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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

You would be lying if you said you didn't expect this to happen when you stuck your head- well, the top half of your body through the tight window. Your butt has always been too big for the rest of you and, let's face it, you are utterly, completely stuck. That's fine, though! You hear someone approaching you from behind, so you call out for help. 

The person ignores you. You wish you can see him, but you can only feel the warmth of his body behind you and you shudder when you feel his finger tracing the path of your spine back to where your body is stuck at the window.

You call out to him again, but instead of helping you, he starts stripping you! 

The thing is, though, you expected this to happen as well. You've agreed to do this, after all, to be stuck in a public place and then filled up by strangers that you can't even see.

...

​​​​​​​
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Look Inside
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"That's it," he says, moving his thumb further in. "Just relax." 

"I can't, I can't," you gasp, body twitching, inner walls clenching down instead of relaxing. "I'm gonna tear," you whimper fearfully because it certainly feels that way. 

"You won't," he reassures you. "You just need to relax." 

You wish you could put him in your position and put your hand up his ass. Oh god, what if he decides to try your ass if he can't get his hand up your pussy? His fingers are warm and always moving, shifting and adjusting, as if he's trying to find a weakness in your opening that would allow him to slide his entire fist in. 

You know that this is possible. You just don't think this is possible for you. You're not ready and he's asking too much of you, but even as you think that, his whole hand disappears inside of you with a sensation that can only be described as relief, the pressure at your opening disappearing when he finally manages to get the thickest part of his knuckle in you. 

His other hand digs into your ass and your fingers scrabble at the window. 

You can't breathe, you can't breathe. It's too full, too much. 

"Can't- can't," you struggle to voice out your issue. 

"Calm down, slut," he says and you expect him to spank you, but he rubs your back and your ass the same way one would a panicked animal. "You're alright," he says as he twists hi finger inside of you and you gasp when you orgasm just like that, your inner walls clenching down on his fingers like you're trying to milk his hand. "You beg so pretty for me to stop, but you want this, don't you? I haven't even started doing anything yet and you're orgasming already. Such a little slut," he growls. 

His hand flattens on your back and you feel his hand inside of you do the same, spread out until it's flat inside of your body and you're sobbing, blabbering words that don't really mean anything. 

"Color," he demands. 

You don't even have to think about it. You open your mouth and you say, "Green."
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Chapter One: ​​Are You Sure This is What You Want?
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You thought the entire thing was a joke.

No one's crazy enough to go through with this... Right? 

Right. 

Riiight.

You click accept risks and answer a few questions. 

Innocuous questions, if a little bit personal. 

Mostly about your sexual preferences, of which there are many. You're embarrassed clicking yes for most of them, but no matter how many times you check, there's no one looking over your shoulder, sneering at all the crazy kinks you have even though you're a virgin. 

You forget about it for a week, and then you receive an email letting you know that your application has been accepted and they would like to set up a video interview at your nearest convenient time. 

You are wary, but the email also comes with several voucher codes that are redeemable at different stores, groceries, fashion, the sort, totaling to five hundred dollars. You eye the codes with heavy suspicion and redeem the one to the clothing store that you have been browsing over the last few days. You need new clothes. 

The code works. 

You set up the appointment for the evening. 

You put on your best dress, which, admittedly, isn't much, but the man on the other end of the line smiles at you and tells you that you're as perfect as the picture you sent is. Apparently that's a problem they've been having with their candidates. The pictures are not at all how the actual person looks like. 

You blush and say thank you. 

He asks you some more questions, even more detailed and intimate than the questionnaire you had answered before and you answer every question carefully, blushing your whole way through because you have to now look the stranger in the face and say, "Yeah, I don't mind being train banged," and "No, I haven't done it before." 

The interview feels like it goes on and on for a year and a half, but you glance at the clock in the end and see that it's really only been half an hour. He sends you a payment before the end of the phone call and tells you that it's a signing bonus. You've never heard of signing bonus before, but you see the amount and tell him he must have made a mistake. Then again, you thought the vouchers were a mistake too and you've actually only claimed one of those codes. 

He tells you that there's no expiry date for the voucher codes, that it's just a little something to incentivize people into continuing with the interview. He's aware of all the scams going around and understand if you want to be wary. 

What's the catch on the signing bonus, you ask and you have a feeling he's going to say no catch, but thankfully, he doesn't. 

He tells you if you have take at least one job on the job listing once you're approved. Doesn't have to be anything complicated. In fact, they don't expect you to take anything complicated to start with. 

You nod, understanding, but also feeling like it's a challenge. What if there's nothing there that you like? you ask cautiously. 

"It's not likely," he says. "But you have a month to find a job to your liking." 

He ends the call and you sit in the couch and take a few minutes to get your breath settled because he's just given you five grand. 

Five grand. 

You feel like it's a scam. 

It sounds too good to be true. 

They let you sit on the money for a week. You know about the scams with bounced checks and all that and they know you know about it, so you wait a week, make sure the money in your bank is actually staying there.

Five days after you've received the money, you check with your bank to make sure that the money is legit. 

The teller is sick of her job and tells you that if the money's in your bank and came from a reputable source, you don't have to worry about it. You're not sure if it's a reputable source. 

You tell the teller that you do online freelancing. 

"What kind of freelancing?" she asks.

"Porn," you answer before your brain and come up with a better response. Literally anything else would have been better than the word that just leapt out of your mouth. You're terrible at impromptu answers. 

She flushes and don't ask more questions, so you've got that going for you, at least. Doing porn isn't illegal. She helps you check if the company is listed and flush even harder at the wealth of information that is provided to her. 

You realize you should have done that yourself, but it's too late now. You deserve to be humiliated for wasting the nice bank teller's time, who is probably going above and beyond for you at this point. 

The money is good. 

The money is good. 

She asks if you would like to withdraw some money. You nod because you feel like you should do something slightly useful since you're already here. 

How much? 

How much? you echo because you're not used to there being extra money in the bank that you're able to withdraw. How much is a reasonable amount? Two hundred? you ask cautiously. 

She presses a few buttons on the screen and you have a feeling, by the way the people behind you are side-eyeing and glaring at you, that this is something you should be doing in the self-service banking machine. She hands you two hundred in crisp bills and tells you to have a nice day. 

You run out of the bank. 

You spend the money on dinner. There's a nice sushi restaurant at the corner of your building that you've been eyeing ever since you've moved in but know is out of your budget. A sushi tray with eight pieces costs a cool twenty bucks instead of six, which is what you pay if you get it from the gas station a few blocks down. 

The people in the sushi restaurant are very friendly. You buy a fancy takeaway tray, one with fresh salmon slices, flying fish eggs sushi wraps, shrimp, crab sushi, and sea urchin eggs sushi rolls. There's more sushi there than you're able to eat on your own, but you buy it because you can, because there's five thousand- four thousand eight hundred dollars in your bank and that's four thousand eight hundred dollars more than you know what to do with. 
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