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  Peyton was hopeless as a receptionist. Lisa tried him on a variety of different bullshit jobs around the office because there were only so many coffee orders that he could mess up before people started getting upset. The things she tried to teach Peyton weren’t particularly challenging but Peyton would lose his concentration every time the office door opened. He would look up, heart hammering in his chest, hoping it was Jack, and forget what he was supposed to be doing. Even when he was speaking to someone on the phone he would pause, mid-sentence, hoping it was Jack interrupting. Peyton’s inability to complete basic tasks, together with his blonde locks and excessively sexy outfits, led the others to assume he was a bimbo trying to land a rich man. And, well, he basically was.


  When Peyton wasn’t flummoxed he was bored. In an effort to keep him out of the front office Lisa had already had him sort out the supply closet several times. He’d restocked the fridge. He’d refilled the copy machines with paper. There were only so many menial tasks to do and Lisa was too busy to constantly worry about keeping him busy.


  When Jack did make an appearance late in the morning, Peyton rushed from the back of reception. “Hi, Mr. Crassus, is there any thing I can get you?”


  “These need to be mailed out right away,” Jack said, thrusting some papers towards Peyton. Peyton took them, hoping for a glance, a touch, a smile. But Jack turned and walked away. Peyton chewed on his lower lip, glancing up at Lisa, who was occupied with a phone call. Peyton turned and clicked after Jack on his high heels. Jack went into his office, Peyton following right behind.


  When Jack heard him he turned. “Yes?” Jack said, his voice cold, his grey eyes boring right through Peyton.


  “Mr., um, Crassus,” Peyton swallowed, feeling petite and delicate and needy. “I was hoping we could, um, talk.”


  Peyton crossed the room to Jack and looked up at him, placing his hand on Jack’s broad chest and allowing Jack to look right down the low-cut neck of Peyton’s top. Surely, Jack wouldn’t be able to resist Peyton’s perky breasts?


  “Is there a problem with your hearing, Peyton?” Jack said.


  “W-what?” Peyton stumbled, searching Jack’s eyes for some hint of the desire that was flooding Peyton’s panties.


  “Those papers,” Jack motioned to the papers still in Peyton’s hand. “Need to be mailed out right away.”


  Jack was cold and unfeeling and it made Peyton that much wetter. God, he wanted to drag himself against Jack’s body, fill himself on Jack, rock and moan until he satisfied the aching desire coursing through him.


  “Go on,” Jack said.


  Peyton turned and Jack smacked him on the ass. Peyton squeaked and jumped, his hand coming up to rub his butt. Peyton turned back to Jack with a smile, but Jack’s grim expression didn’t change. He must be fucking with Peyton. Unsure, Peyton left Jack’s office, head down, cheeks red with embarrassment. He felt the dampness of his panties clinging to him at each step. The worse Jack treated him the more Peyton wanted him. He would do anything for him.


  Peyton almost made a mess of mailing the papers until Lisa swooped in and corrected the address on the envelope. She then sent him back to the stock room to organize the supplies yet again. Peyton shoved papers here and there. He was useless. Worse than useless because this body was built to fuck and he couldn’t even do that.


  “Oh, Jack,” he whimpered, wiping a tear from his eye. He hated how mushy he felt. How desperate he was for such an asshole. He realized he had a problem but could do nothing to stop the flood of emotion. If he could just fuck Jack one more time surely that would work this feeling out of his system. Surely it would make Jack love him. Surely if he was just a good enough lay Jack would marry him and treasure him forever. Why wouldn’t Jack just give him that one more chance?


  Peyton was picking at his microwave meal in the break room during lunch when one of the other receptionists appeared in the doorway. “There you are. Jack wants to see you in Luke’s office.”


  Jack wanted to see him! Peyton’s heart hammered in his chest. He dumped the food into the trash and hurried to Jack’s office, pausing just outside the door to smooth down his dress, hike up his tits, and splay out the neck of his dress to show off his cleavage.


  Peyton walked into the office with a huge smile on his face. He paused briefly, the smile flickering when he saw a man in an expensive tan suit sitting behind the desk. Even though Peyton had just been told, it took a few minutes for the man’s name to filter through Peyton’s lovestruck brain. It was Luke, one of the junior partners in the office.


  “Come on in,” Jack motioned to Peyton, smiling at him and making Peyton’s heart melt.


  “Oh, Peyton,” Luke said with a smirk. “Word around the office is that you’re very helpful.”


  Luke had always been a little weasel, willing to backstab anyone for the sake of his own career. Even his face was weaselly: sharp features, small, greedy eyes, toothy smile. He was a womanizer. An asshole. A perfect man for Peyton.


  Peyton came and sat in the chair beside Jack. Being so close to these two glorious misogynists made Peyton’s knees shake. He forced him self to stay calm. He crossed one long leg over the other, making his dress slip up his golden thigh and drawing the eyes of both men.


  “Peyton, this is Luke,” Jack said.


  “Nice to meet you,” Luke said, holding out his hand.


  “You too,” Peyton said, taking Luke’s hand and noticing the man’s eyes flicking down to Peyton’s chest. The leering look made Peyton’s heart flutter.


  “Luke here just landed a major account,” Jack said.


  “It was nothing,” Luke replied with false modesty, sitting back in his chair and tugging at his cuffs. “Just my silver tongue,” he added with a wink at Peyton.


  Peyton’s disgust was matched only by his arousal. A familiar heat bloomed in his chest. He wondered if Luke knew what he did to him with just a simple glance. Jack looked at both of them with a sly smile, as if he knew something they didn’t.


  “Peyton, Luke deserves a very special reward for bringing in so much money,” Jack smirked.


  Peyton’s heart dropped but his panties grew moist. He sensed where this was going and his mind dreaded it but his body was ready and willing. He would be Jack’s whore if it helped Jack to love him.


  “Luke, Peyton is your special reward. I’m sure you’ll find her very… satisfying.”


  Jack squeezed Peyton’s bare knee, sending another bloom of heat through Peyton’s body. Jack stood and left the room with one last backward glance, closing the door behind him.


  “Come here, honey,” Luke said, pushing his chair back and patting to his knee. “Come sit on daddy’s lap.”


  Of fucking course this asshole had a daddy thing going on. And, of fucking course, the disgust joined with the arousal already dampening Peyton’s panties. He hated Luke and desperately wanted Luke to like him, which meant playing along with this macho power bull shit.


  Peyton stood up and swayed towards Luke, his sultry voice purring, “Have I been a naughty girl, daddy?”


  Luke's eyes darkened with desire, his mouth twisting into a predatory grin. “A very naughty girl,” he growled, reaching out to grip Peyton's hips. “Now what can we do about that?”


  The interaction between them crackled with electric tension, making Peyton's heart pound in his chest. He wanted Jack, but he would take Luke. Peyton shivered as he felt Luke's grip tighten, his fingers digging into his hips as Luke turned him around and pulled him back on his lap. Luke locked his arms around him, his erection already pressing up against Peyton’s skirt. Luke brought his mouth close to Peyton’s ear and inhaled deeply, shivering as he did so.


  “I’ve been wanting to fuck you ever since you walked into this office,” Luke growled in his ear.


  Peyton giggled stupidly, the heat in his body now blazing. He inched backwards on Luke’s lap, grinding his taut ass against Luke’s hidden manhood. Luke reached around and groped Peyton’s chest, greedy fingers digging into Peyton’s tits, crushing their bodies close. Luke nipped Peyton’s neck, biting gently at first but growing rougher as their lust grew. Bright pain flared as Luke bit harder. That would leave a mark. Everyone would know what Peyton had been up to as soon as he left the room.


  “Oh, yes, daddy,” Peyton said. “I want it, too.”


  “But first you need to be punished.”


  The change was sudden. Luke pushed Peyton off his lap, then grabbed him and twisted him around. Peyton was helpless in Luke’s arms as he found himself bent over Luke’s lap, ass in the air, his skirt pulling up to reveal his panties. Peyton’s flowing blonde locks fell down over his eyes. He could gain no purchase, his legs kicking feebly. Luke smacked Peyton’s ass, the sudden crack and blossoming pain making Peyton freeze.


  “You’ve been a bad girl, haven’t you, Peyton?” Luke growled.


  “Yes, I have,” Peyton agreed.


  Luke pushed his skirt up and smacked him again, on his bare ass this time. The sharp pain made Peyton gasp. Blood rushed to his head. This was humiliating. Even more humiliating was the fact that he was so wet, practically dripping through his dress.


  “And bad girls get spanked, don’t they?”


  “Yes they do, daddy,” Peyton replied.


  CRACK.


  Luke smacked Peyton’s ass again and he cried out. The pain radiated through him, fading to a deep, yearning pleasure. Peyton bit his lip and whimpered.


  “Good girl.” Luke smacked his ass again for good measure. “Now stand up.”


  Peyton stood. His ass was sore. Probably bright red, too.


  “Strip.”


   Peyton began wiggling his hips slowly as he unbuttoned his blouse, teasing each button as Luke leered at him. Peyton let the blouse slip down his arms and drop to the floor. Then he inched his skirt down his tantalizing hips until it dropped to the floor.


  “Like this, daddy?”


  “Like that,” Luke agreed, reaching into his pants to stroke his dick.


  “Now the bra and the panties. Slowly.”


  Peyton did as he was told, unclasping his bra and letting it slide down his arms, holding the cups to his breasts, releasing them one at a time until he stood topless. His exquisite tits were on full display and Luke ogled him, eyes sliding up and down Peyton’s body. Peyton hooked his thumbs into his panties and wiggled them down his long legs, revealing his blonde bush.


  Luke’s dark eyes bored into him. “Bend over my desk,” Luke ordered.


  “Yes, daddy,” Peyton said.


  Peyton took a step closer and bent over the desk, spreading his legs and arching his back. His hands rested on the desk, his tits bouncing below him. His pussy was right in Luke’s face, the chill air of the room brushing across his slickness, sending goosebumps up and down his body. Luke grabbed Peyton’s ass, fingers gently exploring the taut buttocks. “Fuck, your ass is even better than Jack said,” Luke murmured appreciatively.


  “Thank you, daddy,” Peyton said, getting into his role for Luke, wanting to please him.


  Luke brought his face between Peyton’s legs and inhaled his sharp musk. “You smell like such a bad girl, don’t you?”


  “Yes, daddy,” Peyton moaned, Luke’s fingers so delightful on his skin. God, Peyton wanted the man inside him. Wanted relief from this pressure building deep in his core.


  Luke prodded him, teasing his slick entrance, fingers gliding across his pussy but never entering. Peyton moaned and wiggled his ass. “Please, daddy,” he begged, hating the sultry, needy sound of his own voice. “Please fuck me.”


  He heard the chair roll back as Luke stood. The jingle of a belt as Luke’s pants were undone. Something hard and warm wedged itself between Peyton’s thighs, the thick head of Luke’s cock slipping up against Peyton’s slick entrance. Luke gripped Peyton’s hips and thrust suddenly with a vicious grunt, plunging in deep to Peyton’s silken folds. Peyton moaned as he was filled, closing his eyes to savor the delicious heat pressing him apart from the inside.


  Luke moved fast, pounding away at Peyton. Peyton’s tits bobbed crazily at each thrust. He threw back his head and sank into the pleasure. Luke released one of Peyton’s ass cheeks and a second later there was a swift – CRACK – on Peyton’s ass as Luke slapped him again. Peyton strained back, the pain meeting the pleasure within him.


  “You’re such a naughty girl.” Luke said again, slapping Peyton’s ass once more.


  “Yes, daddy. Oh, yes, punish me!” Peyton begged.


  Each thrust of Luke’s cock was now accompanied by a sharp slap on Peyton’s ass. CRACK – CRACK – CRACK. Peyton was on fire with pain and lust and humiliation. He was aware of his own voice begging for more, promising he would be good for his daddy, but he felt as though he was outside himself, immersed in pure pleasure. Peyton was so loud he was sure everyone in the office could hear him begging for Luke’s cock like a slut. The humiliation just made him burn brighter. Peyton’s body wiggled and rolled, ass growing painful and red as his body was used, Luke thrusting faster, faster, until with a heavy groan he lodged himself deep inside Peyton and came.


  Peyton’s relief was immediate as the orgasm washed through him while Luke filled his insides with hot cum. Peyton quivered, crying out in a cracked voice as his arms went weak and he dropped his face to the desk, boneless as Luke fucked him, Peyton’s eyes rolling up in his head as rich pleasure filled him. He was a blubbery mess as Luke fucked him senseless and he howled out his pleasure for the entire office to hear.


  When they finished, Luke lay against Peyton’s back, panting heavily. After a few seconds he pulled out, dripping down Peyton’s thighs. Peyton stood and reached for his panties.


  “No,” Luke said, a wicked grin on his face. “Bad girls don’t get to wear bras or panties.”


  Peyton wiggled back into his skirt and blouse. His nipples were clearly visible beneath the fabric, still sticking out. His tits, no longer contained, bounced with each step as he left the room. He tried to ignore the snickering from the cubicles just outside Luke’s office. He burned with shame, but the fact that he’d done it for Jack carried him on.


  Returning to the outer office, the other girls gave him questioning looks, which devolved into snickers and whispers behind his back as the story spread. Peyton’s ass was so sore he couldn’t sit down. Only when he visited the toilets later that day and saw his reflection in the mirror did he realize that Luke’s hickie bloomed bright red and blue on his neck.


  By the end of the day everyone knew. The women disdained him. The men ogled him, knowing that, with Jack’s blessing, Peyton would be their prize, too. Peyton would do them all. He would do anything. For Jack.


  * * * *


  Peyton couldn’t bear to tell Leah that he was still smitten with Jack. He just couldn’t face her disappointment. But he really wanted her approval. She was his only friend. So he lied, sort of.


  “I came one step closer to breaking the spell,” Peyton confessed to Leah as they sat on the couch eating takeout together in their pajamas.


  “That’s great!” Leah enthused. “Who with? Tell me everything.” She set her container down on the table and sat back on the couch, leaning her head on her hand so that her blonde hair swept down over her fingers. She fixed him with her bright blue eyes and her impish grin.


  In Peyton’s telling, Luke propositioned him and it had nothing to do with Jack.


  “Luke kept wanting me to call him ‘daddy’. It was so weird. And then he kept my bra and panties.”


  “Creepy,” Leah wrinkled her nose.


  “You think that’s bad. Jack keeps the panties of all his “conquests” in a trophy behind his desk.”


  “Ew, ew, ew!” Leah stuck out her tongue in distaste.


  “Yeah, I know,” Peyton said, trying hard to pretend like the thought of being one of Jack’s trophies didn’t really turn him on even though it made him squirm slightly and sent a bloom of heat through him.


  “Both Jack and Luke were just as awful at sex as they are everywhere else. Demanding. Selfish. Everything is about them. If it weren’t for the spell I wouldn’t have enjoyed it at all.”


  “I’m not surprised. Your whole office sounds like it’s staffed by misogynists.”


  “Competent women at the front, misogynists at the back.”


  “Like some weird corporate mullet.” They laughed. Leah placed her hand on his knee. “Hey. I’m glad you got over Jack. Focus on getting through this year.”


  “Yeah. I will. Thanks.” Peyton squeezed her hand.


  Leah paused and chewed on her bottom lip. “It, uh, does mean that you’ll have to get out there more. I mean, just doing the numbers… it’s been a month and you’ve only had…what?…four or five guys?”


  “I know, I know. I’m getting there. If it helps, I think everyone in the office thinks I’m a slut.”


  Leah shot him a crooked smile. “Yeah, I think that can only help.”


  * * * *


  Peyton had barely had a chance to sit down the next morning before he was called into Jack’s office. The other women behind the desk shot him dark looks as he scurried off. He didn’t care.His only thought was for Jack.


  Peyton paused outside Jack’s office, adjusting his blazer and unbuttoning the top button of his blouse before pushing it aside to show off his cleavage. Just like yesterday, his body bloomed with heat as he entered Jack’s office and saw him.


  Jack was leaning on his desk, hands clasped together. His lips curled into a smirk as he looked up at Peyton. Seated at a chair in front of the desk was a heavyset man. He didn’t look at all like he belonged in the office. He wasn’t polished or handsome like the other executives. In fact, he looked slovenly. He wore a button-down shirt stained with grease marks. His gut protruded over his jeans, which were likewise streaked with grease. His heavy jowls and wide set eyes made Peyton think of a frog.


  “Peyton, this is Mark,” Jack said, gesturing to the man across from him. “He’s been working on our air conditioning all night.”


  “Nice to meet you,” Peyton said perfunctorily.


  “Ho, ho! This her?” Mark said in his thick Brooklyn accent.


  Jack nodded. “This is the one.” He looked at Peyton. “Mark has done an exemplary job and deserves a reward. How do you feel about taking care of him?” Jack looked at Peyton expectantly.


  Peyton’s stomach sank. Again he was being pawned off on someone who was not Jack. Even worse, Mark was a slob. Peyton recognized this as a demonstration of Jack’s power over him. If Jack could make Peyton do this, he could make him do anything. Peyton longed to resist but, as it was a request from Jack, he knew he couldn’t. He wanted to please Jack and if this was the way to his heart Peyton would do it.


  “Of course,” Peyton agreed, forcing himself to smile.


  “I’ll leave you to it, then,” Jack said, pushing himself up from his desk. As he passed Peyton he patted him on the butt and murmured in his ear. “Do a good job and maybe I’ll fuck you over the desk again.”

  
  
  Peyton flushed red and nearly melted. It was all he wanted. It was all the motivation he needed.


  Jack closed the door behind him, leaving Peyton alone with Mark.


  “So, sweetie, what’s my reward?” Mark leered up at him.


  Peyton sank to his knees in front of Mark and gently spread Mark’s legs. Peyton ran his hands up and down Mark’s thighs, pressing out his chest so Mark could stare down at his tits. Mark grinned and Peyton wiggled his body closer, resting his head on Mark’s lap. Peyton’s golden tresses spilled down Mark’s legs. Peyton’s restless fingers continued gliding up and down Mark’s other leg, soon finding the bulge at his crotch.


  “Shit, look at them titties,” Mark whistled.


  Peyton slowly unzipped Mark’s pants, gazing up into Mark’s wide froggy eyes as he did so. There was nothing attractive about Mark. Not his appearance. Not his personality. The only reason Peyton was so wet right now was because he knew he was obeying Jack.


  Peyton reached into Mark’s pants, slipping beneath his boxer shorts to grab the hard cock. He brought it out and stroked, watching it grow right in front of his pretty little nose. His fingers slid up and down Mark’s veiny shaft. Mark’s deep musk filled Peyton’s nose, the scent fueling the fire within him despite himself. Peyton forced himself to stick out his tongue and duck close to the base of Mark’s cock, gazing up into Mark’s eyes as he balanced the man’s cock on his nose and then licked from base to tip.


  Mark grunted and Peyton licked him again. And a third time.


  “Oh god, girl. Stop teasing me and suck it.” Peyton once again licked from base to tip and this time when he reached the tip he opened his lips and swallowed Mark’s cock. Mark groaned as Peyton filled his mouth. The head of Mark’s cock slid against Peyton’s tongue, pressing his tongue flat. Peyton took him all in, lowering his lips down, down the veiny shaft as Mark’s musky scent filled his nose and the hot hard cock filled his mouth. Peyton dragged himself up, swirling his tongue around the underside of his shaft as he did so. He was rewarded with another groan from Mark.


  “Oh, shit, honey, you’re such a good little cocksucker.”


  Peyton dragged his lips back down the cock, filling his mouth until his nose pressed deep into Mark’s curly dark pubic hair and the head of his cock rested at the back of his throat. Peyton held him there, undulating his tongue for a few seconds, sucking as Mark sighed. Peyton began pulling his lips slowly back up the slick shaft but Mark’s hand shot out and grabbed a fistful of Peyton’s hair. Mark pushed Peyton’s lips back down as he slowly thrust his hips up to Peyton’s waiting mouth.


  Mark gripped Peyton’s hair painfully tight as he yanked and thrust Peyton’s face up and down his cock, using Peyton as a fucktoy. Peyton could only open his mouth as wide as he could and suck as the powerful man rammed his lips back down, yanking up, the head of his cock making Peyton sputter and choke. Mark only let him back up fractionally. Peyton’s eyes watered as he continued sucking, helpless as Mark guided his head up and down. That Mark had no care for Peyton’s feelings only made Peyton that much hornier. His panties grew damp as Mark used him, fucking his face faster and faster. Peyton glugged as Mark plunged deep into him, again and again, like the worst kind of porno.


  “Yeah. Fuck yeah little cocksucking slut. You’re such a slut aren’t you?” Mark muttered as he alternately slid in and withdrew from Peyton’s mouth.


  Saliva dripped down Mark’s shaft as Mark forced Peyton to suck faster and faster. Peyton choked on Mark’s dick again and again, which Mark seemed to enjoy and which made Peyton warmer and wetter. God, he wanted this man’s cum so bad but all he could do was open his mouth wide and accept Mark’s dick as the salty taste of pre cum flooded his tongue. Mark didn’t want a woman, he wanted a sex doll. An empty head and a gaping mouth.


  Mark thrust up, again and again, moving faster, until with a mighty groan he jammed Peyton’s head all the way down his shaft. Peyton’s nose pressed deep into Mark’s groin as the head of Mark’s cock hit the back of Peyton’s throat and he exploded. The cock throbbed between Peyton’s lips, jetting hot cum down his throat. He gulped down as much as he could, drinking the tangy cream. He had no choice. The hot seed filled his belly as he coughed and sputtered but continued to drink his fill as Mark’s cock throbbed between his pretty lips.


  It felt like eons, like gallons of cum down his throat as Peyton gulped furiously, until Mark’s cock was spent and his load was completely emptied into Peyton’s belly. Mark kept Peyton’s head jammed down his dick as the man grunted in satisfaction. Finally, the pressure on Peyton’s head eased and Peyton rose, grateful to finally be able to re lease Mark’s cock from his lips.


  Mark looked down at Peyton and laughed. “That was great reward. You better go clean yourself up.”

  
  Peyton smiled, the tangy taste of Mark still lingering on his lips. He slipped out the door and hurried to the restroom, head down. His reflection in the mirror was a fright. His mascara had run. His hair was a frizzy mess. Cum glinted from the edge of his lips.


  Disgust and that deep sense of shame at looking anything less than perfect filled him. He washed off his mascara and raked out his hair with his fingers as best he could. Then he hurried to get his purse and brought it back into the restroom.


  He'd taken to filling his purse with makeup and touching himself up multiple times a day. He felt awful until he was able to reapply his mascara and fix up his hair properly. It took some time, but he was eventually radiant once again. His self-esteem rose. Yes, he was the office slut. But he was gorgeous.


  Jack now knew what power he had over Peyton. Peyton would do any thing he wanted. Anyone he wanted. Peyton was Jack’s slut and Jack knew it. Maybe that would be a good thing. At least Peyton would be getting closer to fulfilling the spell’s goal. Though the only thing he truly cared about was pleasing Jack.


  Jack seemed to know how Peyton felt. His teasing was relentless. He would invite Peyton to a meeting, touching him under the table again and again, only to leave Peyton unsatisfied and horny as hell. Or he would call him into his office and assign him some work then belittle him when he failed to do it correctly. And Peyton always failed to do it correctly. There was always some aspect he got wrong as Jack made it deliberately hard to do any tasks correctly.


  “These sheets are all out of order,” Jack screamed, throwing the papers in Peyton’s face. “How the fuck am I supposed to close a deal if you can’t keep some simple paperwork in order?”


  As Peyton sank to his knees and began collecting the papers, Jack watched him, Peyton’s little butt in the air as he scooted around on the floor, his tits hanging down.


  “You’re fucking useless,” Jack sneered “No, that’s not true. There is one thing you’re good at. I’ve heard good things about that pretty little mouth of yours.”

  
  Peyton looked up hopefully. He was a wet mess from Jack’s outburst. Horny as hell. His body vibrating for Jack. The more Jack screamed and called him useless, the more Peyton wanted him.


  “I’m so sorry, Mr. Crassus,” Peyton groveled, willing to throw away his dignity for just one more chance to press himself against Jack. From his position kneeling on the floor, he reached up to peek over the edge of Jack’s desk, his tits hanging down delectably beneath the tight navy blue top. “How can I make it up to you?”


  Peyton hated how Jack had so much control over him. But his body ached for it. And when Jack told Peyton he could make it up by showing another junior associate a good time, Peyton thanked him profusely and went out to give his body away to some other needy asshole.


  Every day was the same. Jack would get angry. Peyton would grovel. Jack wouldn’t fuck him but would send him around to one associate after another to reward. It became a running joke in the office. Everyone knew what would happened when Peyton went into a room and closed the door.


  Lisa stopped bothering to give him work. Just made him sit in the break room until Jack called for him. He was the office slut. Willing to let anyone do anything to him on Jack’s orders. The more they treated him like crap the more he loved it. Loved being called names: dirty whore, cumbucket, slut. Loved the rough treatment. The fact that they saw him only as a sex object. Someone to serve them and give them pleasure.


  Sometimes they fucked him and made him cum. Other times they had their way with him and left him wet and quivering and horny and unsatisfied. These times he would make his way quickly to the restroom and stroke himself to orgasm, desperately needing that relief, knowing that his orgasmic cries could be heard outside the door and that everyone was laughing at him.


  For a while he could pretend to himself that it was all in service of breaking the spell. But within a month he’d fucked and sucked his way through the office several times. His numbers stagnated and the chances of breaking the spell seemed to recede into the distance. Peyton was a complete joke around the office. But he didn’t care. All he wanted was Jack.


  To be continued…
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