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Raymond turned suddenly and took something from the pile on the table. It looked like a piece of rag attached to a small stick of some sort.

"Hey, Eric. Let's cuff her to the door," he suggested to my immediate horror. I could feel him smile against my skin.

"I'll get the door open," James said, walking behind the desk as if he owned the place. The gust of cold wind that blew in made my nipples ache. I was furious with desire, hot and cold at the same time as Eric took a dutiful step back so Craig could lead me to the open door. The thought of being exposed out in the open sent me panicking. I couldn't help but be awed by how easily he moved me despite how much I fought to stay perfectly still.

Craig smelled of sweat and desire as he held me tight against him and gradually pushed me outside. He stopped just short of the boundary of the office and the outside. 

The coldness bit at my skin. My pebbled nipples and exposed clit were perky and throbbing with lust. "Hurry up," Craig said roughly, as if speech was almost too difficult. "It's freezing."

Eric went to retrieve a few more of the cuffs and joined James at the door. They were fumbling with the rod, pushing it so that the rod was facing outside while the cuff remained inside when the door closed, latching in a way to make sure the cuffs would not come free.

The moment the door was closed, I realized what they intended to do. The cuffs were for me. There were four altogether and the straps slid over the door with the rods attached ensured that the cuffs would stay in place.

"What if someone comes by?!" I gasped, my voice husky.

"We have friends coming by to enjoy the show," he said, confirming my worst fear... my deepest desire. Raymond turned me around roughly and pulled my hands over my head over to the cuff while Craig repeated the same thing with my right arm. I was standing on tip toes when they were done binding me to the open door.

The glass door made me arc away from it, inevitably pushing my chest upwards and making my breasts bigger than they were.

James pried my legs apart and started tightening the cuff on my ankle when Eric saw what he was doing and told him to stop.

"We need to take off her pants first," he said.

This standalone story contains scenes involving forced stripping in public and forced submission, hardcore gangbang, double penetration, bdsm, exhibitionism, voyeurism, & reluctant sex.
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"Watch porn."

Of all the ridiculous things that Janet had said in the past, this takes the cake. What sort of person pass the time at work by watching porn? Why would they even risk the job they have by doing something so private it should be kept within the confines of their homes. And for good reason!

I knew she was serious. Janet wasn't the type to kid around. If anything, she was too honest. The woman looked the epitome of prim and proper in her day job with her short hair and business suit. At night, the normalcy gets thrown out the window in favor of a leather jacket and miniskirt. Janet was part of a biker gang in town. She inherited her bike from her late father and drove it like an extension of herself.

I had met her at work and she had been completely honest with me regarding everything in her life.

"I'm serious," she said, staring at me through her thick glasses, which she replaced with contacts at night.

"What if you get caught? The IT Department has access to all the stuff we do," I said. It was incredible that we were having this discussion at all.

It had started innocently enough. Bored with the silence in the office, I peeked above my cubicle to peer at Janet in the adjacent desk and asked her if she enjoyed the weekend.

"I had to work yesterday," she responded, pulling off her headphones. She always had those on even though it was against company policy. She was playing solitaire on her computer and seemed to be waiting for me to ask that exact question. "It was interesting," she added, popping her head over the wall to give me her undivided attention.

"Interesting how? Were there people in?" I asked. It was impossible. Most people didn't even know we were open Sundays and even if they did, they had better things to do than come to a tax consultation office. Not during this time of the year anyhow.

"Nope!" she responded gleefully, corner of her eyes wrinkling with the huge grin on her face.

"Then what did you do that was so interesting?" I asked, thoroughly confused. As employees in the office, we took turns working Sundays. It wasn't that bad. I enjoyed the feeling of having the entire office to myself.

"Watch porn," she answered, not even bothering to keep her voice down. I quickly peeked around to make sure nobody's heard her. Everyone else had their earphones stuffed deep in their ears, blocking out any exterior noise. Was I the only one who abided to the company rules?! I should really get myself a pair of earphones. The guy next to me was watching a movie with a bag of chips on his lap. I rolled my eyes and turned my attention back to Janet.

"You're kidding."

"I'm serious!"

"What if you get caught? The IT Department as access to all the stuff we do on the company computers."

She rolled her eyes, "What do you think they do all day?"

"You can't be serious," I shook my head at her.

"I'm absolutely serious!" she bent over the desk and opened the last drawer. She pulled something up and held it in front of my face.

"Oh my god, Janet!" I gasped, falling away from her and back into my seat. I was trying my best to keep my voice down but she was making it almost impossible.

"I don't think God wants a part in what I'm doing with my Sundays at work!" she laughed.

She had an pink oblong item in her hand that was 100% a dildo. I knew it because she had given me the exact same model for my birthday last year. To this day, I was still glad I had chosen to unwrap that gift once I was home instead of during the birthday celebration in the office. The vibrating toy was my ultimate de-stressor. I had been using it more and more these days.

"Put that thing away!" I demanded. The stirring in my loins was getting stronger at the sight of the vibrating dildo. "You're going to get us both fired!"

"Okay, okay," she chuckled, clearing finding my horror very entertaining.

It was good that she had gotten the device safely tucked away too! Just then, Clarice stopped at our desks. Clarice was the manager and the devil in charge of handling the Sunday shifts. Somehow in the three years I had worked in the office, she had never had to work Sundays. That was fine since she was the manager, except when she got her niece and two of her friends hired and all three of them never had to pick up a Sunday shift either.

Her coming to the desk could only mean one thing.

"Good morning, Vivian!" she sang with false friendliness. She was an expert at pretending to be your friend when she needed something.

"Good morning, Clarice. Is there something I can do for you?" I asked, biting my tongue the moment I asked that. Fuck. I just gave her the perfect opening to ask for a favor.

"There is!" she responded chirpily, her voice such a high pitch that it grate at my nerves. "Do you have any plans this Sunday?"

I blinked up at her for several long moments as I considered lying. She was wearing fake long lashes that accentuated her bright blue eyes. Even at forty, she was a bombshell. Her wardrobe of tight bodycon dresses only compounded her sexiness. Several of the men in the other booths had stopped pretending to work in favor of staring at how the dress hugged her every curve.

There was a tight knot in my stomach as I stared at the blond beauty.

I was her antithesis in almost every way. My dark skin looked even darker next to hers and my black hair seemed to suck the light right out of her pretty blonde curls. The only thing I had on her was how shapely my ass was compared to hers.

My boobs were average sized. My deepest shame was that people would find out my breasts would fill with milk and I had no way of releasing the pressure other than to masturbate and essentially milk myself. For the longest time, I thought all girls had to go through the same thing once a month. It wasn't until I went to college that my roommate told me that not all girls have milk coming out of their tits. It lowered my self esteem by to the negatives and kept me off the dating game for an indefinite amount of time.
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