the waist, reliving the pressure on her shoulders as here arms were raised.  When her back was level with the floor he stopped, and spoke to the audience.  Kyle caught most of it.

“He’s explaining what’s coming next and asking for the crowd’s opinion.  Want a surprise?”

“Yes please Sir,” she replied.  Sophia had no idea what was coming next.  Kyle noted that she liked surprises.

The girl twisted a little, trying to relieve the pain in her shoulders and Sophia stared at her breasts, or more specifically her pierced nipples.  The man walked round her and took some thin ropes from the table, along with a ring gag.  First he tied one of the ropes to the ring gag, then put it into her mouth.  Sophia smiled as she was gagged, Kyle noted and remembered.  She’d be gagged later.  He was getting hard thinking about what he was going to do with her.

Next the dom attached strings to her nipple rings, letting the loose ends fall to the floor.  With the final rope Sophia could see him push her legs apart, she had to work out what was going on from her position, when he stood back she could see what had happened.  She was quizzical, but didn’t ask, preferring surprise.  The man kicked the girl’s legs apart, forcing her onto tiptoes and put a spreader bar between her legs.

He put a small tray, only an inch or two across on the floor under her stomach and then proceeded to tie the four strings to in, adjusting the lengths until the tray was about six inches off the floor and level.  He then poured a small glass of clear liquid, gin or vodka was Sophia’s guess and put it on the tray.  The shot glass was completely full to the brink, the liquid moved slightly as she breathed.  The man spoke to the audience and they cheered and clapped.  As he spoke the girl started to spin, she was on a revolving plate.

Ah, thought Sophia as the girl’s ass and pussy was exposed to her as she turned, the girl’s clit is pierced and the fourth rope is tied to that ring.

Sophia was torn, she wanted to know what was happening, but wasn’t sure if she could ask.  In the end she spoke up.  “What’s going to happen Sir?” she asked.

Kyle was pleased that she’d spoken, it showed Sophia had taken on board what she’d been told.  “He’s got half a dozen whips and floggers on the table, he’s going to pick a member of the audience and get them to select the implement, then another person will hit her ass with the chosen implement.  If she spills the drink she’ll get hit harder as punishment, if she doesn’t she’ll be allowed to cum.”

“Wow,” said Sophia.  She didn’t said Sir, but Kyle let it go.  She was new to this and he didn’t want to go too far, too fast.  Later he’d punish her for breaking protocol like that.  But not just yet.

“If one of the people selected gets her to spill the drink he wins a round of drinks for his table,” added Kyle.  And at these prices, that’s worth winning, he thought.

The Dom looked round the crowd and directed a spotlight onto a salary man.  He stood up and bowed as he took the applause before walking down to the stage.  He picked up a black leather flogger and showed it to the crowd who clapped.  It had the number two on it.

“That’s the second most painful implement,” explained Kyle, “So he gets to hit her twice with it.”  The salary man raised his arm, the girl took a deep breath and waited, Sophia and the rest of the crowd glued to the action.  He lined it up with her ass and brought it down as hard as he could.  The girl didn’t flinch, not one iota.  The salaryman was clearly disappointed, so he hit her again as hard as he could.  Again she didn’t flinch, but this time after a few seconds she made a noise as she breathed out.  The liquid hadn’t spilled.  The crows cheered and the man from the audience made his way back to his seat, head down.  No doubt as he had to buy a round of drinks.

The next three people up also failed in the task, but as the bound girl turned Sophia and Kyle could see how red her ass was going.  As the Dom looked around the crowd he focused on the American couple and smiled.  He pointed at them and the spotlight was directed to them both, highlighting them.  The crowd went silent and the Dom spoke in halting English.

“You want try please?” he said smiling.  Kyle looked at Sophia and asked her.

“Do you think you could?”

Sophia looked at the girl, the idea of inflicting pain on another girl appealed to her.  She’d had a few drinks and her inhibitions had lifted – two days ago she’d never have considered kneeling, being collared, calling a man Sir, attending a BDSM club . . . what the hell.  “I think I’d like to Sir,” she said smiling.  Kyle smiled, looked like she was a switch.  Interesting – maybe submissive to men and dominant to women?

“Let’s do it then.”  Kyle stood up and lifted Sophia’s leash, lifting her upwards.  Most of the audience weren’t aware that she existed, hiding on the floor out of sight.  When they saw that she was on a leash they applauded.  Kyle and Sophia made their way to the stage as the crowd calmed down. 

When they were on the stage they bowed to the Dom and Sub, then to the crowd, Sophia following Kyle’s lead.  He spoke to the crowd in Japanese before looking at the table.  There were two items left on the table, a soft leather multi tailed whip with a one on it and a tougher looking singled tailed whip with a three on it.

“What do you think?” asked Kyle.

“The single tailed whip Sir.”

“Why?” he asked smiling.  He agreed.

“Two reasons Sir,” she replied, getting used to addressing this man as Sir, “First, we get four strikes with an implement rated four, so 3 times four is 12, it should hurt the most.  And secondly we both get to have a go.”  Kyle agreed, that was his logic too.

“I’ll go first,” he said.  Sophia nodded, he was in charge.  Kyle picked up the multi tailed whip and swished it in the air.  The bound girl’s ass was already red, she watched Kyle closely as he lifted the whip and lined it up with her ass.  When he pulled his arm high she took a deep breath and held it as Kyle brought the whip onto her raw skin.  She was well trained and took the blow without moving. 

“Hmmm,” said Kyle as he handed the whip to Sophia.  Sophia ran the leather over her skin before lifting it and striking her as hard as she could.  Once again the Japanese girl took the blow without moving, when she exhaled she groaned in pain.  Sophia and Kyle exchanged a glance, both disappointed in their failure.  Kyle took the whip, rather than tease the submissive he raised the whip and hit her straight away, once more she didn’t move.

“Damn,” said Kyle, handing the whip back to Sophia, “I’d hoped to take her by surprise.”  Sophia shook her head, that wasn’t going to work.  But she had spotted a pattern. 

Sophia ran the whip over the girl and raised her arm.  As before the girl held her breath, anticipating what was to come.  The crowd was annoyed, they wanted Sophia to hit her and get on with it, but Sophia waited and waited until the model couldn’t hold her breath any longer and as soon as she started to exhale Sophia pounced, lashing out with the whip.  The soft black leather tails bit into the girl’s flesh and she screamed out, twisting slightly as the pain took hold.  She raised her head and that was all that was needed, the small platform under her lifted and the drink slipped, falling off and onto the floor.

In that instance the atmosphere changed and the crowd, annoyed at having to wait, erupted into polite applause, recognizing that they’d won.  The Dom was laughing, he bowed to Kyle and Sophia – in that order, even though she’d won the task – and spoke quickly with Kyle before giving him a business card.  Kyle looked at the card, read it and handed one back.  The Dom took it in the same serious way and they bowed to each other again, before Kyle took Sophia’s hand.

“Bow to the audience,” he told her so she did.  He then led her by the leash off the stage and to their table.  The light had come on and the crowd parted to allow them through.  Kyle sat down and Sophia knelt next to him.  He turned to her.  “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?”  He stroked her hair as he spoke.  Sophia thought for a moment before she replied.

“I did Sir, much more than I expected.  But, but,” she said as she touched her collar, “I like wearing this and what it means too.  I’m . . .  I’m confused as to what it means.”  Kyle explained his theory to her, it made sense to her.   At that moment their free drinks arrived and they clinked glasses.

“Watch one more?” asked Kyle.

“That would be nice Sir,” she replied.
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Sophia recognized one of the girls in the next act, it was mail girl 17 from the office.  Sophia told Kyle, then explained that she’d seen this girl before, running naked in the office delivering mail.  On the stage 17 couldn’t see Sophia, but Sophia watched intently.

The two girls on stage were wearing simple red dresses – Sophia had always thought that a redhead in a red dress looked daft, black was surely a better choice but she pulled it off.  The audience loved it, redheads were rare enough in the US, but in Japan they were almost unheard of.  17 smiled to the crowd, Sophia doubted she was worried about appearing naked. 

The Dom started to speak and the crowd listened, when he’d finished they politely clapped and Kyle spoke to Sophia.

“The girls are going to compete for a cash prize,” he explained, “for 100 thousand Yen.”  Sophia did the calculation, about $800, “He’s going to put them into a stress position – it will be quiet painful for them.  They can quit at any time, but the competition goes on until they both quit.  The winner takes all, the loser gets nothing.”  Kyle thought for a moment.  “This is very different to what I’ve seen here before, it’s all involving a lot of pain.  In the past it’s all been about the knots and the skill of the Dom to bind the woman.”

“I’m not sure I understand the scenario,” said Sophia, then she added “Sir.”

“OK, so what will happen is when one girl gets to her breaking point she’ll indicate to the Dom that she’s had enough.  But the competition continues until the second girl indicates she’s a had as much as she can take.  I guess that they’ll be blindfolded or something.”  Sophia nodded, understanding.

Kyle looked around and caught the eye of a hostess and he ordered two more drinks and asked about the entertainment.  When she left he spoke to Sophia again.

“I understand now,” he said, “It’s a specialist night, dedicated to pain and suffering.  Apparently they do one a month and we got . . .” he was going to add lucky, but wasn’t sure that was the right word.

“Lucky?” said Sophia.  They looked at each other and laughed.

“Lucky.  Sir,” he replied, his voice harsh.

“Lucky Sir,” she replied.  They turned back to face the stage and watch. 

The Dom started by unzipping the girls dresses and exposing their mostly naked bodies to the crowd, 17 in red panties, matching her hair and the Japanese girl in black.

He picked up two wands and gave one to each girl who turned it on and held it between her own legs, just touching her pussy.  The man spoke to the audience and the girls touched themselves, each standing with her legs apart.  Sophia was amazed to watch, each appeared to be getting turned on, she was pretty sure she’d have been as dry as the Sahara desert if she’d have been in their place.  But 17 had her head back, lost in the moment as she neared orgasm.  The bar was silent, watching.  Kyle and Sophia could hear the low hum of the wands over the girls panting.

The Japanese girl was close to cumming, her free hand was forming a fist and she was moaning loudly when the Dom smiled and sadistically turned the wands off, it took each girl a few seconds to notice.  The Dom put the wands back on the table, then turned and stood between the girls, pushing his large hands between their legs and rubbing their pussies through their panties.

He pulled on their panties, edging them down their thighs.  Each girl brought her legs together, bent at the waist and pulled them off and handed them to the Dom, who showed them to the audience before scrunching them into balls and rubbing the girl’s soaking wet pussies with them.  Kyle worked out what he was doing, he was getting the panties as wet as he could.

Abruptly he pulled the panties away from the girls and showed them to the crowd, their wetness glistened under the stage lights.  He balled the red ones again and pushed them in front of the Japanese girl’s face, she opened her mouth wide and he theatrically pushed them into he open mouth, using his index finger to push the last bit in.  The girl tried but couldn’t quite close her mouth.  He then pushed the black pair into 17’s mouth.  To seal them in place he picked up a roll of duct tape and covered each girl’s mouth with it.  They were both unable to speak.

The Dom then took the girl’s by the hand and displayed them to the crowd, 17’s red bush was a major draw, then he went to his props.  The first thing he pulled out were wooden mats, about two feet square, made of hard wood, but the boards were arranged at an angle so that the sharp edges were vertical.  He showed it to the crowd and then to the girls on stage.
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Kyle preempted Sophia’s inevitable question.  “That,” he whispered, “Is an Ishidaki board.  They were originally used as punishment devices in Japan.  People were forced to kneel on them for hours, sometimes even days.”

“Cruel society Sir.”

“I doubt our ancestors were any better.  Witch hunters etc?”  Sophia didn’t answer.

“Who do you think will win?” asked Kyle, “I’m not sure, I mean the Japanese girl should be favorite on paper, but don’t redheads have a high pain tolerance?”

“I’ve read that somewhere Sir,” replied Sophia, “Also I know the redhead, I think she needs the money.”  She looked around, trying to gauge the audience, what did they think?  She saw some money changing hands.  “Sir, are they betting on the outcome?”

Kyle looked around and nodded.  “I think that they are.  Want to join in?”

Sophia wasn’t a gambler by nature, but she knew that most Japanese liked to.  What the hell, she thought, when in Rome.

“Can we bet on the redhead please Sir?”

“Sure.”

Kyle caught the eye of a hostess and pulled out his wallet, Sophia picked up her bag and took out her purse.  Between them they had about 50,000 Yen, or about $400.  Kyle spoke to the hostess, they were offering evens on 17, the Japanese girl was three to two on favorite.

“Shall we?” asked Kyle.

Sophia hesitated for a moment, then looked at 17, she could see the steel in her eyes.  “Let’s do it Sir.”  Kyle smiled and made the bet, taking the slip in exchange for the money.  It was a large bet and he hoped that they won.  Not even his company’s expense policy would cover a gambling debt.  And definitely not one from an S & M bar.

The Dom put the two boards on the stage floor, about two feet apart and arranged the girls between them.  From where they were sitting in the middle of the auditorium the girls were side on to Kyle and Sophia.  He started with 17 and took her hands as she bent down and started to kneel on the board.  Her face was instantly one of pain.  Neither of the Americans had ever knelt on one of the boards, but both could imagine how painful it was.  He quickly repeated the procedure with the Japanese girl.

He bound each girls arms behind her back, then put headphones over each girls ears to drown out any sound.  If either heard the other asking for the competition to end the other would instantly, and that would end the crowd’s fun. Final touch in preparing the girls was a blindfold, neither would be able to see what was coming.

His next move surprised them both, from the cart he picked up what looked like a paving block or stone.  He spoke to the audience who applauded.  He then put it down and went to stand behind the two girls.

“He’s going to put that onto the girls knees,” explained Kyle, “It weighs, er,” he added, doing the math in his head, “about 15lbs.  He asking which should get the first one.”  The Dom held the block in front of the Japanese girl and the crowd raised a feeble cheer.  It was clear that they wanted the redhead to suffer first.

The Dom measured the feedback and walked round to the redhead.  He pointed to her the noise level shot up.  It was clear who was going to get the block first.  He lifted the block and held it horizontally before lowering it down onto the girls thighs.  Her face winced in pain at the extra weight on her calves as they pressed down onto the sharp wooden edges.  Sophia was sure she would have cried out, if it weren’t for the panties stuffed into her mouth.

The Dom took the applause from the crowd, then picked up a second block and lowered it down onto the Japanese girls legs.  As with 17 she shook her head in pain, but didn’t cry out or appear to ask for the punishment to come to an end.  The Dom smiled and spoke to the audience who started to shout.

“He’s asking if the girls should get a second block each.”

Sophia looked around, “I’m guessing they think they should Sir?”  Kyle smiled, of course they would.  They’d paid good money to watch girls suffer for their entertainment.

The Dom picked up a third block and walked round the girls, each one keeping her eyes on the heavy stone block, each hoping it went onto the other one first.  The Master was a pro, he’d put the first one onto the redhead, this time he paused in front of the Japanese girl and smiled at her.  She knew what was coming.  He picked it up and then gently lowered it down on top of the existing one.  As before she shook her head in pain.  Sophia looked, there were nine blocks left. 

The next 10 minute passed quickly as he picked up block after block, each time lowering one down onto the existing pile.  When they were all in place he checked to see if the girls wanted to stop, neither did – to the gathered salarymen’s delight.  This was what they’d paid to see.  They didn’t want it to end, no so quickly.

After each girl had refused to back down he picked up a couple of ropes and passed them through the eyes on the base of the Ishidaki blocks and tied them in place over the top of the stones, preventing the girls from knocking them off. 

Each girl now had six blocks on their legs, the Dom had had to lift their breasts out of the way as the last one went on, he’d lifted them and slid the block under them, leaving the soft flesh balanced on top of the blocks.  He carefully took each girl’s tit meat into his hands while he held the girls gaze.  He didn’t speak, but everyone, even Sophia knew where they’d be tortured next.  He was asking the girls if they wanted to stop.  Both shook their heads, they’d come so far and wanted to keep going.

The man on the stage picked up a bunch of clothespins.  He showed them to the crowd, then to a camera on the cart, at the back of the stage an image of the clothespin appeared on the screen.  He spoke as he showed the clothespin to the audience.  Kyle translated.

“There is a string tied to the first one, he’s going to put it onto their breasts.  Then the next will go on, but with the string behind it.  When they are all on he’ll pull the string and they’ll all come flying off.  Fuck, that’s going to hurt them.”  Sophia looked at the girls with a new awe, they were prepared to take much more than she’d allow.  They’d already taken more than she could.

A second man came onto the stage and picked up the camera, this was going to be something small, everyone wanted to see what was going on.

He started with the local girl, he took one of her breasts into his hand and squeezed it, pulling the meat between his fingers until about a centimeter was between them, then with his other hand opened the clothespin and put it onto the tender flesh.  She winced as it went on, but took it without complaint.  The camera man pulled up for a close up of the girls face as the second clothespin went on.  She pulled a face of pain, but took it.

The Dom put on a third, fourth and fifth clothes pin, then paused.  The next one was going onto her nipple.  He knew it, she knew it and the crowd knew it.  The Dom teased her nipple out, pulling it, making it erect before putting the clamp on, just at the base, leaving half a centimetre of teat poking out, allowing it to bite down into her most tender place.  She couldn’t help it, she screamed out in pain, the sound barely audible in the room.  The salarymen clapped loudly, this was what they’d paid for.

She was asked if she wanted to stop, she shook her head.  She could take more for the money on offer.  He left her to suffer for a few minutes, before repeating the process with 17, who like her fellow submissive took the punishment willingly.  He then took 17’s other breast and repeated the process, putting the clothespins on one by one, finishing with her nipple, then moving back to the Japanese girl.  As the last one bit into her nipple the Japanese girl shook her head violently, the pain was intense and no end in sight.  The Master asked her if she wanted to stop.  She clearly thought about it for a moment, before indicating she wanted to carry on.  Tears were starting to form in her eyes.

Each girl now had five clothespins on each of her breasts and one on the base of her nipple.  The main part of Shikari bondage is not the pain and suffering (though this night was about that) but about the art and symmetry.  The Dom had started on the outside of each girls breasts, working inwards, maintaining the symmetry.  He took pride in his art.

He now started with 17, working from her cleavage in towards the exposed nipple, again adding clothespin after clothespin until all five were in place, then teased the exposed end of her teat.  17 was looking down, she knew what was coming.  Without thinking Sophia put a hand on her breast, she could guess how much this was going to hurt the girl on stage. 

The Dom was very slow, very precise as he held the open clamp in front of the girl’s eyes, letting her fear build.  She took a deep breath and held it as it slipped the end over her nipple and slowly, ever so slowly allowed it close, biting into her skin.

17 instantly shook her head and screamed in pain, the noise mostly muffled by the panties stuffed in her mouth.  The Dom ignored her pleas until she quietened down, accepting her fate before her and asked her if she wanted to stop.  Defiantly she shook her head.  He patted her head, he’d been worried that a western girl wouldn’t be able to take the pain, but he was very pleased with her.  To show his appreciation he kissed her forehead.

He went back to the Japanese girl and repeated, as with 17 she screamed in pain as the pin bit into her nipple.  She screamed louder and longer than 17 had had, but as with her opponent she refused to give in. 

When she started on her other breast she began to shake, when the clothespin bit into her final nipple she screamed again and started to cry.  This time when he asked her if she wanted to stop she nodded, she’d had enough.  All eyes were on the American girl, how much more could she take?

This time she took the final pin in almost silence, and when she was asked if she wanted to stop she shook her head.  17 didn’t know that she’d won.  Sophia felt sorry for the Japanese girl, this was just cruel now.

The Master stood behind the girls, with them between him and most of the audience.  He picked up the thin rope attached to the first clothespin on each girl’s breast and pulled it taught.  As it went behind every other pin when he pulled it they would all coming flying off.

“This is going to hurt,” whispered Kyle to Sophia.

You have not a fucking clue Sir, thought Sophia.  Fuck, I called him Sir even when I was thinking.  That thought made her excited.  She was enjoying submitting.

The Japanese girl was shaking her head, pleading as much as she could.  The rope was taught and the Dom spoke to the crowd, asking if he should pull the ropes.  The crowd was baying for him to do it, they wanted to see the girls suffer as much as they could.  They just hoped that 17 wouldn’t quit after this.  The Dom paused and spoke one word after another.  Sophia didn’t speak Japanese, but she worked out what was going on.  He was counting down from 10.  As he reached three the room went silent.  A five second pause then two.  Another pause then one.  He pulled slowly, maximizing the pain as the clothespins moved up the girl’s flesh, easing up, increasing the pain before they came off one after another in a couple of seconds.  Both girls screamed and thrashed around, if the blocks on their legs hadn’t been secured they would have come flying off.

The Dom waited for a couple of minutes, allowing the girls to recover from the pain before her asked 17 if she wanted to stop.  This time she just nodded, she’d had enough, no, more than she could bear.  The crowd applauded, she looked around.  A couple of other men came onto the stage and started on the knots, releasing the blocks and removing them, then helping the girls to stand.  Each one had half a dozen deep red lines on her legs where the Ishidaki board had sunk into their skin.  Sophia and Kyle could only imagine their pain.

“I wouldn’t be able to take that Sir,” said Sophia.

“I wouldn’t be able to inflict that on you,” replied Kyle.  Funny, thought Sophia, I’d quite like to do that to a girl.  She thought about this for a moment.  She was learning a lot about herself under Kyle’s tutorage and what she was watching.

The Dom paraded the girls to the crowd and then lead them off stage to rapturous applause, the lights came up and the hostess returned with their winnings.  Sophia yawned.

“Bored?” asked Kyle.

“Tired Sir,” replied Sophia, “Can we go back to the hotel now?”

Kyle picked up his beer bottle and emptied it. He touched Sophia’s face with his hand.  “Sure.  Want to remove the collar and leash?  At least until we get back.”  Sophia looked at him and touched it again, then took the handle of the leash into her hand and placed it into his.

“Not really my choice is it Sir?” she replied.

“Good girl.”
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When they got back to the hotel Kyle paid off the taxi (being careful to ask for two copies of the receipt, one for each of them).  As he got out of the taxi he pulled Sophia’s leash, guiding her onto the sidewalk, the taxi driver watching in the rear view mirror.  Kyle looked around.

“Sure you want to be lead into the hotel like this, dragged on a leash?”

Sophia felt a little bratty.  “Sure you’re man enough to lead me in on a leash?” she replied.  Kyle smiled and tugged the leash pulling her forward, she stumbled slightly in her heels but didn’t fall.

“Fold your arms behind your back, hold an elbow in each hand, if you can,” he said with a hint of menace in his voice.  Sophia did as ordered, it was slightly painful in her shoulders – but, as she thought, nothing like what the girls in the club had endured.  Kyle looked around, what the hell?  They’d be sure to get a load of people watching as they walked in, but worth it.

He pulled Sophia’s leash and started to walk, she stayed slightly behind him, head down as they entered the lobby of the hotel.  Kyle made confidently for the elevators, he looked around and he wasn’t wrong.  Around the lobby men were looking at them both, women watching open mouthed.  Kyle loved it, the feeling of control and dominance it gave him.  He was leading a woman in a collar on a leash in public.  What did that say about him?

For her part Sophia was nervous but also excited.  She looked good and she was being lead around, it marked her out as a submissive, as being under the control of this man and she wanted everyone to know.  She looked around and smiled at a few people, letting them know she was happy in her position under Kyle’s control.

When they got to the elevator Kyle pushed the button and took out his wallet.  He pulled out his keycard for his room and gave it to Sophia.  While they waited for the elevator a couple of men came and stood beside them, both western.

“Room 2319,” he told her, ignoring the men who heard every word.  They were westerners, so it was a 95% chance they understood every word.  “Go there and strip naked.”  He reached into his pocket and pulled out a blindfold, passing it to her.  “Once you are nude fold you clothes neatly and put them on the end of the bed.  Then kneel on the floor at the foot of the bed, facing the door, legs open as wide as you can manage, arms folded like this, head down, blindfold on and wait for me.  Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied, thrilled to be being given orders like this.  She felt weak at the knees.  As the doors started to close Kyle spoke again.

“Obey these men, if you want to.  But don’t go to their rooms, you may only get out of the elevator on floor 23 and then go straight to my room.”  The doors remained open, Kyle had his hand on them.  Sophia looked at him and nodded. 

“Yes Sir, I will obey them and you.”  She winked at her Master for the night.  She was nervous, terrified even but also thrilled.  Her eyes had been opened to a world she barely knew existed, a world she’d never thought about or wanted to participate in, but here she was.  And she was loving it.

The doors started to close and Kyle half shouted at the three occupants, “No more than five minutes alone folks.”

Sophia was alone in the elevator with two men who’d heard her submitting to a man in a public space, a man she barely knew yet trusted .  Sophia pressed the button for floor 23, the two men looked at each other and smiled.  This could be the best ever ride in an elevator.  As it started to move one man started to press buttons.  Sophia watched as he pressed every floor.  She was in for a long ride.

In the lobby Kyle smiled, she was a natural at this.  He couldn’t see anything long term with her, she had a dominant streak as well and that didn’t work for him.  Unless he could form a threesome with her?  Get a truly submissive woman to join them?  He thought about that as he made for the bar.  He ordered a coke zero and spent 20 minutes drinking it, thinking about what he was going to do with Sophia.  20 minutes gave her enough time to have some fun in the elevator and get ready for him.  When he went to his room he’d ask her to describe her experience in the elevator.  He smiled, that would be degrading for her.


14

Kyle stepped out of the elevator and walked towards his room.  He paused at the door and listened, he couldn’t hear anything inside, which was good.  He pushed his phone to the door and it opened, granting him access. 

The room was nothing special, it was the standard business hotel room with a double bed, small coffee table, comfy chair, ensuite and a desk for work with a TV on it.  What made this room different was what was at the foot of the bed.  Kyle couldn’t help himself, he grinned like a child discovering the second layer of chocolates in a box when they thought they’d all gone.

Sophia was kneeling exactly as ordered, she was naked, blindfolded, collar on her neck with the leash hanging down between her full, firm breasts.  Her nipples were fully erect, her head down, legs open wide, just as he’d ordered.

What took him by surprise was her mouth, filled with what he presumed were her panties, drool had fallen between and onto her breasts.  Across the top of her chest was written the word “SLAVE” in bright red lipstick.  In the half light of the room he finally noticed her right breast was red, fuck she’d been slapped.  His grin turned into a full open mouthed smile.  She couldn’t see, but she knew he was here.  At least, she hoped it was Kyle.

Kyle knew how to control the situation.  He knew that she expected him to walk over to her and start playing with her superb body.  But that would be too easy.  Too quick.  Better to make her wait and let the tension build.  She’d be nervous, worried and hopefully more excited when he finally paid her some attention.

He walked slowly round the room, putting his feet down more heavily than he normally would.  The only sounds in the room were his footsteps and their breathing.  Kyle walked past her, giving the impression that he’d ignored her completely.  He opened his suitcase, first checking that the hair he’d stuck across the opening was still in place.  Good, she’d obeyed his orders and not opened it.

He unzipped the top compartment in the suitcase and took out multiple lengths of bondage rope, putting them on the table in a neat row.  He took out nipple clamps, a ball gag and several toys to play with Sophia.  Finally he took out a whip, looked at it and then put it back.  He had something else in mind.

Once everything was in place he walked past Sophia again.  He could see that she was desperate to move, to look up at her controller, but she held her place regardless.  Kyle went into the bathroom and left the door open on purpose.  He lifted the lid on the toilet and took a long piss into it before flushing it away.  He wanted to ensure that she was learning that she had no rights.

When he came back into the room he picked up the nipple clamps.  He stood behind Sophia then bent over her, he whispered in her ear, “Ready Slave?”.  He’d not used that word before to Sophia, she shuddered at what was implied when he said it.  She did her best, she nodded her head.  She was ready to begin.

Kyle took the nipple clamp chain in his right hand and, standing behind her wrapped his arms around Sophia.  He took her left breast into his hand and cupped it, then pulled the already erect nipple between his fingers and squeezed gently.  Sophia reacted, moaning slightly.  Pain slut, wondered Kyle?  Moving quickly he put the end of the clamp over Sophia’s nipple and released it gently, letting the rubber coated end bite into her nipple.  He was careful to make sure it went on the base of her nipple and not the ultra-sensitive end.  He didn’t want her to refuse to carry on. 

She gasped as it bit in, Kyle kissed her ear.  “Want to stop now?” he asked her.  Sophia just shook her head, she was desperate to find out what he had planned next – well, after the other nipple, she’d worked that out.  When the clamp bit into other nipple she welcomed the pain.  The first one had been a shock, she knew this was coming and welcomed it.

Kyle released the chain and it dropped down, her nipples now carrying the weight of the chain.  This increased her pain, but also her pleasure.  Kyle pushed a hand over her body and between her legs, her pussy was soaking wet and he massaged it gently for a few seconds, before bringing his hand back up and under Sophia’s face where she smelt herself.  He put his hand to her mouth and pulled out her panties.

“Thank you Sir,” she said, unasked for.  She truly was enjoying submitting to this man.  She just wondered what was next.  Kyle pushed his hand against her mouth and she opened it, sucking his fingers, her pussy juice into her mouth.  She’d tasted herself before of course, but this was different.  So much more submission involved.

Kyle withdrew his fingers and moved to the chair.  He wheeled it across until he was in front of Sophia, his groin barely four inches away from her face.  He touched her face with his hand and guided her to look up at him, even though her eyes were still blindfolded.

“Before we carry on, here are some rules for us both,” he told her, “First, if at any point you’re not having fun or want to stop, articulate it clearly.  I, like many others, like to use a traffic light system.  If I ask you are you OK, and I will ask a lot, reply green if you’re OK, amber if you’re unsure/want to slow down and red if you want to stop/don’t want to do what I’ve suggested.  In fact just yell red at any point and I’ll stop.  Understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied.

“Second rule you know.  You address me as Sir at all times.”

Sophia smiled as she spoke, “Yes Sir.”

“Now we’ve established the ground rules, what happened in the elevator?”

Sophia gathered her thoughts, so much had happened in just a few minutes she wanted to get it right.  Kyle didn’t rush her, he wanted to hear the story.

“Sir, when the doors closed the men looked at each other and I turned to face them.  I spoke to them and told them they’d got about a minute until the doors opened and I had to get out.  One of them thought and then pressed 22.  He ordered me to remove my shirt, which I did, then he pushed my bra off my shoulders and pulled it down, exposing my breasts.”

“I, I was so excited Sir, submitting to you and him and the same time.  Neither of them spoke and the elevator started to slow.  When the doors opened one pushed past me and looked out, then he stepped back in and put my bag against the doors, keeping them open.  Clever, Sir.”

“Clever indeed.  How did you feel?”

“Worried Sir, I wondered what they had planned.  The other one took one of my breasts into his hand, he played with it for a few seconds, then looked at me.  Our eyes met and he asked me if he could slap it.  I . . . I thought about what you’d said Sir and I told him it was OK.  He started gently and then proceeded to hit me harder and harder.  I mean, I was never going to scream in pain, but he was hitting me.”

“What did the other man do?”

“He hiked up my skirt Sir, then pulled my panties down.  He helped me to step out of them while the other man continued to hit me.  The one hitting me stopped and checked his watch.  I remember what he said, it was ‘why does time fly when you’re having fun?’  The other one laughed and touched my pussy.”

Kyle interrupted her at this point, “Women have breasts and pussies, slaves have tits and cunts, understand?”

“Yes Sir, Sorry Sir,” she said, then continued, “He touched my cunt Sir and spoke, he told the other one he had to touch me to believe how wet I was.  They both did Sir, at the same time.  One pushed his fingers inside me while the other rubbed my ass.  I could see the clock in the mirror Sir, they had 30 seconds left and I told them so.”

“One picked up my bag and looked in it, he pulled out my lipstick and passed it to his friend and told him to write on me.  He picked up my panties and rubbed my puss . . cunt with them, before stuffing them in my mouth.  He then gave me my bag, the other one put the lipstick in and we rode up a floor.  I,”, she stuttered, “I blew them a kiss when I got out and walked to your room Sir and let myself in.”

Kyle shook his head, she was a born submissive.  Or switch, but tonight she was a submissive.  His submissive.  He patted her head, “Good Girl,” he told her.

Sophia almost collapsed as he spoke to her like that.  Good Girl, fuck no one had spoken to her like that since she was 10 years old.  But it meant something very different today.  Today it was everything, it meant he was pleased with her, it meant she was submitting to him, to his will.  It was demeaning and pleasing at the same time.  She found herself blushing.

“Thank you Sir,” she whispered.  Kyle was pleased with her – for the most part.

“There is, however, something that we need to address,” said Kyle, his voice a little stern.  He waited for his sub to speak.

“What is it Sir?” she asked after a moment.

“When we got out of the taxi you forgot to address me as Sir.”

Sophia thought for a moment, replaying the moment in her mind.  Shit, she thought, shit, he was correct.  She thought for a moment before replying.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said, then added, “I really am sorry Sir, it won’t happen again.”

Kyle put his hand on the side of her face and gently lifted her head until she was facing him, her eyes still covered.  “Make sure it doesn’t”, he said, “However, we do need to address your previous omission, don’t we.”

“Yes Sir,” she replied, not understanding what he meant, but knowing that this was the correct response.  It just felt right to her.

“You’re going to take off my belt and hand it to me.  You will then lie on the bed and I’m going to strike your ass a dozen times with it.  When I’ve finished you’ll thank me for punishing you and apologize again.  Is that clear?”

Sophia almost passed out listening to him.  He had just clearly stated that he was going to hurt her, and she wanted him to do it.  She’d been fascinated by the girls suffering in the BDSM club, now she was going to suffer the same fate.

Watching her react to his statement Kyle thought he’d gone too far, but he had misinterpreted her reaction.  He spoke to her quickly, “Traffic lights.”

Sophia smiled, “Green Sir.”

Kyle patted her head and removed her blindfold, “Open your eyes and look into mine and carry out your orders.”

Sophia opened her eyes and blinked a few times, then focused on her Master for the night.  She lifted her hands and put them onto Kyle’s legs, pushing them apart slowly as she ran her palms up his thighs and touched his groin.  Her smile got even wider as she touched his rock hard cock in his pants, she was pleased that she was exciting him.

As she felt for his belt and started to undo it she kept her focus on his dark eyes, not once daring to look down.  What is wrong with me, she thought, I’m taking a belt off a man I hardly know, to hand it to him, so he can hit me with it.  And I want him to.  She was turned on and if he’d not been there she’d have had her hand between her legs and she knew she’d cum in seconds.

Sophia slowly pulled and pushed the dark leather belt through the loops on Kyle’s pants.  When it was loose she put it into her right hand and lifted it up to him.  Once he took it from her she pushed herself backwards and brought her knees together, then stood as gracefully as she could, all the time keeping her eyes focused on Kyle.

He, on the other hand watched her move, his eyes moving from hers and onto her breasts, loving the way they rose and fell as she breathed in and out.  It was warm in the room but she was covered in goosebumps from the excitement.  As she stood he took hold of the chain on her nipples and pulled it slightly, forcing her nipples and breasts outwards, only hurting her a little.  He wanted to pull it off, but also didn’t want to overdo things on her first experience as a submissive.

When he released his hold on the nipple clamp chain she turned to the side and climbed onto the bed, pausing to look at the selection of ropes and equipment.  Kyle had done this on purpose, so she could see what she might face and back out if necessary.  He was pretty confident that she wouldn’t.  She put her head onto the pillows and lay on her front.  Kyle got up next to his slave and kissed her face.

“Don’t forget the traffic lights,” he whispered, “If I hit you too hard you must tell me, understand?”

“Yes Sir,” she replied.  Sophia was determined that no matter how hard he hit her she wouldn’t give him the satisfaction of backing down.  She’d come to regret her decision shortly.

Kyle, though young, was experienced at this.  He laid the belt onto Sophia’s ass and let it rest there, building the suspense for her.  When he touched it again he dragged it over her rump, letting the leather touch her skin as it moved.  Sophia was loving the attention, sure she was nervous but they way he controlled her was thrilling. 

When he lifted the belt off her Sophia took a deep breath and held it.  Kyle waited for a few seconds, then brought it down onto her pale skin.  He didn’t hit her hard, but the crack reverberated round the room and Sophia cried out, just a little.

Kyle put his hand onto her ass and stroked it.  With prompting Sophia spoke and said “Green Sir.”  Kyle smiled, he was very pleased with Sophia.  The next stroke was slightly harder, but she took this in silence.  Kyle looked at her ass, already two thick red stripes were starting to form. 

For each of the next four blows he varied the timing and power, some lighter, two quickly together and two with decent pauses between them  Sophia took all but the last in silence.  She’d had six now, half way.  Kyle put the belt down and put his hand between his sub’s legs and up onto her pussy.

He couldn’t have been happier and she couldn’t have been more surprised, she was wet and her body welcomed his touch.  He ran his fingers along her smooth, wet slit and she gasped, starting to move her hips as she responded to his expert touch.  Kyle kept it up for a while, making her more and more excited before he withdrew his hand.  Sophia was annoyed when he did that, but Kyle didn’t want her to cum, at least not just yet.

“Ready?” he asked as he dragged the belt over the backs of her thighs.

“Ready Sir, Green Sir,” she replied.

Kyle didn’t hold back for the next blow, he brought the belt down hard onto her ass.  Even with her head buried in the pillows he could hear her scream.  He didn’t give her the chance to back out and quickly delivered the eighth blow just as hard, again causing her to scream in pain.  He bent down and kissed her ear.

“Ready to carry on?”

Sophia thought for a moment, she wanted him to stop, but at the same time she didn’t want to give him the pleasure of winning by making her back down.

“Green Sir,” she replied.  Kyle could hear what he thought was indecision and tears forming, so the next two were gentler, giving her chance to recover somewhat.

“Ready for the last two at full strength?” he asked Sophia.

“Yes Sir,” she replied, “As hard as you can please Sir.”  She was shocked as she said this but it was only two more.  She’d have proved she could take it.  Kyle lifted the belt and brought it down as hard as he could onto her red skin.  Again she screamed but didn’t use her safe word.  The final blow was delivered in the same way, her ass now bright red.  Once done he put the belt down and hugged Sophia, turning her onto her side.  He stroked her hair and wiped the small tears from her face.

“Thank me,” he said to her.

It was a few seconds before she replied through her tears.  “Thank you for punishing me Sir,” she said, “I, I hope I’ve learned from this lesson.”

“Good girl,” he replied, “I’m proud of what you just took.  He hugged her close, showing her tenderness as she calmed down.  For a first timer she’d taken a great deal and he was genuinely proud of her.  He’d expected her to at least go to Amber after the first hard strike, but no.

They lay there for a few minutes until she’d stopped sobbing, then Kyle turned her onto her back.  “Ready to be tied up?” he asked Sophia.

“Very ready Sir,” she replied.  She looked up at the headrest and foot of the bed.  Each corner had a post on it.  She smiled, guessing at what was to come and opened her legs wide, then the same with her arms to form a cross shape on the bed with her body.  She had expected her ass to cause intense pain as she lay on it, to her surprise it just felt warm.  It wasn’t unpleasant.

Kyle got off the bed and proceeded to work his way round her body, tying each limb to the bed frame, starting with her legs then onto her arms.  He considered gagging her, but decided not to, partially as it was her first time and he wanted to ensure she could speak if she needed to, but mostly as he wanted to push his cock inside her mouth.

He looked around and found the blindfold and showed it to Sophia.  She just nodded, indicating her willingness to have her sight removed.  Kyle slipped it over her head and started to toy with her.  He pulled the nipple chain gently, lifting her breasts slightly as he started to kiss them.  Sophia was already aroused and she started to moan gently, her arms pulling at her restraints.  She was lost in the moment.

Kyle worked his way down her stomach, kissing as he moved.  He toyed with her, ignoring her pussy and kissed down her leg, then put his hand to her pussy.  She tried to close her legs as he did this, but the ropes kept them apart.  He kept kissing her while he searched for a toy, passing over the wand as he felt for a dildo.

As he kissed back up her leg he found the on switch, keeping his hand on it.  He put a hand onto her pussy and was rewarded with a long exhale as he pushed her lips apart.  He lined the dildo up with her slit and pushed it inside her, switching it on as he did so.  The dildo started to vibrate as it entered her, the sound of it filling the room.  Sophia’s head started to twist back and forth, her hands forming fists as she writhed in pleasure.

Kyle pushed the dildo in and out, starting slowly before increasing the pace.  The vibrating ears touched her sensitive clit when it was fully inserted, he was toying with her, preventing her from cumming too quickly.  She was on edge, moaning loudly, Kyle kept the toy inside and moved up to kiss her mouth.  She was new to him, he had to judge her well.

As they kissed he could feel her legs moving, trying to come together to force the dildo inside her, so he pulled it out to toy with her.  She was breathing very quickly, he thought she was about to cum.  He brought it up to her mouth and touched her lips with the end, wet with her juices.  Sophia reached for it, lifting her head, trying to take it into her mouth.

After a couple of attempts Kyle allowed her to suck it and she did greedily, opening her mouth wide and swallowing it’s long black shaft down into her mouth, allowing it to touch the back of her throat.  Kyle put his other hand onto her clit and started to rub, she was going to cum and cum hard.

Sophia’s breathing was very quick now, her breasts rising and falling.  He kept the dildo in her mouth with one hand, finger fucking and rubbing her clit with the other.  He moved his head and took the nipple chain between his teeth, Sophia oblivious to his motion.  She was squealing, on the brink of cumming.  Kyle thought about denying her, but it was too soon in their relationship. 

“I’m cumming,” she tried to say as she bit on the dildo, her pussy contracting as an intense wave of delight ripped across her body and she bent her back.  Kyle was delighted, he lifted his head and pulled the nipple chain away, the clamps coming off her sensitive buds as she came, the pain only intensifying her pleasure.

When she started to come down Kyle pulled the dildo from her mouth and they kissed again, she relaxed her pussy and his hands came free.  He lifted it to her mouth and she opened wide for it, loving the taste.  She looked at her Dom.

“Thank you Sir,” she said, “That was incredible.”

He kissed her forehead, “It sure was.”

Kyle moved again, coming up the bed
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Sophia awoke early as she’d known she would.  She looked at the clock, just after four AM.  She was pleasantly surprised, she’d slept better than she thought she would.  She touched her collar, still tight to her neck and smiled.  Last night had been incredible.  She looked at Kyle, apparently sound asleep next to her.  She slipped from under the sheets and went to the bathroom where she drank a glass of water. 

As quietly as she could she got dressed then made for the door.  “Be outside at six,” said Kyle from the bed.  She paused, opened the door and spoke.

“Yes Sir,” she said.

“If you want that to come off.”  She touched the collar again.

“I’ll be back at six Sir,” she said, going through the door and closing it behind herself.  She walked quickly to the elevators, touched her room key to the control and called it, ascended the four floors to her room and walked in.  As soon as she was in she stripped and put on her gym kit, then back down to the basement.  She had almost two hours to kill.

Sophia made straight for the treadmills, there were six of them in a row and as she’d expected she was alone in the gym.  She double checked, then got onto the machine and started to think about the previous couple of days. 

Mail Girls.

Running naked.

What was it like.  Her hand hovered over the start button for the machine, then she withdrew it and stepped off the machine.  She had to know what it was like.  She looked around again, then pulled off her running shirt, removed her bra, pulled down her leggings – but left her running shoes on.  She took a deep breath and got onto the treadmill and started it going.  She picked a gentle program, remembering it was calibrated in km/hr and set it going at a steady 10kph. 

As the treadmill started to move she initially walked, then jogged as it sped up.  Instantly she was very aware of her breasts moving, up and down, side to side as it got faster and faster.  For the first time in her adult life she wished for a smaller chest, but that wasn’t going to happen.  Sophia was headstrong, she knew she should stop and get dressed, but she’d told herself 30 minutes and she was going to do 30 minutes.

I’ll stop when the machine stops, she told herself, Or if the door opens . . .

Sweat was soon forming on her brow, she picked up the hand towel without slowing, then put it down.  Mail Girls, my Mail Girls won’t have access to towels, she thought.  So she just ran, sweat running down her face, over her breasts.  After a few minutes her breasts no longer ached, she’d just got immune to the pain.  She focused on the running, she even forgot about the door and the possibility of being discovered.

When the machine finally slowed down and stopped she got off and toweled the sweat off her body,  She held her breasts, they were sensitive and sore.  She rubbed them for a few moments, before pulling on her clothes and moving across to the weights area.  The collar on her neck was tight and had rubbed, but nothing she couldn’t deal with.

As she started on the weights Sophia formed a plan for work later that day . . . .
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After the gym Sophia returned to her room, showered and dressed for work.  She wanted the leather collar off her neck now, but she thought she should let Kyle remove it.  Just before six she made sure she was outside Kyle’s room, she checked the corridor, knocked on his door, looked up and down the corridor then dropped to her knees, waiting. 

Inside Kyle heard the knock and checked the time, 5:57am.  He waited until exactly six, then went to the door and peeked through the spyhole.  He was dressed, ready for the day.  He smiled, she had obeyed him completely, she was kneeling, waiting for him.  He waited for a couple of minutes to make her sweat, before he opened the door and look down at her.  Still Sophia didn’t move, she was playing her part to the best of her abilities.

“Come in”, said Kyle, standing slightly to the side.  Sophia made to stand up, Kyle pushed her down, “Crawl,” he said, loving the power he had over her.  They were only play acting, but it felt good to them both, he loving the power, she the loss of control for once in her life.  She crawled into the room, Kyle looked up and down the corridor, there was no one there.  He closed the door and slapped Sophia’s ass, the sound reverberated round the room.

Kyle walked past her and sat in the chair, she crawled to him and knelt before him, looking up at her Master.  They smiled at each other, he ran his hand through her hair and he bent forward to kiss her.  He put a finger inside the ring on her collar and pulled it, drawing her closer to him.

“So,” he said, “First time wearing one of these, how does it feel?”

Sophia thought for a few moments before answering him, “I like it Sir, at least once in a while.  I wouldn’t want to wear one 24x7, and I certainly don’t want to be anyone’s slave.  Just fun to play I guess.”

Kyle nodded, that was his thought as well.  Fun to play, but to live?  No thanks.  He kissed her again, then released the grip on her collar.  “Come on,” he said, “Let’s get that off you.”  Sophia looked a little sad, Kyle spoke again, “It’s been on you a long time, there’s going to be a mark on your neck.  You’ll want that to fade won’t you before work?”

Sophia hadn’t thought about that, but he was correct, it would be hard to explain away.  She lifted her hair as Kyle reached behind her neck and unbuckled the collar.  He held in front of her eyes and they both looked at it, then their smiles became laughter.

“Come on,” he said, “Let’s get something to eat.”  He offered her his hand and helped her to stand, they kissed once more and went down for breakfast.  Over breakfast he asked if he could see her again tonight.

“No,” she replied, shaking her head, “I’m flying home straight after work tonight.”  Kyle tried hard to not look disappointed, truth be told they both were.  Last night had been amazing for them both.  After they’d eaten they kissed once more, they’d exchanged details and decided maybe they’d meet up again back home.  Afterwards Sophia went to her room, packed up, checked out and went to the office.
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In the office Sophia toyed with Mr. Daisuke’s business card.  She wanted to do a test.  She carefully constructed an email and sent to him, in the email she politely enquired if it would be possible to have a mailgirl come to her office, she wanted to watch the reaction of the men in her company, to see if it would be something of interest.

Within seconds he responded, it would be his immense pleasure to help her out and he would send a girl as soon as she told him her office number.  Sophia smiled, the offices were identical throughout the building, so she apologized for not telling him in the first email.  The next email was almost instant.  The girl was on the way.  Sophia phoned reception warning them, then she stood at the office door and waited. 

10 minutes later she watched as the workers, almost all male, stopped what they were doing as a naked girl entered and ran the length of the floor.  The office was always a hive of activity,  keyboards being tapped, people talking in huddles as they discussed issues and brain stormed.  The silence spread over the floor as the girl ran.  By the time she made it to Sophia’s office the entire floor was silent, every man on his feet watching the girl run, her breasts moving.  Like most Japanese girls she didn’t have large breasts, Real advantage for a mail girl, thought Sophia.

When she got to the door she opened it and ran in, she looked at Akari and then at Sophia, she decided that Sophia was the more important and she threw herself to the floor, opened her legs and presented an envelope to Sophia.  Sophia smiled and took the envelope from the girl, then stopped the clock on her phone.  Sophia read the letter, then studied the girl.  Her chest was heaving, she was drawing in air, sweat was pouring off her.  Sophia looked at her, then rated her five stars on the app.

Sophia walked to the desk and picked up a pen, she wrote thank you on the letter – all Mr. Daisuke had written was Enjoy.

Sophia gave the letter back and the girl took it, then looked at Akari.  “Ask her to return this to Mr. Daisuke please.”  Sophia turned and looked at the office floor, no one had returned to work yet.  The mail girl stood up and bowed to Akari and then to Sophia, turned and left the office, closing the door behind her and then started to run to the elevators.  The men in the office watched in silence, as soon as she was gone they started to talk to each other.  Sophia couldn’t speak much Japanese, but she knew what they were talking about, and it wasn’t work.

“This will work for us, won’t it?” asked Akari.

Sophia nodded without turning round.  This would work.  This could be her ticket to Senior VP and then head of HR when Assem, the head of HR retired in a few years time.  This could, this would work.  She just needed to work out how to sell it.  She’d have plenty of time to think about this on the long flight back to America.


Part Two

Implementation
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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.
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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?


Part Three

Inevitable
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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.


2

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.
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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.”


8

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.


13

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.


17

“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.”


18

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.


Mail Girls : Cross Town




The phone on 17’s left arm beeped in its holder.  Fuck, she thought, 5.57pm and called again.  Fuck.  She didn’t speak of course, mail girls were forbidden to speak unless given explicit permission to do so by one of the senior management.  She had been in this position, naked, kneeling, legs spread wide apart, head down for the last five minutes since delivering her last letter.  She’d been a mail girl for just over three years, two to go on her contract.  Five years in total of running round an office naked, delivering mail for twelve hours a day, six days a week without a holiday or break.  Mail girls didn’t get vacations, just one day a week to themselves. 

After so long as a mail girl 17 didn’t use her old human name.  That woman had gone into hiding for the duration of the contract.  She thought of herself as 17, and only as 17.  She obeyed orders, ran letters, ate like an animal, slept in a cage, chained to the wall.  When she was released she’d reuse her human name, but until then she was 17, she thought that that would make the constant humiliation easier to deal with.

Every mail girl dressed the same, a pair of running shoes, knee length socks (color dependent on grade), a color coordinated collar with her number on it, permanently locked onto her neck.  When she’d first started, being naked – or semi naked – bothered her, she was only 18 then, with long blonde hair and small, pert breasts.  Ideal for a mail girl.  Why did she sign up?  Money of course.  Why else would you?  Five years of her life in exchange for half a million dollars (less tax, naturally).

She picked the phone from it’s holder, 7.A.14 was on the screen with 219 . . . 218 . . . 217.  Three and half minutes to get up five floors.  She rocked back, pulled her knees together and stood in silence, bowed to the man in the chair in front of which she’d been kneeling for the last five minutes and turned and ran down the main corridor towards the center of the tower block, sliding the phone back into it’s holder.  People, mostly male, were gather by the elevators.  Lazy bastards, waiting for the elevators to descend two floors.  I’ve got to take the staircase and climb five floors in three minutes.  At least when I get there I know where I’m going.  Like most mail girls the first few weeks were awful, getting lost, running late, earning demerits and punishments.  She could still remember the caning she got at the end of her first week. That first week had been hard.

Her shoulders were tattooed with 17, above it were the words ‘Mail Girl’ and below it ‘Property of End-Trust-Systems’ with their security phone number.  Her contract specified that she could chose covering tattoos when she left at the end.  The tattoos had really brought home to her how low she’d sunk.  Property of . . . property of . . . Might as well be an animal.  Or a slave.

As she ran past the crowd at the elevators some turned to watch her, her small breasts bouncing, hair swinging as she ran.  Her phone was in a black holder, the same color as her socks and leather collar that she wore.  Black meant that she had no rights.  If a free person wanted a blowjob or a fuck she had to oblige.  The stairwell door opened and a white holder girl came out of the stairwell, she wasn’t allowed to be touched at all.  The girl didn’t hold the door for 17 of course, why should she risk being late and earning a demerit?  None of the crowd attempted to slow or fondle 17 as she ran, it was forbidden to touch a running mail girl.  But they still watched.  Sad fuckers.

17 grabbed the door handle and pulled it hard, the door opened smoothly, she took a moment to ensure there was no one in her way and pounded up the stairs, taking them two at a time, counting the floors as she ran upwards.  After one floor her lungs were starting to burn, her heart beating quickly as she raced to make sure she beat the clock.  Sweat was running down her body by six, she thought her lungs might burst by the time she got to the stair door on seven.  Normally the girls only had to climb one or two floors, it was just bad luck that she was nearest when the request was made for a mail girl.

She burst out of the door, past the obligatory group of people on their way home and into the main office.  She ran towards the windows (the ‘A’ corridor) and turned right, heading towards cube 14.  When she got there she dropped to her knees, heart pounding, lungs bursting, the sweat pouring down her face and body.  She knew she couldn’t look great, her hair must have been matted and twisted, but she knew she’d soon be in the shower, feeling like she was almost human again.  The man in the cube turned to face her as she lifted her hands into an open gesture, ready to accept his letter.

He bent down and touched her phone.  As soon as he did the timer stopped.  “18 seconds early,” it announced.  This was both good and bad.  Early or on time meant she’d avoided a punishment.  But 18 seconds early was too early, next time her target time would be reduced as it was clearly within her limits.  Next time she’d have to run harder.

The man was in a foul mood, no doubt as he was still in the office at just after six on a Monday.  When he took his hand off the phone he drifted it across to her breast, cupping it in his fat fingers and squeezing her nipples.  17 took the pain in silence.  This was his right.  He crushed her breast in his hand and pulled, forcing her breast outwards, extending the nipple, then as his hand slipped off he caught her nipple between his palm and fingers, bending his hand inwards and sinking his nails into her most sensitive place.   Their eyes met as he started to twist, he wanted to hurt her, to make her cry out in pain, giving him the right to whip her.  But after several years 17 was wise to this play, and she remained silent.

He sniffed and let go.  “Almost worth working late for this,” he said, knowing she wouldn’t reply.  He opened his fly and put his fat hand inside his pants, pulling out his greasy cock.  He didn’t speak, he didn’t move, 17 was going to make this worth his while.  She lifted her ass upwards, keeping her legs spread wide and took his cock into her mouth. 

“Mmmmm,” she said, fighting down the urge to puke.  At the end of the day, this is what she was being paid for.  She was immune to it now, on her first day after her first blowjob she’d refused to swallow (demerit), spoken back (demerit) run to the toilets (demerit), thrown up (demerit) and been late to her next pick up (demerit).  Five demerits in five minutes, a company record.  On Friday she’d been placed into the standing rack at lunch time and whipped.  Now a blowjob was just something to endure, cum something to swallow.

17 folded her arms behind her back, submissively.  She’d learned that most guys liked that, it increased their sense of domination over her, made her look smaller and weaker.  Her lungs were still pounding, at least this would give her a rest.  She raised herself up slightly, bent forward and took his soft cock into her mouth.  He smiled, what a fucking perk.  Almost made the long hours and low pay worthwhile.

He spun his chair slightly, easing his cock from 17’s mouth.  She twisted with him, he was toying with her, making her work as he swiveled the chair round.  17 looked up at him moving, keeping her eyes on his as he moved, she gyrated her body, her ass lifting and falling as she bent at the waist, keeping his cock in her mouth.  He was loving the game.  If she did well she’d get a good report from him, maybe cancel out some of the demerits she’d earned from being late earlier.

The man loved 17, she was, in his opinion, one of the best looking mail girls.  Some, most, guys preferred big tits, but he liked them small and pert.  So much more sensitive in his experience.  When 17 had arrived he’d been so excited, it took him all his control not to spin round and face fuck her there.  No, better to make it last a while.

He stopped spinning and 17 started to work, she moved her head up and down on his rapidly growing cock.  It wasn’t long, for which she was grateful – she hated being choked on a long cock, but it was fat and she had to open her jaw wide.  She was very careful to keep her teeth away from his cock, no need to earn a demerit if she could avoid it.

She moved her mouth up and down his fat cock, sucking, slurping as she worked, ignoring the strain on her thighs as she moved.  Last one of the day, she thought.  She tried to take her mind off it by thinking of the shower that was to come, the evening meal – nothing fancy, she was a mail girl after all.  The meals were served in dog bowls on the floor, one contained food, the other water.  Each meal was eaten in the same way, the mail girls knelt, arms behind her back (just as she was now), bent forward trying to keep their hair out of the food.  Just one more way to humiliate and degrade the girls.

If anything breakfast was even worse, they were on display to the world, in a glass fronted part of the building, exposed to the morning commuters as they walked and drove to work.  Just close your mind, think of the money.

17’s face stung with pain as the man used his open palm to strike her, knocking her to one side, forcing her mouth from his cock.

“Dumb cunt,” he half yelled at her, “Keep your fucking teeth off my cock.”  17 looked at him, she’d not been concentrating.  She held his gaze for a few seconds, then looked down and moved back to his cock.  Under the circumstances she was allowed to speak, but what she would have to say was prescribed.

“I’m sorry Sir,” she said to him, her mouth half an inch from his erect cock.  She could smell it and he could feel her warm breath on the sensitive head.  “Please mark me with a demerit Sir and punish me as you see fit.”  She didn’t wait for a response and instead took him back into her mouth, thoughts of food long gone.

The man smiled and eased off his belt.  She’d (literally) asked for what was about to come.  He took the belt into his right hand and with his left moved the mouse and opened up a browser and went to porn hub.  He clicked for a few moments, savoring 17’s skilled mouth on his cock.  He soon found what he was looking for.  A woman in black leather with a slave girl kneeling between her legs.  He’d watched it a million times, the domme in the video raised her whip and struck the back of the slave girl.  In time with her he raised his belt and struck 17’s back.  He hit her much harder than the actress in the video, she was acting, he wanted to hurt 17.

17 took the blow without complaint, after years of this she’d got used to it.  She even blamed herself for it.  That’s what the program did to you.  The man continued to strike 17 over and over, always in time with the video.  He knew it inside out and watched the domme’s growing excitement. 

“Wank me,” he told 17.  She moved her hands from behind her back, with her left started to rub his balls, her right she placed on the base of his cock and wanked him in time with her moving mouth.  He was close, they both knew it. 

As the woman on the screen started to cum he threw his head back, put his hands on 17’s head and forced his cock to the back of her mouth as he came.  “Fuck yes,” he cried out as he pumped his seed into her young mouth.  He stopped whipping her and just held her in place, her lips sealed on his cock.  She couldn’t breathe, but she didn’t struggle.  No point getting an extra demerit.

When he finally let go she moved her head back slowly, despite the need for air.  When his cock was half way out she finally breathed out through her nose, keeping his cock and cum in her mouth.  They looked at each other, one loving the moment, loving his job, the other hating him, her job and her life.  She continued to pull back, as soon as his cock was out of her mouth she smiled, opened wide to show him his load then closed and swallowed.

“Thank you Sir,” she said.

He pushed his cock back inside his pants, zipped them up and turned back to his desk.  17 lifted her hands back up, palms upwards ready to receive the envelope.  It must have been well past 6 by now.  This would be her last run of the day.  He dug around on his desk for a few seconds before he found the envelope and put it into her open hands.  She closed her fingers round the envelope and twisted to offer her iPhone to the man.  He pushed the screen a few times and it started to beep.

“I only gave you two demerits.  Now, hurry up cunt, long run ahead of you.  You don’t want any more, do you?”  17 didn’t answer.

17 stood up and took the phone out of the holder to look at the screen.  Fuck.  Fuck.  FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK.  Her body started to run, her mind barely thinking about what this delivery meant.  15 minutes dead, she had to run from the office in Lower Knob Hill to the secondary site on the edge of the Misson District.  In December.  The weather didn’t bother her, it would be cold sure but she’d be running.  After three years being outside, naked, on display didn’t bother her.  Being dark outside didn’t bother her, she’d be less visible.  What bothered her was she’d have to run though The Tenderloin.

Growing up in San Francisco she knew all about The Tenderloin.  Rumored to be named after a policeman who got so fat on bribes from the crime lords of the district he abandoned cheaper cuts of meat in favor of The Tenderloins.  Although this man was long dead, the legend and the legacy of crime lived on.  When she was young she’d known to avoid the area if possible, and certainly after dark.  It was built on crime, poor people and homelessness. 

17 had grown up in a normal, relatively wealthy middle class family.  Then when she was 17 her world imploded, her father lost his job in the global recession – was it still called a recession?  When does a recession become a depression?  Mail girls had no access to the outside world, their news was always months out of date, new information coming when a new hire started.  Her father had turned to drink, which rapidly became alcoholism, which lead to separation.  The woman she called mother quickly revealed herself as a gold digger, divorced her father and took the money, leaving them homeless and destitute.  Her father drank himself to death, leaving 17 with nowhere to live and no family shortly after her 18th birthday.  So she became a mail girl.

At End-Trust-Systems (the company where she worked) mail girls lived in, they had no expenses and every cent they earned was held in trust, ready for the day their contracts were up.  17 knew she’d be 23 when she left and she’d have around half a million dollars in the bank.  The contract specified that the amount would be $500,000 in 2023 dollars (less tax – everything was legal and above board), so she was even inflation secure.

17 entered the stairwell and started downwards, trying to decide what to do.  She could cut up California to Van Ness, but she knew that main thoroughfare would be busy at this time of night.  She’d be safe, but it would add at least seven minutes to her run, it was uphill all the way to Van Ness, then a longer run down to eighth street.  No, no she had to risk it.  It was just after six, there should be some people in the streets.  Hopefully the right kind of people, she thought.  Not just the homeless and drunks.

It had been several months since 17 had last had to make a delivery to the Misson office, just past Folsom street.  She remembered well what the run down Hyde had been like, the street littered with rubbish, the homeless people and drug addicts packing the street, watching her, staring at her as she ran naked past them.  She’d hated every footstep.  Somehow running naked in the office was OK, she’d got used it in a place where she was one of many mail girls.

Out of the street was different.  She was in no danger of arrest, the progressive city government still allowed public nudity (mostly she suspected by bribing the correct officials).  All she could do was run, run fast and try to block the hobos and regular people out of her mind.  As she ran, the red Don’t Walk light flicked on and she slowed, then stopped at the lights, waiting for them to go green for pedestrians.  She jogged on the spot, her small, pert breasts bouncing up and down as she moved, keeping herself warm.  If the road had been quiet she’d have run across, but at that time it was a constant stream of vehicles.

“Holy shit, what the fuck have we got here?” a man said, his voice a combination of admiration and surprise.  17 turned to look at him, not stopping moving.  She didn’t speak, she wasn’t allowed to of course.  She might break that rule, she might need to depending on what happened next. 

The man was clearly well to do, about 50, white, wearing a suit with a thick overcoat.  They were the only two people waiting at the crossing, still inside Knob Hill.  He looked her up and down.

“Not speaking eh?” he said.  She ignored him.  He shook his head and grabbed one of her breasts, holding it as she jogged.  His hand was still, her boobs bouncing and it caused her significant pain.  Despite her training and commitments to her contract she slapped his hand.

“Get the fuck off me,” she yelled at him.  He laughed.

“Fuck you cunt,” he replied.  The traffic stopped, the light changed and 17 started to cross.  He helped her on her way with a hard slap to her ass, the impact almost knocked her to the floor, she stumbled and then recovered as she ran across the street, out of Knob Hill and into The Tenderloin.

Almost at once the change of areas was obvious, the streetlamps were fewer and less bright, the store fronts dirtier and less welcoming.  She could read the signs for discount alcohol, cheap food as she ran.  At the next two sets of lights she was lucky and hit them just right, crossing without stopping.  But her luck couldn’t last and she knew it.  At the third set her worst fears came to light.  The red light for pedestrians was showing and there was a large group of disheveled, down and outs standing around, she’d smelled them from 20 yards away, the stench only getting worse as she got closer and closer to them.

“Hey babe, hey, don’t ignore me girl,” one of them shouted.

“Fuck me bitch,” added another.  The group was acting as one, closing around her.  17 was terrified.

“Please . . .,” she stammered, despite the rules not allowing her to speak, “Please . . . I’m working and I’m against the clock.”

“Working?  I remember that bitch.”  17 turned her head to face the voice.  The man was about 50, a long unkempt beard, wearing glasses with one missing lens.  His coat was long but threadbare, his skin dirty.  He put a hand out and touched 17’s arm.  Instinctively she withdrew it, pulling it back towards herself.

“Don’t be like that baby,” he added, opening his mouth into a semi smile, showing his stained, yellow teeth full of gaps.  17 coughed, fuck she’d thought he smelled bad, this was nothing compared to his breath.  She turned her head away, seeking some respite, only to looking into the eyes of another man – he looked like a wild animal, demonically grinning at her, his eyes red from God only knew what drugs.  17 was in deep, deep trouble and she knew it.

The man with the demon eyes extended his arm quickly, grabbing hers.  She tried to pull away again, but his grip was firm.  Like the first man he smiled at her, his few teeth glinting in the light of the passing cars. 

17 opened her mouth to scream when she was grabbed from behind, a large hand over her mouth.  She struggled, but it was no good, the person pulled on her.  She kicked out, catching someone in the groin, she got no satisfaction when he collapsed in pain, she knew she was going to lose.  She lashed out again, making contact with a second man. 

“Get the bitch’s legs, fuck, get them,” the first man shouted.  He grabbed her loose arm, pulled the phone from it and threw it away, in seconds two others had her legs.  They lifted her up, carrying her like a trophy, down the main street and then off into an alley way, 17 screaming the whole time, her letter lost and forgotten, It didn’t seem important now.  People in the cars on the street looked as they heard the noise, but no one got out, no one moved.  They looked, saw and looked away, trying to forget what they’d just seen. 

She could see the tent city ahead of her, she knew what was coming.  17 didn’t stop struggling, even when they told her to.  One man punched her once, hard in the stomach, knocking the breath out of her and reducing her to silence.  When they threw her to the ground she instinctively knelt and opened her legs, head down, then tried to close them, when she did a huge guy she’d not seen before kicked them apart.

“Well, well, well,” he said, his voice rough and slurred, he was drunk, or high.  Or worse, thought 17. “What do we have here?”  17 didn’t speak, she was terrified.  Her mouth opened and closed but no words came out.  She looked around from face to face, they all merged into one and tears streamed down her cheeks.  The men were enjoying her discomfort.

“Seriously,” the leader asked, “What the fuck do we have here?  Why’s a girl running naked through The Tenderloin?”

“I know about them,” said another voice, “Mail girls, they get paid to run naked and deliver letters, don’t you cunt?”  His voice was hard, no hint of sympathy with her.  She knew she had to acknowledge him, so she nodded her head.

“Why ain’t the bitch talking?  Is she mute?”

“Nah, they’re not allowed to speak, are you?”  17 shook her head.  “And they have to allow people to do whatever they want, don’t you?”  17 didn’t move.  “Don’t you?” the man shouted at her, his head inches from hers.  Despite her fears she nodded slightly, almost imperceptibly, tears were streaming down her face.  She’d agreed to fuck employees on demand, to suck any cock or pussy offered to her.  But they knew the rules, they wore rubbers.  These men were going to rape her, gang rape her and they wouldn’t use protection. 

“Well ain’t that just grand,” said the leader.  He took a step towards 17, his crotch an inch from her mouth.  He put his hand on her head and held her face.  “You a good cock sucker girl?”  17 didn’t answer, didn’t move, just kept shaking.  Her eyes darted around, there was no escape.  The man pulled his pants down, 17 almost threw up.  The stench of his body, his cock and ass made her want to puke, the man couldn’t have cleaned himself in any capacity for weeks or even months.

“Suck my cock cunt,” he ordered.  When she didn’t move he repeated the order, louder.  Still she didn’t move.  He took his hand off her head and reached inside his long coat and pulled out a knife.  17 stared at it, she couldn’t take her eyes off the knife.  He moved it in the air in a sweeping figure of eight shape, then moved it towards her neck.

“I said suck my cock, cunt,” he repeated, quieter this time.  The crowd watched as she bent forward and opened her mouth, accepting her fate, tears streaming down her face.  17 had been broken.

A siren sounded 50 feet away and the alleyway lit up blue as a black and white pulled into the alley, headlights illuminating the dirty alley way for the first time in years.  Someone had called 17’s plight in after all.

“Fuck, shit,” said the crowd as they melted away into the tent city.  The man in front of 17 with his pants down and cock out turn and tried to run, he stumbled and fell before pulling up his pants and scampering away with the others.  The police car approached slowly before the two officers climbed out, leaving the scene illuminated with their flashing blue light and headlights.  One of them took out his pistol, a display of strength wouldn’t go amiss when they were so outnumbered.  The other one, a woman, went to 17’s aid.

“Hey, hey,” she put her arm around 17.  “You OK?”  17 thought for a moment and nodded.  The police officer looked at the tent city.  “We’ll never find them, you know?”  17 knew.  In the half light and with her tears and fears she wouldn’t be able to describe them anyway.  The knife, the knife she could describe in perfect detail.

“Come on, let me help you.  I’m Erin,” added the office.  She helped 17 to the car and into the back seat.  Erin paused for a moment, then opened the trunk, pulled out a blanket and got into the back with 17.  The initial shock of the arrival of the police had worn off and the homeless people were gathering again.  The male officer backed towards the car and got in, then backed the car out into the main street.

Erin looked around, making sure that they were clear.  She spoke into her radio and handed the blanket to 17, who took it gratefully and started to wrap it round her shoulders.  Officer Erin caught sight of the tattoo on 17’s shoulder in the half light of a street lamp, then reached over and pulled the blanket down to inspect it.

“You’re a mail girl, aren’t you?”  17 nodded.  “Fuck, we were going to take you to the precinct and get you home.  Fuck, what a waste.”  Erin examined the tattoo, then looked around.  “Were you heading for the Knob Hill office?  Mission?”  17 nodded.  “Jack, hey, Jack,” she shouted, speaking to her partner.  “Fuck the precinct, head to the End-Trust-Systems offices in Mission.  We’ve got a mail girl here that needs to get home.”

“Fuck,” replied Jack from the front.  He drove in silence, turning the car onto Van Ness and pointing south, heading towards the Misson district.  A few blocks from the End-Trust-Systems office Jack pulled the patrol car into a deserted car lot and drove it up a ramp.  He parked and leaned over – 17 had assumed they’d walk her to the office.  “You two going have some fun?” asked Jack, winking at his partner.  He watched as Erin put a hand onto 17’s thigh and slid it up, under the blanket.  17 turned to look at officer Erin.  She’d not expected this. 

17 didn’t speak, she just stared at the female officer as she ran her hand further and further up her leg until Erin touched her pussy.  Erin didn’t wait, didn’t ask, just ran her fingers along 17’s slit before pushing a single thin finger inside the worried girl.  Could be worse, thought 17, thinking about the alley way she’d just been rescued from.  Could be a lot worse.

Even so 17 held her breath and put a hand behind her back.  She found the door release and pulled it, pushing her body against the door, hoping that her weight would make her fall out of the car onto the cold, hard pavement of the car park.  Nothing happened, she pulled it again and again.

“You can’t get out like that girl,” said Jack, twisting to watch the lesbian scene that was about to unfold before his eyes.  “The child proof . . . the ‘prisoner’ proof locks are always on.”  He laughed at his own joke.  17 looked at him, then at Erin.  He continued to talk at 17 as her discomfort grew.

“So far we can charge you with public indecency, keep struggling and we can add resisting arrest, maybe assaulting a police officer.  Want me to keep going?”  17 shook her head.  “Or, you can willingly allow Officer Jacobsen to . . . well, you get the idea don’t you and then maybe, if she’s satisfied, maybe we’ll just let you go.”

“But,” he added, pulling out his phone, if you give your permission to have this filmed as well we can overlook your . . . transgressions.  What’s it going to be, 17?”  17 thought for a moment, then nodded.  If she was arrested and charged her . . . . career . . . . as a mail girl was over.  She’d have spent two years being fucked and used, living like an animal for no reason.  Her pay to date would be cancelled and she’d be living on the street, probably with those hobos, being gang raped on a daily basis, at least until she was pregnant or too old to be used.  No, having sex with Erin was much better.

17 looked back at Officer Jack and smiled.  She nodded.  “Good girl,” he said, “You know it makes sense.” 

Jack activated his phone and pointed it at Erin & 17.  “Now,” he said, starting the camera, “State your name and some details clearly for posterity.”

“My name is 17 and I’m . . .”

“NO,” Jack shouted, “NO, your real name.”  17 hesitated, she’d not wanted this.

“My name is Alice May-Mitchel and I’m a mail girl at End-Trust-Systems.  I’m 20 and I was born on 12th March 2002 in Oakland General,” she managed to get out.  Jack smiled, that was enough.

“If one word of that was a lie,” he said, “if one word turns out to be untrue you’re under arrest.”  He thought for a moment, “Or maybe we’ll take you back to rape alley?”  17 was terrified, fuck what if they did that anyway?

“It was true,” she pleaded, gasping as Erin started to finger fuck her.  Jack put the phone down and ran what she’d told him through the police systems.  She didn’t have a record, but he found her details anyway.  The picture was a couple of years out of date, but it was close enough.  He knelt on the driver’s seat, unzipped his pants and started to wank, holding the phone in his left hand.

“Forget I’m here girls,” he said, “Have fun.”

Erin smiled, she loved working with jack.  If anything, he was more fucked up in the head than even she was.  Erin knew he’d cum all over 17 and she’d scoop it up in her mouth, then share it over a kiss with 17 later.  17 would be swallowing, that would be a final humiliation for the girl.

Erin took 17’s head in her free hand and pulled her towards herself, twisting her.  Erin knew this had to be good for the camera.  17 closed her mind as she’d done earlier.  It was just another fuck.  She opened her mouth and the two women’s mouths met and they started to kiss.  17 had realized that Erin was a dominant, so she held her tongue back, drawing Erin’s into her mouth, allowing the other woman to control the situation.

17 lifted her hands from behind her back and put them onto Erin’s head, holding her, kissing her passionately.  17 was good at faking this.  Erin pushed 17’s hands from her head, she wanted to make sure that 17’s face was clearly visible.  17 put her hands onto Erin’s breasts, feeling them through the thin material of her blue tunic.  She was gentle, in her experience most women preferred that (unlike the men who used her body).  Erin took her hands from 17’s head and pulled off her police belt and handed it to Jack who took it silently. 

17 started to undo Erin’s shirt as Erin pulled the blanket away from 17, revealing her firm, toned body.  As soon as her blouse was undone beyond her breasts Erin pulled 17’s head between them, forcing 17 to kiss and lick the soft white flesh.  Erin moaned, she had sensitive breasts and loved the feel of a girl.

The Mail Girl eased Erin’s shirt over her shoulders and pulled it down her arms, then reached behind the officer’s back and undid her bra, eased it over her shoulders, down her arms, then dangled it in front of the camera before throwing it into the front.  Jack smiled. This girl was good, it was going to make an excellent film.  He spat into his hand and continued to wank himself slowly.  Pity I can’t get in the back with them, he thought, but Erin would never allow it.

She continued to work on Erin’s breasts, holding them together and pushing her head between them, Erin would hold her head in place, denying the young woman air until she struggled, then she’d release her.  Erin loved the power she had over this woman.  She guided the young mail girl’s mouth over one of her erect nipples , pushing her head onto it, making her suck it, then she threw her head back, lost in the moment.

Erin held 17 in place until 17 nearly passed out, then she released her, loving the sound as 17 gasped for breath.  When Erin released the girl she hitched up her skirt then put her hands on 17’s head and pushed her down, making her kiss the way down her own toned body, before opening her legs wide, exposing her pussy, only covered by a tiny g string.  Erin didn’t try to remove the lacy material, she just ran a finger inside it and pulled it to one side, exposing her soft, smooth, pink pussy lips.

Soon Erin was lost in pleasure as 17 licked the soft folds of her cunt, pushing her tongue in and out of her hole.  Erin kept her legs spread wide for Jack so he could film it all, she had her head back on the headrest, panting as 17 licked her clit, toying and teasing her.  When 17 pushed three fingers inside her pussy and started to finger fuck the errant officer she almost came instantly, 17 was no stranger to pleasuring a woman.

Erin put her hands onto 17’s ears, pulling her gently, guiding her as she got more and more excited as she used the mail girl.  As she reached her climax she pulled 17 in, bending her ears, hurting the girl as she came hard, crying out as wave after wave of orgasm came over her.  When she let go 17 moved to the side, gently kissing her way down Erin’s leg.  In the front Jack started to cum, he aimed his load at his partner’s cunt, shooting onto it and her belly.  17 didn’t wait to be asked, she kissed her way back up the woman’s legs and licked the hot cum from her pussy, then sucked it up from Erin’s stomach.

17 turned to look at the camera, then opened her mouth to show the cum to the phone, closed and swallowed, then opened wide again to show it had all gone.  She didn’t hesitate and took Jack’s still hard cock in her mouth and she sucked it up and down, cleaning while moaning gently.  Erin opened an eye and watched, idly rubbing her clit as she did.

When she’d recovered officer Erin spoke to Jack, “Did you get all that?”  He nodded and turned his phone to face 17, her face blushing.  She was disgusted, disgusted with them, disgusted with herself.

Jack turned his phone off and put it away.  “And,” he said, “If you ever tell anyone about your dirty little secret this film will be uploaded to the internet and delivered to End-Trust-Systems.  You’re not allowed to fuck people from outside the company are you?  ARE YOU?”  She jumped as he shouted the last two words at the terrified girl.  She managed to nod.

Jack picked up a machine and Erin grabbed 17’s hand.  She didn’t resist as they took her fingerprints.  “Now we know who you are . . . or rather who you were.”  Erin laughed as she said that.  She let go of 17’s hand and went back to putting her clothes on.

“Any reason you’re still here?” asked Jack.  17 shook her head, she was in shock, not that the two of San Francisco’s finest cared.  Jack released the rear door catch and Erin pushed 17 out, she cried out as she landed on the ice cold concrete of the parking lot.

Erin looked at the almost naked girl, her knee length socks dirty and ripped, her collar twisted at an angle, her once white running shoes mud stained.  “Get the fuck out of here,” Erin ordered 17.  17 stood up, shaking, crying and looked around the lot.  She spied the exit ramp, she was on the third floor.  Instinct took over and she started to run, slowly at first, then speeding up as her body settled into a familiar rhythm. 

On the downward spiral of the ramp the black and white passed her, Officer Erin wound her window down and blew a kiss at 17.  “See you again some time yeah?” and winked.  17 ignored her as best she could.

When she was out of the street 17 looked round, she was five blocks from the Mission office.  She ran, she had no idea what time it was, he phone and letter were gone, it was quiet in the streets now – fuck, how long had she been out?  She was very, very late.  Several homeless people wolf whistled her as she ran, but otherwise the last five blocks were traversed without incident.

When she got to the office she ran round the back and stood at the service entrance.  The alley was brightly lit and she knew it was covered in CCTV so she felt secure.  The door, however, couldn’t be opened as she’d lost her phone.  She thought for a moment, then ran to the main entrance, took a deep breath and entered via the revolving door.  She checked the time, even this late (fuck almost eight pm) there were still people milling around, leaving late.  She walked to the front desk where one of the security guards looked up.

“Man, what happened to you girl?”  When she didn’t speak he looked again and noticed her collar.  “Mail Girl?” he asked.  She nodded and he picked up the phone and dialed a number.  “Hey, it’s Gus here on the front desk.  Got a mail girl here, looks like she’s had a rough time . . . . er, number 17. . . . right . . . . Sure, see you in 15.”  Gus put the phone down and looked at 17, studying her.  She was dirty and cold.  “Come back here,” he said to her, kindly, “Let me warm you up.”

Gus stood up, like most night security staff he was huge, he must have weighed 250 pounds plus and the stress of standing made him sweat.  He lifted the door in the security desk and guided 17 behind it, then opened a door into the CCTV control room.  At this time of night the room was empty.  He sat down in a swivel chair and spun round, opened a drawer and pulled out a small bottle of whiskey.  He poured some into a glass and turned back to offer it to 17, it would warm her up.  He stopped, her training had kicked back in and she was on her knees, legs apart, submissive before a male.  He shook his head.  Still, if she was there . . .

Gus checked her arm tattoo and smiled.  Black.  He opened his fly and offered his cock to her.  17 bent forward and opened her mouth.  Gus lay back in ecstasy, the night shift didn’t get to see mail girls that often . . . .

******

17 was on her knees when there was a knock at the door.  “Come in,” yelled Gus, patting 17’s head.  She’d made his night.  A thin man dressed in black came in.  He looked vaguely military, Gus disliked him instantly.  17 knew him, she was in trouble.  The man bent over her and grabbed her arm, twisting it harshly.  He read her number then looked at his phone. 

“Fuck,” he said.  He pulled a leash from his pocket and put it on her collar, then pulled her upwards.

“Hey man,” said Gus, “Don’t be too hard on her.”  Gus felt sorry for 17, by the look of her she’d had a rough day.  The man looked at Gus.

“You do your job pal, I’ll do mine.”  He yanked 17’s leash and pulled her out of the room, following him.  As she’d been trained she folded her arms behind her back and put her head down, concentrating on her movements.  Things were bad, she didn’t want to make things worse by falling over.

He led her to the elevators, pushed the down arrow and when they got in he selected level -three, the storage and mail girl level.  When they got out he took her to a small room, against the wall was a St. Andrews cross.  He didn’t speak, she went and stood against it, opening her legs and spreading her arms wide, her body mirroring the cross.  She was going to be punished, she knew.  She’d be punished for being late.  For losing her phone.  For her general state.  17 started to cry.

“Fucking cut that out,” he barked, “Or I’ll give you something to cry about.”  17 tried hard, but she couldn’t control her tears.  “Why are you here 17?”

“Master,” she started, stammering and crying, “This . . . this mail girl is here to be punished Master.”  The man was a mail girl trainer/handler.  As such she was allowed to speak when spoken to and had to address him as Master.  He did, after all, effectively own her.

He smiled.  “Turn to face me.”  As she’d be trained 17 was against the cross, facing the wall.  She’d heard about the handler in the Mission building, he had a reputation as a brutal sadist.  She obeyed, moving gracefully, bringing her legs together, raising her arms above her head, twisting to face her captor.  She looked at him, their eyes meeting before she looked down and resumed her position. 

He moved towards her, he ran his hands over her body, holding her breasts squeezing and crushing them, then down her arms, his hands on her wrists.  He pushed his mouth over hers and started to kiss her.  She responded, opening her mouth, accepting his tongue.  He pushed her wrists into the frame of the cross, holding her in place as he kissed her mouth, enjoying her young body against his old one. 

He broke it off and stood back, then started to secure her body to the frame, tying her wrists, then bending down to secure her ankles.  17 almost laughed as he bent down, she wanted to lash out, to kick him in the face but it would have been folly and made her situation worse, so instead she resisted the urge and allowed him to restrain her.  When he stood up he ran a hand up her legs and onto her pussy.  He started to rub her clit, she was wet despite the degradation and humiliation she’d suffered.  It was just another hand, just another man.

He rubbed her, loving the control he had over another human, he pushed two fingers inside her cunt and started to finger fuck her, thrusting in and out.  Despite having no choice, despite this being forced on her she couldn’t help herself, her body responded to the physical touch and she started to grind against his gnarled hand, loving the sensation, hating herself for reacting like an animal, a slave to her body’s desires.

The man pulled at his jeans, the buttons coming open and pulled them down, his cock hard, bursting out of his jeans.  He pulled his fingers from 17’s pussy and guided his cock inside her, condom less, again, breaking the rules.  He put his hands onto 17’s tits and sank his nails into their soft white flesh, then planted his mouth on hers as he started to fuck her, and fuck her hard.

She pushed back against him, kissing him back, lost in physical pleasure, unable to move as her handler used her body.  17 was no fool, she knew he would make no attempt to get her off so she ground against him, fucking him back as hard as she could. 

“Fuck me Master,” she gasped, “Fuck me harder Master.”  The handler was loving this, no doubt she thought he might go easier on her later if she allowed him to fuck her harder now.  He’d have preferred it if she resisted, it was more fun like that.  He took his hands off her tits and onto her hips, pulling her down.  They were both panting hard, close to orgasm.

“I’m cumming Master,” she gasped, “I’m cumming . . . . oh fuck Master yes . . .” she moaned.  Seconds later he was cumming inside her.  He stopped thrusting as his cock pulsed inside her pussy and they resumed kissing as they both climaxed.

When he pulled out of her he touched the side of her face they smiled at each other.  Despite everything she’d enjoyed being used like that.  They kissed again before he stood back.  He pulled up his pants and closed the buttons, then went to the desk, 17 watching him as he walked away.

“Pity you’re restrained,” he said, “I could do with having my cock sucked.  Guess that will have to wait.”  He walked to the desk, opened it and pulled out a long, single tailed whip.  The smile drained from 17’s face.  She’d hoped she’d done enough to avoid the punishment that was due.

The handler swung the whip in the air half a dozen times, warming up his arm and shoulder as 17 started crying again.  The only sounds in the room were her tears and the crack of the whip as it moved through the air.

“So, charges against you 17.  You were late.  You failed to deliver your letter.  You lost your iPhone.  Your . . . uniform is a disgrace.  25 lashes seems appropriate.  What do you think?”

17 couldn’t believe what he was saying, this wasn’t her fault.  But if she resisted, refused he might just add another 10 lashes.  Through her tears she managed to say “Yes Master.”

The handler picked up the whip, both of them studied the long black leather strap.  He stood to the side of 17 and raised the weapon, swung it in the air and then quickly swung it, the taper end moving quickly through the air, wrapping round 17’s waist, digging into her flesh, causing her to scream in pain.  When the leather stopped moving it fell from her body, leaving a long, red line.  The handler raised the whip again.  Best part of my job, he thought as he laid a second mark on her body, this time across her tits, once again causing her to scream in agony.

After the last blow 17 was a writhing mess on the cross.  The handler slowly put the whip away, allowing her some time to recover.  He helped her down and she fell to the floor.  Through her tears she managed to thank him for the punishment, and promised not to fail again.  The handler stroked her hair, then put his hands on her head, before undoing his fly.  “Now for that blowjob 17,” he said.  17 said nothing, she just opened her mouth and closed her mind.

******

The handler took her by the leash and led her into the adjacent room, where he picked out new socks, a phone holder and a replacement iPhone for her.  She put it on her arm and looked up, expecting to be taken to the cell for the night.  Mail girls were kept in cages overnight.  As she looked up she caught sight of her body in the mirror, the neat, red lines from the whip crisscrossed her body, the pain was still fresh and tears started to form in her eyes.

She removed her running shoes and changed her socks, then replaced the shoes.  It would only be for a few minutes, but it was important to look the part.  The handler completed some paper work, ignoring 17 as he did it.  Once dressed, she just knelt for him.  When the paperwork was completed he stood up and took the leash, leading her from the room towards the elevator, where he selected floor -1.  When they got out there were in the parking lot, 17 looked around, unsure of what was going on.  The handler smiled and handed her a letter.  Surprised, she took it from him without thinking, then looked at him.  He smiled and pressed her phone, which started beeping.  17 was shocked, she just looked at her handler.

“This isn’t your home base girl,” he said, “You’re based in Knob Hill.”  She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it.  They both looked out into the night, 17 was shivering in the cold.  “Best start running if you want to avoid another whipping.”  He turned and stepped back into the elevator and pressed the button.  As the door closed, 17 started to run.  She had a long way to go.
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Thank you for reading this book.  I really hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.  
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5 Days in San Francisco

India is a young English girl crossing America after leaving University. She's broke and looking for somewhere to stay in San Francisco for 5 nights. Mason's in his mid 30s and recently single looking for some fun. They meet on Tinder and strike up a 5 day romance. India wants to experience San Francisco's alternative scene. Over the course of their 5 days together Mason shows her the best that San Fran has to offer, she stars in a porn film shoot, they attend a BDSM orgy and the Folsom Street Fair, where India is paraded round the streets naked.
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