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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​This steamy short story contains scenes inappropriate for 18-years and below. An innocent 18-year-old woman is stripped and taken for the first time by strangers as others watch (and join in). There are also scenes of humiliation, exhibitionism & voyeurism, public sex, bdsm, and much more. 
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"What do you want me to do?" she asks.

He grins. "Looks like we're finally getting somewhere."

"What is it?" she asks.

"Morale is a little low after some of the men found out what Karen has done," he says. "Someone of her level spending so much money. I need someone to put them back in a good mood."

"Like... entertainment and stuff?"

He chuckles and put his hand on her shoulder, heavy and frightening.

She inhales sharply through her teeth, suddenly even more afraid. "Don't act innocent with me," he says, his fingers curling over to circle around his neck and moving further down, tugging her shirt a little out of the way.

She doesn't realize she has been unbuttoning her blouse buttons in her panic. "I don't- I didn't mean," she starts.

"You want an out? This is it," he says and does away with the rest of her buttons off.

She's too stunned to do anything as he yanks her shirt off, leaving her in only her bra. It's a pretty bra, brand new, courtesy of the credit card, an indulgence she's regretting by the second because he's looking at her breasts with a look that can only be described as hungry.

"We could settles this here, now," he says. "Or I can call the law enforcement on you, as I had done on your predecessor."

"Law- law enforcement?" she echoes. "Like the police?" she asks, her voice going pitched and more than a little bit scared.

"Yes, love," he says, his hand pressing the side of her face.

The endearment feels like she's being mocked, but a part of her can't help but melt into his touch, wish that he really means it. It's a ridiculous thought. She shakes her head.

"Is that a no?" he asks. "You could step away, if you want."

"No! I mean, yes!" she says. "I don't- please don't call the police. I'll pay back the money, I promise."

"How do you intend to pay me back if you no longer have a job?" he asks and though his tone is stern, his hand on her cheek remains soft and grounding.

"You're going to fire me?" she squeaks, grabbing her shirt and tugging it around herself, trying to keep her modesty.

"You understand I have to," he says and he sounds so reasonable, like he's making perfect sense.

"But if I- if I do what you want, then- then," she stutters and licks her lips. "Then you won't fire me?"

"Only if you're good," he says, fingers dancing across her naked shoulders, sending shivers down her spine. She leans into his touch, feeling his calloused fingers on her skin and wishing he would touch her more while also thinking she shouldn't let him touch her like this.
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​​​Chapter One: Guilty
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Harley knows she needs to stop using the company's credit card to pay for her stuff, but like, it's right there and she maxed out her card months ago paying for yet another impromptu delivery the company wants her to make. She had to drive across the state with her semi that's only being held together by sheer willpower and duct tape. It's as though they're allergic to using delivery services.

Apparently, the stuff she's delivering is 'top secret' and it's safer to be delivered in person. Or something. What’s more likely is that she just wants her out of the way so she can do whatever it is that she does.

To be fair, it's not like there's much else for her to do. She's not educated enough for a higher position than glorified delivery person.

The worst part about it all is that she even has to dress the part, look pretty and put on makeup for work and all that crap. Honestly, it's their own fault she needed so much money to begin with. A job shouldn't require she take out a credit card and spend so much just to be 'presentable'.

She's thinking about how much trouble she would be in if Karen finds out that she's been using the credit card that's supposed to be for her. Still, it's easy to be distracted when she pays for the fancy drinks at the bar and balances them in her hands, bringing it over to her friends.

She thought she saw a familiar face earlier, but she must be imagining things. She has always been prone to paranoia.

As she returns to their table by the dance floor, she can feel the electric pulse of excitement. She pushes past excited-looking youngsters who probably used fake ids to join in the charged crowd awaiting the appearance of their favorite bands. It's not as though she can say any better for herself. She's only just turned nineteen. The bouncer didn't care about their ages though, just that they're hot.

It's a collaboration event, so several bands are playing.

Amanda and Lindsay pick up their drinks.

"Thanks for the drinks," Amanda shouts over the noise.

"Yeah, thank you," Lindsay echoes.

She grins and clinked their drinks together. They think she's able to pay for the drinks because she's the only one among them who's working. They don't know they're only able to drink through criminal means.

"What time's the band going on?"

"Soon," Lindsay promises. This is one of her favorite indie band and she has been counting down the days till they'll come and perform in their little town pub, though they weren't sure if they will be allowed in during that time. Both Lindsay and Amanda attends a local college here.

Harley tells them that she'll just stay for one song and then she'll leave.

"What?! Why?" Amanda demands. They're taking time with their drinks, making sure they don't finish the drinks too fast. If they aren't spending money here, they might not be allowed to stay.

"I have to work tomorrow," she says, though her heart isn't really in it. She wishes she had money to do what they're doing, but there's no point being upset about something she has no control over. She's happy for her friends and happy that they still want to spend time with her even though they have very little in common now.

Amanda confided to her that she thinks she should find a job too instead of going to college cause she doesn't really know what she wants to do either.

She takes a sip of her drink and lets it burn down her throat. It's not really strong, but she's a lightweight, so she's careful to pace herself.

Soft music starts playing and they sway a little to the music, smiling at teach other and pausing their discussion to just enjoy the music.

The lights in the club turns on abruptly, and then turns off. For a few seconds, there's nothing but silence in the club as everyone. It's like everyone decided to hold their breaths at once and they all turn to the front of the bar at once, waiting for the band to appear.

She feels slightly out of place among the hipsters and young college students with dyed hair and tattooed skin, with college students and youngsters who don't have to worry about anything at all.

She's wearing a white and yellow skater dress that she bought just the day before... yes, with the company's card. A part of her knows that she's going to be in huge trouble if she were to ever get caught, but she means to pay the card off the moment her claims are approved. And then pay off the rest of what she owes with her salary when they finally get around to banking that in.

She really loves the dress, though. It's funny and quirky with rubber ducks all over it. Just looking at it makes her happy.

She glances at her two friends and can't help but feel even more out of place. Amanda is wearing a black leather jacket that hugs her curves and leaves little to the imagination and a matching pair of pants. Her boots makes her look even taller than she is.

Lindsay is no different, with her black and blue shimmery skin-tight mini dress  that makes her legs looks like they go on for days. Her blond curls and tall, think frame means she draws attention wherever she goes. Both of them insist that she would get just as much attention if she had more time to dress up a little.

When she's not working, she's practicing her violin. She's trying to go professional, but she knows it's practically impossible. She's mostly self-taught.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





