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  Chapter 1




  





  It’s a quarter to five and it’s almost time to punch out for the day. For my first day, it hasn’t been too bad. I’m so glad I have been hired in this office; I hadn’t really expected to get hired after going to a hundred interviews with no success.




  But here I am: Gay Scrubber, accounting assistant with a chance of career advancement.




  Now, let’s talk about my outfit. Since it’s my first day, I thought I should shoot high; now that I think about it, I might have gone way too far with my enthusiasm. My pink suit grips my waist and squeezes my breasts, and the blouse I chose this morning is quite transparent.




  As the cherry on top, my skirt is so tight that I can barely cross my legs. And yes, I am wearing heels.




  I’ve been sitting at my desk all day, barely breathing inside my stretched jacket suit. I can’t wait to go home and take off this ridiculous, suffocating suit. I am surprised that I haven’t fainted yet.




  ****




  I peek out of my cubicle and look at the other employees to compare their outfits to mine. They all look the same: humble and inconspicuous. They don’t seem to be very interested in aesthetic; that seems a bit weird to me, since they’re all women.




  I guess they are trying to protect themselves from the rapacious gaze of the four rampant office managers, Albert, Luke, Matthew and Stephen. They are the personal assistants of the big boss, the charming and fabulous Paul Grand.




  Forty years old with a statuesque physique; this morning he shook my hand and toured me around the office. Well-dressed and confident, Paul inspires certain awe. I have to admit that I find him incredibly attractive.




  The boys see me peeking through the window walls of their big office. Matthew greets me with a handshake before leaving with his briefcase under his arm. One of the other colleagues throws me a scolding glance and I look away immediately.




  Perhaps she’s jealous of my skinny and sensual figure. After all, I’m the youngest employee in this office at 24 years old and have no experience in the field. Even so, I had no problems getting hired, apparently. Pacifiers & Soothers needs just somebody like me, at least that’s what Paul Grand told me at the interview.




  He said I have the look. What he meant by that, I’m not sure.




  Now that I think about it, right after I got hired, one of the interns, Lorena, asked me if I worked as a model to pay for college. No, I’ve never been a model, even if I could be, with my perfect body. Instead, I majored in business marketing. And I want to get to the top.




  ****




  Lorena and Valentine, the interns, greet me as they pass by, pretending they want to be friends; I can tell from their faces that they are envious of my appearance. Fuck them! I don’t need female friends here; all I want are the male managers, the big shots.




  Usually I have no trouble finding guys drooling behind me that would do whatever I asked. It’s the benefit of being a young and sexy woman.




  The alarm sounds, thank God! It’s five o’clock, time to clock out. A crowd of employees is approaching the elevator. Luckily I’ll be back home soon; I can’t wait to take off this suffocating suit.




  I’m going to check my email before leaving, though, just to be sure that there’s nothing at the last minute. Oh shit! As I suspected I have an unread email. Wow, it’s from the big boss, Mr. Grand!




  It reads as follows:




  «Dear Miss Scrubber,




  Welcome to our big family, the Pacifiers & Soothers.




  Despite a promising start, I encountered a serious mistake in the file you sent me a few hours ago. Could you please come and discuss it with me in the office before going home?




  Thank you.




  --Paul Grand »




  I can’t believe what I’m reading. How could I make a mistake? I checked the file several times before sending it out. Oh, God, this is going to be a big mess. I hope he doesn’t fire me…




  I spring out my chair and rush toward the office of the young assistants, looking for psychological support, but they’re already all gone. It’s too bad. I would have appreciated some advice on how to deal with Mr. Grand, since I barely know him.




  




  
Chapter 2





  





  I am in front of his office, now. The door is closed and I knock softly, shaking like a twig in the wind. The boss’ voice calls me from inside. «Miss Scrubber, come on in!»




  I open the door shyly and see the immense and polished roundtable, which looks so polished that I can see the faces of the four assistants, who are sitting around it, reflected on it like a mirror. I hadn’t realized they were all in the office.




  Albert, dark skin and pokey eyes; Matthew, slender and shaved; Luke, buff and strong; and finally Stephen, with his arrogant look. Among them, center staged, is the big boss, Mr. Grand.




  I notice that every man in the room, including the boss, is undressing me with his eyes. Soon after, I realize how much I enjoy it. Therefore I enter the room with a big smile.




  «Thanks for coming,» the boss says.




  He reaches toward me, holding out his hand. He looks elegant and self confident, with his peculiar way of looking at you straight in the eyes. He does not return my smile though.




  «My pleasure I reply. My voice trembles as I spot my folder on the table, open in front of everyone. The revenue calculations of September are fully highlighted in yellow and the mistake is circled in red. I am going to faint with shame.




  «Sit down,» Mr. Grand orders.




  He points at a high stool, and I struggle to sit down because my skirt is too tight. Crossing my legs is the hardest task at this point, as I have to try to keep my balance without spreading my legs open in front of everybody.




  «Thank you,» I say. (I sound completely unconvinced.)




  Mr. Grand sits at the edge of the table next to me. He has a stern look. «Miss Scrubber, I am really disappointed.»




  Albert and Matthew exchange a look of complicity. Luke skims his lips with his finger, like a foretaste of something very juicy that is going to happen soon.




  I apologize, in deep dismay. «I'm sorry. I don’t understand how it happened.» At this point I give him what I call my defenseless kitten look, which usually works pretty well. In fact, Mr. Grand makes a paternal face and shakes his head with resignation.




  «Miss Scrubber, my dear, what should I do with you?»




  I know what. Don’t fire me!




  I'm realizing at this point that I am totally in my boss’ hands, and I also think he’s sensed my fear; in fact, it looks to me that my condition of subordination is energizing him.




  He smiles at me, nice and tight like a Greek god. His shirt is unbuttoned and I catch a glimpse of his tanned skin and some sexy hair on his chest. Muscular and strong, he exudes the sexual appeal of an alpha male.




  Suddenly I find myself attracted to him and lower my eyes. (I hope he didn’t notice.)




  «It's hot in here, isn’t it, Miss Scrubber?» Mr. Grand says from out of nowhere.




  Truly, it isn’t hot; the air conditioning is on.




  «Put yourself at ease. Take off your suit jacket, please,» he suggests.




  «I'm fine, thank you.»




  The boss insists. «Do as I say, Miss Scrubber. Trust me, you will feel much better. »




  I have a feeling that the boss is up to something at this point. At the same time, I have no choice other than to obey him. I have hard time trying to take the fitted jacket off, teetering on the stool and trying not to open my legs split in front of the four drooling bastards.




  In the process, my skirt lifts and reveals my thighs. Fuck!




  Suddenly I feel naked, not only because of my skirt, but because of the fact that the blouse I'm wearing today is see-through, and without my jacket on, the guys can totally see my bra. In fact, Matthew leans over to get a better look.




  I keep asking myself why I dressed like that, today.




  «Well done, Miss Scrubber. Does it feel better, now? » Mr. Grand looks incredibly pleased.




  I nod in agreement, even if I am thinking not at all.




  Now he keeps giving me that violin. «I want you to feel at ease with me, Miss Scrubber.»




  I notice that the boss is now modulating his voice with a sort of fatherly tone, which gives me the creeps. I think that I would feel at ease indeed, if only the hot men around me would stop undressing me with their eyes.




  




  Chapter 3




  





  Albert, Matthew, Luke, and Stephen are visibly attracted to me and I realize that if the boss were not here, they would immediately jump on me.




  «I humbly apologize for my mistake,» I say, hoping that this humiliation will end quickly. «It’s not going to happen again, I promise!» I blink my long lashes like a deer, begging for his forgiveness.




  An embarrassing silence follows my words. Mr. Grand looks at me in surprise, then turns back to the assistants and gives them a «that was pathetic» kind of look. Albert shakes his head in disbelief, and, overall, they all seem to agree that my words were silly.




  What did I say wrong?




  The boss approaches me, mellifluous. «Miss Scrubber, we do not care for apologies in here.»




  «Oh, you don’t?» I am confused.




  «Here at Pacifiers & Soothers we have rules to be honored. You must comply with these rules just like everyone else; do you understand, Miss Scrubber? »




  Unfortunately, I don’t understand.




  «What do you want me to do?» I ask naively.




  I just know I’m going to slip off the stool, so I spread my legs open to prevent a fall. My thighs are now fully open before the five alpha males, who are obviously enjoying watching my struggle.




  «Miss Scrubber, you are young and inexperienced,» Mr. Grand says. «You have to understand that every mistake you make in this office will be punished severely, in order to build a mutual trust between us. You can’t just apologize. Apologies are not enough.»




  I was just hired and already on the verge of being fired. I'm about to burst into tears.




  «I am so sorry, I didn’t know about that point,» I justify. «Maybe something is written in the regulations about mistakes that I haven’t seen… If you want to deduct today’s pay from my paycheck, I will understand it. I would do the same, in fact…»




  The boss is staring at me crossing his arms on his chest, with severe, icy eyes. I feel like he is spying on my breast through my blouse. I am waiting for his next move anxiously.




  «See, Miss Scrubber, we are a little bit like a family here at Pacifiers & Soothers, so we share achievements with great affection, but we also punish the mistakes of our colleagues openly. You're new, Miss Scrubber, and yet we want to treat you like part of the family.»




  The boss turns toward his minions, who are all nodding with conviction. I feel more and more uneasy, as I believe they are plotting something behind my back. All I want right now is to end this public humiliation quickly and go home.




  I force myself to ask, «What do you want me to do, Mr. Grand, to rectify my mistake? »




  I got him. The boss pulls out a shark smile, almost devouring me with his blue eyes. From behind his broad shoulders I can see Luke, who grazes his crotch with his hand, as if to encourage an erection. I just can’t believe this is happening.




  The gesture is absolutely disgusting, but the funny thing is that in spite of the disgust, I can feel this grotesque situation becoming somewhat of a turn on.




  «Very well, Miss Scrubber,» Mr. Grand says.




  He opens a drawer and grabs a red marker, the one that he probably used to circle my calculation on the practice. He brandishes it like a sword, while saying, «I am going to show you how to rectify an error!»




  I gaze the marker, which he uses to point toward something behind my back. I glance back slightly, grasping the desk with my fingernails to prevent the high stool from rocking on its base and dismounting me.




  All I can see is an office filing cabinet with several drawers that go down to the floor.




  «See that dresser, Miss Scrubber? I want you to go and open the last one at the very bottom and pull out the file on top of the stack. Then bring him to me. Understand? »




  I nod in agreement, while I secretly wonder how far the boss is willing to go with this dramatic open punishment. The good news is that I have the chance to get off this torture stool and loosen my legs. Finally!




  I spring off the stool and make two steps towards the dresser, when the boss stops me brutally.




  «No, Miss Scrubber. That’s not the way I meant! »




  At this point I am lost. I look back at him with a puzzled stare.




  «I beg your pardon?»




  The boss stands up and towers over me; I can feel his sexual energy radiating from his body, intoxicating me even more than his aftershave. And I’m not speaking about his muscular arms protruding from his rolled up shirtsleeves.




  I swallow hard; Mr. Grand suddenly looks incredibly sexy. As the cherry on top, the four drooling males sitting at the roundtable keep staring at me with those horny faces of theirs. What a terrible embarrassment; I just want to go home and forget about this endless embarrassment.




  «Very bad, Miss Scrubber, » the boss says. «What I meant is that I want you get on all fours and walk over to the dresser.»




  «Excuse me?» I look at him, aghast.




  He’s looking at me as if what he just asked was completely normal. I am frozen.




  «Miss Scrubber, you don’t want to disappoint me just as we’re starting to get along, do you?»




  I hesitate. I do not understand what this on all fours thing has to do with my wrong calculation. Then, for some reason my gaze wanders down to his crotch, and I shake in horror.




  Oh my God! He has a hard-on. The boss is getting excited from giving me orders!




  Mr. Grand seems very proud of his erection. He knows that I know. We both know that we know and we are on the same page now. Only I’m not sure I want to play this game.




  I suddenly realize it was all about sex. There’s probably not even a real error in my file; it was all made up from the very beginning.




  This is mean, Mr. Grand!




  «Go ahead, Miss Scrubber,» the boss orders with his plaintive tone. «Do as I say, like a good girl.»




  I am disgusted by his request. I will not do such a thing.




  In spite of myself though. Something feels like it’s prickling me from inside, like a woodworm. As if the boss’ voice hypnotizes me, all of a sudden I turn submissive. My brain goes to pieces and I think strange things…




  What if I like his game? What if this is the chance that I’ve been seeking out for years?




  I have to admit this strange request of his sounds somewhat exciting…




  After all, nobody would ever have to know about it.




  No, I can’t do this. This would not be professional.




  But I want him, here in front of everybody. With his muscular body and those hands that suggest power. With his daddy-like voice, eager for sex.




  Never before had I had these thoughts about anyone. I look around. Matthew, Stephen, Albert and Luke are staring at me in religious silence, waiting for my response. I can do and be whatever I want in this office, and everyone is going to play the same perverted game.




  Okay, I will only play with him for a little bit.




  I make my decision. Looking at my boss, meeting his blue eyes, I bend down slowly, very slowly. The boss doesn’t reveal his emotions, but I can see his hard-on. That’s enough for me.




  The minions are holding their breath in excitement as I get on all fours on the big Persian carpet. Then, as if it was the most natural thing to do, I start crawling toward the office drawer.




  I imagine that those four thugs sitting at the roundtable are having a blast right now, looking at my buttocks as they move sensually in my tight skirt suit.




  I must be crazy.




  The awkward silence in the room is thrilling. I turn my head back imperceptibly to check on the boss and I spot him, motionless, looking at me smugly with his arms folded.




  I keep going till I reach the cabinet. I open the bottom drawer and I grab a practice form from the top. It’s an easy task, after all. I am about to stand up when Mr. Grand speaks, his eyes still on my back.
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