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I look down as I try to keep it together. I can see that my hands are shaking, but it’s the goosebumps on my thighs, which are barely covered by the yellow summer dress I am wearing, that install fear in me that I am going to screw up this interview. 

This morning as I called my mum to ask her opinion on the dress I was going to wear to the first job interview I ever had, she said not to worry about this one, since no one gets to have only one interview. But my shy nature makes me nervous even if I believe this isn’t going anywhere. 

What am I supposed to tell them? 

The odd thing about this interview is I am going to be meeting with the two co-founders of the company. I hear that isn’t very common. 

I mean, I am a young girl fresh out of college, and I applied for an internship. Interns generally don’t get to meet the bosses, even after working at a company for years. 

Besides, I am not even sure if I want to work in finance, so what am I supposed to say to them? 

They are very successful businessmen. Surely, they will think I am too young and dumb to join their company. 

I didn’t look up the two men I am to have my interview with because I feared knowing their accomplishments would have been even worse for my nerves, but I guess they must be quite old. 

How else could they build a company from scratch and become one of the two richest men in the country?  

If that’s the case, they might be gentle when rejecting me. 

If they are, I can handle it. 

Hopefully. 

Trying to convince myself that I won’t be utterly humiliated in a few minutes doesn’t help my nerves. Luckily, our meeting was supposed to begin 15 minutes ago, and as I wait here to be called in, the assistant doesn’t even make eye contact with me. I guess they had some more important things to attend to.

Whenever I am supposed to meet with people, I get nervous. This has been like this since I was very young and I don’t see myself overcoming it soon. 

But I wish I could. 

My skin crawls when the assistant’s phone rings. 

She picks it up, raises her eyes to meet mine as she responds quietly to whatever the person on the other side of the phone is saying. When the call is over, she slowly gets up and approaches the comfortable brown couch I am sitting on nervously. 

“Ms. Hays. Mr. Lure and Mr. Massey are waiting for you.” 

“Both of them?” I hear myself say.

God, I sound like a scared little kitten. 

The girl raises an eyebrow as she responds. This time she sounds sarcastic. 

“Yes. Did you want to meet them one by one?”

“Yes," I respond as I get up. “Thank you.” 

She seems confused, but doesn’t say anything as she walks me to a huge, double black door. She knocks and then opens the door without waiting for a response. 

I follow her inside, with my head lowered out of habit. 

“Ms. Hays is here for you, sir.” She says. 

“Thank you, Ashley.” 

He sounds young. His voice is gentle, and he speaks very slowly as if he is certain that anyone who is in the room will be patient to listen to what he has to say. 

Suddenly, I realize I haven’t yet raised my head and meet their eyes. My heart sinks in. That’s not how you’re supposed to enter a room. 

I force myself to raise my head, and my heart immediately starts to beat even faster. 

They are the most beautiful things I have ever seen in my life. 

I have no idea which one is Mr. Lure and which one is Mr. Massey, which will make me look like a stupid bimbo in a few moments. 

But god, they’re hot! 

Two gorgeous gods look back at me. 

One is an African American man, with a ripped body and the most handsome face I have ever seen. He has a nice smile on his face and as I look into his gentle brown eyes, I can see the fire in them as my heart starts to pump faster. 

He looks tall, even without standing up. He also looks like he is too big for the seat he is sitting on. And an image of me being squeezed down onto the table by his strong hands passes through mind. 

The other guy has the sharpest features I have ever seen, and he has green eyes that I want to get lost in. 

He shakes his arm slowly to adjust his watch as he stares into my eyes, piercing through my soul. 

His muscles tighten as he moves, and my pussy starts to throb. His hair seems so full and soft that I want to grab it and make it touch all over my body. 

What the hell am I saying?

Their hotness makes me think of weird things. Great. Something else I need to worry about while trying to respond to their questions. 

Both of them stare at me as I examine them with my open mouth. 

I am sure I look very stupid. 

Fuck. 

I was expecting two older men, who would treat me like the inexperienced intern candidate that I am. But with these men, I am sure I won’t be able to speak. 

It is getting more and more likely that I will run away from this office without saying anything. 

Or maybe I will pass out. 

How could they both be so hot? 

Shit. 

“Please sit, Ms. Hays.” The white guy says. 

Thankfully, my feet don’t wait for my brain to give the command, and I start to walk towards the seat right across from the black god. 

“How are you doing?” He says. 

This is the first time he has spoken, and the fucking guy has a British accent. I can feel my face melting away as my cheeks redden. 

“Thank you, I am quite well. How are you doing?” I say.

He smiles, his luscious lips part to reveal his perfect teeth and he speaks again. This time he sounds hoarse. 

“I hope I will be very well quite soon.” 

I remain silent, now knowing how to respond to that. 

“Ms. Hays.” I turn my head and meet the green eyes of the other guy. “We looked through your resume and wanted to meet with you in person.”

“Why?” I hear myself say. 

I sound like an idiot... 

They laugh. 

Great, I am a laughable idiot. 

“That’s a fair question, I guess. We wanted to meet you in person because we are searching for a personal employee.” He continues. “Mr. Massey and I want to hire you as an office pet.” 

So Mr. Massey is the black guy and Mr. Lure is the white guy. I feel relieved. I won’t be embarrassed for not looking them up. 

But wait?

What did he say?

“I’m sorry?” I say. 

Mr. Lure’s green eyes look deeper into mine, but his expression darkens a bit. 

“Office pet.” 

My mind feels foggy. I have no idea what he is talking about. My heart is pounding with excitement. 

How am I supposed to respond, when I have no idea what he is saying?

As I stare at him with blank eyes, Mr. Massey clears his throat. I turn towards him and continue staring blankly. 

“What my friend is trying to say is that we are looking to hire someone who would do anything we want her to. That includes being shared by us and serve us whenever we want.” 

“Serve?” I say. 

“Yes. Sexual services.” Mr. Lure intervenes. 

It feels like I am in a dream. Or in a nightmare...

My heart is pounding so fast it feels like it is about to jump out of my rib cage, and my vision gets blurry as I glance in between their gorgeous faces. 

“I am not a sex worker," I mumble. 

I know you are not supposed to call them prostitutes, but that’s about the extent of my knowledge on the issue. 

“That’s not exactly it, is it?” Mr. Massey intervenes. “We want someone to work here as a regular employee, as an intern. And we won’t be paying you for the sex, you will still have a job here.”

“A high paying job.” Mr. Lure says. 

“Yes.” Mr. Massey continues. “And you will have sex with us whenever we want, voluntarily. If you accept our offer.” 

“If you don’t, you will be hired as an intern only, with the same pay.” 

I feel more and more confused. Do they want me to have sex with them, or work for them?

“I don’t... I don’t understand.” I say. 

Mr. Lure opens his mouth to answer, but he looks frustrated. Mr. Massey sees his expression and raises his hand to stop him. 

Mr. Lure stays silent. 

“Ms. Hays, we are offering you the internship.” Mr. Massey says. “Do you accept?” 

“Yes," I respond. “But what about the other thing?” 

He smiles. 

“Yes. Also, if you want, we want to train you as our pet.”

“What does that entail?” I ask. 

His body relaxes, and I realize it must seem like I am interested in his proposal. 

My heart is pounding so fast that I didn’t even think about what he is saying, but my pussy is already soaking wet. 

I guess, deep inside, I know what they are saying. And I am hoping this isn’t a dream. If it is, I will have to take a cold shower before leaving the house.

“Having sex with us, or anyone else we tell you to. Being available for both of us anytime we want.” Mr. Massey explains. 

“Letting yourself go completely and doing what we ask you to at all times.” Mr. Lure adds. 

I feel an intense sensation down in my pussy. As a virgin, I have no idea how it feels to have something hard inside me, but now, for the first time in my life, my pussy is aching for something to fill it up. 

I look up and meet both their eyes in
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