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IN THE CORPORATE BOARD room, one big, handsome man pulled my hair. Another slapped me on my ass. Still another tugged at my tight dress, fingers sliding over my heavy bust. They all jeered and laughed, cheering me on as I approached the table. They each knew exactly what they were going to do to my body; they all knew exactly what I was made for. 

They were going to use me in every way they could possibly imagine, and I was going to cheer them on as they did it.

Even with how excited I was (or maybe because of how excited I was), I could hardly believe I was in this situation. 

I was about to get a job, after months of searching and trying. Months of nearly starving myself and feeling completely hopeless.

And the way I was going to get that job was by having a room full of businessmen in sharp, hot suits drill my busty, beautiful body. 

They all surrounded me—tall and handsome. The kind of businessmen you see on magazine covers. Rugged five o’clock shadows. They filled out their suits well. A few started taking off their jackets, revealing their sexy muscles beneath the thin cloth of their crisp, white shirts. Most of them were older than me, but some of them were around my age, in their twenties. They all eyed my curves and long red hair lasciviously. 

Soon, with them cheering me on and with me smiling every step of the way, I climbed onto the board room table and spread my limbs out. I put myself on display willingly. I wanted them to look at my body. I wanted them to enjoy me.

Two men, burly and smelling of thick, musky lust, held me down with strong hands on my legs and arms, but they didn’t need to.

I wanted this. 

I had wanted this all along.

I’ll do anything for a job.

The first man approached. He was tall, his frame bulky underneath the tight confines of his suit. Slowly, he lowered his pants, keeping his shirt and suit jacket on. I moaned with anticipation. I wanted him so badly. The area between my thighs was absolutely soaking. 
He could do anything to me. They all could. I’d go along with all of it. And I’d be lying if I said I wanted it just because I needed the job they would give me. I wanted it because I wanted them. I wanted all of them inside me. I wanted that as soon as possible.
But, perhaps I should back up. 

After all, it was no easy road to get here. I had to come around to the correct mode of thinking. I had to learn what a sexual dynamo I truly am, and that was no easy journey.

* * * * * 
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JUST A FEW DAYS BEFORE, I stood at the grocery store, counting out my food stamps and comparing their total to the total of food in my cart. You started to get good at this sort of math after a while. I could calculate the cost of a whole cart just by eyeballing it, though I often decided not to until after I had already picked up the food I wanted. I’d been doing buying groceries for the better part of a year, ever since I lost my first job out of college.

The message from the tally was clear—I didn't have enough. Sighing, I put a few cans of soup back on the shelf and then rolled over to the produce aisle, putting up the bananas and sweet potatoes that I bought. Also the apples, oranges, and tomatoes. And then, sighing deeply, the little plastic container of figs. I had been looking forward to those. I don’t know why I did this to myself. I hadn’t been able to eat proper food for months. 

This week, I realized with slow resignation, it would have to be all noodles again.

Noodles are good because they keep in the fridge for a good long while. When I made pasta, that pasta became what I ate for the next seven days almost without exception. The only time I ate something else was if maybe I got dragged out to a restaurant with some friends and was forced to make eating decisions. I didn’t want them thinking I’m anorexic, after all. 

Not that my frame would have ever suggested that sort of thing anyway. Somehow, even with eating as little as I did, my form had stayed busty and curvaceous. Genetics were to blame, I suppose.

Any sort of financial obligation made all the stress alarms go off in my head; klaxons firing on all cylinders as they raised my heart rate and twist up my stomach. I hadn’t had a job for nearly six months. I had been looking, believe me, but nothing had caught yet. I did some stuff for extra cash—lawn care around my neighborhood, babysitting, dog sitting, that sort of thing. People who knew me tried to help out with these odd jobs, but they’re all suffering too and didn't have that much to offer. Besides, the way I'd been raised, I felt like there was only much you could depend on your neighbors before you started feeling awash with shame.

It was the middle of the day. At the check-out line, people cast me dirty looks because I was paying mostly with food stamps.  Women wearing expensive leather coats who have their whole lives paid for by their husbands working downtown. I cast them a dirty look right back. If I could pay with cash I earned, don’t you think I’d do it?

A few men gave me longer, more appreciative glances; I was dressed up nice for my interview later. I was well used to glances from men—they loved my bust, and I had a pretty face and a healthy mane of red hair on top of that. I drew eyes, basically, even if I wasn’t some actress-thin modelesque beauty. 

It was just too bad I couldn’t ever do anything about the way men looked at me to take advantage and have a little fun. Or women. I’d be happy with either, to be honest. But I’ve been so busy and consumed with trying to make my life work for me for the last three or four years that the only time I’ve had to think about sex is when I slip into bed and need to masturbate before falling asleep.

Mostly, that did the trick for me, and sated my desires. Mostly. One can’t help but want a little more real interaction with the opposite sex if you’re someone like me.

When I get focused on sex, it's all I focus on. So, no matter how much I really wanted it, I knew I didn't have room for it in my life. 

After the grocery store, I caught a ride on the bus. I made a quick stop into my mother’s house, where I live, to drop off the groceries. Mom was sick. She had been sick for almost as long as I had been out of college. I missed a lot of days at work, when I had work, because I had to take her to the hospital so much. There have been times since then where I wanted to take her back to the hospital—she got these fits where she just wouldn’t stop coughing—but we just couldn’t afford it. Now, if those fits happen, I have to sit by her bed, trying to calm her sick, cough-wracked body and wonder if she would live through the day or not.

She was still well within working age; just fifty years old, she had me when she was twenty-eight. But her illness didn’t let her work. She couldn’t stand up for very long and she couldn’t talk very easily. Everything made her go out of breath. When I came home to drop off the groceries, I didn’t even look at her. I knew it would just make me cry. 

It’s difficult being poor. Probably you know this already, or if you don’t know it, then you understand it as a matter of course.

But it really is hard. No one would choose to live this way. It was just something that fell in our laps. Circumstances. I was willing to work as hard as anyone, we both were, but society wasn’t giving us a lot of help up on our feet.

I came out of college with a liberal arts degree and a mountain of debt, expecting to set the world on fire with my new novel. It was a sexy, fun rendition of those action movies that take place in big tall buildings, except that instead, it took place underground. It examined gender and race and class and all the things I’m really interested in. I thought publishers would love it.

I couldn’t even get an agent to take a look at it, though. I sent out queries every day to no avail.

In the meantime, I had an internship during college that turned into a full-time job. But then, the economy got worse and there were layoffs. My company had to pull one of those “last one in, first one out” maneuvers, and I was sent packing after a few beautiful months of a real paycheck.

It broke my pride near in half to go on food stamps and unemployment. But I didn’t have a choice. There was no one in my family except for my mom and myself. No one was hiring for the type of work I was good at: research, social media, writing. I thought maybe I could get something as a technical writer, cranking out manuals and that sort of thing, but so far there was nothing.

The recent cuts to food stamps meant I couldn’t feed myself and my mother both three times a day. So, that meant either my sick mother got food, or I did. Now, I know probably some of you might think, “Screw it. She’s sick anyway. Take what you can for yourself.” My mother would agree with you, but her own opinion of her self-worth wasn’t to be trusted (like, I suspect, most people’s). She wanted me to feed myself. She thought I was more important than her. She’s a good mother like that. 

But I’m a good daughter. So, my mother got three meals a day. I got one. This was how it had been for the last six months. 

I know the other thing you’re saying—“Lots of places are hiring! Get a waitressing job! Go work at an oil field in North Dakota! Send that money home!”

All right, well, first of all, I wasn't leaving my sick mother by herself while I moved somewhere. I also wasn't moving her anywhere—the doctors were very specific about not doing that. 

Secondly, the problem with getting a job at a place like a restaurant or a clerk’s job (such as at a grocery store) was that, while those jobs pay money, in my poor area of the country, they didn’t actually pay enough to cover essentials most of the time. So, if I did want a job like that to cover essentials, then I would have to have been working at these low wages at somewhere around eighty hours a week, which—you guessed it—didn’t leave much time available to find a job that suited my skill set. More than that, none of those jobs were exactly willing to pay me for eighty hours a week, which meant I’d have to get about four jobs and then do the magic Houdini juggling act of trying to schedule them all around each other. When most part-time jobs want you to work exclusively in the evenings and weekends, that was no easy feat. 

I was delighted to work anywhere, but I wanted to do it for a decent wage. If I was working eighty hours a week for four jobs that barely make a dent in my bills and allow no room for upward mobility, what was the use in killing myself? I was all for paying my dues, but I preferred to do it in a place that would put dividends on the dues and not more debt. 

That sure is a lot of whining, huh? I just wanted to give you the lay of the land.

I wanted to show you what I wanted to change. Because today was going to be different. 

Today, I had a job interview. 

Today, I was going to change my life for the better. 

* * * * *
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I ARRIVED AT THE TALL Constant Enterprises building at two-thirty sharp, ready for my three o’clock appointment.

The interview was for a sort of hybrid receptionist position. A lot of my duties would revolve around the standard receptionist fare—answering phones, filing papers, that sort of thing. But I would also be expected to maneuver my way into the social media workings of the corporation and learn the ropes of that while I got my feet planted in the business world. Over time, if they hired me, they would want me to take more and more responsibility for the social media end of things—writing blogs, sending out tweets, managing pictures, that sort of thing—and less and less responsibility for the receptionist-type duties. With my liberal arts degree, and having grown up almost entirely on the internet, it seemed like the sort of “in” that I had been waiting for. I was ready to give this job my all. 

I just didn’t have any idea how much of my “all” they really wanted from me.

The building was nearly a hundred stories tall. I landed on the fifty-second story. The walls were gold and black, the floors sharp, shiny tile. I approached an enormous desk, at which a lovely young dark-haired secretary worked. Her hair was long and shiny, tumbling in a mass down one side. 

“Sign in here, please.”

She handed me a sign-in form. Her fingernails were neatly manicured. I held in the urge to compliment her on the work. I wanted to stay professional. There was a part of me, though, that loved to revel in little joys like that—basking in the ways that women made ourselves more attractive to men. 

I hadn’t been laid in so, so long. Years, in fact. I didn’t have time for it. There was too much pressure to be a success.

“Shannon Brook?” she asked. “Is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Are you familiar with the interview process at Constant Enterprises?” I shook my head, but she was already continuing. “It’s a three-stage process. In the room there,” she pointed to a pair of enormous red double-doors, “is our office manager. It’s her job to screen people. The second interview will be with the general manager of the hiring office. If you pass that stage, the final interview will be by committee.”

“Committee?”

“Yes. A group of our board members.” She leaned in, voice lowering. “We take every pain to ensure that the people we hire are...compatible with our line of thinking here at Constant Enterprises. We are not for everyone.”

“I understand.”

I didn’t understand, but, whatever. I knew that I had to impress the person beyond that door. That was a simple enough concept to wrap my head around. 

“You can have a seat over there with the others,” she said, pointing. 

“Others?”

I followed the line her pretty nails created, seeing the other applicants waiting. All women. I was surprised—over the email acceptance of my resume for an interview, I had been given the impression that they were rather impressed with what I had to offer. I had flickers of hope that it was a sure thing.

The competition didn’t matter, I decided. I would get this job no matter what. I sat down at the edge of a row of plush, blue chairs. I sat up straight, good posture. I could not afford to let up for a single moment. 

In the line in front of me were four women. They were, I could not help but notice, all exceptionally beautiful, and each in different ways. One was tiny and frail and blonde, like a beautiful fairy. Another was leggy and brunette, and another was exotically lovely—Eastern European or maybe Middle-Eastern, I couldn’t tell exactly. The last was a Latina, with the biggest bust in the lot except for my own.

In front of all these women, I could not help but consider my own appearance.

I had worn for the interview what I considered to be a rather smart little outfit: a blue dress with a big looping black belt, and a black sweater over that. Conservative and stylish at the same time. It did not contain my figure, because my sensational figure is sort of uncontainable by anything less than a garbage can. Even then, I think I’d leave two big boob-sized impressions in the metal. Yes, I’m voluptuous. I have real hips, and real breasts (very, very real 44DD breasts), and long red hair. I get hit on constantly because guys say I look “fun in the sack.”

I am, I always think. I really am.

But I don’t have time for sex.

Looking at those women, though, certain things started to click for me. We had been asked to send in a full body photo with our application. I didn’t really think too much of it at the time because, well, I was desperate for any job in my field whatsoever. If they wanted a photo, a photo they would have!

But now that I had seen the field of applicants, I began to get suspicious. They had a sexy fairy, a sexy supermodel-type, a sexy exotic femme fatale type, a sexy Latina type...and I suppose I was the sexy curvy type? 

I had to admit that I fit the bill. I mean, I don’t want to brag, but I know what my appeal is when it comes to sex. I look like a hot fertility goddess, complete with fiery-red hair. You can imagine me with armor on, fighting alongside vikings or something. 

I don’t know what it is that men fantasize about, exactly. I just know that when they do? It usually involves a bust like mine. I had tits. These tits were not comfortable being called “breasts.” They were big fat titties made to be squeezed and adored.

And it had been a long, long time since that had been the case. 

I tried to take my mind off it—I needed a job, not a lay. At least, in the way that anybody doesn’t not need a lay now and then.

I watched, then, as the first woman entered—the blonde. She was inside for fifteen minutes. I waited patiently, counting the seconds on the nearby wall clock. I didn't take out my phone for fear of reprimand. When those fifteen minutes were up, the blonde came out crying. Her face red, her eyes streaming with tears.

The Latina and I exchanged glances—what the hell was happening? The model-type sent us a worried look—she was next. The femme fatale just straightened up, smiling coldly at the crying girl. Everything about her, the femme fatale, read “bitch.”

“Is everything all right?” I asked the blonde.

She was inconsolable. She left without another word, crying all the way.

I stood up and walked over to the secretary. “Is she all right? Should you call someone?”

The secretary smiled and shook her head. “Everything is in order. If there was a problem, I would know about it.”

Apparently, a woman reduced to a crying mes wasn’t a problem? Good to know.

The model-type went in, while the Latina and I waited with baited breath. The femme fatale looked bored, scrolling through fashion photos on her phone. 

After fifteen minutes, the model-type came out completely devastated. She was crying even worse than the first girl! She stopped for a few minutes next to the door, huddled in a pile, looking like she was trying to hold herself together. She kept weeping.

“The hell?” said the Latina. “What are they doing in there?”

Again, we tried to ask the model-type what had happened, but just like the blonde, she soldiered through our questions without answering and stormed into the elevator. 

The femme fatale was next. I have to admit that at this point, I was getting rather scared. Everyone who went inside that room seemed to come out in pieces! What in the hell sort of interview process did they have going here?

Thirty minutes later, though, the femme fatale walked out with a satisfied, smug smile on her face. She strutted past us, clearly enjoying the way she looked. 

“Good luck, girls,” said the femme fatale. “You’ll need it.”

Once again, I exchanged glances with the Latina. 

“What do you think is happening?” I asked the Latina. 

“I’ve no idea.”

It was her turn, now. She pulled down the edges of her tight gray skirt and stopped for a moment in front of a framed painting, using the glass to check the buttons on her blouse and the arrangement of her thick dark hair. 

I turned to the secretary again. “You can’t tell me anything about what’s happening in there?”

“I can tell you,” said the secretary, “that I passed the initial interview, and the two after it. I did it because I was found to be very compatible with what Constant Enterprises wants from its employees.”

Well, that was weird, ominous, and revealed practically nothing. I shouldn’t have even asked. 

Finally, after twenty-five minutes (I counted), the big red double-doors opened once more. The Latina exited quick, hurrying past me. She was not crying, but she looked completely ashamed. Her body was all defense—shoulders hunched in, arms drawn across her chest, her chin tilted down.

What could be happening in that room, I thought, that was creating all these strange effects? The Latina was a natural beauty, and seemed to ooze confidence when I had sat next to her. I couldn’t imagine what might make a woman like that react in this way. 

I thought perhaps it was possible that all the women were being humiliated somehow, and so my thoughts immediately went to appearances—as that’s so common an outlet to make women feel bad about themselves. But the girls in front of me were all knock outs. And the femme fatale, while beautiful, certainly wasn’t that much more beautiful than the other three (if indeed she was more beautiful at all). But my initial suspicion, the one I could not get rid of, was that as soon as I entered, I would be subjected to a group of men passing judgment on my appearance. 

These suspicions were allayed as soon as I stepped into the room. It was dark, mostly, with a circle of light around a gorgeous young woman sitting in a chair. Her long, perfect legs were crossed dramatically. Across from her was another chair.

“Sit,” she said. Her voice was clear and melodious, even in that simple word.

She was, I think, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Even more beautiful than the model-type. Even sexier than the femme fatale. Nearly as busty as I was. Her tiny business suit skirt covered almost none of her legs, showing off the easy, clear waxed shine of her skin. An elegant emerald pendant sat in the substantial curves of her tits, drawing the eye. She was incredibly fit; she looked like the kind of woman who could run on a marathon as a warm-up to her real workout routine. 

I’ve had sexual experiences with women before, so you know. Like I said already, I’m thoroughly bisexual. Men, women, I don’t care, so long as they’re attractive and fun in the sack. So, in front of a woman like this, I could not help but have all manner of hot, steamy thoughts instantly. I knew instantly it was a mistake not to finger my cunt before I got here, because mostly, all I could think about was burying my head between her legs, or her buried between my tits.

I sat down across from her. “Hello! Thanks so much for taking the time to speak with me. I—”

“Hello,” said the beauty, interrupting. “My name is Katya Nikolov. You may call me Katya. Still with me so far, idiot?”

That was sudden.

“I-I’m sorry?”

“Sorry? Sorry for what?”

“Well, I just, I don’t know that I heard you correctly. I thought you called me—”

She sighed audibly, rolling her eyes. “I can see already you’re going to be trouble.”

I frowned. “You’re the one who called me an idiot.”

“Aren’t you?”

“What?”

“Ah, deaf as well, I see. I suspected.”

“Excuse me, ma’am. I’m not an idiot. I mean, I’m no genius, but I’m not—”

“And now you are giving me more reasons to not hire you. You’re not a genius, you say?”

“Who is?”

“Many of the people on our staff are. We here at Constant Enterprises are very exclusive.” She leaned forward. “Idiots don’t make the cut.”

“Well I...I mean, again, I’m not an idiot...”

“It says right here that you’re unemployed.”

“That’s right.”

“There you are. Idiot. For someone with your resume, you must be supremely stupid not to have a job already. There’s no other explanation for it.”

“There’s plenty of explanation! The economy is...it’s in shambles, and I just—”

“Really? I got a job with the economy the way it is. Are you suggesting I somehow don’t have a job?”

It really was grating. Here was this absolutely perfect beauty berating me and telling me I wasn’t good enough. From most women—most people, even—I wouldn’t take it. But there is something particular and biting when it’s a beautiful person telling you that you’re not good enough. And not just beautiful, but really? Absolutely flawless. The more I looked at her, the more turned on I felt. And the more turned on I felt, the more I looked at her. Her cheekbones cut like glass. Her eyes were large and green; her legs looked positively glowing from the light. All of her skin did. Passing thoughts of kissing her body, of pinning her down, did not actually pass like they were supposed to. They ported in the storm of my mind, decided to enjoy a little shore leave in my erogenous zones.

I thought it might be best to try a different track. “I have...I have lots of references. A solid resume.”

“Everyone has lots of references and a solid resume these days. Anything else?”

“I’m...I’m a hard worker. I’ll do anything. I’m really happy to do whatever. I have a positive attitude. I—”

“You’re boring. This is boring. All these generalizations. ‘I'll do anything.' 'Happy to do whatever.’” She sneered. It was a beautiful, terrible, beautiful sight to behold. “Don’t you have any specifics?”

“I am...” I was stuttering now, so nervous. “I have, um, I mean, my resume states that—”

“Yes. Yes, I read that.” She shook her head, sighing. She tossed all the papers on her lap across the room. “Done with that. Done with you, too,” she said. “You are boring and insipid, and not much to look at, besides. I think this meeting is done. After so many interviews today, I am tired.”

I didn’t know what else to do. I dropped to my knees in front of Katya. I put my face against her feet. She wore designer leather heels.

“Please,” I said. “Please, please. I need this job. Please.”

“Please, yourself.” She turned her head. “You are making a display of yourself. I pity you.”

But in her eyes, what I saw wasn’t pity. She didn’t feel bad for me. 

No.

She was turned on by me.

This beauty—this impossible beauty, she wanted me. My confidence rose three hundred percent when I realized that. She was turned on by the thought of me touching her, of me pressing my face against her body, of the action of me begging her for something. 

It had all been an act. I was here because I met certain standards—my resume was good enough, and I was pretty enough, like the other girls were. And now, with Katya, I had to be tested emotionally. I had to have a certain confidence level.

I had to, I was almost certain now, had to have a certain level of sexuality that I was willing to explore with her. 

I slipped one hand on her leg, casually lifting it up. I knelt in front of her, showing off my tits now. 

“What if I really would do anything?” I asked.

“Don’t you remember,” she said, her voice becoming heated, “that I asked you for specifics?”

“What if I licked your pussy?” I asked.

Her eyes gave me all the answer I needed.

I rose up and kissed her. She did not resist in the slightest; in fact, she pulled me forward, moaning as she slipped deeper off the chair. My fingers slipped up those gorgeous waxed legs and found easy, hot entrance into her sacred middle. Her folds parted easily, so wet and hot. 

“Oh yesss,” she moaned. “That’s good. That’s sooo good. The other girls...they didn’t know to touch me first.”

“I’ve had practice.” I kissed her neck. “Lots and lots.”

Soon, we were on the floor, making out madly while my fingers remained buried in her cunt. My thumb pressed hard against the silk of her panties against the bud of her clit. Moaning, she pushed her panties down—they were already wet, I noticed, from the way the other girls had attended to her. Her pussy was bare and smooth, just like her legs. She was like a hot sex doll. I let my lips trail along the sexy structure of her jaw, moaning as I kissed and worked my mouth along that hot line. 

“You said you were going to lick me.” She grabbed my face. “Now, lick me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I slipped my head down between her legs, hiking her skirt up around her tiny waist. She ripped her panties down. Soon, my tongue was buried against her clit, flicking softly and urgently.

“Fuck!” she moaned. “That’s good! That’s so good!”

I moaned in return, the rate of my flicking picking up slowly. My own pussy was on fire as I continued to lick and kiss her precious little bud. I loved licking pussy—loved it. I loved especially licking the pussy of a beauty like this. I knew the most important aspect of licking pussy was consistency—don't change the pattern when it starts to work.

She seemed to like it a little slow and a little firm. 

“Oh yes.” Her hands ran through my hair. “Oh, yes, yes. So good. Don't stop. Don't stop. Oh fuck, I'm so close. Your tits...I loved looking at your tits...”

Encouraged by this, I adjusted myself slightly, pushing my tits against her bare leg as I kept licking. To up the ante even more, I slid my fingers inside her pussy and pushed up against her g-spot.

“Oh fuck!” she cried. “Too much! That's so good! I'm going to...oh fuck!”

Her legs wrapped hard around my head and she bucked up and down on the floor. Crying and moaning loud, she came. My head was enveloped with her scent, her thighs, her skin. It was wonderful. Eventually, she let me slid upward and we curled into the arms of one another. 

We rested for a few minutes, breathing and laying next to one another. Finally, though, she stood up, straightening herself out. 

“I’ll have to confer with my colleagues,” she said, “but you should expect a call later today.”

“That’s so wonderful!” I said brightly, still getting up off the floor. “Thank you!”

It felt terrific, knowing I had the route to the second interview pretty much in the bag.

But even better than that was finally having sex again. My mind felt on fire, fueled by logs of lust that I had forgotten it had. And now that I remembered...it was not going to be a fire easily put out.

* * * * *
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I TOOK THE BUS HOME, my mind still flying with lust. Maybe I was able to get Katya off, but I certainly was still brimming over with arousal myself. I wondered if it would be possible for me to stick my fingers up my dress in some clandestine way while I was still on the bus. There were men all around, looking at me: my flushed skin, the sweaty, hot sheen to my breasts, the thick tangle of my red hair roping around my neck and back. 

If I slipped my bag in front of my dress, and maneuvered my hand down just so, I might be able to use the natural vibrations of the bus to carry myself along. Oh yes, if I just...just touched myself like that...

Before I was able to think about it too much and work my way through the problem, though, the bus stopped. I had arrived home. 

I stepped out onto the street, enjoying for a moment the cool air sweeping over my body. It calmed me down. I felt like I had returned from a dream, no longer dreaming solely of sex.

The house I lived in, my mother’s house, was a small one-story. It had about thirteen hundred square feet to it. It was enough room for the two of us, but not so much room that we felt comfortable. Always, I wanted more space. Over the past several months, I had continued to add more and more bookshelves to the walls in an attempt to fabricate more living space for the parts of me that weren’t contained in books and trinkets. So, now, all the walls were covered with shelves and books and knick-knacks and various clutter picked up over the course of several months and several years, trying to keep the floors clear for walking.

The house opened to a large living area where we kept the television and a small desk for me to write at; then there was the kitchen and a bathroom, a few hallway closets, and in the very back were my bedroom and then my mother’s right next to that. 

Room, but not enough room, you see? There was a backyard. It was small and harangued by weeds and rodents. I think there was a rat’s nest underneath the old doghouse. We hadn’t had a dog in more than ten years. 

My mother was in bed in the back of the house. She was always in bed. She was always in bed because she was terribly sick and there’s nothing I can do about it without money.

I know I've said it already; but I must say it again. It was always on my mind.

I needed that job. I needed it more than anything. My mother needed it.

I would do anything for it.

“Hello, Mom,” I called cheerfully through the hallway, approaching her room.

I always had to be cheerful with her. It was difficult. She was always in a terrible mood because of her sickness; I felt burdensome if I ever revealed problems of my own. Even so, she was not stupid. She knew I had problems. I think she sometimes got angry because I denied having any sort of problem at all.

“Hello, dear. How was the interview?”

Of course, I couldn’t tell her how it really went. “It was lovely. I think it went very well.”

“You’re just saying that. You want me to feel hopeful. You said that about those others.”

“No, Mom. I really think it was good.”

I could see she wanted to say more, but held her tongue because she could feel her throat itching. She had learned not to speak when her body said not to. If she started to cough even a little, it might take hours to end.

“I’ll get you some water,” I said.

As I filled her cup, my phone began to ring.

“Hello?”

“Miss Brook? Shannon?”

“Speaking.”

It was difficult, juggling a phone and a cup of water through the narrow confines of our hallways, but I managed to do it. 

“Yes, this is Katya?”

“Oh. Oh, hello!”

“I just wanted to let you know that you’ve been confirmed for the next round of interviews. Come back tomorrow at eleven. How does that sound?”

“That sounds terrific. Thank you so much!”

“Of course, darling. I’ll see you soon. Bye bye, now.”

My mother sipped at the water I had given her.

“There, you see?” I said. “Interview tomorrow.”

Her voice was a small croak. “That’s very nice, dear.”

I felt like gloating a bit more, but she wasn't up for it, I could tell. I left her alone to go to my room—I had to pick out something hot to wear. So, I starting going through my closet. 

I was not going to fool myself by believing that what I had gone through with Katya was somehow an anomaly. I wanted to be prepared for fucking whoever I needed to tomorrow. 

If I had to sleep with Katya again, so be it.

If I had to slide between her legs again, spreading apart her delicate thighs, and bury my face in her hot little snatch to lap my tongue against her rosebud clit...so be it.

At any rate, I knew I had work to do. It wasn’t enough to be confident. My outfit had to advertise exactly how much I was willing to do, how far I was willing to go. I needed my tits on display; I needed my hair to look perfect; I needed my legs to be decorated. Everything had to be sexy and hot.

My outfit had to be eye-catching. It had to be fetching. It had to be goddamn dynamite. 

Next door, my mother started coughing again. The water hadn’t helped much, apparently. Her sick coughs filled the house.

I needed to get this job no matter what.

* * * * *
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AGAIN, I ARRIVED THIRTY minutes early for the job. I had to put on a good show. 

I certainly felt like I was. After spending all night obsessing over my appearance and what I was going to wear, I think I landed on exactly the right compromise.

You see, I knew I had to look hot—that went without saying. I had to look hot. I had to make everyone who saw me, want me. But...on the other hand, what if Constant Enterprises truly wanted to have an interview all of a sudden? What if it was just Katya who was corrupt and working the impenetrable system of interviewing to her advantage?

Or, even if they did want someone who would give it up...what if they didn’t want women walking around their office who looked like complete and total prostitutes all day long? Constant Enterprises was a corporation, after all. There had to be some standards. People got work done at this place, after all. If they wanted whores, they could just hire out some whores.

So, I used my memory of Katya as my example. I wore a tight cream business suit with dark, smoky stockings. My heels were the most expensive pair I had—calf leather with four-inch spike heels and blood red bottoms. On top, I was a little more subtle, though with a bust like mine, a woman can only be so subtle. My jacket barely was able to button across the expanse of my tits, and my silk blouse, while buttoned all the way up, strained to keep shut. Shiny earrings and a matching tight necklace choking my neck completed the look.

The office I arrived at was on the seventy-fifth floor. 

As I stepped out of the elevator, the Latina was stepping on. She was dressed similarly to yesterday—tight business slacks and a fetching, classy sweater.

“It’s all you,” she said to me, shaking her head. “I can’t handle what they want. I’m sorry. Good luck.”

I nodded with understanding, but said nothing. As soon as the elevator doors closed, I smiled broadly. I was all for less competition. 

I walked across the office floor to Mister Jefferson’s office, guided by a friendly young receptionist around my own age. She, and indeed all of the women I saw, I noticed with some satisfaction, were dressed similarly to me. They were sharp, gorgeous, and stylishly dressed. Clearly they were there for decoration, but as I suspected, also they were getting work done.

I realized, of course, that if I were to get this job, I would be little more than a decoration. There was some part of me that was willing not to mind, so long as it meant I had an avenue in which to work upward. 

And so that I had an avenue for more and more sex. Oh yes—that part of me had definitely woken up.

Finally, Mister Jefferson called me into his office. It was in the corner, with a wide window-view of the whole city. I could see that, even on this floor, the building was taller than most of the rest of the urban landscape. 

Mister Jefferson approached, walking the lines of his office to greet me. He was a tall man, middle-aged. He was ruggedly handsome in the way that men his age can be—the lines on his face only added character. He had the makings of a dark beard around his jaw and chin, cut short but still fleshing out the width of his face in a manly way. His eyes, blue and piercing, ran over my elaborately sexy outfit as he took my hand and shook it. 

I could tell immediately that he liked what he saw. 

He looked like he worked out a lot. His skin was tan and weathered; I imagined him taking lots of time off to spend at islands. Maybe he owned one, I didn’t know. Constant Enterprises was one of the richest corporations in the world, and he was a high-ranking member of their establishment.

“You must be Shannon?”

I nodded. “That’s right, Sir.”

I had decided even before arriving that I was going to layer this man with compliments. Make him feel big, wanted, masculine, and hunky. It didn’t hurt that he was masculine and hunky, and I’m sure that I had already seen the makings of a very big and (on my part) very wanted bulge in his pants. 

I was going to call him “Sir” constantly. I’d call him anything he wanted if it meant having a salary.

It struck me almost as odd, how much I immediately fantasized about sliding his cock into my body. But ultimately I knew that’s exactly what I would do if I had to. I had fucked Katya, after all, and fucking her got me here. Maybe fucking Mister Jefferson would get me even further. 

We sat down—him behind his desk, and me at the chair in front of him. I took my time, elaborately leaning over so that he could get a nice view down my cleavage, and then crossing my legs slowly. He watched me—and I let him know I saw him doing so. He did not seem to mind.

“Very nice,” he said.

Obviously, he was referring to how I looked. “Thank you, Sir.”

I wanted him to compliment me; I wanted him to feel completely confident in knowing he could say anything at all to me, and I would appreciate him for it. I wanted him to think about holding me down on his cock until my eyes were running with tears, ruining my mascara, slapping my face and telling me to thank him for the privilege of sucking his corporate boss cock. 

And I wanted him to think about how that’s exactly what I would do—thank him. 

That was the only way I was going to get the job I needed. 

“Katya told me that you and she had some...interesting discussion, yesterday.”

“...did she?”

I have to admit, I was surprised. I thought even if Jefferson wanted to take advantage of me, the process would have to start from step zero. But if he already knew what Katya had done...

“Katya is my girlfriend. Last night, she discussed the nature of your ‘interview’ as she stroked me off and fed me my dinner.”

Oh my god. Oh my god! Oh shit!

The thought of Katya stroking this impressive businessman’s cock as she looked at him with adoring eyes, feeding him a steak dinner...maybe slurping up her own dinner from his cock when she was done...

That was so hot.

“Not to worry. No infidelities here.” He smiled. “We have a very...open relationship, if you catch my meaning. Anyone that we are able to pick up, we do. Especially me. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

I didn’t, but whatever! Not my place to judge their lifestyle.

“So, you must know that you aren’t the only one who has successfully impressed Katya. And, since you are the last person I am seeing today, I can already tell you that you won’t be the only person who has impressed me.”

As the Latina was out of the game, he must have been referring to the Femme Fatale.

Yes, I had started capitalizing the nickname. Until I learned her real name, that’s what would have to do.

I leaned forward, my tits crushing together fetchingly. “I have to tell you, Sir, that I just would do anything...anything at all, if it meant that you were impressed.”

“Is that a fact?”

“Oh yes. It would mean so much to me to make a positive impression on a man like you. You’re soooo strong, and so powerful. Gosh, your girlfriend just sleeps with whoever, and lets you sleep with whoever...you must be so strong to make that happen.”

“Katya is a very beautiful woman.”

“That’s exactly my point, Sir.” I felt very confident now. “Certainly, she could land someone who would agree to only having sex with her. Probably someone rich, and probably someone rather powerful. And there you are, rich and powerful and still sleeping with whoever you want, including her. That must be some...equipment that you have.”

He smiled. My tactic was working.

“I like to think so.”

“I’d love to find out,” I said. “I’d love to...get a taste of what it is that she enjoys. She looks like she has such very fine taste, after all.”

His smile broadened. We were both of a similar mind. I tugged a bit at my blouse—little buttons popped open. My skin revealed its growing flush.

“I like you,” he said. “I think you’re laying it on a bit thick, but that’s all right. I don’t mind an ego boost.”

“I assure you, Sir, that I’m being as genuine as possible.”

“Well, even if you’re not, you’re a good actress, and that’s about as useful a skill in this office as any other. You would have to put up with a lot of men making a lot of comments about you. Asking you to do all sorts of things. And they’ll want you to be cheerful and eager about all of it.”

“That sounds delightful, Sir.”

“See? Now I like that attitude. ‘Delightful.’ Not ‘okay.’ No ‘sure’s from you. Delightful. I like that.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“I like that, too. You thought about that, didn’t you? Calling me ‘Sir.’ You thought about how I would like it.”

“I think strong, confident, capable men deserve to be called ‘Sir.’ I think they’ve earned it, Sir.”

“Yes. I have. What else would you call me, if I told you I deserved it?”

My whole body shivered with lust. “Anything you like...Sir.”

He sat up straight, adjusting himself. I heard his pants become unzipped. My heart fluttered fast. He was going to ask me to suck it.

No, he was going to command me. How perfect was that? How wonderful?

“Even with that good attitude, we’ve only got one spot open. Even if you did everything I said, that wouldn’t guarantee you’d get past the committee.”

“Yes, Sir. I understand.”

“Good. So, here’s the deal: suck my cock, and I’ll make sure that you get in front of that committee.”

“Suck you off?” I smiled, strutting forward and around his desk. 

I could see his cock—already mostly erect. It was enormous and thick. It stood gloriously in front of him. God, is there anything hotter than the stiff cock of a stud in a suit? If there is, I haven’t seen it. 

When I was in front of him, I sat down on his desk, running my heel up his leg. “Are you sure that’s all you want me to do? After all...I’ve got such...important references to show you.” I took his hand and ran it down my expansive curves. His face became heated. “And such an impressive resume...”

I wanted him to fuck me. I didn't even care that I wasn't on birth control, and that he probably didn't have condoms just stuffed in a drawer somewhere. I wanted his cock dumping his seed in my pussy.

“Start with doing what I said.” He pushed me down to my knees. “And then we can work on the rest.”

Face to face with his cock now, I shrugged, not fighting in the least. I wanted to show him how agreeable I could be. 

“Of course, Sir. I’m so happy to do as you ask.”

I slipped a gentle hand around the smooth, long shaft of his cock, tugging at it gently. 

His cock was so big. I got in front of it, running my hand up and down the length slowly. There was a distinct part of me that couldn’t believe what I was doing. The look of awe on my face—both from my actions and from his meat—must have shown on my face.

“You like my cock, huh?”

“Oh, yes Sir. So impressive, Sir.”

I ran my tongue up and down the shaft finally, still stroking him gentle and slow. He tasted so manly. Salty. Hard.

“It tastes so good, Sir,” I moaned. “Can’t I please suck it down my throat? I want to swallow your meat. I want to feel you filling up my belly, Sir. Please, Sir?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding. Clearly happy with my enthusiasm. “Do it. Suck my cock, girl.”

Moaning, I let my mouth slide all the way around the head of his cock, and then deeper. My cocksucking skills, long dormant, were certainly coming into play now. Soon his cockhead was hitting the back of my throat, and then further down into my esophagus. I swallowed helpfully, using the extra suction to create a vacuum of warmth and wetness around his incredible shaft. 

For several minutes, and I moved up and down like that, moaning vacuously, my mind emptying of all worries and cares. It was so wonderful just to forget myself and suck a big fat dick again. 

Then, as my tits continually pressed up against his legs, I got an idea.

“May I feel your cock on my tits, Sir?” I asked desperately. “Please? You’re so fucking big. I bet you could fuck my tits and my mouth at the same time, Sir.”

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah. Do it.”

I arranged myself so that my big tits wrapped around his cock. His shaft was thoroughly lubricated now with my spit and his own precum. The shaft was so deliciously huge that even as I slurped up the top few inches of his cock, my huge DD tits could completely envelop the thick meat below. Talk about size!

The door clicked open. For a moment, I hesitated, but Jefferson pushed my head down hard on his cock. Obediently, I suckled still, licking at the edges of his cockhead. I heard the distinctive click of high heels. 

“Oh wow,” said Katya. “She’s an inventive little slut, isn’t she?”

I was somewhat surprised to hear her voice, but not so much that I stopped. Over the sound of my sucking and titfucking, I heard her starting to kiss her boyfriend’s neck and ears. 

She whispered in his ears. “Look at her, debasing herself for you. That’s what you deserve, Sir. She’s so fucking horny for you. Look at her twat. She’s leaking all over the floor. All because of your cock. God...I’m so jealous of her. Won’t you fucking cum in her mouth, baby? I want to watch. I want to see you blow a load in her mouth just like you did in that Eurotrash. Please, baby? Please?”

He was groaning. I could tell he was going to blow his load soon. Excited, I sucked him faster and harder. 

“Please, Sir?” I gasped between hot, sucking licks and kisses. “Please give me that cum. Please load it inside me. Please unleash?”

“Oh yeah,” he grunted. “I'll give it to you. I'll show you...”

Twitching and spasming, his whole body jerked violently and his cock erupted into my mouth. Long, thick shoots of gooey white goodness landed down my throat and into my mouth, and finally, as I stroked him off, jetted all over my big fat titties. 

For several minutes, I kept my mouth wrapped around his cock, cleaning him off nice and slow. I smeared his cum into my tits, making them shine. Obedient. Docile. He had to know that I would do anything at all that he said for this job.

When I finally let my mouth off of him, both he and Katya were looking at me with satisfaction. Katya looked especially turned on, kissing Jefferson’s ear and grinding her crotch against the back of his chair.

Jefferson smiled languidly. He certainly was having a good day. 

“I’ll go ahead and tell you...you have the interview with the committee tomorrow. Noon.”

“Oh my goodness!” I said. “Thank you!”

“But...” He paused, letting Katya nibble at his ear. 

“But what?”

“As I told you, there were a few other interviews today. One other made it through. You’re looking at some competition. So, dress to impress.”

“Yes, Sir. Anything you say, Sir.”

I left the office, thoroughly cum drunk, with lots of cock on my mind.

* * * * *
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I FELT A LITTLE ODD after sucking off Mr. Jefferson in the office. I took the bus again, still horribly turned on, and as I sat there daydreaming about what I had just been through and what I might be experiencing tomorrow, I allowed my fingers to drift down to my pussy once again. As I had already figured out the day before how to touch myself without being seen, I enacted that plan, placing my fingers just so, and then letting the natural vibrations of the bus do the rest.

Worthington Avenue was very bumpy. I enjoyed it a lot. I'm sure that my moans and pleasured hums could be heard above the engine of the bus, but at that point, I hardly cared. I could have been gang banged by the entire bus population, and it would have been fine by me.

But, as I said, I felt a little odd even with how aroused I was.

Not how you might think—I didn’t feel like a whore. Or at least, I didn’t feel ashamed like I imagine you might imagine, sitting there doing your dirty little imaginings. 

Instead, I felt...well, happy. It had been a long time since I’d sucked anyone’s cock. It’d be a long time since I had been able to have sex with a man at all. If doing it this way was all I could make work, then I was happy for the chance.

Because...well, here’s the thing. It’s a little embarrassing to admit, but I really, really love sucking cock. It’s wonderful. I don’t know why the myth ever started that its degrading to women, or that women don’t like it.

I mean, obviously, I get it—a woman is on her knees pleasing a man. That’s natural supplication. But, god, it’s so much fucking fun to have a man fill your throat full of his cock. To slurp up all of his precious meat and show him how hot you can be by treating him like a god. Why would anyone ever complain? In some ways, it’s even better than normal penetrating sex (though, don’t get me wrong, nothing beats fantastic sex of that kind). But, me giving incredible head is much, much better than mediocre sex. 

Here’s why: I’m in control, and I'm good at sucking cock.

If a blowjob is good or bad, that’s all on me. It doesn’t matter how good a lover the man is—he’s just there to be hard and to enjoy what I’m doing.

And um, if he takes control? If he starts fucking my mouth rotten, making tears stream down my face and treating my mouth like a cunt? Well, that’s excellent sex, in my opinion. So, as far as I’m concerned, there’s no way that blowjobs can go wrong. 

I’ve alluded to this already, but it’s been a long, long while since I’ve had any sex at all. But there was a time when sex was basically all I existed for. In college, I went a little cock-crazy during my first couple of years. I think I had sex with a whole fraternity in the space of a month. It was fun, you know? There’s not quite as many activities in this world as fun as getting cock stuffed into your eager, needy, wet pussy on the regular. I was so lucky to find a group of guys who knew that’s what I was for.

I kept going back to the fraternity over and over. Phi Kappa Theta. They knew just how to treat me—from the Seniors to the Freshmen, all of them knew that I was simply theirs for the taking.

They used me however they wanted. They held “Shannon Nights” before big tests in which they would all wait in their bedrooms for me to sneak in and suck them off to relieve their stress. When their girlfriends found out, a lot of the boys let the relationships end rather than agreeing to stop fucking me. 

I loved it. I loved the status; I loved the thrills; I loved everything about being their personal sextoy.

But my grades started suffering right away. I had to pull back—and in my determination to make  all of college work, I went completely cold turkey on sex. Luckily, the guys all understood. Apparently, they spent so much time jerking off to photos and videos of me and actually fucking me that their own grades had started to suffer as well.

So, all good things had to end. No more sex, no more fun times. From then on, it was all success-driven, business-minded, academic-thinking ventures for me. I worked terribly hard on my novel and completed it in just under a year. Maybe some people can make it work: balancing work and play. For me, though, it seems like it’s one or the other.

And now that I was trying to get more work through lots of fun play...I think my body started to remember all the fun that I could have.

The bus stopped right as I was in the middle of a particularly nice fantasy about a crowd of knife-wielding men cornering me in an alley—I had arrived at the corner store where my pharmacy was located. My mother needed medicine.

I strutted in, still flying high on lust. I hadn’t quite cum in the bus, but I had gotten awfully close. 

In the back, at the pharmacist’s desk, I noticed he was alone.

“Everyone out to lunch?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “Two are out sick. The flu. Have you gotten your shot?”

I had, and told him so. 

He was a handsome man, an older man. Sort of like Mister Jefferson, except where Jefferson was broad and rugged, the pharmacist, Doctor Taylor, was tall and wiry. He wore thin wire-frame glasses that highlighted how dark his eyes were. At this point, I had known him for quite a few months. I was in at least twice a month for refills.

After gathering my pills, he rang up my total. My eyes shot up—it was much, much more than I had money for.

“The cost...” I said, with some disbelief. “Has it gone up?”

“Yes,” he said. “A few shipments were lost, and supply has gone down. So, cost went up. And your insurance...they don’t want to cover it anymore. You may be able to appeal, get some recompense, but, you know how these things go.”

I did know how these things go. My lust-addled mind flew into action. I could do something about this. I could do some very, very naughty things about this. 

I bit one plush lip, trying to grab his attention. “Can I talk with you in private?”

He smiled, friendly. “Miss Brook, I don’t know that—”

“Please?” I leaned forward and grabbed his arm. My cleavage—still shiny with Jefferson’s cum—showed proudly. 

“I just want to speak with you really quickly. I have something I’d like to tell you in confidence. Away from any prying eyes.”

“Um...” he coughed. “Very well. Certainly. Sure.”

He walked around to the side door and led me to the back of the pharmacy, between tall rows of drugs. Lucky for me, he placed himself with his back to the wall—all the better for my purposes.

“It’s just...Doctor Taylor, I know it’s really, really important to pay for all my medicine, but the thing is, this time...I just can’t.”

“I see. Well,” he shrugged. “My hands are tied, Shannon. I’m sorry. I know your mother is sick—”

“She is. Very, very sick. She’ll be in a horrid state without this medicine, Doctor.”

“I know, and I feel bad about that, but—”

“Isn’t there a way,” I asked, stepping closer, twirling one strand of my long red hair, “that I could make you feel better about everything?”

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean.”

“Don’t you?” 

My tits crushed up against his chest now. Even pressed hard against him, they were still triumphantly huge, and their volume only seemed to increase by being pushed up against his body. 

“Shannon...Miss...I mean...”

I like handjobs for a lot of the same reason that I like blowjobs. Blowjobs are better, don’t get me wrong. But when I give someone a handie, a lot of the same principles apply. I’m in control. I get to decide how much pleasure the man gets. 

“It’s just...if you helped me like this...” I slipped my hand to the inside of his thigh. Very soon the tips of my fingers danced along his zipper. “If you helped me...then I could help you. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“Miss...Misses...Miss...I mean, Miss...uh...”

“Shhh.”

It didn’t take any effort at all to take his zipper down. His cock plopped down on my hand. Like he had been waiting for me; like this was all part of the plan. He was already getting hard.

“Isn’t that nice?” I asked, stroking him harder. “Isn’t that what you want? Isn’t that good for you?”

“Oh, man...Shannon. I don’t know that...I mean, I don’t think that...”

“Shhh,” I said again, kissing him on the chin. “Stop thinking. That’s the whole problem you’re having, I think. Too much thinking. This is a simple exchange. No thinking required. You’re going to give me that medicine...and I’m going to stroke you off. And...if you’d like for this to happen again, just tell me to lick up your cum. You can do that, can’t you? No thinking required.”

He was looking directly down my dress. My expansive cleavage. The shiny smear on it from Jefferson’s cum, the presence of which certainly was less of a mystery to him now. The way the fabric clung to my sexy hips as I pushed into his body. 

It had been a long, long time since I had given a handjob, but some things you never forget. He was getting close, I could tell instinctively. His orgasm was approaching. He bucked his hips into my hand. His arms came up against my back, and he buried his face in my hair. His breaths were hot, intense, taking in as much of my scent and warmth as he could.

“Won’t you do that for me?” I asked again, stroking so diligently. “Please, Harold?”

“Oh god...Oh god! I can’t...I’m gonna...oh, god!”

Breathing heavy, he came into my hand. The liquid jets of his white goo felt so warm and hot. Some got on my dress. I didn’t care. I felt alive. I felt empowered.

After letting him recover for a moment—but not too long—I held up my hand, covered in his jizz. I eyed the gooey mess hungrily.

“How about it, Doctor? Are we going to do this again?”

Dazed, he nodded. And smiling, I licked it all up for him. 

Two minutes later, before he had time to think it through, I left with a bag of medicine for my mother and slipped back up on the bus. I still hadn’t had a good cum...but I was content in the knowledge that I had encouraged a few. And, at least in Doctor Taylor’s case, I had put a down-payment on some future cums when he went home and thought about how hot our episode was.

I knew this wouldn’t work forever, though. I knew sooner or later I would get caught, or Doctor Taylor’s conscience would catch up to him. 

I had to get that job. I had to do whatever I needed to do. 

* * * * *
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BEFORE LONG, I HAD arrived home early in the afternoon.

My mother was asleep, and seemed restful for once. I left her medicine in a tray next to her bed, easy to access and use. 

Then, I retired to my bedroom to examine my clothing choices for the next day. There was no stress-eating by me (indeed, no eating at all, really. I had a breakfast instead of a dinner that day). There was no binging through television (we couldn't afford cable or internet regardless). No, there was just me in a room concentrating on what I needed to do to get a job. 

And what I knew, what I had been told, was that I really had to dress to impress if I was going to get this job. 

One other girl was in direct competition with me. I hated to be so cutthroat, but it was her or me. Morality stops hanging around in your head when everything you need—everything your mother needs—rides on getting a job.

And if I had to be ridden to get that job, I was happy for the chance. More than happy, actually. I had to stop my planning a few times because I got so turned on from the thought of having this job where sex would be one of my primary functions. 

I finally enjoyed that nice cum that I had been sitting on all day long, imagining Katya breaking me in to Jefferson's will, wrapping her perfectly manicured hands in my thick red hair and using my mane as a handle as she fucked my mouth onto Jefferson's cock. In my little daydream, I came when he came.

But, such distractions could only last for a little while. I knew I had to stay on point. 

When I want to dress to look sexy, there are a few basic principles to stick to:

- show off my tits

- show off my hair

- show off my legs

Everything besides that it just gravy. So, let’s start with the first item on the list, tits. I have lots of bras—I’m a busty lady, like I said, and so I kind of run through them on a normal basis. My tits are thankfully pretty buoyant, and I do my honest best to keep my back strong so that they’ve got regular support. But, at the same time, because they’re so heavy and big, there’s a lot of wear and tear on bras over time. I'm always buying new ones—but luckily for me, because I hadn't been focused on sex for a while, all my sexy ones were still in perfect condition.

Push-up bra for the win, am I right? Nothing like a big pair of tits made to look even sexier by pushing them up and together. Honestly, it’s the way tits like mine were made to be displayed. The one I picked was violet and lacy.

To make sure my hair looked good, I combed it thoroughly and set a few alarms so that I would wake up extra early in the morning to have it styled just right.

So, legs. When it comes to showing off legs, women have two wonderful secret weapons—high heels and silk stockings. I chose to use both. I picked up another pair of heels—not as expensive as the ones I had worn earlier in the day, but definitely sexier. The heels were taller, and the straps sliding upward wrapped back and forth in a way to show off the arch of my feet. They would be uncomfortable, but at this point, I was expecting to spend more time off my feet with my heels in the air than anything else.

Anything for a job, remember.

Of course, I couldn't be all accessories. I had to pick out an outfit that would work for me as well. So, when I was done scrounging through my closet, my chosen outfit looked like a sexified version of a secretary’s outfit. I wanted these important, big-cocked men to look at me and know what they’d be able to have sitting in their office at any given time. A willing, hot, eager-to-please pet who was desperate to do anything to keep getting paid. 

I wanted them to know I’d dress to excite them. I wanted them to imagine me, waiting at work after I was supposed to go home, sticking around as they called their wife and said they wouldn’t be home until late...finally giving me the little beckoning finger to come crawl forward and suck on their big, bad, impressive cocks. 

“Please can I do this again tomorrow morning?” I’d beg. “Maybe when I bring you coffee? Maybe you'll want to cum in mine so I drink it down allll day long?”

That’s the message I wanted to send—a cocksucking, coffee-serving servant who was happy to do anything her corporate masters asked. 

I didn’t care about principles or morals anymore. I wanted to get paid and I wanted a big heaping serving of cock stuffing my hot little body whenever possible.

You see, I had forgotten about the effect cock had on me. 

I had forgotten how a good dose of sex really unleashed all sorts of sexy, easy, floozy feelings in me that I adored. Feelings that I had pushed deep down inside of myself because I wanted to be presentable and successful.

If somehow I could be successful and still be a floozy...gosh, wouldn’t that be great?

Of course, there was one little snag, as I mentioned before—I wasn't on any birth control. Why bother, when just yesterday morning I was sure I wasn't going to have sex?

But, well...I didn't care. If I was going to get pregnant, I'd get pregnant. That was one way for sure to make sure a man took care of me. 

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, I arrived a half-hour early, once again. This turned out to be a good idea because of the difficulty I had with parking, and how long it took to navigate the length and then height of the building to the very top floor.

I was met, once more, by a gorgeous secretary who guided me to the back of the floor to where I would be interviewed by the committee.

That top floor was something else. It’s almost hard to describe, because it sounds so unreal. There no cubicles, only offices. All the offices had glass windows, some of them with shades. Inside virtually every office was a woman on her hands and knees, working on a computer or sucking cock. In one or two offices, a lucky assistant was eating pussy. 

All the women were beautiful. All of them—the ones on their hands and knees, and the ones being served.

I walked past the office lounge, and inside a woman was cheerily giving head to a young man who casually sipped at a cup of coffee, reading the daily newspaper. He smiled broadly at me, and tilted his head down—inviting me to join her. 

I fought the urge. I certainly wanted to—just entering this floor had sent my lust-crazy mind into a tizzy. I was running on hot, yummy sexual fumes, and there were more fuel for these fumes everywhere I walked.

Finally, the lovely, long-legged secretary led me to a group of handsomely suited men standing in a circle, one of which was Mister Jefferson. I smiled happily when I saw him, and curtsied a little. I figured it couldn't hurt.

“Hello, Mister Jefferson.”

“Good morning, Shannon. We’ve been expecting you.”

All the men around him chuckled, like they were in on some joke. I expect they were. 

The Femme Fatale was there as well. She got up off a small chair when I arrived, looking at me smugly. 

“Yes. You are very late.” Her voice was thickly accented—something European.

“Late?” I scoffed. “I'm a half-hour early.”

“Yes. And I was an hour early. That means you are late.”

“Down, Silvija,” said Mister Jefferson. “You'll get a chance to show off soon enough.”

I was puzzled. “We're to be interviewed...at the same time?”

Again, all the men chuckled. Mister Jefferson took my hand, and then Silvija's, and led us both into a wide room with an enormous table inside. Luxurious leather seats made a circle around it. Inside the room already was another group of men—there were even more! 

They all looked at me, and at Silvija, with expectation on their faces. But they offered nothing of what they wanted to see. I knew lots of businesses rewarded initiative. And besides, they certainly couldn’t be caught asking for sex in order to give people a job. It had to be my idea.

It was my idea. I’d be delighted to suck every one of their big, fat businessman cocks in a row if it meant getting a regular paycheck. What’s not to love about sucking cock? 

“Well?” said Jefferson after a moment. “Show us what you can do with a room full of men.”

I smiled proudly—I knew exactly what I could do with a room full of men. 

But next to me, Silvija was ready as well. She strutted forward and grabbed one short, blond man and another burly dark-haired fellow. 

“I'm going to suck both your cocks at the same time,” she said, tossing her dark hair back. “And then I'll suck off whoever else wants some.”

The men looked at one another, smiling broadly. The rest of the men started gathering around, wanting to watch. I could feel the job slipping through my fingers, and straight into Silvija's. I couldn't allow that to happen. 

“That's small-time,” I said loudly. “You're in a big corporation, girl. You've got to think big.”

And so, I strutted up onto the table. There were at least twenty men in the room, and all of them were looking at me now, even the ones who had Silvija on her knees. Waiting for me to begin. 

Dancing to a tune only I could hear, I began to slowly strip off my jacket—revealing the tiny little top I had on with my tits practically spilling out of it. Smiling, I got on my hands and knees and approaching the man nearest to me—a broad, black man with thick horn-rimmed glasses. I took his glasses for a moment and then rubbed his face vigorously into my chest. While I did, my hand was tinkering with his pants...and soon I had his thick black cock in my hand. 

“I'm going to suck you off, Sir,” I purred. “And while I do, I want someone to come and fuck me from behind.”

I knelt down and starting to get to work, just as promised. My mouth slipped over the thick black cock, and soon I was sucking as hard and as loving as I ever had. I loved sucking cock so much—I didn't care whose cock it was. I was born to do it. 

From behind, Mister Jefferson approached me. Momentarily, I popped my mouth off of the black stud’s cock. I made sure to keep him hard, stroking him as I worked. 

“Just so you know...” I grinned. “I’m happy if you cum in me, but I’m not on the pill.”

“Good,” he said. “You know, we’ve got a great maternity package here. So, you better earn this job, yeah?”

He slapped my ass. His hands were so thick and hard. I just knew he had left a bruise. Grunting, he pushed my skirt up and gasped softly when he saw that I had no panties there. I had been expecting this sort of treatment, after all.

His length entered me. As he did, I pushed myself deep onto the black stud's cock. Jefferson's cock was just as big as it had been the day before when he throatfucked me. Only now, a huge black stud was fucking my throat and Mister Jefferson was fucking me from behind.

Jefferson picked up the pace immediately—there was a line of men cheering him on. They had all started focusing entirely on what I was doing, losing interest in just a regular old blowjob and handie from Silvija. Half of the men already had their pants down. 

“Fuck,” moaned Jefferson. “She's a tight one, boys! You better fight for seconds!”

They did, starting to push each other. Jefferson fucked me harder—and because he pushed into me harder, I pushed into the black stud's cock harder as well. They were a true double-team, each working in hot tandem with the other.

“Fuck.” The black stud grabbed my hair. “I'm gonna cum right down your fucking throat, girl.”

I moaned happily—that would be great! Jefferson was groaning too—he was gonna cum soon, I could feel it. I moaned and gyrated as eagerly as I could, urging both men on. Jefferson, in his hot motions, had started hitting my g-spot, and I was too far gone. I started to cum uncontrollably, my pussy squeezing down on Jefferson's big fat cock. I moaned in pleasure, sucking harder than ever.

It was too much for them—they each came almost simultaneously. First the stud, and then Jefferson, emptying their hot, gooey, sexy white loads into my whorish sex-crazy body. I licked up the spunk from the black stud and then pulled the next man in line—a skinny fellow with a shock of red hair like mine. His cock was salty, the cum from the last man still on my lips even as I stuffed my mouth full again.

Behind me, Jefferson finally pulled out of my still-twitching cunt, slapping my ass a final time before he left. 

The next man down the line already had his cock hard and ready. He had been stroking himself, like so many of them were. All of these big, powerful men stroked their big fat cocks just looking at the way I was serving them all.

He entered me with gusto and I came, again. I started to lose track of time and space—of whose cock I was even sucking or being fucked by. I didn't care anymore; I was living the way I had been born to live.

Whichever two men were around me fucked me harder and harder, pistoning me between them. We were a perfect engine of sex. A perpetual lust machine. 

Nobody cared very much about Silvija anymore. She sat alone, in a corner, watching sadly. I didn't care—I had won!

With my mouth full of hot, about-to-jizz cock, I looked around at the approaching men. So many more cocks to please. So many hunks to impress. So many different ways to ensure that I got my job. The cocks approached, getting closer to my holes second-by-second. Two of them got on the table with me—they wanted to fuck my cunt and my ass at the same time while I sucked another man’s cock. 

I would be delighted to let them.

I’d fuck the entire boardroom. I’d fuck the whole company.

Anything for a job.

* * * * *
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LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT my life now:

I’ve got a job.

I’ve got a salary.

I’ve got a future.

And, best of all, I’ve got as many hard cocks as I could ever want—and lots of wet pussy too.

At the grocery store, I buy everything I want. Cantaloupes. Melon. Sweet potatoes. Apples. Oranges. Tomatoes. Everything organic. I pick up a few cakes and plenty of milk and enough food to feed my mother and I for a week with no problems. Sometimes we throw food away because we forget about it in the fridge. If I had done that even a month ago, I would have cried in the bathroom for an hour from the overwhelming shame and stupidity. Now, we’ve got wiggle room to fail in those little ways—which is all I wanted in the first place. 

My mother gets better everyday. Now that she has regular access to the medicine she needs, the doctors give her a full, clean bill of health. Before, she had only months to live. Now she could live another twenty or thirty years.

I go to work every day with a smile on my face, and I come home every day with a belly full of cum. I’ll probably be pregnant soon—and there’s really no way to know who the father is without DNA testing the whole staff. There’s an explicit line in my contract that states how they all agree to pay for whatever route I choose to take with the pregnancy—including child care.

If I’m pregnant, I’ll probably look even hotter. So many extra curves and even bigger tits. I just love the thought.

Tomorrow I’ll get on my knees and beg Mister Jefferson to put another load in my fertile womb. Katya promises me he wants to get me pregnant. She says he’s never fucked a preggo girl before. She says she's begging for him to do the same to her, that she's desperate to carry his seed like a good girlfriend should. 

I love the corporate world.

# # #
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- Exclusive Bonus Stories!

- Early Access to New Releases!

- Discussions & Polls!

- Unfettered Access to the Author (that’s me!)

−  Show your support for the stories I write!

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review and let myself and others know what you thought. I want to write what you love! And don't forget to subscribe to the Nadia Nightside Erotica Newsletter and check out my website for the latest stories and exclusives!

* * * * *
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too!

The Patreon is the best way, but you can see what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside...

...and enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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        "Please…if you don't let me leave, I know I'm going to be yours forever."
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