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ACT ONE:
FOREPLAY


CHAPTER ONE

 


I kept them
both waiting until 5.00 p.m.

They’d been
sitting in the reception area outside of my office since nine
o’clock that morning. Jasmine, my Executive Assistant, is skilled
at drawing out the tension. All 8 hopeful couples had been
instructed to arrive before 9.00 a.m.

The Kemps had
been sitting there, waiting patiently in anxious silence, hour
after hour as the long day wore on, without even knowing who would
be called next. They’d occasionally glance across at each other,
trying to gauge their own chances versus the competition.

That morning
I’d already interviewed 4 husbands and their wives. Another 3 more
couples had followed in the afternoon.

Joseph and
Susan Kemp were to be my eighth and last candidates that day. The
well established 5 o’clock slot.

Jasmine showed
them in and they stood side by side, waiting politely in front of
my desk. I knew that neither of them would have ever seen an office
remotely like it, even pre-the Great Virus, not even in some old
Wall Street movie. My mahogany desk on its own covers an area the
size of some rooms.

As well as my
desk, there’s a comfortable corner-seating area of sofas and coffee
table where I conduct more relaxed conversations. Then, in the
other half of the enormous room, there’s a board table that can
seat 32 people, with state-of-the-art conferencing facilities.

On the walls
hangs an art collection worth millions, with floor-to-ceiling
windows looking out over the river and the city below.

And this is
only my office. Doors behind my desk lead to my private suite,
including a marble bathroom, my personal gym, private cinema and
master bedroom.

I completely
ignored the two Kemps for a whole minute, continuing to look down
at papers on my desk.

The couple
stood there side by side, waiting, motionless, in silence. They’d
already had to wait 8 hours. So what was one more minute? They’d
had to watch handsome-young-couple, after handsome young couple
enter my office, knowing that each was here to apply for just one
opportunity. I could tell immediately the Kemps weren’t confident
of their chances.

“Ah ...” I
glanced up at the young woman, “... er Susan, right? Susan and Joe,
yes?”

“Yes sir.”
Their voices answered in unison.

In fact, Susan
was the reason they were my last couple of the day. I was confident
she could play a big part in this particular story. That morning,
as always, Jasmine had brought in the day’s files with colour
photos and full background checks. I’d juggled the eight young
women into my order of preference on the desk. Every female
applicant was obliged to upload 4 photos into our online form.
Jasmine then printed them out for me in portrait format on glossy
A4 sheets.

Top left was a
close up of the applicant’s face. Top right was a full length
frontal nude shot taken especially for her application and dated.
Bottom left was a rear shot of her naked bottom, fingers pulling
her cheeks apart. Finally, bottom right was a wedding day snap with
her husband, wearing her bridal dress with him in his tux, plus the
date and location of their nuptials.

To be fair, all
of today’s applicants had been cute. My HR team reject nine out of
ten couples who apply without a second glance. But of the lucky ten
percent who’d made it to today’s interview stage it had been lovely
young Susan who caught my eye.

The long form
she’d filled in gave me every detail required to make an informed
decision. She was 23, a graduate, with a decent liberal arts degree
gained just before the Virus struck. Since then she’d been
unemployed apart from a bit of casual waitressing in the ravaged
entertainment sector.

She’d been with
hunky Joe since college. He was her first proper boyfriend and
they’d been married for only 2 months. A small wedding of just a
dozen people at a burger joint was all the two families could
afford. Nevertheless, they looked cutely joyous in their wedding
snap.

She’d filled
out what our Corporation calls a full ‘personal history’.
Applicants all understand this includes a full sexual resume,
including people, acts and ‘solitary habits’, a euphemism for
masturbation. Susan was definitely a wholesome girl-next-door type.
Apart from kissing, Joe was her first and only. She was still an
anal virgin. She’d masturbated as a teenager but rarely since.

I left them
standing in front of my desk, sensing their eyes on me, as I
silently perused her A4 sheet of HD photos. I peered intently at
the close up of her anal rosebud, tight and still virgin; at the
small diamond ring on her wedding finger as she tugged her pert
butt-cheeks apart.

Our research
shows that applicants truly hate taking and uploading nude shots
specifically taken for us. But we know we’d be wasting our time
with anybody who won’t. The whole process is designed to identify
young people who are both ambitious and desperate enough to be
committed and useful employees in the post-Lockdown world.

Susan’s top
right full frontal nude pic was exactly as we prescribe; a big,
forced smile, feet apart, tits out, both cupped in her hands, with
two words written on them in black marker pen.

‘Please’ on one
tit and ‘Sir’ written on the other.

“So, decent
qualifications.” I commented, finally looking up. “Yes?”

“Y ... yes sir,
thank you.”

Susan was very
pretty. A definite 8 out of 10. She had lovely sapphire-blue eyes
and citrus blonde hair. Her wedding day photo revealed perfect
white teeth which are a prerequisite for me. No mouth is going near
my bits without a nice smile. If anything, she was even prettier in
person than her photos. She smelled faintly of rosewater.

“Like everybody
else.” I shrugged, closing their files regretfully.

There was an
awkward silence. They’d just wasted eight hours sitting in my
reception area. Not that they would have had anything better to do
today. But I could sense their devastation that it was all over so
quickly.

Joe Kemp had
uploaded four photos too; a facial close up, a happy wedding snap,
a full frontal nude, and a close up of his erect penis alongside a
measuring tape. Like his young wife, he was 23, a fine upstanding
lad, six-three of sports jock, a decent degree too.

Now, the key
question was, did he have initiative?

“Sir, I know
our academic qualifications and work experience probably aren’t any
better than anybody else’s today. But is there another way we can
convince you to give us an opportunity?”

It is widely
known and accepted that, in our post-Lockdown world, all those old
rules, employment laws and behavioural norms no longer applied.

“Such as?” I
shrugged, putting on my bored face as I stared insolently at
Susan’s delightful cleavage. I could see the skin on her neck was
mottled and red with anxiety.

This was
important. Make the applicants propose a deal.

“Sir, although
we’re m ... married, I would be more than happy – honoured in fact
– if you would ... you know, have sex with Susan.”

The poor boy
was blushing crimson, clenching his fists as he spoke.

He was wearing
a cheap suit with a white shirt and polyester tie and polished
shoes. By his side, Susan was dressed in a black pencil skirt and
one-button jacket with a cream blouse. I returned my gaze to her
cleavage. Her plump young breasts were filling what her file told
me was a D-cup bra.

I smiled at him
graciously but gave another condescending shrug.

“And do you
really imagine the other husbands I’ve seen today have said any
different?”

He grimaced but
was still not yet beaten. Young Joe was growing on me.

“Sir, but I
think you’ll find that my wife is way more committed, enthusiastic
and, I like to think, prettier than the others.”

Susan finally
volunteered something of her own for the first time.

“Yes Sir ...
please.”

Her voice was
pleasant, melodic. I looked at her lips.

“She’s
beautiful, s ... sir.” He stammered, playing his final card.

I sighed, as if
I was doing them both a huge favour.

“I’ll be the
judge of that. Okay, show me.” I gestured to Joe. “You undress
her.”

The handsome
lad blushed again, his fingers trembling, gritting his teeth, as he
helped his darling wife out of her high heels, her jacket and
skirt, unbuttoning her blouse for her, peeling off her stockings,
until she stood trembling in just her black lingerie. Everything
was inexpensive but to be fair, quite tasteful, considering their
paltry bank balance.

A couple of
years ago, many employers would have rushed to recruit Susan and
Joe Kemp, at good salaries with great prospects. Anybody making her
demean herself like this would have been sentenced to prison.

“Not bad.”

“Thank you,
Sir.”

But nowadays,
with 30% unemployment and 60% of all work being starvation-level
Government-created ‘fake jobs’, genuine employers like me don’t
just hold all the cards. We make the rules. The onus was on young
Susan and Joe to make themselves stand out, in any way they
could.

“I’m afraid I
already blew my load in 3 o’clock’s mouth.” I sighed, scratching
the groin of my jeans. “I’ve already offered that couple the
opportunity.”

Their faces
fell. Susan’s lower lip was quivering with despair and shame. What
of course she didn’t know was that after she’d uploaded her
application a fortnight ago, my tech-surveillance team had owned
her communications ever since. We install V-ware on the devices of
every single candidate.

My team had
arranged 5 promising interviews for Susan at five different
companies. Each was a job she was fully qualified for. But all five
companies had cruelly rejected her. So it had been set up that
today was her final chance. I was well aware just how desperate she
was. It meant she’d arrived in exactly the right frame of mind.

I smiled at
their crestfallen expressions.

“But I can
easily change my mind and withdraw the offer I made to that pair. I
could make one to you instead.”

I could see
their young minds working. They at least had the intelligence to
realise I could do exactly the same thing to them and change my
mind tomorrow.

In this brave
new world, my word’s hardly my fucking bond.

“Besides,” I
continued, “hers wasn’t actually a great blowjob.”

They waited
patiently, not daring to speak.

“Tell you
what,” I exhaled magnanimously, “be here again before nine
tomorrow. I may reconsider your application then.”




CHAPTER TWO

 


THE NEXT
DAY

 


This time I
only kept them waiting for four hours; until 1 p.m.

Jasmine served
me the young couple along with my lunch tray. They returned in what
they’d been wearing the day before, eyes with dark rings from lack
of sleep, but otherwise hopeful.

“Undress, both
of you this time. Hurry. I don’t have all day.”

I sat back,
hands behind my head, and gazed out of my office’s full length
windows, at the tall buildings and river below. I remembered a
dystopian novel titled “After the Pestilence” written way back in
2005. It had seemed farfetched at the time.

But 15 years
later, here we all were.

The disease had
been the spark. But it was the subsequent lockdowns and economic
measures that were the gunpowder.

An explosion of
opportunity for people like me.

I looked at
them. Susan now stood in just her bra and thong, and Joe was in his
white cotton briefs, both in front of my desk.

“Off with those
as well.” I said, picking up a cold beef sandwich.

Blushing, they
stepped out of their underwear and stood naked before me. Joe was a
fine young specimen, 1.9 metres of beefcake, v-shaped torso, broad
shoulders, ripped abdomen, hairy groin and pendulous balls. I
thought back to the printed photo of his 16-cms erection. In
contrast, his penis now was wrinkled and withered with nerves.

Joe Kemp wasn’t
aware of it yet, but he’d already enjoyed his last orgasm for a
long time.

Susan was a
foot shorter than her husband but she had nice slim legs and held
herself upright. Her hips, waist and torso formed a harmonious set
of curves, leading up to that sensational D-cup rack.

At 61 yrs old,
albeit a youthful, fit and virile sixty-one, I’m hardly a young
girl’s dream. But as I see it, that’s her problem, not mine.

Don’t
misunderstand, I like mature women too. There’s nothing wrong with
a well preserved and experienced dame in her 40s, even 50s. Or a
gym bunny MILF in her 30s. They all have their plus points. But
it’s those youthful tits you miss most when you get to my age.

They hang high
on a young woman’s chest, seeming to defy gravity; no need for a
bra, they’re ample and firm. They jiggle under a sweater without
bouncing like balloons when she runs. There’s no hint of that sag
and stretch that’s sadly coming down the track. You really only
find tits like that on the under-30s.

Frankly perfect
tits are wasted on young men. The husbands and boyfriends can have
them back when they’re stretched and sagging and past their
best-before date. But until then it’s hands off my hooters.

“Did you two
have sex last night?”

They exchanged
glances. “No Sir.” I could tell that was the truth.

“Too
apprehensive, huh?”

Joe swallowed.
“I guess, Sir.”

I smiled. There
was something about this couple I actually quite liked. Their good
looks, obviously, but it was their manner too. Deferential and
humble, yet resilient. They were fighters. They’d do whatever it
takes to survive.

“Come here.” I
beckoned to Susan with my index finger.

She came round
the side of my huge desk and stood by me.

“Nearer.”

I examined her,
taking my time; every curve and inch of her five feet three. I ran
my fingers through her neatly brushed flyaway hair, drew my nail
over her attractive cheekbones, her jaw, neck, shoulders, down to
those plump, high boobies. Her skin did indeed smell of
rosewater.

I glanced
across my desk at Joe occasionally. We both knew I wasn’t only
evaluating his wife like she was a piece of meat. I was deciding
whether to buy her, lock, stock and two smoking boobs. I was
acquiring her like a possession. In a few moments she’d belong to
me, not to him.

I traced her
scared nipples, shrunken and soft like her husband’s withered cock,
her hard flat abdomen, neatly trimmed pubic triangle, and that
pudgy, welcoming V between her thighs.

“Turn
round.”

I ran my
fingers down the knobbles of her spine, cupped her pert buttocks,
fingered her anus. Yes, this young lady would make a fine addition
to my workforce.

“Tell me, Joe,
has your wife ever taken it up the ass?”

I knew the
answer but wanted him to admit it.

“Er ... no Sir.
N ... not yet.”

“I will relieve
you of that burden.” I smiled at him. “I will fuck Susan’s ass and
no doubt several of my senior colleagues will too. But I’m glad you
missed your chance. Because you’ll NEVER know that feeling now,
Joe. It’s contractually reserved for your betters. Is that
completely understood?”

He blinked,
bowed his head. “Yes Sir.”

“Understood?” I
asked Susan, smiling, patting her pert bottom.

“Yes S ...
Sir.”

I turned back
to Joe. “And does she give good head?”

He glanced at
his wife. “Er ... well ... to be honest that’s not her thing
either. But she has tried.”

I laughed,
shaking my head at them both, imagining their uninspired
missionary-position couplings.

“But she’s a
good fuck at least, right?”

“Oh yes, Sir.
Fantastic.” He realised he needed to do a selling job or I might
change my mind. “She’s passionate, energetic, everything you could
want. And obviously tight too, Sir.”

“And you’re her
one and only, so far?”

I slapped Susan
gently on the butt, turning her round.

“Yes, Sir.”

“And how does
it feel, Joe, knowing your employer will be the second?”

He bit his
lower lip, struggling to lie. “Awesome, sir.”

There’s
something deeply emasculating for a man having his boss fuck his
woman. The same guy who makes all the decisions about his job and
career, his finances and lifestyle, also decides whether to have
sex with his missus that day, or not, and whether the rest of the
office knows about it, or not.

“Come.” I
ordered him. “Lie here on my desk here. Face up.”

Joe clambered
awkwardly onto the shiny top of my desk. I’d pointed him so that
his head was near the edge and his feet were towards the seating
area. His brown eyes looked up at me. I tersely adjusted his naked
body, pulling him so that his neck hung over the edge and I could
stare down into his despondent eyes.

“I want your
husband to have a close up view of our first fuck, my dear.”

Susan’s blue
eyes looked solemnly at me but she didn’t object. I’d felt her
shoulder tense when I used the words ‘first fuck’. She’d obviously
clocked that today wasn’t going to be a one-off. I smirked and
gestured her into position.

She had to rise
slightly on tiptoe in order to mount Joe’s upturned face.

“Excellent.” I
adjusted her naked body until she was steady and had settled back
down onto the soles of her bare feet. Now most of Joe’s nose was
now wedged inside her trimmed bush and the pink folds of her pussy.
I could see his heart beating hard in his chest.

“How does that
feel?”

“O ... kay.”
She answered uncertainly, “Sir.”

“And you Joe?
Comfortable? Good view?”

“Myuh ... ymgu
... ur.”

“Give her a bit
of tongue, Joe. Prepare your wife for me.”

I got up off my
chair, undid my belt, unzipped and lowered my jeans. My staff
mostly all have to wear suits and office clothes. But I prefer to
dress casually.

I thumbed my
cock and rubbed the crown along Susan’s ass crack until I was fully
hard. Her peachy skin was lovely and soft.

“Right, bend
over.” I instructed her. “Lean your body along your husband’s
chest, and rest your face on his crotch.”

Susan bent at
the waist and slowly pressed her nakedness against Joe’s. They
looked such a cute couple. Docile and tender, comforting each
other, like one of my Rodin sculptures. Her face and mouth lay
decorously on his hip, an inch away from his wrinkled genitals.
He’d feel her warm breath as she gasped.

It was time to
plunder such an affectionate scene.

I reached down
and fingered between her thighs, feeling Joe’s nose and chin there.
I eased her labia apart and stuck two fingers in, peeling her open
like a piece of fresh fruit. Joe’s tongue had moistened her but she
was still quite dry.

“Spread your
legs wider, darling.”

I spat saliva
on my fingertips and lubed her up. I could see Joe’s hair beneath
me, but not his face, which was now hidden underneath Susan’s
body.

“Okay, guys,
time to start your interview.”

I zig-zagged my
erection into her 23yr old cunt with a bit of effort. She whimpered
but didn’t resist. Judging by the photo of Joe’s cock, we’re of
similar length, but I’m on the thicker side.

I knew Jasmine
would have the office cameras rolling, recording this moment for
posterity and entertainment. Hashtag Candidates. I have a library
of over seven hundred such ‘#interviews’.

“Push back
against me.” I encouraged Susan.

It didn’t take
me long. It never does, that first time. A couple of minutes max.
Heck, it’s not as if I need to impress anybody. My first brew of
the day. A few final hard punches into her midriff and then a
knockout blow. I spewed what felt like a pint of jizz into her
depths. And Joe had a ringside seat.

“Not bad.” I
patted her on the butt, levering myself up.

“Th ... thank
you, Sir.” She gasped over her shoulder.

“And how was
that for you Joe?”

I hauled his
wife up so she was standing astride his face again.

“Umm ... mgh
... ur.”

I helped her up
onto tiptoe so we could both hear Joe speak properly.

“It was ... gr
... great sir.” He gasped.

I chuckled and
peered down, looking into his moist, blinking eyes.

“In that case
you can thank me by getting that tongue of yours back in there and
doing a thorough clean up job, while I finish my lunch.”

I adjusted my
jeans and sat in my chair, munching on a beef and horseradish
sandwich, checking some prices on my screen. I had the creamy
horseradish and Joe’s garnish actually looked kind of similar.
Susan was riding his upturned face quietly, carefully, as slugs of
pearly-cum oozed from her gaping cunt onto his lapping tongue. I'm
amazed guys can do that but, believe me, they can.

If they're
desperate enough to survive.

I winked at
Susan. She looked back at me with those cute blue eyes, trying not
to look too ashamed. Her tits were undulating slightly on her chest
as she cautiously rocked to and fro. Her nipples were now standing
proud and puffy.

I left them at
it for at least 10 minutes, until every bitter, chewy drop of
garnish was inside Joe’s digestive system.

I guess it was
time to negotiate!

They both stood
naked in front of my desk again, like naughty school kids,
clutching their clothes in their hands. I could see humiliation but
also hope in their eyes.

“Mmm.” I
sighed. “Not a bad interview I suppose. But nothing special. Don’t
feel downhearted. I get to fuck a lot of young ladies. There’s no
disgrace in being ... I don’t know ... maybe B-minus?”

Susan grimaced,
eyes moist. Joe looked like my comment rankled.

I smiled. “But
hey ... there’s potential. A diet, some exercise, maybe a boob job,
and A LOT of practice fucking. I guess I could find a spot for you,
Susan. But I just don’t know if I have a suitable position for Joe?
Shucks.”

His face fell.
No way would a young married man be able to get a job in this
market on his own. Not if he’s straight, anyway. One of my major
competitors is run by a gay dude. He only recruits straight boys.
Those kids have to offer up their buttholes and their pride to get
a position.

Joe’s cheeks
were red with shame, still shiny with my juices.

“Please ...
Sir.” He whispered, begging now.

I paused,
looked at him, allowing myself a slow, reptilian smile.

“Tell you what,
I like your attitude, Joe. So I’m going to give you a chance. One
chance, mind you. I’m going to take you both on but only pay you
one wage for now.”

They looked
confused, crestfallen.

“How much do
you two need to live?”

They glanced at
each other. Susan bit her lip. Joe looked at me.

“Ideally, we
need 1,500 a month, minimum. But really a bit more.”

I made a
steeple with my fingers, mulling it over. I couldn’t imagine anyone
living on 15,000 a month, let alone 1,500. But I took about a
minute pondering a trivial sum that Cords and I would often spend
on say, a bottle of wine.

“Okay, I’ll pay
you, Susan, 1,000 after tax, and you Joe, 300 a month after tax. So
1,300 all-in. Take it or leave it.”

They eyed each
other again. Could they negotiate a bit harder?

I made a bored
face, glanced at my watch.

“Thank you,
sir. We accept.” Joe blurted out, before I changed my mind.

“On a two year
trial.” I stipulated. “You can be sacked without notice or reason
at any time.”

“Understood,
sir.”

“No holiday or
benefits either.”

They hesitated.
Not even Christmas, Easter, Summer, Thanksgiving? Our juniors work
52 weeks a year. And the Kemps didn’t know it yet, but even their
Sundays off could often involve unpaid overtime.

“Yes, sir.”

“Hours are 8
a.m. until 8 p.m., six days a week.”

Again they
nodded, gulping. “Y ... yes, Sir.”

I stared at
Joe, at his shiny face, then down to his groin.

“Our junior
male staff all wear chastity devices at work AND at home. 24/7. We
don’t want you distracted from your work or your rest time. You’ll
report to HR straightaway this afternoon to be fitted. Okay?”

His mouth fell.
I could see he realised all those rumours he’d heard were true.

“Do ... we ...
ever get to ... er ... you know, sir?”

“That’ll be up
to Company Policy and HR. Those who perform well at their jobs will
normally get an occasional ... release.”

He looked at me
in stunned disbelief.

“Or would you
rather not take the job?” I snapped.

“N ... no, sir.
I mean ... that’s fine. The occasional release is fine.”

I smiled,
appeased, clarifying. “It will probably be manual, functional. Not
with Susan here. Well, not as you’ve both been used to anyway.”

He grimaced. “
... okay, sir.”

I turned to
Susan. “Now ... junior female staff, on the other hand ... their
lives are rather different to their male partners. You’ll have your
normal duties, of course. In your case, I think we’ll start you off
in Sales. That involves a lot of cold calls, plus admin, filing,
making coffees and teas, all the usual. Twelve hours a day.
Understood?”

“Yes Sir.”

“But those
things are only worth a few hundred a month. To justify a whole
thousand a month, you’ll need to impress your bosses in other ways
... if you know what I mean?”

Susan stole a
sideways look at Joe and blushed, bowing her head in
acceptance.

“Don’t worry.”
I reassured her. “You’ll no longer have any marital duties to
perform at night. Joe will be cock-caged. A quick peck on the cheek
and you can get straight to sleep. So you’ll be able to focus a
hundred percent on satisfying your bosses.”

They looked
crestfallen, beaten. So it was time to boost them up.

“But I like you
both. Work hard, do what you’re told, show commitment and who
knows? In a few years your careers could take off. The important
thing is ... grab this opportunity I’ve given you.”

I winked at
them and then looked down at my papers.

Interview
over.




CHAPTER
THREE

 


A WEEK
LATER

 


Susan knelt
under my desk sucking my cock ‘hands-free’.

I like a young
lady to learn how to give a proper blowjob, using only her lips,
tongue, mouth and throat. Hence, her hands were placed down by her
sides while her cheeks were bulging rhythmically.

Meanwhile
Johnson, my HR Director was sat opposite me for our regular
meet.

“We currently
have 617 on the payroll.”

He was peering
at his tablet screen over the rim of his glasses. The lenses
distorted his eyes. Johnson’s in his fifties, with a side parting
and a few hairs that he carefully combs over his bald head. He
smells a bit too; body odour and bad breath. Our young ladies dread
being summoned into his office.

“225 couples,
130 single females and 37 single males.”

None of these
figures included management, of course. Those 617 staff comprised
only our junior and middle ranking employees. On top of them –
literally on top in many cases – there were 83 ‘bosses’, including
myself, right at the top of the corporate pyramid.

We bosses are
the elite. Our employees are the exploited.

“Staff
turnover?” I asked.

“As usual, not
a single resignation.” He confirmed. “Just 12 sackings yesterday,
all immediate and without references.”

I nodded. We
had no choice but to keep firing people. It’s the only way to
create vacancies. Besides, it also helps foster a desperate work
ethic in our workforce. There’s no shit about days off or annual
leave, raises or bonuses. People feel privileged just to slog away
in their current role.


“Applications?”

“As many as
ever.” He squinted at his screen. “A pipeline of 385 resumes have
been uploaded within the past week, mostly couples and a few single
females. We’ve had to turn on the ‘Auto-Reject’ for single males at
the moment. Of the 385 applications in the pipeline, about 40 of
them look worth you actually seeing. Some 8s and 9s amongst
them”

Johnson
understands my scoring system is a little harsher than others. What
another person might consider a perfect 10 could be only a 7 or 8
for me. I get to taste the crème de la crème. My main duty as
founding CEO is hiring all our new staff. Recruitment is simply too
important to be delegated.

Johnson
swivelled his screen and showed me thumbnails of another forty
hopeful female faces. Filling in our online application form takes
them hours. Every private detail imaginable, including taking and
uploading the HD photographs.

“Set up the
times with Jasmine. I’m free most of the week.”

I sat back in
my chair. Susan’s inexperienced mouth was working hard. She’d done
a lot of ‘studying’ these past 7 days. I let out a murmur of
pleasure and teased my fingers through her coiffed blonde hair. I’d
changed her girlish hairstyle to something more sophisticated.
There’s nothing that makes the point better to a husband that you
now own his missus than modifying her appearance. She already wore
my tattoo on her right forearm. It was fully visible and permanent.
People need to know she’s one of the chosen.

“How’s young
Joe Kemp doing?”

I always like
to keep an eye on a spouse’s progress. Susan’s husband seems a nice
enough kid. He might have a decent career in time.

Johnson punched
a couple of keys on his tablet and moved his eyes along the
screen.

“First reports
look okay. B-minus, C-plus, most days. He’s been fitted with the
EX-3. Medium size. Ah ...” he chuckled, “... looks as though Ms.
Grey’s taken a shine to him.”

I smiled. My
balls were just about ready to blow. Susan’s tongue was doing its
best to curl tightly round my shaft like a finger, her mouth
applying gentle pressure.

I thought of
her poor hubby locked in an EX-3. It’s our very latest chastity
device; a beautiful thing made of surgical grade steel,
super-hygienic, but lined with internal pins. Get more than the
tiniest bit aroused and your super-sensitive cockhead will be
seriously discouraged by a crown of thorns. Not enough to draw
blood. Well, not unless the poor guy’s really horny.

And the EX-3
also has copper wires in the underside. So the wearer can be
electrically-shocked remotely. It tends to focus a kid’s mind on
his duties. Ms. Grey is one of our few senior ladies. She’s very
partial to a bout of daytime cunnilingus.

“Any
video?”

Johnson tapped
his keyboard again, frowned, then smiled.

“Yep. 15.12 hrs
yesterday afternoon. Take a look.”

He swivelled
his screen towards me. The lighting could have been better but the
HD picture quality, colour and sound were all excellent.

My colleague
Helen Grey was lying on a black leather sofa in her office thumbing
through some piece of research. Her business skirt was hitched up
round her large waist and cellulite-laden thighs. Meanwhile, I
recognised the muscular figure of young Joe down on his knees,
hunched obediently between her high heels, his face buried in her
very hirsute muff.

I watched
awhile, smiling. Such things are excellent for director morale. I
pay well but most of my VIP colleagues are in it for the sexual
exploitation too.

Joe’s head was
moving rhythmically, not unlike his wife’s was doing under my desk.
I could see the remote for his EX-3 casually poised in Helen’s left
hand. She was approaching retirement but I hoped to persuade her to
stay on for a while longer. She runs our Research Department. Sadly
she’s long divorced, nearly 60, and predictably single and lonely.
Fortunately, the young interns in her department are able to
provide her with a form of companionship.

Helen’s very
butch, with crew cut black-grey hair, a receding chin, a wobbly
second chin below it, and a smoker’s hacking cough. But it’s the
pronounced wart on the tip of her nose that people unfairly focus
on. Admittedly it’s hard to chat with her without being mesmerised
by it.

She dresses
smartly enough in black suits, but can’t hide her barrel-shaped
body, ripples of belly-jelly, and thick calves.

“Fucking hell,
how long does this clip go on for?”

Johnson took
the screen back and tapped a key.

“Hour and a
half. Ends 16.46.” He pushed the screen back to me.

There was a
blur as we scanned forward to 16.44. I tried to imagine spending 90
minutes between Helen’s thighs. Gross. I watched the final minute.
Helen’s body had now slid further down her sofa. She has the
thickest bush of pubic hair imaginable. Long, black, straggly
hairs. Rumours abound about her poor personal hygiene.

Joe’s head had
shifted from earlier. It was lower now, his nose buried in her
bottom.

“Tongue a bit
deeper, boy.” Helen’s familiar crisp authoritative voice came over
the tablets’ speakers.

She was
strumming her own clitoris while the strapping 6’ 3” hunk rimmed
her. I smiled inwardly and wondered whether a cougar like Helen
might be young Joe’s type. I sincerely doubted it.

Her orgasmic
hisses filled my office, disturbing Johnson who was looking at his
phone.

I’d timed it
perfectly. At the exact same moment, Susan’s diligent tongue tipped
me over the edge too. I shut my eyes, my own grunts mingling with
Helen’s noises coming through the speakers. I felt my balls pulsing
and my cock spurted several large splats into the roof of Susan’s
mouth.

I allowed
myself to savour the orgasmic glow for about 30 seconds then opened
my eyes. First thing I saw, on Johnson’s tablet, was Joe Kemp
already leaving Helen’s office. She’d dismissed him without a word
of thanks or even acknowledgment.

I’m not selfish
like that. I usually at least give a nod to the attempt. I peered
down at Susan. Her blue eyes squinted up at me expectantly.

“Okay, you can
swallow.”

I watched her
blink, concentrate and gulp once, then again.

I’d already
trained her to treat semen with due reverence. We find that some
wives start out reluctant; having rarely if ever swallowed or even
tasted their husbands. Susan had been firmly in that camp. Yet here
she was, just one week into her budding career, already gargling
and gulping down her older boss’s load.

“Climb
out.”

I scooted my
chair back and she carefully clambered from under my desk,
adjusting her skirt, buttoning up her top and licking her lower
lip. Her hair was slightly mussed but she didn’t look that
different to when she’d arrived an hour earlier. She blushed at
Johnson being there.

“Fancy a crack
at her Johnson?”

My HR Director
looked up and slowly examined Susan. His eyes bulged behind his
thick lenses. His strands of greasy hair couldn’t hide his baldness
in the bright sunlight that was streaming through my full length
windows.

He hesitated
and made an apologetic face. “I’ve got a new trainee of my own I’ve
my eye on. I think I’ll save myself for her. But thanks anyway.
Maybe another time?”

I nodded,
grinning at Susan and slid my hand under her skirt. She wasn’t
wearing underwear and her pussy was freshly waxed.

“Okay.” I
patted her labia. “Get back to work.”

 


MEANWHILE, IN A
SQUALID APARTMENT

 


Magnus punched
his palm with his fist.

“Guys, we’ve
got to do something!”

His three
colleagues nodded, murmuring “yeah” in agreement.

They were sat
in a tiny basement flat, surrounded by fast food detritus, empty
Styrofoam cups, and stray electronic cables.

This basement
flat was the headquarters of ‘NGR’, the global organisation of
which the four of them were the founding members. So far its’ only
members; #Next Gen Resistance. #Remember the Name.

“Two of us have
to go in. Undercover.” Magnus said.

There was an
awkward silence. On the wall was a handmade poster. It said ‘10%
luck, 20% skill, 15% concentrated power of will, 5% pleasure, 50%
pain, 100% reason to remember the name’.

But going in
undercover? That was 1000% Madness.

“I’ll do it.”
Greta announced in her clipped accent. “With you, Magnus.”




CHAPTER FOUR

 


ANOTHER WEEK
LATER

 


Susan had
proved to be a really pleasant surprise.

She turned out
to be a much better salesperson than I’d expected. Her productivity
put her in 2nd place in her geographic area, only just behind a
26yr old named Joan, who had a lot more experience.

Thus, not only
was I getting a pretty wife to amuse myself with sexually, and her
husband effectively labouring for free, Susan was actually
contributing to the company’s bottom line as well.

I summoned both
Joan and Susan to my office. They stood side by side facing my
desk. I didn’t invite them to sit down.

Joan was an
ambitious, determined, sassy redhead. If my life were a movie, that
actress Joan Cusack would be perfectly cast to play her. Jasmine’s
records stated that Joan had actually blown me once, back in her
first week, but I couldn’t remember that at all. I have so many
mouths to feed! Joan’s married. We also employ her husband Vince,
apparently pushing paper down in Accounts.

“Have you
sucked my cock before?”

“Y ... yes,
Sir. Once.” Joan replied, meeting my gaze.

There was
something about her that I couldn’t put my finger on. Something in
those watery blue eyes. A bit too feisty perhaps?

“And who’s been
using you since then?”

I knew the
answers of course. They were right there on my screen. But I wanted
Joan to have to admit the names.

“Mostly Mr.
O’Leary, Sir.”

O’Leary is one
of the finance managers, actually the guy her husband Vince reports
to.

I knew poor
O’Leary was married to a shrewish wife in her fifties. I’d seen her
at a couple of management dinners. You know the type; greying hair,
horn-rim specs, mouth like she’s sucked a lemon. So it was to be
expected he’d make good use of a 26 yr old redhead like Joan during
office hours.

“How
often?”

“Two, three
times a week, Sir. Fellatio mostly. But Mr. O’Leary likes
occasional vaginal sex too, when he has time. During my 20 minutes
lunch break mostly. He’ll get Vince to bring us both sandwiches in
his office.”

I laughed. That
was a plus mark for dull old O’Leary.

“Anal too?”

“No, Sir. He
says he has no interest in that.”

So that was a
big minus for dull old O’Leary.

“Anybody
else?”

“Not really,
Sir. Occasionally Mr. Johnson during my first year here. But he got
bored of me I think.”

I frowned.
“Bored? That’s a very bad sign young lady.”

She
backtracked, blushing. “It was the wrong word, Sir. Not bored. I
think he just has so much ... choice.”

I wasn’t
convinced. I thought of my HR Director with his thick glasses and
hair comb-over and musty aroma. I could imagine a lippy and
insolent young wife thinking she was too good for him.

“I doubt you
tried hard enough.” I snapped. “Any others?”

She mentioned a
couple of our associate directors’ names. But neither of them
bothered with her much. Not even Ramesh Patel. I checked my screen.
There weren’t any others.

“I see.” I
stared at her. “So you’re not overly busy?”

She blushed,
sensing where I was taking this. “Er ... no sir.”

“Then, why is
it that you managed to sell only a little more than your new
colleague here last week?”

Both young
women exchanged sideways glances for the first time. Joan frowned
at Susan.

“Because she’s
really good, sir. Works really hard.”

I sighed. “And
how much exactly do YOU earn Joan?”

“S ... sixteen
hundred a month, sir.”

“And
Vincent?”

“Nine h ...
hundred, sir.”

“So your two
bony fucking asses cost me two and a half grand a month,
right?”

“Y ... yes,
sir.” Her self-assured voice was starting to crack.

“Compared with
a mere thirteen hundred all-in for young Susan here ... AND her
husband Joseph.”

A solitary tear
slowly rolled down Joan’s freckled cheek.

I shook my
head, as if what I was about to say was going to upset me as much
as it would her.

“Right, your
own pay is cut back down to only a thousand a month with immediate
effect.”

Joan fought her
tears, biting her lower lip, her forehead creased.

“Y ... yes sir.
Thank you.”

“And Vincent is
cut to seven-fifty a month”

She began
sobbing. A 30% cut from 2,500 to 1,750 combined would make a
drastic difference to their lifestyle. They’d definitely have to
move back into one of our rented one-beds. I made a mental note to
ensure they got the grubbiest and most rundown available.

“And Vincent is
demoted to Grade 1.”

This triggered
a fresh wail of anguish. Her husband had spent two years climbing
the greasy pole up from Grade 1 entry level clerk to Grade 2. It
would mean him returning to the most mind-numbing, paper-pushing
tasks 12 hours a day again. But Joan didn’t dare argue with my
callous decision.

I stared at
her, waiting.

“Th ... thank
you, sir.” She stammered.

I was getting
irritated now. I absolutely insist that every decision, however
sudden, harsh or unfair, is instantly acknowledged with gratitude
and appreciation. It’s the least us decision-makers can expect for
the burden of responsibility we bear.

“And you will
immediately find two extra senior managers to use you regularly as
well as Mr. O’Leary. Tell HR to find out who has some free slots.
And make sure they choose guys who like anal sex. Evenings and
Sundays if necessary. Starting tonight. Is that all completely
understood?”

“Y ... yes, S
... Sir.” Joan snivelled, wiping her eyes with her hand.

I ran through a
checklist in my mind; Salary cut, tick. Worse accommodation, tick.
Demotion, tick. Increased sexual workload, tick. Anal, tick. I
couldn’t think of anything else for now.


“Dismissed.”

I knew that
word would get round the building quickly. It would help
productivity. If all our staff knew this could happen to a top
saleswoman like Joan, then it could happen to anybody.

She looked at
me like she was going to speak. Then she obviously thought better
of it. Her wet blue eyes turned glacial. She spun round and I
watched her pert butt slink out of my office, shoulders pushed
back.

I idly wondered
what she’d been about to say.

I gestured for
Susan to remain. Her own eyes were wide with shock.

“Well done.” I
smiled, warmly. “You’ve made a reasonable start.”

“Thank you,
sir.”

“Take off your
clothes.”

I stared out of
the windows while Susan undressed. There was a lovely clear sky,
but with some ominous storm clouds approaching. Then I checked a
couple of prices on my screen. The markets were pretty volatile. A
chance to make big profits.

“Come.” I
waggled my index finger at her.

Susan really
was a pretty little thing. I’d obviously focused on her mouth
because I find blowjobs the easiest way to relieve my tension
during a hectic day. You can stay clothed, continue with work, take
your time, and there’s no mess at all. But I’d already given her
several good fucks too. She has one of those bodies you can’t quite
get enough of.

My surveillance
team had already installed CCTV in Susan and Joe’s rented bedsit.
There are eight hidden lenses in total, removing all their privacy;
3 secret cameras in their living-sleeping area, 2 in the tiny
galley kitchen and 3 in the shower room-toilet.

So with just a
tap on my phone, or a click of my mouse, I could check in, watch
and listen to them at any time; cooking, eating, arguing, sleeping.
Movement sensors flagged me when either of them entered their
cramped shower room. Lenses gave me close ups of them sat on the
toilet, from above and even below. Microphones pick up the
slightest tinkle of pee to the loudest wind and expulsions.

Early on, I’d
watched in amusement as Joe snuck off to examine his EX-3 cock cage
on the toilet, thinking it was private, in the forlorn hope of
finding a way he could touch himself.

“How’s it going
with Joe?” I pulled Susan to me, cupping her ass. The flesh on her
buttocks was lovely and smooth.

She grimaced,
nervously. “C ... can I tell the truth Sir?”

“Of course.” I
grinned, running my thumb along her anal crevice. I was saving her
butthole for last, for when I was bored of her married pussy. It’s
so much better not to rush these things.

Right now, I
wanted to lure her into an atmosphere of candidness.

“It was ...
okay at first. I mean, we were so ... freaked out by everything. He
wasn’t ... you know ... I guess wasn’t so worried about being
locked up ... or horny ... because ...” her voice trailed off
timidly.

“Why,
Susan?”

“I think ...
he’d lost his lib ... libido because his wife was being used by ...
another man. I mean y ... you, Sir.”

I frowned. “Oh
dear. That’s not good news at all. Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear. It
proves that Joe has a very high opinion of himself. He should be
flattered that someone like me is taking an interest in you and
your career.”

She gulped.
“Yes Sir. I mean ... he is. But it was just for a few early days
... getting used to the idea. I’m sorry, Sir. I didn’t mean
...”

I pressed my
middle finger into her asshole, breaching her resisting sphincter.
She winced but didn’t move or complain.

“And now?”

“These past few
days, he’s sort of getting his mojo back. He’s ... more used to the
idea of us, sir. But at the same time I think that’s causing him to
feel a bit ... sexually frustrated himself, sir.”

“I’m very glad
to hear it.” I replied. “Although he still obviously has too high
an opinion of himself. Do you know how few employees have the
honour of the Owner of the Company making proper use of their wife?
That’s proper use as in not merely a single fuck but actually
taking her over, like I have you?”

“N ... no. I’m
sorry, Sir. You’re right. It’s ... a real honour.”

I could see she
was nearly crying now. Her sapphire-coloured eyes were moist. She
obviously regretted what she’d said.

I changed tack,
smiling sympathetically. Obviously I didn’t let on I had cameras
installed in their bedsit.

“Joseph’s
fitted with an EX-3, right?”

“Yes Sir.”

“No escape from
those babies.” I chuckled, removing my finger from her anus.
“What’s his program?”

“He told me
that HR said a whole month to start with. To get him used to it.
And they added that anyway you’d probably want me to yourself for
several weeks at least. But after a month then they said probably
one ... er, orgasm per fortnight?”

She peeked
optimistically at me, clearly hoping for compassion, daring to hope
that I might even shorten his sentence.

“Sounds
reasonable to me. Are you saying it’s not?”

Susan
swallowed, eyes widening. She was even prettier when she got
nervous. She looked like a jumpy actress in a slasher movie.

“N ... no Sir.
It’s just ... super hard for him.”

“Mmm ... I see.
I’m glad to hear that. After all, he has a paid job now that he
wouldn’t otherwise have been offered. Correct?”

She bit her lip
and nodded.

“He’s also
begun a torrid affair with his boss, Ms. Grey. However, at least we
know that wearing a chastity device will keep that appendage of his
faithful to you. Correct?”

She exhaled her
agreement.

“So, I’ll tell
you what. Trust me, I’ve seen this before. Guys like Joseph who are
overly full of themselves; high opinions of their own importance
and with the insatiable libidos of youth. For his own good, I think
your husband would benefit from a short, sharp lesson.”

I gently
stroked my personal tattoo on her slender forearm, just above her
wrist, admiring it. Her skin had tiny blond hairs. My tat is
designed to be worn proudly. It’s a large black V inked above a
woman’s right wrist with small green and coloured snakes coiled
round it. It’s permanent and pretty. So everybody will know it.

Susan Kemp was
one of mine.

A member of the
V club.

I don’t like a
lot of ink. I prefer smooth, unblemished skin while I’m fucking a
woman. But after I’ve discarded a young wife, many of them are
given the full commemorative treatment. Large tats on their tits,
butts and pubic mounds. Best of all, some also merit a small one
along the hairline of their foreheads. The last of these announces
to the world, and reminds their husbands forever, that they’ve been
thoroughly appreciated by yours truly.

“Please ... Sir
... Joe doesn’t need a ... lesson.” she was crying now.

I put my finger
to her lips to shush her.

“Look, I’m not
heartless.” I rubbed her two front teeth. They were white and
perfect. “But Joe needs a wakeup call. I promise you it’s much
better to use a bit of shock treatment now than to try and sort him
out later. I’ll have a word with HR. Extend his first month to 90
days instead. Total chastity. Then maybe one ruined orgasm monthly
after that during his first year? So long as he’s showing the right
attitude. Then in a year’s time, we’ll see.”

Poor Susan
didn’t know what to say. Her body was shaking like a leaf and her
cheeks were damp with tears. I probed her anus again with the
finger I’d just used to shush her.

“Th ... thank
you sir.” Her distressed voice was part-whisper, part-wail. But she
knew she had to hold it together and show gratitude for my
decision. Susan had composure as well as acumen.

“And YOU can
tell him the good news tonight.” I generously offered with a
wink.

I slid my
finger out of her asshole and looked at it.

“You know, I
think it’s almost time we took a crack at that virgin ass of
yours.”

Her throat
gulped, sad eyes blinking at me, agreeing. “... Sir.”

I held my
fingertip to her lips. She suckled it clean.

I glanced at my
weekly planner sheet. Jasmine printed and placed an updated version
on my desk for me every morning.

“Lunchtime
tomorrow.” I pointed at the slot from 13.00 – 14.00 hrs.

I had a working
lunch scheduled with three colleagues.

“I can hold the
meeting and bang your tight little butt at the same time. Douglas,
Mills and Johnson won’t mind.”

She nodded,
humiliation piled on humiliation.

“Now,” I
slapped her butt crisply but not hard, “some more good news for you
to give Joseph. I’m going to give you a raise to acknowledge your
good start.”

I winked at
her. I’d just saved 1,250 on Joan and her husband. It was time to
reinvest some of that saving in my new favourite saleswoman.

Susan suddenly
perked up, stifling her sniffs. Her starting salary was 1,000 a
month. She looked excited about getting a raise so soon.

“I’m putting
you up to a thousand and ten. That’s 1,010, starting next
month.”

She blinked,
swallowed. She didn’t seem as ecstatic as I’d expected.

“Thank you s
... sir.”

I smiled
conspiratorially.

“Now put your
clothes on and get back to work.”

 


IN THAT SQUALID
APARTMENT NEARBY

 


Their names
were Magnus, Greta, Ulrik and Ragna. All four were in their 20s and
all belonged to the generation royally fucked by those that had
come before them; the Traditionalists and Baby Boomers and
Generation X. Those with houses and pensions and golf carts who had
bought and borrowed and handed the debts down to their children and
grandchildren, Millennials and Centennials.

Climate change
and political corruption, global disease and financial inequality,
there were numerous reasons to blame those now in charge. But the
worst crime currently being perpetuated on Magnus and Greta’s peers
was the sexual exploitation of young employees that was going on
inside too many corporations.

It was
disgusting. Women in their twenties and thirties being forced to
sleep with men in their fifties and sixties merely to get a job. Or
to keep one. Young husbands and boyfriends obliged to turn a blind
eye. Or worse.

Now was time to
fight back. All four members had sworn a blood oath to do whatever
was necessary. #Next Gen Resistance.

As that old
rebel song goes:

Things they do
look awful c-c-cold.

(Talking 'bout
my generation)

Hope I die
before I get old.

Their #NGR
organisation produced a weekly Clog distributed from the crappy,
second hand PC and server in their squalid basement headquarters.
It helped rally their worldwide supporters against injustice. It
listed the worst offenders. And one of the very worst happened to
be located only 30 miles away.

The Velvet
Corporation.




CHAPTER FIVE

 


THE NEXT
DAY

 


“We’ve got 619
minions on the payroll. Only 8 new hires this week but even fewer
sackings.” Johnson was updating the three of us on today’s employee
stats.

“Our standards
must be dropping.” Mills replied, shaking his head at the fact
there had been so few dismissals.

“Let’s send a
note round encouraging management to pick on one or two slackers to
fire tomorrow.” Douglas said, to a murmured chorus of approval.

Donald Douglas
is my Sales Director. He’s been with me since the start. He’s a
ruthless driver of our employees and completely cold-blooded when
it comes to making business decisions. On the other hand he can be
sentimental in his personal life. He’s sponsored the same married
couple for ages.

Physically he’s
one of those lean-jawed, in-shape guys of around fifty, with
close-cropped salt and pepper hair, and a perma-tan. He never takes
a vacation but has a top-salon-level tanning bed inside his home
and a heated outdoor pool as well as a work-out gym.

“And now ... ”
Johnson continued with a dramatic flourish, having saved his big
news for last, “ ... somebody’s threatening to sue us.”

“Y ... you’ve
.... got ... to be ... kidding.” I grunted rhythmically.

“No, I’m not!”
Our Human Resources Director held up, and then began brandishing, a
printed document.

I stopped
banging Susan. She was bent over, tits-down on my desk, her scarlet
face directly facing my three colleagues. She was still dressed in
her pleated miniskirt, boob tube and espadrilles. No bra and no
underwear. I had her skirt hitched up around her waist.

Johnson, Mills
and Douglas were sat in the three chairs opposite us, occasionally
smiling at Susan’s little grunts and contorted facial
expressions.

“Well, fuck
me.” I held out my hand for the printed sheet. Johnson passed it to
me over Susan’s head. I started leisurely moving my hips again, in
and out of her tight little asshole, while I scanned the email,
feeling my anger slowly growing.

“This is a
chance to show these fuckwits who’s boss.” Mills murmured, staring
at me and Susan, yet without really seeing us.

Gordon Mills is
our Company Secretary and Head of Legal. He’s also my personal
attorney and there aren’t many contractual loopholes or courtroom
tricks he’s unaware of.

Mills was right
at the front of the line when God dished out brains. But he was
near the back when it comes to looks. At just 5’ 5” and as round as
he is tall, his porcine-features and snout-like nose give him the
appearance and approach of a pig with his nose in a trough.

But he always
wears a smart 3-piece pinstriped suit with a waistcoat straining to
hold in his paunch, along with a very expensive silk tie.

He’s a jovial
colleague too when he’s not fighting a court case. He loves good
food, fine wine and pretty boys; and not necessarily in that
order.

I handed the
paper back to Johnson and picked up speed again, starting to slam
my veined cock balls-deep between Susan’s pert buttocks. She’d
douched and was well-lubed for this, her first time. I could tell
her stretched anus was gradually becoming accustomed to my
thickness in such a tight spot.

She lay across
my desk and her midriff was bare under the latex boob tube. She
kept as still and silent as she could, gazing at my three board
members, her cheeks blushing hot with shame, hissing softly in
tempo with my rhythmic thrusts.

“Vincent and
Joan Butterfield. Suing us for fucking constructive dismissal.
Who’d have fucking believed it?” Johnson swore and handed over the
printed letter for Mills and Douglas to share. “Honestly, young
people today! You give them jobs and this is how they repay you. I
tell you this country’s going to the fucking dogs.”

I thought back
to Joan’s facial expression in this very office a week ago. Those
pale blue eyes as they turned icy. The way she’d suddenly spun
round and walked out with her shoulders pushed back. I should have
destroyed her then.

“Ungrateful
bastards.” Donald Douglas muttered.

My three key
male colleagues span the sexuality spectrum. Johnson’s totally
straight while Gordon Mills is resolutely gay and Donald Douglas is
completely bisexual.

I pressed my
elbow down on Susan’s neck, so she raised her hips and butt for me.
Johnson smiled in approval. He needed to let off steam. He cocked a
questioning eyebrow at me, unzipping his fly.

“Be my guest.”
I told him.

I could
immediately sense reluctance in Susan’s young body. Our HR
Director’s no portrait with his flabby belly, thick glasses and
those few greasy strands of hair. Nevertheless she opened her lips
wide so that Johnson could uncoil his semi-hard cock onto her pink
tongue.

The two of us
spit-roasted her, taking our anger out on two of her three
orifices, while Mills and Douglas were both reading the document,
uninterested in us.

Susan had
managed to quell her initial queasiness about Johnson. Her blonde
head bobbed up and down in front of me. Johnson’s not a bad guy.
Hell, there are plenty worse dudes lying in wait for her if Susan
puts a foot slightly wrong. Besides, people have assured me that a
cock’s a cock’s a cock, when it’s inside your mouth.

I winked at
Johnson as I felt that marvellous moment when my own orgasm became
inevitable. It rippled up my spine and released the catch on my
balls. I savoured the tsunami of hot cum as it surged up my
shaft.

“Yesss ... mm
... that .... you ... mmm ... ssssss.”

I collapsed
onto Susan’s petite back. Now her ass was mine too. No doubt other
colleagues would use this back passage plenty in the months and
years to come, but I’d planted my flag first. V was here. She’ll
never quite forget this moment. Her anal cherry popped and signed
for. Eventually I extracted myself from her sphincter with a tiny
plop sound, smearing the top of my desk with a trail of fluid.

Our young
employee was still humping Johnson’s cock with her mouth, doing her
utmost to improve his mood.

He came noisily
a minute or so later; his glasses askew. I was proud of the way
Susan demonstrated my training. She held his jizz on her tongue,
tipped her head back and gargled, apparently in no rush to
swallow.

Shortly after,
as my three fellow board members were preparing to leave, I looked
them in the eye.

““Vincent and
Joan Butterfield. Be assured gentlemen, we will be very hard on
these characters.”

 


A WEEK
LATER

 


I kept the
Arnolds waiting until 5.00 p.m.

This pair had
been sat in the reception area outside my office since before nine
that morning. Jasmine and Olga had cranked up the pressure as
usual. Bob and Carol were the eighth and final couple I was seeing
that day.

I ignored them
for a whole minute, pretending to look intently at some papers on
my desk.

“Ah ...” I
finally glanced up with an impatient look on my face, “... er
Carol, right? Carol and Bob Arnold?”

“Yes sir.”
Their voices answered in tandem.

“Adequate
qualifications.” I observed, drily.

“Yes sir, thank
you.”

“Just like
everybody else.” I shrugged, closing their files, pointedly
checking my watch.

Bob got
straight to the point. He was older, 30, already out of any kind of
work for nearly a year. He didn’t know it but I had their bank
statement open on my screen. A paltry balance of 132.69. No
overdraft available.

“Sir, although
we’re married, I would be more than happy – honoured in fact – if
you would ... you know, have s ... sex with Carol.”

I sighed loudly
and shook my head; my mouth was fixed in a scornful expression, as
if to say what a derisory offer.

In fact, Carol
was a proverbial one-in-a-million. Perhaps the prettiest young
applicant to appear in my office this year? A 9 or even 9.5. I was
already annoyed this couple hadn’t applied to me as soon as
Lockdown ended. I hated to think of Bob having had those couple of
extra years’ conjugal use of his stunning 27 yr old missus.

The sooner I
relieved this klutz of his conjugal duties the better.

“I’m not
interested, Bob.” I lied. “You’ve got to do better than that.”

“Please ... Sir
... We’re desperate. Carol’s pr ... pregnant ...”

I stared at
him, hiding my shock. That wasn’t on their application.

“We only
discovered first thing this morning, sir. Carol took a test in our
bathroom.”

Okay, I
thought. Not so bad. I’d probably be finished with her by the time
her bump showed. No way do I ever mistreat the underage or unborn.
And Carol’s predicament might add a couple of aces to my hand while
playing her.

“Show me.” I
snapped, “Undress.”

I watched Carol
strip down to her underwear.

“Lose the
bra.”

Her tits were
perfect. High and round and firm, although only a nice C-cup
size-wise. She also had the most impressively elongated nipples.
Maybe I’d have them pierced and adorned with my own ‘V’-logo
rings?

Bob clutched
his wife’s clothes in his hands, scrunching them nervously, while I
watched her undress.

“Bob, your
missus is pregnant. With your kid I assume. Do you realise what a
huge problem that is? Bosses would have at least liked the
opportunity to inseminate Carol with your first couple of kids.
You’ve done no end of harm to your employment prospects. Frankly, I
doubt I’ll want normal sex with your wife now. Nobody here will.
We’re reasonable people, but .... shucks ....”

His file said
he was 5’ 9. He seemed to visibly shrink in height as I spoke. Bob
had that kind of pleasant face you see on a poster in a male
hairdresser’s window. A nice looking model yet not remarkable
enough to attract attention from the actual haircut. In Bob’s case
he had neatly combed, lush brown hair.

“But ... “ I
exhaled a tired sigh, as if doing them both a huge favour , “ ... I
might have just two available slots for Company Product Testers. If
you both want to apply?”

They blushed,
hopeful but wary. “Product Testers?”

“Yep.” I stared
at them. “The Velvet Corporation has many divisions. One of our
sidelines is producing sex equipment of various types. Generally
kit to restrict male sexual activity and to explore female
sensuality. Obviously we can’t allow our customers and staff to use
these unproven products without them being rigorously tested on
volunteers first.”

They exchanged
sideways glances. I knew I had them. Having just 132.69 in the
bank, no income and a kid on the way doesn’t leave a couple much
room for manoeuvre.

“Volunteers,
sir?”

“Yes, Bob.
There are risks. Obviously, we wouldn’t force anybody to try out
these things. But it’s only for three months. After that,
successful volunteers can be offered a paid position on the bottom
rung of our corporate ladder.”

They frowned.
“P ... paid?”

I sighed, as if
I was explaining to dunces. “Bob, Carol, volunteers aren’t paid!
That’s what the term means. They volunteer! However, we understand
that our unpaid helpers may need money to live on. So the company
offers loans to help tide them over. The loans are then paid back
once our helpers get an actual job.”

They exchanged
nervous looks again, before deciding.

“O ... okay,
sir.”

“You don’t seem
very grateful.” I snapped.

Their attitude
improved immediately. “Oh ... sir, we are, really.”

I called
Jasmine on the intercom and told her to bring in the documentation.
While we waited I spoke to Bob.

“My P.A. will
escort you straight downstairs to be fitted with an EX-3 chastity
cage. In a day or two, you’ll trial one of our EX-4s with some
hazardous new features. You will not touch your wife for the next
three months. Not even a night time kiss. Is that clear?”

“Y ... yes
sir.”

Jasmine walked
in with a sheaf of documents and two pens.

“Sign here,
here and here.”

Bob made as if
to start reading them through.

“Do you want
the opportunity or not?”

They both
hurriedly signed and Jasmine added her signature as a witness to
the couple’s fates.

Under Clause
2a, the Corporation was generously loaning Robert and Carol Arnold
1,000 a month so that they could eat. Of course, even
volunteer-employee loans have to carry interest, for tax reasons if
nothing else. In their case the rate was a modest 10%.

What they
perhaps didn’t spot was Clause 3b. Initial interest is added
weekly. So their initial 1,000 loan will compound into 1,464 owed
by the end of the first month. And by the end of their 3 months
trial, their 3,000 borrowed will have ballooned to a debt of
6,746.

Nor had they
spotted Clause 3c. At the end of the first three months, once they
start earning a lowly wage, interest will kick up to 20% per week
on any outstanding balance. So they’ll both be working just to
service interest and maybe eat. Safe to say Robert and Carol Arnold
now faced a lifetime of bonded labour.

At just after
six o’clock, Jasmine buzzed my intercom.

“The Kemp
couple, sir.”

“Send him in
first.”

Moments later,
Joe cautiously pushed my door open.

“Over here
Kemp. Chop chop.”

He waited in
front of my desk, in his same cheap suit, shirt and tie he’d
interviewed in. It would take a while before he could afford better
clothes.

“How are
things?” I asked him, finally glancing up.

“Great, thank
you sir. It’s so good to have an income at last.”

I frowned as if
I had bad news. “So you wouldn’t want to lose your job then.”

Concern flashed
across his face. “N ... no, Sir.”

“You’re fucking
useless, Joe.”

He’d done three
weeks of incredibly dull work in the Research Department, copying
and filing from 8 to 8, at least that’s when he wasn’t under Helen
Grey’s desk. She’d actually graded his real work 3.8 GPA but Joe
didn’t need to know that.

“I ... I’m
sorry S ... Sir. Please.”

He was a
handsome specimen, with the sort of face you might see in a Rom-Com
movie; prominent cheekbones, nice jaw, an easy smile. He was 6ft
3ins of masculinity, a good physical match for his pretty wife
Susan.

I broke into a
smile. “I’m joshing with you, Joe. You’ve made a good start. Ms.
Grey’s pleased with you. How’s that cock cage of yours?”

“It’s ... er
...” he began to reply.

I pressed a
button. He groaned and tumbled forwards onto his knees, grabbing
his groin. He rolled side to side absorbing the e-shock.

“Uh ... uhm ...
it’s ... ah ...” he gasped.

I’d only used
the 2 out of 10 power setting. Like a kick to the balls but nothing
too serious.

“Stand up.”

I paused while
he clambered to his feet and stood to attention.

“I’ve really
enjoyed getting to know your good lady, Joe. Susan’s learned to
give decent head, take it up the ass, and as for that pussy! She’s
made an okay start in Sales too. She’s a lovely girl, far too good
for the likes of you at this early stage of your lives.”

“Y ... yes,
sir.” He gasped, still getting over the sharp jolt in his helpless
cock.

“Be assured
that I’ll always keep a close eye on her career. And I’ll probably
grab the occasional blowjob to check she’s still got it. But I’m
afraid all good things come to an end.”

Joe’s face
frowned at me in confusion, as if he wasn’t sure whether the news
was going to be good or bad.

“I’ve found a
replacement for Susan.”

I pushed Mrs.
Arnold’s application photos across the desk.

Joe peered at
Carol’s face pic, the frontal nude, the anal close up and the
wedding shot. No man could deny that she was fucking gorgeous.

“Very nice,
sir.”

“Very nice!” I
mocked. “Tell me, Joe, the truth. Your wife’s an okay looking
woman. Maybe a bit better than average? But Carol here’s in a
different league. Given a choice I’d be wasting my jizz on Susan
when I can invest it in a body like that. Am I right or am I right,
Joe?”

His cheeks
blushed. “Y ... you’re right, sir.”

“Say it Joe,
come to terms with it. I’d be wasting my jizz.”

“You’d be
wasting your ... jizz on Susan, sir.”

“So ...?” I
hesitated, arching an eyebrow, a slight smile on my face.

His glazed eyes
slowly focused as he absorbed my words, visibly daring to hope.

I laughed,
dashing his optimism.

“Oh, Joe. You
silly boy.” I shook my head. “You think my decision means we’re
going to squander Susan’s newly acquired talents! Maybe let you
fuck her instead? I mean, really? Come on Joe, I credit you with
more intelligence than that. Nope, you’ll be keeping that pecker of
yours out of your missus for a good while yet.”

His shoulders
slumped. There’s nothing to beat building up a subordinate’s hopes
and then crushing them.

“What I’m going
to do, Joe, is pass Susan over to three of my colleagues. They’re
busy people so she’ll be able to cope with all three of them, I’m
sure.”

“Yes, sir.
Thank you.”

I smiled. It
was time to give Joe the good news.

“Old Cody for
one.”

Joe screwed his
eyes shut. Bill Cody’s reputation preceded him. Almost the first
thing any new employee learns is to avoid being summoned to an
audience with Old Bill.

He’s my 82 yr
old uncle and non-exec Chairman of my company. Most days he does
nothing more than play a few holes of golf. However, he tries to
make it into the office once or twice a week to ‘hit a few
holes-in-one’, as he hilariously puts it.

I looked
questioningly at Joe. He smiled bravely back.

“And next ...
Mr. Johnson.”

He grimaced.
I’d actually listened to the recording of Susan and Joe talking in
their bedsit. Jasmine had found it for me on the tape. The moment
she admitted to Joe about having to blow the HR Director in my
office. About his disgusting stale stench, crusty cock and slimy
semen.

So Joe had a
pretty good idea of what his wife would think about servicing
Johnson on a regular basis.

“He took a
liking to your wife last week. She must have told you about
that?”

“Er ... yes
sir.”

“What did she
say?”

“That ... that
she sucked him off ... while you were ... b ... buggering her for
the first time. During an important meeting, sir.”

“That’s right,
Joe. What do you think of that? I bet you couldn’t have imagined
Susan doing anything like that a month ago, huh?”

“No, sir. But I
think it was a great idea. It saves your valuable time if you, sir,
and Mr. Johnson both use Susan during a meeting.”

I chuckled. Joe
was learning how to appease me.

“Mr. Johnson’s
a nice man. Not a looker, mind you, but he runs HR, which includes
Career Development. So that could turn out to be incredibly useful
to an ambitious young couple like you and Susan. That’s why I
thought I’d put him on her list. I’m always thinking of your best
interests you know. I’m sure she’ll want to impress him.”

“Y ... yes
sir.”

“And you’ll be
pleased to hear that Mr. Johnson tends to stick with his young
harem members much longer than I do. I’d imagine you’ll be
occasionally sharing her with him for a year or two minimum. Still,
your wife will only be 25, 26 even then. Still plenty of miles in
her engine.”

Joe absorbed my
words. I grinned at him, pressing the buzzer for Jasmine to show
Susan in.

“When I say,
‘sharing her’ Joe, of course, I don’t mean you’ll be having your
share. Not in that sense. You’ll live together, eat, sleep, talk,
maybe even cuddle and peck on the cheek. But I’m afraid Johnson’s
an even bigger stickler for marital abstinence than I am.”

I caught Joe’s
involuntary glance down at the steel protrusion under the fly of
his polyester suit. He blinked and a look of nausea crossed his
eyes.

“Now I said I
had three candidates in mind. Last but not least ....”

Susan entered
just in time to hear me declare the third name.

“... Ms. Helen
Grey.”

“B ... but
...”

“That’s right,
Joe. Your boss likes a handsome lad like you, but she’s equally
partial to a pretty girl. And she’s never had a husband and wife
team knelt between those rather ample thighs of hers before. You do
think highly of Ms. Grey don’t you, Joe?”

His teeth were
gritted, jaw set. “Yes ... sir, of course.”

Susan had
clearly worked out the gist of the conversation.

“Ms Grey?”

“Yes, I was
just telling Joe, I’ve found three excellent candidates to replace
me on your duty roster; Old Cody, Mr. Johnson and Ms Grey. We’ll
start with all three of them. Daily, I think.”

I watched Susan
pirouette, her knees failing her. She’d fainted.

 


END OF ACT
ONE




 


 


ACT TWO:
PENETRATION


CHAPTER SIX

 


NEXT DAY, 08.00
HRS

 


Behind my
office desk, a heavy internal door leads into my private apartment.
It’s here that I often sleep overnight and relax during my
demanding Monday to Friday working week.

The secure door
opens into a circular internal hall fitted out as a library. There
are shelves full of valuable first editions such as ‘Venus in Furs’
and the ‘Story of O’, ‘120 Days of Sodom’ and ‘Juliette’, original
scripts for movies like ‘Caligula’ and ‘Eyes Wide Shut’,
‘Secretary’ and ‘Nymphomaniac’, and the beautiful photography of
Helmut Newton and Nan Goldin, Bruce Weber and Roy Stuart. Many of
the editions are signed.

Three doors
lead off the internal hall. The door to the left opens into my
luxurious bedroom and bathroom suite. The door on the right opens
to a small but perfectly fitted private kitchen-diner with views
out over the city and river below. The final door gives access to
my personal gym and indoor swimming pool.

Inside my en
suite bathroom there’s a huge Jacuzzi bathtub under a full length
window. It fits four people but I mostly like to soak in it alone
at dusk and watch the twinkling city lights coming on.

The bathroom
floor and tiles are all marble. The walls themselves are decorated
with a tasteful collection of famous paintings of rape scenes by
Rubens and Reni, Degas and Poussin, dell Abbate and
Ricciarelli.

On the far wall
there’s an enormous, walk-in wet room shower with black marble
tiles and smoked glass surrounds. Next to the shower is a marble
counter with three basins side-by-side.

Finally, in the
corner of the far wall there are twin toilets next to each other.
I’m not a shy man. I have no qualms about sitting next to a female
companion. There are even ‘his and hers’ TV screens opposite where
we can both watch different programs while we use the
facilities.

In the
bathroom, 27 yr old Carol Arnold was already trying out a prototype
of the company’s new Sexercise-bike for me. It was set up near the
bathtub and she had a great view of the riverboats and tall
buildings and blue sky.

I was soaking
in the tub enjoying a morning mug of coffee and the view. She was
cycling manically, knees pumping, already sweating and red-faced.
Those long nipples of hers had alligator clips on them connected to
the bike’s computer console. She had to keep up a minimum speed in
order to prevent various things happening.

Today was
Carol’s first day as a volunteer. It was just after 8 a.m. She’d
reported nice and early at seven, been told to undress in my
reception area, and to wait there naked. Jasmine had ensured a
steady stream of morning deliverymen and office clerks dropped by
to add to the shy young woman’s embarrassment. I’d had fun watching
on the CCTV as Carol waited patiently, while I lay in bed and
checked a few emails.

“Ah, Carol,
welcome.” I said when Jasmine first brought her through to my
bathroom. I was wearing a silk robe and was just finishing using
the toilet while my huge bathtub filled.

She seemed a
little shocked when Jasmine ushered her over to where I was
sitting.

“G ... good
morning, sir.”

Jasmine smiled
and winked at me. “Shall I turn off the taps, sir?”

“Yes, Jasmine.
Thanks.”

After my
Personal Assistant left, I grinned at Carol. She was standing there
naked, only a few feet from me.

Her pretty eyes
glanced around in amazement at such scale, luxury and views. They
say that every pair of hazel eyes is unique, a blend of greens,
browns and blues that can vary in intensity according to a person’s
mood – whether happy or sad, excited or nervous. That makes them
fascinating for others to gaze into.

“Excited? First
day and all that?”

“Nervous,
sir.”

I nodded and
dropped a bomb I’d been saving for this moment. There was a loud
splash. I didn’t bat an eyelid, just stared at Carol.

Her lovely face
blushed, frowned, forehead creasing. I could see all kinds of
thoughts passing through her mind. She couldn’t meet my firm gaze
and looked at the tiled floor.

“Do you see
that bicycle, Carol?” I jerked my chin towards the window.

She turned and
looked. “Yes sir.”

“It’s a new
product we’re developing. A kind of crossover between an exercise
bike and a sybian. Do you know what a sybian is?”

I brazenly
dropped a few pellets to finish the job, allowing myself a grunt of
relief.

“N ... no
sir.”

“It’s a
masturbation device, primarily for women. Does a pretty good job
they say. It’s focused on pleasure. Ours is similar but is more
focused on pain.”

She turned to
look back at me in shock.

“Pass me the
toilet paper.”

She blushed,
looked around, and picked up the roll of tissue I’d placed by my TV
monitor. Her fingers were shaking.

“Come
here.”

She came and
stood right in front of where I sat. I reached out and ran my index
finger up the outside of her bare leg, over her thigh, and then
across to her tummy. Her skin had goose-bumps.

“So it’s Bob’s
baby in here, yes?”

Her throat
clicked. “Y ... yes sir.”

“Sure?
Beautiful woman like you? No secret lover? You can tell me. It will
be our secret.”

“No sir.
Never.”

I smiled up at
her. “Well don’t worry. No harm will come to your baby. Exercise is
good for pregnancy. So is sex. And you won’t have to keep any
lovers you have secret. Bob will get to know all about them.”

A tear bubbled
out of her eye and slowly ran down her cheek.

“Go over and
get on the bike.”

I wiped myself,
flushed and washed my hands.

So fifteen
minutes later, there I was, lying in the tub sipping coffee, while
Carol was testing our latest prototype. Despite the effort involved
- her glowing skin, crimson face and pained grimaces - she really
was pretty. Beautiful even. Again, I asked myself how the fuck did
a stooge like Bob land this fish?

With every turn
of the cycle’s pedals, she thumped a dildo into her own virgin
asshole. It wasn’t that large. Just the S-size. She’d steadily
graduate up to the XXL over time. But there was a little plastic
wire on the tip that penetrated deep enough to tickle her
rectum.

Of course, she
had a choice. She’d already tried pedalling slower, which had the
added benefit of making the dildo’s thrusts shallower. But that
came with the cost of nasty little jolts to those nipples.

“How’s it
going, Mrs Arnold?” I settled back in the tub and put my hands
behind my head.

“Ngh ... ngh
... o ... kay.” She wheezed.

“Good girl. Not
too long now. The good thing is, this game will be training your
butthole nicely. I might want some anal later and you’ll be well
prepared. Right?”

“Ngh ... ye ...
ngh ... sir.”

Her honey
blonde hair was damp and mussed. Yesterday she’d looked like a
blend of Washington power broker and Scandinavian princess, with
her swept back hair and high aristocratic cheekbones. Now she
looked like what she actually was. A desperate housewife.

I clambered out
of the bath and dried myself, while she continued to cycle. I got
dressed leisurely and brushed my hair, preparing for the court case
and long weekend ahead. Eventually, I flicked the off-switch on the
Sexercise bike and wiped Carol’s dripping brow.

“What do you
reckon? Safe for proper tests to begin?”

I let her get
her breath back. She couldn’t speak. Her eyes were glazed and her
head was rolling.

“I ... think
... s... so sir.” She finally managed to whisper.

I patted her
head. “Mm ... that’s useful info. Thanks Carol. I don’t know what
we’d do without you volunteers!”

 


09.00 HRS

 


I normally work
a half day on Fridays. But today, with the court case scheduled, I
had to cancel a couple of meetings.

However, I did
manage to squeeze in Allison and Chas at 9 o’clock.

I remembered
Allison. At 31, a bit older than most but, hey, we’re an equal
opportunities employer. There’s no maximum age limit if an employee
has all the right attributes.

And Allison
certainly had the right attributes; face, tits, ass, legs. Heck,
she could even make you a decent coffee.

Aged 32, Chas
was your typical husband, desperately trying to hold it all
together for the family they both planned together.

They’d joined
my company exactly 365 days ago. Today was the end of their one
year trial. Today I had to decide whether to fire them, hire them,
or extend their trial another year. It was a huge decision.

For them,
anyway.

Jasmine gave me
their extensive hard-copy file, full of their reviews, photos,
paperwork. I had even more data up on my screen. Every important
moment in their past lives and careers was available to help me
make up my mind.

I left them
standing in front of the desk, even though Allison was heavily
pregnant. The screen told me she was due in less than 2 months.

“So, folks,
how’s your first year been?”

“Great, thank
you, sir.” Chas enthused. “It’s been such a relief to have money
coming in monthly, to be able to pay the rent on our new two-room
place.”

“Yes, sir.”
Allison agreed. I remembered those lips. Her rosebud lips. She’d
put on a bit of lipstick for today’s meeting.

Chas was
wearing a nylon suit, white shirt and tie. His suit was a bit tight
and you could clearly see his ‘chastity hump’ as we call it.

“Any problems?”
I sat back, hands behind my head.

“Er ... no
sir.”

“How have you
found a chaste life, Chas, easy?”

He blushed.
“You ... kind of get used to it, sir.”

I chuckled.
“Says here ...” I pointed at my screen, “you’ve had nine releases
in the past year. That correct, Chas?”

“Yes sir. One a
month after the first three months and one due ...” he hesitated,
“... soon. I hope sir.”

I nodded.
“Being honest, that’s got to be hard, Bob? After all those years
doing it when you like, suddenly restricted to one a month?”

“Well, in
truth, yes sir. But some things are even more important than
orgasms.”

“Really?” I
laughed at him. “And were all these nine releases with lovely
Allison here?”

“Yes sir.
Thankfully, yes.”

“Any
penetration?”

“N ... no never
sir, all ... er ... manual. But they help us to feel close.”

I turned to
Allison, smiling.

“And how’s it
been for you, my dear? Any problems?”

“No sir.”

I chuckled.
“Says here you’ve had nine partners in the past year. Mainly Mr.
Hunter, of course, but a few others early on, two gangbangs, and of
course, yours truly!”

I hadn’t used
Alison since her first fortnight but my contribution was obviously
important to how well she settled in.

“Yes sir, that
sounds right.”

I gestured at
her bloated boobs and swollen belly.

“So that’s not
yours then, Chas?”

“Well, I like
to think of it as ours, sir. But no, he’s not technically
mine.”

“A son, huh?
Congrats. Any idea who’s the donor?”

Allison spoke.
“We’ve narrowed it down to five, sir. But Mr Patel or Mr Hunter or
perhaps Mr Nakamura are the three most likely.”

“Have you
written to them, Chas?”

“Of course,
sir. And we sent each of them a bottle as a thank you.”

“Well at least
with Patel, Hunter and Nakamura, we’ll have a pretty good idea
which one it is when your son finally pops out.” I chuckled. “The
eyes have it.”

They smiled
politely at my joke.

There was a
long pause. It was time to get to the meat of the meeting.

“Sit down.” I
invited Allison. “Not you, Chas.”

“Thank you
sir.”

I glanced at my
Patek Philippe. It was only ten past nine. I had half an hour to
kill.

“Undress, Chas.
And hurry.”

Eyes wide in
surprise, he hurriedly stripped off his shoes, socks, suit, tie and
shirt, standing there naked but for his EX-3 device.

“Top off,
Allison. And your bra.”

She awkwardly
removed her sweater, top and bra, revealing her pendulous melons
and stretched belly.

“You may kiss.”
I said. “Properly.”

Chas lovingly
bent his head down and stared into his wife’s eyes. Their lips
touched. They kissed tenderly. Then passionately. I could see how
much they were both in love.

“You can stroke
her nipple, Chas. Just briefly. I know it’s been ages since you
touched your wife’s boob.”

He groaned with
pleasure as he caressed her teat.

“Enough. I
think it’s time for that next orgasm.”

I released his
EX-3 automatically. It clattered onto my office’s wooden floor.

“Kiss it,
Allison. Make him hard. But not IN your mouth.”

I watched her
smile seductively at her husband and lower those rosebud lips to
his wrinkled cock. In moments he’d started to enlarge.

I pressed my
intercom. Jasmine answered immediately.

“Bring in
Bertha.”

Chas was fully
hard now. His rather thin cock jutted proudly out from his body.
Allison had removed her lips from it. I nodded, to indicate she
could caress her husband’s shaft with her fingers.

They both
looked round as my secretary walked in carrying an inflated plastic
doll. Bertha is human-scale and I could only just see Jasmine’s
grinning face over the top.

“Chas, say
hello to Bertha.”

He blushed,
staring at the PVC doll. “H ... hello, Bertha.”

A subsidiary of
the Velvet Corporation is a major global producer of sex dolls. Our
range extends from the most pleasurable, expensive,
artificially-intelligent, quasi-human sex robots, all the way down
to the cheapest, tackiest toys imaginable.

Bertha is
obviously one of the latter type. They sell to groups going on stag
nights, that kind of jokey event. But we make some special ones for
in-house use by employees such as Chas.

She’s a ‘granny
model’, with tufts of real grey hair affixed to her head and a
wrinkled face. Her figure has almost no curves apart from a pot
belly and her tits are withered dugs. On the plus-side all three of
her polyvinyl holes are available, including her toothless mouth,
with an air stopper as her belly button.

Right now, she
was fully inflated.

“Put Bertha on
my desk. In front of Chas here.”

Jasmine laid
the doll face up and then turned to leave.

“No, stay
Jasmine. I’m sure Chas likes an audience when he fucks, don’t
you?”

His throat
gulped. “Er ... yes sir.”

Allison was
staring at her husband, her cute face full of pity for him.

“Go down on her
first, Chas. Get Bertha warmed up.”

All three of us
watched him hunker down with his face between the doll’s spread
legs that were angled up in the air.

He put his lips
to the loose slit he found there.

“Lick her,
Chas.” I turned to Jasmine. “Has she been cleaned since she was
last used, Jaz?”

“She’s never
cleaned, sir. None of the holes are.”

For a couple of
minutes, we let Chas’s tongue prepare the doll’s slit for his
exciting moment. I got up and walked round my desk, so I could
stand behind Allison and watch over her shoulder.

It was
nine-fifteen.

“Okay, Chas. We
haven’t got all day for you two lovebirds. Get on top of Bertha and
put just the tip of your cock inside her.”

It really was
entertaining seeing this 5’ 10”, 32 year old white male grappling
with a 5’ 0” tall and multi-used inflatable granny doll. But he
soon got atop it on my desk and wedged his circumcised crown in the
opening between its legs.

His face looked
at me expectantly. He blushed at his wife.

“Right Chas.
Super-slow and super-shallow thrusts please.”

Gritting his
teeth, he began a measured, seesawing motion.

“Keep looking
towards us not at Bertha.” I told him.

I let him see
me fondling Allison’s swollen melons, elongating her nipples.
Meanwhile I grinned at Jasmine as a sign to fetch a cane.

“Calm down,
Chas. Go even slower now.”

Jasmine
returned from my umbrella stand carrying a crook-handled bamboo
cane. She swished it a couple of times like a golfer.

I winked.

Craaaack!

The bamboo
whooshed through the air and exploded against Chas’s pale
buttocks.

“Aaaggh ...” he
wailed.

“Okay, Chas.
You’ve got thirty seconds. Go for it. Lighten that load.”

He began
thrusting and hammering away like a man possessed. His buttock
muscles clenching and unclenching.

“How’s that,
Chas?”

“G ... g ...
good ... th ... thank y ... you ... sir.”

After 15
seconds I pressed the control-button in my pocket.

There was an
immediate hiss of air like one of those fart cushions. My remote
button controlled the air stopper in Bertha’s belly button. Within
moments she’d started to deflate.

An expression
of wide-eyed panic appeared on Chas’s glistening face.

He redoubled
his efforts, pounding the sagging doll even more frantically. Her
head shrivelled first and her legs wilted.

He’d already
used up 25 seconds, 26 ... 27 ... 28 ...

“Mmmm .... ssss
.... mmm ... sss ... mm .. ss ..”

His expression
changed to that open-mouthed, pre-orgasmic frown that men make as
they reach the point of no return. He was going to cum.

... 29 ...
30.


Craaaaaaackkkk!

The bamboo
whooshed again detonating against Chas’s twitching buttocks as he
began to orgasm into a by now almost-airless piece of plastic.

“Aaaaggggh ...”
he screamed in surprise and pain.


Craaaaaaackkkk!


Craaaaaaackkkk!


Craaaaaaackkkk!


Craaaaaaackkkk!

Jasmine
delivered the strokes as fast as she could, her practised arm a
blur, completely destroying Chas’s pleasure and turning it into
anguish. Tears erupted from his contorted eyes.

I leaned down
and whispered into Allison’s ear.

“I’ve made my
decision.”

Five minutes
later, with Chas already locked back into his EX-3, and both of
them fully dressed again, they stood side by side in front of my
desk.

“I’ve
considered everything, guys, and I’m afraid I can’t hire you.”

“Noooo.”

Chas fell to
his knees, Allison burst into tears.

“Sir, please.”
He pleaded. “Allison’s pregnant. We NEED our jobs. Anything? Name
your terms.”

“Nope, that
orgasm was my final gift. You both simply cost too much for what
you actually contribute.”

“But ... I’ll
take a cut, sir. Or work longer hours?”

I stared at
him, considering his offer. These are difficult decisions. Which is
why us bosses are paid the big bucks.

“Well, we do
have a janitor team that works Sundays. Twelve hours cleaning and
polishing every one of this building’s 20 floors. I guess you could
maybe join that team on top of your existing job?”

“Yes!” He
gasped. “Of course. I’d be happy to do that.”

Allison looked
aghast, but relieved too.

“I’m not sure.”
I stalled, staring at her. “And what might Mr. Hunter suggest?”

“I could do
maid service at his home Sundays, sir.” She offered. “I mean for as
long as I can, and then again after the baby’s born?”

I waited for 30
seconds of tense silence.

“Oh, go on
then.” I sighed magnanimously. “You’ve convinced me. You can keep
your current jobs but only if you both take a 10 percent pay cut.
Plus you both also work unpaid Sundays; Chas for the janitor team
and Allison at Mr. Hunter’s. Happy now?”

They exchanged
glances. I could see huge disappointment and yet relief in their
eyes.

“Yes, sir. Very
happy.”

 


MIDDAY

 


Vince and
Joan’s attorney did her best.

Her name was
Dinah Legg. She made a smart deposition to the Judge, argued her
clients’ case lucidly, producing all the facts and proof. It was
extremely convincing and impressive. Her style exuded courtroom
efficiency and militant lesbianism in equal measure.

She argued that
her client’s case was just the tip of an iceberg. Young women were
being harassed by old men and the Judge had an opportunity to
strike a blow for justice.

“And what does
the defendant have to say in response?” The short, fat, balding
Judge asked our Company Secretary, who was handling our case.

Gordon Mills
stood up and shrugged, drawing himself up to his full 5’ 5”. As
usual he was wearing a navy pinstriped 3-piece, his waistcoat
bulging over his paunch, with a flamboyantly colourful silk
tie.

He winked at
his sibling, unseen by anybody in the Courtroom except for me. You
see, Judge Mills happens to be Gordon’s twin brother. Without
making any deposition, arguing our case or producing any facts, he
simply said five words.

“Our case rests
your honour.”

It took only 14
minutes for Judge Garrett Mills to retire to his rooms and return
with his verdict. He looked daggers at Dinah Legg.

“I find in
favour of the defendant on all counts.”

Poor Vince,
Joan and Dinah burst into tears.

“First”, Judge
Mills intoned, “I award damages of ten million to the defendant,
the Velvet Corporation. And second, I find Ms. Dinah Legge,
attorney of Mr and Mrs Butterfield, guilty of frivolous false
accusation. I therefore sentence Ms. Legg to whatever punishment
the Velvet Corporation cares to impose on her, without limit. No
appeals will be considered.”

 


THE WEEKEND

 


My wife lives
on our private island. It’s an hour’s flight away.

Oh, did I not
mention I’m married? Yes, Cordelia, she’s my second wife, a trophy
wife, a mere 29 yrs old. People might wonder what she sees in a 61
yr old man? Well, I certainly think my wealth and power have
something to do with it. Besides, she’ll get to inherit everything
when my number’s finally up.

Cordelia is a
cuckquean. We met online. But she’s not one of those submissive
queans who enjoys being humiliated. Oh no, she’s an alpha-cuck, a
Domme to everybody but yours truly. She gets a big kick watching me
ram my cock into some sobbing woman’s asshole.

So she’s
getting a huge fucking kick right at this moment.

I take one of
the company helicopters from the mainland to our private sanctuary
every Friday afternoon. On the map it’s just a green dot in the
blue ocean; a haven of lush vegetation, sandy crescent-beaches and
idyllic warm waters.

Our private
house is contemporary and modest; just 35,000 sq. ft, 8 bedrooms,
made of glass, steel and tropical wood. It’s our main home and it’s
where we can be ourselves, away from the business pages and social
paparazzi.

There’s also a
separate guest house on our island’s southern tip, with 30 hotel
style suites, which we open up for parties. Our own residence, the
guest house and the beach bar are the only three structures on the
entire 1,500 acre island.

Dinah Legg was
stretched out with a lovely view of the ocean. She was like one of
those lady figureheads on the prow of a ship, arms outstretched,
body angled at 45 degrees, legs spread apart. It seemed
appropriate; Dinah Legg’s apart!

She could stare
out to sea and watch the frigate birds circling her, wondering what
all the noise she was making was about. It was a sultry afternoon,
about 5 p.m., and I’d landed on the island’s helipad an hour
earlier.

Dinah, the
Butterfield’s attorney was indeed a lesbian. It turns out she
hadn’t had the slightest doubt about her sexuality since she was a
teenager. Not even a little experiment with a pretty boy at law
school. No, she was an out and out dyke with several serious
relationships behind her.

Now 29 - the
same age as my darling Cordelia - Dinah was getting her first taste
of life as a straight woman. Well, bisexual, to be exact.

A life of
endless penetration.

“Aaah ... noooo
.... ngaah .... you .... bast ... aaah.”

I was saving
her vaginal virginity for later. And her mouth until she could be
trusted. But Cordelia had given Dinah an enema and a generous
lubing so that I could hammer away at her unblemished ass for as
long as I liked.

She wasn’t
really my type physically. A bit too gym-rat and boyish, with
largish breasts but otherwise few feminine curves. Yet she was
pretty enough in that ‘career-woman’ kind of way, manicured nails
and expensive haircut, straight out of a John Grisham movie. Cords
and I were going to enjoy shaving that haircut clean off.

Dinah’s sinewy
arms were stretched out, as if in supplication, her taut wrists
fastened into leather cuffs, rattling on chains. Her face was a
mask of agony and distress, with fat tears rolling down her cheeks,
despite the loveliness of her seaside view, the salty scent of the
ocean, and the gentle sound of the lapping waves.

Cords was
amusing herself with Dinah’s jiggling breasts. They were covered in
purple and orange welts and specks of bright red, the result of a
brisk whipping a few minutes earlier. My wife was now gently
rubbing flakes of sea salt and fresh chilli to soothe the wounded
flesh.

“Get ... out
... aaah ... no .... aah .... please ... ple ...”

Her rhythmic
cries matched the slaps of my balls against her similarly striped
buttocks. Cords and I had taken turns; with me lashing Dinah’s
bottom half, in between the missus laying parallel strokes across
her boobs and back.

“I’m coming
soon.” I whispered into Dinah’s ear, wanting her to anticipate the
invasion of her rectum with my horrible man-juice.

All the while,
two cameras mounted on tripods either side of us were filming the
action, their little recording lights that glowed red. I’d promised
Judge Mills a copy of the DVD with my thank you note.

I leaned
upwards, looked at the cloudless blue sky, and unleashed the
inaugural male orgasm to taint our guest’s body.

Afterwards,
Cords and I left Dinah hanging there like a ragdoll and retired
indoors for a kiss and cuddle of our own. I opened champagne and
poured us both glasses. She put some canapés in the oven to
warm.

The light faded
and the orange sun began to disappear over the horizon. Out came
the bugs and insects, mosquitoes and horseflies feasting on Dinah’s
helpless, pampered flesh. I could already see red bumps on her pale
skin when I peered through the glass window.

The Judge had
wisely sentenced Dinah to whatever punishment the Velvet
Corporation cared to impose, without limit.

In turn, the
Corporation itself had seen fit to sentence her to a lifetime of
slavery, without parole. Hence, our little island paradise will be
the last place Dinah ever sees. Take my word for it.

 


FRIDAY
EVENING

 


Magnus and
Greta spent several hours filling in the Corporation’s online form.
They uploaded photos of Greta’s face, a full frontal nude shot, a
close up of her bottom, plus a fabricated wedding pose.

She and Magnus
had to invent answers about their sex life. They decided to respond
as close to the truth as possible. They wrote that they were a
demure, unadventurous couple who did it rarely. And even when they
did, it was lights off, basic stuff. No oral even, anything like
that. They admitted that Magnus had a bigger sex drive than his
‘wife’.

The actual
truth, of course, was that Greta was still a virgin at 23 years
old. As a serious campaigner for justice, she had much more
important ways to spend her time than wasting thoughts on boys or
sex.

Once the form
was finished, their fingers hovered over ‘send’. Greta desperately
hoped she’d be attractive enough, with her roundish face, brown
eyes and hair worn in pigtails.

She thought her
naked body was probably a bit too straight for what she knew boys
considered ‘sexy’. But at least she had a decent bosom, a flat
abdomen and flawless skin. She prayed that was enough.

For the only
way to penetrate the enemy’s defences was by deceit.

With a deep
breath, her finger pressed ‘send’.




CHAPTER
SEVEN

 


FIVE HOURS
LATER

 


Susan finally
unlocked the door of the tiny bedsit she shared with Joe. She was
carrying a letter in her handbag.

She was
exhausted. It was past 10 o’clock on Friday evening. Every muscle
in her body throbbed, every orifice was sore. Her head ached.

Joe jumped up
and pecked his wife’s cheek. He knew there were some hidden
micro-cameras in their rooms but not exactly how many or where. He
poured her a glass of water and put the soup on the stove to
warm.

“How was it?”
he whispered, touching her shoulder.

She shrugged,
clutching onto his fingers. “Okay.”

She’d worked
from 8 a.m. until 12 on the sales floor. Then she’d had her first
“lunch” with Old Bill Cody, the Company’s 82 yr old Chairman. While
he gorged on a meat pie, she gorged on his ass. His
haemorrhoids-tainted backside. After half an hour of that, he was
finally hard enough for her to masturbate with her fingers, until
he dribbled a watery smear onto his wizened belly. Of course, she
licked it up.

Susan then did
another six hours manic work from 1 to 7 p.m. on the sales floor,
before being summoned to the HR department to meet Mr. Johnson. He
had a crate of beer and a team of 4 male colleagues with him. It
was her first ever gangbang. Down on her knees, flat on her back,
spit-roasted on all fours, fucked face down, she’d managed to
service all five men in just 45 minutes.

When it was
over, Mr. Johnson presented her with an envelope. He warned her to
read the letter inside it very carefully.

Then, just as
she was dashing out of the building at 8 p.m., her name was paged
to report to Ms. Grey.

“Susan Kemp to
Ms. Grey’s Office NOW!”

Ms. Grey told
her to strip. She wanted to see what young Joe ‘saw in her’. Susan
was covered in male handprints and sweat, with semen still oozing
from front and back orifices. She shivered in shame.

“What a
promiscuous slut!” Helen Grey said, suspiciously appraising her,
tilting her chin back with a finger.

“I’m ... sorry
... Ma’am.” Susan replied.

Helen put two
fingers to Susan’s lips and inserted them in her mouth, as if
checking for something.

Then the 58 yr
old director slumped down onto her leather sofa and picked up a red
pack of cigarettes and an overflowing ashtray. She pointed at the
spot on the floor between her heels.

“Kneel, slut.”
She snapped. “You have ten minutes to make me cum.”

However, Susan
didn’t reveal any of this information to Joe. She just drank her
water and ate her soup. At least they could afford to eat, with a
roof over their heads. All she needed was one opportunity. But life
seemed to be two steps forward and one step back.

“How’s your ...
down there?” she asked him to make conversation, nodding at his
groin.

He made a face,
as if he didn’t want to discuss his problem, compared to hers. But
she waited for him to reply.

“It’s hard to
describe, my love. You manage to forget for a while and then it
suddenly invades your mind. You have a sudden unexpected sexual
thought ... you know ... and you feel this intense urge to rub
yourself. You realise how long it’s been since you ... how many
days. And then you feel the pain. The damned pins are lined up with
the really sensitive part of my dick. The pain helps distract me
and so I force myself to think about something else, anything else.
And my part-erection at least goes away. Then, I just want to cry
knowing that any relief is still so far away.”

She took a
risk, daring to touch Joe’s cheek tenderly, hoping anybody watching
via the cameras wouldn’t mind her expressing a bit of marital
concern.

“I feel guilty.
I’m not sure which is worse. What I have to go through or what you
suffer.” She paused, before continuing. “You should take a look at
this.”

Susan handed
him the envelope. She’d opened it on the way home. She watched her
husband’s expression as he read the letter.

“Fucking hell,
Suze!”

The letter was
short and to the point. It said that it should be destroyed after
reading and any failure to do so would lead to severe
penalties.

The letter
contained 12 names and addresses and - more frightening still -
contact numbers, social security, DOBs, and mini-photos.

The names and
faces included Susan’s parents, Joe’s dad and stepmother, his mom,
his younger brother, four first cousins of theirs, plus Joe’s best
man, and Susan’s maid of honour.

It advised them
that in the past a tiny number of employees had attempted to renege
on their employment contracts. Some had even threatened to assault
their seniors, or to ‘end it all’ via self harm.

Needless to say
it was not expected that the Kemps would be so stupid as to cause
any such problems for themselves. However all employees received a
similar warning. Thus it was only fair to caution Joseph and Susan
that their nearest and dearest would be expected to compensate the
Corporation in various ways, for the loss of its significant
investment in training its staff. Such compensation may not be
financial and could involve ‘unfortunate accidents’.

The letter was
unsigned.

“What do you
think they mean?” she asked.

“It’s obvious.
They’ll harm our families, our best friends.”

She watched Joe
get up, take a match, and set fire to the letter. He looked at her,
gesturing with his eyes at the hidden cameras.

“They’ve got
us, haven’t they?” she whispered.

Joe looked at
her, as the blackened paper disintegrated in her empty soup
bowl.

He pressed his
lips demurely to her forehead. “Totally.”

Susan blinked
back a tear. This was to be their life from now on. And yet, she
refused to be beaten. Something would turn up.

“How did Sales
go?” he asked, changing the subject.

“Pretty good, I
think.” She brightened. “I’m top seller this week.”

“That’s
amazing. So what happened to that woman who came first? The one who
then stupidly tried to sue the company.”

“Oh, you mean
Joan?” Susan shrugged. “I’ve no idea what happened to her.”

 


DAWN

 


Joan woke with
a start. She’d been dreaming.

Dreaming she
was still free, back in the clapboard house she’d been brought up
in. Joan was looking out of the window. Her parents, brother, a
cousin, and her two best schoolmates were all there alongside her
too. Her father was brandishing a small penknife towards the
window. Her brother held a kid’s water pistol. They were going to
fight with every weapon they had.

There was this
man outside. Several men. All masked and wearing black. With
machine guns. One was pointing his gun directly at Joan’s mother.
His finger was squeezing.

And then
thankfully Joan woke up, gasping, sweating.

From an ominous
dream back into a real nightmare.

She was
spread-eagled on a cold slab. Like she had been for hours already,
although she had no idea of the time.

She glanced to
her right. Vince was still there, the same as her, spread-eagled on
a second slab, his gentle snores painful to listen to due to his
broken nose.

They were in
some kind of medical room or mortuary. The overhead lights were
dimmed but there was just enough gloomy illumination from the
glowing red gauges for her to be able to see.

Along the wall
facing them were large metal drawers, each showing their internal
temperature in red numbers. The kind of sliding cabinets you see in
movies. Where dead bodies are stored. Joan had never actually been
in a real mortuary. Most cabinets seemed to be set to 3 degrees, a
few were at room temperature, a couple of them showed ‘-’. She
assumed that meant they were switched off.

She realised
that her own body was chilly but not frozen. Her back was coldest.
She was totally naked, with her legs and arms stretched out in an
X. She could still feel sogginess between her thighs. She
remembered now. The helicopter ride. Being hooded inside a cage. It
had seemed like a journey of an hour or so until the helicopter
landed.

Why had she
fucking done it? How on earth did she think they might win?
Wrongful dismissal? Even though Dinah had done a great job for
them, they’d never stood a chance. And now? Fined ten million,
hah!

She and Vince
didn’t even have ten thousand, or a paltry one thousand. They had
no choice but to throw themselves on the Corporation’s mercy.

Mercy! Hah
bloody hah.

She glanced
bitterly to her right again. Even hooded, Vince had bravely tried
to fight back. The four thugs beat him mercilessly. Then they’d
both been loaded into some kind of jeep and transported to this
place. An underground bunker. A large one. Her hood had finally
been removed. It seemed they were on some kind of island.

The four brutes
looked almost identical. Straight out of a Netflix box set; big and
barrel-chested, shaved heads, tattoos, muscles, guns. They’d
stripped and strapped her down, spread-eagled like she was now. Joe
was all but unconscious.

She remembered
the next hour in horrifying detail.

A mixed race
woman had appeared. She was young. Joan’s age or similar. The
pretty caramel face had immediately rung a bell. Suddenly Joan
remembered from where. Society media and business blogs; endless
video clips with flashbulbs and red carpets, tuxedos and ball
gowns. This woman was the wife of the CEO.

Coco? ...
something like that ... Collette? ... Camilla?

The woman was
accompanied by a white-haired man in a lab coat. They’d walked
towards the end of Joan’s slab. The man was holding a clipboard,
wearing a stethoscope round his neck.

“Here they
are.” The woman said to the old man, coldly smirking down at Joan
and Vince’s bodies, stretched out helpless and naked on their
slabs. “Welcome. I trust you had a good journey.”

“Sehr nett,
ja?” the man replied, equally coldly, without smiling. He had
extraordinarily blue eyes. Ice cold.

“This was
Vince, and this was Joan, his wife.” The woman said.

Cordelia! That
was her name. What had she said? This ‘was’ Joan. She’d used the
past tense as she ran her hand up Joan’s leg.

“Perfekt.” The
man replied, placing his bony hand on Joan’s other knee.

He had a
cadaverous face. Pale skin with sunken cheeks, rings under his
hollow eyes, and a long, aquiline nose. Joan thought he was the
most terrifying old man she’d ever seen. His arctic stare seemed to
look through her, not at her.

“This is
Professor Fuchs.” Cordelia said. “His name means fox.” She
chuckled. “Even though it sounds like fucks.”

Joan saw the
four thugs laugh at the joke.

“The Professor
is here to make some modifications. He’s a world leader in his
field. To modify your attitudes and behaviour, of course, but also
a few physical modifications that may help us achieve our goals for
you.”

“No ...” Joan
gasped. “Please. No.”

The six of them
laughed at her squeal.

Cordelia ran
her fingers all the way up to Joan’s labia and pinched. Then she
glanced across at the four heavies leaning against the wall.

“Gentlemen. You
have a long ride home. I think it would be discourteous of me not
to offer you the chance to drain your balls before you set off.
Would any of you like a quick go in this cunt? It may not be here
next time you visit us.”

Grinning,
nodding, the four men quickly began unbuckling their belts.

“No ... you
bastards!”

Cordelia stared
down at her and stroked Joan’s cheek.

“Enjoy it, my
dear. Make the most of it. What do you think Professor?”

His corpselike
face gazed down at, and seemingly through, Joan.

“Ja.” He said.
Then he spoke in English for the first time. He had a thick
Germanic accent.

“Make the most
of it, young lady. While you still have a cunt.”

The assault had
been brutally brief. Joan was well used to being abused, by the
likes of Dr. O’ Leary. But this was different. At work it had at
least been a contract of sorts. She gave her body and received a
job. But this was a one-sided transaction like no other.

The four ugly
thugs, breathing garlic and tobacco over her, had fucked her dry
vagina until it swam with their seed, laughing and joking with each
other about who could hurt her most with his dick. Each one
mercifully lasted no more than a minute.

And then
Professor Fuchs had produced a syringe. He jabbed her bicep
painfully. Before the small mercy of blackness took over.

She woke with a
start. While remembering everything, she must have drifted off.

Suddenly,
without warning, overhead bulbs flickered. They flooded the room
with bright halogen light. Joan blinked several times, raising her
head off the slab, looking round.

Professor Fuchs
was standing, studying her. He spoke grimly.

“Guten
morgen.”

 


SATURDAY
BREAKFAST

 


“Morning
Dinah.”

Our new
acquisition was looking very sorry for herself; with a blotchy face
and tearstained cheeks. She had dark rings under her eyes and red
bites all over her pale body.

I didn’t bother
telling her that things could have been a lot worse. After all, the
young attorney might have been laying out the facts of her case to
Professor Fuchs right now!

Instead Dinah
was on all fours in a dog cage, like a kennel but with open metal
bars that we could see her through. Her eyes followed Cords
cautiously, watching my wife laying our table with fresh coffee and
juice, buttery croissants and sliced fruit, warm bacon and hot
toast. It all smelled delicious.

“Mmm ... looks
good, darling.”

Fresh out of
our shower, Cords was only wearing her bikini and a sarong. She
kissed me. “Hungry?”

“Sex with you
always makes me hungry.”

She giggled
flirtatiously and sat down.

I popped a
piece of fresh pineapple in my mouth. I was starving. I glanced
over at Dinah. She looked famished too.

“Hungry?”

Our new pet
nodded slowly, watching me munch on a piece of croissant.

Cords got up
and walked to the fridge. I watched her pull out a steel dog bowl.
She’d already prepared Dinah’s breakfast. The stench that drifted
from it was stomach churning. Cords winked as I peered into the
bowl. I pinched my nostrils.

It was her
homemade dog food. The worst kinds of offal. It’s transported over
from our mainland butcher in the helicopter. Not just liver and
tripe, oh no. There were intestines and snout, scrotum and
testicles and, just for Dinah, an entire bull’s pizzle.

I know that
Cords lightly boils the ingredients so they’re still rubbery and
then adds curry powder so the texture is almost raw but is safe to
eat. The finished mixture has gelatine added and is allowed to set
inside the fridge into a glutinous pet-food jelly.

“If you waste
one single morsel, I will punish you severely.” Cords told Dinah,
placing the steel bowl on the floor of her cage.

I smiled as
Dinah almost retched, staring at her breakfast of peppery pizzle
and piquant balls. I was intrigued by what a rug-muncher would make
of those tasty male delicacies?

 


MORNING COFFEE
1

 


Susan had risen
at 6 a.m. as usual. Saturdays were like every other weekday. The
bosses worked shifts, one Saturday a month, so they had normal
weekends, but for everybody else it was a typical 12 hour working
day.

Mr. Douglas,
the Sales Director, was off today, but his terrifying number 2, Mr.
Patel was ‘on shift’ and in charge. He kept walking along the banks
of phones and screens, terrorising all the young salespersons with
his looming presence.

Susan had
already heard that Mr. Patel was the youngest director in the
company. Rumour had it that his family were important clients.
Apparently, he was only 28, just five years older than her. He
looked elegant in a long Sherwani silk tunic and Indian trousers,
with his black leather riding crop tucked into his belt. He had
slicked black hair, dark skin and exceedingly white teeth.

“Get up, pants
down, bend over.” He shouted abruptly at a salesman working in the
next row to Susan.

It was barely 9
a.m. She focused on her call and did her best to ignore the
piercing splats of the crop landing on her poor colleague’s bare
bottom. The man was older, mid-30s, and Susan could only imagine
his humiliation at being thrashed in public by a boss much younger
than he was.

“Back to work.”
She heard Mr, Patel order, after delivering 12 vicious strokes.

At the end of
another fruitless sales call, she checked her screen. After the
first hour, the team she was in – named ‘F3’ - was in 3rd place for
the day. Susan was only 5th out of the 10 on her team. She’d had a
couple of small wins but Saturdays were slow starts for many of her
target clients. Most of them were barely out of bed yet.

Suddenly she
felt a hand on her shoulder.

“Come with me
to my office.”

Mr. Patel’s
corner office was smaller than Mr. Douglas’s but it was still
spacious, with his screens, desk, chairs and a seating area. The
internal walls were made of glass, so Mr. Patel could keep an eye
on the sales floor and, just as easily, anybody could look in on
him. A coffee pot gurgled on a stand behind his desk. The delicious
odour made Susan’s mouth salivate.

“So, Susan
Kemp?” he said, looking at his HR screen.

“Yes, sir.”

“Cody, Johnson
and Grey, it says here.”

“Y ... yes,
sir.”

He was
obviously referring to the three senior people that the CEO had
allocated her to. His white teeth beamed at her, as he looked up
from his screen.

“Bend over the
desk, there.” He gestured.

Susan blinked,
worried about her sales quota. Every minute counted. She stood and
leaned across his desk. She was wearing the standard sales uniform
of 4-inch heels, fishnet stockings, pleated short skirt and a tight
cotton top that clung closely to her full breasts.

She sensed Mr.
Patel standing behind her, looking down. She felt his hand raise
the hem of her skirt and warm air on her bare cheeks.

His fingers
tore away the cotton thong she used as underwear. She heard it rip
and felt the waistband snap.

“Spread your
feet wider.”

She shuffled
her heels apart and raised her bottom, while she heard him
adjusting his clothes, opening his silk tunic.

“Tell me about
Mr. Kemp.” He said.

She felt his
thumbs against her labia, peeling them apart. And then his hardness
nudged against her entrance.

“H .. his
name’s Joe, sir. He works in research. For Ms. Grey.”

Susan grimaced
as she felt him pushing into her dry entrance.

“Do you love
him?” Mr. Patel asked with a lilt in his voice.

“Y ... yes,
sir.” She grunted.

She heard him
snigger. “Was he your first?”

“Yes sir.”

By now, Mr
Patel was building a push-me, pull-you rhythm, slowly loosening
her.

“Wonderful.
This must all be very hard for him then?”

“Y ... yes, sir
... very.” She groaned.

“That’s the
importance of breeding.” He announced. “I come from a good family;
rich, powerful, able to get me a great job with no trouble. But you
and your husband are from a bunch of losers, unable to help you at
all. Yes?”

“ ..s’ Sir.”
She hissed in agreement, feeling a salty tear escape from her
eye.

He was
thrusting deeply now. Thankfully, he wasn’t very large. She sensed
his arm moving and glanced up at their reflection in the internal
glass. Mr. Patel was waving. She knew that the teams closest to his
office would have a good view of what was happening.

“I look forward
to meeting Mr. Kemp. He and I will have lots to chat about. I will
tell him what fun it was fucking his white wife across my
desk.”

Susan felt his
body stiffen and then his hot wetness polluted her, listening to
his loud grunts of pleasure.

Eventually, he
pushed himself off her and stood up. Susan hoped it was over.

“Do not move.”
He snapped.

She heard him
straightening his clothes.

Thwack !

With no warning
at all, his crop set fire to her bottom.

“Aaoouuch ...”
she wailed in shock.

Thwack !

Thwack !

Thwack !

She could
hardly breathe, trying to absorb the pain without moving.

Somehow this
was all even worse than yesterday. At least Mr. Cody seemed
grateful, Mr. Johnson amused and Ms. Grey wasn’t rough. And at any
rate their names were on her official ‘list’. But Mr. Patel had
simply helped himself.

Thwack !

Thwack !

Mercifully he
stopped at six, gathering his breath.

He giggled.
“How nice.”

She felt his
fingertips exploring the burning welts on her skin.

“Some marks to
send you back to whats-his-name ... with?” He tittered in a
sing-song voice.

“Joe.” Susan
forced herself to say it. “Th ... thank you, sir.”

His fingertips
inspected her, admiring his deposit. She felt him wipe them on her
scalded buttocks.

“Stand up. Look
at me.”

She pushed
herself up off the desk and faced him. Her eyes were bleary with
tears. But she could make out his brown eyes and huge beaming
smile.

“Do you hate
me, Mrs. Kemp?”

“No s ... sir,
of course not.”

He guffawed
with laughter. “Oh but you do, Mrs Kemp. You loathe me. And that’s
my goal. It makes it so much fun. All the sales-wives do. I want
this to be as dreadful for them as possible, you see.”

She looked at
him. Doing her best to ignore his taunts.

He sat in his
swivel chair and jotted something down on a pad. He tore off the
page and gave it to her. It was an address. A smart residential
address.

“Report to my
home at 9 o’clock tomorrow. And bring Mr. Kemp. I have plans for
how you two will spend your Sunday.”

Susan took the
sheet of paper, wondering if there might ever be a day when she
could take her revenge on this monster?

Wouldn’t that
be real justice?




CHAPTER
EIGHT
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I was lying
half asleep on a sun lounger by the pool, daydreaming, my spent
cock lolling to one side on my thigh.

Redford and
Newman. Clooney. De Vito. Goldblum. Dench. Berry.

Quite the
billboard, huh? I mean, you’d wanna see that movie? Right?

I was relaxing
in the sunshine after breakfast, indulging in a fantasy I like to
divert myself with occasionally. I guess you’ve probably played it
too. Most people have. What if they made a movie of my life? Who
would be cast in the main roles?

I opened my
eyes and took a sip of coffee while I watched a small tropical bird
drinking the pool water. Then I shut them again.

In the starring
role I’d cast Robert Redford. Not him now, of course, but at his
theatrical peak. I think it would be the 1984 version of Redford
from ‘The Natural’, all suntan and big smile. Of course, I’m a fair
bit taller than Robert.

Or maybe
Clooney? I guess my younger fans might prefer a smooth,
coffee-drinking portrayal of me. He’s nearer my age too.

Now, you
haven’t met the Doc yet. He’s an important part of my life and he
looks similar to me. So I’m going for a younger Redford as me and
Clooney as the Doc.

Donald Douglas,
my Sales Director? I’m thinking Paul Newman. Aged 50 Newman that
is, so a bit grizzled but still fit, with those blue eyes and that
lean jaw.

Danny De Vito
would be a shoo-in for Mills, my counsel, and I could see Jeff
Goldblum with a few extra lbs in weight playing Johnson.

Helen Mills is
tricky. I think I’d go for Judi Dench with lots of makeup. I mean
Judi’s attractive. But shorthaired Judi as ‘M’ in the Bond films
with plenty of padding round her waist and a wart added to her
nose, she could pull it off. The part I mean. Not the wart.

Cordelia? A
young Halle Berry would be perfect.

Thandie Newton
would make a pretty good Jasmine. And a young Anne Parillaud - the
original Nikita - would be ideal for Olga, my security P.A.

And I’m sure,
were he still alive, the great Christopher Lee would have made a
perfect Professor Fuchs.

I quit my
daydream casting a moment and opened my eyes, shielding them from
the sun with my hand.

Cords had
appeared on the other side of the pool walking Dinah on a leash. I
waved at them. Dinah was on all fours and Cords was holding a crop,
tapping our pet to prance nicely like they do on those dog
competition shows.

I think some
unknown would get to play Dinah. But she’d be a ‘young Jodie
Foster-type’. From The Accused. With bigger tits but hopefully that
same attractive, tomboyish aura.

A young Joan
Cusack would be type cast as Joan and, for that matter, her brother
John Cusack could make a reasonable Vince.

Susan Kemp? I
could definitely see Margot Robbie in that role.

Joe? Another
unknown would be suitable but a tall, nice looking guy; an actor
who’d match Margot Robbie’s looks.

Carol Arnold? I
think I’d go for Katheryn Winnick who plays Lagertha in ‘Vikings’?
I like her.

As for who
plays Bob? Well, I’m really not sure it matters.

So there it is.
Quite the line up.

I took another
sip of coffee and drifted off to sleep.
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On arrival,
Helen Gray summoned Joe into her office.

It was a
Saturday, but she’d chosen to do a morning’s work. She was
unattached and most of her excitement was obtained at the office
anyway. She’d enjoyed a slight lie-in and then driven straight to
work without showering, washing or even applying any makeup.

Hey, who did
she need to impress.

“I met your
wife Susan yesterday evening.” Helen smirked at Joe, as he stood to
attention beside her chair.

“Yes,
Ma’am.”

“She’d just
been gangbanged.”

“Yes,
Ma’am.”

She smiled at
him, surprisingly kindly for a brief moment. Her hand reached down
and squeezed the steel cage under his trousers.

“How does it
feel, having your wife fucked by other men? The truth.”

He looked at
her sadly, biting his lower lip. “N ... not great, Ma’am.”

“Not great!”
she laughed. “No indeed, I suspect it’s not ... GREAT.”

She looked into
his eyes, as if making a decision.

“How would you
feel if I offered you a way out?”

He frowned,
clearly sensing a trick, a recording device. She saw his pupils
darting right and left.

“No ... Ma’am
...”

She put her
finger to her lips, shushing him. “Don’t worry, Joseph, it’s a
genuine offer. I am considering taking on a couple of domestic
servants at my home. I can ask the big boss to let me have you
two.”

He was
open-mouthed, unable to speak.

“I could ask
him anyway and you wouldn’t have a choice. But I’d prefer two
servants who genuinely want to work for me.”

“S ... Susan is
doing real well in Sales.”

“Mm, I know.
But I’m sure we can find a way round that. The main thing is that
she wouldn’t have old men jumping her every day.”

“H ... how
would it work?”

“No more
cramped bedsit, Joseph. You’d both come and live with me, in my
lovely house, work for me ... look after me.” She winked lewdly at
him. It wasn’t an attractive sight.

“Would I still
have to wear th ... this?” He eyed his groin.

“Oh yes,
Joseph, of course. I’m not having you poking that thing inside your
wife. I like a young man who’s always good and horny, Joseph,
focused on MY needs. But well, maybe .... occasionally ... we could
let you ... relieve your tension. Every couple of weeks. That’s
more often than you will if you’re working for the Corporation
anyway.”

“And ... S ...
Susan?”

“What about
her?”

“You said she
won’t h ... have ... you know ... guys using her anymore.”

Helen waggled
her finger at him.

“Don’t be
silly, Joseph. I said she won’t have OLD men jumping her EVERY day.
But I said nothing about SOME men jumping her SOME days. I have
friends you know. Male visitors expect one’s servants to be ...
accommodating.”

In fact, Helen
had every intention of having Susan mounted even more than she was
already. She was jealous of the girl’s looks, age and above all the
fact that Joe was clearly infatuated with her.

“S ... so ...
Ma’am ... it’s n ... not really a way out then.”

“You climb a
ladder one rung at a time Joseph. Not all the way up at once.”

“C ... can I th
... think ...”

“Shut up, I’m
bored now.”

She pointed to
his usual spot on the floor by her leather sofa.

A few nice
orgasms should just about clean her pussy nicely.
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“Guten
morgen.”

Joan blinked up
at the painfully bright beam of the overhead halogen strip-lights
as they flickered on. ‘Good morning’. That was about the one bit of
German she understood. This fucking guy was mad. What was so
fucking ‘good’ about today?

The mad
professor was surveying her. His icy blue eyes staring like she was
a lab rat. He had what looked and smelt like a mug of coffee in his
left hand. He blew on it and sipped. Between the fingers of his
right hand he was holding a lit cigarette.

“G ... good
morning.” She replied, forcing the words out of her croaky, parched
throat.

He produced a
syringe and injected it into Vince’s bicep. Within moments, her
husband’s disturbed snoring had resettled into a hushed rhythm.

“Ve will talk
alone.”

Joan watched
the professor put down his steaming mug and burning cigarette. He
briskly pushed Vince’s trolley towards the temperature-controlled
mortuary cabinets and parked him there.

He smiled,
picking up his cigarette and inhaling. “Dies wird viele Tage
dauern.”

“This will take
many days.” He explained, switching into his accented English,
exhaling a plume of grey smoke towards her nostrils.

“We will go so
slowly and make it last. I am contracted for a whole six months. So
I am ... how do you say ... in no rush, mein liebling.”

“Plea ...”

He hushed
her.

“No, you will
have many chances to speak, my liebling. To sing. To scream. To
dance. To beg. To apologise. But for now, I prefer silence.”

Joan bit her
tongue too late.

He smiled and
produced a roll of packing tape from a nearby drawer. In moments
his gaunt fingers had skilfully torn off a strip and sealed her
lips shut.

“Besser,
ja?”

Wide-eyed, she
nodded, petrified.

He began
inspecting her naked body. He had a clipboard and tape measure. He
seemed to be only taking rough measurements. Of her head,
shoulders, chest, breasts, hips, legs, and between her legs.

“Joan, ja? Das
ist wie es zu sagen? Er ... that’s how you say your name,
right?”

She nodded her
head. He’d managed to pronounce her name near enough.

“Joan.” He
sneered. “This sounds like John. That will be your new name. Yes,
John.”

The Professor
looked across at the comatose body of Vince.

“And Vincent.
He will make us a fine Virginia, I think, ja?”

 


LUNCHTIME

 


“Mrs Kemp to
Mr. Johnson’s Office NOW!”

Susan was just
settling down for her short break and a salad when she was
paged.

She put her
salad aside, glad to avoid Mr. Patel who was eating a pungent curry
that had been hand-delivered to his office, and rushed to the
elevators.

Mr. Johnson was
on the phone when she knocked. He waved for her to enter his
office. She found a dozen people sat round a table.

Her heart sank.
She had no underwear on. Her inner thighs were sticky with Mr.
Patel’s drying semen. Her buttocks were sore. Everybody looked at
her. They were all male and female faces she didn’t recognise.

“Ah, Susan.”
Mr. Johnson said, putting his office phone down.

“Yes sir.”

“These guests
are all here to discuss our training programs, especially sales
training. I have to say you’ve made a strong start. Remarkably
strong. So they want to ask you some questions about how you did
it.”

Susan couldn’t
believe it. She thought she could anticipate the plot by now. Young
woman gets fucked by one or more men daily. End of.

Maybe her life
would have some more twists and turns?

“Of course,
sir. I’d be honoured.”

Mr. Johnson
tapped the chair next to his place. “Take a seat.”

A topless wife
arrived with a lunch tray for Susan. “Smoked salmon or roast beef
salad, Mrs. Kemp?”
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I

 


But it was back
to normal the next day.

Susan and Joe
trudged for an hour to the address she’d been given.

The detached
house was large, with hedging and 6ft walls around it, and a metal
gate. The building was set back from the road in an exclusive,
leafy suburb.

“Susan and Joe
Kemp, please.” She stated into the intercom.

The gate
clicked and they pushed it open. They walked to the front door and
knocked. After two minutes waiting, they knocked again.

Eventually, Mr.
Patel opened the door wearing a green silk dressing gown. He looked
dishevelled.

“Go round the
back.”

They walked
around the side of the house to a door marked ‘Deliveries’. It
opened automatically when they pressed a bell.

They entered
some kind of rear kitchen, utility and laundry room.

It was
windowless, musty, with a couple of overhead low-wattage bulbs
without shades. Dust particles floated in the dim light.

Mr. Patel
turned the main lights on, revealing a large butler’s sink, a
wooden table, an ironing board, metal hangers on a rail, and
several baskets of dirty clothes and laundry. There was a whiff of
disinfectant, mildew and spices in the stuffy air.

“You.” He
pointed at Joe. “Get started. Do all of that. It had better be
perfect.”

Both men eyed
each other in a staring match. But there could only be one
winner.

“You.” Mr Patel
pointed at Susan. “With me.”

His house was
untidy and uncared for. Clothes were strewn everywhere, there was
detritus on the floors and surfaces, the beds were unmade. It was a
5-bedroom house that Mr. Patel seemed to live in alone.

“Tidy it.” He
ordered her. “Today is my lie-in. I’m going back to bed.”

Susan spent the
entire morning of her ‘day of rest’ picking up, sorting, filling
plastic bin-liners, changing sheets, making beds, brushing,
dusting, polishing, tidying, putting trash out into the
recycling.

At 1.00 p.m. Mr
Patel reappeared, demanding a cooked brunch. She made him banana
and yoghurt, scrambled eggs on toast, squeezed juice, fresh coffee,
all served at the main kitchen table.

He patted her
tender bottom as she walked past.

“You make a
good wife, Mrs Kemp.”

“Thank you
sir.”

“Of course, for
me, you are simply a maid and concubine. You are not worthy of
being my actual wife. But you are perfect for Joe. Between him and
me we can make use of all your attributes.”

She dropped her
eyes in shame, inwardly cursing him.

He threw open
his dressing gown.

“Blow me.”

She gulped. She
could hear Joe moving about in the next door utility room. She
couldn’t be sure what her husband would do if he discovered them.
In spite of Friday’s threatening letter, she feared Joe was nearing
the end of his tether.

“Yes sir.” She
whispered, sinking to her knees.

Mr Patel’s cock
tasted overnight stale and unwashed. She felt his fingertips in her
blonde hair, guiding her mouth by the scalp.

“Kemp!” she
suddenly heard him bellow. “In here!”

Not even daring
to raise her head, she screwed her eyes shut and carried on
sucking.

“Ah, Kemp.
How’s my ironing coming along?”

Susan let out a
breath of relief when she finally heard Joe reply.

“It’s about h
... half done ... Sir.”

“Wonderful. I
wouldn’t want to keep you both later than eight tonight. You’ve got
work tomorrow, after all.”

“Yes sir. Thank
you.”

“Come here.
That’s it, Kemp. Closer. Kneel down beside your wife.”

Susan shifted
slightly as Mr Patel opened his knees wider so that Joe could fit
alongside her.

“Eyes open my
dear. Say hi to your husband.”

She forced her
eyes open, seeing Joe’s miserable face next to the olive skin of Mr
Patel’s abdomen. He had a lot of very black, unkempt pubic
hair.

“H ... hghi, J
... Jhmo.” She gagged.

“How cute you
both look. Kemp see the way your wife’s lips slide along my brown
cock.”

“Yesss ...
Sir.”

She heard the
note of sarcastic anger in Joe’s hissed reply.

And so did Mr
Patel.

“I can have you
fired, Kemp. First thing tomorrow. No notice and no references.
You’ll never be able to work again. And the company will no doubt
seek ... compensation from your relatives. So no more of that
insolent attitude, hey?”

“I’m s ...
sorry sir.”

“That’s
better.” He replied, seemingly placated.

“I observed in
her file that your wife gave very little head before you both
joined the company, Kemp?”

“That’s right
sir.”

She heard him
snort, felt him guiding her head deeper.

“It’s up to
real men like me to remedy that shortcoming. I have many family
members who visit regularly. They will all enjoy getting to train
your wife’s amateurish mouth. Old and young equally.”

“Yes sir.” She
heard poor Joe meekly concur.

“Okay, my dear.
You may use your hand now as well as your mouth.”

Susan put her
fingers and thumb around his shaft and began stroking him. She
didn’t have much experience but at least she’d given Joe a few
handjobs while they were dating. She even dared hope she’d be able
to give him a few more in the coming months.

“Watch
carefully, Kemp. Very soon I’m going to fill your wife’s gullet
with my piquant juice. Then you can kiss her.”

Susan ran her
thumb along his throbbing vein and knew he was about to spurt. She
braced herself for the disgusting assault.

“Yessss ...
whore ... yes ... mmmm.”

Splatters of
warm, bitter fluid invaded her palate, cloying her gums and tongue,
followed by several smaller pulses. By avoiding swallowing, she
managed to pool most of it on her tongue, as she’d been taught.

Mr Patel began
laughing, mixed with his satisfied sighs.

“Oh, Kemp. You
should see your face! You look so gloomy. You needn’t be. That was
a very happy ending indeed. Look, Mrs Kemp has saved it all on her
tongue. She’s been taught to gargle, haven’t you?”

Susan tilted
her head back and nodded. “Nyuhg ... huuh.”

“Kiss your
wife, Kemp. Make the most of it. You have my permission.”

Susan turned
her head sideways and faced Joe. She couldn’t bear to look into his
eyes. His mouth was open, like a dead fish.

They kissed,
locking lips.

“Feed your
husband, Mrs Kemp. Or you’ll feel my crop again.”

She coiled her
tongue and pushed the ghastly gloop into Joe’s mouth. His forehead
creased. She felt his nostrils exhale.

“Wonderful.
Such a nice, loving couple. Now let’s see you gargle my seed, Kemp.
Unless you’d rather be unemployed.”

Feeling sick
for her darling husband, Susan watched Joe tip his head back and
start trilling the warm gruel round the back of his throat.

Mr Patel patted
Susan on the head like a dog.

“Okay, back to
work, my dear. This house won’t tidy itself, you know. And there
are five bathrooms. One or two are in quite a bad state. I have
family arriving tomorrow. I want to inspect them all before you go
home this evening. Shining bathtubs and shower trays, clean basins
and, especially, sparkling toilets.”

He nodded his
permission for Joe to stop gargling at last and to swallow it all
down.

“And back to
work you too, Kemp. That laundry won’t iron itself!”
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Donald Douglas
made himself a mug of coffee and returned to bed.

It was 8.55
a.m. and as usual he had only a quarter of an hour before he ‘d
need to put on suit and tie for his weekly attendance at
church.

Donald was the
Sales Director of the Velvet Corporation. In his own mind he was a
very tough but unashamedly fair boss. As long as his employees bust
their guts to close sales and always put the company before their
personal lives, he saw no reason not to be reasonable. In fact, he
could be quite the benevolent taskmaster.

An example was
Fred and Hayley Morgan. Both of them worked in his sales teams and
he’d taken a particular interest in their budding careers. They
were happily married and he allowed them to live in the
gatekeeper’s cottage at the end of his private drive. He charged
them rent of course and they both performed domestic chores at his
house but they were luckier than many young couples in the
post-Lockdown era.

He sipped his
coffee and picked up the tablet on his bedside table. It was 8.58
now and he clicked on the icon for Fred and Hayley’s bedroom. A
high definition view of their beds appeared onscreen.

“Good morning
kiddo.” He said.

Fred’s head
swivelled and he looked straight at the camera.

“Good morning
sir.”

Donald was 50
yrs old. He’d never married nor had kids of his own. Whereas, Fred
was an extremely good looking 35 yr old whose wife Hayley was 25.
Donald referred to them both as his ‘kids’.

“How are
things? Feeling horny?”

“Yes sir, very.
Thank you sir.” Fred replied.

Hayley could be
seen on the single bed to the right. Donald preferred them to sleep
in twins. He’d sold their double bed they’d shared before the
Lockdown. Hayley was lying under the cover with just her head
visible on the pillow. She had a bored expression on her face. Her
blonde hair was mussed and she had that ‘just-woken-up look’.

Meanwhile, Fred
was naked, perched on the end of his own narrow bed. As usual, he
was clutching two condom wrappers in his hand. He had a hopeful
expression on his handsome face.

The clock on
the tablet ticked round to 08.59.

“Oh, go on
then.” Donald said into the microphone.

Fred and
Hayley’s marital sex life was way more indulgent than most, but it
was still strictly regulated. He allowed them missionary sex once a
week on Sunday mornings, at exactly 9.00 a.m. so that he could tune
in, watch and supervise. It wasn’t that he didn’t trust them. He
liked to watch.

Fred’s
preparatory minute had begun.

“Thank you so
much sir.”

Donald watched
Fred press the button on the key safe by his side of his bed. A red
‘ ? ’ question mark flashed up on Donald’s screen. He tapped the
green tick next to it and saw the lights flicker on the safe.

Fumbling with
the key, Fred unlocked his cock cage and removed it. Every second
counted. He quickly began stroking his penis. In the meantime,
Hayley continued to look disinterested on her bed.

She had a cute,
cheerleader-type face. Her hairstyle was a shag of blonde bangs
with a fringe. It was her vitality and energy that gave her such
sex appeal, more than perfect bone structure. Without makeup and
with a bored expression, she was robbed of much of her charm.

Once erect,
Fred tore open the first cellophane square and removed a condom. It
was one of the Velvet Corporation’s patented ‘XTC sleeves’ made
from extra thick latex and Benzocaine as lubricant.

Donald smiled
as he watched him roll the XTC down his shaft. Fred was endowed
with a very nice cock indeed; decent length, pretty thick and
attractive shape. Donald enjoyed playing with it himself at times.
But it always amused him to see the kid’s pent up arousal.

Donald had
actually tried an XTC on himself once, to see what one was like.
Well, the first thing is they’re all made too fuckin’ loose, even
for the fattest cocks. They feel like you’re fucking an old sock.
Secondly, the thicker latex only allows a limited amount of
sensation through the barrier. And finally the slow-acting
Benzocaine gradually anaesthetizes the wearer’s shaft until his
penis becomes numb for an hour or two.

“Is that okay,
sir?” Fred peered at the screen.

“Yep.” Donald
replied, sipping his coffee in bed.

Fred then
opened the other cellophane square and removed a second XTC. He
manoeuvred an identical condom onto his already protected shaft and
checked the base was flush with his shaved groin.

“And is that
okay, sir?” he asked again.

Donald grinned
silently at the screen, making his employee wait. Fred knew to stay
silent and not to repeat any question.

Eventually the
clock on the tablet ticked round to 09.00.

“You may start.
Five minutes.”

“Thank you,
sir.” Fred replied, speaking to the device on his bedside. “Alexa,
please set a timer for 5 minutes.”

Donald watched
him reverently pull Hayley’s cover away. Her bed was about three
feet away from Fred’s. She was wearing the drab, beige nightdress
that she always slept in at home. Her placid eyes were still fixed
on the ceiling above.

Fred neatly
folded her cover and placed it on the chair. Then he crawled onto
her mattress and slunk towards her. He slowly raised the hem of her
nightdress to just above her waist.

“Show me,
lass.” Donald said to Hayley via the microphone.

Still staring
at the ceiling, Hayley raised her knees and parted them, revealing
her bare thighs. Fred shifted half-off the bed so that the camera
lens could display her pussy on Donald’s tablet. Fred carefully
fingered his wife’s labia apart.

Donald pressed
a key on his tablet and the lens zoomed between Hayley’s spread
thighs, closing on her labia. It was quite clear that she hadn’t
washed since the previous evening.

“That’s nice.”
He called out, zooming out again.

It was one of
Donald’s few rules. He always fucked Hayley on Saturday evenings.
If he couldn’t for any reason, the couple’s marital sex was
cancelled for another week. Donald felt strongly that his favourite
employees should use his own rancid semen to enhance their
lovemaking.

The clock on
the tablet ticked round to 09.01.

Fred carefully
lowered his face between his wife’s thighs and began licking her.
She remained staring at the ceiling and holding the hem of her
nightdress, ensuring it didn’t ride up above her waistline.

Donald smiled
again, feeling his own cock stirring under the sheet. He took
another slug of coffee. He always found Fred’s diligence
impressive. Although the poor guy must be desperate and the clock
was ticking down, Fred appreciated that Donald liked to see
everything slow and orderly.

“Why don’t you
kiss her?”

Fred
immediately raised his head and shifted his torso towards his
wife’s head. But he was careful to use his outstretched arms to
avoid coming into contact with her chest, even through the
nightdress.

That was
another of Donald’s few rules. Hayley’s sweet and plump tits
belonged to him, and him alone. After all, it was only fitting that
any employer should have a few things reserved exclusively for
him.

He watched the
couple kiss. Other sponsors were much tougher. But Donald was
notably generous. He could only see the back of Fred’s head but he
could tell how much this weekly moment of passion meant to them. He
felt good in himself. More to the point, it kept the couple
incentivized to please him. It showed he was progressive. He
understood that motivation nowadays has to be about the odd carrot
as well as the big stick.

The tablet’s
clock relentlessly moved round to 09.02.

He knew that
Fred would be desperately trying to count the seconds in his head.
But it was only Donald who had sight of a clock and knew when
Alexa’s alarm would call time on the couple’s weekly union.

He watched the
seconds continue to tick down:

09.02.10

09.02.20

Fred was still
on his outstretched arms, hovering over his stationary wife,
patiently kissing her lips. They were passionate but demure kisses.
Lips and cheeks only. No tongues, anything like that. That was
another of Donald’s rules. His girlfriend’s mouth was reserved
solely for his own cock and cum, tongue and saliva.

“Come on lad,
what are you waiting for?” Donald suddenly chuckled. “Your missus
is gagging for it. Fuck her.”

Fred instantly
broke off and adjusted his palms and extended arms, walking his
naked body into position, still avoiding her lovely chest.

At 09.02.34
precisely, he slid his erection between his wife’s slimy, welcoming
labia. His abdomen rested against her woollen nightdress but the
rest of his upper body hovered above her.

Donald swiped
his screen and switched cameras. He was now enjoying the view from
the fixed lens in the ceiling. Hayley’s familiar blue eyes stared
straight at him. Her face was impassive. He could see the
occasional twitch in her features in time with Fred’s lunges.

“Calm down,
lad. You’re annoying her.”

Donald watched
Fred’s shoulders slow as he lessened his thrusts. Hayley showed no
reaction. Her bored mouth began chomping like she was chewing
imaginary gum.

The tablet’s
clock moved round to 09.03.

Donald reached
under his sheet and nonchalantly scratched his own hairy balls and
cock. He didn’t actually feel any jealousy watching his girlfriend
and her husband. So long as they used condoms and she was in her
nightdress and it was perfunctory, he was cool with it.

He’d given
Hayley a good seeing to just 12 hours ago. No doubt he’d probably
fuck her later that day as well, perhaps straight after church? And
her participation with him would be much more enthusiastic than it
was now. He studied her aloof stare and wondered what was going on
in that pretty little head.

The clock
ticked round to 09.04.

Sixty seconds
to go.

“Hurry up, lad.
Your missus is bored rigid.”

Donald swiped
the screen and switched back to the original camera.

Fred’s pace and
energy kicked in. He began hammering his young wife as hard as he
could. Donald laughed as he watched, imagining the limited return
Fred would now be getting for all that manic effort.

“Nnmm ...”

Fred’s small,
frustrated whimper was hardly audible through the speakers.
Nevertheless, Donald was strict about silence.

“Now, now lad.
Any more racket like that and you can stop right away.”

The clock
reached 09.04.30. Thirty seconds to go.

Donald never
extended whatever time he’d allocated them. Just like in business,
a deadline was a deadline.

Then he saw
Fred’s bare buttocks start to twitch. Poised above his wife like a
vampire, his desensitized cock was fucking Hayley for all he was
worth. Suddenly he slowed and lunged deeper. The muscles in his
bottom clenched.

The clock at
that moment was standing at 09.04.51.

Fred ejaculated
in total silence. Donald was listening out for the slightest murmur
or moan. But no, Fred controlled his elation and kept his breathing
as calm as possible.

Donald watched
for nine seconds as the married couple relished their bonding
moment together. Hayley’s face showed no pleasure in her husband’s
release but Donald accepted she would be secretly pleased. Not many
young corporate wives were allowed to mate weekly like this.

Then the timer
sounded with its customary loud blast of sirens.

Fred
immediately dismounted. “Alexa, off!” he shouted at the timer.

Then he looked
straight into the lens.

“Thank you so
much, sir. That was incredible.”

Donald laughed
like an indulgent parent. “Not at all, lad. I like to see you both
enjoying yourselves. Hayley!”

Fred’s wife
seemed to come to life. She sat up in bed and smiled merrily at the
screen. “Thank you for allowing my husband that, sir.”

“You looked
pretty bored, lass.”

“Of course,
sir. But it still makes me feel like a proper wife.”

They couldn’t
see him but Donald nodded approvingly at his screen. “Let’s see the
evidence.”

Fred carefully
removed the outer condom first and then the inner one. His cock was
red, glistening and already starting to droop. The bulb in the tip
of the inner condom was full of semen.

“Hey lad,”
Donald said, “that’s not much of a load. Perhaps you only need to
do this every two weeks from now on?”

Fred blinked,
glancing at the bulging tip again. “Er ...”

Donald laughed
kindly. “I’m only teasing lad. Now knock it back. It’s time I got
ready for church!”

 


SUNDAY
AFTERNOON

 


It’s amazing
how much progress you can make in just 48 hours.

Dinah was tamed
already. One day she’s a high achieving lesbian lawyer doing her
bit to bust a guy’s balls. Only a couple of days later she’s a
broken and obedient slut volunteering to drain a guy’s balls.

So here she
was, naked except for her fluffy butt-tail and an electric collar
that we could either motivate or stun her with, crawling along the
sandy beach. Cords and I threw a ball for her and she’d scuttle off
and fetch it in her mouth.

“Please, sir,
may I give you head?” she’d plead, every single time she dropped
the rubber ball at our sandy feet.

“No. But good
bitch for asking.”

Last night we’d
shown Dinah a porn compilation while we barbecued our own dinner.
It was two hours of pretty violent BDSM. There were a couple of
clips where a dentist forcibly removed all of a pretty woman’s
teeth after she’d tried to bite some dude’s cock. Later there was a
scene where the same woman, apparently having learned her lesson,
gave some old homeless guy a gum-job.

Dinah was
obstinate but far from stupid. Hence, she was genuinely super keen
to learn to give me oral. But so far I’d stuck to her tight little
butthole. She was sporting a bushy tail connected to a very large
butt plug. Ten inches of thick rubber were designed to open up her
rectum for some serious rearbang duty over the coming weekend.

Next Saturday,
Cords and I were holding one of our legendary monthly parties.
Forty, fifty, sixty guests; politicians and judges, police chiefs
and journalists, businessmen and women, spouses and pensioners.
Dinah was going to be this month’s star turn.

I’d be the
first to introduce her vagina to its new life. After that she’d be
tag-teamed, double-and triple-penetrated, given facials, by every
single male present. Well, except for the chaste young waiters of
course.

“What are you
going to do with her during the week?” I asked Cords.

“A crash course
in submissive lesbianism. Aren’t I darling?”

Dinah was
kneeling, listening to us. She nodded her head like an excited
puppy.

“Maybe having a
few guests too, we’ll see.”

“And what about
Joan? And Vince?” I asked.

“Oh, that’s up
to Professor Fuchs,” my wife cooed, winking.

I shivered. I’d
seen that evil smirk on her pretty face before.

 


MONDAY

 


Susan reported
to the ‘Arcade’ at 7.30 a.m., as instructed.

It was an area
on the lower ground floor of the office building, under the main
entrance and elevators. There were a variety of company-owned
shops; including an H&C food store, a pharmacy and clinic, a
dentist, the barber and hairdresser, and a tattoo parlour.

A bearded man
in a dirty T-shirt and grubby jeans signalled for Susan. She
followed him into a small room where there was a gynaecological
bed. The walls were covered in posters and pictures of tattoo
designs. Beside the bed were two stools on casters.

A female
assistant with bottle blonde hair was perched astride one of the
stools. She was wearing a white lab coat and frayed denim shorts
and had numerous piercings.

Susan undressed
completely, doing her best to ignore the grins of the bearded man
and gum-chewing girl. They fastened her wrists and ankles down with
straps. Then she lay as still and quiet as possible while they
tattooed her.

“Okay, doll,
let’s get started.”

They started
with an elaborate VG just above her hairless vagina. For the rest
of her life, whether Susan was showering or having sex, she’d be
reminded of the man who’d briefly been her first Owner.

But worse was
to follow. Five words were inked in black script onto the white
undersides of her lovely pale breasts.

The artist
concentrated on her right breast first:

eht fo
ytreporP

Then her
left:

noitaroproC
tevleV

“Please ...”
Susan whispered, pleading, hoping the ordeal was over.

The bearded man
shook his head, smirking. He held up a reversing-mirror so she was
able to read her chest.

Property of the
Velvet Corporation.

“You’re lucky,
doll. Those words will only be seen if you’re naked or topless. You
can cover ‘em up with clothes. Lotsa women here, I’m told to ink’em
high up, in the visible part above their cleavage, so their tats
can be seen all the time unless they’re wearing say an overcoat
coat or roll-neck sweater”.

To illustrate
his point, the bottle-blonde assistant opened the top button of her
lab coat and pulled the two sides open.

‘Tiny tits slut
born to suck cock’ had been elaborately inked in pink around her
throat, like a coral necklace, well above her almost-flat
chest.

“It’s Joe,
right?” The bearded man checked. “Your hubby?”

Susan nodded,
still staring in horror at the woman’s tiny tits tattoo.

They used a
hair tie to clip Susan’s hair up and worked on her upper forehead
for 20 minutes. The man wrote in tiny script just below her
hairline, so she could hide it with her blonde fringe, but it would
always be easily to reveal.

Susan Kemp,
Joe’s wife. Rated B+ by VG. Recommended for 3-hole use.

He held up the
reversing-mirror again so she could read it.

“B-plus.” The
man bearded chuckled. “Hey, that’s not bad.”

The
bottle-blonde popped her gum, explaining. “Ratings run from A-plus
down to C-minus. Seems like he musta kinda liked you.”

Susan stared in
horror and shame. What would Joe think? What would people in
general think? At the same time she was offended. B-plus? Hadn’t
she at least merited an A of some kind?

The man seemed
to read her mind. “I got your actual scores from Jasmine, his PA.
Apparently he fucked your ass during a meeting?

Susan
nodded.

“Well, you got
an A for that. But your blowjobs let you down. Ordinary just ain’t
enough for an A. You got only Bs for oral and fucking. Still,
that’s pretty good overall. The main thing is you earned yourself a
‘Recommended’. That means other senior guys will seek you out. That
can mean occasional perks.”

Susan shook her
head trying to clear it. She dreaded the thought of other men like
Mr Patel ‘seeking her out’.

“Is th ... this
all?”

“Nope, dear.
Flip over.”

To finish, they
went to work on her lower back. They said something about a tramp
stamp? Susan had no idea what that meant.

“Hush, doll.
Nearly over now.”

They tattooed a
small black arrow at the base of her spine, pointing towards her
anus, with the words ‘in here’ written on each pale buttock.

“There you are,
all done.” The tattoo artist said, chuckling at Susan’s horrified
expression. “All very discreet. Believe me, I’ve seen a lot worse.
The big man must’ve actually quite liked you.”

 


NEXT DOOR

 


At exactly the
same time as Susan Kemp was receiving her unwanted inking, Bob
Arnold was reporting to the adjacent barber’s salon for an unwanted
haircut. The appointment had been made for him by Human
Resources.

“Into the
chair, Bob.” The female hairdresser said, tapping the headrest
impatiently.

There were
several hairdressers in the salon. Purple-haired Shona was a
middle-aged woman, overweight and sadistic. She’d been cutting hair
all her adult life. But since Lockdown ended she’d specialised in
embarrassing and cruel haircuts.

Her wall mirror
was surrounded by a huge array of equipment; including electric
shears, laser tools, hair dyes, wigs, ribbons, and lots of
trimmers, steel scissors and serrated knives.

Bob had always
been proud of his lush, neatly combed brown hair. His wife Carol
loved it too. It had taken Human Resources a few days to find a
free slot in Shona’s diary. She locked the leather straps round his
chest, forearms and ankles after he settled down in the chair.

“It’s best we
secure you.” She grinned. “Some of the handsome ones get mighty
antsy once the show starts.”

She waited for
him to thank her. “Thanks ... Ma’am.” He mumbled.

Suddenly,
without any warning, his chair tipped violently backwards so that
his head fell level with her knees and his feet were catapulted up
in the air. Her chubby face stared down at him.

“You got two
choices, Bob. Make me happy and get a nice, neat trim. Or make me
angry and get a nasty new style. Which is it?”

He looked up
her woollen skirt which straddled his face.

“H ... happy.”
Bob stammered.

She pouted
pensively, making up her mind. “Okay. My good-for-nothing boyfriend
has left something in there for ya. And as usual the bastard didn’t
make me cum this morning. You think you can manage that for me
Bobby?”

“Er ... I’ll
try Ma’am.”

She adjusted
the chair so his head was fully cloaked by her woollen skirt. It
was dark. His face brushed against her inner thighs. He could smell
sour sweat and rancid sex.

“Hurry, Bob.
Clock’s a tickin’.” Her voice sounded muffled.

He tasted her
hairy opening by pushing his head up and licking. A face-full of
slippery fishiness enveloped his nose and lips.

“Good lad,
Bob.” He heard her cackle. “Pretend I’m that cute little wife o’
yours Carol. I’ve seen her picture on your file.”

Bob Arnold had
very little experience in cunnilingus. Fortunately it seemed as if
the female barber was excited enough anyway. She frantically mashed
her gaping maw down against his face and angled her clitoris
exactly where she wanted.

He could feel
the weight of her two hands braced heavily against his chest. He
heard her half-laughing, half-shrieking and felt her knees, legs
and thighs all tremble.

He kept licking
as much of the stickiness from her body and from his face as
possible.

“Not bad,
Bob.”

Her flushed
face reappeared as she clambered off his nose and pulled her skirt
away. He blinked. He could see again. Moments later he felt the
chair move as she raised him back up to the normal haircut angle,
feet down again.

“You made me
nice and happy, Bob. So you get a nice new hairstyle.”

She turned on
the radio. Country music. Then she began with the scissors,
chopping and cutting hurriedly, drastically and carelessly.

“I know I’m a
rushin’ but we’ve gotta make up for all that time we just lost.”
She laughed.

Bob watched
dejectedly in the mirror as his thick hair was savaged.

Smiling, she
then went to work with the electric trimmer. Except to Bob’s alarm,
she began at the crown of his head.

“You know monks
don’t get much sex, Bob. Well, they don’t have much hair
either.”

Humming along
to Billy Bob Thornton’s ‘Walk of Shame’, she buzzed every single
hair from the crown of Bob’s head, leaving just a small ring of
brown fuzz all the way round. He stared at his reflection in the
mirror.

“Nice!” one of
the other hairdressers called out sarcastically.

His circle of
hair ran from high above his forehead, to just clear of his ears,
and then high at the back of his head. Otherwise, he was 90pc
bald.

“It’s called a
tonsure, Bob. It’s a hairstyle we reserve for the husbands of the
hottest wives. You should be real honoured.”

He kept looking
at himself in the mirror. Unlike a totally shaved head which might
just have maybe made him look masculine, butch even, his tonsure
just made him look pathetic.

She’d 100
percent deceived him, saying if he made her ‘happy’ she’d give him
a nice trim.

She seemed to
be reading his mind.

“Believe me
Bob, this is a nice haircut, compared with some I can inflict.”

Thankfully the
music ended and was replaced by a news summary. The headlines were
as expected; ‘markets were booming’, ‘the rich were getting
richer’, but ‘youth unemployment stayed stubbornly high’, and a
‘committee on workers’ rights was being postponed for yet another
bureaucratic review’.

Then the
purple-dyed hairdresser produced a jar from a drawer under the
mirror. She scooped a generous amount onto a plastic spatula and
began smearing it all over his bald pate.

The news on the
radio moved onto a feature on terrorist groups. The outlawed ‘Young
Lives Matter’ movement was facing more setbacks. Apparently the
ringleaders of #YLM had been arrested and were expected to be
sentenced to Life. While there was a rumour that a small
underground group called #Next Gen Resistance was seeking to
overthrow the status quo with little prospect of success.

“Sodium
hydroxide extra-strength” Shona explained, grinning at Bob.

“What’s it
for... Ma’am.” He asked, hoping it was some kind of after shave
balm to soothe his shaved head.

“It destroys
the follicles, Bob. You come back here every week for the next
couple of months. After that it won’t be necessary. You see, that
tonsure of yours is soon gonna be permanent.”

 


MEANWHILE
SIXTEEN FLOORS ABOVE

 


Johnson perused
the mound of applications on his table.

As usual, his
recruitment team had sorted them into three piles for him;
‘Rejects’, ‘Possibles’ and ‘Proposed’.

It was his role
to make the final decision as to which applicants the CEO would
see. This morning there were 37 in the Rejected heap, mostly single
males, some less stunning single females and a few rather ordinary
couples.

There were 16
in the stack of Possibles, a mishmash of singles and couples, all
well-qualified and all physically attractive to varying
degrees.

There were only
7 in the Proposed pile, all fine-looking couples.

Johnson took
his time peering through his glasses at all 60 files, usually
quickly agreeing with his team’s ratings, except in a couple of
cases. He liked to take a bit more time wading through the details
of those where experience and intuition told him not to be too
hasty.

A hunch led him
to a file currently in the ‘Possibles’ stack.

It showed a
young lady with an innocent, roundish face, probing eyes and
pigtails. Johnson knew her body wasn’t really curvaceous enough for
the CEO’s liking, but she had decent tits and flawless skin. Her
husband looked a bit like a young Viking; designer stubble, blue
eyes, a pleasant smile, cheap tuxedo.

It was their
written responses that would be more to the CEO’s liking. They were
nice and innocent. She was 23 yrs old but claimed very few miles on
her clock.

Johnson had a
sixth sense. He moved their file to the ‘Proposed’ couples pile and
finally bothered to read their actual names.

They were
called Magnus and Greta Larsen.




CHAPTER NINE

 


MID MORNING

 


Carol was
certainly flexible.

She was fully
doubled over, arms outstretched, standing on the soles of her feet
with her palms touching the floor. Looking side-on, her bent over
profile formed the shape of an ‘n’, with her buttocks at the
apex.

“Excellent, my
dear.”

I beamed at
Bob, her husband, who was here to assist me.

The barber had
certainly done an excellent job this morning. Sunlight streaming
through my office windows glinted off Bob’s newly bald pate. The
ring of short hair made him look like a very fetching monk.

“Now,” I tapped
Carol’s ass, “feet a little wider apart.”

She did a
little crablike adjustment, shifting the soles of her feet
outwards.

“And your
arms.”

Again, she
shuffled, edging her palms further away from her head.

“Excellent. Now
Bob, you see that dish. Yes that one.”

I watched him
warily eyeing the contents.

“It’s ginger,
Bob. Well prepared ginger, cut into sizeable plugs.”

He looked at
the ginger, obviously unfamiliar with its potency.

“Pick up the
biggest plug and go stand by Carol .... good. Now open up her labia
and insert the plug in your wife’s cunt.”

Still not fully
aware what he was doing, Bob gently fingered open Carol’s pussy and
slowly eased the tapered plug in.

“All the way,
Bob.”

He pushed ...
then looked at me for approval. I grinned at him.

It didn’t take
long for Carol to realise what was happening, and to start mewling,
and shifting around on her palms like a crab scuttling over the
sand. The burn of the ginger started slow, almost a warm tingling,
but soon grew into a very uncomfortable burn. Her complaining
noises became louder.

“Excellent Bob,
that’s caused your love some serious distress already.”

He blinked,
doing his best to hide his own anguish.

“Now ... go
back to the dish and grab the next biggest ... yep, that one looks
good ... okay ... back to Carol .... and insert that ginger root in
her anus.”

He nearly
rebelled, mouth open in shock, eyes closed in a grimace. But I’m
sure this morning’s rather threatening letter listing a dozen of
his and Carol’s nearest and dearest rather focused his mind.

“Do it, Bob,
NOW!”

Reluctantly, he
fed the conical plug into his wife’s puckered anus. The fiery
ginger oils began invading both Carol’s orifices.

It’s not a big
business but the Velvet Corporation has a sideline in specially
cultivated chillies, capsaicin, ginger and other spices useful for
cooking and also advanced sex play. This new type of Ginger Root –
Savage Red – is a hybrid developed by our researchers for the
strength of its burn.

“Ahh ... sss
...” she was hissing now.

I watched her
pale buttocks clenching. And unclenching. She was trying to
disperse the pain.

“Now, Bob”, I
said to her husband, “the good bit. You see that umbrella stand
there. That’s it ... now there’s a selection of buggy whips and
canes. Grab that one with a label on it.”

Mr. Nakamura’s
R&D team have developed a synthetic bamboo. It is much better
than the natural stuff. Early-stage experiments suggest it delivers
twice the punch but causes only half the damage. It could be a big
seller.

Of course, it
needs further trials and safety checks. And that’s where our unpaid
volunteers come in.

“Yep, Bob, that
one.”

He walked back
towards Carol, carrying the fearsome implement.

“You’re going
to thrash your wife for me, Bob. And you have a choice. Cane her
hard and I won’t be satisfied. So, she’ll have to suffer two
thrashings, yours and then mine. Or cane her as hard as YOU can and
she’ll only have to suffer yours. It’s all up to you, Bob.”

For a second I
thought he was going to have a go at me with the vicious
bamboo.

“Which is it,
Bob?”

“As ... hard as
I ... can” He spat his choice through gritted teeth.

“Excellent.
Wise option.” I cooed. “But it had better be HARD.”

I got up and
sidled over to Carol. I stood where she could see my trainers, and
patted her naked hip, enjoying her shifting palms and twitching
buttocks as she tried to cope with the savage burning in her loins.
Her anus was gaping a little thanks to half an hour just spent on
the sexercise bike. The ginger plug was deep inside.

“As for you my
dear, not too much noise please. I love a few screams but nothing
too loud. It upsets my ears. And if you upset me, the flogging will
continue until you’re quiet. Okay?”

“Mhmum ...” she
acknowledged.

“Okay, Bob.” I
went and sat back down in my chair. “Start with six.”

I’m fascinated
by what I call Couple’s Predicament. Using a husband and wife’s
love for each other to test their obedience. Could Bob really flay
his true love?

The answer,
apparently, was yes.

His first
stroke produced the most almighty crack as the vicious cane smacked
against Carol’s pale skin. I wanted to see evidence of pain not
damage, some bruising but no blood.

“Aahhhh!”

She wailed like
a banshee. The cane left an instant stripe across her skin. Her
buttocks scrunched in self defence. And then her body twitched as
the ginger bit harder when she clenched.

So she loosened
her cheeks again. Her dilemma was whether to clench and increase
the burn, or to loosen and suffer the full force of the cane on
unclenched buttocks.

“Take your
time, Bob, there’s no rush.”

His second lash
produced an even louder shriek from Carol and a simultaneous snap
from the flexible cane hitting her soft flesh, followed by a grunt
of regretful anguish from Bob himself. There was a second welt on
his wife’s cheeks, just below the first. Already red, purple and
pink were blending nicely with her creamy skin.

“Harder now,
Bob. I want to see maximum effort. Raise the cane higher. Like a
golf swing.”

I knew that Bob
had been a keen golfer before all the Lockdowns ravaged the global
economy. One of those guys who played every weekend. He could hit a
solid drive. Of course, nowadays people like Bob are banned from
Golf Clubs except to act as caddies. But it was fun reminding him
that he still had the technique.

He wiped his
brow, eyeing me with fanatical eyes.

Carol was
almost hopping from foot to foot, hand to hand, like she was doing
some sort of primitive dance.

Thwack

Thwack!

Thwack!!

Thwack!!!

Thwack!!!!

Thwack!!!!!


Thwack!!!!!!

“Excellent Bob,
take a short break.”

His darling
wife’s butt now looked like a juicy barbecued steak. Red and seared
with nine grill-stripes and a couple of flecks of crimson. She was
performing a strange ballet on four legs, trying to absorb the burn
and sting.

“Wonderful.” I
winked at him.

At that moment,
my intercom sounded. It was Jasmine.

“Ah, send them
in.”

It was time for
my Monday mid-morning ‘Lieutenants’ Meeting. Mills, Johnson,
Douglas, Uncle Cody and Helen Grey walked in together, carrying
mugs of coffee and bottles of water.

“Who’s this?”
Uncle Cody chuckled.

“Bob Arnold,
and his lovely wife Carol. New volunteers.”

Everybody
gathered round to admire the scene. Several of them touched Carol’s
buttocks to feel the heat emanating.

“Finished?”
Johnson asked.

“Hell, no.
Bob’s just taking a breather at the ninth hole.” I patted him on
the shoulder. “Ready for the back nine, Bob?”

The next set
was even more distressing. The combination of a grinning audience,
his wife’s loud screams and the fact her purpling skin looked like
it might blister in a couple of places caused Bob himself to start
sobbing.

But at last it
was over; eighteen savage, maximum force strokes.

Everybody was
very complimentary. Cody jiggled the piece of ginger in Carol’s
pussy. Douglas squatted down so he could peer up at her sobbing
face. Helen Grey smiled at Bob with sexual curiosity.

“Well done,
Bob. Ready again? You’re halfway through.” I grinned, patting him
on the shoulder.

“Only another
eighteen to go!”

 


THAT
AFTERNOON

 


Peter Jones and
Jane Smith sat patiently in the reception area.

It was almost 5
p.m. They’d watched a succession of similarly anxious couples being
summoned hourly throughout the day. The otherwise pleasant
secretary seemed to relish cranking up the tension, giving no
information or clues as to the interview schedule.

To Peter, each
of the other couples seemed just like himself and Jane; attractive
young fiancé or wife, usually early-to-mid 20s, with her attentive
boyfriend or husband, both of them obviously desperate to find
work.

There were two
secretaries sat behind the large reception desk. Both wore sexy
business attire; white shirts that accentuated their curves, grey
jackets with matching pencil skirts, and stiletto heels. Each had a
nametag on her lapel. The one who interacted with the interview
candidates was named Jasmine. She was welcoming but brusque. The
other named Olga seemed stern and disregarded them.

Eventually,
every couple was summoned by Jasmine. They would stand up, suck in
their cheeks, straighten their interview outfits, and disappear
through the large internal door. It was obviously just bad luck
that he and Jane had been chosen for the final slot of the day.

They were
desperate. Engaged and about to be married. They needed jobs and
fast. Jane wanted a wedding party. Peter glanced across nervously
at his gorgeous fiancé. They just had to get this. The Velvet
Corporation! Talk about leaving the best opportunity until
last.

“He’ll see you
now.”

Peter looked up
at Jasmine in her tight skirt and high heels. He nervously followed
as they were ushered into an incredible office.

He saw
floor-to-ceiling windows, a huge meeting table, expensive art on
the walls and, right at the end, an enormous mahogany desk.

A man sat
there, looking down at papers on his desk.

Peter and Jane
walked forward and stood waiting.

Eventually,
after a minute’s awkward silence, the man looked up. Peter
recognised his familiar face from the business media.

The founder and
CEO of the Velvet Corporation himself.

“Ah Jane,
right?”

The man looked
up at his fiancé, his eyes clearly drinking in her figure. He
didn’t even bother to glance at Peter.

“Jane Smith and
er ... Peter ... Jones, yes?”

“Yes sir.”
Peter croaked. He heard Jane echo his words.

Peter could see
her four photos on the CEO’s desk. Her face, her nude body and the
embarrassing close up of her bottom, and finally their engagement
party snap which they’d included instead of a wedding photo.

“So, decent
qualifications, yes?”

“Y ... yes sir,
thank you.”

The CEO cast
both files aside. “Just like everybody else.”

Peter knew that
it was now or never. He’d rehearsed his speech.

“Pl ... please,
sir. But I have a pr ... proposal.”

He laid his
cards on the table.

Ten minutes
later, Peter stood totally naked and at attention, arms down by his
sides, watching the CEO fuck his Jane on the mahogany desk. His
fiancé’s legs were in the air, one high heel still on, her face
turned away from him.

Peter felt
embarrassed. There was absolutely nothing he could do but stand and
watch. He’d imagined this moment. Asked himself how it might feel
if it came to this? He was stirred too. He was naked and he could
feel his cock wanting to harden. He tried to think about something
else to make the tingle go away. But he couldn’t. It wasn’t right.
He just hoped that neither of them would notice.

The worst thing
was that this didn’t even guarantee them a job. The CEO had said
he’d only consider them both once he’d sampled Jane. Take it or
leave it. Of course, they’d taken it.

“Yesss ....
grmmm ...”

Peter watched
the CEO’s body twitching as he defiled Jane’s vagina. The older man
hadn’t even removed his denim jeans. Just dropped them to his
ankles.

“Okay, go stand
back by your boyfriend.” The CEO said, straightening his clothes
and retaking his seat.

Peter felt
Jane’s bare arm brush his as she took her place by him. They
flinched as if struck by a small electric shock. She was quietly
whimpering.

The CEO looked
at Peter coldly. “No. I don’t accept your proposal.”

“B ... but ...
sir ... please ...”

“Here is my
offer instead. Take it or leave it. You may remain engaged but you
will postpone your wedding until I decide you can marry. In the
meantime, Jane will date several men I have in mind for her. She
will not use contraception. If and when she becomes pregnant you
will both keep the child unless I decide on adoption. In return,
Jane can have an admin job in Sales, and Peter, you can have a
menial job in the warehouse.”

Peter stared at
him in shock. He couldn’t breathe. Jane wobbled, seemingly out for
the count. He heard the mantelpiece clock ticking.

“You have five
seconds. Or get out of my office.”

“O .. okay, Sir
... yes ... we ac ... accept your proposal. Thank you.”

 


18.00 HRS

 


Troy frowned.
He was a lowly but trusted member of Mr. Johnson’s HR Recruitment
team. His role even came with a few privileges for himself, and his
young wife Alice who worked up on the 19th floor.

Every single
application the Corporation received was fully researched. But
those that had been placed in the ‘Possibles’ Category were then
given a second, much deeper, review. The tools at Troy’s disposal
were state-of-the-art. He could access everything from global birth
and passport databases, to worldwide CCTV footage anywhere, to
literally all internet traffic, however private.

He’d found a
Clog. Just like Blogs and Vlogs, Clogs were put out by individuals
or groups, but in this case specifically to promote a Cause, or a
Campaign. The acronym actually stood for a ‘Cause-log’.

The Clog he was
looking at wasn’t that exciting in itself. It was just typical
ranting against top level corruption, generational inequality and
sexual exploitation of young workers, something Troy was personally
familiar with.

But this Clog
was different. The person or group that had put it out had dared to
list companies and corporations they claimed were guilty of such
practises. And named right there, in the top five:

The Velvet
Corporation.

 


19.00 HRS

 


The girl
snapped on some latex gloves.

She turned and
looked at Joe. He was on the ground floor, in the company’s clinic.
Here for his mandated monthly health check.

The nurse could
have been no more than 18 or 19 yrs old. She had the blondest hair,
prettiest eyes, milkiest skin, reddest lips, whitest teeth and
cutest face he’d ever seen. She was wearing a white tunic with the
lowest neckline and most plunging cleavage imaginable.

“So Joe Kemp,”
she smiled, “let’s have a looky-see, shall we?”

Joe unbuckled
his belt, undid his trousers, and lowered them and his underpants
down to his ankles. Thankfully, his shirttail hid his hairless
groin and chastity tube from her amused eyes.

“Don’t be shy,
Joe, I’ve seen literally hundreds of these.”

She raised his
shirt with a gloved hand and peered at his EX-3 cage. He felt
embarrassed and aroused.

“Mm ...” she
frowned at a couple of tiny hairs, “you’ve missed a few Joe. Does
your wife help you shave down here?”

“No ... er
miss. I do it alone.”

She smirked and
pointed an admonishing finger at him. But unlike most people in his
life nowadays, her manner seemed friendly.

“Get her to
help. It’s easier. Best if she uses tweezers.”

She went to a
drawer and took out a steel pair.

“Be brave,
Joe.”

He held up his
own shirttails, while he skilfully plucked out 7 or 8 offending
hairs making him wince but not particularly hurting him.

“There we are.
Just like the day you were born.”

“Th ... thank
you, Miss.”

He could peer
right down her cleavage. Her tits looked like Susan’s; E-cup, maybe
only D. He wasn’t sure. But gorgeous. It made him suddenly aware
how long it had been since he’d fondled a boob.

Suddenly she
was looking up at him, seductively innocent. Her lipstick was
perfectly applied, a shiny, bright red.

“And how’s it
been, Joe? A month, right? Totally chaste, yes?”

“Yes, Miss. A
month. Totally.”

Her fingers
toyed with his exposed scrotum and the steel cage. He felt her
gloved little finger tenderly caressing the skin under his balls
near his anus.

“Shall we take
a look-see?”

He watched her
go to her terminal and tap 6 keys.

It was his
unique 6-digit code. Suddenly there was a click and his EX-3 sprang
loose. She was back in time to catch and remove it from his
shrunken penis. She daintily placed his hated stainless steel cage
on her trolley.

They both
watched his wrinkled worm slowly expanding in the freedom of her
clinic.

“I love my
job.” She giggled, provocatively. She stretched out his flaccid
length, pulling on the tip. Her tongue caught on her lipstick for a
second.

He hesitated
and then braved asking her a question.

“H ... how did
you get it? Are you a ... trained nurse?”

“Oh no.” She
laughed, caressing his penis again. “Daddy got me this job. He’s up
on the 18th floor. I’m not trained at all. Well, not formally. But
I’ve learned a lot about boys’ thingies since I started.”

Joe blushed. He
was hardening fast in her skilled hands. He’d almost forgotten what
an erection was like.

“Naughty boy,
Joe.” She giggled, pointing her index finger at him again. He
secretly wished that she wasn’t wearing latex gloves.

He was fully
erect now. Hard. As stiff as he’d ever been.

She put on a
pair of magnifying glasses and peered at his cock.

“No damage at
all.” She pronounced. “No pin damage. No infection. All in tiptop
shape.” Her lovely eyes looked up at him.

He held up his
shirt and stood there, like a blushing schoolboy.

She ran a
fingertip along his length, tracking his main vein.

“So any
problems, Joe? Sleeping okay?”

He shrugged.
“I’m sometimes woken up by the cage when I need to wee at
night.”

She laughed.
“Oh they all say that. Just use the toilet and go back to sleep.
Anything else?”

“I ... I guess
not, Miss.”

She winked.
“How’s your wife coping without this thing? What’s her name, Susan,
right?” Her teasing fingertip made his cock bounce.

“Yes, Susan. Er
... she’s coping.”

“Of course she
is. The wives get a lot of sex don’t they? I’m envious of
them.”

Joe frowned,
his voice rising. “You’ve got to be kidding. It’s okay for yo
...”

She
interrupted, squeezing his shaft hard.

“Now, now, Joe.
No disrespect. I was just saying that for a girl like me it can be,
you know, quite exciting. Imagining having all that sex.”

“Well, I can
assure you. That’s NOT how any of the wives here feel.”

She cocked an
eyebrow. Her smirk was expressive.

“You sure Joe?
All of them? I perform check-ups on the ladies too, you know. We
talk.”

He was shocked.
He’d assumed all the wives must have felt like Susan.

“Oh ... well, I
guess there might be the odd exception.”

She laughed,
having won the argument.

Abruptly, she
signalled for him to lose his erection. His medical was over. Her
gloved hand reached for his EX-3 lying on the trolley.

“How ... ?” he
began to ask.

She picked up a
black controller, like a television remote, and zapped the tip
against his cock.

Joe staggered,
dropping his shirt, as a shock ran through him.

Just two
seconds later, his cock was as soft and wrinkled as it had been a
few minutes earlier.

“Works every
time.” She said, smiling sweetly again, sliding the EX-3 over his
wizened appendage.

He stared down
as she checked everything and patted his abdomen.

“Okay, Joe.
That’s you finished. There’s absolutely no harm been done by your
first month of total abstinence. So, I’ll see you in another four
weeks or so. You’ll receive an appointment summons.”

He dropped his
shirttail and bent to pick up his pants.

“Can I ... ask
something?”

“Sure Joe.” She
glanced at her watch. He saw it was 7.13 p.m. “Fire away”.

“Is it really
true? That for some women it can be quite ... you know ... quite
exciting. All the sex.”

“Some yes. Not
all obviously. But for some. Absolutely.”

He bit his lip,
buckling up his belt.

She chuckled,
tapping on her keyboard. She looked at the screen.

“Susan Kemp,
right? Here we are. Yes, I’m due to see her next week. I’ll ask her
then.”




CHAPTER TEN

 


THAT NIGHT
I

 


Troy kept
working until late. He was sure he was onto something. There were
just too many electronic footprints for it to be coincidence.

He traced the
source of the Clog to a basement only about 30 miles away. He
hacked into several nearby CCTV cameras and their recordings. He
sped through the images of passersby using a facial recognition
tracker to identify any person who looked like they might be some
kind of political or social activist, cross referencing them with
the main databases.

Bingo.

He looked at a
file again. A file from the ‘Proposed’ Category with the tag-links
that had led him to the Clog in the first place.

The features
were identical. The faces were the same on the CCTV footage AND on
the File’s photo sheets.

A man called
Magnus Larsen and his wife Greta.

 


THAT NIGHT
II

 


At exactly the
same moment that Troy was mouthing the word ‘Bingo’, Susan Kemp was
walking through the front door of the bedsit she shared with Joe.
It was 9.02 p.m.

As usual, he
was waiting for her with hot soup on the stove. He poured her a
glass of water.

“F ... fuck
me.” He exclaimed.

She looked at
him and slowly raised her fringe revealing her hairline.

He saw the
tattoo. Yet another one! He’d only just about come to terms with
the first one on her forearm.

Susan Kemp,
Joe’s wife. Rated B+ by VG. Recommended for 3-hole use.

“The bastards.”
He smashed the wall with the side of his hand.

She shushed
him, worried somebody might just be listening.

“They’re within
their rights, Joe. It’s in my contract. I signed it.”

“With a cock in
your ass you signed it!”

She waggled a
warning finger at him. Their bedsit walls had ears.

“Look at these,
Joe. Get used to them.”

She unbuttoned
her top, showed him her full breasts, ‘Property of the Velvet
Corporation’, and the elaborate ‘VG’ on her pubic mons. Finally she
turned around and showed him her tramp stamp, the spinal arrow, and
the words ‘in here’ written on each pale buttock.

She rubbed his
cheek gently with her finger.

“The point is,
Joe. It’s ALL true. I am his ... theirs ... everybody but yours.
Those are the rules. We accepted them. And as a result we at least
now have our jobs and a liveable income. Besides, I like my job.
I’m good at it.”

“So it’s true,
isn’t it?” he said. “Just like that nurse said. For you women, all
this sex with loads of men can actually be fucking exciting. It is
for you, isn’t it?”

Susan looked
horrified. “What nurse?”

He ignored her
question. “While you and I have no sex life at all!”

“We do.” She
replied. “Just not in that way! And, let’s face it, you have Ms.
Grey too.”

“What?! That
fat 60 yr old with a skanky cunt! With my cock caged!”

“Joe, it’s the
sales part of my job I enjoy. The other part’s just ...”

Her voice
tapered off. They argued a little longer, then sulked, then went to
bed, stealing a pecked kiss as a form of making up, before at last
falling asleep.

 


NEXT MORNING
I

 


Today was Jane
Smith’s first morning at work. Her fiancé Peter was down with HR,
being inducted into his EX-3 tube and then escorted to the
warehouse to start a career of monotonous manual labour.

By 9 a.m. I’d
taken Jane’s anal virginity. Her cunt yesterday, her asshole this
morning. It’s so considerate of these young guys to leave me
unpicked flowers. They’ve allowed their girlfriends to set the
sexual agenda; all that ‘No I don’t swallow’, ‘In my pussy only
please darling’, ‘Of course no anal’, ‘Not today I’ve got a
headache’ bullshit!

Well now I
would be setting young Peter’s agenda instead; months of
orgasm-free chastity and cuckold angst.

Jane had a
superbly tight ass. A real gripper. Her sphincter put up a brief
fight but succumbed soon enough. I took her in the diaper position
on my desk, her butt on the edge, legs akimbo in the air. I like to
hold a young lady’s ankles up by my shoulders so I can enjoy her
facial expressions. Meanwhile, the camera in the ceiling preserves
her reaction for our in-house porn channel. We allow the blue
collar guys to watch porn during their breaks. So Peter’s new
warehouse colleagues would be able to witness it and tease him
about his fiancé’s induction.

I also decided
Jane’s perky breasts were too small. B-cup at best. They barely
wiggled as I buggered her. I made a mental note to send her to the
Medical centre. It might be fun to endow her with a serious rack.
She was petite, with a small back, but nevertheless sturdy. I could
see her being able to carry off an E or F-cup. I might even ask
Prof Fuchs for his advice.

“How was that?”
I asked her, buckling my belt.

“Er ... thank
... it was really ... enjoyable.” Her lie wasn’t convincing but
today was only her first morning, after all.

“Good. Plenty
more where that came from. I’ve done your cunt, now your ass, and
I’ll do your mouth later today. Then I’ll be finished with you. I
have at least half a dozen guys I need you to date instead.”

Her face
stiffened at the casual way I dismissed her. It’s funny. Even
though they hate you, most of these young ladies still have that
innate female need to impress.

“C ... can I
still take ... the pill, sir?”

“No. Stop
immediately. And no other contraception or condoms either. We’re
having a bet.”

It was true.
Johnson, Mills and I have this little game. We choose a healthy
young woman and make her have unprotected sex with loads of guys.
We wager how quickly she’ll get pregnant?

In Jane’s case,
Johnson’s said one month, Mills has bet on two and I’ve risked
three months or longer. It’s just harmless fun. We only bet a token
sum. Kind of like that 1980s movie ‘Trading Places’.

I winked at
her.

“But you can
still practise any ‘natural’ way of avoiding pregnancy, like
offering blowjobs and anal as often as possible.”

After all, for
me to win, Jane had to avoid getting banged up for at least a
couple of months.

“Yes sir, thank
you sir.”

My jizz was
oozing from her gaping butthole. It was clearly open for
business.

I fished into
the back pocket of my jeans and pulled out a folded sheet of paper.
On it were 37 names and contact numbers.

Old guys,
colleagues, friends, a few sons of politicians and police chiefs.
In all, an age range of 18 to 81. Nice symmetry.

“Start with
that lot.” I told her. “There’ll be more but you can do those 37 to
be going on with. Every single one within the next 4 weeks.”

Her expression
was a picture. A half dozen guys had instantly become 37.

She wiped a
shiny tear from her very pretty cheek. “Yes sir.”

 


NEXT MORNING
II

 


“Joseph Kemp to
Ms. Grey’s Office NOW!”

It was 9
o’clock. Joe hurriedly made his way to his director’s office.

Her door was
shut. He could hear several animated voices inside her office. He
waited nervously for ten minutes. Ms. Grey’s secretary studiously
ignored him.

Eventually the
door opened. “Come in.”

He walked in to
find Mr. Johnson from HR with two other men whose names he didn’t
know. Burly guys in dark suits. Ms. Grey was sat scowling at him
behind her desk.

One of the men
pressed a key on his laptop.

“The
bastards.”

Joe groaned
inwardly at the sound. Of his own recorded voice.

All four faces
looked at him. “Are we bastards, Joe?” Mr. Johnson asked. His
normally geeky-expression was thunderous behind his glasses.

“N ... no sir.
Of course not. It was just a phrase .... I ... I’m sorry.”

“With a cock in
your ass you signed it!”

Joe screwed his
eyes shut, feeling them stinging. His angry voice again.

“Are you
suggesting your wife was coerced?” Johnson asked.

“No sir.
Absolutely not. I was just reminding her .... I’m sorry. It was in
the heat of the moment.”

The recording
continued.

His angry
voice: “All this sex with various men can be fucking exciting. It
is for you, isn’t it?”

Then Susan’s
voice: “What nurse?”

“While you and
I have no sex life at all!”

Yes, he’d said
that too.

“What?! That
fat 60 yr old with a skanky cunt! With my cock caged!”

There was a
deathly silence. All eyes turned towards Helen Grey.

 


NEXT MORNING
III

 


Susan did her
utmost to please Mr. Johnson.

He seemed
distracted, annoyed. She’d lowered his pants and was slurping on
his half-mast-penis with her mouth, trying to get it up. He belched
and didn’t even apologise. He was staring out of his window at the
river.

“Is ...
everything okay, sir?” she whispered, letting his semi-erection
slip from her lips.

He looked down,
as if suddenly seeing her there. She could see his eyes taking in
her hairline tattoo. Susan Kemp, Joe’s wife. Rated B+ by VG.
Recommended for 3-hole use.

She’d sometimes
even wondered which hole was which? Was her vagina her first hole?
Or maybe her mouth? Surely her ass had to be the third?

Mr. Johnson’s
lips twitched in a half smile and he unbuttoned her blouse, peeking
at the words inked into her breasts.

Property of the
Velvet Corporation.

“It’s your
husband.” He said, actually sounding gloomy. “Joe.”

Alarm gripped
Susan. “J ... Joe?”

“He’s been
fired.”

“Fired?” she
whimpered. “N ... no! Why?”

“Worse than
fired.” He replied, wiping her cheek. “Blacked.”

“B ... but
...”

Everybody knew
the term. Blacked was short for black-balled. Joe’s identity would
be wiped from the nation’s employment list. He’d never work for any
company again, never earn again. He was unemployable.

“We listened to
everything that you and he said last night. Ms. Grey did too.”

“OMG ...
no!”

He nodded, his
erection now slowly growing in her fingers, hardening with
desire.

“And ... me?”
she asked.

He smiled,
pressing the top of her head back downwards into his groin.

“Suck me off
then I’ll tell you.”

A few minutes
later, Susan managed to relieve the HR Director of the heavy burden
he was carrying. A weighty and bitter problem. She took it all on
her tongue and palate, gargling and then finally swallowing it,
before presenting him her clean pink tongue.

He peered at
her through his glasses. They distorted his eyes horribly. He
smiled appreciatively, wistfully, as if he was going to miss her
blowjobs.

“Please sir.
What happens to me?”

“You’re both
blacked. The CEO himself signed it off.”

Susan’s hand
flew to her mouth. They were doomed.

“Wait!” he
said, calming her down. “However, Ms. Grey is providing you both
with a lifeline. Domestic slavery. The blacking prevents you
getting normal corporate work. But at least you can still do unpaid
housework. So you’ll have food and a roof over your heads.”

Susan realised
the truth. Helen had wanted them as her live-in servants. And
that’s exactly what she was going to get.

They never
stood a chance.

 


END OF ACT
TWO




 


 


ACT THREE:
CRESCENDO


CHAPTER
ELEVEN

 


AFTERNOON

 


Cordelia was
sat on the beach facing the ocean.

She was holding
her phone under her chin, having a Zoom call with her girlfriends,
all of them laughing and exchanging news. A hot sun was burning
down and Cordelia perspired as she tanned. This was her absolute
favourite spot for sunbathing and a swim.

Beside her,
four wooden stakes had been permanently concreted into the soft,
white sand. Each of Dinah’s wrists and ankles had been fastened to
a stake, stretching her out in an X under Cordelia.

Both women were
entirely naked. Cordelia sat comfortably astride the white girl’s
face while she chatted on her phone. She hadn’t told her friends
what she was doing yet. She wanted to see how long she could go,
how close to a climax she could get, without giving the game
away.

Her
caramel-coloured skin glistened with sun lotion and anti-mosquito
spray as well as her sweat. She had a pitcher of iced lemonade
alongside her and she’d already had to relieve herself once. The
sun had dried the sand in no time.

“No! ...
Really?” she squealed, listening to some gossip Gemma was telling
them all.

While she
chatted, Cordelia idly watched a trail of ants marching up Dinah’s
sunburnt leg. The black column seemed drawn towards her labia. A
couple disappeared inside making Cordelia chuckle.

“And what are
you grinning at?” Ellie asked.

Cordelia winked
and tilted her phone’s screen, angling it between her thighs.

“OMG.” They all
burst out laughing. “Has she been there all the time?”

Cordelia gave
them a virtual tour of her human-lounger; showing the crop marks
and insect bites, bare tits and hairless pussy, oily sweat and
marching black ants. She told her friends about the court case and
invited them over to the island.

Dinah lay
there, listening, lapping, and unable to scratch the itch between
her legs. All she could taste was sun lotion and sweat, salt and
vinegar. She inhaled sea air whenever she could. Her nostrils were
enveloped by anal crevice.

“Yeah, sure.”
Cordelia was saying. “I can ask. Like it’s like only an hour in the
Sikorsky. I’m sure he’ll be cool with it.”

In reply there
was lots of noisy enthusiasm from her phone’s screen.

Dinah couldn’t
hear the next thing somebody said.

But there was
more raucous laughter.

“Yeah sure, we
can do what we like to her. No Limits.”

“Can I bring
Darren?” a giggling voice asked.

“Does he like
anal?” Dinah heard yet more cooling lemonade being gulped down.
“Her cunt’s not available yet.”

“I don’t know
if he likes anal. I’ve never given him the chance!”

Hoots of
laughter.

“Well that’s
what we have Dinah for!”

After the Zoom
call was over, Cordelia peered down at Dinah.

“Still
thirsty?”

She didn’t wait
for an answer.

“Th ... thank
you, M ... Mistress.” Dinah spluttered.

 


AFTERNOON

 


Troy watched
the footage of the Director’s Bar.

He was
certainly not allowed to use his systems and screen for this
purpose. If he ever got caught, he’d be fired. Or worse. But he was
good enough at covering his tracks to make it worth the risk.

The Director’s
Bar was located up on the 19th floor. Only the top 50 or so people
in the company were ever allowed in.

Along with the
bar staff of course.

His darling
wife Alice was one of a dozen employees who worked the bar daily.
Mostly her job was serving drinks, waiting tables, mopping floors
and tidying up at the end of each day.

Thanks to
Troy’s recruitment job and Mr. Johnson’s protection, Alice was
spared the worst of the sexual excesses forced on most of the bar
staff. She had a special nametag on her lapel that identified her
as ‘RSDO’. That meant she was reserved only for the most Senior
Directors.

Unfortunately,
after a few drinks, a few of the associate directors could
occasionally become rowdy. They’d tear off any RSDO lapels and
ignore the restrictions.

Troy was
watching his wife fighting them off valiantly. The screen timer
told him this had all taken place 53 minutes ago. So it was too
late to do anything anyway. He muted the sound, unable to bear the
frenzied male laughter and Alice’s futile threats and shrieks.

There were four
of them, all in their mid-40s, all drunk. They eventually got his
exhausted wife across a table, each one holding a limb. She was
wearing her bar staff uniform of frilly smock top, miniskirt and
stockings. One ripped her smock open, exposing Alice’s splendid
chest. Another planted himself between her raised legs and unzipped
himself. A third slapped her face.

He watched them
all callously use the love of his life. Each one, in turn, taking
only a minute or two, then pulling out. They slapped each other on
the back, their delight and jeers somehow seemed audible to Troy
despite the muted sound.

When they
finished, he watched Alice clamber off the table, eyes sobbing and
her face red, straightening her clothes, wiping herself on a
cloth.

The four
bastards sat down at their own table as if nothing had happened.
Then, amazingly, one of them clicked his fingers and summoned Alice
over to bring them another bottle of champagne.

Gritting his
teeth in fury, Troy thought about the information he knew. About
Magnus and Greta. The Larsens. Who no doubt aimed to overthrow top
level corruption, generational inequality and the sexual
exploitation of young workers.

So why the fuck
would Troy bother to do anything to try and stop them?

 


NEXT DAY

 


Ellie, Nancy,
Gemma and Darren arrived mid-morning on the Sikorsky S-92, one of
the Corporation’s two helicopters. They carried their own overnight
bags and waved goodbye to the pilot, who wheeled away to return to
the mainland.

“Wow!” was all
the new arrivals could say. It was the first time any of them had
visited Green Velvet, the uncharted private island.

They were all
in their mid-to-late 20s, contemporaries and longstanding friends
of Cordelia’s: Ellie was a pretty mixed-race model; Nancy the
Asian, was a class-A bitch and Cordelia’s oldest friend; and bubbly
blonde Gemma was the loud and overweight one. Darren, her black
boyfriend, had just come along for the ride.

“Come up to the
house and have a drink and a swim.”

Cordelia had
already informed Dinah what was expected from an island waitress;
immediate compliance and to be seen but not heard. Dinah was
forbidden to speak unless spoken to. She was waiting, ‘titty-bar
topless’, wearing only a leopard print loincloth and flip
flops.

“She’s actually
quite a cute lezzie, underneath all that sunburn and those welts
and bites.” Cordelia introduced her.

All three of
the female guests were sexually uninhibited and
hetero-flexible.

“Come here,
Dinah. Let my friends feel your tits.”

Ellie and Nancy
each cupped one, squeezing and flicking nipples.

“Darren?”

The handsome
wide receiver smiled and plucked Dinah’s left boob like he was
catching a pass. “Nice.”

“Hey Dinah, you
ever had a black dude before?”

Everybody
laughed. They knew Dinah’s feelings about dudes of any shade.

“He’s gonna
make you straight, bitch.” Gemma said.

The
humiliation, banter and drinking continued apace.

Cordelia
eventually called them for lunch.

“Come and tuck
in. Then we can enjoy our ... dessert!”

 


NOON

 


Helen Grey
resided in a comfortable suburban, 3-storey house.

On the ground
floor were reception rooms and the kitchen. The three bedrooms and
bathrooms were located on the floor above.

And in the
basement were her recently refurbished servants’ quarters.

Joe and Susan
had been fitted with electronic tag collars on their necks and
ankles. They received paralysing shocks if they strayed more than
20 metres from Helen’s house.

“It would have
been soooo much nicer had you said yes when I originally asked.”
Helen said, cupping Joe’s balls. He had been locked into irons that
were newly cemented into the wall of her living room.

He stood there
on tiptoe, almost hanging by his wrists, with his arms and legs
fully extended. His totally naked 6’ 3” tall body was displayed in
a defenceless x-shape.

Helen’s
neighbours started arriving at noon. She lived on an estate full of
executive homes. The kind of houses that started at prices well out
of reach of all but the most senior staff, those in their mid-40s,
50s and older.

Today she was
hosting an Open House party.

Open House on
Susan.

Neighbours,
fathers, mothers, grandparents, teenage sons and daughters,
numerous privileged guests all took their various turns on young
Mrs Kemp. Her new tattoos received many gushing compliments. Her
welcoming holes received many liquid deposits.

Between trying
to serve them endless drinks and canapés, Susan was
single-double-and-triple-teamed, and once – memorably - by three
generations of a single family. Women weren’t to be outdone either.
Helen’s female friends, a lesbian couple, mothers and their grown
up daughters, all took rides on Sally’s saturated face.

“It needn’t
have been like this.” Helen reassured Joe, cupping his chin and
forcing him to look at the Bacchanalian orgy in front of him. She
ran her wrinkled fingers over his dangling, unlocked penis.

The party
started to break up mid afternoon. Sated neighbours contentedly
drifted back home to their own houses.

It was at that
moment that young Ramesh Patel arrived with a dozen members of his
family.

“Oh, Kemp!” He
exclaimed. “How sorry I am that you have been sacked from the
company.”

He laughed,
flicking Joe’s flaccid penis, staring into his eyes from a few
inches away.

“Everybody,
meet Kemp. He’s the one I told you about.”

Joe was
appraised and examined by smiling relatives, young and old. Hands
inspected his pale skin, bare chest, shaved underarms, plucked
scrotum and hairless groin.

“Why doesn’t he
have any hair, uncle?”

“Because Kemp
is not a man, my dear. He’s merely a workhorse, nothing more. And
see that lady over there. Under those two men. That’s his wife.
She’s a workhorse too. It was her who tidied and cleaned your
bathroom so nicely before you arrived. But sadly your uncle will
have to find a new couple to amuse himself with now.”

Helen Grey was
listening and smiling. “Oh no, Ramesh. You’re welcome round here
any time. Bring friends, family, anybody.”

Helen stared
coldly at Joe. “I mean ... after all, I’m just a fat old woman with
a skanky cunt, aren’t I?”

“Please ...”
Joe’s eyes begged her with every ounce of his being. “I was just
angry. Please, please forgive me. Have mercy.”

Her ugly
expression softened slightly. She scratched the wart on her nose,
considering his plea for clemency.

“You’ll get the
chance to apologise, Joseph. Over the weeks and months to come.
But, in the meantime ...”

Mr. Patel was
eavesdropping. He ran his hand down Joe’s bare flank.

“I’ll go and
fetch Mrs. Kemp. Once those men have finished with her. I’ll bring
her over to introduce her to my family one by one. Right here. You
like to have a very good view of your wife’s activities, don’t you
Kemp?”

Joe’s head
dropped, looking down at the floor. “Yes sir.”

“Look at me
when I’m talking to you, Kemp.”

Mr. Patel
slapped him crisply across the cheek.

“I ... I’m s
... sorry. Yes sir.”

Mr. Patel then
kneed him hard between the legs.

Joe groaned,
gasped, rattling his wrists helplessly in his irons. He struggled
for oxygen while people pointed at his defenceless balls.

“I see you
obviously have the knack of handling Joseph.” Helen Grey
observed.

“Oh yes. He and
I get on swimmingly, don’t we Kemp?”

“Y ... yes, S
... sir.”

Two local men
came over, marching Susan by her elbow. She was completely
bedraggled; her blonde hair dishevelled, crimson face covered in
snot and saliva, her nude body smudged and smeared with sweat and
stickiness. Her forehead, tit and pudenda tattoos all glistened
with perspiration.

“Ah, lovely
Mrs. Kemp, how good to see you again?”

Susan’s glazed
blue eyes strained to focus on Mr. Patel. She slowly took all the
faces in; lots of strangers, Ms. Grey, and finally her husband
Joe.

“Yeths ...” she
slurred, through a slightly bruised lip.

One of the
local men slapped her buttock. He was in his fifties, wearing
shorts and a striped shirt that clung to his paunch.

“Well, I’m off.
Helen, my dear, thanks for the booze, food and use of this bitch.
Next time I’ll get here earlier.”

People laughed.
Every one of Susan’s holes was overflowing.

“Go and
shower.” Helen Grey said, pushing her towards the staircase. “Come
back nice and clean in ten minutes.”

“And then I
will introduce you to my family.” Mr. Patel assured her.

 


LUNCHTIME

 


I don’t usually
eat a big lunch. I’m more of a salad or sandwich kind of guy.
Sometimes sushi? I prefer just a snack and some entertainment.

This couple
looked up at me. A male and a female face side by side.

I won’t bother
you with their names. They don’t matter and I can’t be bothered to
look them up. What I do recall is that he was 40 and she was only
22. He’d been promoted to Associate Director and had divorced his
first wife to marry his P.A. You know the type of sleazeball.

Anyway, then we
caught him with his hand in the till. Not literally, of course, but
he falsified a couple of expense claims. Tiny amounts but it’s the
principle. A court of 3 of his peers found him guilty and sentenced
him to demotion.

Back to the
ranks.

That all
happened a while ago. Today’s lunchtime it was time for their
appraisal.

They were both
fastened onto my special flogging bench. It’s a sturdy wooden
bed-frame with matching leather straps for two necks, four biceps,
two waists, etc. So I can secure two people down onto it, side by
side.

They’re
face-up, looking up at me. Both on their backs with their legs
pulled up above their heads and their ankles fastened beside their
ears. He looks a bit stiff and uncomfortable but she still has that
flexibility of youth. They look like two beached crabs with their
bare asses in the air. It’s so sweet. These two faces blink up at
you helplessly, each framed between their own knees.

My bench is
semi-permanently set up in my private dining room where I usually
eat my lunchtime snack. There’s a lovely view from the 20th floor
down to the river below and tall office buildings sparkle in the
sunshine on the other side.

Oh, the poor 22
yr old Latina. You see, she thought she’d found a way out. Wangles
a job as a P.A., seduces her boss, persuades him to jettison the
first wife, and from there on a life of comfort beckons. She’s
found a way to bypass the generational gap.

And then the
old man gets caught stealing from the company and ... whoosh ...
well, the slide is a long way down.

I smile at her
worried expression. She has one of those starburst anuses, a very
puckered centre with perfect rays sparking from it in 360
degrees-direction. She might have expected she’d have to flip over
occasionally for her older husband? But now she’s taking back door
deliveries as regularly as a busy e-commerce depot.

And as for her
husband himself? He’s a bit paunchy, soft-chinned, wheezing.
Uncomfortable in his stressed, folded-over position. His pimply
bottom is an unattractive sight.

The cameras are
rolling. His ex-wife will hopefully relish the DVD we’ll be sending
her.

Thwack!

Economies of
scale. All sensible businessmen will tell you to seek out extra
reward for less effort. It’s the pursuit of marginal gains. So I
was using an extra-long cane to thrash both of them, all four of
their raised cheeks, at once.


Thwaaaacccck!

“Aaagh ....
nooo ... plssss ...”

A tandem opera.
One moving aria set in a baritone male octave, the other with the
shrill notes of a soprano, all conducted by cracks of my baton.


Thwaaaaaccccck!

The sunlight
dazzles on the river below. I pause to munch a slice of yellowtail
sashimi. It’s appropriate. This pair will wake up with very yellow
tails in the morning.

My soprano’s
olive-skinned face is contorted in pain and, no doubt, regret. She
has those pinched, greedy bitch features. Her husband’s first wife
will particularly relish that close up. I knew his ex a little. I
think Penelope was her name. A well preserved and perfect corporate
wife of one of our associate directors, jilted for a younger,
illusory upgrade.

Well, Penny,
whatever you’re doing now, enjoy!

And our poor
tenor’s expression? Sweat is bursting from his creased forehead,
his mouth open, snarling in agony, begging and apologising between
screams. His ass is already red and orange and ridged.


Thwaaaaaccccck!


Thwaaaaaccccck!

After 20
strokes, I take a little rest and another bite of sashimi. It’s
only half past one. Plenty of time yet.

The greedy
couple get their breath and start imploring me for mercy, offering
whatever cards they hold in their losing hands. I’m onto my second
cane as the first one split. Jasmine keeps me well stocked.

Only 20 strokes
but 80 roasted buns. A 4:1 ratio of effort to effect. What we
businessmen call gearing, or leverage. His ass is in worse shape,
being less muscled and my primary target. Hers is toned, tanned and
tattered with parallel welts.

“Ple ... please
sir ... I ... beg you ... anything ...” he gasped.

I let him see
me nodding, considering his generous offer, giving him a morsel of
hope. But the image of poor Penelope at some Christmas office party
floats into my mind. What would she say?


Thwaaaaaccccck!


Thwaaaaaccccck!

I only stopped
25 minutes later. Because I had a 2 o’clock meeting.

 


16.45 hrs

 


Magnus punched
his palm with his fist. “Yes!”

Greta, Ulrik
and Ragna were huddled round the screen.

The message was
an invitation to attend an interview at the Velvet Corporation the
following Friday. With the CEO no less! They were to report to the
20th floor at a little before 09.00 hrs. Apparently the process
might take all day.

“Gotcha.”
Magnus said, high-fiving Ulrik and Ragna.

He attempted to
kiss Greta in celebration.

But she turned
her lips away. This was a Cause, that’s all.

Romance or even
a kiss would just get in the way.

#Next Gen
Resistance.




CHAPTER
TWELVE

 


FIVE
O’CLOCK

 


Vince groaned
in frustration. He’d stopped sobbing because his tear ducts had
been drained of tears. He could barely move his spread-eagled body
an inch, even his hips. Fifteen tight leather straps held his neck,
biceps, chest, elbows, wrists, waist, thighs, knees and ankles
stretched into an x-shape on the cold, wide slab.

The new BJX-5
is a masterpiece of sex-tech. The ultimate fellatio machine, a
transparent plastic cylinder that encases a penis and simulates all
kinds of oral and manual techniques. Nine out of ten men in our
research team’s blindfolded test couldn’t tell the difference
between the BJX and the most skilful whore’s mouth.

Professor Fuchs
looked to his left and smiled. Vince had been wearing the BJX-5
since 8 o’clock that morning. So far only a 9 hour blowjob! The
machine could be set to deliver anything from the most wonderful
pleasure to indescribable pain.

Or endless, ‘on
the precipice’, frustration.

The dial was
set to 9.98. That meant that the machine would keep Vince on the
absolute edge of an orgasm without ever reaching one. It was far
more sophisticated than even the cruellest female tease. Electrodes
that were connected to Vince’s temples, nipples, wrists and
prostate all monitored every single heartbeat and twitch-reaction
in his body and genitals. A computer controlled the precise level
of the machine’s imitation sucking and fondling to the ‘nth
degree’, backing off just as Vince almost got there. It kept his
eyes staring madly at nirvana.

Without ever
reaching it.

“Good, ja?” The
professor called across to Vince from above the room’s other slab.
“Only five hours to go. Then you can rest for the night, mein
freund. Until ze same again tomorrow.”

Vince looked up
at him, pleading with his eyes. There was a transparent medical bag
by the side of Vince’s trolley. It contained all the lubricating
pre-cum his body had produced naturally before it desiccated. His
cockhead now had to be kept lubricated by a synthetic vapour.

The o-gag in
Vince’s mouth allowed him to gurgle, grimace and groan but not to
say anything. Occasionally the Professor would stop what he was
doing and connect Vince’s throat to the medical drip that delivered
the sustenance to keep him alive, awake and erect. It was a bitter
tasting but vital mix of vitamins, drugs, antibiotics, caffeine and
nutrients.

Under the
trolley there was a colostomy bag that collected Vince’s waste,
without him having the inconvenience of interrupting his
‘pleasure’.

Meanwhile, the
slab next to Vince was covered with an electrified mat that was
crackling and hissing. Above the mat his wife Joan was clinging
onto Professor Fuch’s scrawny back for dear life. It was only by
holding onto and fucking the Professor from underneath him that she
could avoid a colossal electric shock. So she was manically
thrusting her hips upwards against his.

Her arms
gripped tight around the old man’s body and her ankles were locked
behind his knees. She kept grunting and gasping with the sheer
effort of hugging him to ensure that she avoided her back and
buttocks coming into contact with the mat, whilst simultaneously
impaling her 26 yr old cunt onto his erection.

Professor Fuchs
smiled down at Joan’s exhausted glistening face. He was comfortably
supported above her in a specially-made sling. What he wittily
called his ‘fuch-hammock’. He could relax while the fit young
redhead did all the heavy lifting.

This was their
third fuck of the day and, at his advanced age, the German doctor
nowadays took a long time to orgasm once, let alone three times
within 24 hours.

But it was such
fun. It wasn’t tiring for him at all. His pills kept him hard and
the supportive sling was very comfortable. He could grin down at
young Joan and admire the commitment she was showing to his
pleasure. And the Professor could glance across at Joan’s husband
who would obviously take much longer to orgasm.

Her reached
down and stuck a bony finger in Joan’s ass. It was a tiny gesture
of support, briefly taking an ounce or two of her weight, as she
grimaced and sweated to avoid the electric current that snapped,
crackled and popped only a foot or so below her bare skin.

He leaned his
face down and kissed her. Like it seemed so many young people
nowadays, Joan didn’t smoke. The Professor was a dedicated 50-a-day
Marlboro man. His breath was like an ashtray but she no longer
seemed to object quite so much when he tongued her mouth. She had
much more serious concerns to worry about.

Professor Fuchs
glanced again at Vince’s bulging eyes and desperate face. Imagine
trying to sue your company for employing you? Such a lack of
gratitude. But now this couple were learning, ja? They were coming
along just fine. He had many weeks to share time with them.

And the real
fun hadn’t even begun.

 


THURSDAY

 


“Okay darling,
gotta dash, behave! Don’t do anything I wouldn’t.”

My missus
laughed at my sign-off. I could see Dinah’s head at the bottom of
the screen, bobbing gently between Cord’s thighs.

“That would be
a very hard thing to manage.” She replied.

“Give my love
to Gemma, Nancy and Ellie, Bye!”

I clicked off
and looked up.

The naked woman
standing in front of my desk had been there throughout my call,
pretending not to listen. Her name was Zee. She was a statuesque
blonde, with porn star tits, and elegant legs.

“Hiya Zee. How
are the kids?”

“Fine, thank
you sir.”

Xenia, but
known by everybody as Zee, is one of our longest serving employees,
one of my very first in fact. She’d not quite made it to senior
management level yet, but she’s close. The line between junior and
senior is everything. The ‘hunted’ become the ‘hunters’. My staff
will do literally anything to cross that divide.

“How’s
Hal?”

“Er ... he’s
fine too sir.”

Zee is 35 now,
with pale skin, flaxen curls, and lovely aquamarine eyes. Her
husband Hal is white too; a typical mid-30s guy, thickening waist,
receding hair, but a super-friendly temperament.

Their two young
boys are lots of fun, sporty, frizzy haired.

And black.

“How’s Hal’s
job?”

“Going well,
sir. Thanks.”

“Get to see him
much?”

“Once a month,
sir. A whole weekend.”

Hal had worked
for me briefly. But I’d arranged for him to get a new job at an
affiliate company of mine, run by a friend. It’s 150 miles away. My
friend ensures that Hal’s kept busy during three weekends in
four.

I smiled.

“And
Trench?”

Trench was one
of my earliest clients. He helped set me on the road to major
success. And it was Zee who caught Trench’s roving eye when he paid
me a visit.

“He still comes
round once, twice a week, sir. Mostly to see his boys.”

I cocked an
eyebrow. “And?”

“He likes a
blowjob, sir. His wife is a bit ... well, not that keen.”

Typical Trench.
I was a VIP at his recent wedding. He married some rich white girl
whose father had invented a new antiviral mask. But Trench was
still managing to keep the mother of his kids busy on the side.
He’s your typical big, black, gold-toothed dude.

I looked at
Zee’s nude body. I hadn’t fucked her myself in ages. I wondered if
a final slam-dunk on my desk now would be fun? However, I dismissed
the thought.

“Zee.” I cut to
the chase and changed my tone. “You’ve been a good employee;
obedient, loyal and hardworking.”

She looked at
me with sweet hope in those aquamarines.

“So I’m going
to promote you, Zee. To Associate Director.”

She gasped, her
eyes moistening. Associate Director was the lowest rung of senior
positions nevertheless ... it meant big changes.

“A raise, an
office, and ... no more servicing your bosses.” I winked.

“Thank you,
sir. I ... I don’t know what to say.” She was already starting to
sob.

“AND I can
arrange for Hal to be transferred back to this city.”

This news
really set her tears of happiness off. I could tell she wanted to
come round my desk and hug me.

“But ...”

There’s always
a ‘but’. I paused until she could focus.

“Hal’s being
transferred back here to work for Trench.”

Her blue eyes
widened. I waited to gauge her reaction.

“Trench needs
to know he can still pop by whenever he wants to see his boys, grab
a blowjob ... heck, maybe even make another kid? So Trench and I
talked it through and we felt it would be best if Hal now works for
him.”

She slowly
nodded, taking it in. Absorbing the terms of the deal.

“Hal will be
fitted with an EX-3 and Trench will hold the key.”

“C ... can we
...?”

I shrugged.
“That’s obviously all up to Trench. He didn’t seem averse to the
idea of you giving regular hand jobs to Hal. He’s not into strict
denial like we are here. But I doubt he’ll allow actual
penetration.” I winked at her. “Of ANY one of those three lovely
holes. Well ... maybe when you get into your fifties?”

I watched her
smart brain computing the humiliating plusses and minuses of the
new arrangement.

“The main thing
is, Hal will be home. Able to see you, talk to you, kiss you, and
be a proper proud dad to those two lovely boys.”

“Yes, sir.” She
suddenly grasped how incredibly generous Trench and I had actually
been. “Thank you, sir.”

 


TEN MINUTES
LATER

 


“Ah, Carol. Now
let’s take a good look at that ass.”

Our volunteer
Carol Arnold nodded, bit her lip, and simply dropped her pleated
skirt. She wasn’t wearing any underwear. Her pretty hazel eyes
looked at me apprehensively.

“Oh, Carol.
What a dreadful mess! And you say Bob did this?”

“Yes, sir.” She
whispered.

Her
once-perfect ass was now purple and red, orange and yellow, even a
shade of blue. Every square millimetre of bruised flesh was covered
in raised ridges and parallel welts and dried scratches.

36-strokes of
product research will usually do that.

“Don’t worry.”
I assured her. “Right at this moment, six ladies from our
janitorial team are dishing out retribution to Bob. I’ve
incentivised them too. The one who does the most damage gets a
bonus. They’re partial to some ... other kinds of fun too.”

Carol began
crying. That beautiful 9 out of 10 face – those elegant cheekbones
and perfect jaw, that lush honey-blonde hair, those long eyelashes
- crumpled in sad tears.

I shrugged.

“Don’t worry,
my dear. I’ve got a treat for you. Come on through to the
bathroom.”

 


AFTERNOON

 


Darren was
lounging comfortably in a poolside chair.

Gemma, his
girlfriend, was berating Dinah’s technique, or rather her lack of
it.

The ex-attorney
was down on her knees, palms resting on Darren’s hips, slurping
noisily on very unfamiliar territory.

A gentleman’s
impressively large and heavily veined erection.

“Get it in
properly. Deeper. You useless piece of crap!”

Darren
definitely packed an impressive piece. Fully engorged it measured
20.5 centimetres, or 8.1 inches, and weighed 1.5 lbs due to its
meaty girth. So, imagine you’ve got two 12oz fillet steaks squished
together into a sausage shape and, well, you’ve got the
picture.

Bubbly Gemma
was a super-size queen but, hey, even she found her boyfriend
painful inside her well-travelled pussy without extra
lubricant.

So how would
Dinah’s recently-virgin asshole cope?

The thick blue
vein along the underside of Darren’s shaft had been admired by the
other members of his female audience, none of whom had seen his
member before. Cordelia studied the slab of meat currently
stretching the edges of Dinah’s mouth as it slid in and out, making
her gag and slobber all over her bright red lipstick.

“Not even
halfway.”

Everybody
laughed, leaning in close to enjoy Dinah’s mewling noises as she
parted her jaws and lips as wide as she could.

“You need to
lube the full length, darling. Otherwise that ass of yours is gonna
pay big-time.”

Eventually,
they flipped Dinah onto the sun bed, flat on her back, and pulled
her ankles up so she was in the diaper position. Now everybody
could enjoy a ringside view of her distressing ordeal.

Nancy and Ellie
held an ankle each, while Gemma and Cordelia both grasped a wrist
and a nipple and Darren clutched her hips tightly.

He spat a bit
more saliva on his gnarled shaft and aimed it for the puckered ring
of Dinah’s tight defence.

Darren was
going in without lube.

“Thanks
Darren.” Cordelia said to everyone. “Everyone talks about how dry
sex is uncomfortable for the woman. But it’s not great for the guy
either. Not at first anyway. Pretty unselfish of Darren. You
okay?”

“Yeah, sure.”
He grinned, advancing his offensive line.

“Thank him.”
Cordelia spat.

“Nnn ... ngah
.... than ... kyh ... aaahhh.”

“OMG that’s an
amazing sight.” Nancy said, filming with her phone.

Dinah screamed,
wrestled, begged, but Darren was an accomplished swordsman. His
strong thumbs opened her up and he applied pressure. He managed to
wedge the saliva-coated tip of his crown inside her entrance, and
then breached her with one mighty shove.

Once he’d
established a bridgehead, it was all over. Dinah’s anus fought a
valiant rearguard action but her defences were overwhelmed.
Darren’s rapier drove forwards, upwards, right into the depths of
her soul.

In, out; in,
out; side to side; up and down, gradually his thrusts became
smoother and easier.

“This is what
you been a missin’ too long baby.”

Cordelia and
Gemma leaned down so they were only inches from Dinah’s furrowed
brow, her agonised and humiliated sobs.

“Once you’ve
had Darren, there’s no way back, honey.”

They drew
everything out as long as they could, making him hold off when he
was about to shoot his load, so the occasion would be as
unforgettable as possible. But finally Cordelia winked at Darren
and Gemma.

He accelerated,
plunging balls-deep, and emptied a memorably large load of cum into
her backside to the sound of cheers and laughter.




CHAPTER
THIRTEEN

 


SANDWICH
LUNCH

 


At his desk, an
employee called ‘H’ munched on his packed lunch. He still couldn’t
afford store-made food. He chewed on the white bread and fish-heads
sandwich he’d made himself. He’d been working for the Corporation
for three years, in Sales, and yet he couldn’t even find the money
for a measly fucking burger.

The guy who
called himself ‘H’ hated everything; his own real name for one
thing. And his job. His boss. And his boss’s boss. His dormitory.
His frigging dorm mates. And most of all he hated the steel fucking
tube padlocked between his thighs.

But at least
his cock-cage wasn’t the only piece of steel in H’s life any
longer. Oh no. Hidden under a floorboard in his dorm was his pride
and joy.

A 9-inch long
serrated steel breadknife!

And it was time
to use it.

 


AFTER LUNCH
I

 


“Jane, is that
you?”

Yes, it was.
Cute Jane Smith!

I looked
through the truck’s open window. Peter’s fiancé was sitting astride
a young man I recognised as Judge Mills’ grandson, one of the 37
names that I’d jotted down on Jane’s initial list. I’m pretty
certain the kid was the youngest listed, only just 18, four years
younger than Jane.

At their
interview, Peter Jones had made his unacceptable proposal. I’d made
a counter proposal they’d readily accepted. His fiancé was now
working in Sales admin, in between her romantic assignments, while
Peter was working a menial job in the warehouse.

Judge Mills’
grandson sat on the bench seat of his pickup truck, pulled into the
short-stay section of our company car park, windows wide open. He
was parked in full view of the front of our office building. Jane
was bouncing on his cock while he jiggled and licked her bouncing
boobies.

They both
looked up at me, as I walked past their open window.

“Hey don’t mind
me.” I grinned at the kid. He looked just like his relatives, apart
from the fact he was much younger; similar rounded features, but
tight curly hair and a ginger goatee beard. “How’s she doing?”

“Gr ... eat.”
He grinned, visibly relaxing as he realised that I was okay with
him fucking one of my employees in our car park.

My colleague
Gordon Mills is strictly homosexual. But his brother the Judge is
straight and evidently the Judge’s grandson is attracted to the
ladies as well.

“Fuck.” I said,
admiring Jane’s swaying tits. I recalled them as poached eggs and
then I suddenly remembered that I’d sent her off to the Medical
Centre for a boob job.

Mills’ grandson
saw me admiring them. “Fantastic aren’t they? She tells me they’re
an F-cup.”

“Splendid. May
I?”

I reached
through his truck’s open window and grabbed Jane’s swaying boob. It
felt very full and heavy with silicone. I smiled inwardly and idly
wondered what Peter thought of his fiancé’s newly enhanced chest?
She would certainly draw even more attention to herself now. I
immediately thought of a few more ‘boob men’ to add to her original
list of 37.

“Pass on my
thanks to your father, won’t you?” I said. “He was very helpful in
a recent case my company had. He ensured justice was done. We might
need his fine legal mind again some time.”

Judge Mill’s
grandson smiled. “Sure will do, sir.”

“And if you
need any favours from me, just get in touch. One or two of our
female employees would no doubt enjoy having an affair with a
handsome lad like you!”

“R ... really?”
He was panting now. “A ... an aff ... air?”

“Sure. But no
need for discretion. Like Jane here. You can be as open about it as
you like.”

“W ... wow. Th
... thank you s ... sir.”

He began making
pig like grunts so I pulled my hand back, while he evidently
blasted a truckload of his fuel into Jane Smith’s bouncing
body.

I smiled at
her. She shyly glanced up at me as she felt her ‘engaged’ and
‘fertile’ cunt receiving yet another dollop of baby-making
juice.

I gave her a
wink and strode into my building.

 


AFTER LUNCH
II

 


Donald Douglas
watched his boss stride from the car park into the building. There
was a pickup truck rocking slightly. Donald had been staring out of
the window waiting for his favourite couple to arrive.

He’d summoned
them upstairs a few minutes earlier. There was a small gap in his
afternoon schedule and a large bulge in his pants. He could have
relieved his load inside any number of employees but the Morgans
were usually his preferred option.

Donald called
them straight in when they knocked.

“I’ve got 20
minutes.” He said, motioning them both over.

“What would you
like sir?” Hayley asked in the sing-song bimbo-voice he’d trained
her to use in his presence.

“Both of you.”
He replied, matter-of-factly.

He pointed at
Fred. “Get undressed.”

Fred Morgan was
extremely handsome. In fact it was Fred, not his wife, who Donald
had first spotted. He was 6’ 1” of totally straight, fine looking
masculinity. He was wearing his elegant pale blue suit, white shirt
and proper-silk tie, a gift from Donald. He looked very fetching in
it.

“Yes sir.” Fred
quickly began stripping off his clothes.

Donald sat back
in his chair and smiled at Hayley. “Suck my cock.”

Hayley was a
pretty, cheerleader type, with blonde bangs and perfect curves, 5’
3” of energy and sex appeal, flicking her fringe flirtatiously
whenever she entered a room.

She was
dressed, as usual, in just a tight-T, cut off to reveal her toned
midriff, and a thigh-high skirt. This one was tartan, set off by
white stockings. Underneath her skirt she wore ‘ouvert’ knickers
with an open gusset. So she could be ready at a moment’s
notice.

“It would be my
pleasure, sir.”

She helped
Donald out of his suit trousers and went to work on his cock, her
rosebud lips slurping skilfully. Unlike some of the corporate wives
who hadn’t been keen cocksuckers in their pasts, Hayley had been
one of those girls who truly enjoyed giving head. She’d sucked off
past boyfriends as well as her husband Fred.

Donald was more
than happy to inherit her oral skills but not to share them. So
Fred’s cock was strictly banned from going anywhere near her face.
Their weekly fucks with condoms were already way more than any
couple of employees had a right to expect.

Fred had
removed his jacket, tie, shirt, shoes, socks and underpants. He
stood naked by the desk watching his wife worshipping his
director’s cock.

Donald smiled
and pressed a remote control on his desk.

The EX-3 cage
that Fred was wearing clattered to the floor.

“Join in.”
Donald said.

Fred knelt down
alongside his wife and began taking turns slurping on Donald’s
cock. Despite being strictly heterosexual, Fred had long since
learned to be sexually fluid when it came to his boss’s
preferences.

Donald patted
both their heads. He wasn’t into all this sadism and stuff. He
treated his couple extremely well and in return they did whatever
he asked. That was the Faustian pact they’d made.

“YOUR ass
today.” He whispered down to Fred.

There was a
barely perceptible intake of breath. “Of course, sir.”

At that moment
the phone on Donald’s desk rang. He picked it up and gestured for
his couple to make themselves ready. Fred got on all fours on the
office carpet.

““Yeah, I’ll be
there in ten.” Donald said into the phone. “I’m just juggling a few
things here first.”

While talking,
he reached into his drawer, pulled out a bottle of lube and
signalled to Hayley to prepare her husband’s anus.

“Yep, won’t
take me long.” He reassured the caller.

Donald
preferred doing it from behind in the classic all-fours position.
He let Hayley hold his erection and slowly guide it into her
husband’s lubricated bottom. He’d used both of them back there of
course, numerous times, but Fred’s was more muscular, tauter, and
it belonged solely to Donald. Nobody else had ever had that
pleasure. Whereas Hayley’s pert ass had been used by several other
guys in the past.

“Th ... ank you
s ... sir.” Fred grunted as Donald eased in to the hilt.

“You tongue my
poop chute, darling.” He winked at Hayley.

Donald loved
that delicious tongue-in-cheek feeling at the same time as he
rammed his cock in an ass. He could never understand why some
people thought being straight, or even gay, was desirable.

It was so much
better to be bisexual. He was just as happy having sex with a woman
or with a man. And both together was the absolute nuts.

But it was even
more intimate and thrilling when it was a threesome with a loving
husband and wife.

“Deeper.” He
said, impatiently, as Hayley lost oral contact with his thrusting
buttocks. He made a mental note to dock a minute from their sex
time together the following Sunday.

Donald reached
down underneath Fred and checked his unlocked cock. It was flaccid.
He manipulated it and brought it to life. Even the straight ones
were putty in Donald’s skilled fingers. He kept stroking, feeling
Fred harden and his breathing start to quicken.

Then Donald
allowed his own orgasm to build and crest and explode inside Fred’s
clenching asshole, collapsing across his broad back. He pulled his
fingers away and left his handsome friend’s erection
frustrated.

While they were
all getting dressed and straightened up, Donald gave them the
news.

“Only four
minutes next Sunday.” He announced, casually, watching as Fred
forced his EX-3 onto his slowly subsiding cock. “Hayley needs to
ensure that her tongue doesn’t lose contact with my butt.”

They both
grimaced. “Yes sir, of course. Thank you so much.”

“Good bye, sir.
And thanks for calling us in.” They chimed.

He smiled.
Fred’s pale blue suit now had a dark patch in the crotch. The
result of Donald’s copious load dripping out. No doubt it would be
noticed by Fred’s colleagues.

As they were
leaving his office, Donald had a better idea. Rather than dock a
minute from their sex on Sunday he would postpone it
altogether.

He put a hand
on Hayley’s shoulder.

“I’m attending
a party on the boss’s island this weekend. I’d like you to come as
my guest. Be ready at the heliport on Saturday morning.”

She curtseyed,
flipping her bangs excitedly. “Of course sir.”

 


AFTER LUNCH
III

 


Carol rushed
round the supermarket, checking prices and availability.

‘High &
Cheap’ is a chain of stores targeted at young marrieds and singles.
The public doesn’t know but it’s actually an extremely profitable
subsidiary of the Velvet Corporation with its shares held via a
secret offshore trust.

Social
distancing is still compulsory in the store. Carol had waited in
line outside for three quarters of an hour before being allowed in.
She now had only 15 minutes in which to complete her shopping.

Most of the
stock is ‘H&C Own Brand’. It’s slightly cheaper than
alternatives but of much lower quality. Research shows that company
staff appreciate the chance to save money rather than bothering
about value. However, alternative brands are sometimes stocked to
give a sense of choice.

Carol was
holding up two tins of liver paste, comparing them both. The
H&C product cost an affordable price of 10. The alternative
brand cost an exorbitant 50 for a smaller tin. She checked the
H&C ingredients info; there was a sign in red declaring it
‘HSYPC’. Below it listed Pork Liver (5%), lard, onion, flour, egg,
spices, and Liver-Substitutes (75%). She sighed and placed the tin
in her basket.

The red sign
‘HSYPC’ is a reassurance to purchasers that the meat and other
ingredients in an H&C product may be ‘high’, as in past their
prime but not yet spoiled, so it is Safe for a Young Person’s
Consumption. Just as younger people were much safer if they
contracted COVID, research has proven that the under-40s have much
more resilient stomachs than those in their latter years.

And just as it
was much more important to lockdown countries to protect our older
members of society – even at the expense of the younger
generation’s prospects – so the safer ingredients must be focused
on those with more tender stomachs. It’s only fair when you think
about it.

Carol moved
onto the fresh vegetables section. The Alternative Brands aisle was
full of bins with yellow & black ‘Sold Out’ tape on them. She
found one nice tomato that cost 10 and she couldn’t resist it.

In contrast,
the H&C fresh produce section was well stocked. Everything was
piled high and supposedly cheap. However, the quality was variable.
She found some more tomatoes that looked edible. But a store clerk
was re-pricing them with a marker pen. The ‘5’ was crossed out and
each tomato was now priced at ‘20’.

“But I just
picked up this lovely alternative one that cost 10.” Carol
complained.

The chubby
clerk looked at her and shook his head.

“Yeah but those
are sold out now.”

“Please ... how
can you simply quadruple your own brand tomatoes?”

He held up his
marker pen. “Easy. With this.”

“I can’t afford
20.” She pleaded.

He shrugged and
walked away. “Don’t buy it then.”

Carol wandered
along looking for something more affordable. She and Bob had almost
nothing in stock at home. She must find something. They had to
eat.

She found a
pile of lettuces. They were unwrapped, just dumped in the display
bin. Those on the top were soggy and had brown patches. She began
to ferret about underneath to find a better one.

Suddenly she
felt a dreadful pain in her very sore bottom and whirled round.

A security
manager was staring disrespectfully at her. He was dressed in a
black uniform and carrying a crop.

“Ouch ... what
...?” she exclaimed.

He simply
cocked an eyebrow at her response. “Yes?”

“Please ...
that hurt. My b ... bottom’s tender.”

His dark face
broke into a grin. “Bend over.”

“No.
Please.”

“Either bend
over or leave your shopping basket on the floor and get out.” He
barked. “Time’s up.”

“Please ... I
still have 7 minutes.” She showed him the ticket with her stamped
time of entry.

He tore it into
4 pieces. “Get out. Or bend over.”

Carol looked at
him. She absolutely had to get this shopping done. It was her only
allocated slot for days.

“Please ... “
she looked round ... “I’m a volunteer and providing assistance to
the CEO of Velvet Corp ...”

“I know who you
are slut. Carol Arnold, aged 27, married to Bob. Recently
pregnant.”

“Oh ...”

“And now caught
red-handed attempting to steal lettuces from under my nose.”

“Please ...”
she bowed in shoulders in defeat.

He smiled,
flashing his white teeth at her like a shark.

“Come and step
into my security office.”




CHAPTER
FOURTEEN

 


08.50 HRS

 


“I’m not
fucking letting any of these bastards fuck you!”

I smiled at
Jasmine. I love a challenge. She’d interrupted me to bring in the
recording. It was of a conversation in the accessible toilet that
had taken place only 13 minutes ago. Our audio-sensors had
immediately flagged it up and brought it to my P.A.’s
attention.

My suite is
located on the top floor of Velvet Tower. A private elevator whisks
guests and candidates up 20 floors to Jasmine and Olga’s desk in my
reception area. There’s one wing to the right with comfortable
leather sofas, magazines and a muted TV broadcasting a news
channel, where my REAL guests are served coffee by Olga.

And then
there’s the opposite wing with only backless wooden stools arranged
in two lines facing each other. This is where Jasmine directs my
‘interview candidates’.

Along the right
hand corridor, there are two luxurious marble restrooms for my real
guests, one for the Ladies and the other Gents.

Whereas at the
end of the other wing, there’s a single disabled-style, accessible
toilet shared by all interview candidates of either gender.

“I’m not
fucking letting any of these bastards fuck you!”

“Hush, darling.
Not so loud.”

Jasmine passed
me their file.

Names: Daniel
and Layla Clark.

“Sorry. But
look, seriously, we’re seeing three other companies after this
one.” Daniel Clark was saying to his wife.

“I know. But
surely this is the job we really want?” Layla replied. I liked her
voice. Well educated and sweet sounding.

The accessible
toilet is, of course, fully wired for sound. Three micro-cameras
also provide images. Most of the time the recordings are as dull as
you’d expect; just sloshing piss and noisy gas. And sometimes when
a married couple visit the little room together, you might catch a
bit of their nervous chit-chat.

But it was rare
to pick up a juicy conversation like this.

I picked up
Layla’s photos and chuckled. She was hot.

 


11.15 HRS

 


Vince groaned,
his voice croaking, his scrambled brain a whirl of
semi-consciousness at most.

Everything was
a blur. His eyes couldn’t focus. He’d barely slept. After an entire
day of having his cock over-stimulated without a break, he’d been
unable to sleep, unable to move. His aching, naked body was still
spread-eagled on the same fucking slab.

And now he was
suffering a second day of excess-stimulus, his erection as rigid as
ever, teased and tickled and tormented until he could barely
breathe with desperation. All his blood seemed to have drained from
his head to his genitals. How many more hours to go?

Through the
miasma he suddenly saw people, faces. There were teeth and eyes,
shifting in and out of his vision. They were all smiling, gathering
around him.

He squinted. He
made out the mixed race woman looking down at him. There was a
second similar face alongside her, then a pale blonde, all arranged
round him like a clock face. He saw another grinning female at 3
o’clock with narrowed eyes peering over and, very close to him at 5
o’clock, a black face that looked like he was male. Finally he
could detect the horrible gaunt features of the Germanic-sounding
doctor. They all seemed to be laughing, talking to each other.

He could feel
hands sliding up inside his legs, fingertips touching his bloated
sensitive balls, somebody prodding his chest, checking the leather
straps round his torso.

He strained his
ears to focus on their words.

“So it will be
a complete job then?”

He heard their
laughter, drifting in and out of his hearing, and then they were
walking away, their backs disappearing.

And they could
think this was funny?

 


15.02 HRS

 


Daniel and
Layla Clark stood in front of my desk, completely unaware that I’d
heard every single word of their earlier conversation in the
toilet. Jasmine had moved them from the midday slot to the back of
today’s line. So the time was now just after 3 p.m.

“Ah ...” I
glanced up at Mrs Clark, “... er it’s Layla, right? Layla and Danny
boy?”

“Yes sir.”
Their voices answered in unison. I noted the way he flinched at my
use of ‘Danny boy’.

I let them both
see me staring hard at Layla’s photos. I shook my head regretfully.
She was exceedingly pretty but I let out a sorry sigh.

“Decent
qualifications.” I observed, slowly folding the A4 sheet of paper
with her photos on.

“Yes sir, thank
you.”

“Just like
everybody else.” I’d formed her photos into a paper dart. I picked
it up in my right hand and sent it floating across my office
towards the floor-to-ceiling window.

“I gather that
you have three other companies you’re also going to interview
with?”

They seemed
surprised that I knew such a thing.

“Er ... yes, we
do actually.” Danny boy managed to stammer.

In fact, I
always know everything about every candidate. That part of their
recorded conversation was actually old news to me.

I nodded.
“Well, I suggest you come back here AFTER you’ve attended those
interviews and THEN we can perhaps have a sensible conversation.
Right now I have a helicopter to catch.”

I pressed my
intercom. “Jasmine ... please escort Mr. and Mrs. Clark out.”

 


THE WEEKEND

 


Friday evening,
I flew out on my S-92 with around a dozen VIP guests. Olga came
with us to provide security and secretarial assistance. Jasmine
would be coming out later in the other helicopter with a second
group of guests. Stragglers would be flying out tomorrow.

As we boarded,
there was already the usual weekend party atmosphere; champagne,
caviar, fine wines and beers, the best canapés. Judge Mills had
already arrived, plus a couple of cabinet members and senators.
Chief Inspector O’Flaherty was there, plus the Editor of the Sun
Times, and ‘Mad Mike Malone’ with his missus, my mate Trench as
well, and Lady Pandora who’s a billionaire widow. Finally, rushing
last minute as usual, the Doc was just arriving.

A handful of
Velvet wives had come as flight attendants, serving drinks and
nibbles. All of them wore our unique airline livery; patent leather
stilettos, fishnet stockings, tight navy blue miniskirt and
tailored matching jacket, plus one of those nostalgic ‘hostess’
caps embroidered with our ‘V’ logo.

Jane was there,
looking smart in her uniform, her prominent F-cup baps nicely on
display. All the females were topless under their jackets. Jasmine
had updated me. Impressively, young Jane had already sucked or
fucked 33 men on her original list of 37. And the remaining 4 would
all be attending my shindig this weekend.

Some airport
official was holding a clipboard.

Doc was
pointing at it.

“Al ... tray
... go.” My oldest friend was enunciating his name. “It’s
pronounced Al ... tray ... go. Look ... there, second on the
list.”

Olga came over
and sorted the kerfuffle out. She too wore our airline livery in
navy blue but with a cream blouse and without the cap. As usual she
had that reassuring bulge under the right side of her jacket. Olga
has a pretty flat-chest but she was packing her firearm
instead.

I clipped
myself into my usual seat and patted the one next to mine.

“Sit here
Doc.”

Doc Altrego is
the same age as me; heck, he even looks a bit like me. We met first
day at school, both aged 11. ‘Doc’ is his given name. Imagine
parents having the balls to actually name their son ‘Doc’. Not so
funny had he become a plumber!

But Doc’s his
job title as well as his name. Growing up, I met his parents many
times. Nice people. They always wanted their son to become a doctor
and all round good guy. Well, turns out Doc did indeed make it to
Med School and he has since fulfilled his destiny.

Even though
we’ve often made different choices since we were 11 yrs old, Doc
and I have remained firm friends through it all. He was always the
good guy. I was the shit. At least that’s pretty much how it has
seemed to people.

“You met Jane
yet?” I asked him, as the pretty 22yr old sashayed over with a tray
of smoked salmon bites.

Doc smiled
politely at Ms. Smith and shook his handsome ‘George Clooney
lookalike head’.

“Ah, well ...
you need to.” I told him. “You see, you’re Number 37 on her
list!”

 


LATER

 


Friday nights
are always pretty low key. It’s really only on Saturday that the
action gets into full swing. I kissed Cords and then we did our
host + hostess thing, making sure that all our guests were settled,
comfortable and ‘accompanied’.

‘Mad’ Mike
Malone is both a friend and a competitor. He owns ‘Kinked-In’, a
social site for business people interested in ... shall we say,
mixing business with pleasure. That’s actually how I met Cordelia,
via Kinked-In.

Mike and his
wife subscribe to a similar type of employment contracts to ours.
So I’d paired them up with Carol and Bob Arnold for the weekend. I
could rely on Mike to teach two of our new volunteers a thing or
two.

Doc was
settling into his usual suite in the Guest house. Room 1. I used to
invite him to stay with us in the main house but he prefers to have
his own space. His wardrobe’s full of his own clothes, even his
toothbrush lives by the basin for when he returns.

“You sure you
don’t want Jane to pop by?” I asked him.

“Give me a bit
of time to unwind.” He laughed, making himself a nespresso with the
room’s machine.

Then Cords and
I drove our beach buggy back to the main house.

“And how’s
Dinah?”

“Mm ... she’s
excited.” My wife smirked.

“And Joan and
Vince?”

“Wait until
tomorrow.”

 


SATURDAY
MORNING

 


After
breakfast, we took Doc to visit Professor Fuchs in our underground
chamber. They don’t really know each other but they’ve met a couple
of times. I’m not sure they get on too well.

Doc appraised
Joan and Vince as they rested on their slabs. Vince was sedated.
His genitals appeared extremely red and swollen. A blood vessel
looked to have burst inside his shrivelled cock.

Joan looked
petrified. She mumbled indistinct apologies and pleas towards us as
we inspected her. A huge vibrator was lying between her widespread
legs. By the looks of her yawning maw, it had only just been
removed from her pussy.

Doc lowered the
stethoscope around his neck and held up two vials containing Joan’s
blood and urine. He shook his head at Professor Fuchs.

“I think she’s
okay. Subject to her bloods. But I really think you’ve pushed her,
and probably both of them, way too far.”

“She fucking
sued us.” I retorted indignantly.

Only Doc
Altrego can make me feel defensive. I knew deep down he was
probably right.

The Professor
shrugged, unconcerned. His cadaverous face looked almost yellow in
the dim light. As I said, he reminds me of that great horror-actor
Christopher Lee.

“Kein problem.”
He snapped. “Zey are both fine. She loves to fuck.”

Joan did look
pretty bad. Her perky tits had shrunk and her ribs were showing.
Her head was bald except for the tiny fuzz of gingery hair that had
grown back over the past week.

“Pl ...ease
...” she lisped between cracked lips. “I ... sorry ... beg you. I
... learned m ... my lesson.”

Doc took his
stethoscope off and patted me on the shoulder.

“Be merciful,
my friend.”

I looked at
Cords, who had her arms folded grumpily.

“Okay, we’ll
think about it.”

That’s the
problem in my role as CEO. The buck stops with me. I have to decide
what happens to all these fucking people.

Decisions,
decisions.

 


LUNCHTIME

 


By Saturday
lunchtime, 58 VIP guests had arrived on the island, including my
five key colleagues; Uncle Cody, Johnson, Mills, Douglas and Grey.
Douglas was accompanied by Hayley, some young wife he sponsors,
while Helen Grey had brought along Susan and Joe Kemp on dog
leashes.

There were also
83 young wives and 20 of their husbands to assist the 58 guests, so
plenty of choice, a two-to-one ratio. I spotted Mad Mike rolling
atop Carol Arnold in the surf on the water’s edge. The marks on her
butt looked worse after her supermarket trip.

Meanwhile, Bob
was applying sun lotion to the naked back of Mike’s plump wife. I
smiled as I saw her say something to him and he leaned down to kiss
her wrinkled bottom while Mike was hammering into Carol’s pussy as
the waves lapped over them. Bob’s bald head was already glowing red
in the warm sunshine.

But it was
Dinah that most of the guests were excited about. They’d all been
messaged teaser-photos and a mini-bio. There were two video-clips
attached; the first showed her performing in the court room,
addressing a judge and jury impressively. The second clip was of
Darren’s huge cock reaming her tradesman’s entrance.

And now it was
finally time for me to officially open up her front door for
business.

A cheering
audience had gathered round the swimming pool dining area in three
tiers; the front row was sitting or squatting, a second row of
people was standing up, and a back row of spectators rubber-necked
on benches and chairs. I gave a little wave to the 100 or so mostly
smiling faces all waiting expectantly.

There was a
loud jeer as Cords escorted Dinah out of the house. Our young
attorney was dressed in a white bikini and wedding veil. Her
boyish, toned figure looked pretty good in the drawstring two-piece
that barely covered her boobs and buttocks. I raised the veil for
her, like a loving bridegroom, to reveal her face to her audience.
Apart from a livid mosquito bite on her neck she had changed
little.

The front row
was squatting only a few feet from the sex sling that had already
been set up on the paved dining area. The sling gave everybody as
good a view as possible. Cameras on tripods projected the action
onto two large screens for anybody who couldn’t get a decent
vantage point.

First, Dinah
performed a sexy striptease, allowing front row VIPs to unfasten
her bikini. Lady Pandora, a billionaire widow with silver hair and
oversized sunglasses released Dinah’s breasts, while Police Chief
O’Flaherty undid the white triangle that hid her virgin pussy.
Nobody minded the insect bites and faded bruising on her body.

Then Dinah
knelt to demonstrate that her oral talents could be easily adapted
from her courtroom to the male appendage. She lowered my shorts and
took my jutting shaft between her lips, to strident heckling and
chanting from the galleries. Somebody kept calling out ‘order,
order’ imitating a judge.

I let her get
me good and hard and then directed her over to the sex sling.
Several members of the front row edged forwards to hold her wrists
and ankles while I opened her cunt-flaps wide for the roving
cameraman’s lens.

She wasn’t a
proper virgin, of course. Various toys had been inside her. But
mine was the first living, hissing, spitting, trouser snake. She
was still quite dry but sweaty enough that I could slide inside her
in one smooth motion.

“Umghmn ....
ngah ...” she groaned, as I sunk in balls deep.

“Look at me.” I
told her. “Kiss me.”

With moist
eyes, she opened her mouth and gave me some tongue.

For once I
bothered to put on a good show. The sling rocked nicely, driving
Dinah’s body onto and then away from my cock, to and fro. I
squeezed her tits, teased her nipples until they were hard, while
the front row edged closer until about 20 people could touch Dinah
and press their faces right up to hers. The men who’d gathered
round had obvious bulges in their swimming trunks.

After a full
quarter of an hour, I finally blew an inaugural load into Dinah’s
cunt, to huge applause from the stands. I lowered my face to hers
to give her a farewell kiss.

“Now, my dear.
Put on a good show. That engine of yours is going to go from nought
to sixty inside a couple of hours.”

I was
immediately replaced by an important newspaper editor, a man whose
actual name I must leave out of this account. He and I have a
mutual secrecy pact. He always manages to manoeuvre his penis into
a woman despite the fact his enormous belly gets in the way. Dinah
let out a wail when she realised that such a grotesque man was
going to be her next lover.

During a long,
hot afternoon of barbecued steaks and chilled Domaine Ott rose
wine, Dinah was our centrepiece. Once her front door became too
sloppy, her rear entrance and legally-trained mouth were phased in.
Soon enough, she was enjoying her first ‘MMM/f foursome’, with
three guests all in her different holes at once.

Turns out she
hit 60 from 0 in just under two and a half hours.

And when she
was finally a ragdoll, too stretched and soaking to be of much use
to anybody, she was still available for bukkake. I found Johnson,
Mills and Uncle Cody all gathered round her upturned face, jerking
off onto her sunburnt cheeks. By the end of the afternoon, Dinah
Legg resembled a glazed Krispy Kreme donut.

 


COCKTAIL
HOUR

 


“You know I’m
only doing this for her sake, right?”

I found Doc
Altrego sitting in a deckchair on the quiet end of West beach. He
was enjoying the gentle, late-afternoon, golden sun. Jane was
kneeling on the sand by him, slurping on his erection.

He was indeed
doing her a favour.

“You’re the
last one.” I told him. “Number 37 out of 37.”

“That’s what
she told me.”

I snapped my
fingers at a beach boy hovering nearby. He was stood a few metres
away holding a drinks tray, parasols and spare deckchairs.

He rushed over
and set up a deckchair for me.

“Hi Peter.”

“Thank you
sir.” The beach attendant said, proffering me a cold lemonade.

Peter Jones had
been flown out at dawn that morning, along with some other lucky
couples and singles. This was a treat. A day away from his normal
manual slog in the warehouse. His role was to stay close to Jane
and assist in any way he could.

“You bastard.”
Doc sighed, rolling his eyes at me. He was trailing his fingers in
Jane’s hair, clearly enjoying her soft mouth. “So this is her
boyfriend?”

“Her fiancé.” I
corrected. “Well, unless their engagement’s called off for any
reason. Like failing to complete a full list of names.”

Peter blinked
at me nervously. He was wearing a pink lycra T-shirt and crisp
white shorts. ‘Here to Help’ was emblazoned across his chest. The
bulge of his steel cage was visible at the front of his tight
shorts.

Doc groaned.
Jane seemed more focused on her task than listening to our
conversation. I could tell my friend’s orgasm wasn’t too far
away.

“You enjoying
it here, Peter? Having fun?” I asked.

“Yes sir. It’s
amazing.”

“Good lad. You
like watching Jane practise her skills don’t you?”

“Yes sir. Thank
you.”

“Not that
you’ll ever get to sample her mouth. But at least you can be a
proud husband whenever she blows your bosses, hey?”

“Yes, sir.”

Doc gasped, and
I saw his hand press down on Jane’s head. Her pendulous F-cups
visibly squished against the arms of the deckchair.

“What do you
think of your fiancé’s new tits?

He blinked.
“Amazing sir.”

We both watched
as Doc’s head lolled back. His eyes were shut. I heard a slight
gulping sound from Jane’s mouth in his lap. I knew just what that
felt like.

“Mm ... she’s
swallowing, Peter. The next stage will be training her to gargle it
first. Most guys expect a woman to properly appreciate their
cum.”

“Y ... yes,
sir. I’m sorry, sir.”

I could tell he
was nervous. He’d seen my frown of disapproval.

Fortunately for
Jane, my friend Doc Altrego opened one eye and looked at me.

“That was a
perfectly good blowjob, thank you.”

Doc raised her
head so she was facing us. She licked her lower lip and appeared
grateful but there was also concern in her eyes.

“So, Jane.” I
said. “That’s the final name on your first list done. Inside one
week. An acceptable performance.”

“Thank you
sir.” She bobbed her head and shoulders in a kind of curtsey.

“How many of
them have you fucked? What’s the likelihood you’re pregnant would
you say? I want to win my bet.”

“Seven, sir.
But I doubt I’m pregnant yet. It’s the wrong time of the month. And
most of the men wanted ... oral or anal sex, sir.”

She glanced
sideways at her fiancé.

“Excellent,
keep it that way for round two. On top of the 13 new names that
I’ve given you, I want you to revisit all of the original 37 for
another crack. And tell them how much you enjoyed the first
time.”

I should give
credit to the young lady, she looked slightly embarrassed, but she
politely dipped her head again instead.

“Yes, sir,
thank you. Of course.”

“Your fiancé is
wonderfully promiscuous, Peter.”

“Yes, sir.
Thank you.”

There was
something about this kid I couldn’t put my finger on. He had a
manner about him.

Like he didn’t
resent what was happening as much as most guys.

“And how’s your
first week of chastity been?”

His eyes
glanced downwards. “Er ... quite hard, sir.”

I laughed,
nudging Doc. “Hard? One week? That’s excellent news Peter. In that
case you’re going to find the next 11 weeks intolerable!”

 


SUNDAY

 


After our rowdy
outdoor dinner and dance on Saturday night, everybody had sore
heads and wanted a late start on Sunday.

Cords and I had
a lie-in and, after coffee, made leisurely love in bed. We usually
do it vanilla. Our kinks are mostly reserved for other people.

“Up here.” My
wife snapped her fingers at Joan.

We’d taken
Doc’s advice. While Vince had remained under the ministrations of a
rather exasperated Professor Fuchs, Joan was taken away, showered,
fed, watered and allowed to sleep for 10 solid hours curled up in a
dog basket on the floor of our bedroom.

Like a Red
Setter puppy, the fuzzy-haired redhead leapt up onto our huge bed
and instantly nuzzled between Cords’ thighs. She slurped my cum out
greedily.

“Now my
asshole.”

I watched Joan
obey instantly. She was clearly desperate to impress.

My missus
doesn’t make a habit of breaking wind in bed.

Cords and I
exchanged impressed glances. A week with Professor Fuchs had worked
wonders. Joan’s tongue didn’t even pause. She kept right on in
there without protest.

“Enough.” Cords
said, pushing Joan’s head up.

“Look at me.” I
told her. Joan’s pale eyes blinked at me hopefully.

As I’ve said,
all these employees are my responsibility. Deciding their fate’s a
serious burden.

“Okay, you
don’t have to return to the Professor for now. But you’ll need to
do absolutely everything we say or you’ll be back down in that
chamber before you can say the word ‘Fucks’. Understood?”

“Y ... yes,
sir. Thank you.”

“And I’ll let
you know about Vince when I’ve decided.”

Yet more
decisions.

 


SUNDAY
LUNCH

 


Our weekend’s
final meal was held on the beach, with tables set up under palm
trees. Velvet wives were ferrying food and drinks while their
husbands sweated at the barbecues grilling steaks and lobster.

I was sat with
Gordon Mills, Mad Mike and Doc Altrego. We each had our own bottle
of chilled Bollinger champagne and were swigging them down, whilst
having one of those loud alcoholic conversations.

“But WE DO know
what’s best!” Mike was arguing. “These kids are much happier in
roles where their elders and betters make decisions for them. It’s
been like that throughout history.”

Doc rolled his
eyes at me. He’d drunk a lot less than the rest of us.

“Maybe, Mike,
but it depends on the decisions we’re taking for them. We shouldn’t
exploit them.” He responded.

Mike slammed
his bottle down on the table. “Each generation has always exploited
the next. We retire on fat pensions which are unfunded and are
instead paid for by the next cohort’s hard work. Our houses go up
in value and we sell them at a fat profit to kids who have to
mortgage themselves up to their eyeballs. So tell me the fucking
difference between that and banging their cute little wives?”

Gordon Mills,
my personal attorney, leaned in. “I would point out that some kids
inherit nice houses and good jobs. It’s only really the riffraff
who are fucked.”

I nodded. Mills
had recently revised my own Will. I’ve left everything to Cordelia.
But we don’t have kids or family. So if Cords and I die together,
I’ve left my friend Doc the whole fucking shit-show. Although he
doesn’t know it!

“Come ‘shere
bitch!” Mike slurred at a waitress.

It was Jane.
She lurched towards us with a platter of lobsters. She was topless.
Her luscious rack jiggled as she staggered across the hot sand.

“Hey.” Doc
jumped up to help her when she almost fell over.

I couldn’t help
but notice a frisson between the two of them.

“Guys, it’s
simple.” I said, slurping more Bolly and gesturing round the beach.
“Think of all these people - our employees – as if they weren’t
real but were simply characters in some story. Instead of their
CEO, I’d be just the author. In the end, they’re only names. Like
cute Jane Smith here for example. You like me making all your
decisions for you, don’t you my darling?”

She curtsied
cutely. “Of course, sir.”

“You see!” Mad
Mike shouted at nobody in particular. “They don’t mind these
people. Sexploitation, a bit of S&M. They suck it all up.
They’re nobodies. So therefore ... nobody gets hurt.”

“Fuckin’ A.”
Mills agreed, with a high-five for me and Mike.

Meanwhile, Doc
was shaking his head at the three of us, as if to say, you’re all
as mad as each other!




CHAPTER
FIFTEEN

 


NIGHT

 


It’s hard
enough keeping track of your friends, let alone your enemies.

I was sitting
next to Helen Gray on the last flight home and I realised I’d
barely seen her all weekend. The same went for Johnson and Douglas.
I tend to focus my attention on our guests rather than my
colleagues. But it’s become kind of a tradition that, when
possible, my senior lieutenants and I take the last shuttle back to
the mainland together, after everybody else has departed.

Back in the
Wild West days of the late-1970s, there was a single-plane start-up
airline that flew out of Vegas. It sadly went bust within a couple
of years but, ‘I knew somebody who knew somebody’ and, despite
being barely out of my teens at the time, I’d ended up sampling
this airline’s offering, flying up to Reno.

The airline’s
proposition was business-class-only, female stewards with tiny
skirts and large bosoms, porn on the movie screen and, shall we
say, a relaxed attitude to current IATA safety guidelines. It was
possible to order a blowjob with your in-flight champagne and any
turbulence mostly occurred inside, not outside, the airplane.

Suffice to say,
this kid loved it. And I swore that if I ever had the money and the
opportunity, my own airline would offer similar levels of customer
service.

Helen was
holding Joe Kemp’s leash. She had him sat buckled beside her like a
young kid strapped into the backseat of a car. He was staring
sullenly out the window into the darkness and at the twinkling
lights of the mainland as we approached.

Douglas was sat
opposite us with Susan Kemp and his girlfriend Hayley on either
side of him. His fly was open and both women were taking turns
sucking his cock, kissing each other between slurps. Sure, Hayley
was a cute little number but I never fully understood why Douglas
has committed so much to her and her husband Fred.

Then again, I
couldn’t understand why I’d committed so little to Susan Kemp. Damn
it, Joe’s wife was the best recruit I’d made in ages. Yet I’d
quickly moved onto Carol and other characters who, it turned out,
just didn’t interest me enough.

I turned to my
left and looked at Helen. She was snoring gently. Her lips were
quivering with each snore. Her profile was as unattractive as her
face; crew cut hair, treble-chins, wart and all. I decided I needed
to have a little chat with Helen about Susan Kemp.

Across the
aisle, Jane Smith was sat astride Johnson, bucking his bronco
energetically. Her airline jacket was open and his bespectacled
face was wobbling in her bouncing chest. His glasses were
askew.

Doc had taken
an earlier flight home. I wondered what my doppelganger had liked
so much about Jane. Meanwhile her fiancé Peter was sat beside
Johnson animatedly watching them both. I looked at him closely. The
kid just seemed just a bit too ‘into it’.

Overall, the
atmosphere on the flight home was subdued. Everyone was kind of
partied out; too much booze, sunshine, sex and not enough sleep.
But it had been another great bash. Cords had done me proud as
usual, with her organisation and charm. Everybody loved her. I
thought about Dinah and Joan and how things had played out for the
best with those two as well.

I shut my eyes,
just as the pilot told us we had 5 minutes to landing.

Somehow I knew
it. The week coming up was going to be a momentous week.

 


MONDAY

 


The next
morning I wandered down to the Sales Department for their weekly
meeting.

Donald Douglas
splits his 10 sales teams by gender. He has about 100 salespeople
in all, about 70% of them female and 30% of them male. Team ‘M2’,
which comprises 9 husbands and one single guy, had broken our
divisional sales record last week.

It was highly
profitable for us.

“Ah, welcome.
Thanks for joining us.” Douglas said when I walked into the large
room we call the Ballroom.

“Gentlemen,
ladies ... your CEO!”

A hundred young
women and men, who were standing in a single long line the length
of the Ballroom, applauded and cheered my arrival. I’d recruited
almost all of them. They mostly wore their cheap office suits;
short skirts for the ladies and long trousers for the men. I waited
60 full seconds and then signalled with my hand for them to stop
cheering.

“Thanks to many
of you - and to Team M2 in particular - we made a hundred million
of profit last week.”

There was
stunned silence. Nobody could comprehend such a huge number
compared with their own 20k per annum wages and meagre
lifestyles.

“So we’ll be
distributing big bonuses to the likes of Mr. Douglas and Mr. Patel
over there.”

Everybody
clapped politely while Douglas and Patel merely smiled. Neither man
had done much except sit in his office bullying staff. The real
work had all been done by the salespeople. I recognise that.

“However, it’s
important to share success with our junior staff too.”

I saw a hundred
animated faces staring at me expectantly.

“But it’s also
vital to penalize those not pulling their weight. So, ‘M3’, which
came last out of the three male teams, will each receive a pay cut
of 10%, plus 6 additional weeks of chastity. And hopefully that’ll
be an incentive for you all to work harder in future, M3?”

The entire line
of salespeople applauded, even the reprimanded men in Team M3.

“And Team M1,”
I continued, “which came second, will take a mere 5% pay cut and
receive 6 strokes of the cane. Again, I assure you this is meant
constructively, to provide your team with that little bit of extra
motivation.”

Everybody
clapped my inspirational words.

“Finally, the
members of M2 may step forward.”

Ten young men
took a couple of paces towards me. I recognised a few faces but
could only recall one of their names. He was the guy named Fred
whose wife Hayley had joined Douglas for the weekend. I knew none
of the other names. Most of the men were pretty nice looking
though.

“All of you may
undress.”

Within a
minute, all ten had shucked off their clothes. Naked, they stood to
attention, a miscellany of bodies, heights and shades. The only two
things they all had in common were hairless groins and small steel
cages dangling uselessly between their legs.

“Gentlemen,
turn around and face your colleagues.”

The ten nude
men rotated 180 degrees to face the long line of co-workers.

I pressed a
remote control in my jeans pocket. Immediately their ten EX-3
devices were released and they clattered to the floor.

“That’s right
everybody, it’s very important to share our success with those of
you who actually contribute to our bottom line.”

The ninety
losers looking at me wore very envious expressions, even some of
the women. They knew what was coming.

At least they
thought they did.

“So gentlemen
of Team M2, it’s bonus time. You can enjoy 3 entire minutes of
masturbation. And the first 5 of you to cum may squirt your juice
without any inhibitions at all.”

An excited
murmur ran down the line.

“However,” I
continued, “after 3 minutes, all masturbation must cease
immediately. And only the first 5 of you may cum. After the fifth
orgasm, we’ll call it a day, regardless of the clock. So get those
hands and dicks at the ready.”

There was a
pause while everybody absorbed my instructions.

“Now, one more
thing before you start. Will this team’s wives step forward
please.”

Nine ladies
from the long line advanced a couple of paces. They came from
various female teams ranging from F1 to F7. Again, I recognised a
several pretty faces but only knew two of them by name.

“Arrange
yourselves in front of anybody except your husband.”

It looked a
little like musical chairs as the ladies jostled for position,
avoiding their own husbands yet trying to choose a male co-worker
they liked. The solitary bachelor in the M2 team looked a bit
sheepish not to have a wife of his own.

“Kneel. Mouths
wide open.”

It adds a nice
bit of competition to have the guys all trying to jack off between
the lips of a teammate’s missus.

I glanced
across at Douglas and Patel who were chuckling.

“Hands at the
ready and pump those dicks as hard and fast as you can!”

Ramesh Patel
blew sharply on his whistle.

After a
moment’s delay, the ten young men began fisting their dicks like
there was no tomorrow. Manic expressions appeared on every face. I
knew that the vast majority of them had already been chaste for
weeks.

After 97
seconds, the first member of M2 sprayed his 4-week-old load into a
waiting mouth. Ropes and ropes of thick white cum uncoiled over
some blonde’s upturned face, from her hairline to her chin.

“That’s
actually his best mate’s missus.” Douglas murmured to me, trying
not to laugh.

By now, the
remaining 9 men of Team M2 were pumping their cocks like crazy,
frenziedly glancing left and right at their colleagues, and staring
at the open female gullet in front of them.

Eleven seconds
later, Fred came in as runner-up. He hosed the larynx of the wife
of the guy who’d come first. Fred’s aim was much more accurate,
firing thick spurt after thick spurt of liquid frustration from his
cockhead. This little Asian wife gulped it all down, well trained
as she was, having serviced more than a few members of management
in her time.

It was a free
for all.

But as the
third and fourth team members collapsed in relief, the remaining 6
men became even more possessed. Now only one ‘orgasm pass’
remained. Six guys were jerking their shafts, chasing that final
release, as the clock counted down relentlessly towards the 3
minute-mark.

With 179
seconds gone and only 1 second left, the 5th team member began
spurting.

“Stop!! Let go
of your cocks!” Patel bellowed, blowing his whistle.

“Do it NOW!”
Douglas and I shouted, both of us of marching down the line
threateningly.

I smiled as the
squirting 5th-placed youngster immediately snatched his hand away
from his jerking shaft, ruining his own orgasm.

“Good lad.”

His meagre
delivery dribbled over the upturned face of somebody else’s pretty
wife. Neither of them looked pleased.

I meandered
down the line, patting the heads of the four men who’d enjoyed a
proper orgasm, saying “shucks” mock-sadly to those who hadn’t.

I noticed one
employee stared at me with a very sullen expression. He was
hovering over little Hayley, with his dick bobbing in midair. He’d
obviously been very close to shooting his load. I grinned. You just
blew your chance, kiddo.

I chuckled at
the various wives who were blinking from under their cum-glazed
faces. Yes, it was quite a motivational scene.

“Ladies and
Gentlemen, I have to dash now.” I announced, giving them a
presidential wave. “But I’d like to thank you all again for last
week’s mega profits and I promise you that, if your division
manages the same again this week, you’ll share again in our
financial success, maybe even more than you did today.”

 


JUST TWO
SECONDS LATER

 


H stared down
at his bobbing erection. He’d been just two measly fucking seconds
from shooting his load! It was 37 days since he’d last had any kind
of orgasm. He was so out of practise that his body had seemed to
take time to realise he was actually jerking off.

How the fuck
had he not come in the top five?

And now he was
no doubt going to have his cock locked back up again for fuck knew
how long. Weeks more in his shared fucking dorm with other
frustrated young men; all irritable, all smelly, all farting and
snoring, all of them wearing these fucking steel cages.

He glanced down
in embarrassment at the pretty girl with blonde bangs kneeling in
front of him. He knew who she was; Hayley, Fred’s wife, smirking up
at him, as if to say, ‘you blew your chance, loser’ in that
annoying bimbo voice of hers. Her mouth was now firmly closed, her
white teeth hidden, her blue eyes silently calling him a
nonentity.

He’d never ever
cum in a woman’s mouth before.

And now he
never would.

Mr. Patel was
walking towards him brandishing a crop.

‘H’ twisted his
rigid cock downwards to start softening it, while imagining that it
was a 9-inch long breadknife!

 


MONDAY
AFTERNOON

 


“Ah ... Layla,
and Danny boy, great to see you again so soon. Welcome back.”

They both
seemed thoroughly dejected. Less cocky than they’d been on
Friday.

“How did your
three other interviews go?”

Daniel looked
distraught. “They were all cancelled on Fr ... Friday evening, sir.
We heard as soon as we got back to the hostel. That’s why we’ve
come straight back to see you today. As s ... soon as
possible.”

“We never even
got to have even a single interview.” Layla added indignantly,
close to tears. She was a gorgeous little thing; with a mane of
black curls, liquid chocolate eyes, slender features.

Secretly, I
could totally understand why Daniel Clark didn’t want to let any
bastards fuck her. But those three interviews had all been bogus
from the start.

“Oh dear.” I
commiserated. “Well the Velvet Corporation would never have treated
any serious candidates like that, I can assure you.”

I twiddled my
thumbs. There was an awkward silence. I looked down at my papers,
implying they could just turn around and leave.

“Er ...” Daniel
coughed.

“What can I do
for you?”

“You suggested
we come back, sir ... for a sensible conversation.”

“Did I? I think
that’s most unlikely.”

I frowned at
them, sighed and pressed a key on my computer. Daniel’s recorded
voice resounded loudly through my office.

“I’m not
fucking letting any of these bastards fuck you!”

Their mouths
fell open, both of them blushed, staring wide-eyed at me in
astonishment.

“It’s going to
be hard for us to have a sensible conversation when you have an
attitude like that, young man!”

Daniel’s file
stated he was 28 and 5’11”. He had wavy brown hair and intelligent
eyes. A certain type of woman, or guy for that matter, would have
considered him a very attractive man.

“I’m ... sorry,
sir.” He backtracked. “Th ... that was said in private.”

“Private or
public, the result’s the same. I think a lifetime of unemployment
beckons for you, young man.”

Layla squealed.
She fell onto her knees in front of my desk.

“But sir, th
... this job is really the only one we always wanted.” She
wept.

She’d said as
much in the accessible toilet. Now she’d have to prove it. But
first I wanted Daniel Clark to squirm a little longer.

“What do you
propose?”

He looked back
at me with panicked eyes. Defeated eyes.

“Sir, I ...
didn’t mean what I said. You ... c ... can ... f ... fuck her.”

I shook my
head, grimly. “Oh, can I indeed? Not good enough, Danny.”

“Please sir ...
please ... I want you to ... f ... fuck her. Really I do.”

“Better. But
still not good enough. Down on your knees, beside your wife.”

“Please sir ...
spare us ... we HAVE to find a job, any job ... you can dictate
whatever terms you want, sir. And we’ll accept them.”

I nodded,
slowly, sadistically. “Here are my terms.”

 


NEXT DAY

 


Daniel Clark
had been fitted with an EX-3 device even before he left the
building. I hadn’t wanted him to have one single lovemaking session
more with Layla. Instead they spent their last night of
unemployment staring at the ceiling, unable to sleep, wondering how
they’d fucked up so badly.

This morning in
my office, Dan was bent over in a humbler. His ankles were secured
together into a wooden board that had notches. His shiny new
chastity tube and dangly scrotum were also locked in place between
his legs, leaving his naked, bent-over ass fully on display.

“What do you
reckon?”

Mills smirked
at me. I know some people call him ‘Gay Gordon’ behind his back but
it’s not a nickname anyone ever uses to his face. Even me. Mills
patted Dan’s bare flank and nodded approvingly, like he was judging
a racehorse before breeding time.

“He’ll do.”

I’ve noticed in
my life that there’s nothing a gay man likes more than a virgin. A
straight guy who’s never got properly in touch with his homosexual
side. That buzz of being the first to open up a tender asshole for
business, or to provide that inaugural mouthful of cum, is often a
gay Dom’s favourite thrill.

I leaned down
and spoke into Daniel’s ear.

“This is Mr.
Mills. Company Secretary and Head of this Corporation’s Legal
Department. He’s kindly agreed to take you on for a year as an
unpaid trainee in his department. What do you say, Danny boy?”

“Th ... thank
you Mister Mills, sir,” the 28yr old intern muttered at the
floor.

“You will earn
a big fat zero. However, the company will pay Layla just about
sufficient for you both to subsist on. Understood?”

“Y ... yes,
sir.”

“I’ve taken a
shine to your wife. I will use her personally for a while, probably
a few weeks, and she’ll receive my tattoo on her forearm. After I’m
bored, I will hand her along to various male colleagues, perhaps
even women, and she’ll be company property for the entire year that
you’re an intern. After that ... we’ll see.”

“Th ... thank
you, sir.”

“Meanwhile, you
will provide overtime assistance to Mr. Mills by assuming this bent
over position whenever he wishes to use either of your orifices.
What do you say, Danny boy?”

“Yes, thank you
... that’s fine Mister Mills ... of course, sir.”

At that exact
moment, Jasmine walked Mrs Layla Clark into my office. Layla was
crawling on all fours. She had a studded leather collar round her
slim neck and my secretary was pulling her along on a leash.
Jasmine handed me the loop with an amused curtsey.

Dan’s wife had
turned out even better naked than I’d imagined: a ridiculously slim
waist (22 inches according to her file) was set off by a fine pair
of toned buttocks and decent tits, with her mane of black curls
spilling off her shoulders and upper back.

“Kiss him.” I
told her.

She obediently
shuffled round so she was facing her humbled, prostrate husband and
looked right at him, tears in her eyes.

Slowly,
tenderly, the couple kissed.

I couldn’t
resist it. I shucked off my jeans and handed them to Jasmine to
hold. I gave Mills a wink then got down on my knees, grabbing
Layla’s hips. I could now look directly into Dan’s eyes.

The pain and
humiliation and anger he felt as I stabbed my erection between
Layla’s labia were truly wonderful to see. Her breath gusted into
his face each single time she grunted. I’m sure he could feel her
every moan and sob on his puckered lips.

I saw Mills
getting ready over Daniel’s shoulder. Mills had unbuttoned his
office shirt and removed his pinstriped trousers. His 5’ 5” body,
wobbly gut and swaying penis thankfully disappeared behind Dan.
Mills really isn’t a pretty sight.

Ever vigilant,
Jasmine was on hand with a plastic bottle of lube.

Oh boy. Dan’s
expression really was a startling sight as he felt Mills douching
his butthole with lubricant. The kid winced when he tried to move
and as a result nearly ripped off his scrotum in the humbler.

I nodded at
Jasmine. She pressed ‘play’. A recording came through my office
speakers.

Dan: “I’m not
fucking letting any of these bastards fuck you!”

Layla: “Hush,
darling. Not so loud.”

Dan: “Sorry.
But seriously, we have three other companies after this one.”

Layla: “I know.
But surely this is the job we really want.”

Dan: “Well, I
promise you I’ll protect you whatever they try.”

I winked down
at the kid and grinned. It would take him a while to absorb what
had happened. He faced those well known stages of grief. Right now,
he was simply numb. Anger will follow in time, as he realises the
full force of his defeat, his abject failure to protect his wife
and even himself. This will be followed by despair. And then,
mercifully ... at last ... acceptance.

By that stage,
Daniel will have become Denial.

I let him see
my own face, my pre-orgasm expression, mouth open and eyes
squinting, almost in slow motion, as my balls loaded my cannon, and
my orgasm blasted inside Layla’s luscious pussy.

It was perfect.
The French call it ‘la petite mort’. That face a woman makes when
she cums. The little death. You know that I never usually care if a
female conquest of mine has an orgasm or not. But in this case,
when I realised my relentless humping against her clit was actually
prompting Layla to climax too, and her suppressed whimpers were
right in her Danny boy’s face, yep, I have to admit I felt a moment
of supreme triumph.

I’m not fucking
letting any of these bastards fuck you, indeed!

 


18.00 HRS

 


Johnson called
Troy into his office.

“Ah, Troy, take
a seat.”

Thanking him,
the young man sat down opposite.

“Troy, it’s
come to my attention that your wife Alice was ... molested while at
work last week. Did you know that?”

“Er ... yes
sir. She told me.”

Johnson didn’t
like having to apologise to a junior employee. But rules were
rules, even at the Velvet Corporation. And what had happened was an
insult to Johnson’s authority.

“Mm ... well,
it’s unfortunate. I’ve rather taken a shine to Alice myself. Your
missus gives pretty decent head.”

He looked at
his subordinate, hoping that a nice compliment about the young
man’s wife would start to mollify him. But it didn’t seem to.
Johnson wasn’t too good at judging this kind of thing. After all,
his job was HR. He didn’t deal in actual human feelings.

“Now, when did
you last have the chance to fuck little Alice yourself?”

“Three months
ago, sir. When you promoted me.”

“And your last
release?”

“Only 9 days
ago, thank you sir. With Alice’s hand.”

Johnson nodded,
pleased. After all, nine days wasn’t long. It would make the offer
he was about to make sound even more generous. He smiled
benevolently at Troy.

“Well, firstly
let me apologise on behalf of the company for what those associates
did. They’ve been told not to do it again.”

And that was
all that could happen. Johnson knew that nobody seriously thought
an Associate Director should actually be disciplined, merely for
gangbanging a bar employee. Still, nobody likes being told off.

“Thank you,
sir.”

“And secondly
I’m going to give you an entire weekend out of your EX-3, so you
and your wife can ... get over this unfortunate affair.”

Johnson winked
indulgently at his subordinate, at last seeing some gratitude in
the young man’s expression. He really didn’t want this unpleasant
event to affect Troy’s excellent performance in his role.

“Oh, thank you
sir. That’s incredible. Amazing. A whole weekend.”

“Yes, and no
limits on the number of times you can make love. No anal of course,
and not too much oral, but you can fuck that hussy’s juicy little
pussy to your heart’s content.”

Johnson smiled
with relief. He’d solved the problem. Troy couldn’t seem to thank
him enough. In fact, it all became slightly embarrassing.

Then he saw
Troy’s expression suddenly change. He’d switched from smiling to
pensive in an instant.

“Er ... Sir,
there’s one thing. You know I’ve been doing a deep dive into the
pile of applicants booked in for interviews this week?”

Johnson cocked
an eyebrow, suddenly intrigued. “Yes?”

“Well, there’s
this couple sir, Magnus and Greta Larsen. I think that you should
take another look at them.”

 


END OF ACT
THREE




 


 


ACT FOUR:
CLIMAX


CHAPTER
SIXTEEN

 


06.30 HRS

 


Olga always
arrived at work before 6.30 a.m. each weekday morning. She took
over responsibility from the security shift that guarded the
20-storey building overnight.

From 06.30 hrs
until 21.00 hrs daily, she was the person ultimately in charge of
who entered and left the premises, and especially the 20th
floor.

It had been a
long journey from a destitute village in the faraway land where she
was born, all the way up to the top floor of one of the most
successful companies of the post-Viral era.

A long journey
she’d achieved in less than a decade, from her 15th birthday when
she fled her birthplace to aged 25 today.

Furthermore,
Olga hadn’t done it on her back. Unlike the despicable Jasmine with
her pouty lips and flouncing gait, Olga had impressed her bosses
merely with efficiency and determination. Even the CEO hadn’t
required her to get down on her knees. He valued her for her other,
much more vital, skills.

It wasn’t that
Olga was unattractive. She was pleasant enough looking; dark
intelligent eyes, a roundish face typical of her people, her brown
hair severely cut into a short bob. Her combat training and gym
workouts ensured she stayed sinewy-slim yet also muscular. She
suppressed her small bosom in a tight sports bra worn under her
clothes.

As she did
every day, Olga took the elevator up to the 20th floor, inhaling
the familiar surge of satisfaction and anticipation she felt every
morning. Before the lift doors opened, she drew her Makarov
semi-automatic pistol from the holster under her jacket and
prepared to sweep the reception area.

Five minutes
later, Olga was sipping black coffee and opening her mail. It was
only at this quiet time, ready but relaxed, that she briefly
allowed her thoughts to return to her memories; of her land, her
village, her family, the nostalgic scent of the bitter coffee her
father drank. And of her younger sister, the only person she truly
loved and missed. Olga had changed her identity, her name, when
leaving to forge a better life for herself. While her sister had
remained behind.

Every day, she
flicked through her mail, savouring this hour or so of peace and
calm, before everybody else arrived.

 


MIDDAY

 


Cordelia sat on
the buggy staring out at the blue ocean. She’d come to a halt on
the high point of the island, at 300 ft above sea level.

Her two
‘ponies’ were panting for breath after the steady climb. Both Joan
and Dinah were naked. Their glistening bodies were covered in sweat
and bites, skin chafed by the leather straps of the harness.

The ginger fuzz
on Joan’s head was no protection against the strong sun and the
back of her neck was slightly peeling. Fresh crimson marks from
Cordelia’s whip decorated her flanks and buttocks. It had taken a
fair amount of ‘encouragement’ to get the weakened 26 yr old up the
slope.

Cordelia smiled
as she watched Joan’s rear expel a cowpat onto the dusty path.
Their diet of bran and raisins kept both ponies energetic and
regular. Poor Joan had no way of cleaning or wiping herself.

Dinah’s
once-expensively-coiffed hair was, like Joan’s, a thing of the
past. The lawyer had been shaved and was totally bald as well,
sunlight shimmering off her hairless head. Similar single-tail
marks streaked her sides, mingling with the blisters and bites. But
Joan was relatively lucky. Dinah had a long furry tail sticking out
of her backside. It was held in place by a lengthy anal-plug.

Cordelia knew
that most people disliked her. They saw her as an opportunist. A
sugar-chasing fly buzzing around a jar of honey. But it wasn’t her
fault that an older man had found her via Kinked-In and made his
move. Everyone has a couple of sliding doors moments in their life.
That was her moment. Destiny is all.

“Gidyap!”
Cordelia shouted, cracking her whip above their heads.

Both bodies
sagged momentarily and then strained, tightening the harness
straps, slowly restarting the sprung-buggy along the track. Another
loud snap of the whip helped them find the energy to
accelerate.

Cordelia smiled
under her sunshade, enjoying the warm breeze and view of the
turquoise water below, as the buggy slowly descended towards the
house. She was wearing a one-piece swimsuit, her own deeply tanned
flesh well protected by sun cream, mosquito spray and the buggy’s
awning.

When they got
back, she unclipped the exhausted ponies and hosed them down with
jets of icy water. She heard a gentle rumble in the distance,
gradually turning into a loud whirring overhead.

The S-92 had
arrived.

Nancy, Ellie,
Gemma, Darren returning and, this time, with Darren’s two friends
as well!

 


LUNCHTIME

 


Joe knelt
between Ms. Grey’s thighs and licked her cavernous maw.

She smelt
rancid and tasted sour. Pubic hairs caught in his teeth. Her bush
was thick and bedraggled.

How long had it
been? How many weeks? Not many. He remembered that ‘sliding doors
moment’ when he mumbled the fateful words he could never take back:
“Is there another way we can convince you to give us an
opportunity? I would be more than happy if you would have sex with
Susan.”

What seemed a
lifetime ago, Joe’s dream had been to become an actor. He’d done
stuff at school; Arthur Miller and Shakespeare. He’d graduated in
Liberal Arts and had been hoping to start at Drama School just as
the Virus flew like a bat out of hell around the world.

Since then his
life had been one downward spiral to this exact moment. Acceptance
of his fate. Pretending he was just some actor performing
cunnilingus in a porno.

He felt Ms.
Grey’s hand on his head and glanced up at her.

She was smiling
down at him. Well, ‘smile’, would be a loose term for her curled
lips and flared nostrils. There was no actual smile in her eyes.
She was smoking a cigarette, its grey ash drooping from the tip,
exhaling her smoke over Susan.

Joe’s wife was
standing next to them, holding a heavy glass ashtray. Occasionally
Ms. Grey would nod and Susan presented it for the ash to be flicked
into, as effortlessly as possible. She was dressed in a towelling
diaper, crisscrossed around her waist like a loincloth. Heavy steel
hoops dangled from rings pierced through her nipples.

Ms. Grey was
very jealous. She hated Susan, treated her much worse than she
treated him. Joe knew that unless he did his utmost to please the
old bitch, Susan would suffer even more. So that’s why he performed
whatever sordid act Ms. Grey wanted.

To spare his
wife.

“Fetch a
condom.” He heard her say.

He groaned
inwardly. His particular condoms weren’t even for sale. They were a
trial model and Joe was one of the guinea pigs. Coded Triple-XTCs,
they weren’t even made of latex. They were much more
environmentally friendly because they simply recycled old tyre
rubber instead. Using Goodyear’s ancient 1840s technology they
produced a thick black sheath that gave the male an almost joyless
experience.

But the
advantage for any female was that the man obtained just enough
pleasure that he would try desperately to orgasm and could stay
hard for ages. Susan slowly rolled the black condom onto his shaft
but she avoided his eyes.

“Assume the
position.” Ms. Grey snapped, stubbing out her cigarette. She lay
back on her sofa bed and spread her dimpled thighs.

Joe was 6ft
3ins whereas their employer was short and dumpy. He adjusted his
elbows and position until his face was inches from hers. He kept
his muscled core rigid a few inches above her body.

“You may kiss
me.”

Joe did his
best to ignore the wart on her nose. There was a coiled black hair
sticking out of it. Her chins wobbled when she chuckled at Susan
standing alongside them both. Her mouth smelt like an ashtray as he
lowered his lips to hers and slid his tongue between them.

“Mmm ...” she
moaned, arching her thick neck.

They kissed a
while and then he felt hands on his strong buttocks, pulling him
in.

“You may kiss
my feet.” Joe heard Ms. Grey mutter to Susan.

He built a
steady rhythm. It would be wrong to say he didn’t feel something.
After weeks without an orgasm, anything vaguely flexible and
welcoming felt better than cold, hard steel. The condom allowed
enough sensation to make him want more. But it was like walking
down a long dark tunnel with no end in sight.

After five
minutes or so, Ms. Grey reached her first orgasm. Her whale-like
body rocked and rolled under him and she exhaled a mouthful of
ashtray, uttering a mix between a hacking cough and an excited
shriek. Joe heard Susan falling backwards, probably kicked in the
face.

“Oooh, my
darling, keep going. Don’t disappoint me.”

He knew she’d
want at least two orgasms, perhaps three. He wondered if any other
women pushing 60 could be so sexually gluttonous.

Fifteen minutes
later, he brought her to her third thumping climax. She barely
cried out this time but her body shuddered under him.

“Mmm ... off me
now, darling. I’m done.” She sighed.

Joe carefully
extracted his rubber-covered erection from her. He suspected that
with a couple more minutes hard thrusting he might have cum. He sat
back on his haunches and his shoulder brushed against Susan’s.

“Now now, you
two, no touching.” Ms. Grey snarled, squinting at them through
glazed eyes. Then her eyes settled on his erection.

“I trust that
you didn’t lose control, darling?”

“No,
Ma’am.”

“Good. Remove
the condom and let me look at my pride and joy.”

He slowly
peeled the black rubber off, revealing his engorged shaft and
purple crown.

“Mmm ... what
do you think, bitch?”

“It’s lo ...
lovely, Ma’am.” Susan replied.

“And you’ll
NEVER feel it inside you again!”

“No, Ma’am.
Thank you. I don’t deserve it. It’s yours.”

Susan’s
meekness seemed to appease the older woman.

“And now you
will never SEE each other again.” Ms. Grey continued.

Joe’s eyes
widened. What? He heard Susan’s sharp intake of breath.

“The big boss
has asked for Susan to rejoin the Corporation’s Sales Department.
Apparently the female teams need shaking up. I said of course she
could go back to work.”

Joe glanced at
his wife in shock.

“But you, my
dear, will stay right where you are.”

 


AFTER LUNCH

 


Cordelia and
her six friends lay on sun loungers by the pool.

The drinks were
still flowing; chilled champagne, cold beers, a jug of iced Pimms.
Darren’s two friends, Leroy and Moby, had brought their guitars and
they were rapping to entertain everybody. Dirty plates of
prosciutto, cheese rinds and uneaten salad littered the nearby
table.

Meanwhile, Joan
was holding a glass punchbowl. As soon as anybody clicked their
fingers, Joan would run and present the bowl for the guest to use.
She knelt down and held it against her skinny chest.

Nancy, the
Asian socialite, was sunbathing naked. She’d already downed a lot
of champagne. She summoned Joan over with a curt finger-click.

Joan knelt down
and held the glass punchbowl for Nancy to use. The bowl had a
narrow base but flared outwards to offer a nice, wide rim.

Nancy bent her
knees and spread her thighs, taking aim. Her jet splashed into the
frothy golden contents of the bowl.

Meanwhile, the
three boys had become fascinated by Dinah.

“Who says, a
Lez, can’t give no plez ...

Da trick’s the
licks and plento’ dicks.”

Darren beckoned
Dinah to sit astride him. Of course, she was already familiar with
his gnarled 8-incher. She fumbled it into her sweaty folds, gasping
as she sunk down onto his length.

Leroy was a
very dark-skinned guy with dreadlocks. His dad was a tech
entrepreneur whose son had bypassed the need to get a normal job.
He was in a band instead. He gently eased Dinah forwards so her
boobs pressed against Darren’s chest.

While Moby
continued to strum his guitar, Leroy rhymed his lyric.

“Badass, at
last I got yo’ ass.”

Leroy wasn’t as
large as Darren but he was still a big ask back there. Dinah
whimpered as she was double-teamed from above and below.

Not to be left
out, finally the paler, mixed race Moby decide to join the trio. He
tugged Dinah’s ear and levelled her bald head with his
erection.

“Da trick’s to
lick nice Moby’s dick.”

Cordelia,
Nancy, Gemma and Ellie gathered round to watch the poolside show.
Dinah bounced up and down and her head bobbed like a two-cent whore
rather than the Summa Cum Laude law school graduate she was.

And the
afternoon had still barely begun.

 


16.30 HRS

 


Mills was sat
the other side of my desk. We were having a meeting.

“Have you
thought about a trust fund?” he asked.

The two Clarks
were ‘taking dictation’ during our meeting. Layla was on her knees
under my desk. Her husband Danny boy was continuing his internship
down between Mills chubby thighs.

Layla remained
exclusively mine for the moment. She now sported my ‘V’ tattoo
inked onto her forearm. But, starting in a few weeks, Jasmine had
designed one of the most prodigious schedules any Velvet wife has
ever embarked upon.

A thousand guys
in 3 months.

Clients,
suppliers, directors, senior staff, analysts and advisors,
politicians and police chiefs, plus a whole directory of random
bastards will ALL get the chance to bang young Mrs Clark. At an
average of 11 punters a day, she’ll be kept pretty busy throughout
our corporation’s next Financial Quarter.

You see Danny
boy had tried to renege on our deal. He’d screamed at Johnson that
even unemployment would be better than this. Unfortunately he
hadn’t properly read the contract they’d both signed. They didn’t
have the cash to buy themselves out of it. And so Daniel and Layla
Clark will remain on our payroll for 25 years.

“I don’t need a
trust fund. Let’s keep it simple.” I replied to Mills.

My attorney
cuffed Dan round the head impatiently.

“Kiss my
balls.” He hissed.

I smiled and
tugged Layla’s tresses. “My ass.”

I sat back in
my chair and slid my hips forward. Her tongue tentatively probed my
hairy crevice. I caught her chocolate-coloured eyes glancing up at
me. I detected queasiness within them.

“And don’t you
dare look at me like that!” I growled.

Her tongue went
to work. I smiled across at Mills.

“So, Cords gets
the lot. Otherwise it’s Doc. That’s it. Nice and simple. Nobody
else gets anything.”

I could see
Mills had been hoping that he, Johnson and Douglas might be in line
for something too. Greedy bastards!

We batted
around various personal and business legal topics for another
quarter of an hour. While our assistants worked diligently.

Mills
eventually grunted and came.

“Don’t swallow.
Hold it on your tongue.” He barked.

“Get up, come
round here and show me.” I added.

As Danny boy
walked round my desk, his lips slightly open, he got an eyeful of
his wife’s head yo-yoing in my lap. He bent and opened his
mouth.

I could see a
couple of smears of white cum on his tongue.

“Oh, Danny
boy.” I winked. “I seem to remember you saying you’d protect your
wife’s mouth. Yet you can’t even protect your own?”

“Eeyug ...
eughy ... hyugh.” He tried to reply.

I pushed
Layla’s tresses back to he could see his love’s face as she blew
me.

I let him watch
her, his own lips still partly-open, as my orgasm built. I winked
up at him as my cock filled Layla’s mouth with cum.

“Up darling.
And give your darling husband a deep kiss.”

She clambered
out from under my desk and stood facing Daniel.

“Side on, so I
can see.” I said. “Give him the entire snowball.”

Layla added my
copious mouthful to Mills’ offering.

“Now let’s hear
you gargle it all Danny boy.”

He put his head
back and made a burbling sound. I waited a full 60 seconds.

“Enough. Chug
it back.”

I watched as
poor Mr. Daniel Clark swallowed his pride.

 


THE FOLLOWING
MORNING, 06.30 HRS

 


‘H’ wakes up
before dawn. He lies in bed a while, listening to his dorm mates
sleeping, snoring, farting. He pays an extortionate weekly rate to
share this shitty residence with 9 other single guys who work for
the Corporation. How he hates every single one of them. And the
fucking company.

And - above all
others – hates the company’s founder and CEO.

H tiptoes out
of bed and washes himself under the measly cold jet that passes for
a shower. Then he boils a kettle and makes himself a final cup of
tea and piece of toast. By now it’s 6.45 a.m.

Quietly, he
dresses in the brown uniform that he’s saved up for and purchased
online, complete with overalls, shades and a peaked cap. He adjusts
himself in the mirror and decides that he looks the part.

Finally, he
removes the package from the back of his bedside drawer. It is
wrapped in recyclable brown paper and is just over 9 inches long.
He’s already prepared the fake delivery note himself.

Then he sets
off for work as usual.

But today he’s
early and is dressed very differently.

 


06.45 HRS

 


Olga arrived at
work at six forty five as usual, wearing a black trouser suit and a
cream shirt. Her Makarov is in its holster under her jacket.
Fifteen minutes later, she’s drinking strong black coffee and
looking at today’s schedule.

From the
reception desk, she can see the display above the elevator doors.
There are numbers ‘G’ up to ‘20’. But seven of the lift shafts stop
at the 19th Floor. Only the eighth rises all the way to the 20th.
The illuminated red light shows her the lift is currently
stationary on the ground floor.

She feels a
sudden motion in her bowel and shakes her head. Shit. Дерьмо. This
damned coffee. She hates disrupting her daily routine. But it’s
only ten to seven. She has plenty of time to leave her desk to
visit the ladies room.

 


06.52 HRS

 


H pulls the
peak of his cap low over his face.

He’s noticed
that ground floor security seems more laid-back at this time of
day. The overnight shift is handing over to the morning crew. He
waves the package and delivery note at the pair of sleepy dudes
chatting at the main desk, praying they won’t recognise him. For
once H is pleased that he’s always been a nonentity in the
company.

“Package for
the 20th floor.”

The black guy
nods and waves him towards the furthest elevator.

Breathing as
calmly as he can, he waits for the ‘ting’ as the doors close. Then
he presses ‘20’.

It seems to
take an age but eventually he hears another ‘ting’. The doors open
automatically. He braces himself to begin his performance.

Nobody.

The top floor
reception area is fuckin’ empty!

 


06.55 HRS

 


I’d taken a
long shower.

As usual on
weeknights, I’m staying in my top floor suite. It’s only when Cords
is in town that we use our house in midtown. Layla Clark has stayed
overnight to keep me company. My body clock alarm woke me at six
fifteen as usual. We had a leisurely morning fuck and showered
together. I’m now feeling chipper to face the day.

While I dress,
she’s whipped us both up coffee, juice and some scrambled eggs.
It’s now a few minutes before seven.

I drain my
coffee and look at the day’s schedule.

 


06.55 HRS

 


Olga flushes
the toilet and unbolts the cubicle.

Hand inside her
jacket and fingering her gun, her eyes quickly scan the restroom
even though she knows she’s alone.

Force of
habit.

She soaps and
washes her hands for 20 seconds and dries them under the hot air
blower.

She catches
sight of herself in the restroom mirror and stops to adjust her
hair and smooth down her cream shirt. She wonders what that slut
Jasmine will be wearing today; something provocative with a
plunging neckline no doubt.

Slightly
distracted, she walks out of the Ladies and hears a noise behind
her.

 


06.56 HRS

 


H watches the
bitch collapse onto the floor.

He lays the
vase down on the table, ignoring the smear of blood.

He is on a
mission now. His mission. He walks back to the reception desk and
rips open his brown package. The long knife feels wonderful in his
hand. He runs his thumb lightly along the serrated edge.

Then he walks
forward calmly and reaches for handle of the CEO’s office door. It
isn’t even locked. The arrogant fuckwit.

Nobody will
mock him after this. Oh no.

His shameful
name will be up there in lights.

 


06.56 HRS

 


My schedule for
today looks like the usual mix of meetings, interviews and calls. I
have a vid-link planned with Cords for 10.30 and time pencilled in
with Susan Kemp over lunch. Best of all is the arrival of our new
patented Fucking Machine. It’s going to be a lot of fun testing
that.

I hear a noise.
That’ll be Olga following her usual morning routine. Most people
tend to display their wealth. They choose those heavyset guys with
tattoos as their minders so everybody knows exactly what they
are.

But I much
prefer an understated female bodyguard.

I walk through
the internal hall and reach for the handle of my office door to
open it.

 



CHAPTER
SEVENTEEN

 


06.57 HRS

 


Olga Chekhov
comes round quickly. The blow disoriented her but she soon regains
consciousness. She slaps her cheeks, forcing her dazed mind to
clear.

Her immediate
concern is not the threat to her employer. It is the threat to her
job. When you’ve made it from penniless fugitive aged 15 all the
way up to the 20th floor, you have a determination that only those
few who are as motivated as you can ever understand.

So she drives
her unsteady legs into a run while reaching inside her jacket.

 


06.58 HRS

 


I recognise
him.

The kid works
in Sales. I remember his fat-fuck face from the other morning. He’s
in Team M2. Heck, I even remember the fucking kid’s name.

“Hey, Harvey!
What the fuck are you doing up here?”

“Don’t you
fucking call me that name!” Harvey Winston replies, striding
towards me.

Then I see a
flash of steel in the morning sunlight shining through my
floor-to-ceiling windows.

The fucker is
holding a knife.

“Olga!” I roar,
dodging behind my desk. “OLGA!”

The angry fool
and I face off. Him brandishing his knife. I grab the letter opener
from my desktop.

Only thing is
... his knife looks about a foot long and it’s serrated and
sharp.

Whereas my puny
weapon’s only half the size and it’s designed for opening envelopes
not flesh.

We dodge and
weave like two kids playing, shifting left and right, only the
scale of my large desk coming between us.

“Let’s talk
this through, kiddo, yeah?” I snarl, buying time.

Where the fuck
is Olga?

“You think you
can treat us all like we don’t have any feelings?” he screams back
at me. “I’m going to fucking kill you.”

Out of my right
eye I see movement. Olga. At last. In her customary black suit.
Then I glimpse her cream shirt. There’s red spattered down the
front. But she’s holding her gun, aiming it.

Harvey turns to
face her, wielding the knife. He raises his weapon to hurl it.

“I hate you
all.” He shrieks. His final words.

His head seems
to explode. The 9x18 mm round enters between his eyes and exits
with much of his brain attached.

Olga fires
again. Harvey’s flailing body spins round, landing on his
chest.

And a weird
thought flashes through my mind.

Thank heavens
for Chekhov’s gun. It’s done its duty.

 


09.30 HRS

 


Heck, there was
no need to call the authorities.

By nine o’clock
we were all nicely tidied up. A specialist team of ‘cleaners’ had
removed all trace of the incident from my office and our systems.
It was as if Harvey was an employee who’d never existed.

He seemed a
pathetic character with no real purpose.

Meanwhile, Olga
had gone to see Doc Altrego to get patched up and checked over.

Now it was time
to focus on something much more fun.

Our VGXL-5
Fucking Machine is the absolute very latest in high-tech BDSM
equipment. It’s basically a large platform and bench made of steel
and black patent leather. The platform is mounted on casters for
easy moving around.

The bench
itself is adjustable with leather straps for fastening the ‘victim’
down into a range of classic sex positions; doggy, missionary,
diaper, etc. It works just as well for consensual play as for ...
other purposes.

Most impressive
of all are the remote-controlled ‘penises’ which are located in
several places. They give us the possibility of anything from
simple single-phallus fucking, to spit-roasting,
triple-penetration, DP and even bukkake. The phalluses can all be
fine-tuned automatically, each to be thinner or thicker, shorter or
longer, smooth or ridged, harder or more flesh-like, even hot or
icy. So you can plump, say, for a thin but long one for oral and
deep throat training, but a thick monster for a bit of vaginal
ruining.

Naturally
speeds are variable too, from inhumanly fast and deep thrusting to
slow leisurely fucks and random pace variations. The ‘penis’ in the
victim’s mouth can, for example, pump at high-speed while the one
in her asshole can move nice and slow. It’s easy to set up electric
shocks too. The insides of the phalluses have high-tech cables
inside them that can do everything from deep-fry a pussy, to merely
pep up an asshole with a little jolt. Alternatively, you can decide
to spice up performance with an injection of Deep Heat gel, fresh
ginger, nettle stings or wasp venom. A veritable smorgasbord!

Most innovative
of all, perhaps, are the wells of ‘cum’ stored in the machine’s
base. So the penises can be set to ‘orgasm’ as rarely or frequently
as you want.

Want an orgasm
filling her mouth every minute but one in her pussy only every ten
minutes? Just pre-set the dials. Or you can press the remote
whenever you like.

And the cum
itself? Obviously we offer supplies of regular human and creature
semen you can purchase and defrost before use. But we prefer to
utilise our ‘synthetic range’ of truly awful imitation-ejaculates.
The ‘cum’ can contain a sexual stimulant if we choose to arouse the
victim. It’s like a cocktail bar; select hormones, bitter, sour,
thick, slimy, rubbery, salty, urinary, spicy, whatever combo takes
your fancy. And obviously synthetic quantities are unlimited.

Naturally,
folks, Carol Arnold had ‘volunteered’ to test and demonstrate our
new model. It turns out today would be a special celebration for
her.

A dozen of us
had gathered round; Johnson, Mills, Douglas, Cody, even Helen Grey
was there, and Jasmine, plus a few other colleagues.

And of course
bald Bob, Carol’s hubby. He wouldn’t have missed it for
anything.

Carol was
strapped into the diaper position, looking up at us, with her legs
up in the air and splayed very wide, her anus and pussy exposed to
twin ‘penises’. She still looked remarkably pretty. No longer a 9
out of 10 but maybe still an 8 or 7?

She was barely
a couple of months pregnant but we didn’t want to damage her cervix
in any way, so I’d kindly opted for a modest 6-incher for her
pussy. But we made up for that with a huge, ridged 9-incher for her
asshole. Everybody took a moment to admire the thing first. It was
brand new, shiny black with two little wires protruding from the
end.

A green wire
and a red wire.

Finally, we
connected her ring-gagged mouth with a slim 5-inch cocklet that
contained the latest ‘real-feel’ technology. With your eyes closed,
it’s all but impossible to tell the difference between this fake
one and a human penis. The temperature, flesh, ridges, veins,
circumcised crown, hell even the urethra, are 99pc identical to the
real thing.

Obviously, we
got Bob to press the ‘start’ button.

Poor guy didn’t
look too happy about it. He’d caught some sun on the island. My
office spotlights shone brightly on his gleaming head.

The VGXL-5
whirred for a few seconds and a dashboard of small red lights
illuminated. And then the thrusting started. Oh boy. It was
impressive. The penises took 15 seconds to warm up and accelerate
but soon the vaginal one was smoothly pistoning between Carol’s
gripping labia and the anal one was jack-hammering three times as
fast in her rectum. I had a close up view but nevertheless it was
simply a blur. The heavy ridges made her sphincter ripple several
times a second.

Meanwhile, she
was open-mouthed with surprise at the steady tonsil-tickling of the
cock between her lips. I glanced at my watch; 35 seconds, 40
seconds. I sidled round the machine so I could study her eyes.

They widened in
shock, then nausea. Every 45 seconds, the 5-incher had been set to
unload the most impressive amount of fake-cum in five distinct
squirts. One into the back of her throat, but the other four
scattered to the roof and sides of her mouth and under her tongue,
so she got to savour the full flavour. By the time she’d managed to
force that all down, she was only half a minute from the next gooey
load.

Product
Development had provided us with two sample jars. The first,
Carol’s brew, was harmless. In fact, it was as nice as real cum.
Chewy and a little bit bitter but just like the real stuff. Because
she was pregnant and suffering a little with sickness, the guys had
advised us to spare her the alternative offered.

I dipped my
fingertip into the second jar. There was a red warning label on the
lid. I dabbed a little of the chunky white porridge and sniffed. It
almost stuck to my finger. I detected a whiff of sulphurous bad egg
and curry.

Yep this jar
would be perfect for Dinah and Joan.

Carol still
gagged a little. Even on the good stuff. Her sweating, well-bred
features were crimson and anguished, with seasick eyes. But the
ingenious machine already anticipates that. It’s impossible to spit
any out. The phallus simply batted Carol’s sputter back, and then
added an extra new squirt for good measure. Within a few minutes
she’d learned it was better to force each helping straight down her
gullet.

Bob came round
with a tray of fresh cappuccinos and breakfast tea for us. He
served me while I was bending down, tweaking my V-logo ownership
rings pierced through the nipples of Carol’s wriggling C-cups.

“What do you
think of our new invention, Bob?”

He looked
upset, the poor man. You see, today they were celebrating their 7th
wedding anniversary. Kind of a seven year itch, I guess.

“It’s ... very
impressive, sir.”

I smiled,
spilling some hot coffee by mistake. It splashed Carol’s gyrating
tit. Her aggrieved eyes tried to focus on me.

“It’s risky,
obviously.” I told Bob. “We have to test and test these things
before we try them on our staff, let alone sell them to the public.
Fortunately our volunteers allow us to take risks without any
concerns.”

His expression
was insolent. So I warned him.

“This machine
works almost as well with guys, Bob. But only two holes instead of
three, of course.”

After a few
more minutes, we tried another of the VGXL-5’s fun gimmicks.

With the push
of a button on the remote, the thrust angle of 6-incher in Carol’s
pussy changed and a little accessory appeared, as well as some
extra lube. The penis began its subtle focus on Carol’s clitoris.
Although she didn’t know it, the fake-cum she’d been swallowing the
past couple of orgasms had an added sexual arousal stimulant.

I stared down
into those hazel eyes. We could see the change immediately; alarm
and shame became mixed with a sudden unwelcome response. Within a
minute she was building up to a huge orgasm.

“Edge her.” I
said.

Johnson peered
over his thick glasses and twiddled a dial.

In between the
mouthfuls of cum every 45 seconds and the pounding in her holes,
Carol was kept perfectly on the tip of a climax, without being able
to reach one. Her wild eyes pleaded for mercy.

“Ruin.” I
eventually whispered to Johnson.

It was
incredible. The machine literally took over in ‘auto-function’. The
vaginal penis stopped and withdrew, the anal one immediately
slowed.

Carol shrieked,
then wailed, her wrists and ankles straining at the straps, as her
orgasmic fire was ignited and then instantly doused. It was more
than a ruin.

It was a
destruction.

“Have this
machine shipped to my island today.” I told Jasmine.

I couldn’t wait
to try it out on Joan and Dinah.

 


LUNCHTIME I

 


Peter escorted
his fiancé to the address they’d been given.

It was a low,
rectangular building with a car park out front. The parking spaces
were all labelled ‘Doctors’ or ‘Visitors’. To the side of the main
entrance doors was a modest, discreet sign saying ‘Altrego &
Associates.”

He opened the
double doors for Jane and followed her up to the front desk. A
woman with ‘Joy’ on her lapel badge greeted them.

“Er ... Doctor
Altrego, please.”

Joy smiled
kindly. “Names?”

“Peter Jones
... and Jane Smith.”

She peered at
her screen and nodded. “1.15 p.m., right? Take a seat please.”

There was a
reception area with chairs, a low table and a few magazines. They
took two seats. Peter smiled nervously at Jane.

“Okay?”

She nodded. Her
expression was slightly nervous. She was embarking on her daunting
second round of 37 names plus 13 new ones. This time there were
fifty people in all. Her hair was tied back in a ponytail and her
face was flushed. Peter noticed that she’d applied a fresh layer of
lipstick.

“Doctor Altrego
will see you now.”

They both
started to stand but the receptionist held up her palm.

“Just you first
please, Mr. Jones.”

Peter froze,
surprised. This was unusual. Jane shrugged and waved him ahead. He
followed the lady down a corridor to a door. The sign on the door
said simply D.A.

“Ah,
Peter.”

Doctor Altrego
stood up and shook his hand. Peter immediately noticed the strong
grip and level gaze. The Doctor’s intense eyes seemed to somehow be
‘all seeing’. As if he was looking directly into Peter’s soul.

“Hello S ...
sir.”

“We can do away
with the ‘sir’ stuff here Peter. Take a seat.”

Peter sat down,
his mind reeling. The Doctor looked uncannily like the Velvet
Corporation’s CEO; similar height, age, even features.

He hadn’t
noticed it so much on the beach, but here, dressed in a pinstriped
suit, the similarity was more striking. He had the same magnetic
presence. But a much less scary manner.

Doctor Altrego
looked at Peter and smiled. A proper, kindly smile.

“I called you
in first for a little private chat, Peter. Man to man. I hope you
don’t mind.”

“N ... no, er
... of course.”

“Do you know
what a cuckold is, Peter?”

Peter heard his
own dry throat click. He swallowed.

“Er ... kind of
... Doctor.”

The man nodded
silently, listening, still waiting.

“It’s a ... man
who ... enjoys his wife ... having sex with other men.”

“Or his fiancé
even, right?”

“Y ... yes,
Doctor, yes I guess so.”

There was a
long pause, while Peter felt those intense eyes boring into his
psyche. He felt somehow relieved.

“Are YOU a
cuckold, Peter?”

And there it
was. That question. The one he’d been asking himself since he’d
begun masturbating half his lifetime ago.

“I ... think
so, yes, Doctor.”

Peter almost
wanted to cry. With embarrassment and shame.

And yet relief
too.

“Then it’s like
you’ve stumbled into a kind of dream, isn’t it?”

A tear stung
Peter’s right eye. He wiped it.

“Yes,
Doctor.”

Or a
nightmare.

 


LUNCHTIME
II

 


“Ah,
Susan.”

I stood up and
shook Mrs Kemp’s hand.

Joe’s wife
looked truly amazing. As if release from Helen Grey’s clutches had
given her a new lease of life. As if she somehow knew this moment
marked a turning point.

I took in those
same blue eyes that had captivated me a few weeks ago. I admired
her brushed blonde hair, cheekbones and jaw, her cleavage and
waist. Her tattoos were hidden under her hairline and clothes. She
smiled back and held my gaze. More confident and attractive than
I’d ever see her.

“Good day,
sir.”

“Sit down.” I
gestured at one of the chairs facing my desk.

I wondered why.
I almost never invite a junior staff member to take a seat. And yet
I had? Maybe I’m getting soft in my old age?

“Susan, I just
wanted to say welcome back.”

Her blue eyes
sparkled like sapphires and I’d forgotten how perfect her teeth
were.

“Sir, you can’t
imagine how pleased I am to be back.”

Truth was I
wanted to fuck her.

Right there.
Right now. On my desk.

Yet something
stopped me.

“Susan, I’ve
discussed this with Donald Douglas. His Sales Team F2 needs a new
Head. We’d like you to take the position.”

Her hand flew
to her mouth. Her face lit up even more.

“Sir ... I
...”

I shushed her.
I didn’t want things getting too sentimental like this is fucking
Disney or something.

“You’ll get a
100% raise and I’m going to have a word with Mrs Grey about Joe. I
can’t promise anything yet. But she usually sees my way of thinking
sooner or later. She’s that kind of character.”

 


LUNCHTIME
III

 


Peter stood in
the corner facing the wall.

He was pressing
a coin against the wall with his nose. He’d been ordered to ensure
the coin didn’t fall to the floor. Otherwise he’d be punished.

He could hear
the sounds of vigorous fucking. The Doctor was amazing for his age.
They’d already shifted positions and locations several times.
Standing up, lying on the desk, Jane on top, the sofa, and now the
gynaecological couch.

Jane was so
into it too. Peter could tell, just by listening. He knew his
fiancé loved sex. He’d known that right from the start. It was one
of the many things that had conquered his heart. She needed more
than just him. But being forced to service random men had been no
pleasure, even for her.

However, this
was different.

He listened to
the rhythmic pounding, slaps of flesh against flesh, the grunts and
groans, Jane’s little whimpers of exhilaration, and he knew.

What had come
before wasn’t cuckolding.

THIS was what
it felt like to be cuckolded.

“Okay Peter,
you can turn round now.”

Five minutes
later, he heard the Doctor give him permission to move from the
wall. He caught the coin in his palm.

They were
adjusting their clothes. Jane was glowing, bashful when she caught
his eye, but her face was animated like never before. She’d been
royally fucked to three loud climaxes while Peter listened and
squinted at the white wall.

The Doctor
buckled his belt, smiling at Peter.

“So, how was it
for you?”

All three of
them let out self-conscious chuckles. It eased the mood.

“It was ... how
I’ve always fantasised it would be, sir.”

Peter knew he
didn’t have to use the title Sir. It just felt right.

“So, tell me
both of you. You know the sponsorship system, yes?”

Jane looked at
him. They’d both heard of it.

“Yes sir.”

“I’ve never
sponsored anybody in my life. But I’m single and I have a nice
house. Think about this very carefully. Would you like me to
sponsor you?”

Peter felt his
heart thump. Unable to breathe. He glanced sideways at Jane.

“We can’t
imagine anything we’d like more.” They chorused.

The Doctor
beamed, sat back, putting his hands behind his head.

“Don’t imagine
it will be easy. I may not be like the others. I don’t believe in
force or coercion. But I enjoy consensual BDSM. A lot.”

Peter saw Jane
reach out. She wanted to touch his hand.

“May I, sir?”
she asked the Doctor.

“Of
course.”

She took his
fingers and looked at him. Peter had never seen as much care in her
eyes.

“Darling, is
this what you really, truly want? You don’t have to say so for my
sake.”

He swallowed,
welling up, more in love with her than he’d ever been. He tenderly
stroked the back of her hand.

“It is. Does
that make you despise me ... as a loser? A wimp?”

Her eyes were
glistening too. She shook her head.

“I could never
despise you. I love you. But ... I ...” she shrugged.

They looked
back at the Doctor who was studying them both closely.

Suddenly Jane’s
tone changed. “But what about my, er ... list?”

The Doctor
chuckled and shook his head at them both. “Don’t you worry your
pretty little head about that. Believe me I have as much control
over what happens to you from here on as anybody in the Velvet
Corporation.”

“You do?” they
gasped.

Peter watched
him reach into a drawer and take out a small package.

“Just to be
safe. A pregnancy test.” The Doctor held it out towards Jane. “From
now on, if anybody makes you pregnant it won’t be some random
guy.”

His handsome
face smiled at Peter. “It will be one of us.”

 


EVENING

 


Greta lay on
the single bed that she was going to be forced to share with
Magnus. They’d spent all they could afford on this small room on
the outskirts of the city.

He was testing
her while he perched on the room’s only seat. It was a hardback
wooden chair with a mended leg. He had their printed forms in his
lap; the photos of Greta’s face, the full frontal nude, her bottom,
and the wedding pose that they’d skilfully photo-shopped. He sipped
occasionally from a half-drunk Styrofoam cup of takeaway coffee at
his feet.

“Are you a
virgin?”

“In body, no
sir. But in spirit, yes. I’m very ... demure.”

That was the
line – the lie - they’d decided to go with. In reality of course,
she was very much intact, spiritually and physically. She dreaded
the moment when any future husband deflowered her.

Not that Greta
intended to marry any time soon.

“Do you ever
give your husband blowjobs?” Magnus took a suggestive slurp of his
coffee.

“NO Sir!!”

While Magnus
kept firing her questions about everything from her genuine
education and qualifications to her invented sexual history,
Greta’s mind wandered. The truth was she already knew all the
answers verbatim. She was word perfect.

She thought
about her long journey to this crucial moment. Back to the
impoverished village she’d grown up in, all the way to becoming a
leading campaigner for generational justice.

She could still
visualize her family’s faces, her kind mama, could still smell the
aroma of the bitter coffee that her father drank. And, above all,
she thought of her older sister.

She wondered if
she was still alive. She’d be 25 now. What new name had she chosen?
Was she happy? Successful perhaps? Greta hoped so. And she prayed
Helga would be proud of the vital work Greta was doing now.

“Do you think
it’s your destiny to work here?”

Magnus’s latest
question snapped her out of her reverie.

Greta stared at
him. He’d slipped in a new question. She hadn’t expected that one.
She had a sudden moment of foresight.

“Yes, sir.
Absolutely I do.”

She lied.




CHAPTER
EIGHTEEN

 


08.15 HRS

 


My first
meeting today was with Olga. I thanked her and gave her a hug for
saving my life.

She’s a strange
fish. Very self controlled. She accepted my warm embrace gratefully
but coolly. She protested she’d been merely ‘doing her job’ and
making up for a mistake. To an extent she was right. I was
disappointed. But I don’t want to live my life surrounded by
excessive security. Instead I told her to work up some new Security
Procedures and that it had better not happen again.

I took a look
at the top of her head. Doc had put a couple of stitches in the
wound. She had to be a tough nut to have regained consciousness so
quickly.

Next up, it was
Johnson with one of his recruitment guys.

“So, what have
you got for me, Johnson?”

I was sitting
sideways-on to my desk, leaning back in my chair. Layla Clark was
giving my feet a pedicure. My bare feet were propped up on a
velvet-covered stool.

“Over to you
Troy.” Johnson said.

So this
recruitment kid opens up the manila folder he’s carrying. He pulls
out various sheets of paper and printed photos, laying them out on
the desk.

“Well, sir.
It’s about a couple who are on your interview schedule today.” He
holds up a wedding photo of a husband and wife.

“Yes?”

I’m not really
concentrating. I’m more interested in my big toe. Layla has clipped
off a yellowed crescent of toenail and is putting it into the
saucer she’s brought.

“No dear.” I
wiggle my foot at her. “What do you do when I cum in your
mouth?”

“Gargle and
swallow it sir.”

“So what do you
do when you clip my toenail?”

She looks up at
me and nibbles at her lower lip.

“Er ... chew
and swallow it, sir?”

“Well go on
then.”

Johnson
chuckles. But the Troy guy seems a little disapproving. Or maybe
he’s just pissed to have been interrupted.

We watch Layla
pop my curved nail between her lips. She gags.

“Sorry
sir.”

Her teeth
crunch it. Her mouth chews a while and then she gulps.

I nod in
approval. “Now the other nine.”

“Yes?” I repeat
to Johnson’s sidekick.

He pushes
forward this wedding photo. It looks slightly strange.
Nevertheless, they appear a pretty ordinary couple. I mean fuckable
but nothing to get too excited about. Unless she’s like still a
virgin bride or something?

“Apparently
their name is Larsen, sir. Magnus and Greta Larsen.”

“So?”

“Except it’s
not.”

Now he has
piqued my interest. So the Larsens aren’t married. It turns out
they’re rebels. This boy Troy sure knows his stuff. He goes on to
talk about Cause-logs and CCTV footage, #Next Gen Resistance and
‘generational exploitation’, whatever the fuck that’s meant to
mean.

He tells me
everything he knows about this spoiled brat Magnus and his
pretend-wife Greta.

And their
ridiculous ambition to bring down the Velvet Corporation.

I pick up the
facial pic and study it. Her face is round. Not unattractive but
hardly beautiful. She has brown, intelligent eyes that remind me of
someone. But at that moment I can’t think who. Her hair is in
pigtails which I imagine tugging on roughly as I fuck her throat
hard with my cock.

“So what do you
think, boss?” Johnson asks.

I look at
Greta’s full frontal nude photo and grab my letter opener.

An unexpected
chomp breaks the tense silence as Layla bites through a
toenail.

I stab the
point of my letter opener between Greta’s thighs.

And then I tell
Johnson exactly what we’re going to do.

 


08.30 HRS

 


It was only
eight-thirty when the helicopter arrived.

Four men
unloaded the VGXL-5 machine onto the island’s pickup truck.
Cordelia watched them with a huge grin on her face. She’d seen the
movie of Carol’s test drive and studied the Catalogue and User
Manual. She was fully aware of the recommended limits on size,
speed, quantity, etc.

She greatly
looked forward to ignoring those limits.

The heavies set
up the machine in the gymnasium. Under the floor-to-ceiling glass
windows overlooking the hillside and the sparkling ocean below.

“Put it right
there.”

Cordelia
normally set up her exercise mat between the top-of-the-range
running machines and cross trainers. So there was an empty space
right under the window.

Cordelia
watched the men plug the VGXL-5 in and then check everything was
working. It was actually a shame that Ellie, Nancy, Gemma and the
boys had all departed the night before.

She grinned
down at both naked women on leashes kneeling like Labradors at her
feet.

“Eeny ... meany
... miny ... mo.” She chuckled, looking from one to the other. She
eventually tugged on Joan’s lead.

“We’ll try it
out on you first.”

The men helped
fasten Joan’s naked body into the traditional doggy-sex position,
on all fours facing the window. There was a metal bar that
supported her stomach and locked her in position. Leather straps
secured her on her hands and knees, locking her wrists, elbows,
shins and ankles to the floor of the raised platform.

Joan screamed
and begged when she saw the monster phalluses lifted out of the
accessories trunk.

“What a
beautiful piece of engineering.” Cordelia whistled, admiring the
12-inch long Invader cock that she’d chosen for the 26 yr old’s
cunt. It was as long and as thick as a man’s forearm. Green and red
tips of electric cables stuck out of the bulbous crown of the
glossy black phallus.

“Please ...”
Joan pleaded, while one of the men connected and lined it up behind
her.

The one for her
anus was slightly curved, only 10 inches long and thinner. One
advantage of the machine’s design was that triple-teaming was easy
in any position.

“Shut her
up.”

The appendage
selected for Joan’s mouth was the very same one that Carol had so
enjoyed blowing. It was a slim 5-inch cock with the latest
‘real-feel’ technology. But this time its reservoir was loaded with
the horrendous synthetic cum that pregnant Carol had been
spared.

“Press start.”
Cordelia jerked on Dinah’s leash.

Dinah glanced
apologetically at Joan. Then she pressed her finger on a green
button. The VGXL-5 whirred for a few seconds and red lights came
on. Like trains leaving a station, the three penises took a few
seconds to gather speed. The 10 and 12 inchers injected copious
amounts of lube into Joan’s anus and vagina and soon both her holes
were being pounded by the tireless dildos.

The four men
gathered round alongside Cordelia and Dinah to enjoy the
entertainment. It was another beautiful morning. Sunlight streamed
through the windows, casting a spotlight on every sweating pore of
Joan’s head, face and body. Her eyes were fixed straight ahead with
her mouth impaled on the 5-incher.

“Oh man. What a
sight.” One of the guys murmured.

“Look at her
fuckin’ asshole.”

“This is
getting me going.” One of the shaven-headed thugs adjusted the
front of his black chinos.

“Here she
blows!” Cordelia laughed, eyeing the digital timer.

Right on cue,
the first injection of fake cum produced an incredible reaction.
Joan’s expression changed from wide-eyed to eyes screwed shut. Her
nostrils flared and her forehead wrinkled as she retched.

“OMG!”

The machine
coped easily with her futile attempts to spit.

The sulphurous,
curried cum slithered ever so slowly down her throat. It was
designed to stick to the sides, so it took several gulps to consume
it.

Cordelia
squatted down on her haunches, face to face with Joan. She reached
out a hand to cradle the side of Joan’s bulging cheek. The 5-incher
was already half way to its next copious ‘orgasm’.

“Enjoy.”

Suddenly Joan’s
hips quivered in a burst of short tremors. A red light indicated
that a pre-set jolt had just blasted her rectum.

“Gentlemen.”
Cordelia smiled at the small audience. “You look a little
‘uncomfortable’. I wonder if Dinah here might relieve you of some
of that tension before your flight back?”

 


08.50 HRS

 


Susan feels at
home. It’s as if she’s never been away.

But somehow
this morning is different. The moment the elevator doors opened
when she arrived an hour ago felt like ‘sliding doors’.

Out of a
nightmare into a fantasy.

Now, she truly
belongs. She can see Mr. Douglas and Mr. Patel in their offices,
drinking coffee, reading their screens. But both of them treated
her almost with respect.

It’s as if one
phone call from the CEO has changed everything.

She shivers
when she sees some poor couple knock on the door of Mr. Patel’s
office. The woman’s visibly pregnant. Susan is simply thankful they
aren’t her and Joe.

She loves the
buzz of her young colleagues alongside her, all working the phones
and screens. Whoa, not ‘colleagues’. Her team members. And she’s
their captain.

She knows that
Joe’s ambition was to be an actor. But her own dream was always
this. A frantic sales floor. Kill or be killed. She remembers Joe’s
fateful words at their interview: “Is there another way we can
convince you to give us an opportunity?”

The dark truth
is she’d have done pretty much anything for the opportunity she has
right now. Coerced or not.

Susan can’t
stop thinking of her darling Joe, stuck with Ms. Grey. She knows
that he only did whatever that awful woman ordered him to do, in
order to save her from extra pain.

Well, now it’s
her turn. Somehow she will save Joe. But in the meantime she has to
make sure Team F2 comes first in today’s sales competition. She
must push Joe out of her mind.

She picks up
her phone to choose a random client to call. She starts with the
letter A.

A name and
number comes up:

D. Altrego. 666
9999.

 


08.51 HRS

 


The woman known
as Olga Chekhov is sitting at her reception desk on the 20th floor,
facing the elevator doors.

Alongside her,
two meters apart, her colleague Jasmine sits tapping on her
keyboard; as usual, she’s all plunging cleavage, short skirt and
high heels.

Olga has two
screens in front of her. One shows a scrolling feed of black and
white images from the security cameras in the building. The other
displays her emails, the online news and also a Security Procedures
document that she’s in the middle of editing.

Yesterday
shocked Olga. The two ground floor security men have obviously been
fired. But it’s her own performance she’s most critical of. To have
to visit the toilet and then to be ambushed on her way out by an
untrained boy? She can never let that happen again.

Today is a
quiet day for genuine meetings. The boss has a working lunch
scheduled for 1 o’clock with Chief Inspector O’Flaherty and Mr.
Malone, but otherwise his day has been fully allocated to yet
another round of so-called ‘interviews’ with unsuspecting
couples.

Olga is more
than happy to leave the organisation of the candidate ‘interviews’
to the sluttish, incompetent and insecure Jasmine. The names and
even the photos of the candidates are always her colleague’s
jealously guarded secret.

So, when the
elevator ‘ting’ sounds, and a young woman pretending to be a ‘Mrs
Larsen’ walks through the opening doors, the woman who is known as
‘Olga’ hasn’t a clue what’s happening.

It is her
sister Greta.

 


08.52 HRS

 


Joan can no
longer bear it.

Their hideous
faces, their ugly laughter, their vulgar hands molesting her body,
all set against a backdrop of beautiful ocean and cloudless sky
through the window. Beauty and freedom are so near, yet so far.

Laughter can be
a wonderful thing. A life without laughter is like a life without
love. But it can be a terrible, ugly thing too. It can be cruel in
a playground as the butt of other kids’ jokes. As any redhead
knows, Joan’s strawberry hair had always amused the blonde and
brunette kids at her school.

But this was
much, much worse. Strangers relishing her distress, her defenceless
body, her muffled mewling, the rhythmic thuds of the dreadful
machine. Their delight and glee, hilarity and anticipation, as she
suffers like a carcass of meat roasting on a spit.

She’s long
since given up straining against the leather straps and steel
buckles, tightening her sinews to try and shift out of the dreadful
pose. Now she’s simply conserving her strength.

All she can
think about is survival. She’s like an animal. It is survive or
die. She has to time her breathing in between the constant thrusts
of the awful thing relentlessly pounding her throat, and somehow
cope with the repellent taste and stench of the slime blasted into
her palate. She has to try to relax her body to absorb the
unrelenting assault of the twin-strike-force that’s hammering her
core.

She can glimpse
them in her peripheral vision; tattooed brutes with shaved heads
and facial scars. And poor Dinah is down on her knees, her head
like a woodpecker at their waists, moving from one man to the
next.

But mostly she
sees Cordelia. The woman’s eyes are solely focused on her. The
tanned face is tilted at 45 degrees, eyebrow arched, her expression
as if she’s examining a dying insect. Occasionally she reaches out
to flick sweat from Joan’s forehead, or to pinch a nipple, clearly
relishing her helplessness.

“Let’s try
something else, my darling.”

Joan can hear
the words over the steely hiss and rhythmic thumps of the machine
but she can’t take them in. It’s only when the angle of the strokes
inside her alters, feeling their subtle deceleration, the warmer
slickness, that she can actually sense any difference.

Slowly, but
relentlessly, her body begins to betray her. Instead of hating the
invasion, she feels the withdrawal instead. She starts to succumb
to her own physical response. To ignore her emotional trauma. Her
vision becomes more blurry and her spine sags.

Cordelia is
wearing that cruel, wide smile on her face.

“Is that nice?”
she murmurs, her fingers stroking the fuzz on Joan’s head.

Lust now swirls
alongside hatred. Joan wants to plead with and kill her at the same
time. She somehow adjusts her hips fractionally to allow the
monstrous phalluses to plunder her slack, oozing orifices.

No man could do
this. No human. This machine is the devil’s work. The size, the
angle, and precision of the pistons combine with her own inability
to move to create mechanical perfection. Together they form a V8
engine with Joan’s helpless body merely the glistening chassis. She
has no choice but to be driven fast and hard.

How can this
be? It’s like watching yourself in a horror movie. Climbing the
spiral staircase towards the door where the monster is hiding, the
lighting dark and the music menacing, knowing you mustn’t go in
there.

“Come.”
Cordelia beckons with her little finger, a mock-kindly smirk on her
face, motioning Joan towards her own little death.

Joan gives in.
She can fight it no more. There will come a time for revenge. But
for now ... now it’s time to release her body to its orgasmic fate.
The sensations reach new heights. That precise rhythm. The ideal
depth. In ... and ... out ... in ... and ... out.

Those brute
faces are all so close now. Eyes. Teeth. Fingers. Grinning. Making
faces. Tongues stuck out. Touching her. In her mind she sees poor
Vince too. Watching her. Giving her permission to let go.

She really is
going to orgasm. How can her own body humiliate her like this?
She’s their entertainment. The stand up comic. And her climax is
the punch line.

“Oh dear.”
Cordelia’s expression breaks into uproarious laughter.

In an instant
the phalluses are gone. Nothing. They withdraw with a final hiss
and don’t return. Silence. Like a car disappearing over a cliff. No
more invading strokes or slippery pistons.

Just ...
emptiness.

But Joan’s
there anyway. Right at the top of the spiral staircase. She will
kill the monster. And then? There’s only ache. The unholy, gut
wrenching physical ache, she’s tumbling down the stairwell, head
over heels, pushed into oblivion. Her body has betrayed her a
second time. Her mind craves the chemical release that a ruined
orgasm has denied her.

She opens her
eyes. They’re all staring at her.

And her own
humiliation engulfs her soul.

 


09.00 HRS

 


Ramesh Patel
has found a new couple to pick on.

Their names are
Chas and Allison. She is almost 8 months pregnant and, as it turns
out, quite possibly carrying Ramesh’s own child. Or rather, their
own child but with Ramesh as the unsolicited sperm donor.

He’d forgotten
all about Allison until he literally bumped into her in the
elevator the evening before. It was just past eight and she was
rushing to leave for the day. He instructed her to report to his
office today at exactly 9 a.m. With her husband Chas.

Although
heavily pregnant, with her swollen belly and inflated boobs, the 31
year old Allison’s pale, freckled face and wholesomeness certainly
hold great appeal for Ramesh. She will make an ideal replacement
for that blonde Susan Kemp.

Chas will be a
perfect substitute for Joe Kemp.

And here they
now are, standing in front of his desk.

He’s opened the
blinds on his internal windows so that the entire office can look
in. He can even see Susan Kemp making calls sat at the F2 Sales
Desk. He shakes his head and forces himself to forget about
her.

“Undress.” He
says to Allison and Chas.

Ramesh is
already hard inside his pants. He is going to take out his
frustration on this couple.

“Bend over.” He
orders Chas, as soon as the 32yr old husband is naked except for
his inevitable chastity cage. “And face the internal window.”

Ramesh turns
the microphone on so that the sounds will be broadcast through the
Sales floor speakers. He wants this to be a fair warning to every
salesperson of his angry mood today.

Thwaaack!

Faces swivel
round to look towards his office. Ramesh enjoys their expressions
as the loud bamboo crack, and his victim’s pitiful cry, echo across
the floor.

A vicious red
welt appears across the pale backside.

“W ... one ...
thank you, sir.”

Thwaaack!

Thwaaack!

Thwaaack!

Thwaaack!

Thwaaack!

“S ... six ....
th ... thank y ... Suh.” Chas sobs.

Ramesh beckons
Allison over to him. He runs his finger over her cheekbone, to her
lips. He will enjoy many blowjobs from this one.

But first he’ll
reacquaint himself with her cunt.

She lies back
on his desk, like a beached whale. Her husband is still bent over,
sobbing quietly, facing the internal window.

“We will make
an entire family, you and me.” Ramesh informs her. She is tearful
as well, but stifles her sniffles and is totally compliant.

“Yes sir.” She
whispers.

He runs his
hands over her floppy breasts, distended belly, down to her
hairless vagina. Her labia are nice and chubby and welcoming.

He grins and
undoes his belt and zip, lowering his trousers.

“Inform your
husband what I’m doing.”

She screws her
sad green eyes shut, grimaces and then reopens them.

“He ... he’s
about to ... penetrate m ... me. .... aaah ... he’s inside me ...
in one thrust ....”

Ramesh squeezes
her nipple. “Tell me, what do you call your husband? Just Chas ? Or
a nickname? A loving term like ‘dear’ perhaps?”

“D ... darling
... ughm ....” she groans. “I call him darling.”

“Then do so
now.”

“He’s f ...
fucking me now, darling. Slowly ... mmm ... if feels good ...”

Ramesh pinches
her nipple harder, making her wince in pain.

“Do not lie!”
he snaps. “It feels horrible I’m sure. I hope so anyway. So tell us
both the truth.” He thrusts hard inside her until his balls slap
against her upturned ass.

“Ugh ... o ...
kay ... he just really r ... rammed it into me darling ... ughm ...
and again ... I haven’t had ... sex in ages as you know ... and
omig ... that hurt ... and he’s smiling ... he’s happy ... taking
me on his desk like th ... this.”

Ramesh is
indeed smiling. This is sheer heaven. He will focus all his
attention on this couple now. Make their lives an absolute misery.
Allison will spawn three, four, five brats from his seed. Her
husband will spend his meagre salary housing and feeding them.

“I h ... hate
it, darling.” She wept, truthfully. “I hate what we d .. did. That
we signed our freedom away. But we did it. We can’t ch ... change
that now. Ughm ... he’s going to cum. I can t .. tell ... oh no
.... uuuurgh ... I hate it! It feels disgusting.”

Ramesh empties
his balls inside her, waving at the faces glancing into his office,
clearly hearing Allison’s speech over the loudspeakers.

He spots Susan
Kemp snatching a look towards him. There’s disapproval on the
bitch’s smug face. He gives her a mock bow.

And he’s
absolutely certain that one day very soon there’ll be a reckoning
between Ramesh Patel and the Kemps.

 


09.00 HRS

 


Olga can hardly
breathe.

Greta!

She recognised
her baby sister instantly, giving her time to duck her face behind
her screen and pretend to be removing something from a shelf under
the reception desk.

Greta, and the
man she’s with, went straight to Jasmine’s desk to announce
themselves. She heard the young man speak. He said he was Magnus
Larsen and that she was his wife Greta. They were both here for an
interview with the CEO. Jasmine pointed towards the candidates who
were already seated on stools and told them to join the others.

Olga breathes
slowly; inhale ... exhale ... inhale ... exhale.

Her mind is in
a whirl. Should she reveal herself now? Should she try and caution
Greta as soon as possible? Or should she wait and meet her this
evening so they can catch up properly and she can warn her then?
And who is Magnus? When did her baby sister grow up and get
married?

Olga checks her
wrist. It’s just past nine. She can hear Jasmine calling the first
candidates for their interview. She exhales in relief that it’s not
the Larsens. That will at least give her more time to think.

But it’s
obvious. She can’t reveal herself now. She can’t warn Greta now.
She must prepare a written message that she can smuggle to her
sister on their way out.

 


10.00 hrs

 


Troy is working
patiently at his desk.

He has all the
contents of his Larsen and the #NGR files spread out in front of
him.

There’s
something he’s overlooked. Like all true detectives, his gut tells
him that the jigsaw still isn’t finished yet. There’s a piece
missing.

Detective work
is 5% pleasure, 50% pain, 44% toil and 1% luck.

Right now he’s
praying for that one percent moment of luck. And something tells
him he doesn’t have much time.

He scatters the
Next Gen Resistance file, his fingers scurrying through the
contents seeking inspiration. He finds none.

He checks
Greta’s full frontal nude. There’s a gash where the CEO’s letter
opener sliced between her legs. No answers there either.

Next he picks
up her facial photograph and holds it up to the light. He studies
the roundish face, the brown eyes and pigtails. What is it about
these features that will reveal the final piece of his jigsaw? He
finds no answer. Yet.

But he will
toil until he finds it.

 


LUNCHTIME

 


Peter and Jane
handed the letter to Doctor Altrego.

Peter blushed.
It was a desperately humiliating document.

Jane was
flushed. It was a desperately exciting document.

It was like a
contract, of sorts. Almost an employment contract, but without any
legal basis. It was entirely consensual. The Doctor had told them
to write it for him. To lay out the terms of their submission.

After he’d read
and approved it, he dismissed Peter to spend lunchtime helping Joy
with some filing. Whilst Peter’s presence might sometimes be
required, he shouldn’t take that for granted. There were many more
mundane tasks that would dominate his life from now on.

“Tell me what
you want, Jane.”

She drew in a
deep breath. She’d known it for a long time. She’d written it down
last night. Now it was time to voice the truth aloud.

“I want to be
owned sexually.” She whispered. “Like a possession. By the right
man.”

He studied her
pretty face, her self-conscious expression, her obvious
embarrassment, her hopes and fears. She was frightened. Her bottom
lip quivered and her hands were trembling. Her eyes were moist.

“Tell me what
you’re afraid of?” he asked, putting his hand behind her neck,
pulling her towards him.

“That ... that
the right man won’t want me.”

He smiled
kindly and kissed her on the lips.

“Then you’ve
nothing to be afraid of.”

 


15.00 HRS

 


I keep them
waiting until 3.00 p.m.

They’re the
sixth and final couple of the day.

I’ve enjoyed a
nice lunch with O’Flaherty and Malone, served by Layla Clark in my
private dining room. Then Layla provided my elderly guests with her
nubile body as dessert.

And now it is
time for Greta and Magnus Larsen.

“Ahah...” I
stand up to greet the young bitch politely, “... er ... Greta,
right? Greta and Magnus, yes?”

“Yes sir.”
Their voices chirrup together. They have slight accents.

“I’m so sorry
for keeping you waiting. Let’s take a seat over there in the
corner. Now, would you like something? Tea perhaps?”

They exchange
surprised glances with each other.

“Mm ... yes
please. Tea.” They both answer.

I press my
intercom. “Jasmine. Three teas please.”

We all sit down
in my informal seating area; the two of them are on the L-shaped
sofa and I’m in one of the armchairs.

“So, you both
have excellent qualifications.” I beam.

“Really sir?
Thank you.”

Greta looks
even more familiar in the flesh. I almost feel like I’ve met her
before. She holds my gaze with undeniable self confidence.

The door opens
and Jasmine enters with a tray. She smiles and carefully arranges
two cups in front of the candidates and a third in front of me.

“Thank you
Jasmine.” I pause. “So, Magnus, I expect you’ll be wanting to
negotiate the terms of your employment, hey?”

This time their
shared glances appear even more astonished.

“And the same
goes for you Greta, right? I bet you fancy a job in Sales,
yes?”

“B ... but ...
are you already offering us jobs, sir?” Magnus stammers.

“Absolutely.
You’re both equally impressive.”

I pick up my
own tea, blow on it, and take a sip. Jasmine hasn’t made it too
hot. So it’s easy to drink.

“Please, have
some tea.” I smile, gesturing with my open palm.

Slowly, Magnus
Larsen and his colleague Greta raise their cups to their
mouths.

 


15.10 HRS

 


Troy is still
working at his desk when he finally strikes gold.

He has pulled
up the face photos of every single member of staff in the building.
He’s painstakingly scrolling through them all - one by one - on his
screen, starting from the security guys on the ground floor.

He works
methodically, travelling upwards through the building. Through
Research and Finance and Sales and even the HR Floor where he’s
sat.

He misses out
nobody. He even visually checks senior directors like Ms Grey and
Mr Mills, Mr Douglas and Mr Johnson.

And now he’s up
to the 20th floor, peering at Jasmine’s face and ...

At ten past
three in the afternoon, Troy at last finds the missing piece of the
jigsaw.

Olga
Chekhov.




CHAPTER
NINETEEN

 


15.11 HRS

 


That Friday
afternoon turned out to be one of those occasions when everybody
who heard the news would forever recall where they were, and
exactly what they were doing, like say, the assassination of
Kennedy or the 9/11 attacks. Not that the events were of that kind
of significance.

Doc Altrego was
talking on the phone to Susan Kemp. She’d cold-called him that
morning and he was having a follow up conversation with her, wedged
in between two afternoon patients. He quickly noticed Susan’s
composure and tenacity. He agreed to do 100,000 worth of business
with her and more to follow.

Meanwhile Jane
Smith and Peter Jones were relocating into Doc Altrego’s house on
the waterfront. It was beautiful but understated, with a pretty
studio apartment in the basement that would be theirs. They had
only a few possessions to move in but Jane took immense pride in
making it all look as homely as she could.

Poor Joe Kemp
was down on his hands and knees scrubbing a toilet. Helen Grey was
unwell. She’d just used it and his job was to ignore the odour,
flush her vomit, scour any marks on the pan, and polish everything
in readiness for her next visit.

Daniel Clark
was also down on his hands and knees, gently sucking the erection
of his boss Gordon Mills. The legal guru was studying papers at his
desk but he was undoubtedly enjoying the distraction of his
heterosexual intern’s mouth while he worked. Both men hated each
other with an absolute passion. A fact that only added to the older
man’s pleasure.

Layla Clark had
just climbed out of the shower and was towelling herself dry. She
brushed her teeth, still unable to get rid of the taste of the
semen she’d swallowed after lunch. Mr. Malone had the most bitter
cum imaginable.

Meanwhile, over
on Green Velvet, Vincent Butterfield had already started to sob. He
knew there was no way out this time. Professor Fuchs was making
final preparations for the 5 hour operation that he would be
performing the following morning. He’d taken great delight in
telling Vince exactly how the operation would proceed.

His testicles
would, of course, be removed, ja? Then they’d be stored in a
labelled jar for nostalgic reasons, perhaps to be turned into jam
some day. ‘Vince’s Testicular Conserve’, the Professor laughed.

Then his
foreskin and penis would be carefully inverted to preserve as many
unharmed blood and nerve endings as possible.

“We hope zat
you can one day enjoy sex as a woman, ja?” The Professor
winked.

A very generous
and responsive clitoris would be formed using the head of Vince’s
penis. Later, during a follow up operation, the Professor planned
to perform cosmetic refining to Vince’s vulva.

“We want it to
look beautiful for all ze nice gentlemen, ja?”

Being only 26
yrs old and well defined, Vince’s skin elasticity was likely to
yield excellent ‘functional-female’ results. Nevertheless, he’d
still require long term vaginal dilation with medically graduated
dilators to keep his new vagina open, despite very regular sex.

Unfortunately
Vince will never lubricate like a natural female so plenty of lube
will be required for comfortable mating.

“Now, ze
breasts.” The Professor continued, holding up a diagram so that
Vince could anticipate his future endowment.

The operation
would be, at heart, almost identical to female breast enhancement.
Sub muscular placement creates a more natural look and allows for
less scarring. The Professor advised that he prefers silicone gel
over saline as it feels more real. After only a few months, Vince
will also enjoy increased sensitivity in his nipples.

“I’m thinking
ze big boobies, ja? Unlike your little Joan’s ... how do you say
... poached eggs. No, for you, I think F-cup at least, ja? I love
this English word. Gazongas! Huge gazongas.”

Vince could see
a digital clock on the wall, above the metal storage cabinets
opposite. He was spread-eagled upon the same slab he’d been living
on all week. His naked groin was covered with black marker pen
lines that the Professor had already drawn.

It was 15.11
p.m.

This time
tomorrow he’d be female.

 


15.12 HRS

 


It is only
later Troy discovers that he lost crucial seconds going to Mr.
Johnson’s office first. By the time he’d explained his discovery
about Olga being the final piece of the jigsaw and then both men
had waited for the special 20th floor elevator and ridden it to the
top, it was 3.16 p.m.

 


15.12 HRS

 


I pick up my
own tea, blow on it, and take a sip. Jasmine hasn’t made it too
hot. So it’s easy to drink.

“Have some
tea.” I smile, gesturing with my open palm.

Slowly, my two
naive opponents raise their china cups to their lips.

Arsenic
Velvetonium, (‘As2 Vg3’ to quote its chemical formula), is a
tasteless, colourless, odourless, instant and irreversible poison
developed by our Special Ops Division down on the 13th floor.

For some reason
it blends extremely well with peppermint tea.

I watch Magnus
drink first, a nice healthy slurp. He smiles at the pleasant minty
taste. Greta follows his example more delicately. Her little finger
is raised. A female to the last.

Of course I
gave some thought as to how to rid the world of this #NGR nonsense.
I would have greatly enjoyed introducing Greta to the VGXL-5
machine and young Magnus to our friend Professor Fuchs.

But it always
annoys me in those James Bond movies when the villain has a long
chat with Mr. Bond about the long, drawn out death he’s about to
suffer, and then Bond ends up escaping. I’m sat there shouting at
the screen saying, “just kill the fucker.”

So in the end I
simply decided that short, sharp and permanent would be the best
outcome for Greta and Magnus. It will still allow me to catch the
Sikorski by 4 and thus to be in my young wife’s warm embrace by 5
p.m.

I can also
explain to her why I’ve decided to spare Vince Butterfield.

 


15.12 HRS

 


Jasmine is
smirking.

Olga knows how
pathetically insecure the stupid minx is. Jasmine likes to convince
herself that she’s closer and more important to the CEO than Olga.
Jasmine loves having her little secrets.

But she can’t
keep them long. She can’t resist flaunting her insider
knowledge.

“What is it?”
Olga asks tetchily, turning to look at her colleague.

“Nothing.”
Jasmine hums, enjoying her superiority.

“Okay then.”
Olga turns back to her screen. She’s already written out her note
for Greta. She’ll slip it into her sister’s pocket just as she
boards the elevator.

“It’s just ...
Jasmine whispers, clearly disappointed by Olga’s reaction.

“What?”

“That couple
that just went in. They’re drinking tea.”

Olga frowns in
surprise. Serving candidates tea is most unusual.

“Arsenic
Velvetonium tea.” Jasmine giggles.

 


15.13 HRS

 


Greta reacts
first. She has a smaller body. Magnus moments later.

Within 15
seconds, they both know something is terribly wrong. They grab
their throats, unable to speak. Their bodies begin jerking, in
multiple spasms. Their wide-eyes fix on me in terror.

“Chin-chin.” I
say, taking another sip from my cup.

It takes less
than a minute but it’s nevertheless rather an unpleasant death.
They say the worst part is the certain knowledge that you’re going
to die. Your body simply closes down from your toes upwards. Kind
of like drowning or being buried alive.

Your legs stop
twitching, your core next, your lungs, your chest, you can’t
breathe.

And then your
throat, mouth, nostrils, eyes, and mercifully, brain shut down. All
within 60 drawn out seconds.

I check my
Patek Philippe. It’s only three fourteen. Yep, I’ll still be able
to make that 4 o’clock departure slot.

Bang on cue, my
office door opens. That’ll be Jasmine with the clean-up crew.

But it isn’t.
It’s my bodyguard.

“Olga! What the
fuck?”

I assume she’s
come to warn me there are even more of these fucking #NGR
terrorists inside my building?

But Olga
instead rushes to the two motionless bodies and grabs the girl by
the neck, raising her head. It’s quite clear the kid’s already
dead. A trickle of white phlegm is frothing on her lips.

Olga gets up
and looks at me in silence. She shakes her head with an expression
of immense sadness.

I see something
in her eyes and in that instant realise why Greta was familiar. Of
whom she reminded me.

And then
there’s a glint of metal in the afternoon sunlight. For some reason
my last thought is of that final restaurant scene in the
Sopranos.

The weapon
makes its second appearance.

Chekhov’s g
...

 


15.16 HRS

 


Helga doesn’t
even try to fight. Instead, she turns her gun on herself the moment
that Troy, Jasmine and Mr. Johnson rush into the room.

Troy watches
Helga’s blood and brains spatter the corner walls of the CEO’s
office. He knows this disaster might have been diverted if he’d
been just a bit quicker.

Troy had
discovered that Olga’s real name was Helga. She’d changed it 10
years ago when she left her family and younger sister to seek a new
life.

Both Helga and
Greta are now lying motionless across each other’s bodies.

And the CEO
lies dead a few feet away.

“What the FUCK
do we do?” Troy shouts.

“Get Chief
Inspector O’Flaherty on the line. Now!” Johnson barks at Jasmine.
“And call the Doc.”

“What about
Cordelia?” Jasmine gasps.

“No!” Johnson
orders. “You can’t tell his wife yet.”

 


15.30 HRS

 


Unaware of
events on the mainland, Cordelia was relaxing on a sun lounger,
watching Joan and Dinah tucking into a trough of slurry.

Both women had
their wrists cuffed behind their backs and they were eating without
using their hands. It was important to keep their strength up after
the morning’s ordeals. The slurry contained all the essential
nutrients.

Cordelia was
looking forward to the weekend. Weekdays were fun but there was
nothing to beat having her husband around. He was always coming up
with crazy ideas.

Eventually she
got up from her lounger and sashayed over the grass to where the
two women were licking up the remnants of their dark brown swill.
They looked up when they saw her shadow. Their lips, chins, cheeks
and even eyebrows were spattered.

“Finish up, you
ungrateful bitches.”

Insects were
buzzing around them. She studied them hurriedly lapping the metal
guttering clean.

“Either of you
need to go?” she asked.

Both of them
nodded their heads.

Cordelia
watched them spray where they knelt. Like two animals they simply
drenched the grass. She smiled inwardly, marvelling yet again how
quickly the ex-saleswoman and ex-attorney had accepted such a total
loss of dignity.

She could tell
that Joan was still exhausted and traumatized by her session on the
VGXL-5. Her eyes were vacant and she moved unsteadily on her hands
and knees.

“Okay, you can
go and lie down in your basket, bitch.”

She watched
Joan shuffle off towards the kitchen.

“You stay
there.” She kicked Dinah’s bare buttocks. Her flesh was blemished
with a few whip marks, scratches and bites, but nothing to worry
about.

“I wasn’t
impressed this morning.” Cordelia continued, leaning down to murmur
into Dinah’s ear. “When I tell you to look after four guys, I want
to see total commitment. Right?”

Dinah bowed her
head and whispered. “I’m sorry, Miss.”

“Just because
you don’t like them, doesn’t mean you have any say. Right?”

“Yes,
Miss.”

“So let’s go
and practise your sucking technique.”

 


15.45 HRS

 


It took less
than half an hour for the first rumours to hit the ticker tapes,
rumour blogs and media outlets.

‘Velvet
Corporation CEO feared dead’.

‘Founder of
Velvet Corp shot’.

It was only a
question of time before the entire world knew.

And then what
might happen?

 


END OF ACT
FOUR




 


 


ACT FIVE: CLEAN
UP


CHAPTER
TWENTY

 


DOC

 


I’ve literally
just put the phone down to Susan Kemp when Jasmine calls on my
private line.

I’d done
another 100,000 worth of decent business with Susan and was feeling
pretty pleased about it. So what Jasmine tells me kind of pisses me
off.

I’m dead.

 


JOAN

 


Joan was curled
up in her dog basket when she saw it.

Outside, she
could hear poor Dinah being made to practice oral sex on a rubber
dildo. The phallus had a sucker on the base and it was stuck to the
glass table beside their Mistress’s lounger.

Inside the
kitchen, Joan was still recovering from her horrendous ordeal on
the machine that morning. Her body felt weak and nauseous and
pummelled half to death. Every orifice was sore and aching.

But at least
she was still alive to fight another day.

The awful
slurry didn’t taste nice but it was essential to force it down. It
maintained her strength. Now she was dozing. The 100-inch
widescreen TV on the far wall of the kitchen was showing some soap
program, with the volume muted.

Joan stared at
an array of kitchen knives hanging near to the vast oven. She
wondered if she dared? Could any fate be worse than this?

And then she
saw the words scrolling left to right along the bottom of the
silent TV screen. The words were red against a white
background.

‘Founder of
Velvet Corp shot. Velvet Corporation CEO confirmed dead’.

Joan looked
again, blinking, focusing, then staring, to make sure the words
weren’t a mirage. Somehow they seemed to change everything.

She glanced
outside. She could just see Cordelia’s bare feet on the lounger.
The bitch was completely unaware.

 


DOC

 


Hey, I should
explain.

I’m not
actually dead. Not ME. Only a version of me is.

Let me
clarify.

It was Cicero,
the great Roman intellectual, who coined the term ‘alter ego’ in
the 1st Century. It means the ‘Other I’ in Latin. But it was a
doctor like me, Dr. Mesmer, who used hypnosis in the 18th Century
to ‘mesmerize’ people and to demonstrate that we all have different
personalities in our normal state compared with when we’re
hypnotised. Mesmer showed that different personalities can exist in
an ‘altered state of consciousness’ but within the same body.

So there’s the
‘bad guy’ version of me. The Iron Fist.

And I’m his
Alter Ego. The Velvet Glove.

That Bad Guy
often made terrible life choices. And in the end those choices got
him killed.

He and I
co-existed. Mostly happily. Like you maybe do with another side of
yourself? I mean, do people know you read this kind of stuff or do
you keep it hidden?

Outwardly of
course, we’re very similar; same age, same upbringing, same
appearance, pretty much doppelgangers in fact. I guess I’m a couple
lbs lighter from eating healthier, and I have a few grey hairs at
my temples, but otherwise we look pretty much like twins.

Inwardly? Well
you’ve seen into his mind, right? I mean, you know the kind of shit
he got up to. You’ve read about it, in the papers, online, here,
wherever. I won’t deny he could be a complete bastard at times.
Pretty women were his weakness. And the men he bullied were the
collateral damage. Sure, he was kind of tough on the couples who
worked for him. Yes, I know. Like Peter and Jane, you could say.
But the difference is they’re with me of their own free will.

Anyway, I
promise you. I knew old Iron Fist better than anybody. Better than
any of those senior cronies like Johnson and Mills. Certainly
better than Cordelia. And he really wasn’t that bad. Scratch the
surface and he did have a good side, I promise. I like to think
that side was coming out more and more near his end.

But now you’ve
only got me. Doc Altrego.

Here to clear
up the sticky mess.

 


CORDELIA

 


Cordelia
smacked Dinah’s face again.

“Deeper! Use
your throat.”

The useless
bitch gagged and started retching. A sticky mess of saliva and bile
ran down her chin. Her damp eyes tried to focus on Cordelia to
apologize.

“Okay. You can
have a short break. Anyway, it’s time to wake your lazy friend up
to rejoin us.”

Cordelia
flounced through the double doors into the kitchen and looked at
Joan’s dog basket. It was empty.

She thought she
heard a noise behind her.

 


JOAN

 


Joan watched
the bitch collapse onto the floor.

She threw the
cast iron pan down onto the ground and ran to grab the two largest
knives.

She was on a
mission now. She dashed outside and screamed at Dinah who was being
sick on the grass.

“Vince!” Joan
gasped. “We’ve got to release Vince. I know the way. You stay here
and guard the bitch.”

Joan thrust a
serrated breadknife into Dinah’s palm.

 


DINAH

 


Dinah found the
strength from somewhere.

Adrenaline.

She stared down
at Cordelia and kicked her hip. The woman was still out cold. She
was wearing a white bikini costume.

Dinah looked
down at her evil face. There was a bright red smear where Joan had
hit her with the heavy pan. Her nostrils were moving slightly but
otherwise she was unconscious.

Dinah looked at
the long breadknife. Smiling for the first time in days, she sliced
Cordelia’s bikini top and bottom off and tugged both pieces of
white fabric out from under her body.

Then Dinah used
them to wipe her sweaty bottom.

 


VINCE

 


Vince was alone
with his thoughts.

He kept
shifting his neck to raise his head so that he could peer down in
panic at his genitalia and the digital clock. The Professor had
disappeared a short while earlier, presumably retiring for the
night. He’d already fed Vince intravenously.

He was in that
half-awake, half-asleep state, daydreaming of Joan and their life
together before all this began.

And suddenly
there she was; a chimera of his wonderful wife.

Except she was
real.

“Ssh ...” she
hushed him with a trembling index finger.

She had a
knife. She unbuckled and slashed him free.

“Is he
about?”

“N ... no.”
Vince croaked. “G ... gone for the evening I think.”

“Come.” She
beckoned, helping him up.

 


CORDELIA

 


It took
Cordelia several seconds after she’d finally regained consciousness
to work out exactly where she was.

She was
dreaming?

No, she was
cycling ... she seemed to be racing forwards on her bike?

No, she was
naked ... she was swimming front crawl?

But she
couldn’t move ... what the fuck?

Faces slowly
came into focus. Three of them. She recognised Dinah’s bald head
first, gawping at her. Then Joan’s elfin features and stubbly red
hair. And finally Vincent. He was gaunt and pallid.

Cordelia began
to give them orders, but realised she couldn’t speak. Her head
ached and there was something fixed in her mouth. A gag. In fact an
o-gag, stretching her jaws wide. She tried to make a noise but
there was something else. A phallus. She couldn’t even bite on it
due to the gag.

Somehow she
dragged her concussed mind fully into the present. It slowly dawned
on her what had happened.

She was in the
gym, fastened onto the VGXL-5 machine, in the doggy-position.

“Welcome back,
Cunt!” Joan said, slapping her on the cheek.

Cordelia tried
to recoil against the sting but couldn’t.

“Yes, Shit
Face.” Dinah hissed, wiping Cordelia’s favourite bikini all over
her face. It was foul and smelt disgusting.

“But here’s the
best part.” Vince grinned at her.

Cordelia
blinked in horror through the muck on her eyelashes as he
brandished the same 12-inch-long Invader phallus that had reamed
Joan’s backside that very morning.

“Nngh ..” she
inched her gagged mouth from side to side, signifying no.

She wanted to
warn them what her husband would fucking do to them as soon as he
arrived. He was due any minute. Thankfully, she expected to hear
the thrum of the rotor blades at any moment.

Suddenly she
felt searing agony on her bottom.

Craaaaack!

Joan’s face
appeared at her side.

“That hurt,
Cunt? Fuck I hope so.”

Craaaaack!

Craaaaack!

Craaaaack!

Craaaaack!

Craaaaack!

Cordelia was
screaming into the gag, unable to defend herself against the
vicious, full strength strokes lacerating her buttocks.

“Nngh ..”

“Nnngghh ..”
She could only try to breathe and absorb the pain.

Craaaaack!

Craaaaack!

Craaaaack!

She lost count
of the endless blows. Slowly she lost consciousness.

Moments later
she came round.

Drowning.

“Take
that!”

Cordelia
couldn’t see, or breathe, as stinging liquid splashed into her
eyes, nose, through the gag and into her mouth. She knew what it
was.

“How does it
feel you fucking jumped-up piece of slime?”

“Not so nice
when the boot’s on the other foot is it?”

And then she
managed to blink away the sting and saw Vince holding up the huge
12-inch phallus. She felt his hands behind her, fiddling and
connecting it between her helpless thighs.

“Now let’s see
how your nasty little cunt copes with this!” Joan snarled.

 


SUSAN

 


Some people are
simply born to be leaders.

Others manage
to acquire leadership skills.

And a select
few have leadership thrust upon them.

“Susan Kemp, 79
votes.” Hayley announced, flicking her blonde bangs.

With 80 percent
of the vote, Susan had won the spokesperson position by a
landslide. The entire Sales Floor had elected her to represent
them.

The
confirmation of the CEO’s death upstairs triggered a tsunami of
reaction throughout the 20-storey building. Young employees were
asking what would this mean for their futures?

Who would be
taking charge now?

And would there
be changes to the treatment of younger staff?

Mr. Douglas had
long since fled upstairs to the 19th floor, leaving his Number 2 in
charge of Sales. Except that Mr. Patel had bolted his door. He’d
shut the blinds and was secured in his office.

“Okay, what
now?” everybody asked Susan.

She looked
round at all the expectant faces, waiting for her to tell them what
to do. To lead them.

And she
suddenly found herself glancing down at the ink on her forearm. The
V tattoo that, in spite of everything, she secretly felt rather
proud of. She asked herself.

What would HE
have done?

 


DINAH

 


Dinah was
cleansing herself in the swimming pool.

She watched as
the mess from her body created a cloud around her in their pristine
water. It wasn’t only adrenaline now. Her strength had returned.
Freedom can do that to a person.

Vince had found
the coffee machine and made them all strong espressos. Now he was
standing on the roof of the main house keeping lookout for any sign
of a helicopter in the late afternoon sky.

Joan was
ransacking the house for weapons, having so far found a harpoon gun
in the scuba shack, and a large machete amongst some gardening
tools.

Dinah breathed
in and out deeply, doing her best to keep her emotions calm.

She’d spent the
whole of her life in pursuit of justice. The law had been her
chosen profession for as long as she could remember. Her job had
been taken from her. But her passion for justice was as strong as
ever.

She climbed out
of the pool, towelled her bald head and naked body dry and walked
towards the gymnasium.

It was time to
mete out justice.

 


RAMESH

 


“No ... please
... no.”

Ramesh Patel,
28 yr old Deputy Sales Director, is begging for his life. A crowd
of employees has easily smashed through his internal window and
broken down his office door.

He’s dragged,
kicking and screaming, into the centre of the Sales Floor. His
elegant tunic and Indian pants are torn from him in shreds by
various laughing, sneering saleswomen. His leather riding crop is
used to beat him while he can only cower naked on the ground; his
shoulders, back, chest, legs, buttocks are all lashed
mercilessly.

Then the men
start to kick him. Their cheap shoes pound his body, his ribs,
spine, hips and even his head. Twenty to thirty of their growling
faces snarling down at him like a pack of wolves.

“No ... please
... no.” He begs.

And then he
spots her. Through his blurred vision.

Susan Kemp.

She is staring
down at him with that same look of disapproval on her smug bitch
face. He was right. There is to be a final reckoning between Ramesh
Patel and the Kemps.

She kneels down
beside him. Her face next to his. She twists her wrist so he can
see it on her forearm. He sees her tattoo.

“V ...” she
whispers into his ear ... “for Victory.”

She stares into
his eyes for several seconds. For a moment he thinks he can detect
weakness, mercy, hesitation.

Then her blue
eyes harden. He sees only resolve. She glances at the wolves
surrounding him.

The kicking
starts again. Boots to his face and head.

And mercifully
Ramesh Patel loses consciousness.

 


DINAH, JOAN
& VINCE

 


The VGXL-5 is
like one of those luxury cars where you only ever learn a small
percentage of its gimmicks. All that invisible computer technology,
unused horsepower due to speed limits, the climate controls, knobs
and dials that you have no idea what they do, all wasted.

But Dinah and
Joan had a lot of fun at least sampling the beast’s full power. You
see, they didn’t have to worry about crashing and burning. Hell
that was the fuckin’ idea!

The 12-incher
pummelling Cordelia’s vagina was set to full speed. It was
plundering the bitch’s cunt four times per second. In-out, in-out,
in-out, in-out, faster than you can breathe. It was also set to
full depth, bashing her cervix with every blow. Best of all Joan
had discovered a program that delivered electric jolts to her
clitoris every 10 seconds.

“What a
beautiful piece of engineering.” Dinah whistled, using Cordelia’s
own dark humour against her.

“Hey, what the
fuck’s this?” Joan chuckled. “Anal Extender?”

There was a
bright red dial that was bordered with a diagonal, yellow-striped
warning; ‘Hazard’. The gauge ran from ‘10’ all the way up to ‘20’.
Joan read the wording and smiled.

She pushed the
dial up to 11.

Cordelia’s body
jerked. The 10-inch phallus that was reaming her anal passage had
suddenly telescoped out by a further inch.

“Oh shit!” Joan
laughed excitedly. “Now you’re in trouble.”

She turned the
dial up to 12.

Cordelia’s
spine seemed to contort at an impossible angle.

And there were
still 8 inches to go.

At that very
same moment, Vince spotted the Professor through the trees. The old
man was tiptoeing down a slope of greenery leading to the seashore.
He was wearing swimming trunks and carrying a towel. He had
obviously decided to enjoy a discreet evening swim in the calm
waters.

“Well Fuchs
you.” Vince whispered, raising the harpoon gun to his shoulder.

 


DOC

 


So, as I said,
from here on in, it’s just me. Well, almost.

Here to clear
up the bloody mess.

I get the call
at home at just before seven in the evening. It’s Chief Inspector
O’Flaherty. He’s brisk for once. Usually the guy waffles but he
blurts it out; there’s been a “mutiny” at the Velvet Corporation
and Cordelia is “dead” as well.

He’s got both
the Mills brothers on the conference call with him; Judge Garrett
Mills and ‘Gay’ Gordon Mills, the family’s attorney.

I am
mesmerized. Everything has been left to me!

Gordon repeats
it; in the event of both their deaths, their entire estate passes
to Doc Altrego.

I am suddenly
in charge, in total control.

And so I have
to quickly come up with a plan. A new narrative.

‘Founder and
CEO of Velvet Corp very much alive. Fake news quickly exposed’.

Within 5
minutes I can see those exact same words scrolling left to right
along the bottom of my TV screen and of screens around the
world.

I smile at Jane
and Peter and tell them there are going to be a few changes.

As I said,
nobody could ever tell the difference between the two of us when we
were growing up. We’re both 6’ 1” tall, both decent looking and
sporty. Truth is my dick’s a little bigger but then, hey, we all
think that!

I have just a
few grey hairs but basically we have matching dark hair and those
same intense eyes. Jane quickly trims the 20 or so grey hairs from
my temples while Peter fetches me a pair of jeans and sweatshirt
from my wardrobe. I obviously have to dress like my more casual
self.

Outside Velvet
Tower the scene is a zoo. Like a disaster movie. Police cars and
press vehicles and a cordoned off area. But O’Flaherty is there
too, ensuring our alternative plan gets off to a good start. Slowly
but surely the rubberneckers and reporters are beginning to
disperse. My presence confirms the news has to be fake.

There’s only
one place in the building we can all meet. Every member of company
staff is squeezed into what’s called the Ballroom. Hundreds of
them. The only exceptions are about twenty senior directors still
holed up in their private club on the 19th Floor.

I notice a few
characters seem to have naturally gravitated towards positions of
authority. A guy called Fred in his mid-30s is organising the
audience and so is Troy somebody. I’ve brought Jane and Peter with
me and even Peter is taking control, pushing taller guys back and
pulling the shorter ladies to the front. Hayley, who seems to be
Fred’s wife, is a bundle of energy calling out for silence.

But there’s one
other person who just stands out. Everybody seems to defer to her
without her even having to say much at all. I study this mesmeric
woman while I’m waiting to speak. She has this lovely face with
captivating blue eyes and citrus blonde hair that she’s tied back
into a business-like ponytail. There’s a tattoo in her hairline
that tells me who she is. In fact, she seems to wear it with
pride.

“Susan?”

She smiles at
me. A dazzling, toothpaste-ad smile. We’ve spoken on the phone of
course.

“Dr. Altrego, I
presume?”

I only speak
for about 5 minutes. I keep my speech pretty simple. I tell them
there’ll be some major changes. I say I am now in 100% control of
the Velvet Corporation. And of all the family’s assets including
this Velvet Tower building and Green Velvet. I announce that the
island will soon be converted into a free resort for all staff
members and their families.

I wait until
the applause has settled and plough on. I tell them I’m just a
doctor and I have no intention of changing that. Instead the
Corporation will be run by the people who know best how to run it.
A new generation who will hopefully not just recycle the mistakes
of the past. And I say that there’s somebody who’s impressed me
right from the start.

“No, not Jane
Smith.” I joke. Everybody has a good laugh at that. Even Peter. I
give Jane a little cuddle. She’s standing alongside me.

“The person who
will be taking over as your CEO with immediate effect, ladies and
gentlemen, is Mrs. Susan Kemp.”

I look around.
There isn’t a dry eye in the house.

 


JOE

 


The loud
knocking on the door comes just as Joe is serving a bowl of broth
to Helen Grey. She’s sat one end of the dining table, wearing only
her dressing gown and slippers, an ashtray beside her.

She hasn’t been
well; migraine, a temperature, diarrhoea. She’s spent over 24 hours
mostly in bed; in the dark, without books, music or even TV and her
phone switched off. Joe has spent the time thoroughly cleaning her
house.

“Tell them to
go away, Joe.” She croaks at him.

“Yes,
Ma’am”.

He goes to the
front door and is about to do as she asked.

“Police! Open
up.”

He looks round
and Ms. Grey simply waves for Joe to obey.

He opens the
door. An older man he vaguely recognises is standing there wearing
a beige mac. Alongside him are 6 uniformed officers.

The older man
flashes a badge. “Chief Inspector O’Flaherty.”

They all push
past Joe and gather around the dining table.

“Helen Grey.”
the Inspector confirms, clearly knowing who she is.

“Yes.” She
answers wearily, dabbing her lips on a napkin.

“Do you have
this man’s Consent Papers? That prove he’s here of his own free
will?”

She snorts a
muffled laugh. “Consent? Of course not.”

The Inspector
shakes his head. “Helen Grey. You have the right to remain silent.
Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of
law. You have the right to speak to an attorney, and to have an
attorney present during any questioning.”

The burly
officers march Helen Grey away to her destiny.

Chief Inspector
O’Flaherty looks at him and smiles kindly.

“Son, there are
gonna be a few changes round here.”

“Really?” Joe
gasps.

“Yup. What’s
done is done. We can’t change the past. A few of us have done a few
things we rightly shouldn’t be too proud of. But we can at least
fix the future. With the Doc’s help.”

Joe feels
faint, lightheaded. “Am I free to go?”

“More than
that, son.”

A set of
flashing blue lights appear in the road outside. There’s a
commotion; slamming car doors.

The Inspector
grins indulgently and winks at him.

“Joe! Joe!”

He hears a
woman’s voice calling out his name.

Moments later
his darling wife rushes through the front door and into his
arms.

 


DOC

 


So, that’s a
wrap, as they say.

There’s a
private cemetery that only I know the location of. It’s on a hill
with a nice view of the city’s skyline. A long way in the distance
you can just see the 20th floor of Velvet Tower.

Two people are
buried there, side by side, under one headstone. It simply says,
‘Helga and Greta’. Without those two, none of us would have had
much to talk about.

A short
distance away two other bodies are buried in an unmarked grave. The
male was killed painlessly by a single bullet between the eyes. The
female suffered an altogether nastier death, cleaved in two, gutted
from her bottom to her chest. But at least they both now rest in
peace side by side.

I say unmarked.
The grave isn’t quite unacknowledged. I planted a dozen rose bushes
on top of it. Six small red bushes on each side, flaring outwards
and joined at the bottom.

Forming the
shape of a V.

 


AFTER THE
LOCKDOWN

 


Exactly one
month later, I’m chairing my first board meeting.

The CEO has
taken a leaf out of Mandela’s book. Susan forgave Donald Douglas.
He’s even kept his position as Sales Director. While Fred Morgan
and Joan Butterfield were invited to replace deceased Ramesh Patel
as Douglas’s Joint Deputies.

Even old
Johnson has been allowed to remain. But he’s been demoted. To
number 3 in the HR Department. His immediate boss is a young
tenacious guy named Troy. As it happens, Troy’s wife Alice is our
new head of Catering.

And the CEO’s
husband Joe Kemp has accepted the position of our new HR Director.
He’s decided to give up on the acting for now. It seems the Kemp
couple have a few innovative ideas for treating the staff - and
especially interview candidates – a whole lot better.

Gordon Mills
was fired without a pension but spared jail. He’s been replaced as
the Company’s attorney by an impressive young lady named Dinah
Legg.

Dinah’s first
case was to prosecute Helen Gray. The Judge took a dim view of
kidnap and assault. Ms. Grey was sentenced to 25 years. That’ll be
a nice retirement.

Susan came up
with a neat solution for two characters. Jasmine was obliged to
marry 82 yr old Bill Cody, my predecessor as Chairman. We think
they both kind of deserve each other!

After a
two-week luxury vacation with her husband Bob, pretty Carol Arnold
replaced Jasmine as our new CEO’s Executive Assistant. One of the
first changes Susan and Joe made was to announce very generous
maternity and paternity leave provisions for our staff.

And what’s most
surprising is that business is booming. The past four weeks have
seen an amazing V-shaped decline and fast recovery. The share price
yesterday closed up 20 percent on a month ago, adding billions to
my net worth. I’m going to spend a little of that windfall making
Green Velvet island a truly wonderful resort for our staff and
their kids to relax.

Best news of
all was that a huge pile of equipment has been consigned to the
scrapheap. The VGXL-5 machine and a second prototype that was being
built have both been broken up into tiny pieces. Many hundreds of
EX-3 chastity devices were destroyed. Every single male employee
has been released from chastity.

Well, except
for Peter.

Susan addresses
our seated board impressively – Donald Douglas, Joe Kemp, Dinah
Legg, Fred Morgan, Joan Butterfield, plus a couple of others – and
gives us her first monthly report. She ends by telling everybody
that she loves this fucking company so much she even has it
tattooed on her heart.

Property of the
Velvet Corporation

She has a good
sense of humour does our Susan.

Then she
invites me to say a few closing words.

I smile and
make a couple of predictions. I say I’m confident of two things.
That the Velvet Corporation is now in very good hands. And that I
suspect there’ll be a lot of pregnancies now that our young
employees can make love freely and that locking down cocks is a
thing of the past. I end saying:

“There’ll be a
lot of babies after the lockdown’s over.”

 





EPILOGUE

 


And I was
right.

Nine months
later, Jane gave birth to a bouncing baby boy.

Peter and I
have never bothered to find out who the biological father is.

As far as the
three of us are concerned, he’s simply theirs.

They named him
Victor.

But that’s
another story.

 


THE END

 



ABOUT THE
AUTHOR

 


“An Iron Fist
inside a Velvet Glove” is an idiom attributed to Napoleon, who
coined it to describe the most effective way for a leader or
conqueror to treat citizens; appear unassuming and even gentle on
the surface but be prepared to use brutal force where
necessary.

Velvetglove is
similarly a gentle soul in real life but with a hidden side that is
expressed in her BDSM fiction. She has been writing erotica since
2005 but only recently began making her stories available
commercially. As a writer she identifies as a switch-bitch; i.e..
as both dominant and submissive, female and male, romantic and
merciless.

 


Her stories
range from dark and psychologically cruel novels (written as
‘Velvetglove’) to female-dominant / male-submissive unconventional
romances (by ‘Velma Glover’) to twist-in-the-tale short stories,
aimed at female-submissive readers in particular (written as
'VG’).

Her first two
collections of short stories should be available in November and
December 2020 as well as a Christmas romance by Velma Glover.
Meanwhile, ‘Arabian Afterlife II’ by Velvetglove is scheduled for
release in early 2021.

 


Of course,
should you prefer to believe it, she’s actually an ordinary chap
with a family, a dog and a mortgage.

 


BY THE SAME
AUTHOR

 


ARABIAN
AFTERLIFE

 


 


Local police
reports estimate that the white Toyota minibus drove over the cliff
between 10.52 and 10.53 p.m. It contained 18 foreign tourists who
never stood a chance. The vehicle plunged over 200 ft into the
water below and quickly disappeared in the darkness.

Naturally
Al-Khatreh detectives conducted an extensive investigation. It
turned out that the minibus was a rental hire being driven by one
of the Americans in the party. Two families, five other couples and
one individual traveler had been feasting at one of the country’s
top restaurants favored by foreigners because it had an alcohol
license. Witnesses and the restaurant bill were able to confirm
that the tourist party had consumed many bottles of beer and wine
and even the American driver had been drinking.

Roadside
cameras last recorded the vehicle at 10.48 p.m. as it climbed
towards the infamous section of s-bends along the Khatir Pass. The
minibus could clearly be seen onscreen being driven erratically.
There were no witnesses to the crash itself but the minibus
ploughed through the ocean-side barrier before hurtling down the
cliff face into the shark-infested waters below.

A week later
divers managed to raise the rusting minibus from the seabed. Sadly,
no bodies or even human remains were found. Nothing but a few
scraps of western clothing. A verdict of Death by Misadventure
caused by drunk and dangerous driving was reached by the local
police and confirmed in the Al-Khatreh Court. It can only be
assumed that the local sharks had enjoyed a feast of their own.

Memorial
services were eventually held in the U.S.A., Canada, Australia,
Thailand, South Africa, Sweden, The Netherlands and the United
Kingdom.

But sadly, life
has to go on.

Al-Khatreh is
the 8th and smallest of the eight Emirates, covering only 97,000
square miles. However, its strategic importance in the region -
allied to its oil and investment wealth, ancient sites, warm winter
weather and keen prices - causes overseas governments, travel firms
and vacationers to ignore the rising number of visitors who seem to
have vanished there in recent times.

 


 


Ava blinked
open one eye.

Her first
thought was that at least she was still alive. She was lying flat
on her back, immobile, and her vision was blurred. She’d been
asleep, or unconscious, for a long time. It felt like she’d come
round after an anesthetic. She hadn’t even stirred or had any
dreams.

She blinked
again. Once, twice. She tried to move. She found she could shift
her fingers and arms and legs. She rolled onto her side. Her vision
was clearing. She could see. She opened her eyes wider.

She gasped. She
was in some kind of cell. She was imprisoned. Alone. The cell
appeared to be grey and small. She was lying on a hard concrete
floor. She breathed and suddenly noticed a disgusting stench. The
cell had a steel door with one of those small round viewing windows
at eye-height.

Ava shook her
head to clear it. The memories were coming back slowly; the
restaurant, the belly dancer, the laughter, Quinn paying the check
on his Amex card. Driving back to the hotel. A siren, flashing
lights, police. Then her recollection faded. Climbing out of the
van, many police, soldiers ...

Her cell was
just four concrete walls and the steel door. There was solitary
light bulb hung from the ceiling but no window. The bulb was
protected by a metal cage. There was no furniture of any
description and the entire space was only about 6ft x 6ft square.
Then she noticed a wet puddle in the corner.

With a start
she suddenly realized she was wearing only her underwear and
nothing else; she was barefoot and totally naked except for her
white bra and panties. OMG. Somebody must have undressed her while
she lay unconscious. The summer dress, sandals and linen jacket
she’d had on were gone. Slowly her brain was starting to clear.
Where the heck was Quinn? And Bethany and Isaac? She wanted to
shout out their names but her mouth was too damned parched.

That stench
really was overpowering. A mix of hospital smell and detergent
competed with stale body odor and human waste. She wiped her nose
and stared at the puddle. She was literally dying of thirst. If she
drank, she could shout out, and try and contact Quinn.

***

Jasmine watched
from the comfort of the four-poster bed in her private bedroom. Her
own suite contained five interconnecting bedrooms in all. But this
one was the last one. Her private sanctuary.

She’d chosen to
start with Ava because the hotel staff had said she was the life
and soul of the group. Each cell had a viewing lens hidden in its
overhead light bulb. The camera feed was broadcast directly to the
screen of Jasmine’s tablet.

All eighteen
tourists had been comatose for over 12 hours while they were
transported, separated, identified, processed, stripped and placed
in their individual cells. There was no rush. Apart from the fact
that yesterday had been the actual day of Jasmine’s birthday, dates
and time would quickly become irrelevant. She now had an entire
lifetime to play with her ‘18th birthday gifts’.

She watched the
woman coming to terms with her predicament, slowly exploring the
cell that would be her new home for a while. Ava Miller, nee Burns,
born Boston, Massachusetts 1972, married to Mr. Quinn Miller in
1994, mother and father of Bethany Miller born 1997, who herself
was engaged to young Mr. Isaac Kohn. All four members of this happy
family group were now in Jasmine’s possession.

Jasmine took a
good look at the American. She was undeniably a handsome woman for
48 yrs old. A real MILF; well toned and lightly tanned body, with
no visible cellulite and what definitely looked like a fine
cleavage. These bitches certainly cared for themselves in the gym
and with personal trainers. The photo in Ava’s passport showed dark
brown eyes, chestnut hair expensively cut in that typical soccer
mom style; shoulder length, centre-parted, with a few strands over
her forehead forming a kind of fringe. Needless to say,
salon-plucked eyebrows and a toothpaste-ad smile.

Not that Ava
Miller was smiling at that particular moment.

***

Ava heard two
footsteps and then a metallic clunk and the small window in the
door slid open. She saw movement and what might have been an
eye.

Moments later
the hinges squeaked and the door opened. Two men in green canvas
fatigue uniforms stood and looked down at her. One was tall and
well built. The other was short and rotund. Both were dark and
swarthy with sweat patches under their arms. They beckoned to Ava
to stand up.

“Up, now!” the
tall one said. He didn’t shout at her but his voice was loud, with
a distinct accent. His manner suggested he was in charge and was
used to being obeyed. Ava realized both men must be Arabs.

“Wh ... who are
you? Where am I?”

The short,
balding one stepped forward and seized her wrist. He pulled her up
onto her feet.

“All will be
revealed in time.” The tall one said, taking her other elbow.

They marched
her out of the cell and into a long, concrete corridor. It
zigzagged left and right, for what seemed like miles. Occasionally
Ava saw steel doors similar to hers. Presumably there were other
cells.

The men had
black leather boots with steel tips that scraped the concrete
floor. They marched fast, pulling her along in her underwear and
bare feet. At last they came to a halt.

They entered
what was obviously some kind of interrogation room. There was a
gynecological bed in the centre with several metal chairs placed
around it and what appeared to be an electricity generator in the
corner.

“No ... please
...” Ava whispered, her throat parched and hoarse.

“Up.”

The men
directed her to lie on the bed and pushed her onto it impatiently.
The tall man shackled her wrists to the top end and the fat one
chained her ankles to the bottom. Then they pressed a button and
the bed whirred, stretching out her arms and legs, like on a
torture rack.

“Please ... I
want to make a phone call. I demand to see the American
consul.”

The tall man
looked at her coldly and didn’t reply. There was something in his
implacable black eyes, his curved nose and cruel lips that
terrified her.

“Silence.”

 


‘Arabian
Afterlife’ is available to buy now on A1 Adult Ebooks.

‘Arabian
Afterlife II’ is scheduled for release in early 2021 in 5 parts
(available as a set and as individual novellas): ‘The Prince’s
Payback’, ‘The Miller’s Tale’, ‘The Cook’s Tale’, ‘The Parson’s
Tale’, ‘The Shipman’s Tale’.
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