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Chapter One

“Welcome to Censored Gifts,” Piper said cheerily, greeting a young couple who entered the store holding hands. “What can I help you with today?”

“We’re just looking,” the man said, cutting her off before she could finish saying “today.”

He was rather rude, Piper thought, but what else was new? Most customers were rude, even in a store like this, which was filled with nothing but items meant for having fun.

It didn’t take a rocket scientist to know what kind of fun the rude man and his attractive female partner were going to be getting up to in the near future. They made a beeline for the adult products section near the back of the tiny store.

Great, Piper thought, they’re probably going to buy some sex toys while Joel’s here observing me.

Piper knew she was on thin ice with Joel, her boss of six months. This job had been so much easier when Liz had been the manager, as Liz had been content with just letting customers decide for themselves what they wanted to buy. Piper had never been what you might call a “salesperson,” and Joel wanted his employees to be just that.

Piper sighed. She knew she had it easier here than in a store like, say, Best Buy or Office Depot, where they pressured you to sell extended warranties or computer repair services. All Joel really asked for was for the staff to sell add-ons for products that needed them.

Which really meant extra batteries and cleaning wipes for sex toys. Apparently, the profit margin on sex toys themselves was razor thin, so Censored Gifts didn’t make much money off of them. Selling batteries and cleaning wipes--which were Censored Gifts branded--ensured that each sex toy sale was much more profitable.

And Piper sucked at add-on sales.

Piper begrudgingly went to the register when she saw the couple walking in that direction, the man holding a pink and white box. She wished Nikki, the store’s Salesperson of the Year for the last two years, hadn’t gone to lunch already, leaving her alone in the store. Well, alone other than Joel, but it wasn’t like he was going to lower himself to running the register.

Which meant Piper had to try--and probably fail--to sell these two something they probably wouldn’t want.

“Did you find everything you were looking for today?” Piper asked them.

The man lay the box on the counter--containing one of the best multi-speed vibrating wands the store stocked--without saying anything. Piper gave him a moment to respond, but when he still didn’t, she scanned the UPC code on the back of the box with her scanner. She glanced at the register screen, knowing what it was going to prompt her to say.

“You know, this is one of the best wands we carry,” she said, “but the vibration is so powerful its batteries don’t last all that long. You might want to consider picking up an extra set while you’re here.”

“We’re fine,” the man said, as rude as ever.

“You can get a ten percent discount on the batteries if you buy them with the wand,” Piper offered. “Oh, and you’ll want some cleaning wipes, too.”

The woman, who had a much friendlier demeanor than her boyfriend, looked like she was about to say something, and Piper’s heart beat a little quicker with the hope that she might get the add-on.

“I said we’re fine,” the man said, dashing all hope.

From her left, Piper heard shuffling and glanced in that direction. Joel was standing there, scribbling something onto a clipboard. Her face flushed red as she turned back to the couple and told them their total.

The rude man pulled out his wallet and inserted a credit card into the PIN pad. A moment later, the couple left the store with their new wand, lacking any add-ons, and Joel was still writing on his clipboard.

---

The rest of Piper’s shift didn’t get any better. She tried three more times to sell sex toy add-ons and failed each time. Nikki, on the other hand, sold batteries to her first two sex toy customers after getting back from lunch. Piper made it a point to watch Nikki when she talked to the customers, to see if there was anything she could see the other girl doing that she wasn’t, but she didn’t learn anything. To her eyes, Nikki was doing nothing different from what she was doing.

Piper was getting ready to clock out at the end of her shift when Joel appeared again from the little office in the back. He asked her to come with him before she clocked out.

Piper’s hands shook as she followed her boss to his office, which was at the back of the store, down a hallway hidden by a black curtain that had a sign on it saying “No customer restrooms.” She was sure she was about to be fired, and she dreaded it. It wasn’t that this job was the greatest thing ever--there were plenty of other mall stores hiring, at the same or even better pay--but she’d never done well with criticism or confrontation. She fought off the sudden urge to just yell “I quit!” while running out of the store at top speed long enough to make it to the office.

“Have a seat, Piper,” Joel said, all seriousness, motioning to the crappy metal folding chair in front of his desk. He sat down in his large, leather desk chair.

“Am I being fired?” Piper blurted out, trying to catch the words as they escaped her lips. Her hands were shaking worse now, and she felt beads of sweat forming on her forehead.

“No,” Joel said. “But we do need to have a chat about your sales performance.”

Joel began droning on and on about how important it was for Censored Gifts’ salespeople to sell add-ons to sex toys, about how they frequently lost money on the sex toys themselves. This seemed like bad business to Piper, but hey, he was the one with the fancy community college business degree. Her boss threw numbers at her, most of which she’d never remember but which included fifty-three percent, which was the target “conversion rate” for add-ons to sex toys.

He really expected her to sell batteries and/or cleaning wipes to over half of the customers who bought a dildo. She’d succeeded in doing so exactly zero times today, and none of her shifts last week were much better.

“The company is also going to start rolling out the Censored Gifts VIP Card,” Joel said. “It’s a loyalty card where our guests get points for their purchases. After they get enough points, they get a coupon for ten percent off an item of their choice.”

“Cool,” Piper said, trying to fake some enthusiasm and knowing she probably failed at that as much as selling add-ons.

Joel nodded. “It’s very cool,” he said in a way that made the whole thing sound very uncool. “But with it we’ll have a new sales metric to track--VIP Card sign-up conversion.”

Piper fought off a sigh. Great, she thought. Another thing they could use to eventually fire me.

“Don’t stress too much about it,” Joel said. “Censored isn’t expecting every customer to sign up, just most.”

“Most?” Piper asked.

“For the first year of the roll-out, we’re expected to achieve a seventy-five percent conversion rate. That means you should be signing up three out of every four customers that go through your checkout who don’t already have a VIP Card. That sounds like a lot, but I think it’s perfectly achievable.”

Yeah, right, Piper thought. Maybe for Nikki…

Joel seemed to be waiting for Piper to agree with him, but when she didn’t, he said, “Okay. Good talk. I expect you’ll do better going forward.”

And if I don’t? Piper thought but didn’t say.

He answered her unasked question anyway. “Otherwise, we’ll have no choice but to escalate our performance discussions.”

Piper groaned, hoping Joel didn’t hear it. She thought being fired might be less painful than whatever that meant.


Chapter Two

Piper clocked out and walked out of the store. She felt like venting and knew Bree was always a good listener for that sort of thing. Bree worked at the Carolina Watch Company kiosk in the middle of the mall’s main hallway, right in front of Censored Gifts. They’d frequently gripe to each other about their bosses, but whereas Joel was too businesslike and attentive, Bree’s boss Dakota was a slacker who was away from work more than he was there. Piper supposed she could see Bree’s point that having him there might both ease her workload and be better for their customers, but Piper envied her not having to worry about her boss breathing down her neck all the time.

Piper didn’t see Bree behind the counter at her kiosk but walked toward it anyway. Bree could sometimes be hard to see if she was sitting on the little stool at the desk in the middle of the kiosk, bent forward to work on a watch. As she got closer, though, she saw the little handwritten sign on the counter that said: “Be Back Soon.” Piper decided to hang out until Bree got back from the bathroom or wherever it was she had gone.

She was only waiting a few minutes when she saw Bree walking toward the watch kiosk, coming from the direction of one of the mall’s restrooms. Bree smiled and gave Piper a little wave when she saw her.

“Hey,” Bree said, unlocking the kiosk’s little door to step behind the counter. “What’s up? You look upset.”

Piper hesitated before answering, her eyes drawn to something shiny and almost translucent at the right edge of Bree’s lips. She knew what it looked like, but couldn’t imagine she was right.

“What?” Bree asked.

“Nothing,” Piper replied. “You just… you have something on your…”

Bree’s eyes widened, and her right hand flew up to her mouth, wiping at it.

“Was that what I think it was?” Piper asked, smirking.

“Maybe,” Bree said, her face reddening.

“I didn’t know your husband was here today,” Piper said slyly.

“He’s not,” Bree said.

“You slut!” Piper said, laughing. “Who’s the lucky guy, then?”

“Just a customer who complained about the price of a band adjustment,” Bree said.

“Guess you’re just another Tramp, then,” Piper said, referencing the Town Centre Tramps, a loosely organized group of mall girls--and a few guys--who livened up their usually dreary work lives by fucking each other and as many customers as they could get away with.

Bree shrugged. “I haven’t been formally inducted, but if the shoe fits…”

“I haven’t done much Tramp-worthy business myself,” Piper said with a sigh. “I used to fuck this guy named Ben at the end of our shifts together when he worked at Censored, and one time I blew this bored husband in the food court men’s room. Sometimes I’ll help with events they throw together--not sure how they get away with what they do without mall management shutting them down--but I don’t usually participate too much in those.”

“Events?” Bree asked.

Piper nodded. “They do this gloryhole giftbox thing every Christmas, and not too long ago had a weird BDSM class they helped with.”

“Interesting.”

“Well, I may not be a Tramp at all much longer if I don’t get my act together,” Piper said. “I think Joel’s close to firing me.”

“Why?”

“Because I don’t sell enough add-ons,” Piper explained. “Mainly on sex toys. The company makes a lot of money on our branded batteries and cleaning wipes, and I suck at selling them.”

“Maybe it would help if you’d… incentivize some purchases,” Bree said.

Piper blinked. “What do you mean?”

Bree smiled and tapped at a sign on the counter of her kiosk. It read, “Satisfaction Guaranteed.” “How do you think I… guarantee a lot of my customers’ satisfaction?” she asked.

“You slut,” Piper said again.

“Maybe you could… I don’t know, offer a… demonstration of the toy they’re purchasing if they agree to buy batteries or whatever.”

“Damn, girl,” Piper said.

“I mean… not every time,” Bree said. “I’m assuming they don’t expect you to sell something with every toy.”

“Right. Just… fifty-three percent of the time.”

“Okay,” Bree said. “So more than half the time. But wait--surely you do sell some stuff already, right? Just not as much as you should?”

Piper winced. “Not so much. It’s been a couple of weeks since I have. Unlike Nikki, who’d probably be able to sell batteries to people just walking by the store who don’t even have any sex toys.”

“Who doesn’t have sex toys?”

“That’s not the point,” Piper said.

“Well, don’t do it every time,” Bree said. “Maybe just try it once, see if it helps get your numbers up. Maybe only offer it to cute guys who are by themselves.”

“Cute, single guys who are by themselves,” Piper muttered, considering the possibility.

“I didn’t say they had to be single,” Bree said with a devious grin on her face.


Chapter Three

The next day, as Piper got dressed for work, she couldn’t get Bree’s suggestion out of her mind. It seemed crazy--was crazy--to whore herself out just to sell some stupid batteries. Of course, she supposed she could set limits to the whoring. Make it so the guy couldn’t touch her (unless she wanted…), stuff like that. It’s not like she’d actually be fucking anyone. She’d simply be offering a demonstration of the toys, so there was a very good chance that she’d enjoy it immensely. Was it really whoring if the guy didn’t get off and just got her off instead?

She told herself there was no way she could go through with it, but when she was ready for work, she looked at herself in the mirror and managed to surprise herself. She’d subconsciously dressed in a way more provocative manner than usual. Instead of her normally conservative, black polo with the Censored Gifts logo, she wore a white tank top the company had used very briefly as part of some summer event a while back. The tank top showed off her slender shoulders (it had some help from her red hair being tied into a ponytail, up and away from her shoulders) and perfect little tits. She didn’t bother to put on a bra, so her perky nipples were all but tearing through the thin fabric of the tank top.

She also wore her very short, black-and-red checked skirt that would leave nothing to the imagination were she to bend over, underneath which was a thong that was so tiny she may as well have gone commando. Finishing the look was a pair of black boots with heels that added a good two inches to her height.

She looked more like she was going to a club than to work, but she shrugged at her sexy reflection and went out the door.

Her look seemed to have no effect on her first sex toy customer of the day, a frumpy older woman who looked like her grandmother. She had a passing thought of offering a demonstration of the clit-sucking toy the old woman was buying and felt the smoothie she’d had for breakfast trying to come back up. The toy was the kind with a USB-rechargeable battery, so it didn’t need extra batteries (but, since it was in the sex toy department, it still counted against Piper in the conversion category), but the lady didn’t want cleaning wipes either.

Piper’s next sex toy sale was to a couple. The guy looked her up and down with a hungry look in his eyes, so she thought he’d have been the perfect target for the offer she still wasn’t sure she could actually make. His girlfriend didn’t seem amenable to such an offer, though, so the point was moot.

They didn’t buy batteries or wipes, so she was zero for two so far today, and feeling more and more desperate.

The next couple of hours passed with no sex toy sales, so Piper didn’t even have an opportunity to try to turn things around. The end of her shift was nearing, and she thought she might have another zero day for Joel’s tracking charts.

About an hour before she was supposed to clock out, a skinny guy with shaggy blond hair and a barely-there beard walked into the store and went straight to the sex toy aisle. He looked around for a bit and glanced at his phone several times before starting to walk away with a frustrated look on his face.

If he walked out without buying something, at least he wouldn’t count against her conversion numbers. On the other hand, though, Piper had a feeling about him…

She quickly stepped from behind the register and approached him.

“What can we help you find today?” she asked.

“Oh, it’s nothing,” he said, moving to go around her. “I was just looking.”

“It looked like you were looking for something in particular,” Piper said, moving in his path. “Something on your phone, maybe? I can help you find it.”

He smiled nervously, and it made Piper think he was a little cuter than she’d originally surmised. “This is kind of embarrassing.”

“No need to be embarrassed,” she said, smiling back. “Trust me. The sex toy aisles wouldn’t take up so much space in the store if literally everyone didn’t enjoy them. So, what were you trying to find?”

“This girl I’m messing around with said she likes bullet vibes?” he said, more a question than a statement. “I didn’t see any back there.”

“Oh, we have several,” Piper said, walking back toward the sex toys. She glanced back to make sure he was following. “They’re just small and easy to overlook.”

Piper led him to an aisle filled with boxed vibrators hanging from pegs. A row along the top, which the guy somehow missed entirely, had a dozen different bullet vibrators of varying sizes and colors.

“What’s the difference between them?” he asked.

Piper shrugged. “There’s not much, really. The more expensive ones have several different speed and intensity settings, but even the cheaper ones usually get the job done. The bullet is a pretty basic toy, but don’t let that fool you. For a lot of girls, it’s all they need.”

“And what about you?” he asked. “Do you like it?”

Piper felt herself blushing. “Yes. And I’m sure your girlfriend will like whichever one you pick.”

“Oh, she’s not my girlfriend,” he said. “Just a friend with benefits. For now, at least.”

Piper raised an eyebrow. She certainly wasn’t above messing around with a guy who was spoken for, but someone without a true significant other sure made what she was contemplating less problematic.

“Well, if you’d like, I can offer you a… demonstration,” she said softly.

“I appreciate that,” he said, pulling the most expensive bullet vibe, a shiny purple one, from its peg and looking at it. “But it looks pretty basic, like you said. I think I can handle turning it on and off.”

Piper turned toward him and batted her eyelashes. “I’m sure you can,” she said. “I meant I can show you what it can do.”

“It vibrates, right?” he asked. “Again, it’s not that complicated. Thanks for showing me where it was.”

The guy was clueless. He turned around to head to the checkout area, but she grabbed his arm to stop him.

“To a woman,” she said. “I can show you what it can do to a woman.”

His eyes widened as realization dawned on him. “Really?”

She nodded. “Really. And all I ask is that you buy extra batteries and some cleaning wipes when I ring you up for it.”

The guy looked around to see if anyone was watching him. He probably thought he was being set up for a practical joke.

“I’m not joking,” she said, moving close enough to him to smell his cologne. He smelled good, and her pussy tingled. “And there’s no catch. Other than buying the toy and accessories.”

“Okay,” he said.

It would be almost an hour before the closing employee, Sebastian, showed up for work. Piper did a quick walk through the store to make sure there were no other customers and then went to the front. She pushed the button to lower the entrance’s gate. A sign on the gate, facing the mall hallway, read, “Back in 5.”

It might take more than five, Piper thought, but not much more. She was pretty worked up already.

“Follow me,” she said when she returned to Lenny, still standing at the register.

Piper led him to the back of the store and into the hallway behind the black curtain. She tried the door to Joel’s office, knowing it would be unlocked, but still breathed a sigh of relief when the doorknob turned.

“You sure we’ll have privacy back here?” he asked.

Piper nodded. “Oh yeah. My boss is barely here; this is only one of three Censored stores he manages and he spends most of his time at the other two. No one ever comes back here when he’s away.”

“Gotcha,” he said. “The name’s Lenny, by the way.”

“I’m Piper,” Piper said.

“So, how do we do this?” Lenny asked.

“You aren’t going to do anything but sit down and watch,” she said, gesturing to the chair she sat in to receive her latest round of admonishment from Joel.

Lenny sat in the chair. Piper, leaning her ass against the edge of Joel’s desk, turned slightly to grab a pair of scissors from a large cup on the desk. She used the scissors to slice through the bullet vibe’s packaging. She slid the little purple cylinder out of the plastic and turned the battery cap knob to the right a couple of notches.

Lenny’s eyes lit up as the vibe hummed to life.

“You turn this cap to the left to unscrew it and change its batteries,” Piper explained, sounding a little more clinical than was appropriate, given what she was about to do in front of this strange man. “Turning it to the right turns it on. Turning it more to the right increases the speed and intensity of the vibrations.”

“Got it,” Lenny said, glancing from the vibe to Piper’s skirt.

“I typically like my vibes on lower settings,” Piper said, “except for when I’m in a hurry to get off. Turning them all the way up is usually too much stimulation. Somewhere in the middle is perfect for a quick fix.”

“The middle,” Lenny repeated. “Like you have it set now.”

“I see you’re paying attention,” she said. “Now, remember, you’re just watching. No touching me, and if your hand gets anywhere near your zipper, I’ll stop.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Lenny said, putting his hands under his legs.

“Good boy,” Piper said. “Let’s get started.”

Piper sat on the desk and spread her legs a bit. Lenny’s gaze immediately went there, and she could tell by his expression he was able to see at least some of her thong. She looked at his crotch and was pleased to see the outline of his erection through his jeans. Realizing this was turning her on as much as it was him, she felt emboldened and spread her legs further, letting him see even more of her.

She’d originally planned to hide her use of the vibe behind her skirt, allowing Lenny to merely see the effects of the toy via her facial expressions. Now, though, the eager look on his face and the brazen impropriety of what she was doing made all pretenses of modesty quickly vanish, and she pulled up her skirt with her left hand, completely exposing her already-soaked thong while moving the vibe between her legs with her right.

Lenny’s eyes were glued to her barely-covered cunt as she touched it with the bullet vibe, gasping as the initial shockwaves of pleasure radiated throughout her body. She held it still against her clit, wondering if she should be bold enough to pull her thong to the side to allow direct contact. Lenny could see just about all of her as it was anyway…

She decided against it, the feeling of the vibration through the meager cloth of her thong combined with the look on Lenny’s face enough to get her off. She was always capable of coming quickly, but she thought this orgasm might be one for the record books.

Piper began moaning, wanting more than just the vibe, wanting Lenny to ignore her earlier warnings not to unzip his pants, wanting him to throw her back onto Joel’s desk and have his way with her with that sizable cock she could see straining against the inside of his jeans. But, no, damn him, he just sat there with his hands under his legs, watching the show, respecting her limits.

She almost told him to do it--no, almost begged him to do it--but just thinking about that threatened to push her over the edge. She started to pull the vibe away so she didn’t come, desperate for Lenny to whip his cock out and fill her up, but it was too late. She closed her eyes and cried out as she came, twitching on the desk so much she almost slid off of it. Her juices seeped out the sides of her thong as she held the vibe against herself until she had come all the way down from her peak.

When she opened her eyes, she saw that Lenny still had his glued to her now-dripping cunt, which still throbbed against her thong as she pulled the vibe away.

“I…” he stammered.

Piper giggled. “Well, this little thing gets a five-star rating from me,” she said, out of breath. “What do you think?”

“I think she’ll love it,” Lenny said.

Piper held the vibe up and looked at it. It was sticky with her own arousal, which had soaked through and around the edges of her thong.

“You’re definitely gonna want to get some wipes for it now,” she said, the thought of Lenny using it on his friend-with-benefits causing a mixture of jealousy and fresh arousal to flood through Piper’s brain.

“For sure,” Lenny said as Piper collected herself and hopped off of her boss’s desk. “And I’ll take two extra sets of batteries. And… maybe your phone number?”

Piper smiled as they went back to the sales floor. Lenny left with his new bullet vibe, accessories, and Piper’s number written on the bottom of his receipt.


Chapter Four

The next day, Piper dressed for work like she usually did: black Censored Gifts polo and jeans. She didn’t know if she was up to doing the demonstration thing two days in a row, but even if the opportunity presented itself, she didn’t think it mattered what she wore. Not long after her shift started, Joel called Piper to congratulate her on her add-on sale from the day before.

“I knew you could do it,” he said. “Keep up the good work! Hopefully, we’ll have lots more of your success to discuss when I’m there again next week!”

“Thank you so much,” Piper said, almost embarrassed at how good a little praise made her feel.

Joel’s praise and encouragement made her feel like she could sell some batteries without resorting to special demonstrations, but as the day went on, that did not seem to be the case. She rang up four sex toys without managing an add-on and was growing more and more worried. After the second one, she decided to offer another demonstration to the next customer, but that one was a grumpy old man who was buying a prostate massager. His breath was so bad she could smell it when he snapped at her that he didn’t want batteries or wipes, so she kept her mouth shut about her special offer. The fourth sex toy sale was to a couple who couldn’t keep their hands off of each other while in the store and mentioned that they’d just gotten married, so Piper didn’t want to risk anything.

With one hour left in her shift, Piper felt the despair that came with an entire day of no add-on sales. She barely offered a greeting to a tall, handsome man with dark hair who browsed the T-shirts a bit before heading back to the sex toys. With the luck she was having today, she didn’t have any hope of turning things around.

Head down, Piper walked behind the register as the tall man approached it. He set the box on the counter, and Piper raised her barcode scanner to scan its UPC code almost without even noticing what it was.

“I’ve never used one before,” the man said, his deep voice startling Piper out of her doldrums.

Piper looked at the box on the counter and saw that it was a stroker, a male masturbator made out of stretchy, clear material. Ribbed (for his pleasure) on the inside with finger grips on the outside offering complete control. It obviously didn’t require batteries, but cleaning wipes were pretty much a must.

“They’re fun,” Piper said. “I dated a guy once who was obsessed with his.”

“Nice,” the man said. “I’ve heard good things about this one, but I’m a little nervous. I’ve always thought of sex toys as something for women.”

Piper laughed. “That’s not true at all. A lot of our toy customers are men. You’ll want some wipes with this, obviously.”

Mimicking something she’d seen Nikki do, Piper reached for a package of wipes to scan. The phrase “presumptive selling” popped into her mind, something Joel had said, and she was surprised that she’d retained something from his “performance discussion” with her after all.

“I don’t think I need those,” the man said before she could scan them. “I’ll just rinse it off when I’m done.”

“You should rinse it off, that’s true,” Piper said, “but you should also wipe it down with a manufacturer-approved wipe or spray afterward, too.”

“And are those wipes manufacturer-approved?”

Fuck, thought Piper. She didn’t know if they were or not.

“Tell you what,” she said, panicking. “I’ll show you how to use it if you agree to buy the wipes.”

The man smiled and cocked his head a little. He looked like he was about to say something when a pretty blond woman suddenly appeared next to him. Piper hadn’t noticed her in the store before, so she must have just walked in.

“Everything okay, Tom?” the blond woman asked the man.

“It is,” Tom replied. He squinted at Piper’s name tag. “Piper here just offered to show me how to use my new stroker.”

The woman’s left eyebrow shot upward. “Oh, did she?”

“It’s not what you think,” Piper said quickly. She could only imagine the humiliation of being fired over this kind of thing.

“That’s too bad,” the woman said. “Because I thought you were offering to get my husband off with his new toy. Maybe while I watch.”

Piper laughed nervously. “Yeah, no. I wasn’t trying to--” She blinked. “Wait. What?”

“My wife--her name’s Holly, by the way--wants to watch you demonstrate my new toy on me,” Tom said.

“Really?” Piper asked, looking from Tom to Holly and then around the store. This time she felt like she was the target of a practical joke.

“Really,” Holly said.

“She says I have to buy some cleaning wipes to get the demonstration,” Tom said.

“A small price to pay,” Holly said. “Well, Piper? Where are we doing this?”

Still somewhat sure this must be a trick, Piper wasn’t sure she could do this. She’d messed around with married men before, but obviously never with their wives present. But this lady seemed to be into the idea as much--maybe more--than Tom was. Finally, not one to ever kink-shame anyone, Piper shrugged, deciding not to question it anymore.

“In the back,” she said. “My boss’s office.”

“Ooooh,” Holly moaned. “Extra kinky.”

After lowering the entrance gate (she hoped this wouldn’t take more than the five minutes the “Back in…” sign on the gate promised), Piper returned to the register and picked up the stroker and the package of wipes. She led the couple toward the back. They whispered and giggled the entire way.

When they entered the office, Tom went straight for Joel’s chair. Sitting in it, he leaned back and fiddled with the little lever on the side. Piper heard a click and Tom leaned forward, but the chair back didn’t follow him.

“Excellent,” he said. “That should be the perfect angle.”

“I don’t think we should do this in my boss’s chair…” Piper said.

Holly leaned closer and, her breath hot against Piper’s ear, said, “I think we should.”

Piper swallowed hard, feeling her pussy twitch. She’d rarely gotten aroused by other women before, but something about Holly’s eagerness to see her husband pleasured by another woman really did something for Piper.

“Okay,” Piper said.

“Excellent,” Tom said again, unzipping his pants.

Tom shoved his pants down around his ankles. Piper tried not to think about his bare ass on her boss’s chair, but didn’t spend too much time on that once she saw Tom’s cock. It was massive--longer and thicker than any she’d seen in real life. She glanced down at the stroker she held in her hand, still in its box, and knew the head of Tom’s cock would be sticking out of the toy the entire time she used it, and she worried it might not be big enough to accommodate his girth.

She shivered when she imagined Tom fucking her with that thing. She didn’t know if she’d even be able to take it, but part of her was curious to try.

“Go on,” Holly said, nudging Piper’s elbow with her own.

“I completely forgot,” Piper said, holding up the boxed stroker. “You really need to use lube with these things.”

“Here,” Holly said, taking a bottle of water-based lubricant out of her purse. “We’ll buy more before we leave, but for now, use this.”

You carry lube around with you? Piper thought but didn’t ask. She took the lube from Holly.

Piper set the lube on the desk and opened the stroker package. She pulled it out and then set it on the desk before picking up the bottle of lube. She looked to Holly, who stared at her with something like the eagerness she’d seen in Lenny’s eyes the day before.

“So, uh, do you wanna… lube him up?” Piper asked, knowing what Holly’s answer would be.

“Oh, no,” the other woman said. “You do it.”

Piper stared at Holly in disbelief for a moment and then shrugged. The cuckquean kink wasn’t the weirdest thing she’d ever heard of, and it wasn’t like getting her hands on Tom’s massive cock was going to be unpleasant. Piper squeezed some lube into her right hand before putting the bottle back onto the desk and kneeling in front of Tom. She rubbed her hands together, warming up the lube.

Taking a deep breath, she wrapped both hands around Tom’s shaft and rubbed the lube all over it, making sure to get some along every inch of it, including the head.

“Fuck,” Tom moaned, leaning his head back and raising his hips off of the chair.

“Settle down, cowboy,” Piper said with a grin. “We haven’t even started yet.” Without looking back, Piper held up her left hand. “Holly, you wanna hand me the stroker?”

When Holly didn’t respond, Piper realized she could hear a faint buzzing sound. Piper turned around to see Holly standing there, her hand inside her own pants.

“For real?” Piper said, laughing. She reached over to the desk and got the stroker herself. She had it almost all the way to Tom’s penis before she realized she’d been continuing to stroke him with her right hand.

From the goofy smile on his face and the groans coming out of his mouth, Tom didn’t seem to mind.

Piper slipped the stroker over Tom’s cock, causing him to lift his head from the back of the chair and look down at her. As she anticipated, the head of his cock and a little bit of the shaft poked through the upper end of the stroker.

She gripped the stroker, but did so lightly, unsure how much pressure Tom was used to. She began stroking him with it and did this slowly, knowing she could always increase her grip or speed if it seemed like he wasn’t responding.

She didn’t have to wonder long if what she was doing was pleasurable. He moaned the way he had when she was lubing him up, and raised and lowered his hips. After a moment, he was fucking the stroker as much as she was stroking him with it.

She increased her grip and picked up her pace, sensing it was what he wanted. Behind her, Holly was having her own fun. Piper heard Holly’s vibe--probably a bullet vibe like Piper had demonstrated for Lenny the day before--become louder as Holly must have turned up its intensity.

Holly was moaning as loudly as her husband, and Piper realized there were going to be two orgasms in Joel’s office today.

It seemed like Holly might get there first. Her gasps and moans and increasing vibration sounds became so frequent and loud that they were almost distracting. Piper fought the urge to look back at the other woman, keeping her focus on Tom, enjoying the sight of his round, thick cock head as she raised the stroker up to it, barely making contact with the sensitive underside there before going all the way to the base of his shaft. She looked up to his face, which appeared deliriously happy, and she smiled.

She knew he was almost there, but his wife won the race. Piper picked up her pace even more as Holly screamed out in pleasure behind her. Piper heard something hit the floor and, worried, took her eyes off of Tom and his cock long enough to make sure Holly was okay.

Holly was on her knees now, shaking, her left hand holding a small silver bullet vibe which was still vibrating.

“Is he almost there?” Holly asked, a devious grin on her pretty face.

Piper nodded and turned back to Tom. “I think so,” she said, just as Tom said, “Yes.”

Piper resumed her stroking in earnest, eager for this whole weird encounter to be over. Before Tom could finish, though, Piper felt a hand on the back of her head, pushing her toward Tom.

“He wants to finish in your mouth,” Holly whispered in her ear.

Piper had a hilarious thought that Tom didn’t say any such thing, but of course he’d want that. Every guy does. And besides, she knew this was as much for Holly as it was for Tom.

Still, she hesitated, resisting Holly’s strength as the other woman pushed her face closer to her husband’s cock. When she first considered doing these demonstrations, she’d thought they’d bring her a little extra pleasure. She hadn’t thought about getting a guy off, and she most definitely hadn’t considered letting one finish in her mouth.

“We’ll buy extra wipes,” Holly said.

“And that cleaning spray you mentioned,” Tom added.

Piper shrugged and let Holly continue pushing her onto Tom’s cock. It wasn’t like this was the first time she’d let a married man come in her mouth at the mall.

She barely had time to wrap her lips around Tom’s cock head before he lifted his hips up one final time, practically forcing part of the stroker into her mouth, too. She felt his cock head bulge, and a second later, the first hot, sticky streams of cum shot straight across her tongue and into her throat.

Gagging as Tom spilled into her mouth, Piper felt tears forming in her eyes as she instinctively tried to pull away. Holly held her in place, however, as more and more of her husband’s seed filled Piper’s mouth. Piper swallowed what she could, managing to open her mouth wide enough around Tom’s still-twitching cock head to let some of his cum seep out across her lips.

Finally, he relaxed, collapsing down onto her boss’s chair, and Holly let up her pressure on the back of Piper’s head enough for Piper to extract herself from Tom. Piper reached up to try to stop Tom’s cum from dribbling from her chin to her black polo shirt and was not entirely successful. She sucked what cum she managed to catch in time into her mouth and swallowed it along with what was still in her mouth.

Breathing heavily, Tom said, “That was…” and trailed off.

“Incredible,” his wife finished for him. “I know where we’re buying all of our sex toys--and accessories--from now on!”


Chapter Five

At work the following day, Piper was feeling overwhelmed by what happened the day before. It wasn’t that she didn’t enjoy it, but she knew her selling model wasn’t exactly sustainable. The thing with Tom could have turned out very differently if Holly had been like most wives. Piper could very easily be out of a job right now. All it would take is for someone she made her offer to take the high road, and she’d be done. What was the difference between being fired for not selling add-ons and being fired for sexually harassing customers? Both would be humiliating, but obviously, the latter would be way worse and could affect future employment opportunities.

So she went about her day, and sold no add-ons with the three sex toys she rang up, deciding to let the chips fall where they may. Her career as a sex toy demonstrator was over nearly before it had begun.

And then Joel called again. He began by congratulating her on her add-on sales the day before (Tom and Holly ended up buying three packs of wipes and three sets of batteries--even though Tom’s new stroker obviously didn’t need batteries, Holly had plenty of toys that did, and all of those add-ons helped Piper’s overall conversion numbers tremendously, compensating for the other sales that day without add-ons). But then he started up about her quarter-to-date numbers and how they still looked pretty grim even with her recent successes.

“I’ll just lay it all on the line here,” he said. “You need at least two or three more add-on sales today to have any job security right now. And that’s assuming you haven’t sold anything today without an add-on.”

Piper rolled her eyes, knowing she already had.

“If you’ve struck out today already, you’re gonna need at least five,” Joel said. “I think you can do it.”

Piper didn’t think so, but she told him she’d do the best she could.

“That’s all I ask,” Joel said. “Just do whatever it takes to get those add-ons. Censored Gifts is counting on you!”

Piper sighed as she hung up the phone. If the company was literally counting on the likes of her, it was going to be sorely disappointed. How was she going to get five more add-on sales today, regardless of how she went about doing it? She’d never managed more than two at the most on any given day in the past.

She was so stressed out about it she didn’t even greet the two guys who walked into the store. She didn’t notice that they went straight back to the sex toy aisles until a third guy walked in and joined the other two, the three of them greeting each other. She watched them for a moment, wondering if they were all going to buy something without add-ons and really put the nail in her coffin when two more men entered the store and joined the trio. The whole group started talking, and it was obvious they all knew each other.

Piper sighed and straightened up around the register area, waiting for her certain doom to come her way in the form of accessory-free sales. She glanced over at the group, who stayed in the sex toy aisle for quite a while, and noticed each one of the guys looking in her direction at different times. She knew she was an attractive girl, so she dismissed it the first few times she noticed it, but after a while, it became clear their looks weren’t simply lecherous.

It was like they knew something.

Expected something.

She couldn’t say why, but Piper felt pretty nervous when the five men approached the register as a group. Each of them was holding a different sex toy.

“Did you find everything you needed?” Piper, her voice shaky, asked the lead guy, who was holding a cock extension sleeve, a clear one with ridges and bumps all over it.

“I think so,” he said, holding up the cock sleeve. “I’m not entirely sure how this works, though.”

“I definitely don’t know how this works,” another guy said, holding up a jeweled butt plug.

Piper laughed. “I mean… you just lube it up and stick it in--”

“What about these?” a third guy said, waving a package of nipple clamps in the air. “How do I know how tight to set these?”

Piper looked from guy to guy. Each of the five was staring at her with the goofiest grins on their faces.

“Who told you?” she asked in mock frustration.

“Lenny,” each of them said, more or less at the same time.

“Listen, guys,” Piper said, “I don’t think I’m going to be doing demonstrations anymore. And besides, I only have like an hour left in my shift, so that’s not enough time to show each of you how to use your toys.”

“Oh, you can show us all at once,” Cock Sleeve Guy said.

“Yeah,” said the one with the butt plug. “We don’t mind.”

“I bet you don’t,” Piper said, laughing. “You guys would have to buy all kinds of wipes and batteries to get me to do that.”

“Done,” Nipple Clamps Guy said. “It’s in the back, right? The office where we do this?”

He didn’t wait for her to respond. Instead, he turned and headed toward the curtain-covered hallway at the back of the store, his four friends following close behind. Piper looked around, saw no one else in the store, shrugged, and went to the front to lower the gate.

This… is gonna take more than five minutes, she thought as she walked back toward Joel’s office.


Chapter Six

Piper walked into Joel’s office, now so crowded it was hard to imagine how she was even going to manage this, and looked at the five men. In the time it’d taken her to close the gate and get back here, they’d opened the packages of all their toys. The one with the butt plug held the plug in one hand and a bottle of lube in the other and he wasn’t the only one with lube. The other one with lube had a dildo from the LOVECRAFT line of toys, a giant tentacle with large eyeballs all over it. Piper shuddered when she looked at it and hoped the guy was prepared to use the whole bottle of lube on that monster.

“I feel like I should get your names,” Piper said.

They laughed.

“Peter,” said Cock Sleeve Guy.

“Andrew,” said the one with the LOVECRAFT dildo. “Or Andy. Whichever.”

“Clark.” He was the one with the nipple clamps.

“Zeke,” said Butt Plug Guy.

“And you are?” Piper asked the last one, who’d been silent up to this point.

“Steve,” he said quietly. He had his hands behind his back.

“Hi, Steve,” Piper said. “What’s your toy? I’ve seen what the others have.”

The other guys snickered and muttered some things Piper couldn’t make out.

“What?” she asked. “What’s going on?”

“He’s embarrassed about it,” Zeke said.

“Steve… in just a minute or two, I’m going to be naked in front of five strange men, ready to submit to all of your deviant desires,” Piper said. “All in the name of making a few sales and saving my job. Trust me… whatever you have, there is nothing to be embarrassed about.”

Steve smiled. It was such a sincere, relieved expression, Piper immediately liked him more than anyone else she’d met while doing this crazy stunt.

“Thank you,” he said, still softly, and reluctantly showed her what he had.

It was a strap-on dildo.

“I’m guessing you don’t need that to fuck someone else, right?”

“Right,” he said. “I’ve never been pegged before, but I want to try it, and I’ve been too shy to ask my girlfriend to do it before I know what I’m doing.”

“I don’t think that’s the kind of thing we should try if you haven’t done some prep work first,” Piper said.

“I have,” Steve said. “Done the prep work. I’ve read all about it and have been using some plugs to get ready.”

“Well, Steve,” Piper said, “I’ve never pegged a guy before, so we’ll learn some stuff together, okay?”

Steve nodded.

“Guess we should get started,” Piper said.

She was nervous about taking off her clothes while surrounded by strangers--up to this point, she hadn’t really exposed herself to anyone while doing these demonstrations--but she made a conscious decision to just ignore her fear. She pulled her polo over her head and was encouraged by the whoops and whistles of the guys when they saw her tits, still covered by her sensible and unsexy bra.

Before she could let any hesitation stay her hand, she reached behind her and undid her bra, letting it fall to the floor.

More whoops, more whistles. Piper smiled and, after kicking off her boots, slipped out of her pants and underwear.

She stood now, completely exposed, to five men she’d met less than twenty minutes ago.

Addressing the group, Piper said, “Maybe it’ll help Steve overcome some of his anxiety if he sees me doing some ass play first. Zeke… let’s get that butt plug in me.”

After saying this, Piper looked around the room, still not sure about the logistics of all of this. Shrugging, she bent over and leaned onto her boss’s desk, giving Zeke unfettered access to her backside.

Zeke stood behind her and hesitated before saying, “This one’s a medium. Is that too big, or…”

She laughed. “I’ll be fine. It’s been a while, but I used to use big ones all the time. Just make sure to lube it up first.”

“Gotcha,” Zeke said.

Piper heard the squishing sound of lube coming out of the bottle and, a moment later, felt something cold pass between her butt cheeks and press against her asshole. Piper gripped the edges of Joel’s desk as Zeke slowly, carefully worked the plug into her. It was a little tougher getting in than if she’d been doing it herself; she tried to will away as much hesitation and resistance as she could, but her body wasn’t used to being in this kind of situation, and worked against her mind’s desires.

Because she wanted this.

Wanted to be on full display of a group of strangers as one of them shoved a jeweled butt plug into her ass and waited on her to get them off while they got her off.

She wanted to fuck and suck and peg and end up feeling thoroughly and embarrassingly used by these five men she’d probably never see again.

All so the man whose desk she was sprawled across would shut up for five fucking minutes about add-on conversion rates.

The pressure of Zeke’s efforts shoving more and more of the plug into her ass pushed her pussy against the surface of her boss’s desk, and suddenly her body and mind were aligned in their desires. She smiled as her asshole relaxed enough to permit the plug to go all the way in.

“Okay, it’s in,” Zeke said.

“Oh, I know,” Piper said, standing up. She twirled around as if she were modeling a dress in a fashion show, except it was to let the assembled group see the jewel now firmly entrenched between her ass cheeks. She liked to think it was sparkling from the overhead fluorescent lights.

“Who’s next?” she asked, and then answered for them. “Let’s see those clamps.”

Clark moved toward her, nipple clamps at the ready. His hands shook as he raised one of the clamps toward her left nipple.

“You know, Clark,” Piper whispered, looking him in the eyes. “I’ve never used nipple clamps before.”

Clark’s hands began shaking even more.

Piper laughed. “It’s okay. I think I can handle it. Let’s try it at the loosest setting first.”

Clark nodded, working at the screw in one clamp. He looked at her as squeezed it and let it close, letting her see how tight it was.

“Looks good to me,” she said.

Clark placed the clamp onto her left nipple, causing the barest amount of pain that quickly turned into something more pleasurable. She let out a little gasp and Clark’s hesitant expression immediately turned into one of concern.

“No, it’s okay,” she told him. “I like it. Maybe go a little tighter on the other.”

Clark loosened the screw on the other clamp so that it was like the first one before tightening it again. He opened and closed it and waited for Piper to nod before proceeding.

This time the pain made her gasp louder. She closed her eyes, feeling tears welling up in them, but she fought back the urge to ask Clark to take off the clamp. She took a couple of deep breaths, almost savoring the biting pain as it seemed to radiate from her nipple to the rest of her breast.

When she opened her eyes, all five men had their eyes glued to her face, their expressions a mix of awe and concern. Considering she was standing in front of them completely naked, her bare pussy on full display, a plug in her ass, and clamps on both of her exposed nipples, she felt an odd sensation of pride that they were all so focused on her face.

“I’m good,” Piper said to Clark in particular and to the group in general. “Okay, let’s see… should we do Andy’s monster dildo or Peter’s cock sleeve next?”

“Flip a coin?” Andy said, looking at Peter, who shrugged in agreement.

“I’ll take heads,” Peter said.

Piper felt her face flush, knowing it must have been as red as her hair, as she watched Peter pull a quarter out of his pocket. This whole situation was preposterous and made her feel like the slut she apparently was, but something about seeing two guys flip a coin to determine the order in which she was going to be fucked was especially humiliating.

And fuck if she didn’t like it. A lot.

She held her breath, watching the quarter flip into the air. Peter caught it with one hand and slapped it onto the top of his other.

“Tails,” Peter said. Piper sensed no tone in his voice, so she didn’t know how he felt about following the giant monster cock.

“Okay, Andy, you’re up,” Piper said. “I’ll do the best I can with that thing, but you’re gonna need to put plenty of lube on it first.”

Andy smiled, opening the bottle of lube in his hand. “How do you want to do this?” he asked before applying the lube.

Piper thought for a moment. “It has a suction cup on its base, right? Let’s stick it to the floor over there.”

Piper went to the open area of the floor she’d indicated and motioned to it. “Here,” she said.

“Probably have to moisten the suction cup first,” Zeke offered helpfully. “To get it to stay in place.”

Piper smiled. “Let me see it,” she said.

Andy handed it to her, her hand immediately dipping a little bit from its massive weight. The thing was huge. She turned it so the suction cup side was pointed to her and stuck it between her legs.

The five men stared at her as she rubbed the suction cup against her pussy lips, moaning as she did so. It did feel good, but in and of itself, it was nowhere near as good as something designed to get her off. Having them watch her do something so weird, so strange--so befitting the insanity monsters that inspired the dildo itself--enhanced the pleasure she felt from what she was doing.

Piper held the dildo up so the group could see the suction cup glistening from the juices--her juices--it had collected and asked, “Think this is moist enough?”

They all laughed. She bent over, giving the guys a fantastic view of the plug in her ass, and stuck the LOVECRAFT dildo onto the floor. She reached for Andy’s bottle of lube.

Piper squeezed the bottle, letting the lube spill out onto the dildo. When she thought she had enough to get some of it inside her--she had no delusions she’d be able to take the whole thing--she set the bottle down, knelt next to the dildo, and gripped it with both hands, slathering it all over with the lube. She heard muttered gasps behind her and smiled; if the guys were enjoying this show, she could only imagine what their reactions were going to be at the real thing.

Confident she had lubricated the eyeball-filled tentacle enough, she stood up, turned around, and, looking at her group of admirers, stepped over the dildo.

She knelt, letting the tip of the monster cock brush against her lower lips, and moaned. She resisted the urge to rush things, even though she desperately wanted something inside her. The thing was just too big for that, and she’d end up doing more harm than good if she wasn’t patient.

Slowly, agonizingly so, she lowered herself more, trying to patiently savor the sensation as the tentacle breached her cunt, the smallest part of the thing easily slipping inside her thanks to the lube on it and her own dripping wet pussy.

“There’s no way it’s all fitting inside me,” Piper said, looking at Andy as she inched slowly downward. She gasped as more of the thing filled her up, stretched her out. “But I don’t think you’ll be too disappointed.”

Andy didn’t seem like he would be. He had his phone out, recording her. If she’d been thinking clearly, she might have asked him to stop, but knowing he’d have a video of her fucking a monster cock in front of a bunch of guys (knowing he’d likely share the video, too) only made her wet, hot cunt hotter and wetter.

She took more of the monster dildo into her, more than she would’ve thought possible. The pain was intense at first as the Lovecraftian beast’s cock assaulted her insides, but she didn’t let it stop her. She could already feel that tantalizing sensation of pain becoming pleasure, and she wanted more.

When she’d gotten as much of it as she thought she could inside her pussy, she looked at the guys, noticing now that Zeke had his phone pointed at her as well. She raised up, moaning as the eyeball-covered tentacle slid along the insides of her pussy, and went back down, a little farther than she’d gone the first time. Up, down, up, down, taking even more of the monster cock inside of her as her audience watched.

She came as they watched, Andy and Zeke recording it all. Camera flashes went off from another phone, indicating someone was taking still photos, too--she didn’t know who and didn’t care.

She felt so slutty, so irresponsible, so desired, and she wanted more than a giant fake cock inside her. And, judging by the guys’ reactions and the erections they all sported, they wanted more, too.

“Help me up,” she said, and Andy and Peter each took one of her hands and helped her off of the monster cock. “Clear off the desk. I’ve got an idea.”


Chapter Seven

Her idea was for her to lay across her boss’s desk so that her ass was on one edge while her head dangled, upside down, off the other. She’d thought it was the perfect size for what she planned, and she was right.

“Peter wants me to, uh, show him how to use his cock sleeve,” Piper said, eliciting laughter from the group. “But if the rest of you want to keep my upper half company, I won’t object.”

The room was filled with the sounds of zippers being undone and pants falling down. Before she even made herself comfortable on Joel’s desk, Piper was looking at four hard cocks, the heads of each glistening with precum. The only one who didn’t expose himself was Steve, who was silent as ever.

Piper thought about encouraging him to join in with the others, but thought better of it. If he changed his mind after things got started, she’d make it worth his while. If he just wanted to watch and wait for her to peg him, that was fine, too.

Peter positioned himself between Piper’s legs, already wearing his cock sleeve. Andy, Zeke, and Clark went to the other side of the desk.

What happened next was a blur. Peter slid inside her easily, even with the increased length and girth from the sleeve, its ridges and bumps offering no challenge after her experience with the LOVECRAFT dildo. Even before he started slamming into her, she had Andy’s cock in one hand, Clark’s in the other, and Zeke was aiming his at her upside-down mouth.

Piper opened her mouth to let Zeke in as she started jacking the other two. Down below, Peter fucked her even harder, bouncing her against the desk. This made it so she didn’t have to do much moving on her own to blow Zeke, whose balls bounced against her nose as she sucked him.

It took a couple of minutes to get into a rhythm, but once she did, it was easy to keep up. The entire slutty, ridiculous enterprise--stroking Andy and Clark, sucking Zeke, and being fucked by Peter, all while Steve, waiting to be pegged, watched--felt like the most natural thing in the world.

Peter was the first to climax, which wasn’t surprising given how much effort he was putting into it. He growled as he came, and she giggled around Zeke’s cock as she felt Peter’s cum seeping slowly from the openings in the cock sleeve as he did, so different from the usual feeling of her pussy being painted by a sleeve-less orgasm.

Peter stayed inside for a moment after his climax and then slipped slowly out. She groaned at the emptiness she felt down there, but she didn’t have to go without for long. Andy extracted himself from her hand and walked around the desk.

“I don’t have a toy, but…” he said.

Piper shook her head as a way of asking Zeke to stop fucking her face for a moment. She raised up enough to look at Andy. “Yeah, you do,” she said. “It’s me. I’m the toy, and I want you to play with me, Andy.”

And he did, shoving his hard cock inside her as she went back to sucking Zeke. Clark had removed the nipple clamps he’d put on her and was busy playing with her breasts and tweaking her nipples, applying more pressure than the clamps were capable of, while she stroked him.

Zeke was next to go off, shooting into her throat in what she thought might end up being an endless stream of cum. She didn’t think she could possibly swallow it all, and she didn’t quite do it, but she came close.

Her second orgasm of the day arrived as she was gulping down the last of Zeke’s cum, at almost exactly the same moment as Andy’s. She’d been close when Peter fucked her with his sleeve, and the feeling of Andy’s cum blasting her insides pushed her over the edge into a climax that dwarfed the one she’d gotten from the LOVECRAFT cock.

Still stroking Clark but approaching exhaustion, Piper lay there, the cum of two men seeping out of her well-used cunt while that of another filled her belly. She opened her mouth, still sticky from Zeke, to ask Clark where he wanted to cum, but didn’t get a chance.

The answer was on her face and in her hair.

---

Piper asked the guys who’d just thoroughly and relentlessly used her to step outside the office and wait until she was finished with Steve. She sensed that Steve would want some privacy when she demonstrated the strap-on.

She sat on the edge of the desk, cum still draining out of her onto the desk and the floor. She wondered how she was going to get all of this cleaned up without Nikki, who was due to come in to close the store soon, knowing, but she needed to deal with Steve first. He’d waited patiently this whole time and deserved his demonstration, too.

But when she looked at him, all hints of desire and lust were gone from his face. Instead, he looked worried and maybe a little sad.

“Having second thoughts about being pegged?” she asked gently, smiling at him.

“Not exactly,” he replied.

“What is it, then?” she asked. “I know all of this was a little overwhelming.”

He nodded. “It was. And I just… I’ve never even thought about cheating on Emily.”

“Oh,” Piper said. “Well… you haven’t. We don’t have to do anything.”

“I know,” he said. “I feel like just being here crosses all sorts of lines, but…”

“It’s okay,” Piper said, touched by his concerns, his sincerity. He probably had no idea it all made him the one she would’ve liked to fuck the most, and part of her was sad that that wasn’t in the cards. “Just talk to Emily about what you want.”

“It’s so embarrassing, though,” Steve said.

Piper laughed. “No, it isn’t. Maybe she’ll be into it--a lot of girls are. You won’t know until you talk to her about it.”

“I guess you’re right,” he said.

Piper stood up and gathered her clothes. “I definitely am. Despite everything you saw me do here today, there’s nothing that turns a woman on more than honest, open communication.”

Piper got dressed and gave Steve a warm, platonic hug. Then, she went out to ring up her audience’s purchases, complete with plenty of add-on accessories.


Epilogue

Piper had just finished ringing up a vibrating cock ring--and cleaning wipes, no demonstration necessary--for a woman who was buying it as a surprise for her boyfriend when Joel stepped out from the back.

“Piper, can I see you in my office?” he asked. “Close the gate; we might be a few minutes.”

Great, Piper thought as she made sure the store was empty before closing the gate. What am I in trouble for now?

She hadn’t heard anything from him since that day he called her, threatening her job. The day of the Great Sex Toy Gangbang. She’d been having better luck with selling add-ons since that day, even without doing any more demonstrations, but she had no idea what her conversion numbers were like. For all she knew, she was going to be fired within moments of entering Joel’s office.

He was at his desk when she got there. She looked around, feeling a brief moment of panic, but was sure she’d done a good enough job cleaning up--with the help of Nikki, who she’d sworn to secrecy about what she’d done--that Joel wouldn’t have suspected anything. He held a manilla folder in his hand.

“Sit down, Piper,” he said. “I have something for you.”

Termination paperwork, thought Piper as her boss handed her the folder.

“Open it,” he said.

She opened it. Inside was a piece of cardstock paper with a fancy design around the border. It was a certificate that proclaimed Piper as Censored Gifts’ new Salesperson of the Year.

“Really?” she said, looking from the certificate to Joel.

“Really,” he said. “Corporate is very impressed with your conversion improvements and wants you to lead the charge in driving our new rewards card program. I, for one, can’t wait to see you put your methods to use in this new area.”

Piper tried not to wince. “I’m not sure my… methods… will work with the rewards program.”

Joel smiled. “I’m betting they will, and I’m encouraging you to take any means necessary to make this store the most successful one in the company.”

“I’ll do what I can, but…”

“By the way,” Joel said, interrupting her and smiling deviously, “did you know everything that happens in my office is recorded? I’m guessing you didn’t.”

Piper’s eyes shot up to the security camera mounted to the ceiling. From its angle, she knew it would have an unobstructed view of nearly the entire office and especially Joel’s desk.

Once again, she knew her face was as red as her hair.

---

Want more Town Centre Tramps? Check out the entire series here. All Town Centre Tramps books can be read in any order and as standalone stories!

Check out the entire Sterling Wilder catalog, featuring tales of BDSM, cuckold, hotwife, erotic humiliation, and much more, by clicking here.


Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!

I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate a short review on Amazon. Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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