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Molly fumed as she waited at the light, and
couldn't help pulling out her cell to check the time again. She
cursed and then looked at the light and cursed again, looked at the
unending traffic, making jay-walking impossible, and cursed some
more.

Then the wind blowing down the canyon of
skyscrapers along Broad street swept her blonde hair almost
straight back. She held up her hand to shield her face as she
squinted, and cursed again, this time aloud. She pulled her jacket
closer around her slender body, looked at the light, and fumed
impatiently.

She kept her hair long because it framed her
face so deliciously, and looked, well, sexy! Which was never a bad
thing. It was rich and full and hung halfway down her back, though
much shorter at the sides to curl in below her jaw, with cute bangs
across her forehead.

When Molly walked into a room she was
noticed, and liked it.

But that had its drawbacks, especially on wet
or windy days. Today she'd better damn well find a bathroom before
her job interview or God only knew what she'd look like.

The light changed at last and she practically
leapt forward. It wasn't her fault she was late – or nearly late!
The bus hadn't showed up and then she'd gotten to the subway just
in time to miss the train and had to wait.

She hurried along the sidewalk, weaving in
and out among the slower moving pedestrian traffic, irritable
whenever she swept around men and women in their expensive coats
and jackets. Autumn in New York could either be lovely or horrible.
Today it was the latter, and she was in the heart of the Financial
District, in south Manhattan, which was not a familiar place,
though she'd spent all nineteen years of her life in New York.

Parts of Manhattan had great clubs and great
shopping, great parks and concerts, arenas and theaters. What this
area had were buildings full of bankers, lawyers and stock brokers,
and condos full of rich people.

Molly was not, unfortunately, rich. Her
mother was a receptionist and her father worked at Target. She'd
graduated from high school in the Bronx last year and since then
had held a number of part time jobs, mostly as a server in various
restaurants.

The interview today was for what was
described as an 'administrative' position. It involved things like
reception duties, answering the phone, distributing mail and making
photocopies. And all you needed was high school and the ability to
work on a computer! What was more the pay mentioned was double the
minimum wage!

She doubted she'd get it. They must be
looking for someone with tons of experience, though the ad didn't
require it. Her cousin Andrea had spotted it and called her mother,
which meant Molly had to apply. She was surprised, given the lack
of office experience on her resume, that she'd even been called,
but since she had been she'd catch unholy hell from her parents if
she didn't go.

The weird thing was where the ad was. It
wasn't in a newspaper, or on the usual job boards online. Andrea
wanted to be a model, and there were model job boards online. She'd
spotted it on one of those. She didn't seem to find that strange.
She pointed out that some business, like nightclubs, advertised on
those boards too, because they wanted attractive servers.

Molly still thought it was kind of weird.
Yes, certain clubs wanted attractive servers. But those were clubs
where the servers wore stilettos, short skirts and tight tops.
She'd considered those jobs herself a time or two, because the tips
were usually really good. But smiling ingratiatingly and sucking up
to people, especially drunks, while they stared down her cleavage,
was just not her thing.

She turned into the building's entrance,
pulling out her phone and checking it again. She winced, then
stuffed it back in her coat and headed for the elevators.

Someone grabbed her arm, though as she headed
past a desk and her own momentum swung her around to face a very
large guy in a black suit.

“Hey! You mind!?” she demanded.

“Not in the least. Do you work here, Miss?”
he asked.

He had a brass name tag on the left side of
his jacket that said “Andrew”.

“I have a job interview,” she said, frowning
and shaking her arm loose.

“Sign in, please.”

She cursed under her breath as he motioned
her to an open book on the desk.

“I'll need ID,” he said.

She cursed again, and reached into her jacket
pocket, pulled out her wallet, and took out some cards.

“You got a mouth on you, Blondie,” he
said.

She glowered at him and showed him her DMV
identification card and he actually took it from her and then
photocopied it! Then he wrote down the number before letting her
sign the book. Meanwhile she was getting more and more frustrated
about how much time it was taking since she was already late!

“Can we hurry this along?” she demanded. “I'm
already late!”

“Lack of punctuality isn't a very good
recommendation for a job,” he said disapprovingly.

“Yeah, well tell that to the MTA! It's their
fault.”

He snorted uncaringly and gave her back her
card.

“Are you carrying any weapons or drugs?”

“Are you kidding?” she demanded.

She was wearing her only only long dress –
since she'd figured a 'fancy' office building would want one. It
was a red sweater dress, calf length, with a turtleneck. It was
also fairly form-fitting, which she thought might just be her
ticket to this place. After all, if they wanted someone attractive
– and why else advertise on a modeling board – then she fit the
bill.

Certainly she'd need something to compete
with all the other girls who probably had responded to the ad and
who had more office experience. There'd probably be girls like
Andrea, too, who wanted to be models but were unemployed.

Molly could have been a model herself. She
had the looks. What she lacked was the height, since she was only
five foot nine, and the patience. Sitting around for hours and
hours getting her hair and makeup done and then posing endlessly
for pictures was just so not her! She'd go out of her mind! She was
way too hyperactive!

“I never kid,” he said.

“No! And where would I keep a weapon?” she
demanded, holding her arms out.

Aside from the form-fitting dress – which
would have shown any bulge anywhere on her body, she just had her
hip length jacket, and it only had two pockets, one of which she'd
just stuffed her wallet back into.

He smirked a bit and let his eyes slide up
down her body, lingering on the only prominent 'bulges' which were
of course, the soft flesh filling the cups of her bra, then
shrugged.

He handed her a badge on a lanyard and she
slipped it over her head and headed for the elevator, walking as
quickly as she could. She stabbed the elevator button, cursed
impatiently, then hurried inside as it opened.

She took out a brush and brushed her hair by
feel as the elevator headed up, trying to see herself as best she
could in the burnished metal around the elevator buttons. She
cursed as the elevator stopped on twenty. A man got in, punched the
button for twenty one, and she rolled her eyes.

Lazy asshole!

The elevator went up one flight, and the
doors opened, and the man squeezed her butt firmly just before
walking out.

“Hey! You asshole!” she shouted after
him.

He ignored her as the elevator doors closed,
and she brushed at her hair with her fingers as she looked at the
small, dim image of her face in the metal again. The elevator went
up to thirty-five, and the doors opened again as she hurried
out.

She hurried up the hall and then into number
3517. There was a prune faced woman sitting behind a desk, and she
looked at her sourly, then looked at the clock, then looked at her
again.

“Uhm, hi, I'm – .”

“Late,” the woman said. “Your appointment was
for two sharp, Miss Cunningham. It is now seven minutes after
two.”

“There was an accident and the bus was stuck
in traffic!” she exclaimed. “I had to get the driver to let me out
so I could run three blocks down and catch another bus to get to
the subway!”

Hopefully no one would check, but really how
would they given how many minor accidents happened in the city
every day.

The woman sniffed and pointed at a
closet.

“Hang your jacket there, and get inside.
Mister Denholm is waiting, and he doesn't like to wait.”

She took off her jacket and hung it up, then
hurried to the inner door and knocked.

“Come,” a voice said faintly.

Licking her lips, and wishing she'd had time
to check a mirror, Molly opened the door and stepped inside. The
office was very... officy. That was, it was pretty much what she'd
expected some boss guy to have as an office. He had a big desk,
with bookshelves along the wall, a sofa and chairs, and a table to
one side.

Denholm himself was bald, middle aged, and
had a bullet-shaped head and heavy eyebrows. He seemed to glower at
her as she approached his desk.

“The late Miss Cunningham, I presume,” he
said.

Well, I'm fucked, she thought with a
sigh.

“I'm alive,” she said.

“And late.”

“Stuff happens.”

There wasn't a lot of point in her sucking
up. She was pretty sure she'd blown the job anyway.

He snorted and looked up her and down in a
surprisingly obvious way, like the security guy had, but with less
leering – the sort of way she thought office types weren't supposed
to look at you.

“Turn around.”

She scowled, wondering if he meant she should
turn around and get out, but then he held up his arm and his finger
did a twirling thing. It was a gesture she knew from going with
Andrea to modeling try-outs. But why in hell would he be doing
it?

She shrugged and turned slowly, then turned
back.

“Not bad,” he said.

She looked at him in surprise.

“Are you a snowflake?”

“What?”

“Do you cry if someone offends you?”

“No, I punch them in the face.”

He snorted in amusement. He didn't tell her
to sit down, but then, oddly, there were no chairs in front of his
desk.

“Do you know what we do at this company,
Molly?”

“Investment banking.”

“Do you know what that is?”

“You take care of rich people's money.”

“We take care of money for rich people and
middle class people. That includes making investments and giving
financial advise.”

She nodded.

“Stand up straight,” he said.

She looked at him in surprise, frowned at his
tone, but pulled her shoulders back.

He stood up and walked around the desk.

“The company is looking for a girl to fill an
administrative position, Molly,” he said. “And that's as broadly
based a description as I could think of. It wouldn't be appropriate
for a firm of our stature and reputation to simply put 'gopher' in
an ad. But what we want is a girl to do whatever she's assigned to
do without bitching, whining or complaining.”

She nodded.

“In the interests of getting someone for a
wide range of positions, we also want a girl who's very attractive.
Why do you suppose we want that?”

She looked at him warily, but she remembered
her discussion with her friend Hannah, who worked at one of those
nightclubs with the short skirts.

“Because you have an image?”

He looked surprised and nodded.

“We do indeed. All of our public areas, that
is, any area where a client might be shown to or even through, are
carefully designed, furnished and decorated to ensure they give off
the appropriate image. That image is one of success and
wealth.”

She nodded, though she still wasn't sure why
that meant they wanted cute girls.

“Most of our clients are male. Now what do
men usually associate with wealth and success, aside from sports
cars, yachts and condos overlooking central park?”

She looked at him uncertainly. “Uhm,
women?”

“There are women and then there are women.
The kind of women most men instinctively associate with wealth and
power are tall, blonde and beautiful.”

She nodded. It wasn't a surprise to her. It
seemed most sports stars had blonde wives and girlfriends,
especially the black ones.

“Don't get me wrong. We're not hiring
strictly on looks. But this job isn't difficult. That being the
case,and given what we're paying, why wouldn't we also select
someone who will bring the right associations to our clients'
minds?”

“I get you.”

He moved around her, glancing down at her
butt as he did, and she felt a sense of surprise about how blatant
he was being. Yet it didn't strike her that he was looking at her
in a leering manner, but more in the way of a man examining a
sports car before possibly buying it.

Or a cow, she thought uncharitably.

“You look good in that dress,” he said. “It's
the right sort of image. You're the kind of girl rich men would
want to have on their arms to make them look good.”

He came around in front of her again and
glanced approvingly at her chest. The dress was fairly thin, and
fairly elastic, and it did nothing to hide her shape. She'd known
that when she wore it. She had doubts about whether she was as
pretty as some of those girls Andrea competed with. But she
definitely had a better body.

Well, not for modeling, unless it was
lingerie or bikinis, but for anything else, she was confident she'd
leave those skinny flat-chested girls behind.

“I suppose,” she said.

“You don't strike me as very meek or
mild-mannered, Molly.”

She let out a bark of involuntary laughter
before snapping her mouth shut.

“That's a problem,” he said.

“What? You want me to be meek?”

“Shy, soft spoken. Can you lower your
eyes?”

“Seriously?”

“Yes, seriously. And lower your voice. Soft
spoken. We're going for image here, Molly. And remember you're only
going to see these people for a few seconds, for the most part.
Soft spoken, smiling, shy, deferential.”

She rolled her eyes.

“And no rolling your eyes.”

“I'm not much of an actress.”

“Any idiot can act meek for twenty seconds,”
he said. “Especially for forty bucks an hour.”

“Forty? I thought it was thirty!”

“You have a great body. I like that. Not for
myself, but for the image. And you don't strike me as the kind
that's going to burst into tears if someone insults you or says
something offensive.”

“Not hardly.”

“But no punching. No hitting. No cursing at
people. Meek, soft spoken. Ladylike. Delicate.”

“Oh please!”

“Soft spoken,” he repeated. “This might
surprise you but nobody associates a Bronx accent with wealth and
sophistication.”

She made a face, acknowledging the truth of
that.

“Maybe a pair of glasses,” he said, looking
at her face. “Not the heavy kind, very thin, the frameless ones
that won't really hide your face. You have really nice eyes.”

“Uh, thanks.”

“Don't thank me. I'm not complimenting you,
just remarking on your looks. I'm gay so they don't do anything for
me.”

She looked at him in surprise and he
snorted.

“What? You expect me to wave my limp wrist
around and speak with a lisp?”

“Uh, no.”

He sat on the edge of his desk. “So here's
the deal. Much of the job is running errands for the brokers: doing
photocopying, getting coffee, distributing mail, getting office
supplies, and generally just doing whatever the brokers want. When
not doing that you'll act as a messenger, or spell the
receptionists, or greet and show clients to offices and meeting
rooms, get them coffee, donuts,whatever. Basically, you're our
bitch. You get the picture?”

She shrugged.

“You're not the only girl, but you're the
newbie so you get the shittiest jobs. And that's working with the
junior brokers. You know why it's the shittiest job?”

“Uhm, why?”

“Because they're a bunch of assholes. They're
greedy, ambitious, and work fourteen hour days. That means they're
often short-tempered, impatient and suffer from the affects of
sleep deprivation. Expect them to be rude. They don't say please
and thank you much.”

She shrugged again.

“Don't shrug. It's not ladylike. Say I
understand, sir.”

“Uhm, I understand,sir.”

“No. Forget the uhm, and lower your voice –
and your head. Make yourself seem like a shy librarian.”

“Are you shitting me?”

“And don't curse. Ladies don't curse!”

“I bet they do!”

“Not around our customers!”

“Okay, okay, Jeeze.”

“Now try it again. I understand sir.”

She took a deep breath and then smiled. “I
understand, sir,” she said, lowering her eyes briefly.

“Much better. Remember, soft-spoken. Get into
the habit of it. Get into the habit of remembering the image.
That's one of the reasons I'm throwing you into the lions pit. If
you can maintain your poise, be soft-spoken, polite, and remember
to smile around those bastards then we can trust you around the
clients.”

“You mean I'm hired?!”

“Sure. You'll do – to try. But remember,
you're on probation. That means we can fire you in the blink of an
eye. So this is a trial for you. You don't talk back to snotty guys
in the pit. You don't curse at them or call them names or raise
your voice or even slap them if they grab your ass.”

She looked at him in surprise.

“What? You can't cope with someone grabbing
your ass? You've got a nice ass. I expect that happens a lot.”

“It happened in the elevator!” she said
indignantly!

“There's no shy men here, honey. And the ones
in the pit are worse.”

“What's the pit?”

“It's a bunch of cubicles filled with
desperately ambitious brokers who got out of Harvard or Yale or
Cornell last year or the year before. They're type-A personalities
driven to succeed and crush anyone in their path – which is usually
each other. It's on the thirty sixth floor. And if you can maintain
the image we want around them – and don't think you won't be
watched – or tested – then I'll know you're ready for better
things.”

Molly was busily trying to calculate what
size of pay check she'd get with a salary of forty dollars an
hour!

“Cool!” she said.

He shook his head. “Say thank you, sir. I'll
try to do a good job,” he said.

She lowered her voice and tried to act
'meek'. “Thank you, sir. I'll try to do a good job,” she said.

He snorted, then poked his finger against her
chest, just above her breasts.

“Don't mistake me, girl. I don't think you
can cut it. I don't think a girl from the Bronx can avoid punching
one of those assholes in the face, much less tell him what an
asshole he is. But it's cheap to give you a trial, and who knows,
maybe you've got more self-control than I suspect.”

She went out into the outer office, bemused,
and looked at the prune faced woman.

“Mr. Denholm says for you to prepare
documents to hire me.”

The woman snorted and shook her head.

“I thought so. He always hires the ones with
big tits.”

Molly glared at her, then remembered
something.

“I thought he was gay.”

“He is.”

The woman was taking some forms out of a
cabinet.

“Then why – ?”

“Because it fits the image he's looking for.
And the bosses like girls with big tits.”

“They're not... big!” Molly said in
irritation.

The woman gave her a dry look, and flicked
her eyes down at Molly's chest.

“They're big enough, especially in that
dress, unless you got a lot of padding in there.”

She poked her finger right into the center of
Molly's right breast as she passed, right over her nipple, and
before Molly could react had already passed her by and was going
over to the desk with the forms.

“Doesn't feel like padding to me,” she
said.

“It's not!” Molly said indignantly.

“Just wear tight clothes and smile a lot,”
the woman said as she started typing on her keyboard.

“For forty bucks an hour I'll smile the hell
out of this place.”

The woman raised her eyes. “And wear shorter
skirts.”

“Seriously? I don't see you wearing short
skirts.”

“I was hired for my skills, not my
looks.”

Molly glowered at her, but then found it hard
to honestly deny that she'd been hired for her looks. She would
deny it to her parents, of course, but this woman clearly knew
better. She wasn't happy about it, but a job was a job. And forty
bucks an hour was a fucking fortune! And if she kept this job for a
few months she'd finally have something on her resume that would
let her get hired as something other than a waitress.
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The company didn't rely on her choosing her
own wardrobe. As Samantha pointed out, she was, in part, there to
be part of the furniture, to enhance the look of the place to
clients. Samantha was the woman she would be working for. She was a
sleek looking blonde about five or six years older than Molly.

“Floor girls are all dressed the same,” she
said. “It does save you the effort of trying to buy a number of
outfits suitable for work. I mean, you can't wear Walmart or Target
clothes here. The clients would notice at once and sneer at them.
Yes, I know, but snobbishness is a byproduct of being rich enough
to always own the best.”

The 'uniform' was a wraparound white dress
with long sleeves. It had two rows of big gold buttons down the
front, much like a double breasted blazer, one row of which was
functional in that it buttoned the front in place. It also had the
same gold buttons going down the back of the arms below the
elbows.

It was a minidress but looked sort of like a
blazer, with its thick collar and buttons. It wasn't nearly as
thick as a blazer, though, and entirely too tight across the chest,
as far as Molly was concerned. She could hardly complain, though,
given the size of her breasts had helped her get the job.

And it was shorter than any skirt she'd ever
worn before! She'd have to be careful about walking up or down any
stairs if there were men below her!

The outfit required white high heels, and she
was also required to wear lipstick and mascara, and keep her hair
loose. She grumbled at the rules but since she usually kept her
hair loose anyway that really didn't matter. It did just seem like
she was more eye candy than she'd ever been at any job before,
though.

Forty dollars an hour, she told herself. That
would be three thousand every two weeks, gross anyway. That was an
outrageous amount of money! Or at least, to her it was. She could
put up with a lot for that.

“Just remember,” Samantha told her her first
morning,” A lot of these guys are assholes. And they know you're
supposed to smile and be polite. It amuses them to try and make you
lose your self-control. Just smile and say 'yes sir' and 'no sir'
and do what you're told and ignore anything inappropriate.”

Molly made a face. But hey, she thought, I'm
from the Bronx. There's nothing anyone can say I haven't heard a
thousand times.

The Pit was most of the center of the floor,
separated by a low wall from where the offices of important people
were along the outer walls of the building. This was an area of
scores of low cubicles filled almost entirely with men. All of them
were in dark suits, and all of them had their eyes glued to
computer monitors, with a lot wearing telephone headsets to talk to
clients on the phone.

The cubicle walls were white on the outside,
and blue on the inside, with gold trim. Each was about chest high
to her, which meant the men inside were invisible until you walked
past. Unlike in other buildings, these cubicle walls weren't made
of fabric but were solid. Each had a narrow entrance designed so it
was not opposite that of the cubicle across the aisle from it.

Talking between the people who worked there
was discouraged.

Each of the cubicles had a square light bar
protruding up a couple of feet from one corner. When they wanted a
'girl' for something they pushed a button and it lit up. Then one
of the girls would go over and see what they wanted.

“Just remember, they make five to ten times
what you do. And so their time is valuable – to them and to the
company. They work on commission. You're there to make their life
easier, to do things for them so they can focus on the work that
brings in so much money. That means whatever they want, whether
it's going to get them a coffee, or do photocopies, you do.
Anything but a blow-job, that is.”

She snorted.

“And don't think some of them won't ask. Most
of them were frat boys until last year or the year before. They
think it's clever. If you give them an opening like asking if there
was anything you can do for them, they'll reply with something
snotty like that. Just say yes sir, when you arrive in answer to a
light. That leaves fewer openings.”

“Gotcha,” she said.

“Just think of them as the smart ass jocks
you went to high school with, only with the social skills of the
geeks from the computer club.”

“That's kind of a scary thought.”

Samantha laughed.

“Remember, if you work fifteen hour days you
don't have time for a social life, which means for a lot of these
guys, you and the other floor girls are the only attractive women
they interact with all day. And these guys tend to be aggressively
competitive and ambitious. That's usually not the type of
personality to want to forego females for long.”

“Oh boy.”

“Don't even think about dating one. They'll
happily fuck your brains out, and call whenever they want sex, but
as boyfriend material, you'd be better off with a vibrator. At
least you can bring your vibrator to parties.”

“Just what kind of parties do you go to
anyway?” Molly asked with a smirk.

Samantha laughed.

“Just don't expect them to be available to go
anywhere or do anything with, not for years.”

“I'm not looking for a boyfriend here.”

“Good. You'd be better off dating one of
those big, hulking gorillas the company uses as security
guards.”

“They are all pretty big aren't they? Is the
company worried about something?”

“No, but it's the image, right? If you have
big, strong security guards that suggests there's wealth and power
here, right? Skinny little retired guys with gray hair don't give
the same appearance.”

“Oh, I see.”

“That doesn't mean they're not real. I think
most of them are ex-military. They're a tough bunch, and they take
this security stuff seriously.”

“Yeah, I know! I thought I was gonna get
frisked my first time!”

Samantha smirked. “There's some of them I
wouldn't mind getting frisked by.”

“Slut,” Molly said with a grin.

“He could do a body cavity search too.”

“Eeww,” Molly said, making a face and
smiling.

Samantha looked out at the sea of cubicles
and then put her hand on Molly's shoulder.

“There's your first customer. Just go over
there and smile and say yes sir in a polite and respectful
voice.”

Molly headed out into the cubicles. She went
down one aisle, then turned and went down another to reach the
aisle where the light was. She turned down a third aisle and then
went to the entryway to one of the cubicles.

A guy in his early twenties was there,
wearing a headset and talking into it. He was sitting back in his
chair with his feet propped up on one of the open drawers of his
desk.

“Yes, sir?” she said, smiling.

He looked up at her, then looked her up and
down.

“Hey, babe,” he said. “Listen, you want to
take that envelope down to the mail-room and have it sent by
messenger? I want it there today.”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

She stepped into the cubicle, picked up the
envelope, and then left.

Well, that was easy, she thought.

She headed back to where Samantha was, who
sent her to the basement mail room to have it sent by
messenger.

“Check for mail for this floor while you're
down there,” she said.

Molly was still a little uneasy moving around
in the short, tight dress, but nodded. One of the things she'd
quickly come to realize was that men's heads would turn whenever
she walked by. That wasn't entirely novel, but it seemed more
obvious here because there were so few women.

And all of the men were, well, men. That was,
they weren't high school boys. They were grown men, some in their
twenties, but many in their thirties, or even forties and fifties.
And they all turned their eyes to her as she walked by so that she
felt like a sheep walking by gatherings of wolves!

It didn't make her nervous. This was a
corporate office in Manhattan, after all. No one was going to
attack her and tear her clothes off. It did, however, make her very
self-conscious. Everywhere she went men were staring at her butt or
breasts. Or, since the skirt was so short, her long, bare legs.

She wasn't used to wearing short skirts.
Mostly, the only place she ever wore a short skirt was to a club.
The drinking age in New York was twenty one, but she was tall,
which, with makeup, helped her look older. Plus, she had fake
ID

But clubs were generally not very brightly
lit, and everyone was kind of jammed in together, and there were
lots of other girls in short skirts. This was a brightly lit office
building and there were very few women, especially young women
around.

And even fewer wearing mini-dresses.

Maybe what Samantha had said about the guys
in the pit applied to most of the men here...

She took the elevator down to the basement,
then went to the mail room Samantha had shown her earlier. She
handed one of the guys there the envelope and said it was for
courier and had to be at its address today. Then she asked for mail
for her floor.

There turned out to be a lot. Mostly, there
was a box about a foot square, and then some magazines, and a bunch
of plastic covered documents. She piled everything on the box and
went back to the elevator bank, then got in.

The elevator stopped several times on the way
up for men to get in and out, and was often crowded. Halfway up
someone began to caress her butt through the dress. She wasn't sure
which guy it was, since two were beside her and others behind her,
and sort of froze.

She couldn't really reach back and swat or
grab the hand without dropping her mail, and didn't want to create
a scene in the quiet elevator either. She was tempted, though.
Putting up with stuff like that was not her usual habit. But nor
was she a shy, virginal schoolgirl to gasp in horror because some
guy was rubbing her ass either.

When the fingers slid under her short skirt,
though, and began to rub her bare buttocks directly she knew she
would have to get out of there! So the next time the doors opened
for someone to get out she got out too, turning her head to glare
back at the innocent faced men still behind her.

She walked away, then halted as the door
closed and walked back to press the elevator button again to
continue her journey.

It was weird, she thought, that she'd been
here only two times, and had her ass grabbed in the elevator both
times. She got back in and rode up, and was nearly there when
again, someone started to squeeze her ass! What the hell,
she thought, more in amazement than anger.

Fortunately her floor was almost there. She
got out and didn't look back, then found Samantha again.

“What's with guys grabbing your ass in
elevators?” she demanded.

Samantha didn't seem surprised. She seemed
amused instead.

“What did I say. A bunch of A-class
personality types, aggressive, ambitious, and no women.”

“You said that about those guys,” she said,
waving towards the cubicles.

“Yes, well, the rest of the men who work here
mostly came from there and got promoted.”

Molly snorted in disapproval.

“You got what they want, babe, but they can't
have it.”

“Tell them that!”

“They know it. That's why they're a little
annoyed at you.”

“At me!?”

“Not at you in particular. At life. At the
lack of beautiful women in it for them. But you're there, if you
take my meaning.”

“If they don't like it let them quit and get
a job where they have a life.”

“They can't. They're addicted to the money.
They're more ambitious than they are horny. Some of those guys are
making a million bucks or more a year, you know.”

Molly stared at her in disbelief.
“Seriously!? How do I get a job like that!?

Samantha laughed. “Go to an ivy league
university to start. And then work fifteen hour days for ten
years.”

Molly went out into the cubicles and handed
out the mail. She got looked at a lot, but not touched. Some of the
men asked her name and one of them told her she was hot. Then she
answered another light bar summons and found a guy glaring at his
monitor, who turned as she arrived.

“Yes, sir?”

“Clean that shit up, will you, honey?”

He was in his upper twenties, with curly dark
hair, and waved at a collection of empty coffee cups and food
containers on his desk.

Molly thought he was pretty lazy to call
someone else to clean his mess, but didn't say so. She looked for
the trash can and found it already filled to overflowing with old
binders and reports.

“I'll get a container, sir,” she said.

She went back to Samantha.

“Do we do trash pickups?” she asked.

“The cleaning staff come on the night
shift.”

“This guy's trash can is full of stuff and he
wants me to clean all the paper cups and food containers off his
desk.”

“Go get a garbage bag from the supplies and
do it.”

Molly made a face.

“Remember, the company would rather have you
doing shit like this while he works than have you standing around
chatting while he uses his valuable time not selling anything. It
makes sense.”

“I suppose,” she sighed.

She got the plastic garbage bag and went back
to the cubicle, then began to sweep the containers and cups from
the desk into the bag.

“You're new. What's your name, Blondie?” he
asked.

“Molly, sir,” she said.

She had to lean in to grab some of the cups
and junk towards the back of the desk and felt his eyes on her.

“You fill out that dress really nice, Molly,”
he said.

“Thank you, sir,” she said as she grabbed
stuff and tossed it into the bag.

His hand casually landed on the back of her
leg just below the skirt, then slid up fully under the skirt to rub
her left buttock!

Molly gasped and jerked back only to see him
grin lazily.

She pursed her lips against saying anything,
but did glare, before turning to sweep off the rest of the
containers.

“You have a really nice ass,” he said,
admiring it as he spoke.

It was on the tip of her tongue to say
something rude and obscene, like 'go fuck yourself' but she
resisted.

“Nice soft skin, too. I like a girl in a
thong,” he said. “I bet you shave too.”

God, what an asshole! Or wait... was he
deliberately trying to unsettle her, like Samantha had said they
sometimes did? That made sense.

That still made him an asshole, of course,
just a different kind. But it made it easier for her to control
herself. He was hoping she would get angry and say something, after
all. So the best response was to make sure he didn't get his
way.

She backed up and then put the bag over the
trash can before tilting it over, upending it, and letting the
contents pour into the garbage bag. She had aimed her bottom away
from him to do it, but that didn't stop him looking.

“You know, when you lean over like that, your
breasts really push down against the top of your dress, Molly,” he
said. “I sure wish they'd make those things low cut so I could see
more. What are you, a C cup? D?”

She ignored him and straightened up.

“You're not being very friendly, Molly.”

“I'm sorry, sir, but I was working hard,” she
said in as even a tone as she could manage.

“You're making me hard, honey.”

He was definitely baiting her, she
thought.

“Will there be anything else, sir?”

“How about a blow-job?”

“I'm sorry sir, but that's not part of my job
description,” she said.

She carried the bag out of his office and
went back to dump it, then went to find Samantha again.

“That guy was a pig.”

“Yeah, they don't clean up after themselves
very well.”

“I don't mean that kind! He asked for a
blowjob.”

“And?”

Samantha didn't seem outraged, just
amused.

“I said it wasn't part of my job
description.”

“Good answer.”

“He grabbed my butt too.”

“Well, Molly, honey, you have to admit,”
Samantha said, “You do have a great ass.”

Molly scowled.

“This place is a sexist pig heaven,” she said
to Molly's scowl. “Get used to it. That's one of the reasons they
pay so well. If they paid the same as everyone else, girls wouldn't
stay.”

“Isn't there, like, rules?”

“Sure. No one pays attention to them,
though.”

“I can't even tell them to fuck off?”

Samantha shook her head and grinned. “Not
unless you want to go see the dragon lady.”

“Who's that?”

“Mrs. Sumner. She disciplines bad girls.”

Molly's eyebrows went up.

“Sumner is gay, by the way. And she's worse
than the guys.”

“Seriously!? What kind of a weird place is
this!?”

“Old fashioned. And very profitable.”
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Over the next few days Molly got to meet more
of the men who worked there, mainly the ones who kept summoning her
to do this or that for them. Some were nice. Some were assholes.
Most of them were hopelessly horny. She got her ass grabbed,
squeezed, and rubbed every single day, usually several times a
day.

If she was careless enough to stand in place,
especially leaning on a cubicle, there was a good chance some guy
would press himself into her butt and grind himself a little before
she jerked away. Her breasts got groped a couple of times, usually
from behind in the elevator or in the little kitchenette.

A number of guys offered to pay her for oral
sex, with the average offer a startling two hundred and fifty
dollars. It occurred to her that was a little more than what she
got for six hours work, and giving a guy a five minute blow job
would be way easier. Not that she thought it seriously, of course,
but more as a comparison.

One guy offered her a thousand dollars for
sex. She wasn't even entirely sure he was wasn't serious
either!

It was very weird! Even in junior high the
guys hadn't been as blatant as they were here!

But... it wasn't that bad. She actually found
herself quickly getting used to it. She wasn't sure that was
actually a good thing, but it meant she was less angry or upset
whenever someone grabbed her ass. And she was feeling frankly
weird, given all the attention all those men were paying here!

Oh sure, she was self-conscious, but she was
also feeling a strange little vibe of pleasure, a bit of an ego
trip at being complimented so often, and at knowing all those men
were looking at her admiringly all day. Of course, the fact they
all wanted to throw her on her back and fuck her was kind of weird,
too given some were way older than her!

But it all gave her a sense of being wanted,
of being desired. Men buzzed her just to look at her! She was sure
of it given the way they waited for her to appear, sometimes a
couple of men from nearby cubicles there too, all grinning and
smiling and greeting her as she showed up to take an order to go
get a box of paperclips or something else trivial.

She'd never really thought of herself as such
a sex object before! Oh sure, she knew guys thought she was hot.
But this was just so constant and overwhelming! It made her feel
like she was an amazingly sexy woman floating on a sea of
admiration!

She was in the photocopy room when Joel
Steinman came up behind her and slipped his arms around her.

“Hello, beautiful,” he said into her ear.

She gasped, and grabbed at his arms.

“Mister Steinman, I'm trying to work,” she
gulped.

He wasn't one of the guys in the Pit. He was
a manager of some kind.

“You're a good worker,” he said. “You deserve
a promotion.”

“I... just started here,” she gulped, trying
to pry his arms loose without getting too physical.

“But I can see the talent you possess,” he
said, grinding himself against her ass. “Why don't you come work
for me. I'll give you a raise.”

“That's okay! I like my job!” she gulped.

Then his hands slid up and cupped her
breasts.

“Mister Steinman!” she gulped, trying again
to pry them away.

“You have incredible tits, baby,” he sighed,
kissing her neck as his fingers kneaded her breasts.

“I... have to work!” she gasped.

She managed to pry his hands off, twisting
around and hurriedly left the room until he was gone, then returned
to continue, shaking her head.

She was dumbfounded by all the attention! And
how seemingly responsible men like Steinman felt they could just
grope her like this! It should have been insulting, but for some
reason she didn't take it that way now. It did annoy her, but there
was also a strange little sense of thrill to it at making men
uncontrollably horny without even doing anything.

It wasn't her doing anything sexual, after
all. She was being a good girl, and resisting and pushing them back
and ignoring their lewd requests and proposals. She was even
managing not to call them names. So her behavior was fine. And yet
she was finding herself immersed in this very, very sexual and
permissive atmosphere where she was a sexual object of great desire
to seemingly everyone!

And there was something strangely exciting
about that. She, like every other girl, had been taught by society
to be careful of how she dressed and acted in public since before
she'd even hit puberty. No matter how pretty a girl was she was
supposed to pretend she wasn't. And no matter how much she might
enjoy being flirty and playing 'games' with the guys she had to
restrain herself.

She remembered when she was younger how she'd
stolen some tools Brad Fergus was using to repair his bike, and
made him chase her and wrestle them away – several times in a row.
She'd even put them down her top so he had to get them out. She
pretended this was just being a brat, not about her interest in
anything... sexual, of course.

But it had been deliciously exciting at the
time!

Of course, she got mad when people touched
her inappropriately. That was because they were rough, in part, and
because it was embarrassing, and because it was a bit scary, and
certainly insulting.

But she was feeling less embarrassed here, as
she got used to it. She didn't feel scared, and they weren't rough.
As for insulting, she didn't feel that either. Instead she just
felt like this amazingly sexy girl that everyone lusted after! Boy,
she must be a lot hotter than she'd thought!

That didn't mean she wanted to be
groped... exactly, especially by guys ten or twenty years older
than her, but it certainly livened up an otherwise boring job!

She took the completed job back to the guy
who had ordered it and went to answer another light. This was for
Matthew Foster, who was kind of cute and sexy, though of course,
almost ten years older than her so not someone she would seriously
consider as dating material.

He had short dark hair and a very nice build
beneath his suit, and unlike some of the other guys he didn't try
to joke around with her or flatter her. But he gave her these
incredible smoldering looks that made her pulse race.

“Yes, sir?” she asked as she arrived in his
cubicle.

He looked at her and she gulped. God, he had
sexy eyes.

“Molly,” he said in a low voice. “Could you
do something for me?”

She'd be hesitant about answering that with
some of the others, but he wasn't as … adolescent in what he
said.

“What?”

He was standing up, and he pointed at his
computer monitor.

“Would you contact tech support for me and
get someone up here for this?”

His monitor seemed to be clear and bright to
her.

“Sure.”

“You'll need to take down the error number
there,” he said.

She leaned over and saw there was a small red
box near the bottom of the screen with text on it.

“Oh. Okay.”

She looked around and he picked up a notepad,
then a pencil. She had to bend over because the box was small and
the text smaller still, and as she did she felt his hand rest
lightly on her bottom!

She gulped but ignored it. She had to lean
way over to put the notepad on the desk in front of the monitor and
then write the error number, and as she did his hand slid gently up
and down against her buttocks, then down onto the soft skin of her
thighs!

The hem of the skirt was actually slightly
above the bottom of her buttocks in this position, and his hand
slid up under the skirt, but rather than riding up across her
bottom his hand curled in along her inner thigh and then four
fingers pushed in to rub against the small puffy mound of her sex
clad in her little black thong! The thumb in turn slid up between
her buttocks.

Molly gulped and felt an emotional jolt, but
she continued to write the long error number down, her chest
tightening as his fingers rubbed softly against her sex!

A part of her felt a sense of wild anxiety,
since he was doing this right out in the open! But she knew that
the chest high walls of the cubicle would make this invisible to
anyone not standing close. All they'd see was his upper body and
head, not what he was doing with his hand!

She finished writing the number and stood up,
fighting to keep her face as expressionless as possible.

“I-I'll contact them!” she gulped, pulling
away and leaving the cubicle, looking around anxiously to make sure
no one was watching.

She felt a churning in her lower belly and
realized her nipples were very hard!

God! The men in this place were crazy! But
then, some of them were pretty hot, too!

She contacted tech support over the phone,
giving them the number, and by the time she'd finished she'd calmed
down somewhat. She answered several more calls, then got the mail
and started to distribute it around the floor.

She wheeled the cart up the aisle along the
edge of the floor and brought mail into the offices there, putting
it into the in-baskets, and when she got to Mr. Wheeler's office,
he stood up and handed her a big envelope.

“Miss Cunningham, you dropped this off here
yesterday,” he said. “An error on your part.”

“Oh, sorry,” she said, taking it and
examining it.

“It's for this office,” she said.

“It's for Malcolm Ross, who is now on the
33rd floor.”

“Oh, I didn't uhm, know,” she gulped as she
felt his hand stroking her bottom.

“You should have noted the name was different
from that on the door,” he said sternly.

And then his hand came off her bottom and
slapped it sharply.

Molly gasped and jerked forward a bit, open
mouthed.

“I-I'm sorry!” she gulped.

“We have a quick way with discipline here,
Miss Cunningham,” he said, “especially for those on probation.”

And with that his hand swept her around and
bent her over his desk! It was so unexpected she didn't even
resist, or even know what he was doing until her breasts were
pressing against the wood!

Then she felt the hem of her skirt lifted
up!

Crack!

“Make sure you compare the names in future,”
he said sternly.

Crack!

“It's important that people get the proper
mail.”

Crack!

“Oh! Mister Wheeler!” she gasped, jerking
against the hand gripping the back of her neck.

Crack!

“You have excellent potential, Miss
Cunningham,” he said.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Molly hadn't really tried to resist because,
for the most part, she was so astonished at what he had done and
was doing! Her initial efforts were useless since he had such a
firm hold on her and she was in such a... vulnerable position! And
then he was letting her up again and she was jerking the skirt down
and stumbling back to the door.

“Don't forget the package, Miss Cunningham,”
he said.

She grabbed it and pushed the cart away,
heart pounding!

Again, she looked around, grateful no one had
heard anything and come to investigate! His hand had made some
noise slapping against her bare bottom!

Not that he'd hit her that hard, of course.
It had stung, but not that much. As she rubbed her bottom a little
she thought the object there hadn't really been to cause her a lot
of pain...

But it was one more outrageous thing here!
These men were all perverts! Well, maybe no more than other men.
All men were perverts, after all. But somehow or other they seemed
to have less restraint here than anywhere else she'd ever been!

Imagine pulling up her skirt and... and
spanking her bare bottom right out in his office, with the door
open! That was unbelievable! Wasn't he worried about getting
fired!?

Her nipples, she realized, were hard again,
and tingling.

*

In the elevator going back upstairs after her
break she felt a now familiar sense of touch as a hand squeezed her
bottom. The elevator was jammed so she didn't react. Besides, she
had a cup of coffee in each hand, one for her and one for
Samantha.

But then as people shifted she felt what had
to be an erection pressed against her bottom! The hand was now on
her hip. On both hips, she realized.

She could feel someone's breath against her
neck through her hair as her pulse rate quickened, but she didn't
look around. She was shoulder to shoulder with other men and most
people were looking up at the numbers along the top of the door as
they climbed.

Then the hand on her right hip slid around
her and along her abdomen. The dress was a wraparound held together
by big gold buttons. The hand slid between two of those buttons and
she gasped as she felt it easing the fabric aside and then rubbing
the bare skin of her abdomen!

People shifted as the door opened and some
men got off. Others got on, and that hand rubbed lower, then the
fingers slid into the front of her little thong and she felt her
jaw drop as the fingers found the neat bare little line of her
sex!

The fingers rubbed gently but insistently
right at the top of her sex! And then the other hand slid slowly
around her and up, pushing in between two of the buttons to fondle
her right breast through her little black bra!

She gulped, heart pounding, as the man ground
his very obvious erection into her buttocks while fingering and
groping her! Her mind was whirling with confusion about what to do!
Normally, she'd do nothing – well, here anyway, but this guy was
going so much further than the usual gropers!

A couple of the man on her left and ahead of
her were talking about some sort of company and its stock as the
lights slowly flicked upwards. She felt the fingers of the hand on
her bra sliding up a bit and gripping the edge of the little half
cup, then tugging it down to bare her nipple!

Her hard nipple! Two fingers caught her
nipple between them and rolled and caressed it as the other hand
continued to rub at her sex, and Molly felt, along with anxiety and
embarrassment, a dark, crackling sense of sexual electricity
gripping her!

Then it was her floor, and she started to
edge forward. The hands slipped out of her dress and the man ahead
of her moved aside. A hand gave her bottom a good squeeze as she
exited the car, though, to some male laughter. She didn't even
think the hand belonged to the same groper as she hurried down the
hall!

She gave Samantha her coffee and took a sip
of hers as she eyed the other blonde.

“What?” Samantha asked.

“The men in this place... they're...”

“Perverts?”

“Guys are all perverts. But these guys
are...”

“Lacking any sense of self-restraint?”

“Yeah!”

“Mister Peterson.”

“Who?”

“He's the guy who started the company. He's
like a gazillionaire. He owns this building as well as the company.
And he's a real player. I mean, I think he sleeps with a different
woman every day, sometimes two, even though he's really old
now.”

“So?”

“So he hired guys like him to run the place,
guys who see women as sex objects and aren't shy about it either.
And now his son is in charge of them. And his son, well, you can
imagine how he grew up.”

“But isn't there like... HR rules or
something?”

“If you complain to HR you find yourself not
working here any more.”

“That's outrageous, you know.”

“Sure. I also know I could leave tomorrow and
get a job just up the street at a bank. It would have more
responsibilities, and I'd get my own office. And the place is
much... saner. But I'd get half the pay I get here and probably
have to work lots of unpaid overtime. So yeah, I know this place is
kind of a free for all for sexual harassment, but they pay you a
premium to put up with it.”

She shrugged. “Besides, you get used to it.
And the old man did have his limits.”

“There are limits?”

“Yeah, no one is going to actually force you
into anything here. A little groping and touching and obscene
language, sure. Maybe slaps on the butt and a lot of attempts at
getting you to sleep with them. But if you ignore it all nothing
much is going to happen to you.”

“Except a sore ass!”

“Well, wear thicker panties,” Samantha said
with a grin.

Molly snorted disapprovingly. She'd been
wearing thongs for years now and had no intention of changing.

“And we can't even slap them or tell them to
go fuck themselves?”

“Nope. That would be rude. Women are supposed
to look pretty and be... demure.”

“Demure?”

“Demure. You know, meek, delicate...”

“I know what it means! I'm just not what you
might call really very... meek.”

“So learn to pretend. It's worth it.”

Molly went back to work, and tried to keep
her butt away from people, but the memory of being bent over a desk
and spanked was still a jarring one. As was the feel of
those fingers pushing into the tiny front of her thong! God, this
was so crazy!

Were these guys all that deprived of female
companionship!? They all seemed to have a lot of money. And some of
them were pretty good looking. If they'd stop working fifteen hour
days maybe they could get a damn date!

But she continued to feel this strange sense
of reluctant, guilty pleasure at being this super hot sexy girl
that everyone seemed to want!

She had to avoid the break room, though. The
other girls did too. Because as sure as heck once she was seated,
some guy would sit next to her to smile and grin and flirt, and
would then slide his hand up and down her bare leg, and, if he
could, up under her skirt. And it didn't even matter if there were
other men in the room either!

Then when she was passing along the offices
along the edge she caught something out of the corner of her eye.
The door of the office was closed, but it had a narrow window along
the side. There were narrow Venetian blinds on the window but they
weren't closed. And what she saw stopped her in her tracks, then
caused her to back up and peek around the edge.

It was one of the other girls, Hannah, and
she was behind the desk, straddling Mister Forest on his chair
and... riding up and down as they kissed! Molly couldn't see her
below her waist because of the desk, but she had little doubt what
she was doing!

She drew back, shocked, then continued on,
gulping and feeling her pulse pick up. God! This place was just sex
everywhere!

Of course, that didn't mean she had to have
sex with anyone! She could just put up with the groping and dirty
talk and the eyes undressing her, cash her checks, and maybe get
promoted.

Or maybe getting promoted was what Hannah had
in mind, she thought nastily.

The slut!

She wondered if Samantha had ever had sex
with anyone. She seemed to take all this so casually, and with that
kind of attitude it was hard to imagine that if she wanted to she
wouldn't have done it.

And Molly admitted to herself that she'd
gotten pretty hot when Matt Foster had caressed her. Would she have
sex with him? Well, possibly, if they had a date or something and
he turned out to be interesting as well as hot looking...
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It happened in the storage room.

The big one, in the back, not the small one
up front.

The small one was the supply room, and had
shelves full of basic office supplies, like pens and pencils,
calculators and paper, notebooks and binders and staplers. The big
one in back had chairs and desks, lamps and printers, shelves
filled with bundles of forms, boxes of old paperwork and
documents.

On the floor, along with the furniture, were
folded up cardboard boxes and anything else anyone wanted stored –
including the Christmas decorations – that wouldn't fit in the
smaller supply room.

Joshua West had told her he needed a bundle
of forms, and couldn't wait. Molly was a bit nervous about the idea
of him following her back to the supply room, and made it clear he
didn't need to, that she would bring it to his desk. But he just
smiled and said he didn't mind and he didn't want to put her to any
more trouble than necessary.

Since West was fairly free with his hands
that made her suspicious. But West was also extremely cute. He had
longer hair, that was kind of tousled and unruly, and he had a
really cute face and a swimmer's body. But he didn't use obscene
language and he wasn't crude in how he admired her body. And his
hands were gentle in the way they touched her, which, given the
weird way her standards had altered in the last week or so,
actually made him seem more polite!

Stroking her ass or thigh was not polite! On
the other hand, at least he hadn't grabbed her breasts and squeezed
them like inflatable toys.

She unlocked the door, feeling a bit fluttery
in her stomach, her chest kind of tight and anxious, and flicked on
the light. The room was jammed with stuff, and she eased in between
chairs and wound her way around a group of floor lamps to get to
the shelf with the bundled documents.

She gulped when he closed the door and
followed her, but pretended not to notice, though her heart beat
faster and faster. There was a table between her and the shelf she
wanted. She was not surprised when she leaned forward over it to
grab a bundle that she felt his hand on her butt.

She picked up the bundle and examined it the
little label but it wasn't the right one. She put it back, which
meant she had to lean forward again.

His hand rubbed her bottom gently. Bent over
as she was the skirt hem barely covered her buttocks, though, and
his hand slid under it and between her thighs, rubbing her through
her thong!

What was she supposed to do!? Her lower belly
was pulsing with a wild, heady mix of heat and anticipation, even
as her face flushed with embarrassment! Normally she'd squeal and
push the guy away, well, anywhere else.

“M-Mister West!” she gulped.

“Yes, beautiful?”

“You shouldn't do that!” she gulped.

“But it feels so good,” he sighed.

It felt so good to her too! But she was at
work! And they hadn't even dated!

She picked up another big bundle of forms.
They were heavy when you were leaning forward because they came
wrapped in plastic in a bundle of about a hundred, and they were
forms with three copies with carbon between them.

His other hand slid through the opening
between her buttons and cupped her right breast as his right hand
rubbed her sex, and Molly's breathing got ragged as she felt a wild
rush of emotions sweep through her and over her. Embarrassment,
uncertainty, anxiety, stress, but also an intense sense of sexual
electricity that had her nipples harden almost instantly.

She felt a throbbing heat between her legs as
his fingers rubbed her there, and gulped as she looked at another
bundle, almost tossed it down, and lifted another!

The hand he had kneading her breast slipped
under it, tugging her bra down below her breast! Then his hand
cupped her bare breast! The rush of sensation and emotion that
brought made her gasp aloud and drop the bundle of forms she'd been
picking up!

“M-M-Mister... W-West!” she squeaked, turning
her head.

“You're such an incredibly sweet and
beautiful girl, Molly,” he said.

His right hand tugged aside the crotch of her
thong and she gasped again as his fingers found her naked sex and
rubbed skillfully.

“Y-You... you shouldn't!” she gulped.

She tried to straighten but he leaned over
her, his chest pressing against her back, and his lips found the
nape of her neck.

“You're incredibly sexy,” he said, chewing
lightly along her throat.

Molly felt a wave of dark hunger roll through
her, but knew she couldn't let this virtual stranger just... just
touch her like this! Who knows what he would expect if she allowed
that! Not to mention what he would think of her!

She struggled to straighten up and he let
her, but then as she turned around he was right there against her,
and the hands which had come out of her dress now seized her face
as he kissed her! And he kissed her hungrily, yet oddly gently, as
his body pressed her back against the edge of the table!

His hands slid down to cup her buttocks, then
he lifted her up briefly so she was sitting perched on the edge of
the table – which meant her legs were spread with him standing
between them! Then his hands were on her head again as he continued
to kiss her, his tongue and lips ravishing hers as she struggled to
figure out what to do and how to cope with the flood of
emotions!

“I-I... you... this... this isn't... you...
Mister... Mister West!” she gasped, pulling her lips away.

His hands slid down to grip her thighs and
then jerked them sharply up and apart.

Molly gasped, for that dropped her onto her
back on the table even as he dropped onto his knees in front of it.
This startled her at first, and then she stared at his face as his
mouth found her sex! He had pulled aside the thong so his fingers
could rub her there, and now his mouth was just as hungry down
there as they had been against her mouth!

“Oh! Fuck! Oh! Don't!” she moaned.

She tried to sit up and push against his
head, but his hands were strong, and gripped her legs just behind
the knees. He jerked them up, which dropped her back onto the table
again as his tongue stroked hungrily across the top of her sex!

“W-We'll... we'll... get fired!” she
gasped.

His hands pushed down on her thighs as they
slid up then, pressing them down so the tendons in her thighs
ached. His thumbs angled inward until they could reach the line of
her sex. Then they pressed against her, spreading her open and
giving his tongue better access to her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Don't! Oh! Oh, God! Oh!” she gasped
as his tongue licked hungrily.

It felt so... incredible! The rush of
sensation was intense! Molly felt as if her mind was being buffeted
by the rush of sensation and emotion as he licked her and his
thumbs began to sink further into the mouth of her sex!

She shuddered as the sexual hunger grew more
and more powerful, spreading out to warm her from the inside,
filling her with an intoxicating need that overrode her common
sense. This was so outrageous, so shocking, so wild and daring
and... and slutty!

She'd been immersed in a strange, dark world
of sexuality, lust and hunger – all directed at her, for a week
now, and it had left her feeling a simmering sense of heat. Now her
body began to burn uncontrollably as his lips found her clitoris
and he sucked rhythmically.

The burst of sensations made Molly's hips
spasm and roll helplessly up as she gurgled and gasped at the
wildfire pleasure!

Then his hands slid up her body, deftly
undoing the buttons and spreading her dress open like a jacket,
sliding up and down her bare skin, up onto her breasts. He gripped
the elastic of her bra and now tugged the whole thing up over her
breasts! His hands then began kneading and squeezing them as his
mouth practically fed at her sex!

Molly moaned helplessly, her hands gripping
his wrists weakly, but falling away as a burst of sensation
overcame her and she arched her back and let her hips buck up
against his flickering tongue.

He drew up and back suddenly, standing, and
his hands dropped to her hips, tugging her thong up, raising her
legs onto his shoulders until he could pull it off entirely. He let
her legs down, then gripped her arms to pull her into a sitting
position.

Then his arms were around her as he kissed
her as expertly as he had before, his fingers combing through her
hair as his lips crushed hers. His hands slid down onto her
shoulders and pushed back her dress so it fell down around her
arms, then slid behind her back and undid her bra!

Dazed, gasping, Molly made a halfhearted
attempt to retain her dress, but he casually pulled her up off the
table and turned her, then dress and bra were gone and she felt a
fresh burst of emotion! She was completely naked! At work! Holy
God! How had she let this happen!?

His hands slid around her to cup her breasts,
and his hungry mouth kissed its way along her throat as she moaned
helplessly.

“Holy shit, you have gorgeous breasts,” he
groaned, his fingers kneading them.

Then one of his hands slid down her body
until his fingers found her clitoris, her now very wet clitoris,
and stroked her rapidly as she trembled and moaned.

She felt overwhelmed, overtaken by the speed
of what was happening, unable to pause to get her mental footing
and consider her options!

He drew her back and around, and then turned
around with her still in his arms! This had her facing one of the
big metal shelves which stored boxes of old documents. And suddenly
he gripped her wrists and swung them up above her, holding them
with one of his bigger, stronger hands as he pushed her against the
shelf.

Molly gasped as her bare skin pressed against
the cool metal, and that distracted her for a moment. She turned
her head around and saw that rather than kissing her now he was
looking up. She turned her head around and up and saw that he was
wrapping what looked like his tie around her wrists!

“Wh...what... what are you... dooooing!?” she
gasped.

“Making things memorable,” he said
softly.

“What?”

She tried to jerk her wrists away but he had
already looped the tie around them and tugged it tight! Now he
wound it around them several more times to tug it tight, and then
tied the rest of the tie to the metal shelve support above her
head!

Molly gaped up at her wrists. He had tied her
up! Tied her to the shelving! Why on earth – !?

He spun her around and she gasped, wide eyed,
then he kissed her just as hard as he had before. This time,
though, as he combed her fingers through her hair, he jerked it
back sharply enough that she cried out, then gasped as his lips
kissed their way along her exposed throat!

His right hand slid down her heaving chest,
kneading and squeezing her breast, then down her taut belly, and
then in between her legs, stroking and rubbing her insistently as
his mouth slid lower and found the center of her right breast!

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she panted.

His mouth sucked fiercely! His tongue stroked
and whipped across her nipple and his teeth bit lightly into the
soft flesh of her breast as she trembled and shuddered and her mind
spun like a car tire on ice! What was happening!? Why was he tying
her up!? She was naked at the office! What was going on!?

And God, as if it weren't already hard to get
her mind to function the sensations that were flowing into her mind
were threatening to drown her!

He dropped to his knees and spread her legs,
then started to lick her again! This time one of his fingers pushed
up inside her, joint by joint, until it was in her to the knuckle!
He pulled it back and a second joined it as his tongue ravished her
clitoris!

This was... weird and … and kinky and... and
shocking... but not especially scary. But that it was at the office
had her pulse racing a mile a minute!

What was more, Joshua was clearly the most
skilled man at oral sex she had ever run into! Of course, there
wasn't a lot of competition for the title. At nineteen, she hadn't
had an awful lot of lovers, and most of them had been drunk at the
time and not much interested in her pleasure as compared to their
own.

So the way his tongue was working at her, the
way his fingers were stroking, the way his lips were devouring her
were all producing sensations the likes of which she had only ever
felt hints of before! The sensations were shocking and made it
impossible to want to even try to get him to stop!

She knew she should! She tried to force
herself to demand he stop! This was... outrageous! She needed to
stop before... before the worst happened! The words kept forming in
her mind, words she would say with determination, words which would
make it clear she wasn't a slut and he had to stop this
instant!

But she couldn't seem to force the words out
past her lips! She knew she ought to, but she didn't
want to!

The sensations kept rippling through her in
bursts and rushes, and each of them made her gasp and rolled her
mind back, confusing and dazing her and breaking apart her thinking
processes! Then by the time they reformed and she had decided to
insist he stop more such bursts and rushes swept through her again
and again!

She needed to … to push him away! But she
couldn't! Her hands were tied up!

Her hands were tied up!

That on its own was a stunning thing!

And then the orgasm hit! The build-up of
sexual heat was simply too great, and she was literally trembling
with the pressure. When the orgasm hit her body was thrown backward
against the shelf as if by an explosive force! She cried out, back
arching, hips bucking violently against him as a wild, frothing
flood of sensation overloaded her nervous system!

She'd never had an orgasm with any of her
previous lovers. And this was a doozy!

Not all orgasms are created equal. Some were
pleasant, and some were intense. This one was incredible! She
barely kept herself from screaming as her mind was battered by the
howling storm of sensation! Her body jerked and twisted and bucked
as her mind lost control, and she would have fallen had it not been
for the silk tie binding her wrists to the heavy shelf.

It left her... hollowed out. She all-but hung
by her wrists, chest heaving, gasping for breath, eyes glassy as
she moaned dazedly. Yet he was still there, still licking, though
less strongly. Now he was slowing, taking his time. His fingers
pushed into her, three of them now, and they weren't small! She
felt stretched as they slid up and down in her sopping, overheated
sex.

They were... pressing against the front side
of her sex, inside her, as if trying to pull her hips forward,
stroking and rubbing as they moved up and down, and she felt a
strange thrumming sensation from inside her. Meanwhile he was
sucking gently but rhythmically on her clitoris as she shuddered,
eyes fluttering.

The energy began to return to her limbs,
enough that she took the weight off her aching wrists, but with
that energy came a new rush of heat and a strange dark, twisted
sense of something like masochistic delight. She'd never seen or
thought of herself as a helpless female before, but now she was
literally tied up naked before this... this man half again her age!
And he was... ravishing her!

And this dark, sparkling rush of energy, of
excitement, of almost awe began to build up within her! It was an
attractive idea, in a way, because instead of seeing herself as a
slut for letting him paw, grope and, she was sure, have sex with
her, she could see herself as a helpless victim, overpowered and
tied up!

But not in a bad way, weirdly. Instead the
thought provoked a strange, glittering sense of erotic heat and
hunger! Perhaps because of the incredible orgasm which was even
then still echoing within her body, or perhaps because of how
handsome he was and how skilled with his hands and lips.

She moaned helplessly as she stared at him
licking her, as his fingers pushed up and down inside her, as she
felt her body beginning to burn with heat and hunger once
again.

He stood up, and then roughly spun her
around!

Molly gasped, stumbling, but again, was
prevented from falling because of the tie binding her wrists.

Crack!

“Oh!” she gasped as his hand slapped her bare
bottom.

He gripped her hips and jerked them outward
away from the shelf. The forced her to bend forward at the waist as
he ground himself into her buttocks.

“Guess what happens now,” he said in a soft
growl.

Molly moaned and felt a wave of anxiety mixed
with heat and need.

His pants dropped and then she felt him
pressed up between her buttocks, hard warm and thick and long! And
while she'd never felt a man up between her buttocks like that
before he felt... big!

He ground himself against her, gripping her
hips, then he eased his hips back and she felt something rubbing
along the puffy, swollen line of her sex. It slid higher and then
pushed up and his right hand came around her hip. She gasped,
staring down, seeing the head of his cock push forward!

He gripped it in his fingers and rubbed it up
and down, up and down, up and down against her as she trembled and
moaned. The feel of it against her clitoris was incredible!

She cried out as he gripped her hair and
jerked it back, then chewed lightly along the nape of her neck
before his lips slid up against her ear.

“Beg me to fuck you!” he growled.

What!? She gaped at the shelf ahead of
her dazedly, and then he jerked on her hair again.

“Ow!”

“Beg me to fuck you!”

“Please!” she moaned.

“Beg me to fuck you!”

“Please... fu... fuck me!” she gulped.

The puffy head of his cock was still sliding
up and down along the swollen lips of her sex.

“Sir,” he said. “ You forgot to say sir.”

She blinked dazedly and he drew back.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“You have to remember your place, floor
girl,” he said.

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!”

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please! P-Please fu... fuck me!”

Crack!

“Oh”

“Sir,” he growled.

“Please fuck me, Sir!” she gasped,
bewildered.

He pressed himself against her once more, and
he released her hair. His hands jerked her thighs further apart and
then the head of his cock pushed against her, stretching her
deliciously wide, forcing its way into the mouth of her sex, and
then pushing slowly up!

Molly ached, but she ached wonderfully! She
shuddered as she felt him pushing up deeper and deeper! She was
gulping in air, her body overheating as she stared downward, wrists
aching, moaning as he began to pump.

She did not entirely understand why he'd
slapped her bottom or made her beg him, not consciously. But her
subconscious understood. He was in control. He was the boss. She
had to do what he wanted.

“Unghh!” she gasped as he pushed terribly
deep!

God! How big was he, she marveled.

He pulled back and pushed in again, deeper
still! She felt the ache as he pushed insistently forward, moaning
as he drew back and pumped several times, then pushed forward once
more!

It took a minute of discomfort before the
ache began to sink into the throbbing heat of her body as he pumped
steadily. His hips were pressing solidly against her buttocks now,
and she felt the sensations becoming more intense as her mind
wallowed in a strange sense of dark surrender.

He was the boss. He was in charge. She had no
choice!

She moaned and gasped and grunted as he
thrust into her, as her body began to shudder to the impact of his
hips against her buttocks, as his hands raced up and down over her
naked flesh, squeezing her breasts hungrily.

This was so shocking! So wanton! So
outrageous!

But it wasn't her fault! She was tied up!

He was a bad man! And she was just a helpless
girl! A helpless... sexy... hot... beautiful girl...

And he was so handsome, so roguish, so
powerful!

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair once
more.

“Beg me to fuck you,” he ordered.

Which, since he had buried himself inside her
before pulling her hair back was kind of confusing.

“Please fuck me!” she gasped.

He slapped her breast with his other hand!
That was a shock!

“Sir,” he growled.

She moaned anxiously. “Please fuck me, sir!”
she gasped.

He resumed thrusting, releasing her hair,
grinding himself against her buttocks every few strokes as the
waves of sensations rippled through her.

The anxiety was strange. It twisted something
in her mind. It made it clear this was not just a guy and her
having sex. It was... a man... overpowering her... taking her...
using her as he wished... and she had no say!

That should have been scary or at least made
her angry. Instead it sent that darkly delicious wave of excitement
rolling through her mind again, and made her body flare with more
and more heat.

His right hand slipped around her hip and his
fingers found her clitoris, rubbing skilfully as the palm of his
hand pushed back on her abdomen. His left found her breast,
kneading and squeezing it as her body was rocked to the heavy
impact of his hips against her.

So bizarre! So shocking! So wild! So
perverted!

She came. Again! Crying out in helpless
pleasure, Molly jerked and shuddered and bucked against him as he
rode her with hard, powerful thrusts and the orgasm rolled her mind
over and over and over again!

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


“You make too much noise,” Joshua said as she
sagged back against the shelf, gasping helplessly. “We wouldn't
want anyone to hear you and come and find you like this.”

Which certainly made sense to Molly! But
mentally resolving to be more silent was her only response, and she
was startled when he gripped her hair and jerked her head up and
back. It hurt, and her mouth opened instinctively as she cried
out.

Then he pushed something into her mouth! It
was some sort of... ball! She gurgled and moaned as it forced her
to stretch her jaw wider! Then it was inside – mostly inside! She
couldn't close her jaw behind it, and her teeth and lips were held
apart as he drew a thin strap around her head, attached it in
place, then let his finger comb her hair out from under.

She stared at him in confusion, moaning
around the... thing in her mouth! What was he doing!?”

He grinned at her, then, looking around,
moved to the wall, where a mirror sat propped up along with various
pictures. He picked it up, brought it back and showed her
herself.

Molly flushed as she stared at the image of
her with the... ball thing in her mouth! She recognized it, of
course! She'd seen its like in pornographic pictures! It was a gag,
a ball-gag! She was too astonished at the moment, and her mind was
too fuzzed to consider why he would have one handy. She was too
amazed at the sight of herself.

Which brought a rush of heat, despite her
recent intense orgasms!

It was so... so outrageous and shocking and
wicked and nasty and sick!

And hot! Hot enough to make her squirm!

Joshua's hand sliding between her thighs
helped there, of course, as she moaned and stared up at him,
remembering her sense of dark, thrilled helplessness all over again
as his fingers skillfully caressed her.

“Sexy little sex slave,” he said in
amusement.

The words sent arousal crackling through her
mind, and then into her body!

Ridiculous, yes, but so hot!

“You think I'm done fucking your hot body,
baby? I'll never be done fucking something as sexy as you.”

He grinned and continued to stroke her, his
other hand sliding over her taut body, caressing her breasts and
fingering her nipples.

Molly squirmed and moaned into the gag as his
hands glided over her body. This was so wicked!

She dropped her eyes to his groin. He had put
himself back into his pants. He didn't seem to be hard again yet,
but she was sure he would be, especially if she could get her mouth
on him!

And then there was a knock at the door! It
shocked her, and she jerked violently, as if to pull herself away
and hide! She couldn't, of course, and her eyes stared at the door
in horror! What would happen if she was found like this!? She'd be
fired for sure! It would be mortifying!

Joshua found a tarp of some kind and stuffed
one end under a box on a shelf above her, letting the thing fall
across her like a curtain, then she heard him going to the door.
She heard low voices, male voices, and held her breath, heart
pounding!

Then the tarp was pulled away, and she
gasped, eyes going wide as she saw that he was no longer alone!
Matthew Foster stood beside him, his smoldering eyes looking her up
and down hungrily!

Molly squealed and tried to twist her body
away, but Joshua gripped her hair roughly and jerked her back
around, forcing her head up and back so she was looking into
Matthew's face!

“Wow,” he said softly.

She gulped, heart pounding!

“I knew she had a body, but this is....”

He shook his head, and then his hand came up
to caress her left breast. “Perfect,” he said softly.

“Nice, huh?”

“Nice? You really have a poor vocabulary,
West, if you think 'nice' is adequate to describe a goddess like
this,” Matthew said.

Molly shuddered as his hand moved gently
against her breast, squeezing gently, repeatedly. Then he caught
her nipple between thumb and forefinger, rolling and stroking
it.

“Lovely, incredible, spectacular, gorgeous.
Those are just the beginning of the words I'd use to describe
this,” he said.

His hand slid down her taut body and in
between her thighs, and Molly gulped, rolling her eyes wildly
between them!

Her initial shock was starting to fade, and
though she was deeply embarrassed, that was starting to ease, as
well. And intruding into her mind was the fantasy – a fantasy she'd
had for some time – of sex with two men at once! Two gorgeous, sexy
men! Oh, it was hardly an obsession, just an idle fantasy, one many
girls had but few ever expected to bring to life.

Only now it was blossoming into stark,
shocking, wicked life before her! Matthew's fingers stroked her
between the legs, Joshua's hand came up and fondled her breast
again. Then he jerked back on her hair, forcing her head sharply
back, and brought his mouth down onto her breast!

She gasped and moaned as he sucked and chewed
on her right breast, and then a few moments later Matthew bent and
took her left into his mouth! Her eyes bulged and she shuddered and
cried out as two hungry men sucked and chewed and licked at her
breasts!

This was insane! This was crazy! She couldn't
do this! She couldn't allow this!

Only... no one was asking her permission, or
even her opinion, and the gag and bound hands didn't seem to allow
her to express her refusal.

Which was... comforting.

What kind of a girl would allow this, after
all, other than a complete slut?!

But no one would ever know! None of her
friends anyway!

Joshua's hand was squeezing and kneading her
buttocks as Matthew's stroked her sex. And then they both pulled
their mouths off her swollen, burning nipples and looked at her
hungrily.

She shuddered.

“I think she might like something I brought,”
Joshua said.

He turned away, and then returned with
something in hand. Matthew looked at it and snorted in amusement,
and Molly jerked her head down to stare as well.

It was a cock. A big one! A dildo, and it had
a weird looking base, which looked like a pair of balls that were
melted together, only curving up and in.

The two men pulled her legs apart and she
moaned and shook her head as Joshua let the fat helmet head rub up
and down against her! Then came the pressure! It made her ache! He
drew back, and pushed, and drew back, and pushed, and the fat thing
slowly sank into her, forcing aside the lips of her sex!

She was wet, of course, sopping wet, but the
thing was so big! Joshua twisted and turned it as he worked it up
inside her, and Mathew rubbed her clitoris as he sucked and licked
at her breast!

Molly shuddered as a dark, thrumming heat
began to take hold of her mind! She whimpered and moaned and
twisted helplessly as the thing was forced deeper and deeper! Until
she ached with the fullness inside her! Then as the last of it was
forced inside the 'balls' ground against the top of her sex.

Joshua did something, and they started to
buzz, to vibrate!

He grinned as he ground them against her, and
Molly felt her body starting to vibrate in tune with it! She
shuddered and gasped and felt her mind melting under the rising
heat churning through her body!

Then they turned her to face the shelf and
jerked her hips out.

“Jesus, look at this gorgeous, fucking ass!”
Matthew whispered.

Hands kneaded and squeezed her buttocks, even
as the vibrator was ground against her clitoris! Then Molly felt a
finger pushing against her back opening! She squealed a protest,
but to no avail, and a finger slid into her, an oiled finger, she
quickly realized!

It pumped slowly in and out, then a second
joined it!

She trembled and shook, eyes enormous, the
vibrator grinding, its head high in her belly, hands kneading her
breasts!

The fingers drew back and Matthew pushed his
cock against her back passage! She squeaked and moaned in dazed
denial, but that availed her not at all, as his cock slowly pushed
up into her ass!

He started pumping in and out, and the first
time his hips struck her bottom she exploded into a massive climax!
The two men had a hard time holding the thrashing twisting blonde
in place as convulsions wracked her body. The orgasm screamed
through her mind and had her screaming in turn!

And all through it came the hard impact of
Matthew's hips against her buttocks, and the steady grinding of
that vibrator against her swollen little button!

She lost herself to the orgasm, becoming
little more than a dazed, feverish sexual animal as Matthew
continued to ram himself into her ass and the two laughed and
groped her breasts.

She was almost hanging by her wrists by the
time he finished, drooling around the ball thing, eyes slitted.

“Sex slave,” Joshua taunted softly as he
eased her down.

The two men laughed and kissed her on the
head, then untied her and left her like that, going back to their
desks.

It took her a minute to stop trembling and
twitching and gain control of her breathing, then her muscles,
before Molly could stumble to her feet. The only reason she forced
herself up was fear of being discovered naked there.

She found her clothing and put it on, her
mind still in a state of dazed incomprehension. What had happened!?
How had she let that happen!? OhmyGod! And the power of that last
orgasm continued to resonate through her mind like an echo!

Wow!

She drew shaky breaths, combed her fingers
through her hair, then left the room, locking it behind her. She
found the ladies room, put water on hr face, brushed her hair, and
stared at herself in disbelief.

What did you just do, you slut!?
she thought

Of course, she hadn't done it, really. That
was, once again, a comforting thought. It wasn't like she'd gone
there to have sex with anyone! And it wasn't like she'd said yes or
anything! They'd tied her up and... and just used her!

Tied her up! That was... unbelievable!

Yet it wasn't like it had been some sort of
violent attack. She had to admit she hadn't put up much resistance
and there hadn't been any violence. Nor had she felt any sort of
fear. Except fear of discovery.

Now what was she supposed to do!? Would those
two talk about it!? On the one hand, they were men. On the other
hand, they could get fired, and they must surely have a lot more at
stake in their jobs than she did in hers.

She couldn't stop marveling at it, at having
fucked two men at once! Two virtual strangers! and at work! And
while she was tied up! And one of them had fucked her in the ass!
God!

It hadn't hurt like she'd thought it would.
It had even been, under the circumstances, hot!

She was taking too much time, she knew. She
had to get back to work. Samantha would be wondering what had
happened to her and she might get accused of slacking off!

She made her way back to the small office
where the 'floor girls' worked, and sure enough Samantha scowled at
her.

“Where have you been, Molly?”

“Uhm, I was doing something for Mister West,”
she gulped.

“If you go somewhere where you'll be gone
more than a couple of minutes you have to tell me. Have you
forgotten?”

“Uhm, I forgot. Sorry.”

“Get out on the floor and relieve
Heather.”

She slapped Molly's bottom sharply and Molly
yelped, rubbing herself as she scurried out of the room.

She took Heather's place so the busty redhead
could have a break, and hurried to answer light bar signals,
fetching messages and getting supplies. It was so routine when one
of the men squeezed her bottom she hardly even noticed.

Besides, she was practically shell-shocked
from what had happened in the supply room, shocked at what had
happened, and even more shocked at her own response! The memory,
and she could hardly stop thinking about it, was imbued with a
shimmering heat and sense of delicious eroticism and pleasure.

She was self-conscious, though, whenever she
passed near where one or the other of them sat, and even when men
looked at her, wondering if they had heard about what had happened,
if Matthew or Joshua had blabbed, if people knew!

But no one acted any differently than they
had that morning. So she gradually relaxed. Though she remained
wary, and she could not put what had happened from her mind.

She thought about it on her way home, on the
train and then on the bus, and then at home too, when her mom asked
how her day had gone. She went to her room and stripped and then
put on a robe and went to the bathroom to take a shower.

She stared at herself in the mirror, posing,
imagining how they saw her, raising her arms high, pushing her
chest out, then turning and bending, looking over her shoulder,
flushing as she remembered.

Bastards! They had used her like she was a
whore!

Matthew had sure said nice things about her,
though.

And that dildo vibrator thing! Wow! She'd
love to have one of those, but she wouldn't dare around here. If
her mother or brother found it, which they might, she'd be
mortified! But she found herself incredibly aroused as she stared
at herself and remembered.

She got out the baby oil, and then, with her
back to the wall, staring at herself in the mirror, and remembering
that day, she masturbated – quickly. For it didn't take long to
explode. The orgasm wasn't nearly as big as it had been, but it was
still an incredible rush, and she slapped her hand over her mouth
to keep anyone from hearing.

After her shower, and after doing her hair,
she put on a robe and went to her room, then locked the door and
stripped off the robe. She moved across the room and threw herself
on the bed, picked up her cell phone, and started to look through
various social media sites for messages of interest.

She didn't have a habit of laying around
naked. Normally she'd have put on at least a nightie, but tonight,
she just felt more comfortable in her skin. Or perhaps it was just
that being naked gave her a slightly breathy sensation, reminding
her of how incredibly sexual, sensuous and erotic an afternoon
she'd had – while naked!

Two hot, older guys at once! And all tied up!
And helpless and... at their mercy! God!

She shook her head, still having a hard time
thinking of anything else. It was, after all, the most incredible
sexual experience of her life! By far! It was also the sluttiest,
wildest thing she'd ever done!

She looked down from her cell phone and ran a
hand over her breasts, fingering her nipples, then let her eyes
slide down between her legs, feeling another little rush of
memory.

I should exercise, she thought. It was
important to keep her body in good shape, after all.

She put on a Pilates video on her laptop,
picked it up, and set it on the floor, then sat down next to it.
She had a nice soft carpet under her so didn't bother worrying
about a mat as she began to stretch and position her body as the
girl did in the video.

It was funny, she thought, but some of these
poses were so obscene! She'd never really thought about them much.
Doing them naked, though, made it pretty obvious. Standing up and
then bending over and putting her head between her legs, for
example, while wrapping her arms around her legs...

Doing the same on her knees was even
worse!

She was soon panting as she stretched and
strained, throwing in some yoga poses as well. Then she got her
tension cord and did some more stretches, did some pushups and then
rooted in her closet until she found her dumbbells and used those
too.

Suddenly, she was thinking about making sure
her chest muscles were strong so her breasts stayed firm. She
wouldn't always be nineteen, after all. Matthew and Joshua had sure
liked looking at them! Not to mention touching and sucking and
kissing and licking and chewing on them!

She'd never had sex out in the open before,
she realized. It had always been in some darkened place, and
usually half clothed. She'd had sex in a closet, in a car, on a
basement sofa, behind some bushes at night, and only once in a bed,
and that had had very dim lights.

Being naked out in the open, completely
naked, just... standing there while men looked at her, under
bright, fluorescent lighting, was a novel experience, to say the
least! She didn't know if that sort of thing would ever be
repeated, but she was comforted at how admiring they had acted.

It wouldn't do to get complacent, though!

But it was weird, when she thought about it.
The two 'guys' were men almost half again her age! Neither was a
boyfriend, nor even a friend! Though perhaps those might change...?
She just didn't know. She'd never had sex with guys before except
guys she knew well and was dating!

And none of them had sent such a sweeping
wall of sexual fever heat through her body!

But she didn't think it was really Joshua or
even Matthew who had made her so hot. Not really. It was the...
situation. It was doing something so wild and wicked in the supply
room at work! Being naked at work! Being tied up naked at work!
That was what had so turned her on, not either of the men, in
particular.

Oh, they were cute enough, but she'd dated
cuter. And certainly Joshua's fingers and tongue had been way more
skilled down there than any of the boys she'd previously gone out
with. That had played a part, she conceded. He was a better kisser,
too.

But that was the physical side. The emotional
side, the erotic side, was the situation.

And that was weird! Because whenever she'd
thought of what would be really sexy it was things like, making out
in front of a crackling fireplace on a bearskin rug in a cabin, or
maybe out in a sunshiny meadow by a stream, or something else
romantic.

Well, okay, she conceded, she had had
fantasies about being tied up by some wicked, leering, sexy,
ruthless man, like in a story, who would 'ravish' poor helpless
her.

But that was being tied to a bed, maybe in a
castle tower, not a metal stock shelf in a supply room in an office
building?

She finished exercising and threw herself on
the bed again, cursed, got up, got the laptop, and then lay back on
the bed to surf a little more.

A hard pounding on the door made her gasp and
sit up abruptly, arms going around her chest.

“Hey, brat, dinner,” her brother's voice
said.

“Yeah, yeah,” she muttered.

She sighed and put the computer aside, pulled
on a pair of sweatpants and a tank-top before going downstairs to
dinner.

“How's the job going?” her sister Elise,
asked.

“Weird. All those men staring at computer
screens all day, not wanting to leave for anything in case they
lose a sale.”

“You said they make a lot of money,” her
mother said.

“They make a fortune, Some of them make
hundreds of thousands of dollars a year.”

“Sounds good to me,” Elise said.

“Yeah, but they work fifteen hour days and
have no lives. And they stare at me like I'm a bowl of stew and
they haven't eaten in days.”

“Dye your hair blue and no one will look at
you,” her brother said.

“Eat dick!” Elise said.

Her hair was currently dyed blue.

“That's your job,” he replied with a
smirk.

“Cameron,” her father said warningly.

Her father wanted to hear as little about sex
and his children as he possibly could. Especially his daughters. He
had to know they were sexually active, at least to some extent, but
he certainly didn't want confirmation.

He certainly would not want to know how Molly
and her friend Sophie had learned to deep throat by using a dildo
they had bought on the internet, reading instructions on the
internet, and then coaching each other in how to swallow it without
throwing up.

Molly had not talked about that to anyone,
but her last boyfriend had certainly bragged about it enough at
school.

She wondered if Joshua or Matthew would like
to experience her oral talents!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


The next day started normally, with being
groped in the crowded elevator. It wasn't as blatant as it had been
the other day, but then her hands were free this time, which
allowed her to silently pull hands off her bottom, hands which felt
like they were coming from two different men behind her.

And that was before she'd even changed into
her uniform!

Once she'd changed and started responding to
calls she got groped some more, but not steadily, just here and
there. Howard Martel said she had a sexy voice and he loved her
'oral skills', and Paul Miller bet she was shaved between the legs
and offered her money if she'd show him.

Ryan Baxter asked her if she'd ever been
tit-fucked, and opined that she was big enough to make that
pleasurable. And Kyle Eastern told her he had a huge cock and that
every girl who'd seen it had loved the feel of it inside them.

She smiled and said nothing, just did her
job.

She was late getting back from break, though
only by a couple of minutes, and Samantha told her to watch her
time, and gave her a sharp slap on the bottom just like she had the
other day. That made her yelp and look at the woman wonderingly.
That was twice in two days, after all.

She made her way through the cubicles towards
the area where Joshua and Mathew sat. That made her gulp, for she
hadn't seen them since 'the incident'. Her pulse rate picked up,
and it picked up even more when she saw it was for Joshua!

She showed up in his cubicle entryway with a
smile fixed on her face.

“Yes, sir?” she asked.

He swiveled in his chair and grinned at
her.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said. “How are you this
morning?”

“Fine, sir,” she said a bit shyly.

“You're looking pretty... yummy,” he
said.

He reached up and took her wrist, tugging her
into the cubicle, and then shifted her over to the side. Then he
rolled his chair forward until Molly was backed against the wall of
the cubicle. She frowned in confusion, having no idea what he was
doing.

But then his hands tugged her skirt up to
bare her below the waist, and she gasped, trying to pull it down,
and staring around herself to see if anyone else could see! No one
could, of course. No one else was nearby, at least, not standing up
nearby, and the wall of the cubicle came up to her chest.

“M-Mister West!” she protested in a hushed
but anguished voice.

But he wasn't paying any attention to her
above the waist! Instead his hands pulled her thighs apart, then
his thumb hooked into the crotch of her thong, and tugged that
aside! Then, before she could react, his mouth was on her!

Molly gasped, and pushed against his head,
but to no avail. He was locked to her sex, licking and sucking, and
she couldn't move him aside unless he decided to get forceful!

She stared around herself again! No one was
in a position to notice anything! She could see people walking
around, but they were several aisles over. All they would see was
her head and shoulders, and perhaps part of her upper chest.

“Don't!” she hissed. “Someone will come!”

“Yeah, gorgeous, you,” he said.

She gulped and looked around again, eyes
wide, heart thumping as Joshua's tongue burrowed up between the
lips of her sex.

“You're crazy!” she hissed. “If they find out
we'll both get fired!”

He ignored her, licking hungrily, his hands
firm around her thighs, and there was just nothing, other than
hitting him – or making a scene, that she could do!

And then there was the wild rush of that same
dark hunger she'd felt the other day in the supply room! That
quickly began to fill her body with a sense of wild sexual tension
and anticipation, both of which were continuing to increase as
Joshua's skillful tongue worked on her sensitive clitoris!

She gulped, and kept shifting her gaze
between looking down at him, and looking around. A part of her
realized if she kept staring down and someone saw they might wonder
what was going on! Molly moaned low in her throat, and tried to
appear casual to those who were standing or walking within sight.
She draped her arms along the top of the cubicle wall, which also
helped support her given her knees were starting to wobble.

She also tried to keep her mouth shut! There
was a man in the cubicle on the other side of Joshua's, for
example, who would be looking right at her if he stood up! The ones
on either side of him would too! And if they were tall enough
they'd be able to see that her skirt was hiked up!

God! This was insane!

“Someone will see!” she whined.

“Then you'd better get down,” he replied.

He eased his hands off her thighs, pulled his
mouth off her sex, but then gripped her thong and tugged it down
her legs all the way to her ankles! A moment later he gripped her
wrist and pulled downwards so she was forced to her knees before
him!

He kissed her hard, then, on the lips, and
she moaned into his mouth as his arms went around her. He was still
sitting, leaning into her, his hands racing over her body as their
lips slid hungrily together.

He unzipped his trousers, then, and his right
hand slid up behind her neck, pulling her down, bending her forward
as he drew his cock out.

Molly gulped and then reached for it, kissing
it and then taking it into her mouth. This would be her chance to
impress him!

She began to bob up and down, knowing she had
to hurry. At least on her knees the men in the surrounding cubicles
would probably not see her even if they stood up. But anyone
walking by this cubicle would! She bobbed lower and lower, and then
gasped as she felt her skirt tugged up well above her hips.

She tried to pull up but Joshua's hand was on
her head, and then she gasped as she felt her thong being pulled
off her ankles and a pair of hands on her thighs, spreading her
legs apart!

“Ah, I remember this beautiful ass,” she
heard Matthew's voice say in a soft whisper!

She felt a wild jolt of emotion, more
anxiety, and yet a deepening rush of crackling sexual energy as she
felt his hands gliding over her bottom!

His hands caressed her sex, then, and parted
her labia, then slipped inside to test her readiness. Apparently
finding she was more than ready, she heard him drop his zipper, and
then she felt Matthew's cock pushing against her!

Right here!? Right in a cubicle! They must be
crazy, she thought wildly! At least yesterday they'd been in a
locked supply room!

But neither man seemed worried by the
possibility of detection, and Matthew reached around her and
unbuttoned her dress, then, before she could do anything, peeled it
back over her shoulders and off!

She moaned and again tried to pull up, but
Joshua pushed down, and his cock entered her throat! She wasn't
quite ready and gagged, which totally distracted her as Matthew
undid her bra and removed it!

Joshua let her pull up at last, and she
gulped in air, wild-eyed, as Matthew gripped her wrists, drew them
back, and crossed them behind her back.

“You... guys... are... crazy!” she
gasped.

“Maybe,” Joshua said with a grin.

Then he pulled her back down onto his cock as
Matthew tied something, perhaps his tie, around her wrists, then
slapped her bottom and jerked her hips back.

She gurgled as Joshua's big cock pushed into
her throat, and this time she slid down all the way, until her lips
were wrapped around the base! She could feel Matthew's cock pushing
deeper into her body as two hands kneaded her bare breasts!

Her heart was pounding in her head so loudly
she could hardly make out what the men said to each other, and
suddenly Joshua was pulling her up off his cock, allowing her to
gulp in air as he tugged on her hair and drew her up onto her feet,
or at least, up to straddle his chair! And him!

He pulled the gasping, panting girl into
position, pushed the head of his spit-wet cock up into her, then
drew her down and forward so that it sank deep into her body!

Matthew moved around beside the chair,
gripped her hair, and pulled her mouth onto his cock now, pushing
himself deep as Joshua sucked and licked at her breasts.

“Ride his cock, slave girl,” Matthew said in
a soft voice.

He tugged upward on her hair, forcing the
trembling blonde to rise, then pulled down, forcing her to sink
down onto Joshua's cock.

He didn't need to provide her any more
urging. The feel of Joshua's slick cock pushing up through the
tight, overheated flesh of her sex was incredible! Molly began to
ride him feverishly as Matthew fucked her mouth and and then pushed
himself deep into her throat!

Her mind was gripped by a sense of dark,
wondering awe that she was doing this, riding a guy, naked, while
sucking another guy's cock in the office, in a cubicle, where
anyone might spot her at any minute! But there was nothing else she
could do, and the feel of Joshua's cock inside her was glorious!
Every time she sank down and it pushed into her she felt like
crying out in pleasure, so it was a good thing Matthew's cock
filled her throat!

That made it hard to breath, of course, and
her head was pounding and her chest was burning. He pulled out
often enough to let her gulp in ragged breaths of air, but then
pushed himself down her throat once more, never allowing her to
completely catch her breath. That was making her light-headed.

She felt rubbing at her clitoris, and knew it
must be Joshua. She shuddered and moaned and cried out –
fortunately the sounds blocked by Matthew's cock, her hips bucking
and jerking as slick fingers rubbed her skilfully.

And then the orgasm took hold and she
screamed – silently – her eyes bulging and her body frantically
riding up and down on Joshua as the churning flood of sensations
swamped her already dazed mind!

She slumped against Joshua, gasping for
breath as Matthew drew back, but his strong hands raised her up and
down as he thrust up into her, and then Matthew drove himself back
down her throat, pumping rapidly in and out as her glassy eyes
stared down the glistening length of his shaft.

Joshua stopped his movements with a groan of
release, and then Matthew slowed his pumping as his cock began to
soften, drawing himself up and back.

“What is going on here?” Samantha's voice
demanded from behind her.

Molly gasped, her eyes widening as her head
twisted around. There was Samantha, standing just inside the
cubicle's entryway, glowering at her!

I'm dead, she thought with a shock, mortified
at being caught like this! She was sure the woman would fire her on
the spot!

Instead, Samantha stepped in and grabbed her
by the ear, yanking her up off Matthew's lap!

“Oh! Ow! Don't!” she gasped.

And then the taller woman yanked her out of
the cubicle and up the aisle! Naked! With her hands still tied
behind her back!

“Oh! Please! Samantha!” she gasped, keeping
her voice low to not attract attention.

Samantha ignored her, pulling insistently on
her ear and forcing the hapless, bound blonde to stumble along
behind her.

“If you think this sort of conduct is
acceptable, Miss Cunningham, you are very much mistaken!” she said
as she forced her up one aisle, then down another to the open area
at the front! Fortunately no one seemed to be noticing since they
were all glued to their monitors, and mostly wearing headphones.
But Molly's eyes rolled wildly in fear someone would turn around or
stand or or notice she was naked!

She led her along the hall past the offices
of managers, and then stopped at the door of the big corner office
of Mister Johnson, rapped twice on the door, and then opened it and
pulled Molly inside!

Molly's face flamed as the man looked up from
his desk. His eyes widened as he noted her, and his jaw dropped an
instant later.

Samantha closed the door behind her as Molly
cringed and dropped her eyes, horribly embarrassed!

“Miss Forbes,” he said. “I trust there is a
reason this girl is naked.”

“She was fornicating with one of the men in
the pit,” Samantha said. “And this is how I found her. I brought
her directly here.”

“Miss... Cunningham, I believe,” he said.

Molly was too mortified to speak! She gasped,
though, as Samantha shifted her grip from her ear to her hair and
forced her head up and back, pointing her face towards where the
frowning man sat behind his desk.

“Answer the man!” Samantha ordered.

Then she slapped Molly's bottom sharply.

“Ow!”

“Would you like to tell us what you thought
you were doing removing all your clothing in the pit and having sex
with one of the men there?” Johnson asked sternly.

“With two of the men,” Samantha said.

“Really? How ambitious of her.”

Molly wondered if you could die of
embarrassment!

“At the same time, I can see why she was
hired,” Johnson said. “She certainly has a fine body. Well, bring
her here.”

Molly gasped as she was pushed forward, and
then abruptly bent across Johnson's desk as he stood up. He was
already undoing his trousers, and she gasped in disbelief! But then
she saw he was actually just sliding his belt out from the loops of
his trousers.

“We can't have such undisciplined behavior in
the pit, Miss Cunningham,” he said sternly. “You will have to be
punished.”

He doubled up the belt in his hand and Molly
felt another shock of disbelief. Surely he wasn't going to... he
wouldn't dare!

Crack!

“Ohww!” she squealed as the belt cut across
her buttocks.

“I can see why the men would be attracted to
a bottom like this,” Johnson said from behind her.

She felt a male hand squeezing and kneading
her buttocks as she stared in shock at the window behind the desk.
Then the hand drew back.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“But she must be taught a measure of
self-discipline if she is to remain employed here!”

Crack!

Molly squealed, but she felt another shock.
What did he mean 'if she was to remain employed here'?! Surely she
was going to be fired! How could they not fire her!? Yet he was
talking as if that was not a certainty at all!

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a bad girl, Miss
Cunningham?” he asked.

Crack!

“Oww!”

“Are you?”

“Yes! Yes!”

Crack!

“Yes, sir. Have you no manners, girl?”

“Yes, sir!”

Crack!

“Oh! Please, sir!”

Samantha kept her hand firmly on the back of
Molly's neck as Johnson swung the belt, and Molly felt a wave of
disbelief along with dismay! What kind of a place was this
anyway!?

Crack!

“If you are to remain here we must ensure you
learn the proper decorum expected of our girls,” Johnson said.

Crack!

“And with a face and body like yours I can
see any number of reasons to keep you on.”

Crack!

“Ohhh!”

A moment later she felt a male hand thrust
between her thighs, cupping and caressing her sex.

“This is a lovely pussy, don't you think so,
Miss Forbes?”

“Yes, sir,” Samantha said. “It's very neat
and tight and clean looking.”

“Do you think she shaves or... ?”

The male hand disappeared and a softer,
smaller female hand fondled her sex.

“Probably waxes,” Samantha said. “The lips
are nice and small and tight.”

Molly felt her fingers prying apart the lips
of her sex and fingering them briefly. Then a slim finger pushed
into her body and slid all the way up to the knuckle!

“Oh! Please!” she gasped.

“Nice and tight, too,” Samantha said, pulling
the finger back.

“Well, those are good reasons to keep her on.
But she must learn proper behavior,” Johnson said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Molly squealed and jerked and whined and
moaned as the belt cut down across her now-burning bottom again and
again, but there was very little she could do, especially with her
mind in such a state of chaotic confusion!

“Have you tested her out yet, Miss Forbes?”
Johnson asked.

“Not yet, sir. She's only been here about a
week. I was waiting for the right moment.”

“Well, I would suggest this might be it.”

“Yes, sir.”

With that she let go of Molly's neck, and
then Molly felt her hands on her inner thighs, jerking her legs
apart. A moment later, her mouth enveloped much of Molly's sex, and
she began to lick and suck as her thumbs stretched her labia
apart!

Molly gaped, shocked anew, and started to
rise, only to have a heavier male hand press down between her
shoulder blades. She was astonished at the thought that Samantha
would perform oral sex on her at all! Let alone here in front of
Mister Johnson! She'd had little clue Samantha was even interested
in girls! Though she recalled now how she'd wondered a bit at those
slaps to her bottom.

Molly herself had always been at least a
little bi-curious, so wasn't so much shocked at what Samantha was
doing as where she was doing it. Still, the strapping she had been
given had made her buttocks burn fiercely! And this was far, far
preferable to that!

“Would you like to remain employed here, Miss
Cunningham?” he asked.

Molly was still too shocked, as she felt
Samantha's tongue licking rapidly across her clitoris!

She gasped as he seized the hair behind her
neck and twisted her head up and around to face him.

“Answer me, girl,” he demanded.

“Y-Yes, sir!” she gasped dazedly.

“As you will have already discovered, we have
a somewhat different corporate policy on sex among our employees.
We're entirely in favor of it as long as it enhances team moral and
productivity. Of course, over ninety-five percent of our high
productivity employees are male, so we've found it necessary to
bring in attractive young females in order to provide the proper –
inspiration.

Molly moaned as she felt two slim fingers
push deep into her sex, while Samantha's lips closed around her
clitoris and began to suck!

“Of course, we want only the right kind of
young, female employee. Being attractive isn't enough. We prefer
our young girls to be... amenable to a sense of... comradery.”

“That's one way to put it,” Samantha
said.

“And a sense of adventure and... an interest
in expanding their horizons and exploring new aspects of their
sexuality.”

Their words were becoming little more than
noise to Molly, just background sounds to what was actually
happening! In one way, this was shocking and outrageous. But in
another, it was a kind of a relief.

Being dragged in here naked and with her
hands tied to show what a slut and pervert she was, well, that was
mortifying! But if Samantha and Johnson were perverts anyway, and
didn't think too badly of her for what she'd done, that somehow
eased her sense of humiliation by a considerable degree.

“I think, Miss Forbes, that Miss Cunningham
is a more heterosexually inclined girl and that the proper aspects
of that will appeal to her more.”

“Yes, sir,” she heard Samantha say.

The woman stopped licking her and stood up,
then moved away. Mister Johnson gathered in Molly's hair into a
thick mass behind her hair and then gently but firmly turned her
face towards him as he unzipped his suit trousers. He pulled
himself out, and he was already erect.

Molly gaped. This was really happening!? At
the office!

“I think you might well have a very long and
profitable career here, Miss Cunningham,” he said.

Then he pushed himself into her open
mouth.

Molly gurgled weakly, but then began to suck
and lick at it. That was partly instinct, and partly a desire to
please him. She had, after all, done something unforgivably 'bad',
something that would get her fired from almost any job. If giving
in to the inevitable let her keep her job, well then...

Which was a strange thought, she thought in
passing. She never would have given a man a blow job to get a job,
so why was she doing so to keep one? Yet, it almost seemed like she
owed him one, and given the way her thoughts about sex and
sexuality had shifted over the last week it just didn't seem quite
so shocking a thing to do.

Then she felt Samantha's fingers against her
opening again, felt them stroking and caressing her. Only now they
were more... slippery. They pushed into her, twisting and turning,
two, then three, pumping in and out, then they drew back and
something even thicker began to push against her!

She moaned around Johnson's cock as she felt
the pressure mounting against her, felt it turn to an ache as it
tried to stretch her wide. She felt herself slowly giving way,
spreading apart as something pushed insistently against her, then
into her.

She twisted and gasped helplessly in
Johnson's grasp as the thing pushed into her, inch by slow inch,
drawing back, then pushing forward, again and again. There was a
click, then for the second time in her life she felt a vibrator
against her clitoris.

This was insane, she thought, dazed.

But did it really matter?

“Let us try this from a different angle, Miss
Forbes,” Johnson said. “Put her on her back on the desk.”

“Yes, sir.”

The thing which had been pushing inside her
pulled back. Then Johnson pulled on the thick mass of hair in his
hand. Molly cried out, forcing herself further forward across the
desk, as Samantha gripped her leg and rolled her onto her back!

She gasped as she stared at the woman, and
saw that she was now wearing a... a thing! It was an affair of
leather straps around her hips and groin with a long, thick... cock
protruding! Molly gaped at it in disbelief even as Samantha spread
her knees wide and pressed the head against her sex.

Then Molly felt that pressure again, and this
time she stretched wide easier as she saw the thing starting to
push into her!

“Does that seem big enough for you, Miss
Cunningham?” Johnson asked solicitously.

They must be insane, Molly thought in
shock.

But Molly was pushing her hips forward,
pushing the thing deeper and deeper into her aching sex! And then
Johnson pulled on her hair and she cried out as she was dragged
further back across the desk until her shoulders were right at the
edge. This, of course, made her head fall over the side so that she
was staring up at him from upside down.

He had dropped his pants and now his cock
pushed right at her mouth, pushing into it before she could react.
A moment later she felt the vibrator against her clitoris as
Samantha began to pump slowly in and out.

Crazy! Both of them, she thought, gasping
around Johnson's cock, then gurgling as he shoved himself deep into
her throat.

As with Matthew, Johnson pumped steadily,
using deep strokes. And she struggled to control her gag reflex
even as her head began to pound, both from being upside down, and
from lack of oxygen!

His hands dropped onto her breasts, freely
fondling them as he pumped in and out of her throat. Meanwhile, she
felt Samantha push her dildo thing even deeper, so deep that she
felt a sense of dark excitement, a kind of thrill, a rush of
delicious outrage at just how deep! And how much it ached! And how
big it was!

She lay upon her bound arms, gurgling and
gasping and dazed as the two used her body, and the sense of
embarrassment quickly faded away, replaced with a dark acceptance,
and then a strange sense of uncaring, of almost... submission, to
what was happening, and whatever they wished to do.

It was her punishment for what she'd been
caught doing, and, she thought, in a strange way, probably quite
fitting.

Meanwhile, the vibrator rubbed against her
clitoris, and Samantha's hips began to strike her buttocks as the
head of her 'cock' plunged deep into Molly's aching, churning
belly. In fact, without her sense of humiliation, and with her
acceptance of what was happening, a sense of the erotic, of the
deliciously outrageous and kinky began to waft through her
mind.

That was joined with the way the nerve
endings in her clitoris were vibrating, and the wonderful feel of
that fake cock plunging up and down inside her! So big! So thick!
It ached, but ached so delightfully!

She would not have thought an orgasm would
take her in those circumstances, but she would have been wrong.
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Samantha led a dazed Molly down the hall to a
private elevator kept only for senior management, and then
inside.

“Oh! Please! Where are we going? Please can I
get my clothes!?” she gulped anxiously.

“You'll be given a new uniform on the forty
seventh floor,” Samantha said. “You work there now. You get a raise
to fifty dollars an hour, and a company car.”

Molly gaped at her.

“A BMW,” Samantha said.

The forty-seventh floor, had an entirely
different atmosphere to the high tension of the pit. There were no
cubicles here. Instead there were wide halls with deep blue
carpeting, dark wood-grain doors and paneled walls, soft, hidden
lighting that sent a yellow glow across the ceiling and walls.

It was very quiet, very hushed, and
thankfully, the hall she was led along – still naked – was empty of
people! Samantha knocked on a door and then led her inside. This
room was a much larger office than Mister Johnson had occupied, and
it had a huge glass wall looking out on the city.

It also had a woman, a slender, beautiful
dark haired woman in her mid thirties wearing a form-fitting gray
suit. She stood up and came out from around her desk as Molly
flushed hotly.

“This is Molly Cunningham. She was like this
doing two of the men in the pit when I found her,” Samantha
said.

Molly dropped her eyes, then gasped as, just
as she had before, Samantha jerked her hair up and back so she was
forced to look at the woman.

“Well, she certainly has the looks, and the
body,” the woman said.

She reached out and ran her hand over Molly's
breast, fingering her nipple!

“Johnson said you can take care of her.”

“I can indeed,” the woman said with a
smile.

Samantha left and closed the door behind her,
leaving Molly alone with the strange woman.

“My name is Justine,” the woman said.

Molly had dropped her eyes to her feet as
soon as Samantha let go of her hair. She was still horribly
embarrassed and wildly confused – bewildered would be a better term
– about what was happening and how fast it was happening, and what
she ought to be doing about it!

The woman walked slowly around her, examining
her, then reached out two fingers and forced Molly's chin up.

“Are you ashamed of yourself?” she asked.

Molly felt a jolt of embarrassment.

“You needn't. You are something special,”
Justine said.

Molly stared at her in disbelief.

“First, you are beautiful. Second, you have a
gorgeous sexy body. Neither of those is all that common. Both
together, even less. But third, you are capable of accepting that
exploring the sexual potential and pleasures of your body is not so
terrible a thing. Pleasure is not a bad thing, Molly Cunningham. It
is, in fact, a good thing.”

“Kneel,” she ordered.

It seemed the most normal thing in the world
to obey that, and Molly knelt down in front of her.

“Sit on your heels.”

Molly did that, as well.

“Now, spread your knees apart. Wide
apart.”

She felt a sense of anxiety, and her
embarrassment spiraled up as she reluctantly obeyed.

“I can see this makes you uneasy,” Justine
said. “Have you ever considered why that is? Why showing your
beautiful sex should be cause for embarrassment? Young men are
rarely embarrassed at showing someone what is between their legs.
Women, on the other hand, have been conditioned to be ashamed.
Why?”

Molly had no idea. But this entire experience
was simply unreal!

“When you first lost your virginity, did you
want to rush out and tell everyone?”

Molly blinked in confusion. What an absurd
question!

“Did you?” Justine demanded, her voice
sharpening.

“N-N-No,” Molly squeaked.

“No, Miss Justine,” Justine said. “Say
it.”

“No, Miss Justine,” Molly said, confused
again.

She had thought Justine was her first name,
not her last name.

“What about the boy you gave your virginity
to? Do you think he was reluctant to tell people about it?”

“No... Miss Justine,” she said.

Everyone knew boys were big
blabbermouths!

“Because they are not raised or conditioned
to be ashamed of their sexuality.”

Molly supposed that was true.

“In fact, boys are free to indulge in any
type of sexual exploration they so desire, without much in the way
of societal disapproval. Girls, on the other hand, are sluts, if
they try the same.”

She snorted contemptuously.

“Ridiculous! And unfair! You are a young,
beautiful girl. Why shouldn't you explore what pleasures your body
can receive, and what you can give to others?”

Molly supposed all this was true, but it was
still very weird to be kneeling here naked with her hands tied
behind her and her knees spread listening to it!

“I would like to put you into our training
program, Molly, so that you can serve the company better. During
the training program you will be paid fifty dollars an hour. Should
you pass, you will become a senior administrative assistant on
salary. That salary will start at one hundred thousand dollars a
year.”

Molly gaped at her. What!?

“It will, of course, come with full benefits,
including health care, pension, six weeks annual vacation, sick
leave, dental care, and all the rest.”

Molly was still gaping.

“Would you like to join our training
program?”

Molly still gaped.

“Well?”

“Y-Yes! I mean, yes, Miss Justine!” she
gulped.

“It requires a measure of self-discipline,
and we will see to it you gain that self-discipline, though that
may require the application of some heat to your bare bottom from
time to time – or – other tender places.”

Molly didn't quite understand that. She was
still busy with thinking about a hundred thousand dollars a
year!

There was a knock at the door and it opened,
a man coming in.

Molly's face flushed hotly and she gasped in
embarrassment, snapping her thighs together, dropping her head and
folding her body over.

Justine laughed softly, as did the man.

“I can see that shyness, that shame of your
body remains within you,” she said. “That is one of the things we
will have to get rid of. James, if you please.”

Her face pulsed with heat as Molly cringed
down. She could hear sounds, sense movement, but was too consumed
by embarrassment for long seconds. Finally, she shifted her eyes
enough to see something out of the corner of her eyes and it was...
bare legs. Bare male legs!

“Now kneel properly as I showed you,” Justine
said, her voice getting stern.

Molly gasped as her hair was seized, but not
by Justine. She was jerked up on her knees, and her head forced up
so she was looking towards where the woman stood calmly about five
feet away.

“Kneel, sitting on your heels, and with your
knees spread,” she ordered.

It was the man who had gripped her hair! And
now he crouched, pulling down, forcing her down onto her heels.

“Spread your legs, girl,” he ordered.

Blushing furiously, Molly obeyed. At least he
was behind her!

But he didn't stay there. Once she was
positioned properly Justine moved to the side and the man walked
around to stand in front of her.

Naked!

As naked as she was!

Which... was reassuring, in a strange way.
After all, she wasn't the only one naked.

More to the point, he had the most incredible
male body she had ever seen in her life!

She was shocked at it! He had broad
shoulders, a thick chest with strongly defined pectoral muscles, a
flat, trim stomach with washboard abs, and he was shaven between
the legs, something she'd never seen on men, at least, not in
person. He looked... big, though he was mostly flaccid.

Big enough not to look silly. Most men, in
her experience, looked kind of silly naked because that tiny,
shriveled dangly thing. But his was much more impressive, even
though soft. He had powerful, muscled legs, and then, when her eyes
finally jerked up from that incredible male body she saw he was
wickedly handsome, as well!

Her face was still burning, but she started
to feel a swirling sense of something else down low as the man
smiled at her.

“Do you see how unembarrassed James is about
his naked body?” Justine said. “In fact, he is proud of it. Why are
you not proud of yours?”

That was an insane question, and Molly wasn't
really in a condition where she could ponder philosophical aspects
of life just then. Her mind was swirling, her emotions churning.
She gasped as Justine stepped forward and casually put her hand
around James' cock, then squeezed and pumped it. It took only
seconds to harden, and Molly gulped, her heart beating even faster
as it thickened, hardened and lengthened!

When Justine took her hand away James' thick
cock was pointed right at Molly!

“Let us see if the skill you demonstrate for
men in the pit is worth a hundred thousand dollars a year,” Justine
said.

And with that James stepped forward, his
hands sweeping behind her head, seizing her hair, and pulling her
forward.

Molly gasped instinctively, and then the
puffy head of his cock was pushing against her lips and then
through them! She didn't understand what the woman was saying. Did
she mean Molly could make a hundred thousand dollars a year giving
oral sex? That was insane! And besides, she wasn't a prostitute,
she thought indignantly.

What she was was... unclear. She certainly
didn't want to be a waitress! But the types of jobs you could get
with just a high school diploma certainly didn't rate being called
'professions' or 'careers'. And they certainly didn't pay half as
much as she was being offered.

All of that slipped through her mind in an
instant, even as James pushed his cock deeper into her mouth. A
flush spread down her body as her chest tightened. Her wrists
tugged instinctively against the tie still binding them as James
pulled her forward. This was all so crazy! She continued to be
dumbfounded by it all, and needed to step back and think about
things! But no one was giving her any time to think!

James big cock forced her lips wide, and they
slid along his shaft as he pushed himself deep into her mouth. She
gurgled around it, her body twisting a little, her wrists pulling
against the tie again. Then James pulled back and then he pushed
forward, deeper, the mushroom head pushing into her throat.

“Swallow it,” Justine said. “Every last
inch.”

It wasn't as if she had a lot of choice!
James was pulling her remorselessly forward even as his hips pushed
into her, and his cock slid deep into her throat until her lips
were wrapped around the base. Trembling and moaning, she was held
there by James, her head pounding and chest starting to burn.

He held her like that for long seconds, then
slowly drew back and pulled free.

This might have been a time to object, or at
least protest, but all Molly could do was gulp in ragged breaths of
air. And then James was pushing into her open mouth again, and then
deep into her throat. This time he pumped easily in and out while
he held her, his hips thrusting his steely cock up and down in her
throat as she gurgled around it.

“Reasonably good control,” Justine said.

James pulled back and she gulped in air
again, this time allowed to catch her breath more.

“Take his testicles into your mouth,” Justine
ordered.

James pulled her forward again and she
moaned, then sucked them into her mouth.

“No, no.”

Justine pushed her back and James released
her hair. Then the woman knelt in front of him and began to lick
his inner thighs.

Molly continued to gasp for breath, watching
as the beautiful woman rubbed her cheeks along his thighs, then
rubbed her face against his cock and balls. Slowly, her tongue came
out, licking, lapping daintily, licking at his balls, mouthing them
lightly, softly, then slowly sucking them into her mouth one by
one, then both together.

She pulled back and looked at Molly.

“There is an art to this,” she said. “You
don't simply go to the end. The journey can be so interesting and
enjoyable, after all.”

This is fucking crazy! Molly thought
yet again.

But then she had to do what Justine had done,
sucking and licking his balls. Then Justine demonstrated how to
lick his cock, how to mouth it, then she began to suck on it,
bobbing her head slowly up and down, from top to bottom, taking it
into her throat effortlessly.

She pulled back and guided Molly forward.

The astonishing thing wasn't that she was
teaching Molly how to perform oral sex in a more, well,
sophisticated way, but that Molly had never met the woman, and they
were at work, and she was still naked and bound! It was just
impossible to wrap her head around that!

But in a weird way, James became something of
a demonstration model, a thing, rather than a person, and that made
it less embarrassing. He was still gorgeous, of course, and she
felt that fluttering heat growing in her lower belly, especially as
her self-consciousness and embarrassment faded.

This was, after all, insanely wild, kinky and
outrageous.

It soon got worse.

“Now let me show you how to please a woman,”
Justine said.

And so she did, pushing Molly back onto her
back, spreading her legs, then laying between them as her tongue
danced and stroked, caressed and licked, as her lips massaged and
sucked and blew and stroked.

And as James looked on.

He was more of a person now that Molly
herself was the demonstration object, and she felt her mind
squirming away from his presence, from his observation. This was so
outrageous!

But she couldn't ignore what Justine was
doing with her tongue! The woman was even more talented than Matt
and Joshua! And Molly found it very hard to keep still, as the
muscles in her groin and abdomen spasmed and jerked, and her hips
followed suit!

In fact, she began to think she might just
have an orgasm, and that thought was daunting, given she didn't
know either of these people, and especially with James just...
watching!

But James stopped watching as Justine eased
back.

“Take her James. Fully. Hard,” she said.

She said it casually, without any heat or
excitement, and James dropped to his knees and gripped Molly's
legs, lifting them up and then back.

Molly gasped, eyes widening as he pressed his
thick cock against her now thoroughly wet opening and then began to
sink into her.

“Oh! Oh! Wait!” she moaned.

But James lifted her legs up and back, then
his hands forced her ankles down over her shoulders, down next to
her head as he leaned over her. His powerful, masculine presence
seemed to fill the world as Molly was crushed in two beneath
him!

And then he began to pump into her, hard and
deep, forcing himself deeper and deeper until his hips were
hammering down against her buttocks!

There was nothing Molly could do, of course,
but lay there on her bound arms, gasping and crying out as he drove
himself into her again and again. It... ached, but her body was
filled with a wild powerful sense of heat, hunger and arousal, and
every time he plunged himself deep a wave of passion and pleasure
swept through her.

She had never been taken like this, so
overwhelming, so overpowering, so helpless! Making love was not a
spectator sport! It was something you both did! But she wasn't a
part of this. She was just a … recipient, an object! All she could
do was lay there and be pounded!

And she was!

Crushed and battered, with his cock churning
up her insides, she felt the sweltering heat building within her as
sensations battered her mind. And then the orgasm took her, a wild,
helpless orgasm that sent pleasure screaming through her nervous
system with such force it wiped her mind clear of anything but pure
animal heat.

With that done James stopped. He was still
hard, but his pleasure was not the point here.

“Now let's see what you learned,” Justine
said.

She had stripped while James was pounding
away at her, and now as Molly lay on her arms, moaning dazedly,
straddled her and sank her naked sex down against her mouth.

“Let us see what you can do,” the woman
ordered, pressing her sex against Molly.

Molly stare blearily up the length of the
woman's body, not inspired towards movement just yet.

Justine wound tendrils of her blonde hair
around her fingers, and tugged, inspiring her, and she was soon
licking wildly at the woman's ex.

“No, no, no., You aren't a dog. Slower, like
I showed you,” Justine said impatiently.

There didn't seem to be anything for Molly to
do but to obey, and so she did. And then she worked on James' cock
again, getting him hard, sucking his balls, and deep throating him.
This time James did come in her mouth, and she felt a measure of
satisfaction.

“Time for lunch,” Justine said.

James got dressed and left. Justine got
dressed too.

“Come.”

“But... can't I get dressed?” Molly
begged.

“Why? Are you still ashamed of your beautiful
body?”

“You're dressed!”

“I do not require educating about how
beautiful my body is,” Justine said.

“But... do I have to be tied up!?”

“It presents you with the correct... mindset,
I think.”

Justine examined the tie around her and
sniffed, then took her arm and led her over to a cupboard. She
opened it, turning Molly away, and then Molly felt something solid
going around her right wrist, then her left, something soft but …
hard.

When the tie was removed her wrists remained
locked together. She jerked her arms out to the side, or tried to,
and saw that there were studded leather bracelets of some kind
wrapped around each wrist, and they were somehow locked
together!

Then Justine found another much larger one
and put it around her neck.

Molly felt a wild rush of dark energy at
that, especially when Justine led her up the hall and she passed a
floor length mirror to see herself! She looked like one of those
kinky models on the internet!

Justine took her into a room which looked
much like a dining room in a very nice home. It had polished marble
floors which gleamed.

And then she grinned at Molly and showed her
another of those big dildos. This one had a suction cup at the
base, though, and she knelt and slapped it down to stick it to the
floor, then guided Molly over it.

“Ohhh,” Molly moaned.

But she didn't resist as the woman guided her
down and it pushed against her. It stretched her deliciously and
she slid down its length until she was sitting on her heels – legs
open.

Then Justine sat at the table in front of
her.

“Please,” she gulped, red faced. “I don't …
understand all this!”

“Miss Justine,” Justine said sternly.

“Miss Justine,” Molly gulped.

“I am teaching you how to be a useful and
obedient assistant to our more important employees and clients,”
Justine said.

“But I'm not a prostitute!”

“Of course not. Prostitutes are dirty
creatures,” Justine said. “They have sex with anyone who can hand
them the appropriate dollar amount, often in dirty motels a dozen
times a night. They usually give all the money they make to pimps
and are often on drugs. Before very long they get diseases
too.”

She shook her head. “Sad creatures.”

“But you want me to... to have sex with
people!”

“You want to have sex with people yourself,”
Justine pointed out.

“But... that's different!”

“Why?”

“Because... I don't do it for money!”

“That's fine. You don't do it for money. But
if someone pays you money anyway why would that be a bad
thing?”

“But...”

“And, of course, the type of man you'll meet
is always a wealthy, powerful creature, rarely drunk or on drugs,
and always after they've been checked by our doctors first. You'll
note you had to have a physical, yes? You think we didn't make sure
you were clean first?”

“But...”

The swing door opened and a man came in
carrying a tray of food.

Molly gasped and dropped her eyes, blushing
fiercely.

“There's that silly embarrassment again,”
Justine sighed.

The man put plates of food on the table and
left, and Justine looked at her sternly.

“Back into position,” she said. “Legs spread,
back straight.”

Molly obeyed, feeling again like the entire
world and all its rules had shifted around her!

“Now, I will feed you. And each time I do you
will say 'thank you, Mistress Justine.”

Molly stared at her, but when the woman held
food before her lips, she somewhat reluctantly, and somewhat
breathlessly leaned forward and licked it from her fingers. She
chewed it as the woman watched, and then licked her lips.

“Thank you, Mistress Justine,” she said.

She was to say that dozens of times over the
course of the meal.
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What an insane day, Molly thought, as she
finally left the building late that afternoon. She had been naked
since being with Matthew and Joshua!

She'd spent much of the afternoon with
Justine, learning more about how to make love with a woman – and
climaxing herself several times, and then with James coming back –
and also making her climax several times!

It was so wild and hot and nasty and kinky
and... and slutty and degrading!

Why had she put up with it all and not just
run out screaming!?

It wasn't for the money! Not... really!
Although the thought of it was powerful incentive to try and figure
out what they wanted and then convince herself it wouldn't be so
very terrible to do it.

I fucked four people today, she
thought wonderingly, as she made her way among the other rush hour
workers down into the subway.

At work!

And I barely knew any of them!

And I had lesbian sex! Lots of it! God!

Being naked with her wrists bound and that...
collar around her neck, had been astonishingly kinky! It was also
weirdly freeing, because it was like... a uniform, a costume, and
it made her something other than just Molly.

Just what that was she wasn't quite sure. She
also wasn't sure she wanted to or dared to be that person. But for
a day... or two... perhaps... it was wickedly exciting!

Nobody she knew had any acquaintance with the
company anyway, and so would have no way of knowing the sorts of
things she was doing there. So it wasn't like her slutty behavior
would get her a bad reputation or anything.

It was hard acting... normal, though, and the
jeans and t-shirt on her, not to mention her bra, felt weirdly
constrictive after being naked for so long. She wondered if they
expected her to just wear a collar and nothing else all day at
work! The vision of that was so outrageous she felt her chest
tighten!

There was no way she was going to agree to
that!

Although, the idea of it was awfully
hot...

She did her best to act perfectly normal
around her parents. Still, it felt odd they couldn't see or sense
something different about her. She certainly felt different!
Even if she wasn't quite able to pin down how.

Certainly her attitude about sex had been
given a radical adjustment. She wasn't sure if it would take, but
the dark, thrilling pleasure she'd gotten from her own outrageous
behavior the last couple of days was quite addictive.

The whole idea of sex at work was outrageous.
But if it was hot sex, and at work, then... then was it
prostitution? Or was it just... a more pleasant diversion from
boring work jobs?

A hundred thousand a year!? That was way more
than twice what she'd ever imagined ever making in her life! There
was no way she was going to say no to that. And a car! Her own
car!? She didn't even have a drivers license! Why would she bother
when she had no thought of ever being able to afford a car?

She stripped naked in her bedroom and posed
for her own eyes before her big mirror, imagining herself as others
had seen her today, vamping for the mirror. Was she really that hot
and sexy? Everyone at work seemed to think so. Was it so unfair to
take advantage of that? Men took advantage of having big muscles,
after all.

She knew she wasn't going to ask her
girlfriends about this, much less her parents! It was something she
was just going to have to figure out on her own.

*

Her fears that they would make her parade
around naked proved to be groundless. She was measured for a new
uniform as soon as she arrived, though she didn't get a chance to
see it. She was immediately dispatched to a hair salon, where they
pronounced her hair 'adorable' and merely made slight changes to
highlight the gold.

Then came a rather more embarrassing haircut.
The salon had been instructed to do laser hair removal on her body,
from neck to toes! Molly was of two minds about this. First, she
was highly indignant.

Second, it had been something she'd thought
about often all on her own. Wouldn't it be nice not to have to
shave her legs all the time!? Not to mention her pussy! And if the
company was willing to pay the thousands of dollars she'd be crazy
to turn it down!

Molly wasn't entirely sure how sane she was,
but despite her misgivings, she went along with it and had her
first treatment. Then came the final 'adjustment'.

“What is that for?!” she demanded, when a
woman opened the dressing gown she'd been given and began to brush
her left nipple and the center of her breast with an alcoholic
cotton ball.

“To disinfect, for ze piercing,” the snobbish
french girl said.

“What piercing!?”

“For ze nipples,” the girl said as if she
were talking to an idiot.

Molly gaped at her, felt another wave of
indignation – followed almost immediately by a sense of thrilled
excitement. That too was something she'd often considered. It
wasn't really the cost which had prevented it, though, so much as
the potential for pain. But now... well...

She returned to work with no hair and sore
nipples, and a pair of thick gold rings dangling from her throbbing
pink buttons.

“Lovely,” Miss Justine said.

Molly was standing naked before her, legs
apart, hands behind her neck, feeling a hot, throbbing pulse in her
throat as the woman ran her fingers gently over her body.

Those hands slid down to caress her sex and
Molly gulped at the sudden rush of sensation.

“I... I... already... shaved myself,” she
gulped.

“That can never get one as soft as removing
the hair entirely, dear,” Miss Justine said.

Her hands rose and she gently examined
Molly's nipples.

“Aren't these rings a bit... large?” Molly
gulped

Miss Justine raised her eyes.

“Turn.”

Molly hesitated, then turned around.

“Bottom out.”

Molly braced herself and pushed her bottom
back.

Crack!

She winced at the sharp slap.

“What do you say when you ask me a
question?”

“Miss Justine!” she gulped.

Crack!

“Don't forget again. Turn.”

Molly turned around, her bottom stinging.

“Now, you had a question?”

“Aren't these... kind of big, Miss
Justine?”

Most nipple rings were too small to fit even
around her little finger. These ones were the size of quarters.

“Solid gold, my dear, and hand made. Speaking
of which...”

She went to her desk and drew out a small
leather box, then returned and placed it on the table next to where
Molly stood. She flipped the lid and took out a gold bracelet. It
was a good two inches wide, covered in a swirly floral design.

It stretched wide enough to fit Molly's
wrist, but then tiny teeth slipped into small openings to clasp it
tightly.

“How do you open it?” Molly asked dubiously,
examining it.

“You don't. It can be opened with a special
little tool that slips into this tiny hole here, at the side,” Miss
Justine said.

Then she put one on her other wrist.

“I don't have to walk around naked do I?”
Molly asked anxiously.

Miss Justine frowned at her.

“Turn.”

Molly but her lower lip and turned around,
then pushed her bottom back and out.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Molly winced several times.

“What is my name?”

“M-Miss Justine!” she gasped.

“Turn around.”

“You had a question?”

“Will I have to go around naked, Miss
Justine?”

“No. That would be unseemly. And not in
keeping with the dignity of this organization.”

She took out a gold collar of a similar
design to the bracelets and carefully placed it around Molly's
neck, locking it behind her. Then came shoes. These were black and
very sexy, and the heels were almost five inch high stilettos.
Molly put them on and then Miss Justine had her walk back and forth
in front of her.

Naked, of course.

“It's important for a woman to retain her
poise while naked,” Miss Justine said. “Be comfortable in your
skin, in your beauty and desirability. You're not a bashful little
virgin to squeak and hide yourself because some man sees your
boobies, are you?”

Molly licked her lips nervously.

“No, Miss Justine,” she said.

The woman snorted, then stripped off her own
clothes. As naked as Molly, she walked gracefully back and forth,
and invited her to imitate her. Molly did her best, but didn't feel
graceful. She had just never felt like nudity was a natural state!
At least, not one to walk around in!

There was a knock at the door.

“Come in,” the woman said.

Molly gasped and turned away as the door
opened and a handsome man in his mid twenties walked through.

“Ah, Brendan. Right on time,” she said with a
smile

She hadn't changed her position at all, nor
acted as if she was the least bit embarrassed that a man was
looking at her naked.

She glowered at Molly. “Turn and assume your
earlier position,” she snapped.

Blushing hotly, Molly turned around, putting
her hands behind her neck and arching her back, and shifting her
feet apart on the floor.

The stranger examined her appreciatively.

“Very nice,” he said.

He strolled forward and looked her up and
down, then ran his hand up her torso, giving her left breast a
squeeze.

Molly held her position, her heart beating
faster, her pulse racing.

His hand slid down between her legs, his
fingers caressing the line of her sex, finding her clitoris, and
rubbing casually.

“She's not ready for use yet. Not quite,”
Justine said.

“She certainly looks ready, aside from some
shyness,” Brendan said.

“Rather too much of that yet. Turn, girl, and
push out your bottom.”

Molly flushed but obeyed. This time Justine
didn't use her hand, but instead picked up an instrument which had
sat on the table. It had a six inch long handle, and a dozen or so
thin, foot long strings of leather-like material.

She swung it casually against Molly's bare
bottom and the blonde girl gasped at the sting! Each of the little
strings was quite thin and light, but together they had a bit of
weight. More than that, they spread out to snap down a dozen times
at once against her soft skin.

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

She gasped and gulped and winced as the thing
snapped down repeatedly, her bottom becoming more tender, and much
warmer!

Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!

“Turn.”

Molly turned, only just able to keep her
hands from rubbing her sore bottom.

“Shoulders back more, chest out.”

Miss Justine nodded towards Brendan, who
grinned and then knelt in front of Molly.

Molly gulped, looking down.

“Head back!”

Thwick!

Molly gasped as the thin strings of leather
snapped down across her breasts! It wasn't that they stung more
there – though they did! But the very idea shocked her! She felt a
sense of awed outrage, followed, oddly enough, by a rush of dark
heat.

“Elbows back!”

Molly stiffened as the woman glowered at her.
She kept her chin up, her shoulders and elbows back, and her chest
out. Which meant she couldn't even see the man kneeling before
her.

She could sure feel him, though!

She had come to learn a lot about oral sex in
the last few days. That is, about oral sex and what it felt like to
get it, as opposed to give it to men. The more she learned the more
she felt cheated by every lover she'd ever had before.

Brendan's tongue was massaging her in ways
which made it very hard to keep herself still. It was pressed
firmly against her clitoris, with his lips locked in around them,
and it was sort of... massaging her with a startling strength!

“One of the things she lacks is a measure of
self-discipline,” Miss Justine said. “It's important that we not
turn an undisciplined girl loose on the senior executives, much
less clients. God only knows what could happen.”

Brendan didn't reply. His mouth was busy.

He was sucking rhythmically on her flesh
where his lips remained locked, and his tongue was now starting to
stroke up and down across her, particularly up, with such speed
Molly could hardly believe the sensations swirling up through her
rapidly heating body.

Those sensations were starting to turn her
mind to mush, never mind her body, and her breathing was becoming
more ragged as her pulse raced. But the moment her hips began to
grind back against him Miss Justine brought the thin leather flog
down across her taut breasts.

Thwick!

“I said do not move,” she said softly.

Molly moaned softly, her breasts stinging,
trying to hold herself from moving. Her nipples were tingling and
burning, and her breasts felt hot and swollen!

Brendan's hands were on her thighs. Now his
thumbs rose, pressing against the swollen lips of her sex, gently
peeling them open. His tongue and lips moved off her clitoris,
shifting lower, and then locked against her small opening, his
tongue flicking up into her like that of a snake while his nose
ground against her clitoris.

Molly's eyes closed and she drew in quick,
ragged breaths, trying to hold herself as still as possible. She
felt his tongue caressing the insides of her sex, then sliding
upward. Now one of his hands slid up her body and onto her right
breast, gently kneading it, while the left... she felt a finger
push up into her body.

He was licking sideways against her clitoris
now with rapid little motions, and once again, sucking
rhythmically. He then shifted to up and down, while his long finger
moved slowly up and down inside her.

A second finger slid into her, then, the soft
pads of his fingertips turned to face the inside of her stomach.
The fingers were not simply sliding in and out, Molly realized.
They were... rubbing... deliberately... against the front wall of
her sex.

Thwick!

The small dark laces landed across her
breasts – unfortunately, just after Brendan had moved his hand off
one and slid it around to knead her buttocks.

“Be still,” Miss Justine ordered.

Molly tried to lock her hips in place, but
the sensations down there were growing more and more... intense,
and pumping a scalding heat through her body.

“Now change places,” Miss Justine
ordered.

Brendan stopped, leaving Molly quivering, her
face and chest flushed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. He
quickly stripped off his jacket and shirt, then undid his belt and
slipped his pants and shorts down and off.

He had a remarkably perfect male body, Molly
thought, feeling her mouth watering. It was a swimmer's body, lean
and lithe and powerfully muscled without going overboard.

“Kneel before him,” Miss Justine ordered.

Trembling, Molly took her place in front of
him, facing his cock, which was rock hard.

“Show me what you learned yesterday.”

This time she was allowed to use her hands,
at least at first. But Justine tsked and yanked her back almost
immediately.

“Observe,” she ordered

She knelt before the man, still naked, and
then her face took on a coquettish look, a look of heat and hunger.
She rubbed her cheeks against his thighs, then licked ever so
delicately. She raised her face, rubbing her face and hair against
his thighs, then pressed her face against his cock and balls,
rubbing gently, moaning low in her throat.

Her hands were sliding up and down his outer
thighs and over his hips, then up and down his flat abdomen and
stomach. She gripped his cock in one hand and rubbed it over her
face, eyes slitted, moaning again, her tongue flitting out as the
head passed across her lips.

She moved in below, holding him up, licking
gently, teasingly up and down the underside of his shaft, then down
to mouth his testicles and massage them.

She rose suddenly and gestured Molly
forward.

Molly gulped and took her place, trying to
imitate her.

Thwick!

The flog cut across her back!

“Slower.”

Molly rubbed his cock over her face, moaning
softly, feeling the hot, pulsing heat between her legs, thinking
again of how amazing and unbelievable this was! She took her time
mouthing his balls and licking at his cock, and then slowly let her
pursed lips press against the head and slowly be 'forced' apart as
his cock slid into her mouth.

She took him deep into her throat, only
gagging a little as she wrapped her lips around the base of his
cock. She held her position for long seconds, then eased slowly
back.

“That is one path,” Justine said. “but there
is another that pleases men. They like to be in charge, to feel
like they are in control of the beautiful sexual creature at their
feet. Drop your arms to your sides and do not raise them again for
any reason.”

Molly obeyed, and Brendan reached down,
gathering in her soft blonde hair and gripping it firmly in his
fist. Then he took control, rubbing himself over her face, then
'forcing' himself into her mouth.

Molly moaned as he pumped in and out, and was
ready when he thrust himself into her throat. She had to fight the
urge to jerk her hands up, but she managed it as he buried himself
in her throat, then began to pump. He used his grip on her hair to
pull her in and back as his hips worked, and he fucked her throat
faster and harder than she'd ever felt before!

“Stop.”

He halted at once, pulling his cock free, and
Molly gasped for breath.

“Bend her over the desk.”

Brendan, holding her hair firmly, moved
towards the desk. Molly had little choice but to follow, but yelped
at the pull on her scalp, instinctively reaching up to grab his
wrist.

He ignored her, forcing her to knee-walk
across to the desk. Then he pulled her up to her feet and bent her
over the desk.

“I told you not to use your arms,” Miss
Justine growled.

“But he – .”

Thwick!

Her wrists were gathered in behind her, and
she felt the bracelets somehow fastened together.

Miss Justine then picked up a purple sex toy
and began to work it up into Molly's pussy.

The helpless, panting blonde thought again of
how shocking and unbelievable this was as the thick sex toy
stretched her out and slid deep inside her. The base had a little
flat branch which pressed up against the top of her clitoris, and
then began to buzz.

A moment later the brunette drew forth a wide
strap and moved to stand behind her.

“Use her throat.”

Brendan stepped forward, and moved to stand
at the edge of the desk, reaching for Molly's hair. He pulled her
head to the side, and her body was shifted to right next to the
corner of the desk. Then his cock pushed into her mouth and down
her throat.

The vibrator, meanwhile, was having the same
affect on her as others had the other day. It was driving her
insane.

It was impossible to keep her hips from
jerking and grinding and rolling, particularly since the little
branch of the vibrator was pressed down against the desk beneath
her, and thus the pressure against her clitoris was quite heavy –
and shifting as her body ground down against it!

Crack!

This wasn't a collection of thin leather
strings. And it stung quite a bit more! Molly cried out – silently,
given her throat was blocked, as Justine brought her arm back,
strap ready for a second blow.

“You will find that we require
self-discipline, which means obedience to orders here, Miss
Cunningham,” the woman said.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Molly winced and gasped and moaned as the
strap bit into her bottom, but the buzzing vibrator was still
grinding against her, and her soft breasts were grinding against
the desk. A sizzling sexual aura surrounded her body and gripped
her mind, and she gurgled and moaned around Brendan's cock, getting
light-headed from lack of oxygen.

She felt something pressing against her back
opening, something slippery which worked its way into her ass. It
pumped slowly in and out, then drew back and was replaced by
something thicker. That was driven deep enough to sit there as the
strap came down on her buttocks again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strap stopped and the thing in her bottom
pulled out.

“Take her,” she heard Miss Justine say.

Molly gurgled, and then gasped for breath,
glassy eyed, as Brendan pulled out and moved behind her. His cock
pushed into her ass, sliding smoothly down her back tunnel. Then
his hands gathered her hair in again, and … yanked.

Molly cried out as her head was roughly
yanked up and back, and held there as Brendan began to pump his big
cock up and down her back tunnel. Her mind was dazed but her body
still burned, and as she satisfied her desperate need of air, the
dark, wicked heat rose like a tidal wave around her.

The orgasm started out low, then it grew, and
grew, until it took over her mind and body. She cried out all the
air she had succeeded in inhaling, then desperately sucked in more
and cried it all out again, the pleasure a violent storm of
sensation howling through her mind and body.

Her eyes were slitted, her jaw wide, as
Brendan kept her head held up and back by the hair, and she gurgled
and gasped and sobbed for breath as his hips slammed against her
buttocks again and again and her burning clitoris was ground down
against the vibrator.

The orgasm swept over her and she cried out
again and again, a hot, flaring rush of liquid heat drowning her
mind as it rolled through her body. Her eyes glazed over and the
world faded away as the storm of pleasure consumed her mind.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


Molly had expected a slutty, revealing dress
as her 'uniform' but what she got instead was an expensive,
tailored business suit. It was navy blue, which went well with her
hair, and it came with a skirt which was tight and very short.
Beneath them she had a ruffled blouse, the ruffles showing plainly
even with the blazer buttoned.

But aside from the ruffles the blouse was
sheer.

They dictated her underwear choices, too. She
was always to wear a black lace, cupless shelf bra and high cut
thong. The bra felt very strange! It properly lifted and supported
her breasts, cupping them nicely, but leaving them nearly
completely bare, with her nipples and the rings dangling from them
extremely obvious through the sheer blouse.

She felt very stylish in the outfit, very
sophisticated. The fact she knew how slutty she was underneath the
jacket gave her a hot little simmering sense of sexual heat,
too.

She and another blonde girl named Amber sat
behind a large, and very luxurious looking reception counter made
of dark, glowing mahogany. Fresh cut flowers sat on the counter,
and the company's logo, picked out in brass, sat behind them on the
wall.

They both had computer monitors and phones,
and Molly was actually a bit surprised when she was first
introduced to Amber at how businesslike the other blonde was. Amber
demonstrated how the phones work, how to take messages, how to use
the computer system, and the various tasks they did every day – as
if it was a real job!

She wanted to ask – but didn't quite dare to
– how much sex they usually got. Instead she asked about the
car.

“I don't even have a drivers license,” she
confessed.

“A car isn't really that big a deal for us,”
she said. “I mean, I don't even know why they offer it. I certainly
don't need one.”

“Well, if it's a free car...”

“But you get a choice,” Amber said. “You get
a car with parking – which is freakishly expensive in this city, in
case you wondered – or you get subsidized housing.”

“Subsidized housing?” Hannah asked,
frowning.

To her that sounded like the kind of place
they put poor people.

“They kind of like us to stay closer to the
office, which means in south Manhattan. But who can afford to live
here but rich people?”

“Yeah!”

“But find a place to rent and they'll pay
seventy five percent of the rent.”

Molly blinked. “Seriously!?”

“Yeah. My place is $3500 a month, but I only
pay $875.”

“Holy shit! I'm gonna have to start looking
for places!”

She looked around the little reception area,
then back at Amber.

“So uh... what are these executive guys
like?” she asked.

“Well, arrogant pricks describes them
best.”

“Yeah?” Molly made a face.

“You value what you have to work hard for.
You ever hear that? These guys don't have work hard to get sex from
pretty girls. They just snap their fingers. So they kind of take it
for granted. To them, we provide a service, whether it's fetching
coffee or sucking their dicks.”

“Uhm, okay.”

“Just remember, be meek. They love to feel
powerful.”

She reached out and pushed the sleeve of
Molly's jacket up to reveal the gold band beneath.

“Why do you suppose we wear these?” she
asked. “Not to mention – .” She pulled aside the high, ruffled
collar of her blouse to reveal her gold collar. “This?”

“Well uh, cause it's kinky?” Molly asked.

“Think about it. They don't need to tie us up
and shit like that. It's not like we're gonna say no or run away or
anything. But they love the feeling of power. Think about how guys
have to treat us out there in the real world, how they have to be
so polite and flatter us and buy us dinner and all just in hopes we
let them do something. You don't think guys find that frustrating
when all they want to do is throw you on the floor and fuck your
brains out?”

“I've never really thought about it.”

“I have. So now here they can treat us as
shitty as they like. They can boss us around and call us names and
'order' us to suck their dicks, and we have to obey. They love it!
I think they love that more than the actual sex! Just being able to
tell a beautiful girl to get naked and bend over or something –
like that's a guy's dream come true.”

“Aren't you being a little cynical?”

“Ha! You wait and see. You're new so you're
gonna be popular for the first week or two. They'll want to enjoy
dominating you. Just remember, if you glare or act indignant or
anything, you'll get punished. They love the excuse to punish
you!”

“Geeze.”

“Don't get me wrong, Molly. This job is
amazing.”

“But you just said – .”

We get over a hundred grand for a
receptionist job, plus a big rent subsidy and all we have to do is
have sex!? What's not to love about that!? I mean, I love sex, and
I don't think you'd be here if you didn't too. And this is like...
a different world for us too. Everywhere else we have to act so
bashful and hardly ever have sex unless we have a boyfriend. Here I
can have sex every damn day and my friends and family still think
I'm … normal!”

“I'm normal,” Molly said defensively.

“Yeah, you're a normal girl who loves being
fucked. You wouldn't be here otherwise. I don't know how many girls
would fuck all the time if they had the opportunity to do it
without all their friends and family calling them sluts, but I bet
there's a lot more of them than are willing to admit it.”

Her first job was to go to an office and see
what refreshments they wanted. Molly was a bit nervous but stood
straight, knocked, and then walked in to find two middle aged men
sitting across from each other at a sofa in the corner. One was
white and the other Asian.

Both looked at her with interest as she
entered.

Since the name she'd been given was Mister
Phillips, she figured that was the white guy, and addressed
him.

“May I help you, sir?” she asked with a
smile.

“Get Mister Harimoto a cup of coffee.”

“Black, with one sugar,” the Asian man said
in slow, accented English.

“Yes, sir,” she replied with a smile.

She went to the kitchen, prepared the coffee,
and returned, smiling as she stooped and placed it on the
table.

“Will there be anything more, sir?” she
asked.

The white man shook his head and she
left.

Well, that was sure easy, she thought as she
went back to the desk.

“All he wanted was a cup of coffee,” she told
Amber.

“We do that too,” she said with a smile.

Twenty minutes later, though, she let out a
little snort of amusement.

“Remember your cup of coffee?”

“What about it?”

“Mister Harimoto is a client, and Mister
Philips is doing his best to make him happy.”

“What's that mean?”

“Come on.”

She got up and, frowning uncertainly, Molly
got up and followed her up the hall and into an empty office.

“Strip. Naked.”

“Uh...”

She removed her blazer and then took off the
sheer blouse and skirt.

“Shoes too.”

She slipped off her shoes, thong and bra and
Amber drew her wrists together behind her back and locked them like
that.

“Kneel. Shoulders back, legs spread
wide.”

Molly gulped and obeyed, her pulse rate
picking up rapidly.

“When Mr. Harimoto comes in you act like a
meek little slave girl, call him master, and do anything he wants.
Oh, and by the way, the Japanese have a thing about spanking pretty
girls.”

She smirked and departed and Molly felt her
chest tighten as she stared at the door.

What am I doing, she wondered
anxiously, starting to feel a sense of guilt again. Was she some
slut to be given out to entertain clients!? Apparently!

On the other hand, being naked like this in
this strange office, her wrists bound behind her, had already made
her lower belly thrum with excitement.

Master!? That was so sick and kinky! On the
other hand, she'd had to call Justine 'Mistress Justine' at
times.

What am I doing here!? she thought
wildly.

Slave girl! Wow! God! This is insane!

But she could feel the metal firmly binding
her wrists together, and encircling her throat.

Slave girl! A sex slave! Wow! These people
are sooo perverted!

The door opened, and she gasped, her face
reddening. She quickly dropped her eyes as the man stepped inside,
closed the door, and locked it. Then he walked over to stand before
her. His hand came down and caressed her blonde hair, then gathered
it up and twisted it around his fist.

She gasped as she felt the pull, scrambling
upward to her feet as he pulled firmly on her hair, then arching
her back as he pulled back.

He spoke to her, but in Japanese (she
presumed). She had no idea what he was saying.

His other hand came up and began to squeeze
her breasts, though, with a great deal of enthusiasm.

“What is your name, girl?” he asked in
English.

“M-Molly... Master!” she gasped.

Saying that word – like this – naked – bound
– with her hair being jerked back – sent a scalding rush of dark
heat through Molly's body.

His free hand slid down her body and his
fingers rubbed along the line of her sex, sending a hot jolt of
pleasure up through her lower belly.

Then the hand gripping her hair forced her
down, and she gasped again, sliding to her knees, then falling onto
her belly as he pushed her face against the polished wood
floor.

“Raise your hips in the air,” he ordered.

Her heart was already beating rapidly as
Molly pulled her knees in and raised her bottom up high, while
keeping her chest and chin on the floor.

He stepped closer, until his polished shoe
was almost touching her lips.

“Do you see the dirt on this shoe, slave
girl? He demanded.

Molly blinked in confusion.

“N-No, Master!” she gasped.

“You will clean it. At once, slave,” he
barked.

Molly was confused. What did he want her to
do with her hands behind her back? And there wasn't any towels or
polish or anything around! What was she – ?

She gasped as he gripped her hair and yanked
her up to her knees.

“Are you refusing, slave girl?”

“No, Master!” she gasped.

What was he doing, she wondered frantically.
What did he want her to do!?

He shoved her down again so she was on the
floor, her mouth pressed against his shoe.

“Clean it, slave.”

“But – !”

“With your tongue!”

Molly was stunned. Seriously!? He could fuck
her and instead he wanted her to lick his shoe!? Why would – ?

She cried out as he dragged her to her knees
again.

“So. Refusing an order.”

“Oh! I'm sorry, Master!”

He didn't seem upset by it. He half dragged
her over to a nearby sofa and then by pulling on her hair half
dragged her up across his lap as she scrambled up to ease the
stinging pain.

Crack! His hand slapped down hard
across her wriggling bottom.

“Slave girls must obey their master,” he said
sternly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand slapped down firmly and repeatedly
on her bare bottom, and Molly began to gasp and moan and whimper as
the soft flesh heated up and became increasingly tender.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

He paused a little, his fingers rubbing
against the base of the butt-plug she'd been instructed to wear
every day – in case anyone wanted to use her anally. Then they slid
down to trace the line of her sex before sinking slowly into her
body.

They slid out and then a single thick finger
pushed into her, sliding several inches deep. It began to rub
firmly up and down against the front wall of her pussy. The rest of
his fingers rubbed against her clitoris with quick, short little
motions.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Bad slave girls must be taught their
manners,” he said sternly.

Molly's bottom was starting to burn! She
squirmed and gasped and moaned as his hand came down on her ass,
but could think of nothing she could do to stop it! At the same
time his fingers were sending a continuing flood of sensation up
through her groin and heating her up on the inside!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Please!” she gasped. “Please, Master!”

This was so perverted! This was so
outrageous!

It must be his thumb inside her, Molly
thought. And now it stopped rubbing against the inside wall of her
sex. Instead it pressed firmly in while his other fingers closed
from the other side and rubbed rapidly against her clitoris!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her bottom was on fire! But the fire inside
her was growing even faster! Molly couldn't stop squirming and
wriggling as his hand came down and his fingers rubbed her!

“Please, Master!” she cried.

“Are you ready to serve your master,
slave?”

“Yes, Master!” she exclaimed desperately.

He dumped her onto the floor, stood up and
walked calmly away, then turned and glowered at her.

“Come here, slave,” he barked.

She moaned and started to rise.

“On your belly!” he snapped.

Fuuuuuck! Molly thought wildly.

She began to wriggle across the floor,
gasping as her breasts were ground below her. When she reached him
she saw he had found a flog somewhere, one of those things Justine
had used on her! She gulped as he looked down at her.

“Raise your bottom high, slave.”

Moaning, panting, she obeyed, drawing her
knees under her.

“Spread your legs wide.”

Molly obeyed.

“Now serve your master.”

Molly stared at his shoe, then felt her
bottom throbbing, then stretched her neck and licked his shoe.

Thwick!

“Ah!” she gasped as he brought the thin
leather laces sweeping down to hit her pussy.

“Harder! Faster!”

Gasping, feeling a sense of urgency, Molly
obeyed, her tongue licking long licks across his polished shoe.

Thwick!

“Harder.”

She licked harder, her tongue licking wildly
up and down his shoe as he stood over her.

He raised one foot on the heel.

“Do not forget the bottom, slave.”

She shuddered as she licked at the bottom of
his shoe, turning her head to the side, her tongue feeling the grit
attached to the soft leather as she felt a strange, dazed sense of
darkness settle upon her.

This is almost as if I actually
am a slave girl! She thought.

He stepped back and she gulped anxiously.

“Crawl to the rug.”

She looked ahead to where he pointed and then
crawled forward on her belly, wincing as her breasts were squeezed
against the floor, and then the thick Persian rug.

“Raise your bottom high. Spread your
legs.”

“Are you my slave girl?” he asked, walking
closer.

“Yes, Master!”

Thwick!

Molly gasped as the laces cut across her
bottom and pussy!

“Say it.”

“I'm your slave girl, Master!”

He dropped to his knees behind her and his
hands ran over her buttocks, then over her pussy. Molly shuddered
as she felt something else warmer and softer rubbing against her
pussy, then slowly pushing into her.

This is sick, she thought dazedly.

“Ungh!” she cried as he gripped her hair and
jerked it back roughly.

“Ah!” she cried as he buried himself in her
pussy.

He began to use her roughly, his hand often
jerking on her her. His other hand often slapped her bottom or
roughly groped her breast. His hips slapped against her bottom hard
and fast.

Molly stared at the rug in front of her, and
at the leg of a table not far away, gasping and moaning, her mouth
open because of how her hair was being yanked back, her body
jerking under the impact of his thrusts.

She felt dazed, but also marveled at what was
happening, at what had happened, and as her mind sifted through the
dark, swirling emotions she began to feel a strange sense of wild,
heated energy. This was, she realized, just his fantasy. He was
using her as a slave girl, because that was his fantasy.

But that fantasy also struck her as deeply,
wickedly thrilling.

Her body and mind had both been becoming more
and more attuned to a dark edged sex over the past week, starting
with when she'd been tied up and taken in the stock room. Now here
she was in this... shocking scene! And as the heat in her buttocks
began to slowly ease the heat inside her grew.

It was very much as if she were some sort of
slave girl, and the thought began to ooze through her mind and melt
her inhibitions. The rougher he got the more realistic it felt, and
she soon felt her entire body beginning to thrum with sexual
energy.

The orgasm began low, a hot sizzling rush of
energy low in her belly, and she moaned and shuddered as it spread
out. Then it exploded and her mind went with it. She gurgled and
gasped and moaned as her body trembled and shook.

And all the while he thrust into her hard,
treating her like... a slave girl!
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She had to do some photocopying, which was
just as well since her bottom was a little sore, then got coffee,
tea and donuts for a meeting – where one of the men groped her
bottom fairly openly while she poured tea.

Then she was called into an office and the
middle aged man there curtly ordered her around to his side of the
desk, then ordered her to her knees to give him a blow job. Molly
was more than a little indignant, but smiled and obeyed. Her mind
spun again, though, wondering if she ought to be going along with
this, no matter how much money she was getting!

But then she remembered thinking that for
five minutes work like this now and then she could earn an
incredible salary.

She went back to the reception desk and
helped see a visitor in to see another of the executives, then got
them coffee before returning to the reception desk again. She and
Amber chatted for a while, and looked over the clothes at Macy's
on-line site.

“This would be cute,” she said, pointing at
one dress, “but we always wear the same thing to work, so I really
don't need anything else.”

“And make sure you always have backup for
your clothes,” Amber said.

“Why? In case I spill something on me?”

“Let's just say some of these guys aren't
very careful of the clothes when they want to undress you. I mean,
they know it doesn't belong to you anyway.”

At lunch she gave Mister Roth a blow job,
then Mister Jones bent her over his desk and took her from behind.
Then Mr. Philips made her squeeze her breasts together and he
pumped his cock in between them until he came. That was a first for
her!

“Is lunch always like this?” she demanded of
Amber.

“Pretty much.”

“Maybe I need a raise,” she grumbled.

“You'll get one in time.”

“Really!?”

“Yeah, there are levels, and the more you
please the executives the higher you go.”

It was late in the afternoon when she got
called to see a Mister Cooper.

“Hope you're not too attached to those
clothes,” Amber said with a smirk.

“Why?

“Mr. Cooper likes to... play games.”

“What kind of games?” she asked warily.

“You'll find out. See you tomorrow.”

Hannah looked back at her in surprise, then
decided she must be leaving early, so waved and went up the hall to
the right office. She knocked and then walked inside to find Mister
Cooper was fairly young, and not bad looking, she decided.

“You called me, Mister Cooper?” she asked
with a smile.

He looked at her and then motioned her
forward. No sooner had she stepped up to him when he grabbed the
front of her blouse and tore it open.

Hannah yelped as he ripped her blouse and
then jacket off, shoved her against the desk, bent her over, and
slapped her bottom hard! He tore her skirt off, ripped away her
bra, and soon had her naked, with her wrists locked together behind
her as he forced her to her knees.

He didn't say a word, and she didn't really
need instructions to know what he wanted! She moaned and slipped
her lips around his cock, bobbing up and down quickly. It wasn't
quick enough, though, as he quickly yanked her head forward and
plunged down her throat, fucking her face and throat hard as she
gurgled and gasped and became increasingly light-headed!

He yanked her back abruptly and she fell
sprawling onto the floor. He quickly dropped atop her, plunged into
her pussy, and then began to thrust savagely while Molly was still
trying to catch her breath! He lifted her legs up and back –
further and further, jamming them back over her shoulders, and them
hammered his body down into her from above in a relentless
pounding!

Fortunately, that couldn't last long, and
didn't. He finished up, but then, instead of being done with her,
he pushed a ball gag into her mouth, half dragged her over near the
sofa, and made her kneel with her bottom raised high.

So he could prop his feet on it while he read
the newspaper.

Molly was so stunned by the ferocity at first
that she hadn't even been able to think of how to react. Then while
it was happening she hadn't been able to react anyway. Now, as she
caught her breath and knelt on the floor with her bottom raised,
she began to feel a rising sense of indignation and outrage!

“Spread your legs, slut,” he ordered.

She gasped at the word. How dare he call her
that!?

She did jerk her knees apart, though, as he
brought a flog down on her bottom. He put his feet back in place,
then.

She fumed indignantly, occasionally jerking
her wrists against the metal restraints as he changed pages. Then
another man came into the room and sat down, and they began to talk
about some sort of arcane financial instruments she didn't know or
care about.

It was the brazen, casual way that the
newcomer greeted the sight of her like this which almost took her
breath away. It showed just how different the whole culture and
belief about sex was in this place! Here there were big bosses –
masters – and then the pretty little slave girls!

And as she pondered this her anger began to
slow melt away. Because the thought of being a 'slave girl' was
helplessly exciting (especially when it was just pretend). And
acting like this, treating her like this, certainly made it seem
deliciously, darkly real!

Yes, it was definitely degrading, and
insulting and demeaning and outrageous. But it was also now
starting to send a dark trickle of heat through her body. This was
so different from everything she'd been raised on, from everything
that existed out there beyond the walls!

But it not only freed the men from having any
sense of restraint in how they treated the girls but it freed the
girls, as well. She didn't have to care about things like modesty
or a bad reputation or whether men were 'respecting' her. She only
had to wallow in the thought of herself as a prized, much
sought-after sexual object, a creature of sex and beauty and lust
and heat.

And be incredibly well paid for it.

Mr. Cooper leaned forward and she felt
something pressed against her sex, something hard and thick and
cool. She moaned as it was slowly twisted and pushed into the mouth
of her sex, then slid deeper and deeper into her body. It was, she
presumed, some sort of dildo.

Then it began to buzz, to vibrate.

She gasped as he pushed it still deeper. His
foot returned to resting on her again, only now, the heel was
pressed against the base of the vibrator, and pressed against it in
a sort of rhythmic way, the pressure growing, then easing, growing
then easing again and again.

The vibrator began to have an affect, as did
the steady prodding of the nose against the back wall of her sex,
not to mention the sense of penetration and fullness. She felt her
pulse rate quicken and a sense of heat and hunger and wanting
spread through her body.

And it wasn't just physical. She was
beginning to be aroused by the nasty, kinky perversity of what was
happening, of the thought of herself as a sex slave being abused!
Her breasts throbbed against the floor, and she moaned low in her
throat as the heat deepened within her.

Suddenly Cooper pulled the vibrator out, then
pulled her up by the hair, turned her, pulled the gag out and
guided her mouth to his cock. He was hard again and puled her up
onto the sofa straddling him, guided his cock to her entrance, then
pulled down.

Molly sank down the length of his cock with a
moan of dark pleasure. She began to grind herself against him,
rising up and down as he mauled her breasts and sucked and chewed
hungrily on the nipples.

Suddenly he gripped her hair and jerked her
head up and back. He had now propped his feet on an ottoman, and
forced her head and shoulders back across his knees. Then he picked
up the vibrator and guided it to her clitoris as he began to thrust
up into her.

Molly cried out at every thrust, gasping and
moaning and shuddering as the heat and hunger grew to feverish
levels.

She was staring, upside down, at the other
man looking on, when he rose, took out his own cock, and then
plunged into her mouth and throat.

Her orgasm thundered through her brain an
instant later, as Cooper ground the vibrator against her clitoris
and drove his cock hard into the back wall of her pussy.

The other man fucked her throat as she
trembled and shook, burying himself to the balls inside her
spasming mouth and neck as her hips bucked frenziedly.

And such was her first day at her new
job.

Molly was too tired to take the subway home.
She got a cab instead while she pondered what to do with herself.
Objectively, the men treated her in an outrageous way. On the other
hand, some of that was incredibly hot, while the rest was just sort
of – routine.

And on the other side, she would make a
fortune and get to have her own apartment – in Manhattan!

She knew her family and friends would be
horrified if they knew the sort of things she did, but they were
never likely to find out. And that left her free to explore what
the life of a wild, slutty slave girl would be like – while being
paid handsomely.

Who knew what might develop from that? Maybe
she'd wind up becoming the girlfriend of one of the men there – and
moving into his big penthouse. Now wouldn't that be wickedly
exciting!?

By the time she walked in the door,
pretending to be the same old Molly, the new Molly had asserted
itself. She was going to explore this nasty, rough and ready sex
stuff for all it was worth, and see where it took her! If they
wanted to pay her to be their slave girl, then that was what she
was going to be!

Let her friends be bored silly for peanuts at
Starbucks and Walmart. She'd be enjoying the wildest sex any of
them could imagine and getting paid for it!

 


END
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Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
Argus

 


Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive
the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall
company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first
things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was
that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up
naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and
pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For the Smiths

Nicky thought it was a great summer job,
working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate.
It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her
discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to
wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem
sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and
service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her
uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the
wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but
controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy
Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself
overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon
embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the
role of an enthralled submissive!

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills
blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who
displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she
instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across
his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student
rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get
far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the
subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an
erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy
friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and
completely at their mercy!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


Zoe's New Boss

Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he
wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet
despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each
time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue
made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than
that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his
clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The Vampire's Lair

On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a
strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which
all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet
none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be
used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the
world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust
and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a
modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over
your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only
temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for
how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total
submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being
shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur

Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly
wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl
with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a
wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his
father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way!
Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure,
learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him,
his son, and the servants!
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