
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Author's Note

	I know I promised more of the Arcadia series, and people have written to me asking when I was going to continue it. Here's the truth... I have FIVE Arcadia novels all in the state of part written. In fact, this novel was going to come out after The Anderton Effect, but the juices flowed and my muse took me in this direction — a book I started ages ago.

	So, cards on the table, this is a pretty hardcore RACK-BDSM themed novel with gets deeper into the mystery of Arcadia Caradine later on. It introduces Bison Kaleen, a syndicate-based corporation. More will come from them in later novels. On the idea of hardcore sadomasochism, it can make people squeamish. I have been to some pretty out-there hardcore events, seen body modification in first person, and seen blood-fetish stuff. I'm not a fan, to be honest, but at the same time, I understand it. I introduced it in this because I want to convey just how dark this evil group is, and what lengths they will go to, to use BDSM as a form of abuse, rather than pleasure.

	As mentioned before, it would be really cool if you could press those little stars at the end. If you are worried about people seeing you liked a kink fetish book, then worry not, people can't see what you are rating. Same as if you leave a review, you [image: Image]can change the reviewer's name! So, you know, please do. Oh, once I work out how to do it, I might even do a mailing list, so please subscribe to that, as and when.

	By the way — some twat gave one of my books a one-star rating (if someone can fix that on Sissy Cuckold, Femboy Bull, please!), then posted elsewhere that the book was sick. I think I try to set a theme about my books and well, if you don't like the theme, maybe don't rate the book. If you genuinely think the book is written that badly, sure, but I'm fucking Dickens. I write smut, kinky smut at that. Anyway. If you like the book, give me a decent rating, otherwise, you know, use logic...or I'll spank you!

	Please subscribe to my profile on Amazon, and follow me. I recently started an Instagram account (@juliagwenslater), though I'm not really a social media person. I just can't get into it, but feel free to add me and once in a while I try to post a picture of myself.

	Anyway, love you all, and thanks for reading.
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	I never went to college. When you can code like I can, then all university does is set you back. Back when Al was not even a buzzword, when it simply invoked the idea of The Terminator, I was coding sample actions based on pattern recognition. It was my applied artificial intelligence project for refuse collection at the local council that got me noticed by Bison Kaleen, a company I knew very little about. After some research, I found they were big in multiple industries, including the military.

	Bison approached me in the UK, told me they needed someone on a team working on a new type of propulsion system, and they needed someone who could build them an Al pattern recognition engine that could help eliminate some of the waste going into the project. The job was in Prague, and they promised to move me over. I took the job.

	The Al was ready in less than six months. It had paid its worth in less than a week. I was promoted a month later, and somehow, by the end of the year, I was leading the whole fucking project. Sure, an engineer should have led it, but I was told it was not about engineering, that I would have all the best engineers I needed; it was about understanding the data and how to use it.

	So, by the age of twenty-five, I was living in Prague, working my arse off, enjoying my job, but with no real friends or family, and definitely no girlfriend. Sure, Czech girls are hot, and approachable, but I was way too shy for that, and to be honest, I had a secret. I liked dominant women, and that was what I hoped to find. Unfortunately, it didn't really happen, I didn't meet the right girl, until one day, I saw the building receptionist...

	I noticed her some time ago, but with her curly blonde hair I had to admit she looked kind of plain, nothing too attention grabbing. She then disappeared for a while, given the building reception staff were outsourced, I assumed to a different assignment, only to return as the building receptionist four months later. And what a change! Her hair was straight, long blonde. Her make-up was on thick but stylishly. Gone was the unflattering uniform she had to wear, and now she had her own clothes — a pink layered mini-skirt, and a tight cream satin blouse. Around her neck she had a black leather choker, or it could have been a collar, and around her wrists two leather bracelets.

	She had an air of self-assurance about her, which was missing before. What had changed in four months? She must have noticed me staring, because a cheeky smirk appeared briefly. I decided that a compliment was in order.

	"It suits you," I said nervously. "Your hair I mean."

	She grinned. "Thank you."

	[image: Image]I wanted to say something else, but I couldn't think what. Instead, I got in the lift and went up to the office. Of course, I wasn't the only person to notice. Others were talking about her. "She looks like a better-looking version of Paris Hilton." [image: Image]One said.

	"Yes, but less of a stick insect and without that nose." Said another.

	It was true that she was not skinny, but I wouldn't even call her medium or plus-sized. She was just right I would say, no tyre around the waist, massive breasts, and very nice legs.

	As the weeks went by, I became chattier with her. Her name was Melissa, she was twenty-five, and was finishing her PhD in Psychology.

	"I'm just glad we got rid of those horrible uniforms." She told me. “I don't feel comfortable unless I'm in my own clothes."

	"Yeah, they were rather unflattering. Whereas this..." I looked at the tight pink corset dress she had on, pushing her massive bosom upwards. "This..." "Is hot?" She asked with a smile.

	"Uh-huh."

	"Yes, I think so too. All my clothes must have a certain sex appeal to them. I can't abide boring clothes."

	“I can understand that." I looked at the collar and cuffs more closely, and saw they had metal hoops in them. "What's with the collar and cuffs?" I asked her. She lifted her leg up onto the table and for the first time I notice what I thought was part of her shoes was actually leather anklets similar to the collar and cuffs. "Nice. Doesn't answer my question though."

	I told her with a grin.

	"No. Use your head, why would I have metal rings on my arms, legs and neck? Oh, and you'll notice on the back of them..." She turned her wrist over to reveal a small padlock, "you'll notice I am locked into them."

	"Who has the key?"

	"My master." She said calmly and slowly, her eyes staring into mine to gauge my reaction. It wasn't my eyes she needed to watch though, as my cock did a rather large twitch to hear that. Admittedly though, I was slightly disappointed to find out she was submissive, rather than dominant, as I myself was submissive. Still, I decided to invite her out for lunch where

	I hoped we could chat more privately. That was where I confessed all.

	"So you're submissive huh?" She asked. “I thought you were, to be honest, but I never know who is involved in the scene. What sort of things do you like?"

	I shrugged. "Not done too much in my life, just once with a professional dominatrix, who was focused a little bit too much on pain. Other than that, I like to read about forced feminisation, cuckolding, humiliation, that sort of stuff."

	"So you like the psychological aspect?" She asked, cocking her head and grinning.

	"Yes, you could say that."[image: Image]

	"But there is a psychological aspect to the physical." She explained. "Pain is so much more than you think."

	"How do you mean?"

	She took a sip of water. "Well, you're not into the pain aspect right?"

	"Right."

	"But what if I told you a scenario where you told me that, but I just ignored you and tortured you anyway? What if we agreed on a stop word and I deliberately ignored it and laughed in your face as you cry? How would that make you feel?"

	She smiled seductively, making me wonder if I was mistaken in my belief that she was totally submissive.[image: Image]

	“I think I can understand that." I stuttered out, gulping as I felt my cock stiffen in my pants again.[image: Image]

	"Okay, now think of something else, and this is something which gets me off big time. Fear. What if you were so scared that I would truly hurt you?" She purred the next part and I realised that she too was getting off on this conversation. "Seriously, imagine it."

	I smiled. “I see what you're getting at. The pain is just the effect of the psychological cause."

	"Right. And that's what I love about my master. I love the fact that I know he cares about me so much that he doesn't care about me..." She shivered in excitement.

	“I think I understand. Anyway, it's all conjecture. You're submissive, and I'm submissive. I need to find someone dominant."

	Melissa cocked her head to one side again. “I didn't say I was a submissive."

	"You are. You have a master."

	"Okay, but it doesn't stop me being dominant to you, does it?" Her voice had softened, lowered, but at the same time, there was a strictness to it.

	I raised my eyebrows. “I suppose it doesn't. What about your master?"

	Her shoulders shrugged, like it wasn't a concern. "Well, he can be your master too."[image: Image]

	The idea of being with a man never entered my mind and quite honestly, I was as straight as they came. I just liked dominant women. “I don't know if I could do that. I'm not gay."

	"Okay, but who cares what you want?" She asked with a smile. "If I tell you that you are gay as of now, then that's what you are, right?"

	That actually made some sense, in terms of domination and submission. I didn't want to be with a man, but if a dominant woman ordered me to do it, then I'd do it. "Erm...okay, I think..."[image: Image]

	My answer gave her pause, and instead, I found her staring at me. But then she looked away and took another bite of her lunch. "You wouldn't want me as your Mistress."

	"Why not?" I asked, suddenly scared I would lose my chance to be with a hot dominant woman.

	"Because you would lose your job. Your life would fall apart, and you would become dependent on me for the rest of your life."[image: Image]

	That response came as somewhat of a surprise. I didn't understand how some kink-play at home would impact my job, but then again, I was pretty naive to the reality of what she considered BDSM, versus my own knowledge of it. "Why would I lose my job?"

	"Because I would torture you in public. I would humiliate you in the reception. I would demand full subservience. You can't give that to me."[image: Image]

	I nodded. She was right in that respect. "Wouldn't you lose your job too?"

	Scoffing, Melissa actually laughed, and said, "Not likely! The owner of the building is one of my Master's slaves too." "The owner of this building is a man." I pointed out, not putting two and two together.

	One more, she laughed. "There you go again. So? My master doesn't distinguish between slaves. A slave is a slave, no [image: Image]matter what is between their legs."

	I nodded. "Each to their own I suppose."

	"Indeed."
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	[image: Image]Over the next few weeks, Melissa and I went out for lunch fairly regularly, almost on a daily basis. We would talk about everything from politics, the weather, to sex, good torture implements and extreme fantasies — and she had quite a few of those! But never did she want to move it further, never did she push things. Then after a month of this, our relationship began to change. It was a Thursday morning when I arrived in the building that she called me behind the front desk.

	"Get down on your knees and kiss my feet. Make sure to lick the entire shoe." I did as I was told, hearing a couple of my colleagues arrive in the building and walk straight to the elevator, knowing they couldn't see me. "You will respect me and treat me as a queen."

	"Yes Mi..." I stopped myself and raised my eyes to look at her. She nodded. "Yes Mistress." I said with relief. She stroked my head by way of thanks.

	“I brought you a present." She told me, pointing to a small plastic bag. I opened it to find pink satin full-cut panties trimmed with white lace. "Go to the bathroom and put them on. You can throw your male ones in the bin." I did as she ordered, and whilst I was in the toilet, I heard her come in. "Show me." She called out.

	I stepped into the room and showed her the panties on me. They fit perfectly.

	"Good, I got the size right. You're pretty skinny, which is good." She stepped closer and rubbed my satin covered crotch, then grabbed it tight, twisting it hard, making me wince in pain. "I've got another surprise at lunchtime. Meet me at exactly twelve, got that?"

	"Yes Mistress. And thank you Mistress."

	"You're welcome...slave." She smiled, then kissed me quickly.

	It felt good being in the tight constrictive panties the whole morning. It wasn't the first time I had worn women's underwear though, I had done it ever since I was a young boy; but this was certainly the first time I had worn them to work. At twelve PM exactly, I went down to reception. She was looking at her watch as I arrived. "You're fifteen seconds late."

	She told me. "That's fifteen lashes of the whip."

	I looked at my watch, it just turned twelve. “I think your watch is wrong."

	Her eyebrows raised. "Are you questioning me? Double, no, triple the number of lashes."

	I smiled. "And when do you propose to whip me?"

	[image: Image][image: Image]She stood up. "Follow me." I followed her into the service area and around the back to the service elevator. The first thing which stood out to me was that the elevator had a button number 6, which the main elevator did not. She touched her keycard to the RFID receiver and pressed the button. The sixth floor was a high-class apartment, modern, luxurious and big. As we stepped out, I noticed some items lying on a cabinet. The first was a black leather collar, which Melissa put around my neck. The other was a chain leash, which she attached to the collar. And the last item was a black crop.

	"Take off your clothes down to the panties." She ordered. I did as she asked without question. "Down on all fours." I did. She then sat on my back and tapped my ass with the crop. "Go on! I'll guide you."[image: Image]

	I shuffled along as she guided me using the chain, pulling when necessary. We went into a large bedroom, with a series of high mirrored cupboards. She opened one of the mirrors to reveal a door inside. She unlocked and opened it, leading me inside what looked to be a small SM dungeon.

	"Wow." I said. "Whose is this?"

	"The owner of the building. I asked him if I could use it today. He's fine with it, so long as we don't break anything." She pulled me over to a set of chains which she strapped me into. Then, using a winch, she lifted me up into the air, then chained my legs tight.

	"Fifteen times three is forty-five. Can you handle that?" She asked me.

	“I don't think so." I said, my body shaking with a mixture of nerves and excitement.[image: Image]

	"Good. Then I'll make it a nice even fifty."

	I began to beg her not to, that it would scar, but she gagged me instead. She then began to rub my panty covered ass and gently spanked it. Then she pulled the panties down a little and spanked my ass harder until it was red. She then took the crop, stood back, and hammered my ass repeatedly for ten whacks. She stood back to look at me and found me sobbing into the gag.

	"Only forty to go." She warned.

	I tried to scream to beg her to stop, but it was to no use. The foundation of BDSM was SSC — safe, sane and consensual, but there seemed to be nothing consensual about this, and certainly there was no safe word.

	"God I love it when you beg. Maybe I should reset it and start again?"

	"No!" I muffled into the gag.

	"Just think of all the pain I can cause you. Who knows, maybe you'll piss yourself. You have an hour for lunch don't you? So let's see how much pain I can cause in an hour." She said in a dark, yet seductive voice, an evil grin plastered on her face.

	I felt my cock stiffen knowing that my body was in the control of this gorgeous creature. As she beat me over and over, no longer pausing between tens, no longer counting, I felt my cock become harder than ever before. The pain was unbearable, but I was helpless to stop it. My body was not my own for now, it was hers.

	At what must have been one hundred whips, she stopped, and walked over to the wall. She picked up two weights and carried them over to me. She then clipped them to my nipples, causing me to wince in pain. She then untied the gag and opened a bag, pulling out a couple of sandwiches and a bottle of coke.[image: Image]

	"The coke is for me. I have another drink for you." She said, and with that she disappeared for a minute, coming back with a glass of a pale liquid. She put it to my lips and told me to drink. Immediately I recognised what it was and fought [image: Image]with my internal emotions telling me not to drink her piss. The truth was, from a sexual standpoint, this was one of my fantasies.

	I gulped some down before she took it away and put a sandwich to my mouth. I took a bite.

	"Tell me about your life." She said.

	"Not much to tell. I go out clubbing a lot. Travel when I can. Was married for a short time, but that ended. No siblings.

	My parents emigrated some time ago."

	"How often do you see them?"

	“I speak to them over the phone about once a month. See them every couple of years. That's fine for me. We don't see eye to eye on most things."

	"Many friends?" She asked.

	"A few yeah. From the clubbing scene."

	"Are they cool? Do they know about your kinks?"

	"They're definitely cool. I told a couple about my kinks, as you put it. They were fine with it."

	She gave me another bite of the sandwich. "What about the rest? How would they feel if you came out?"

	“I think they'd be fine. They're a modern bunch."

	"Good." She said, eating her own sandwich. "If...if, I start a relationship with you, or get you involved in mine, then I want to know that we can be as public as possible with it. I am not going to hide who I am because you are scared."

	I was shocked. Truthfully, I should've said that it was not possible for me to go public, but for some reason I simply said,

	"It's not a problem." And upon reflection, it was not a problem.[image: Image]

	"What are you doing after work?" She asked me.

	"Nothing. Why?"

	“I want to go shopping, and I want you to come with me."

	"Sounds good."

	We finished the sandwiches and I drank down my 'drink'. She then spent the remaining time we had whipping my ass.

	When she finally let me down, I turned to see my skin had cracked and my ass was bleeding from the welts.

	"I'm bleeding!" I complained.

	"Don't be such a baby, you'll be fine. It's nothing which will scar. Trust me, I'll be doing a lot worse to you, I'm a sadist [image: Image]in the true sense of the word. This was just a test."

	I got dressed, wincing as I pulled the panties up onto my sore ass.

	"This crop is yours. I'll not use it on anyone else, and I'll never use anyone else's on you." She told me.

	"Why's that so important?"

	"I'm a sadist. I will use whips and other items on you which will most likely touch blood. You can clean equipment but you can never be sure, so a good practitioner of edge-play, or RACK should always be wise enough to know the health risks. If you practice SSC BDSM then fine, you never get so deep. But I don't practice SSC. Do you know the differences?"

	"I've read something, so yeah." I shrugged.

	"How do you feel about that?"

	"You know your stuff, and I can't help but feel excited by the whole thing."

	She smiled. "Good."

	As we were leaving, going towards the lift, we noticed we were no longer alone. "Ah, Melissa," Said Luc Benoit, the building's owner. "This must be the lovely boy you talked about?" He held his hand out to me in a very effeminate manner and I wasn't sure whether I should shake it or kiss it. I slipped a few fingers into his hand and held it there. Suddenly I felt his middle finger curl around and tickle my palm. What's this? Some sort of secret handshake?

	"Hello Mr. Benoit. We have met before." I said to him, slowly retrieving my hand which he seemed very reluctant to let go.

	"Oh yes indeed. You work on the fourth floor. How lovely." He looked down at me in an appraising manner, and for a moment I felt like a piece of meat. “I do hope you enjoyed Melissa's... ministrations? You are more than welcome here any time you like, with or without Melissa. I can arrange for a card if you like?"

	"Erm, that's very kind of you..." I suddenly realised that I was in no position to say no, as this person knew my boss.

	[image: Image]"Thank you."

	I looked at Melissa, who was grinning. "I'll arrange a keycard." She said, knowing full well how nervous I was.

	"Anyway, I do hope you are not leaving so soon?" Benoit asked.

	“I need to get back to the desk." Melissa said for me.

	"Well surely Kevin here can stay?" He said looking at me.

	"I-I'm sorry, but I have to get back to work. I have meetings this afternoon."

	Luc extravagantly put a hand on his chest. "What a terrible shame. Just when I have a bit of free time. Well, I'm sure we will see each other very soon." He said, stroking my face with the back of his index finger.

	"Erm, yes, I'm sure."

	Melissa and I got into the lift with Luc watching me closely. Once the doors shut Melissa burst out laughing.

	"Wow! He really is over the top isn't he?" I said.

	“I think he's absolutely lovely. I really love that type of guy. I can't abide masculine men."

	I tried to look hurt. “I'm not masculine?"

	Melissa reached into my pants and tugged on the satin panties. “Oh of course you are....pantyboy." The lift doors opened. "I'll update your work keycard to allow you access to the sixth floor."

	"It's very trusting of him to hand out access to his home to a stranger."

	"You're not a complete stranger. You work here, so he knows you through that. And also it's not his home exactly. He has a number of places. This is just one of his play-areas. He's got another place which essentially a castle, outside Prague.

	It's just a BDSM torture ground, just for him and his friends. It's amazing. That's how into this scene he is." "Wow." I said, genuinely shocked. "You know, this access to the flat, I doubt I'll ever use it without you."

	"Oh don't be so sure of that. I think you'll use it sooner than you think." She said with a grin.

	That evening, Melissa and I went out shopping. I had read enough porn stories to realise this would most likely turn into a shopping trip for me, so I was more than surprised when it was just because Melissa wanted to spend more time with me.

	She even point blank refused when I offered to pay for her purchases.

	"At least let me buy you something." I told her.

	"Okay, but you have to pick it out. And you have to get the size right."

	I looked around and finally found a dress that I believed Melissa would wear. It was pink satin, the top ruffled in the gypsy top style, low cut, the middle and skirt were tight, in a pencil skirt style. I looked carefully at Melissa and gauged her size. Maybe 175cm, 65kg, maybe more because of those breasts... I picked out a size 10 and handed it to her.

	She grinned and took it to the changing room. She came out shortly after wearing the dress and looked stunning. “I love it." She told me.

	“I have a trained eye." I told her. "You look amazing."

	We went to the cash desk where I paid for the dress. When Melissa saw the price though, her face dropped. "Noooo! I can't let you pay for this, it's too much!"

	"It's not that bad. I can handle that."

	I paid for the dress as fast as I could, making sure she couldn't talk me out of it. When we got outside, I was shocked when she kissed me deeply. "Thank you."[image: Image]

	We held hands as we walked. "You know, when you said we were going shopping, I thought you meant for me..."

	[image: Image]"Wow, you've got a bit of an ego on you..." She said with a grin.

	"No, I mean, well, I don't know how many BDSM stories you've read where the woman sissifies the man. Well, there is usually a part where the man is taken shopping for panties and stuff..."

	Melissa laughed. “I don't need to take you shopping for lingerie. I have loads of stuff back home I could give you." “I think you are the wrong size..."

	“Oh I used to be bigger than this. It took a lot of work to get my weight down to this. And I still spend a lot of time at the gym."

	"Does that mean you expect me to lose weight too?" I asked her, not a fan of the gym, or physical exercise.

	"Yes! And not just to lose weight; to keep you healthy. At the end of the day, RACK can put your heart through its paces too. If you are not healthy, then you're fucked. In fact, I'm surprised you don't go to the gym already?"

	I shook my head in the negative. "No, I'm too lazy. I'm just naturally skinny."

	"For now. Get yourself to the gym at least three times per week. If you have to do weights then keep the weights low but do lots of them. That should tone your muscles rather than grow them; the last thing I want is a muscular man. Try to do as much aerobic exercise as possible, it's better for you, and it's more likely to bring the weight down."

	I scoffed and then laughed. I was quite wiry for my height. "How thin do you expect me to be?"

	"What is your height and weight now?"

	"180cm, 79kg."

	"Then I expect you to go down to 65kg in the next few months."

	Yeah, that wasn't going to happen. “I can't go down to 65kg."[image: Image]

	"You can, and you will. I went from 90 to 63 in a year. You can do 65."

	We walked for a little longer until we arrived at the metro. "Wanna go for dinner?" I asked her.

	"Sorry, Master will be home soon. I have to go." She kissed me deeply for a good few minutes. "Thanks for the dress.

	See you at work tomorrow. Oh and wash the panties so you can wear them again tomorrow."[image: Image]

	I was a little disappointed to say goodbye, but was glad I would get to see her tomorrow.

	Kicking my feet a little, I decided I didn't want to go back to my empty flat. I called a few friends but everyone was busy. So instead, I went back to the office where I decided to do a bit more work.

	It was nearly nine pm when Melissa called me.

	"Hello slave, what are you up to?" She asked.

	"Believe it or not, I had nothing to do, so went back to the office to work. What about you?"

	"Master had to go out for a bit, so I'm waiting for him to get back, thought I'd call you." There was a seductive edge to her voice, one which said she missed me but didn't want to say it in words.

	"Why don't you come meet me?" I asked.

	"Can't." She told me.

	"Why not?" I whined.

	"'Cause I'm locked to a chair with a dildo up my ass."

	That would do it. "Oh."[image: Image]

	"Yes, oh. Sorry I can't meet you though. I'm thinking about you a lot. Master likes the dress. He also asked when he would get to meet you?"

	I wasn't in any hurry to meet her master, or potentially become a gay toy for him, much as I hated to admit to myself that the thought of it turned me on. “I don't know...' suppose I'll need to at some point."

	"Yes you will. I'll try to think of something." She paused. "By the way, your card should be working for the sixth floor, [image: Image]if you want to go there."

	“I don't think I should." I said quietly, as if someone might hear me.

	"Nonsense. In fact, maybe Luc has some panties you could borrow." I heard a door shut in the background on the phone.

	[image: Image]"Gotta go. See you tomorrow."

	"Bye." I said, but the call had already ended.
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	I sat at my desk staring at the computer screen in front of me. My keycard lay on the monitor stand in front of me, seemingly calling to me, yelling for me to go checkout the apartment. My desire to fall deeper into this world drew my hand to it, picking it up, staring, then looked back at the screen whilst tapping the card on the desk like a cigarette addicting wondering if it is time for his next fix. The draw was too strong, so I got up and walked to the back door of the fourth floor, into the service area. I breathed in and pressed the call button to the lift. However, just as the elevator arrived, I chickened out and went back to the office.

	I sat there doing nothing for five minutes. Then I opened up the browser and started reading porn stories, about first time sex between men. The stories about gay men didn't turn me on, but I did find stories about straight men forced or coerced into gay sex did turn me on. The best were ones about nervous straight men who get touched up, which started to get me excited and worked up. I decided to give it another shot.

	The elevator opened immediately when I pressed the button, unmoved in the silent office building. I took a deep breath and stepped inside, pushing the keycard against the receiver and pressing six. The doors opened and I walked inside the apartment. "Hello? Luc?" I called out, but it was quiet, though the lights were on. I wasn't sure if the lights came on automatically or not. I walked around, feeling strange for being in a stranger's apartment and just looking around. The living room was spacious, with a large LED television on the wall. The kitchen was massive too, just the type I dreamed of having, with an island in the middle with a six-burner hob. I walked into the main bedroom and opened a few drawers, found the panties and lingerie, and was going to take some but then decided against it, thinking I should really ask first. Instead, I opened the door to the dungeon and had a look around. I opened a set of drawers to find different implements, from whips to bondage materials, to needles, different knives, a soldering iron for some reason, varying sizes of butt-plug and dildo, a box of latex rubber gloves, and other torture implements.

	Looking at the door briefly, I picked up a smallish plug and put it in my pocket. Then, shutting the drawer, I decided to leave.

	When I got home that night, I had a quick bath, then washed the plug in anti-bacterial soap, then put it in my ass. It was not so fat, so it went in fairly easily. It felt good, not at all painful, and made my ass tickle a little inside. I climbed into bed [image: Image]and had a wank, thinking about my day, then I stopped and I bit my lip momentarily, and began to imagine that Luc had caught me, that he would force himself on me. I came hard, harder than I imagined I could.

	[image: Image]Suddenly though, I felt dirty, shameful. I pulled the plug out of me, washed it and put it back in my coat pocket, ready to return the next day.

	Sleep was hard to come by though, the room felt hot and stuffy. I looked at my bedroom, which represented a third of the entire flat and sighed. I wished I had a flat like the one on the sixth floor. As I was laying there, I began to think about Luc again, imagining sitting next to him as he starts to touch my leg, telling me to relax and just enjoy it. I began to wank again, then I stopped and picked up the plug from my jacket. I sucked on it for a bit to get it wet, then pushed it up my ass again.

	I began to wank for a few more minutes, and then looked at my clock. 11:30. I sat and thought, my over-paced and excited mind moving fast. Decision made, I jumped up, I put on my trousers, socks and a t-shirt, and with the butt-plug still in my ass, I left the flat, going on the ten minute walk back to my office. I shivered although the night was warm, because it wasn't the cold but the fear and excitement of being caught, of being found and then used.

	In the office, I ran over to the service lift and took it all the way up to Luc's apartment, shaking with anticipation. The [image: Image]doors opened to the same empty apartment.

	"Hello?" I called out. Nothing. It was like an anti-climax.

	Still shaking with nervousness, I decided I would wait. I went into the living room and put the telly on, flicking through the channels yet not paying attention. Realising the TV was a waste of time, I went to the bedroom. I opened the lingerie drawer and selected a few items. Black seamed stockings, a black lacy suspender belt, black satin full cut elasticised edge panties, and a black satin cami-top. I quickly stripped and put them all on, then lay on the bed waiting.

	The alarm on my mobile phone chirped me awake at 7:30 am. I looked down at myself and suddenly realised what had happened.

	"Fuck!" I cried out.

	I quickly jumped up and straightened the bed. I took the cami-top off, folded it neatly and put it back where I found it, then I pulled the butt-plug out, washed it, then put it back where I found it. I dressed quickly, putting my normal clothes on over the stockings etc. As I was heading for the door, something dawned on me...the television was off. I felt sure I left it on. I shook my head. Maybe it has auto power off.

	At around ten am, I received an email from Melissa: 'Are you in the office today? Didn't see you come in... We meeting for lunch?'

	I wrote back: 'Got in early today. Sure we can meet for lunch. Will it be lunch or lunch? ;)'

	She wrote back quickly: 'Lunch-lunch I'm afraid. Got something I need to do so thought you could join me. Post office and shit. Could use the company.'

	I wrote: 'Sure. 12 at the reception then.'

	She replied: 'Cool. I have a present for you...'

	At around eleven, I had a meeting with my team. I was head of the Advanced Products F department for a major multinational. Essentially it was a company which did everything from banking products, to children's toys, to missile guidance systems...one of those types of companies. There were a number of Advanced Products departments, each given a number of projects. My department handled power and computer systems for a top-secret NASA/ESA spaceship, which would eventually be constructed, in space, for the Mars mission.

	"Last specs I saw said the coolant was not good enough." I told my team leads. "So what's the story?"

	Jamie Carr, the lead on drive motor design. "Last test we did on the simulation showed the type B coolant was not allowing us to go over forty-percent output on the drive. Type B is the best we can hope for."

	“I disagree," said Mike Granger, lead on fuels. “I think we need to re-factor where this motor will be used. Space is pretty damn cold..."

	"Thanks Mike, for your worldly insight on how cold space is..." Jamie countered.

	I walked around the room looking at the ceiling and throwing a ball in the air. “I see what you're getting at Mike. But at the end of the day, most parts will still be boiled up. We need to go back to the board on this. There has to be another fuel."

	"There's no other fuel, unless you want to invent one." Mike told me.

	"Negative energy drive." Jamie pointed out.

	"Again, genius, if you'd care to invent that, then by all means we could use it."

	The banter continued like that until I put a stop to it. "Okay guys, this is getting us nowhere. Let's look at a way we can improve the coolant to get at least fifty percent. Then we can work from there. Forty is unacceptable at this stage." I looked at my watch. “I have a lunchtime appointment I wanna keep, so let's move on. Tom, give me the report on the control systems for the ship."

	Jamie butted in. "Hold on, hold on. Lunch appointment? The girl from reception by any chance?"

	"No comment..."

	"But you are spending a lot of time with her, right?"

	I gave that some thought, my eyes looking up at the ceiling, then followed with, "No comment..."[image: Image]

	“I think she's a little out of your league. I think she's into really good-looking guys."[image: Image]

	The look I gave him should have put the fear of god into him. "Since when did I stop being your boss?"

	"You didn't."

	"Well watch your mouth then!"[image: Image]

	[image: Image]I met Melissa at twelve and told her about the conversation with the others. She smiled but then caught them in the corner of her eye walking out to lunch. They were looking over at me. Melissa grabbed me and kissed me deeply, pulling my right hand to her massive breast — which I discovered was massive for a reason.

	"You have implants?" I asked her later.

	"Yep. I wouldn't have breasts like these otherwise."

	"Was that your idea or..."

	"My master's? Yep, his, not mine. And he paid for it all."

	"Oh, right. You and he are pretty tight aren't you?"

	"Not really. I don't live with him. I don't see him every single night. Unfortunately."

	"Do you love him?"

	"Yes. Otherwise I wouldn't be able to be his submissive." She stopped and looked at me. “I wouldn't be able to be dominant to anyone I didn't love either."

	I grinned. “I understand completely. I'm the same."

	"So what did you end up doing last night? Did you go to Luc's place?" She asked with a grin.

	"Erm, well, funny thing..." So I explained, in detail, what I did last night. She laughed throughout.

	"You're so nervous!" She exclaimed. "Just chill out and enjoy the ride. No-one involved in the scene that I know is so uptight to be pissed off over what you did, especially not Luc!"

	“I think Luc may know I was there anyway."

	Her head cocked to the side, hair cascading down like a sexy blonde waterfall. "How come?"

	"Well, I left the TV on in the living room, then fell asleep on his bed, as I said. When I woke up the telly was off. But I [image: Image]guess it has auto power off."

	She looked at me and bit her lip. "That telly does not have auto power off unless you set it each time you switch it on..." She told me, making my heart lurch, though part of me felt like she was just saying that to mess with me, after all, did she really know the ins and outs of a fucking television?

	"Ah shit. So he did come home?"

	"Most likely." She sang, a smirk on her face.

	"Why didn't he try anything?" I said, though it was really a rhetorical question.

	"He wouldn't do anything unless you wanted it...even if you were lying in his bed naked."[image: Image]

	“I wasn't naked." I told her. I told her what I had on.

	"Show me." We were walking in a street.[image: Image]

	"Where?"

	"Here, now." She said, as if it was the most normal thing in the world.

	"No way!"

	She grabbed my arm and pulled me into a quiet alley. "Pussy. Show me."

	Hesitating a moment, I quickly undid my trousers and showed her the lingerie. "Satisfied?"

	"Oh, far from satisfied." She gasped. “Okay, let's go."

	I pulled up my pants and followed her back to the street. "Shame that he wouldn't do anything unless I wanted it." "Why's that?" She asked.

	"Because I think that would be the only way I would be able to handle it." I explained. “I found myself reading stories on the subject, and found the ones to make me really horny were the ones where straight guys are raped or seduced. You know what I mean?"

	“I know exactly what you mean. Oh well, yeah Luc is an all-round nice guy." She was quiet for a moment before saying, "but you never know. Maybe if he catches you in his apartment again in such a way, then he'll not hold back. Who knows?" "But he's not done anything like that before?" I asked.

	"No, but having said that, there's never been a situation like that before." She shrugged, and I realised that my question was a bit stupid, that it wasn't like Melissa was bringing men to the top floor on a regular basis.

	For a moment, I wondered if my admission was not a bit too far, that Melissa might go tell Luc. I immediately felt nerves rattle my gut. I needed to reset the narrative. "Yeah, well I guess I'm kind of glad he didn't do anything. The fantasy is nice and all, but I don't know that I really want it. My brain says I don't."

	A knowing grin. "Your brain is not always right."

	She wasn't buying my story, I needed to get reassurance that she wouldn't talk. "Don't say anything to him, okay?" I said. She made a zip and lock gesture on her mouth. There was one thing I wanted to ask. "Why wasn't he home I wonder?"

	“I told you, he has a few flats. During the week, some of the time he uses the one not far from the Metronome. He says [image: Image]he works better there."

	[image: Image]”I see. So it's hit and miss whether or not he's in the flat in our building? How come he's so cool with letting me use this flat then?"

	"Because he knows the scene. He knows how sometimes people need a place to escape and be someone else. Maybe he thinks that's not possible where you live, or whatever. He's really cool like that. I know he helped out one guy who was still living with his parents, back in France. He set him up with an apartment. The guy pays rent, but it's whatever he can afford at the time."

	I nodded. That was really good.

	"You'll be surprised, the more you get to know the people in the scene how cool they are. You've got all sorts of people, from all walks of life, and they have maximum respect for each other. You'd think they are all big softies really, but they just have a mutual respect, trust and understanding, that you don't find anywhere else."

	I couldn't help but feel like I wanted to be part of this group, and maybe to an extent I already was. But I also got the [image: Image]feeling that whilst Luc was very much accepting of me, Melissa still was not one-hundred percent, and I told her so.

	"It's not me." She explained. “I told my Master about you. And he is very supportive of bringing you on-board, but he has urged me to be careful. He said that RACK is not for everyone, and that whilst you say you are okay with it now, you may change your mind. He wants me to sound you out first."

	"Would it help if I signed a waver or something? Like, write you a letter saying you have full control of my body and do whatever you like to it?" I said with a laugh.

	She stopped in her tracks. "Actually, that would help. Honestly. Can you write something like that? If you want that

	I gulped. "Erm, okay, sure." We walked on. "You mentioned a present?"

	"Oh, back at the office. I'll give it to you." And back at the office she did. It was a suitcase, maybe medium sized.

	"Don't open it here. It's a load of my old lingerie and a couple of dresses that don't fit me anymore. Plus a couple of other things you may find fun."

	"Wow! Erm, thanks!"

	"No problem." We kissed and then I shot upstairs.
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	That afternoon, I should've been working, but instead I spent nearly an hour writing, deleting, then re-writing the waver for Melissa. In the end, I decided to get over myself and write it without the nerves. The long and the short of it was that it gave Melissa and her friends free access to do anything she wanted to me, be it psychologically via humiliation, even in public, or physical, and that could mean piercing, scarification, and body modification. I studied a bit of law in university so also knew to write that this was all for purposes of arts and entertainment, otherwise it could be construed as deliberate harm, which is illegal if you agree to it or not.

	I then printed the letter off, signed it and passed it to Melissa, who grinned as she read it. When she got to the arts part, she looked up and said, "You're not stupid are you?" Then thinking again, "well, maybe you are..."

	"Are you doing anything after work?" I asked her.

	"Sorry, meeting my Master."

	"All right..."

	"Maybe tomorrow." She explained with an understanding smile.

	"Great."[image: Image]

	That evening, I worked late again, then, my nerves shaky, I went upstairs to Luc's apartment, taking the suitcase from [image: Image]Melissa with me. The apartment was empty once more. I decided to check the television first, as I had to know if Luc was really there or not. I searched the auto off and found that it was set for 5am! So, Melissa was wrong after all.

	I opened up the suitcase and had a look inside. I found a blonde curly wig, some make-up, a large black dildo, lots and lots of lingerie, basques, a couple of corsets, satins, lace, latex, leather, and two sissy maid's dresses, one black and white, one dark pink with black lace. I was disappointed not to find any shoes though, but then I realised I had bigger feet than her.

	I stripped down and began to try some of the items on, putting on a red satin with lots of lace ruffles basque, matching panties, red stockings, the wig, and some make-up, and looked at myself in the mirror. As I was admiring myself, I saw Luc stood watching, rubbing his cock. I turned quickly to face him, apologising. He walked towards me quickly and put his arm around my back, rubbing my satin covered chest with my left hand. "So this little whore likes to dress up?" He said in his thick French accent.

	"Please, I'm not gay..." I told him.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"No, but I'll make you so. I don't really care if you are or not. If you dress like a whore in my apartment, then you will be a whore." He grabbed my left nipple and squeezed it hard, twisting it. I opened my mouth to scream only to find his tongue enter it, kissing me. He slammed me back against the mirror as I struggled against him. "Yes, struggle, try to get free! But I will have you, I will rape you, I will beat you, and there is nothing you can do about it."

	I felt my cock grow hard as a rock, but still I tried to get away. He held me tight, kissing me harder. I felt his rough stubble on my face and couldn't help but get harder still.

	He grabbed me and threw me face down onto the bed, pulling my panties to one side, he rubbed something cold on my anus. Then in one slow movement, I felt his cock press into me and slide inside with a plop. I screamed out in pain, begging him to stop, but that turned him on more. He slapped my face and told me to cry, cry like a girl, slapping me hard and repeatedly as he slammed his hard seven-incher in and out of me. I cried and I moaned, and I clenched, trying to feel as much as I could. I pushed back feeling his cock rubbing inside my bowel; I wanted him to hit me, I didn't know why. "Hit me." I screamed. He slapped my face again. "No, harder!"

	I felt him pick me up and turn me over, laying me on the edge of the bed as he fucked me looking straight into my eyes.

	He then slapped my face hard, back-handing me on the return.

	"Punch me." I told him.

	"Not the face." He said.

	"No, anywhere." I couldn't believe I wanted this. "You want this to feel like a real rape?" He asked.

	"Yes."

	"How real?"

	"Very real. As real as possible."

	“I can make it perfectly real, but you will regret it. Is that what you want?"

	I don't know why I said it. It was if my desire had overcome any real logic. "Yes! Do whatever you like to me."

	He grinned, then pulled out of me. He grabbed me by the arm hard, pulling me up, then he pushed me to the floor where he kicked me square in the balls. He then disappeared into the dungeon. I decided to try to pretend to get away. I [image: Image]moved towards the door, and when he came back in, I saw he had a knife. His cock was harder still, and finally, I was truly scared.

	"You want this to be real, then I must cut you, okay?"

	I thought for a moment, then for some reason I said, "okay."

	He picked me up and threw me back on the bed, face up. I felt he cock re-enter me and when I looked at his eyes, they were wild. He brought the knife up to my chin and pushed it hard against it. I felt it slightly pierce the skin, not much, but enough to make a small line.

	He slammed in and out of me, the knife pressing harder and softer, until he pulled the knife away and put it against the base of my left pec. He then pushed the tip forward and I screamed out as he stabbed me. It was barely under the surface, but it felt real enough. My cock hardened as he pushed more in. It felt like half of the long thin knife, but it was barely a [image: Image]centimetre. He slammed his cock into me harder and faster, lost now in the moment, he kept hold of the knife and I felt [image: Image][image: Image]it slide in and out of my skin, blood dribbling. Until suddenly he pulled it out and slashed it across the top of my left arm, cutting it slightly open. Suddenly he came deep inside me.

	He grabbed my cock and wanked me. "Tell me what you want me to do next."

	I was lost more in the scenario. "Hurt me more."

	"Get on your knees and wank."

	I did as he asked, then screamed as he began carving the knife in my back. I came hard.

	We kissed for a few moments, but I was shaking. I was regretting doing it.

	"Don't worry." He said, "just relax. It'll pass. Keep kissing me, force yourself." I did, and it did pass.[image: Image]

	Luc went and got a needle and thread and he sewed up the cuts, then disinfected them.

	"You'll be fine. They are not so deep. They will scar, but the one on the back is a note you should keep. The one on your breast is in a place which will not show so much later, and the one on your arm will add character." He said with a smile.

	"Did you enjoy it?"[image: Image]

	"Yes, very much. Did you?"

	He laughed. "This I could do night and day. You are talking to someone who loves this scene." Luc reached into a drawer and pulled out a nightie. "Here, put this on. I take it you'll be staying the night?"

	I shrugged. "Sure, but I don't have clothes for work tomorrow."

	"I've got some clothes which will fit you. Do not worry."

	I put on the pale blue ankle length silk nightie and slipped under the covers. Luc took off the rest of his clothes and slid in with me. We leaned on our sides and kissed, then I felt his hands on my head, pushing me down. I was confronted by his cock in front of me. I cautiously took it in my mouth and felt it quickly harden. He pulled on my wig covered head and [image: Image]forced me all the way down, choking me on cock, before letting me up again.

	For the next ten minutes, I lovingly sucked and licked, and choked, on my first cock, and I loved every second of it.

	When he climaxed in my mouth, it was like icing on a cake. I loved the taste.

	I came up and kissed him. "That was lovely."

	[image: Image][image: Image]”I thought you'd like it. I saw you lying there this morning but you looked so peaceful that I didn't want to wake you. Then Melissa told me about your fantasy, and I was more than ready. One question though, your struggling, how real was that?"

	"At the beginning I struggled for real I suppose but only because I wanted to make it harder." "You wanted to be raped?"

	“I wanted the fantasy to feel as real as possible. By the way, what did you carve in my back?"

	"Mel's."

	"She'll like that I think." I laughed.

	"You kidding? She will cum on the spot! It is only small though. Hardly visible." Luc was rubbing my chest and belly as he spoke to me. I looked down and saw he was getting harder again.

	"Ok, so how is it you can get hard so fast?" I asked him.

	He shrugged. "You're sexy, why would I not get hard? Do you want romantic sex or hard sex?" I looked at him. "What do you want?"

	"Hard. Very hard. Brutal sex. Extreme sex." He said extravagantly. "Nearly always. You?"

	“I like the sound of extreme sex. Something like before?" Luc stared into my eyes. “I can go more extreme if you like?"

	"There's more?"

	"You want?" He asked, stroking the stitches on my arm.[image: Image]

	"Yes I do."

	He led me into the torture chamber and locked the door behind him. "Get over the horse." I bent over the wooden vault horse, and he chained my hands and feet to the floor. He then took out some long needles for a sealed packet, and a set of pliers. "Open your mouth slut." I did as he asked and he grabbed my tongue with the pliers, then he pushed the needle through it. The needle was so long that I couldn't pull my tongue in. I screamed in pain as he pushed a needle through my nostril, my ear lobes, my nipples, a number into my chest.

	"Last one." He said.

	I tried to speak but couldn't, instead I started to cry. He kneeled down and lined up with my cock, which was getting hard. He pushed the sterile needle through the head without a second thought.

	"Don't worry, I'm an expert with play piercing." He told me, still it didn't calm me.[image: Image]

	Next, he put a rubber hood over my head and tightened a buckle around my neck. I was breathing through a tube when I felt him push his cock up my ass and start to fuck me. It was few minutes later that I realised I couldn't breathe. I began panicking.

	"Yes! Panic! I've cut off your air-supply." Luc told me. I felt him get harder as I struggled against the shackles. I felt myself become dizzy. Eventually I stopped struggling and just as I was about to pass out, Luc came up my ass.

	The next thing I knew I was lying on the bed. When I opened my eyes, Luc was lying next to me, staring with a smile.

	"Owwsh, everyshing hurtsh." I said. "Why I am shpeaking likes thish?"

	I put my hand in my mouth and felt a round metal stud in my tongue. I looked down at where I had play piercings and found they had been replaced by studs and a ring in my cockhead. Luc picked up an ice cube he had ready.

	"Suck on this. It'll stop the swelling. You'll also need to gargle salt water."

	“I can'ts go into worksh like thish!"

	"Don't worry, the swelling will go down faster if you suck the ice cube. It'll be fine."

	I sucked on the cube and my tongue did feel better almost straight away.

	"So where do you live?" Luc asked me.

	"Up the road, abouts ten minutesh from here. A shmall flat."

	"How much do you pay for that?"

	"Too musch! Nearly a shird of my wagesh." I complained.

	"Why don't you live here? I only use this place about twice a week, and it'd be good to have someone to fuck here."

	"Really? How musht ish the rent?"

	"Sex like tonight?" He purred.

	I smiled, and the thought of being a sex whore on-call for a gay man in exchange for rent was pretty hot — a true rentboy. At the same time though, this was a lot, very fast. Sure, I was enjoying all of it, but the fear I felt of exposure and the general situation was heavy.

	"Can't you take a day off tomorrow? At least you can relax, and move your stuff." He asked.

	"Maybe. I'll write to my bossh." I shrugged.[image: Image]

	"Your speech is getting better already." He said with smile.

	Back then, everyone used a Blackberry, and I was no exception. I wrote to my boss telling him that I needed a day off, and luckily, my boss was in the US that week, so he replied in seconds telling me no problem. I then wrote to my team telling them I wouldn't be in. When I turned over, Luc was watching me. I kissed him, then resting a hand on his cock, I nuzzled up to him and fell asleep.
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	It was gone 8:30 when I awoke the next morning. I opened my eyes and found Melissa sat at the foot of the bed, smiling at me. The gorgeous blonde was a sight for sore eyes, and my heart melted in her presence. There was just something so different about her, so disarming, like I could tell her anything, do anything for her. Yes, I was slowly handing myself over to this dreamy princess, but I was doing so willingly, without too much in the way of thought about what I was doing.

	But as sleep fell away from me and my body came back to life, so did the memory of the previous night, and with it, the residual pain from the severe treatment by my gay tormentor. Never in my wildest dreams would I believe I'd be a slave to a gay man, but last night, I was more than a slave, I was a canvas, a dehumanised piece of shit, and I had loved every second of it.

	"Morning sleepyhead." She said, moving closer to me. "Luc told me you guys had a nice time last night."[image: Image]

	"Fuck yeah." I said groggily. My stomach rumbled. "Bollocks, I didn't eat last night."

	"You ate cum though." She laughed. "Show me the scars and piercings." I showed her everything, even the scar he carved into me on my back. "Ah! Mel's!"

	"What's it look like?"

	"Good. He's an expert with a knife. Looks like calligraphy."

	"Really?" I got up and looked in the mirror. "Wow! That looks good."

	"So, what else is new?"

	"Apart from the fact that I'm bisexual now, and I'm pierced all over? Well, I'm moving in here."

	She jumped up. "Really? That's fantastic news! We can fuck around all the time." She stared at me. "You look good in that wig you know?"

	"Thanks. It's yours."

	“I know. I recognise it. I grew my hair since then." 

	I stopped. "What?"

	“I used to wear the wig, until I grew my own hair out."

	"Oh. You had short hair?"

	"Really short at one point, but I hated it, so got the wig until my hair grew."

	Memories of her in the past flashed back, the wig was okay, but her real hair was far better. "Oh I see. Now I remember it on you." "Look better now though."

	"Much."

	She gave me a kiss, pushing her tongue in my mouth. “I love that piercing." Melissa saw the washed knife next to the bed. "Is this the knife he cut you with?" I nodded. She looked under my chin and saw the line under it. She pushed the knife to the same spot and held it there. "Nice." She sighed and gently rested the tip on my chest. "I'd cut you now."[image: Image]

	I smiled. "Do you want to?"

	"Yes." She took the knife down to my thigh and scratched an M into it.

	"You didn't cut very deep."

	“I know. I don't want to give you stitches here."

	I got up and walked to the massive bathroom. “I need to get something to eat and start moving."

	"Okay. See you later slave."

	"Bye Mistress." I smiled, laughing at the fact that I was in such a kinky relationship.

	There was massive sunken bath in the middle of the room, and a walk in double shower at the back of the room, and [image: Image][image: Image]it began to dawn on me that this was new bathroom. This was the life. Back in the bedroom, I put on the red basque and stockings I wore the night before, then put a butt-plug up my ass. Then I put on a shirt and trousers which Luc left out for

	Over the course of the day, I moved my stuff out, and handed my notice in to my landlord, paying him a month's rent. As I was carrying in my last things, one of my colleagues saw me. "Hello mate. I thought you had the day off?" He asked.

	“I do. I'm moving into my new flat."

	"Where?"

	"Here. On the sixth floor."

	“I didn't know there was a sixth floor."

	"Yeah, I'll hold a party once I'm settled in. Anyway, best go."

	"Hold on." He called me back. "Since when do you have pierced ears...and nose?"

	"Just a thing I'm trying out." He squinted at my mouth. “Is your tongue pierced too?"

	"Gotta go. See you later."

	That afternoon, after I unpacked, Luc let himself in. It was something I would have to get used to, but didn't want to be weird. Essentially, I had committed to this instead of rent, and given this was a fucking expensive apartment, I could hardly say no.

	"Hello baby." He said to me, taking me in his arms and kissing me deeply. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him closer to me.

	"Hello Luc. How are you?"

	“I can't stay long, mon Cheri, but I have maybe an hour. I have had a bad day, and want to hurt you, may l?"

	"You don't need to ask." I replied. “I signed a document with Melissa which allowed her and her friends to do what they want to me."

	"Yes, but I really want to hurt you, really as if I rape you. Tomorrow is a weekend, you do not need to work, yes?"

	"Yes."

	"Good." He smiled, stroking my face. "And I can do anything I want?"

	I started shaking, wanting to say no. This would really hurt, I knew that. "Yes. Anything."

	He pulled out a mobile phone and, still staring at me, dialled a number. "Bonjour Justin, are you well? Yes, me too. [image: Image]Listen, I will be playing now, with my new lover, and he will need your services in an hour or so, can you come to my place [image: Image]in the centre? Yes, the one on the sixth floor. Thank you. See you later."

	"Who was that?"

	"A doctor friend. Strip your clothes." I took the male clothes off, revealing the lingerie. "Last time, anything I want?"

	I was truly shaking. "Anything." I said, my cock now hard.

	With a scream he backhanded me across the face, sending me flying over the sofa. I fell on my back shaking. He stomped over and grabbed my hair, pulling me towards the bedroom. He then punched me repeatedly in the gut, on the arms and legs, pulling me up, he backhanded me again, cutting my lip open and throwing me against the wall. I was panting as he looked at my cock sticking out of my panties.

	"You fucking slut, you're enjoying this! Aren't you? AREN'T YOU?" He screamed, spitting in my face.[image: Image]

	"Yes!" I cried.

	"Tell me what you want!"

	“I want you to rape and beat me." "Tell me how much you want me to hurt you!" [image: Image]"A lot. More than this. Much more."

	"Much more? Should I punch your pretty face?"

	"Yes."

	"Tell me."

	"Punch me. Crush my balls."

	"Now that's a good idea." He said, as he began to stand on my balls. I screamed in pain, knowing no-one could hear me.

	He lifted his foot, then kicked me hard in my groin. "Do you want to have children one day?"

	“I don't know. I never thought about it."

	"Think quickly." He snarled, pressing his foot on my balls.

	“I guess not."

	"Good." And with that he punched me in my groin. I screamed out in agony. I felt him grunt and bend behind me. Then his cock rammed up my ass. As he rammed in and out, he pressed my face into the floor, then pulled it up and slammed it down again repeatedly.

	"Fucking whore. Fucking whore." He screamed.

	He picked up knife and pushed it through a clump of skin on my back. I screamed, begging him to stop, but he put another in me, then a third.

	"I'm going to cut you apart, and the doc will fix you."

	I breathed in and out hard, crying from the pain. "Please stop."

	"No. It's going to get a lot worse. You have another forty minutes of me. Do you want it to get worse?" He asked, rubbing my bruised cock.

	"No..."

	"Really?"

	I paused. "No."

	"So you want it to be worse." He asked, rubbing me harder and fucking my ass at the same time.

	"Yes."

	"How much worse?"

	"Much worse. I want to be in constant pain for the next hour."

	"Good." He opened a small bedside cabinet and pulled out a box which he plugged into the wall socket. He then attached crocodile clips to my nipples and cock, and put the power on. I screamed in pain as a pulsing electric current zapped me. He flicked a switch and the pulse became constant. The pain was incredible. It was like knives being inserted all over my body.

	He continued to fuck me like that for the next half hour until he finally came, the sounds of my screams covering the sound of his orgasm. He left me still screaming on the floor with cum pouring out of my asshole, as he showered and changed.

	The doctor arrived a while later. He was a young man, who sewed up the knife wounds without any comment, but left the electrical torture device switched on. He then undressed and put his hard cock into my screaming mouth and told me to suck.

	It was difficult because of the extreme pain going through my body, but I did my best. He then bent my over and fucked [image: Image]my ass.

	When I looked to my left, I saw Melissa sitting on the foot of the bed watching. She had a smile on her face as she watched the young doctor pump in and out of my tortured body. Then she stood up and walked over to the torture device, turning up the power, earning another scream out of me.

	"Oh yeah!" The doctor moaned, as I clamped my ass down on his cock, my sphincter muscle in a tight spasm.

	"FUCK!" I screamed, but was surprised to find my cock had become rock hard. "More!"

	"That's my boy." Melissa told me as she juiced up the machine to max.

	I became almost paralytic for a second as I clenched down hard on his cock. He moaned out and suddenly I felt a spray of cum fill my bowels. The doctor pulled out of me and Melissa switched off the machine. I felt him turn me over and seconds later his tongue was dancing with mine. Then with a nod towards Melissa, he dressed and left.

	[image: Image]I lay there, speechless, worn out, staring at the ceiling, but before I could get to my senses, a warm mouth engulfed my cock and sucked it down. I sat up on my elbows and looked at Melissa on her knees, staring into my eyes, with my cock in her mouth. With her free hand, she switched on the electrotorture device, now only connected to my nipples, turned it to pulse, and left it on max. I shook as it shocked me over and over.

	Melissa's hand came up to my balls and began squeezing them hard, while another went to my anus. I felt two fingers push inside my cum filled ass, then another, and another, until finally, with a hard painful push, her fist was in me. Her fist massaged my prostate, causing my orgasm to grow until with an almighty burst, I came in Melissa's gorgeous mouth. Her pierced tongue lapping up the cum which streamed out of me. She then jumped up and, with her mouth hovering a few inches above mine, dribbled the cum into my waiting mouth.

	"Let me lick you," I told her, "or something."

	She frowned. "No, I'm fine, really."[image: Image]

	I shrugged. "It's your body."

	"Not exactly, but I know what you mean." She said with a smile, stroking my hair. "How's your back? Luc told me he stabbed you."

	"Yeah, but only under the skin."

	"Of course. I've also had it done. Or better is hooks in the back and then getting suspended from the ceiling. I did that at a fetish party a few times." She jumped up. "Come on, I've made an appointment for you at a clinic. A friend of mine is going to make some changes to you."

	"What changes?" I panicked.

	"Any I like!" She said, striking my face. "Never question me. I own your body now."[image: Image]

	"Yes Mistress." I sulked.
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	The clinic in question was a Laser Surgery and Aesthetics clinic. I didn't actually see a doctor, but rather went right [image: Image]through to the hair removal section, where, after a two-hour treatment, had all of my body and facial hair removed permanently. They told me I would need to come back again each week for three more weeks, "as hair will continue to grow through and we will need to kill it off, though it'll be significantly less now, and perhaps none on the face."

	I questioned Melissa about who paid for it all, and she told me that Luc had arranged it all.

	We then went home and Melissa spent an hour plucking my eyebrows, exfoliating my face, and generally making my skin smoother. She then did my make-up, fitted the wig, and started pulling underwear out of the drawer. She fitted a [image: Image]dark purple satin under-bust corset to me, pulling the thing tight, giving me a figure 8 body. From the corset hung six suspender straps, onto which Melissa attached black seamed stockings. Then she pulled out two breast forms and some sort of glue.

	"Don't worry," she explained as she glued the forms onto my chest, giving me a C cup breast. "The glue wears off within 48 hours, or you have a resin in here which will remove the glue if you rub it on with water."

	"Fine." I said, excited to be dressed up like this.

	Melissa held the breasts in place for a couple of minutes, then let go and told me to hold them tight to my chest as she worked make-up around the edges and joins to my skin. "You really don't have any choice in the matter. I'm going to make you into a girl today whether you like it or not." She explained.

	“I don't mind. I like it."

	She sighed and play-sulked. "How am I supposed to fulfil your forced feminisation fantasy, if you don't play along?" "Oh." I said, grinning, as she put on a dark purple with black lace trim bra on me. "Please don't put that sexy satin bra on me!" I whined.

	"Ha ha. The moment has passed." She slid some matching thong knickers up my legs and then handed me a tight purple Lycra mini-dress to wear, which came down just under the stocking tops. "And finally, I just need to open this door..." She opened the door to a cabinet and found loads of boots and shoes. "These should do nicely." She slipped the black leather ankle boot on my feet. The heel was three inches but luckily fatter than a stiletto. She tightened the buckle around the top of my ankles and locked them with tiny gold padlocks.

	[image: Image][image: Image]She stood up and looked at me, then took some dangly gold earrings and replaced the studs. She told me to take off my watch and gave me a more feminine gold one to wear, and some jangly gold bangles. She also made me put on an armlet which had the BDSM insignia showing, an anklet, and a black silk collar which had a gold chain hanging down to my bust.

	Finally, she attached false nails and painted them a purplish-pink.

	"Right. Stand up, Kelly." She told me.

	I stood up. "Kelly?" I queried.

	"Would you prefer I call you Kevin outside?"

	"I'm not going outside like this." I scoffed, determined to hold out as long as possible.

	"Oh yes you are!"

	"My colleagues will see me." I practically screeched.

	"So what! No-one will recognise you, and so what if they do? You can't be fired for your sexual preferences." She looked me over. "Stand straight. Put your right leg forward and your hands on hips." I did as she asked and rearranged my hands. "Try to smile a little, not so much, but try to look confident." She stood back and smiled. “I'm a genius."[image: Image]

	"And all in a little under..." I looked at my watch, "an hour."

	"That's about right. Women need about an hour to get ready. Anyway, that time will come down once a few things change."

	"Like what?"

	"Your body. Losing weight and so on."

	"Oh right."

	"Look in the mirror."

	I did. Stood before me was a gorgeous beauty. Sure, I could see some of my male features, and that would be what would make some people question if I was a man or woman, but jeez she'd done a good job. I was impressed, and I was confident I could walk around like this outside.

	"What do you think Kelly?" She asked with a smile.

	“I think you're amazing."

	"Wanna go?"

	I took a deep breath. "Sure. Let's do it."

	She gave me a purple patent leather Gucci handbag and told me to put a few items in, such as make-up, credit cards, money, mobile phone, etc. We took the lift downstairs and walked out of the building. As we walked arm in arm down the street towards the centre, I realised nobody was looking other than to admire our legs. I loved it. I felt so free, so alive. [image: Image]In the centre, we went around the shops, picking items out, trying them on. The staff were really helpful and friendly, nobody seemed to suspect a thing.

	We had a coffee in the sun on the main square, before she let me on to another surprise.

	"We're going for dinner at Kogo's in an hour." She said.

	“I can't afford that!"

	"Master is paying." She said calmly.

	"I'm meeting your Master!? Finally. What's his name?"

	"Just call him Master, when you see him."

	"But he isn't my Master..."

	"Oh, he's your Master all right. Trust me. Oh, and when we greet him, just repeat what I do, ok? Do not hesitate. Do not question it."

	I shrugged. "Ok." How bad could it be?

	Forty-five minutes later, we were walking towards Kogo.

	A group of builders wolf-whistled at us, which gave me a great feeling inside, the feeling of admiration, that I was beautiful.

	When we arrived at Kogo, the Maitre d’ recognised Melissa immediately. "Good evening Miss Vorlova, how are this evening?" The tall man asked.

	"Fine, thank you Karl, and you?"

	"All the better for seeing you, Madame. And your beautiful friend."

	"This is Kelly Price." Melissa announced.

	"Nice to meet you Miss Price." He gave a quick bow of the head.

	"You too." I replied quietly.

	"Your Master is waiting at his usual table. I will lead you in."

	"Thank you, Karl."

	We followed the man through the restaurant.

	"Master?" I whispered.

	"Karl knows everything. Always keep the right people on your side."

	"Is he a member of the group too?" 

	"No. He's just a damn good Maitre d."

	"Oh."

	When we arrived at the table, which was a booth at the back of the restaurant, in a very private room, I suddenly realised who Master was. My mouth dropped open. Melissa was already on her knees and was kissing his left shoe all over.

	[image: Image]Her eye made contact with mine in an urgent manner, so I quickly got down and followed suit on his right foot.

	"Good evening my Lord and Master." Melissa announced. "Thank you for taking the time to see me tonight. My body is yours."

	The back of her foot nudged mine. I repeated Melissa's words. Melissa remained kneeling so I didn't move either.

	"Good evening girls. It is good to see you. It is especially good to see you, Kelly. Melissa told me how beautiful you are, and I can see she has a good eye. You have some wonderful potential in you."

	I was about to say thank you, but Melissa shook her head quickly. Her eyes focused on mine — I could read them easily; they read; "don't speak unless he says so."

	"You may both stand now." He informed us.

	We both stood up and Melissa moved behind her Master's left shoulder, looking straight ahead with her hands neatly placed in front of herself. I quickly followed suit.

	"My colleague will be joining me shortly. When he arrives, Kelly, I expect you to service him adequately, and then return to your position."

	I looked toward Melissa, who kept staring ahead, as if programmed. However, at the last moment I saw her clear explanation of what he expected; she put her tongue in and out of her right cheek. She expected me to blow a man in a public restaurant?

	The man arrived a minute or two later. He was tall, with a small beard, maybe in his late forties. The two men made small talk as I got down on my knees next to the chair of the man. He leaned back and folded his arms. I slowly unzipped his fly and took out his cock, which wasn't overly big. It quickly hardened to about five inches as I sucked it and bobbed my head up and down in his lap. The two men had stopped talking and the man made quiet moaning sounds, until I felt his hand pull me to his lap as he spurted his cum into my mouth.[image: Image]

	I then quickly swallowed, cleaned his cock, zipped him up and returned to my position.

	The rest of the evening seemed to go on forever. After they both finished their meals, they signalled for us to satisfy them. Melissa took the same position as I did before, but for her Master, and I for the guest.

	"Don't swallow," Master told us. "Instead kiss each other. I want to see you swap cum."

	When they both came, we stood and kissed, deep, open and in a very pornographic manner, swapping large quantities of cum between us.

	"You may swallow now." He told us. We did, then resumed our standing position.

	Once the dinner was over, we followed the men outside, where two large Mercedes were waiting. The two men said [image: Image]goodbye, and the gentleman took my arm and led me to his car. To say I was surprised was an understatement. I didn't know who the man was or what he wanted of me.

	In the car, he did not say a word to me. We drove for about an hour, out of the city, into a forest, and finally pulled up a stone house. Once we arrived, the driver held the door open for both of us, and I followed the man, who I was told was called Vasily, inside the house. He led me to the kitchen where he prepared a dog bowl with water and put it down in front of me.

	"You must be thirsty. Drink." He told me.

	I got down on my knees and began lapping at the water. Looking up I saw he had taken out his cock and was gently wanking it.

	“I have other slaves here." He told me. "But they are a little tied up at the moment. Here, let me show you. You can take off your dress here and leave it over the chair."

	I did as he asked and followed him into a corridor and then through a door, down to a cellar. It looked like a wine cellar of some sort, damp and stone. We continued walking until we reached some shelves holding wine. He pulled on the shelves and they came away with a slight scrape, revealing a metal door. He opened it and we stepped inside to reveal a pitch-black room. The lights came on to reveal five people hung from the ceiling on hooks in their back. They also had smaller hooks in their tongues, where piercings normally are, and hooks in their cocks. All of them had male anatomy, but three looked like transsexuals, the other two looked like younger men, maybe eighteen. I looked around the room and saw all sorts of torture implements, from a large electrosex unit, to what looked like some sort spit. I looked at the spit with wide eyes and the man laughed.

	"Relax, it's not what you think. Well, it is, but it's just for games. You get tied to the main spit, then that short end goes in your ass, and the other end in your mouth. Then that bar you see underneath gets warm but not enough to cook, just to sweat." He explained. “I have some ancient torture devices here too, as you can see, but they are decoration, not, of course, for real use."[image: Image]

	He turned to me. "You are my guest here tonight to keep me company. Not, as such, for extreme torture. I just wanted to show you that if you ever wished, there is room here for you." I saw another door at the back of the room. The man caught me looking. "That's a very special room, which I cannot let you in. But maybe one day, I will let you in there." I was [image: Image]intrigued as to what was in there. Given that he had nearly every piece of torture implement and furniture in the book in this room, then what was he hiding in the back room?

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]He turned off the lights and we left to go upstairs to his bedroom. The moment we were up there, he kissed me deeply, shutting the door behind him. I felt his fingers hook into my panties and pull them down. I moaned as he roughly handled [image: Image]my cock and balls, then as his other hand snaked around to my anus and rubbed inside and out my anus. He started kissing me on my neck, sucking and nibbling. As he did, I looked up to see a pulley with a hook above the head of the bed. From it dangled a noose. Lying on the bed was what looked like a remote control with an up and down arrow on it.[image: Image]

	"Come, onto the bed." He told me. I climbed up and he positioned me on all fours, then took my hands and strapped them to the headboard so I couldn't move them. Then he took the noose and fitted it around my neck. Once he was done with that, he stripped and presented his semi-hard cock to me to lick and suck. As I did this, he fitted chained clamps to my balls, pulling at them hard.

	Once he was hard, he pulled out of my mouth and knelt behind me, pushing his cock against my anus. I slipped in with the usual sting but soon enough it felt as good as anal sex always did. He pushed the cock all the way in and then pressed up on the remote. The pulley activated and tightened the noose around my neck. I panicked, trying to pull away from the bed, but to no avail. He kept on going until I was literally balancing on the tips of my toes to be able to breathe. He then [image: Image]stood up and began fucking me.

	With each hard thrust I could barely keep my balance. He kept pounding me and pounding me, harder and harder, until I could no longer stand, and I fell to my knees. Except my knees didn't reach the bed; I just hung there with my shins touching the bed, and my neck suspended. He pulled the noose higher until I was hanging and fucked me like that. He loved the sound of my gagging. Every time I tried to breathe and gagged he got harder and closer to coming.

	I needn't have worried however, because the man didn't last long. He came hard, and surprisingly a lot, and then lowered me down, leaving the noose around my neck.

	We lay down together and soon enough, he was snoring.

	I lay there, not daring to take the noose off, staring at the ceiling, wondering what I had gotten myself into. However, [image: Image]the day's events had taken their toll and soon enough I was asleep.

	I was rudely awaken during the night by the man slapping my face.

	"Wake up! Wake up! I need to piss." He told me, pointing his cock to my mouth. Half asleep, I dutifully opened my mouth and let him piss inside, swallowing fast. That obviously turned him on, because seconds later I was choking again and he was fucking me. However, this time he was taking too long. In fact, he could barely keep his cock hard, and this was annoying him. "This is your fault!" He screamed, punching me in the face. I burst into tears as he punched me hard in the stomach.

	I hung there, not able to breathe, and he just gave up, picked up his belt and whipped me with it. I felt it cut into me, and I felt my skin bleed. Finally he was hard again, and he let me down for a minute. I enjoyed what air I could before he pulled me up again and fucked me. Still it was taking too long to cum, and given he didn't use lube, his penis and my ass were raw by the time he did cum. My lips were going blue and I was really on the edge.[image: Image]

	He let me down, apologising for punching me in the face. I didn't know how to react. I didn't know what to say.

	"I'll have Terence drive you home." He told me. "Go grab your things."

	The driver drove me back to my apartment, then opened the door for me. As he stood there, he handed me a wad of money.

	"What's this for?" I asked him.

	"Sir would like to express his sincere apologies for what he did. He regrets it deeply." He explained in a monotone voice.

	"So I'm a whore now?" I was getting pissed off now.

	The driver's eyes widened. "No no, sir just does not know any suitable way to apologise for what he did, other than to give money."

	"So this has happened before?"

	"Not without the express permission of the lady or boy who was with him. He must have gotten carried away. He just hopes this will go some way to begging his forgiveness."

	I looked at the money, then grabbed it and walked away.

	Back at home I went straight to the mirror. I reluctantly removed my make-up and looked at my face. He had hit me on the ear, or next to it, either way I couldn't see a bruise. Maybe in the morning.

	I checked my phone to find an SMS from Melissa: 'Sorry for not telling you what was going to happen. Hope you are having a good time though, and sorry for not telling you who Master was, but you understand what it means...'

	I understood. Because Master was a politician, and not just any politician, he was the shadow Prime Minister, a man who was not really liked, a man who was on the fat side, a man who had connections.
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	The next day, Melissa and I chatted at my place over a pizza. Her politician master was such a shock for me, that I just had to find out what drove them together. I mean, the guy was not attractive at all; fat, ugly, with disgusting grunting habits. And yet, somehow, I felt like being a slave to such a vile person was kind of hot too, demeaning, humiliating, just what a [image: Image]good submissive needs. It turned out that Melissa felt the same way.

	"So, I know what people think of him. And I know he's fat and has this whole attitude about him, and I know he breathes really loudly through his nose, but I can't help but find the whole thing sexy. The whole package. Because it is just so OTT, that I can't help but feel like a slave, a true slave. It's like the word moist. Most people hate that word, but I think it is so disgusting, that it's actually sexy. You know what I mean?" She explained.

	I did understand, and I said so, "You know, when I used to look at him, I thought what a fat cunt. But last night I looked at him, I think, god I want that man to rape me. I want to hear his nose-breathing by my ears, I want him to smack his lips as he whispers to me, just like he does on TV. But I don't know why."

	"Because it is so degrading that it turns you on." She told me. “I completely understand it. Luc is the same. He is so [image: Image]OTT that it's lovely. He's the type of guy that is SO gay that you are just embarrassed to be around him, and that is why I love being around him."

	“I get that completely...now."

	"So tell me what happened last night."

	I told her the whole story, everything.

	"How much money did he give you?" She asked.

	"A lot." Like, three months wages a lot, I didn't say.

	"Are you going to see him again?" She asked quite nonchalantly, as if nothing happened.

	“I don't think so." I snorted.

	"Why not? So he punched you, big deal. Get over it."

	"The difference was that it wasn't part of any game..."

	"Honey, this isn't a game for them. Dominating you, that is a game for me. This for them, is their life. They are sadists. They want people who are masochists in all forms. They want people who want to be beaten." She explained. "It's like being in a real-life Pasolini film."

	"Then why did he apologise."

	[image: Image][image: Image]"Because he knows you are new, and he lost control. Do you know how often Master punches me?" She laughed.

	“I don't know if I can do this." I told her.

	"Honey, it's too late now." She told me, surprising me somewhat. "You can do this, and you will do this. Get over yourself." She seemed to remember something. "You have another appointment at the clinic tomorrow."

	"I'm not due there for another week."

	"This is not for that. It's a little plastic surgery."

	I was horrified. "What?"

	"Don't worry. Just a little work on your nose and chin. They won't do it immediately; they'll just do X-Rays and plan it."

	"But, what about my work?"

	"Don't worry. Everyone has work done on them these days. They'll totally understand."

	“I really don't know about this..." This was moving really fast, and quite honestly, letter or contract aside, I didn't really believe they would take it so seriously.

	She looked at her watch. "Trust me. I need to go. Work on your make-up. You need to learn it."

	Later that evening, someone buzzed my intercom. I picked up the receiver to hear my boss, John Anderton. "Kevin, got a moment?" He asked.

	"Sure John, come on up." I told him, wondering how he knew where I was. Suddenly I realised I was wearing make-up. I ran to the bathroom and did my best to wash it off, just as he arrived. When I stepped out, my boss John was stood with [image: Image]another man. "Kevin, this is Phillip Marks."

	"Hey Kevin," the American said, hold out his hands. "Can we talk?"

	"Erm, sure." I led to the sofa. "Can I get you guys anything?"

	"No, no, thank you. Kevin, I'm the station chief for the CIA in this country. Have you been in contact with any of these men?" He handed me some photos. I recognised half of them. One was the shadow Prime Minister.

	"Yes." I pointed out whom.

	"Ok, here's the deal. We know what's going on. We know about the sex and so on." They saw my shock. "And that's fine, each to their own. But we need to let you know that you're being led on."

	My boss continued. “I don't mind what you do. I really don't care how you dress to work, what you do in your private life; but what I don't want is someone tricking my employees to get information."

	"It seems the shadow PM and his group are trying to get hold of the guidance system details for the new Phoenix missile that Bison are developing for us and the Brits. They plan to sell them to the highest bidder." "But I'm not involved on Phoenix. No-one is in here. We're involved on Project Recall."[image: Image]

	John nodded. "We know that, and we think they know that, but we think they believe you can get them the information somehow."

	"Of course I wouldn't do that." "They're going to try to blackmail you in some way, we don't know how."

	"Fuck! Is Melissa involved too?"[image: Image]

	The CIA man stepped in. "No, we don't believe she is. We think she honestly believes she's involved in some great group of fetishists."

	“I feel like such an idiot." I said, shaking my head.

	"Don't beat yourself up about it, it's all good." The man said with a disarming smile.

	"What do you need from me?" I asked them, knowing it'd be something.

	They looked at each other. "Well, to be honest, nothing. We want you to continue what you're doing. Get deeper involved."

	"They want me to get plastic surgery."

	"Then get it. Anything they do, we can fix, eventually, if you want it that is. They did do a pretty good job of Melissa after all." The CIA guy said.

	I looked at him for a minute, before saying, "come again?"

	The two men gulped. "Erm, well, you do know that Melissa was Owen before?" John told me.

	I stared at him. "Wait...what?"

	"Kevin," the CIA guy said solemnly, "Melissa was a guy, and to all intents and purposes, still is."

	"No, no. I felt her breasts."

	"Implants."

	"Oh yeah." I looked down. "So she still has a penis?" They nodded. "Crap!" I didn't care that she was transgender, but I did care that I was lied to from the beginning.

	"Look, Kevin, can we count on your help? We will, of course, look after you, make sure nothing happens to you."

	I guffawed at that. "How will you know what's sex and what's not?"

	"We have...advisers, on the things you like, as well as doctors, who will tell us when to get involved."

	"Okay." I sighed. "Okay?"

	"Yes. I'll do it."

	"Great. One thing. Do not let on to Melissa that you know, act surprised when she tells you, which she will. And certainly, don't tell her what's going on."

	I nodded. “I understand."

	We talked for another half hour, talking about plans; before they finally stood up to leave. "We should go before someone asks questions." Marks pointed out. They all shook hands.

	"Kevin, don't worry about the transition into womanhood in the office. I will put a stop to any negativity." John explained.

	"Thanks."

	That night, I called Melissa. "Hey, so I've been thinking about the surgery, and well, I suppose there are some improvements that could be made."

	"See!" She giggled. “I told you you'd come around. I'll pick you up tomorrow at 10am."

	"See you tomorrow."
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	That night I was glad to finally have a night on my own. I decided to put on my false breasts, dress up in a pink all-in-one tight corset-body, pink stockings, and a dark pink latex mini-dress. I spent a while doing my make-up until I had it about right, then I put on my wig and jewellery. I then selected pink patent-leather boots with four-inch heels and went out.

	I decided to go to a bar and half a drink.[image: Image]

	It was Saturday night, and everyone was out. I sat down at the bar in a club in the centre and within seconds a drink was in front of me.

	“I didn't order." I told the barman.

	He pointed over to a group of British stags who were obviously over on holiday. I waved thanks and drank the shot of vodka. One of them came over to me.

	"Hey there." The sharp young man said. "How are you today?"

	"I'm okay." I replied with a smile, playing with my hair; being hit on was quite the turn-on, I'll admit. I tried to feminise my voice as much as possible. "Thanks for the drink." [image: Image]

	"Hey no problem. You're gorgeous." The skinny man smiled, he seemed nervous, like his friends had goaded him into talking to me. I worried this was a build-up to doxxing me or doing something nasty, but there was also something nervous, disarming about him.

	"Thanks." I blushed.

	"I'm Steve. I've never seen a girl like you before."

	I giggled. "Yeah, I guess I'm pretty special in that way. I'm Kelly." He kissed me on the cheek.

	"My friends want me to ask if you have any mates, you know, who could join us."[image: Image]

	I smiled. I decided I needed to be honest with him. "Honey, I need to be honest with you about something."

	"What's that?"

	I leaned close to his ear and said, “I'm a transvestite."

	His eyes bulged at that. "Are you? What, like a ladyboy, or just dressed up?"

	"At the moment, just dressed up, but will eventually get implants and plastic surgery."

	"You're not getting rid of your cock though. That would be stupid." He said, which surprised me somewhat.

	"No, I won't. Why do you think it'd be stupid though?" I smiled, curiously.

	“I dunno, I suppose you could keep your cock and use your ass."

	[image: Image]I laughed. "You're pretty cool."

	"Thanks. I still think you're gorgeous, erm, and l, erm, I dunno, I'm an open type of guy. I'm not gay, but, I dunno, I'm on holiday."

	I grinned at him as sexily as I could. "Well, you have to enjoy yourself on holiday, don't you?"

	"Yeah. So, erm, will you join us then?"

	"Sure."[image: Image]

	"Just one thing, don't tell them you're not a girl, yeah?"

	"No problem."

	I ended up having a great time with them. Steve kept buying me drinks, and he made me feel like a real lady. Later we all moved on to a dance club where, after a spot of dancing, Steve and I made out.[image: Image]

	“I take it you guys are sharing hotel rooms?" I asked him between kisses.

	"Yeah. Gotta keep the costs down."

	“I don't live far from here..."

	The sudden rosy tint to his cheeks told me what I needed to know. "Wanna go?" He asked.

	"Sure." I grinned cheekily. As we were leaving, I heard the others mumble that Steve was a lucky bastard.

	Back in my flat, Steve became visibly nervous. I kissed him deeply. "Calm down sweetie, it'll be okay. You don't need to do anything you don't want to."

	"Yeah, no, that's okay." He shrugged, but I could tell he was scared. He told me earlier that he had trouble getting girls because he was naturally shy, and never imagined being with a guy, or a crossdresser, but there was just something about

	We continued kissing and gradually moved to the bedroom where I stripped off my dress.

	"Wow, you really are sexy." He stopped, "erm, do you have any...?" 

	"Condoms? No." I said, still kissing him, getting more passionate.

	"Fuck. l...don't know. Erm, want me to go get some?" He asked.

	"No, actually, wait, let me look somewhere." I went into the top drawer where I found the dildos before, and looked what else was there. As I suspected, there were several packets of condoms, though I wasn't sure why. "Actually, found some."

	Steve looked relieved. "Nice one." He said, nervously.

	I climbed back on the bed, on my hands and knees, and pulled Steve to me. We kissed deeply, rolling onto our backs. "Can l...erm...see it?" He asked, pointing to my crotch. I unclipped the teddy and pulled it back, revealing my rapidly hardening cock. "Wow! You really are a guy. Is that pierced?"

	"Yeah."

	"Didn't that hurt?"

	"Yeah, but I've had worse." "Worse."

	"Yeah, I'm kind of into BDSM."

	He looked confused. "Oh right." He started kissing me again, but was careful not to touch my cock. I began stripping him and kissing his chest. Finally, I managed to get his trousers off and his cock out. As soon as I had it in my mouth, I knew I had him. "Oh, ah, oh fuck yeah!" He moaned. I sucked on him for a good five minutes, deliberately bringing him close, and then, using my mouth, I slid the condom on him.

	"Fuck me." I told him, getting on my knees.

	"Oh yes!" He said, jumping up, his nerves now gone, replaced by youthful horniness.

	I felt his large thick cock push inside me, moaning out loud as the stinging pain subsided, and bit by bit he edged into me carefully.

	"Oh god you're tight." He moaned, now fucking me. "You're so big. Yes baby, fuck me. Fuck me hard."

	"Ah fuck yes! I love it."

	He pumped his cock in and out, pulling me back every so often to kiss me. He even massaged my false tits, which I felt in my nipples.

	"Oh your ass is so good." He turned me over and laid me on my back, lifting my legs over my legs. He then pounded my ass more. "Fuck, you are honestly the most beautiful girl I've ever seen. Oh fuck. Play with your cock."

	"You sure?"

	"Yeah, do it."

	I started wanking my cock as I stroked his chest with my other hand. "You're so sexy Steve."

	"You are. Wank faster. I'm gonna cum soon. I want you to cum on me."

	“Seriously? Are you sure?”

	"Yes. Do it."

	I could feel him get closer, I felt his cock grow, and I grew with him. Until suddenly he screamed out and came into the condom. I quickly followed, spraying his belly with my cum. He collapsed down onto the bed with a smile on his face. I leaned over and started licking my cum of him, and felt him rubbing my head as I did so.

	[image: Image]"That was the best sex I've ever had." He told me. "Why can't you live in Britain?"

	"Sorry. Moved here ages ago and don't wanna go back. Anyway, you wouldn't want me near you. What would you mates think?"

	"They wouldn't know." He shrugged.

	"They'd find out eventually."

	"Yeah, I suppose, but still."

	I kissed him slowly, my cum-soaked lips and tongue rubbing his.

	"Was that your cum?" He asked.

	"Yes, do you mind?"

	He shook his head. “I kind of expected it."[image: Image]

	I snuggled up to him and he held me tight. "Mmmm." He kissed me on my forehead. Minutes later I heard him sleep and I soon followed him.

	When morning finally arrived, I found he had pulled me tight against him. I slid down and took his penis into my mouth.

	"Mmmmm... what a nice wake-up!" He said groggily.

	He pulled me up to him to kiss, my cock rubbing on his but he didn't seem to care. He turned me over and, on our sides,

	I felt his cock slip up me.

	"Oh yeah. Fuck me." I told him.

	"So good."

	He fucked me slowly, with his arms wrapped around me, sucking on my neck. Minutes later, he had me pinned to the bed face down as he slammed in and out of me faster and faster until with an almighty oomph he came deep in my bowels.

	"Oh wow." He told me. "That was even better than last night."

	"For me too." We kissed for a few minutes.

	"What time is it?" He asked.

	"Just before ten." I told him. Then I realised Melissa would be here soon. "Shit!"

	"What?"

	"A friend is coming to take me to the plastic surgery clinic." 

	"Ooooh. And I fly home tomorrow! Can I see you tonight?"

	“I don't know yet. Yeah, I reckon you can."

	We kissed again before he jumped up. “I best hit the shower." It was whilst Steve was showering that Melissa walked in. [image: Image]"Wow sweetie. A little overdressed, are we?" She laughed, coming over to give me a kiss. Then she noticed the jeans and said, "is Luc here?"

	"No." I yawned. “I pulled last night."

	"You're kidding?" She laughed. "A gay man?"

	"Nope, straight but curious."

	"The best." She climbed on top of the bed for me. "What's he like?"

	"Majorly cute." I said, snuggling up to my girl.

	Steve walked into the room with a towel wrapped around him. He stopped in his tracks when he saw Melissa in bed with

	"Why hello..." Melissa purred. "He is cute!" 

	"Told you."

	"I'm Melissa." She said, leaning forward.

	"Hi, erm, I'm Steve." He replied, shaking her hand quickly.

	"Honey, if we had more time, I would love to get to know you, but I have to get Kelly here to her appointment." Melissa explained.

	"Well, I plan to meet Kelly tonight, if you wanna join us?"

	“I may just do that. I need to talk to Kelly about some things beforehand."

	Steve dressed and I walked him out of the building, giving him a kiss on the way out.

	"So I'll see you tonight?" He asked again.

	"Definitely."
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	Back in my room, I dressed back into my male clothes and felt a bit down for doing so. Male clothes just weren't doing it for me anymore, not that I felt like a woman, but I just wanted to be a sissy, all of the time. The world was a cruel place, so the feeling that I couldn't stop being a sissy concerned me, but still, I could feel the addiction building beyond my control. Melissa immediately totally understood, saying it's awful going from nice clothes to dull ones. On the walk to the clinic, I decided to come out and talk to Melissa. "Melissa, can I ask you something?"

	"Sure."

	"Well, you're a gorgeous girl, one of the best looking ever, but I get the feeling you're hiding something."

	Melissa looked away from me and started to look nervous.

	"You're a transsexual, aren't you?" I said quickly, ripping off the band-aid.

	She was quite for a few minutes before saying, "how did you know?"

	“I guessed. The fake boobs, some of the comments you make. I worked it out."

	She nodded. "Are you angry?"

	"No. Why would I be?"

	"Because I tricked you. I led you into this on the belief that you were dating a girl, when in fact I'm not. I suppose I always gave you the false hope that you may still be at least bisexual."

	I laughed, "Well, I am! You look like a girl, and I find you attractive, so..."

	“I see what you're getting at. But I don't have a pussy. Is that still ok for you?"

	"Best of both worlds really."

	She laughed and kissed me. "Guess I can join you and Steve tonight then?"

	"Yes, but I want to enjoy you properly beforehand. Do I have you for the day?"

	She grinned. “Oh honey, I'm gonna make you so sore!"

	At the clinic the doctor introduced himself and talked about a few things regarding what he does. Then he had me strip and stand there as he took a black marker to different parts of my body.

	"So what we can do here, you'll notice the little fatty ring around the belly area and hips? We'll take that out, and what we can do it pack it into the chest area and form breasts from it. Same from around the buttocks, that will allow us to form breasts without using implants."

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]"You didn't do that for me." Melissa complained.

	The doctor smiled. "Well Melissa, firstly this is a newer procedure, so it wasn't around when we did you. Secondly, you had already lost far too much weight." He then drew around the rib area. "We'll do some work around your chest area and down to your hips to give you a more feminine figure, same with the shoulders. On your neck, we will shave your Adam's apple down a notch, and tighten up your voice box to give you a higher pitched tone. Facially, we'll draw the chin [image: Image]in slightly, make it less abrupt. You have good high cheek bones, so we only need to do a little padding there to draw them out. A tiny little collagen in the lips, not much, and some work around the nose. And that should be it!" I looked on in shock. "Seems like a lot to me."

	"It is and it isn't. You'd be surprised. You have fairly effeminate features, so it makes things easier."

	"When do you want to start?"

	"It's really up to you. I have three hours free on Tuesday from four. That should be enough time to do the face."

	I looked at Melissa then nodded. "Tuesday at four."

	"In the meantime," he handed me some boxes of tablets. "Start taking these today. They're hormones. They should make your skin smoother, and your generally start make your body behave more like a woman. The good thing about these ones are that they won't influence erectile function, so we're all good there." He told me with a smile.

	Back at the flat, I took my first tablet, aware of the fact that this was going way further than I had ever planned.

	That afternoon, I saw Melissa in all her naked beauty for the first time, and the moment I saw her body, was the moment I realised how perfect she was. If you ignored the very large cock on her, every other part of her body was a feminine masterpiece. She lay there, resting on her elbows, one leg bent, and she looked ready to eat.

	On the other hand, there I was, wearing false breasts, wearing make-up and a wig, with a pink chiffon nightie on me. I crawled onto the bed and kissed her deeply, before moving to each breast, suckling the pierced nipples. I moved down to her pierced bellybutton, licking there, before settling on her hard eight inch pierced cock. I expertly used my tongue piercing to suck her, all the time maintaining eye contact with her. Finally, she pushed me away and told me to sit on her. I knew what she meant exactly. I lubricated her cock and then lowered myself slowly onto it, leaning forward slightly.

	"Ohhh." I moaned.

	"Finally." She breathed.

	I rocked slowly on her stone-hard cock, loving the feeling of it tickling my prostate, pressing on the end of my bowel. I leaned forward to kiss her, then back up to bounce on her.

	I wanted this to last forever. I wanted this to be a never-ending feeling. I needed her in me, always. “I don't want this to end." I whispered, my eyes closed.

	"Me neither my love."

	But as all good things, it did, but it came to an end with a bang, with an enormous climax. I felt her cum shoot up my anus, probably further than cum had gone in me, but it didn't seem to end. She writhed and moaned as more and more shot out of her. Her back arched as she screamed out, pumping more until she collapsed with a smile on her face. Her eyes remained closed, as she licked her lips and rubbed her body.

	"So good." She breathed. "So damn good."

	I lay down on her and gently spread kisses across her face and neck. After a few minutes she bent down and took my cock in her mouth, sucking and licking it, taking a ball or two in also. Then, when I was ready, she repeated my position, lowering herself onto me. It felt so amazing. It was my first time and with someone I truly loved.

	The unfortunate thing for me though, was that she was so damn good with her sphincter muscles that I lasted only about three minutes and came hard in her.

	"Fuck, I'm sorry!" I moaned.

	She laughed, pulling her hair behind her ear as she leaned down to kiss me. "That's okay honey. I don't mind. You were really excited, I could tell."

	We made love for the rest of the afternoon. Around six, Steve called me to find out if it was ok to come round. I told him it was.[image: Image]

	Melissa and I decided to make an effort. We made each other up as slutty as possible, put on black stockings with a pink and black suspender belts, pink satin thong panties, ultra short pink and black checked schoolgirl style hipster skirts, and pink satin bras. I put on a black lace see-through t-shirt, and Melissa put on a black fishnet t-shirt with matching gloves. For shoes I put on black patent leather stiletto knee-high boots, and Melissa wore patent leather pumps with a six-inch heel.

	"You look mega hot." She told me.

	"You do!"

	The buzzer went off signalling Steve had arrived. I told him we'd be right down. When Steve saw us, his eyes almost popped out of his head.

	"You could be models." He gasped. We laughed as we each took an arm and walked down towards the centre, clutchbags in hands. "Where to ladies?"

	"We thought we could get something to eat before heading for a drink somewhere. You in a hurry?" I asked.

	"Depends what you mean." He grinned.

	"Oh, you naughty boy." Melissa told him.

	[image: Image]"So, are you, you know, like Kelly?" He asked Melissa.

	"Yes, I am. Do you mind?"

	"No, not at all. The opposite in fact." He looked nervous. “I dunno, but last night was really special for me. All my mates were like, telling me I'm a dude for pulling such a babe, but I wanted to tell them everything, but I just couldn't. I guess I'm a wimp."

	"You're not a wimp. You're cool! Don't stress it, it's just sex." Melissa told him.

	I looked over at Melissa and gave her a wink. She smiled back. "Steve, where are your mates now?"

	"Hooters."

	"Then why don't we go there for dinner?" I told him.

	He was about to say something, but then he looked at the two sexy girls on his arms and smiled. "Sure, why not?" To say the others were speechless would be an understatement. When they saw Steve walk in with Melissa and l, dressed as we were, they were blown away.

	During the evening, we had a good laugh with the boys. One of the others, Tony, tried to convince Steve to let Melissa go to him, but it wasn't Steve who needed convincing. "Sorry Tony," Melissa told him, "but I'm Kelly's girl."

	"You're a lezzo?"

	"No. I'm going to enjoy fucking Steve tonight, with Kelly."

	Their jaws dropped again. "You jammy bastard Steve! A fucking threesome with these two babes!"

	We burst out laughing at that, as I leaned in and kissed Steve deeply, before turning him to Melissa who also kissed him.

	And finally to cap all of that off, Melissa and I kissed each other.

	"FUCK!" The others cried out.

	During that night, I must have been propositioned about twenty times. Even the restaurant manager asked me if I wanted a job.

	When we got home, we practically ripped the clothes off Steve and threw him on the bed, kneeling down to take his cock and balls in our mouths. We both took turns on him, kissing all the way down to his anus and up again. He moaned as we both expertly sucked his cock.

	I stripped off my skirt and knickers and climbed onto his penis, lowering myself down. I closed my eyes and moaned, loving the feeling of the stiff organ in me. Steve also let out a massive sigh, his face alight with excitement.

	Melissa stripped naked completely, and Steve's eyes lit up. It was the first time he had seen a true ladyboy, rather than just a transvestite. Melissa lay down next to him, kissing and rubbing his chest. Then, after few minutes, she told him to fuck me from behind.

	We changed positions and he presented me to Melissa's cock. The two spit-roasted me for a good ten minutes, but whilst Steve came, Melissa did not. We all kissed for a few minutes, with Steve claiming he needed a few minutes to recharge his batteries before going again.

	Melissa smiled at Steve and gently rubbed his flaccid cock. "Turn over Steve."

	Steve looked up at Melissa. "What?"

	"Turn over. Get into the same position Kelly was in."

	Steve looked scared. “I don't know if I can do that..."

	"You won't know if you don't try. Just relax, it'll be fine." She whispered seductively, rubbing him.

	I leaned in and kissed Steve on the cheek, nibbling his ear. "Let me take you, let me be your first." I whispered to him with a smile.

	"Please be careful." He begged. "And stop if I can't take it."

	"Don't worry. It'll be fine." I whispered, gently licking his face.

	He got onto his hands and knees. He was visibly shaking with nerves. I spread some lube on my cock and plenty on his anus, and slipped in a finger to stretch him out. He seemed to like that, but then again, a finger feels different to a cock. I pulled the finger out and aligned my cock with his anus.

	"Oh, and please wear..." He started to say, but didn't get the chance to finish, as Melissa plugged his mouth with her cock.

	I pushed against his ass and felt him resist. "Don't resist. Just relax, push back and open yourself up to me." I said quietly. I pushed harder and this time the head of my cock went in. I heard him scream against Melissa's cock, his eyes bulged, but Melissa held him tight, not letting him go, and I gently pushed myself further up him, letting him adjust to the size, until finally he calmed down and was actually licking at Melissa's cock. Seconds later he was gasping, going at Melissa's cock like a bitch in heat, and pushing himself back on me, determined to feel more cock in him. He was loving it, that much was obvious.

	"More! Harder! Fuck me!" He moaned.

	Melissa wasn't holding back either, her moaning was loud and maybe a little put on for show, but damn it sounded and looked good. She looked at me and gave a little wink. “Oh fuck, Steve baby, just like that, you're so good." She moaned.

	"Oh, your ass is so tight, oh god, oh god." I moaned too.

	Steve seemed to be appreciating this, and then to our (and his) complete surprise he came all over the bed, without even touching his cock. This did it to me, and I nodded to Melissa, who saw me getting close and decided to let go completely.

	She let out an almighty moan, just before me, and we both filled Steve up from both sides.

	[image: Image]We collapsed on the bed in a heap, with Melissa lowering herself down to Steve's cum soaked face, and kissed him. I kept my penis inside him and kissed his neck.

	"How was it?" I whispered to him.

	His eyes were closed and he had a massive smile on his face. "Fantastic! I've never felt anything like it."

	 "Thought you'd like it." Melissa told him.

	“I did. Surprisingly." He breathed. "Fuck, does that mean I'm gay?"

	I scoffed. "No. Do I look like a guy?"

	"Haha, no!"

	"Does Kelly?"

	"No way!"

	"Then how can you be gay? The fact you enjoyed anal sex, well, you have a prostate, and like it or not, we have our gspots up our ass, so you have to enjoy anal sex. If you truly want a girl though, then just get her to wear a strap-on and you [image: Image]have anal sex. Although a real cock feels better." Melissa giggled, kissing him slowly.

	We made love all night. Melissa got her turn fucking Steve and Steve her. In fact, we all fucked each other until we were sore. We drank, we talked, and we played.

	At about 4am, Melissa and I took Steve into the dungeon, which both impressed and scared him. We took the time to do a little light BDSM, with me being the ultimate sub, of course. Melissa decided not to introduce RACK to him, given that he was new to all of this. He did enjoy fucking me as I was bent over and clamped in stocks with weights clipped on to my cock and balls.

	Afterwards, Steve asked why we were into the harder stuff.

	"It's the thrill ride." I told him.

	"Yeah, there's something special about losing control. Feeling real fear." Melissa concurred.

	Steve nodded. "I wanna try it. I dunno, nothing too extreme, just something a little harder or weirder."

	Melissa shook her head. "No Steve. Trust me, you're not ready."[image: Image]

	“I can handle it, I promise."

	"No Steve." I told him. "Melissa is right. These scars on me, sure they're fading, but they are from extreme stuff. You don't want that. Not now anyway. Do some research first."

	He looked disappointed. I guess he wanted to be closer to us, and we both felt sorry for him, but it was the right decision at the time.

	I reached around him from behind and gave him a hug, resting my head on his shoulder. Then slowly I edged forward and pushed my cock in him for the fourth time that night. I slowly and lovingly fucked him, holding him tight, as Melissa knelt down and blew him. I saw Melissa's hand disappear to her cock as she slowly wanked it, and then to my surprise she popped up again.

	"Are you sure you can handle it?" She whispered to him.

	"Melissa!" I complained.

	"Yes, I can handle it. I think." He replied quickly.

	"Melissa, no!"

	Melissa picked up a white laundry bag, one with string pull ties to close it when full. She then picked up her used panties and put them in his mouth, and sealed it closed with bondage tape. She then picked up the bag and started to put [image: Image]it over his head. His eyes showed how nervous he was, and it was obvious that he definitely could not handle it; Melissa knew it and that was why she was doing it. She wanted him to freak out, because she knew it would turn us on.

	She passed me the bondage tape, and I tied his hands behind his back. As I did that, she lowered the bag over his head completely, and then I pulled the strings tight to close up the back around his neck. I then triple tied them in knots to stop them opening, before sealing it to his neck with the bondage tape.

	Now he was panicking. I saw the bag expand and contract with his breathing. I continued to fuck him as Melissa pulled the bag tighter to reduce the airspace and taped it up. I saw the bag begin to stick to his nose, and soon I heard his gagging, which made me harder.[image: Image]

	"Wait." Melissa told me, and she positioned herself behind me and entered my ass. “I wanna experience this too." I slowly fucked Steve as Melissa fucked and kissed me. Then suddenly I noticed Steve starting to slump forward.

	"Ignore it." Melissa told me. "Keep fucking him."

	[image: Image]I kept on going, holding him up. His head was still moving, though slowly now. Then suddenly Melissa came up me. I then wanked Steve as Melissa moved in front of him. It didn't take him long to cum. and as soon as he did, Melissa ripped the bag open, making him bolt upright with the sudden intake of air. I pulled the tape off him and the panties out, and he gasped in the air.

	"Fuck!" He breathed.

	"Couldn't handle it could you?" Melissa asked.

	He shook his head. "No. But I understand why you did it."[image: Image]

	"You do?" I asked.

	"I'm not going to deny it wasn't exciting. Whether or not I can let my fear become excitement though, is another question."

	We made love normally one more time, before Steve had to go back to the hotel to pack and go to the airport.

	"Thank you. Kelly, for showing me who I am, and Melissa, for teaching me there is so much more to enjoy in sex." He kissed us both. "Keep in touch, please! I'll be back to see you both."

	"We'll miss you." I said for both of us, as we hugged.

	Back in bed, we made out, then made love before Melissa had to get ready for work. I showered with her, sucking her off, then watched her dress.

	"Have a good day at work sweetie." She told me.

	"You too."

	I lay in bed, knowing I would need to get up too soon. So I made myself some breakfast, then lay in bed watching the telly, remembering to take my pill first.

	It was a night to remember, that was for sure. I thought about what the CIA guy told me, and everything that was going on in the background, and I realised that whilst last night was great, it was just a sideline to what was about to come. As I thought about this, I suddenly realised I wasn't hungry anymore.
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	Work felt strange. Nobody really said anything about the piercings except one or two girls in office management who said they looked cool. They were young and had plenty themselves, but my team said nothing.[image: Image]

	In the afternoon, I was called in to see John, who explained it all to me.

	"Over the weekend, a select group of people were informed of what is going on. It seems in some way shape or form, all of your team has been contacted in some way, not in the same manner as you but in other ways. We are looking at other angles of catching the shadow PM and his lot." He explained.

	"So I don't need to go through with this?" I asked, hopefully.

	"Sorry, but we can't raise suspicions. We still need you to go on with the plan."

	I nodded. "The surgery begins tomorrow."

	"So soon?" He was surprised. "They must be paying a fortune."[image: Image]

	"That's what I was thinking. It won't be the full thing. Facial work to begin with."

	He nodded. "Take the time off that you need. The team are aware of what is going on, and they are aware of the sacrifices you are making..." Then he smiled. "Though from what I've read, I don't think they are completely sacrifices are they?"

	I frowned. “I suppose not entirely, no. Sorry."

	"Why are you sorry?" He leaned back in his chair. "Kevin, how long have we known each other?"

	I shrugged. “I guess, eight years now."

	"Eight years. In that time, you know about the things which have gone on with me, the scandals with my ex-wife, and so on. So you know that I'm no saint. On the other hand, I know how the world works, and to be honest, I'm proud of the fact that this company is an equal opportunities employer. We're not conservative, and we believe that everybody is entitled to live their life how they choose. You're damn good at your job, so you're not going to lose it if you a man, a woman, or something in between. The fact you have been drawn into this affair, is unfortunate, but I know you would never give up any secrets, you're a man of integrity. It was my choice to let you know what is going on, the CIA didn't want to, but I said that I will not jeopardise the lives of my people, no matter what. Do what you need to do, sleep with who you need to sleep with, and enjoy your life. It's no skin off my back."

	I smiled. "You're a good man John."

	"Ah get out of here." He laughed.

	[image: Image][image: Image][image: Image]That evening, I was surprised to receive a telephone call from Steve.

	“I just wanted to let you know I'm home safe." He said, "but that I miss you like crazy."

	I missed him, surprisingly. “It's so funny. Just a few days ago, I was in a similar situation to you."

	"How so?"

	"Well, I was straight as a plank, but, I dunno, I guess sometimes..."

	"Planks bend?" He laughed.

	"Yep. What are you going to do?"

	He sighed down the line. “I dunno to be honest. I spoke to my sister about it, about everything. She's a good girl, very down-to-Earth, and her response was that I needed to follow my heart. Obviously, I have found a lifestyle which suits me best and if I give it up, then I'll regret it forever. I'm going to start looking locally, and we'll see."

	Never had I felt attracted to a man, but there was something about Steve which made me yearn for him, and it was at that point that I knew that I was definitely not straight, and I should give up any hope I had in believing that I was. "It's a shame I'm so far away."

	The voice on the other end of the line paused, a momentary soft contemplation of his words, wondering if they might be ill-received. "Well, I don't want to burden you or pressure you into a relationship, so I think it would be stupid of me to move there, but I so want to."

	"You wouldn't burden me, but I can't give you a relationship, just yet..." I said, knowing that once everything came apart, then I would likely be left with no-one.

	“I understand."[image: Image]

	“I wish you did..."

	That night, Luc stopped by. I found it hard to look him in the eyes, after seeing him on the photos. He said very little to me, instead choosing to simply bend me over the sofa and fuck my ass. Annoyingly, he spent the night with me, waking me up a few times to fuck again. I was just glad that he wasn't in a bad mood.

	In the morning, I decided not to go into work, instead trying to catch up on my sleep before the operation. However, my plans we scuppered when Luc didn't leave. "Aren't you going to work?" He asked me.

	“I have the day off." 

	"Oh. Well, I have a friend coming. I'll need to lock you up."

	"But this is my flat."

	He smiled. "No my dear, this is my flat, you do not pay rent, and you serve me. You do what I tell you to do, do you understand?"

	"Yes Master."

	"Good." He got up and grabbed me by the arm. He took me into the spare bedroom, and over to the walk-in closet. He pulled some shelves, opening another secret room. The room itself was dark and cold. "Strip off your clothes." He switched on some lights to reveal hooks like in the other man's house. He pressed a button to lower the hooks, then he told me to hold my tongue out. He removed my piercing and placed a small hook on a chain through it. He did the same to my nipples and cock, then put a large shiny hook in my ass. Finally, he took ten other hooks and pushed them into my back, arms and legs before pressing another button which lifted me, with some great pain, into the air. He then manually tightened the hooks on my tongue, nipples and cock.

	"You will remain here, quiet. Understood?" I nodded as much as I could. "Good."

	It was nearly an hour before I heard voices next door. Immediately I recognised the shadow PM, and Luc, but there was one more voice there, one I didn't recognise, and to my surprise, it was female. I tried to hear what they were talking about, but I couldn't make it out. They talked for nearly two hours before finally the door opened and in walked Luc and Melissa's Master.

	"Well, well. Look at you there nice and pretty, hmmm?" The shadow PM said. He began stripping. "Lower him down Luc."

	I was lowered down, and the hook was taken out of my ass. The shadow PM stood behind me as I hovered at cock level on the hooks. He pushed forward and I felt his cock enter me. He didn't hold on, instead choosing to fuck me very, very hard, causing me to swing on the hooks.

	In the meantime, Luc did some adjustments to the chains, forcing my nipples, tongue and cock to get stretched to their maximum.

	Melissa's Master fucked me with his fat cock harder and harder, and also began pulling on the chains leading to my back, making me scream and cry, but that just made him harder. Finally, he came in me, pumping lots of cum. However, it didn't end there. He pulled out immediately and put his hand at my ass. With one swift hard move, he pushed his extremely fat fist up my ass, earning a scream from me. He twisted his hand around me and scraped up his cum, then pulled out without any sort of regard for me, and fed me the cum by pushing his fist inside my open mouth.

	"Next time I expect to see piercings around the mouth." He told Luc.

	"Yes sir."

	[image: Image]Luc showed him out, before returning to me and taking me down. He looked angry. Before I knew it, he was laying into me, kicking and beating me. I begged him to stop, but that just made him hard. He picked me up and threw me down onto a table, banging my head, then suddenly his cock was inside me. His hand kept slapping my face hard, and I tried to stop him.

	"PUT YOU HANDS DOWN!" he screamed.

	I did, crying my eyes out, and then suddenly the unexpected came. He punched me square in the face, breaking my nose. I screamed in pain which made him fuck me harder, and his grin just became evil. I saw his fist pull back and it slammed down on my face again.

	I woke up lying on the table, being fucked still, but this time it wasn't Luc fucking me.

	“I need to go to a hospital." I told Melissa. My lips were swollen, and I could barely move my jaw.

	"You will go soon. I'll take you to the clinic. They'll fix all this."

	"No. No more. Need to go."

	"Shhhh." She said, fucking me, smiling as she stared at the damage. I looked at her sex-crazed eyes, the sheer desire of what she saw, and I became hard; and I didn't know why. I had been beaten up, yet I found the whole thing sexy. And I couldn't believe what came out of my mouth next.

	"Do it."[image: Image]

	"What?" She asked.

	"Continue what he started."

	She grinned and before shaking her head. “I don't need to. I can just play with what he did."

	I didn't understand until she reached up and pinched my broken nose, earning a scream from me. Then as she fucked me harder, she rested her entire palm of her hand on my face.

	"Do you want me to do it?" She asked suddenly.

	"Do you want to do it?"

	“I do."[image: Image]

	"Tell me why?"

	"Because I want to see you hurt. I want to see you in pain. It turns me on."

	"Then do it if you must."

	“I must." And with that she punched me in the face repeatedly with both hands until she came. I knew my face was a mess, but I was a blank canvas, they were about the change it anyway.

	The fact the doctor didn't even blink when he saw my face suggested to me that this wasn't the first time he had done this. It was later that he told me that he would have had to break my nose anyway for the surgery, so it was not a problem. He worked on me until eight PM, and then I ended up lying up in a ward, my face, and neck bandaged. Of course, I was out of it when they did the operation.

	Nobody came to see me in the clinic. I expected Melissa to come check on me, but it wasn't to be.
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	At no point during any of this did I really put two and two together. I got that this group was trying to use me to extract information for them, but why go through all of this just for the information? Why turn me into this? Because I was working for the CIA, I never once questioned the legitimacy of what I was being told; had l, then maybe I would have realised that I'd capitulated to the surgery awfully fast, and I'd done so because the CIA agent told me to do it.

	The next morning, I half expected to be allowed to go home, but again, my plans were changed.

	"We decided to go ahead and get all the surgery done." The doctor told me. “I have cleared my diary for today and we'll begin immediately."

	I tried to respond but couldn't really talk.

	"We've done work on your voice box. Try not to talk until it heals."

	That day, my hips, stomach, rib-cage, buttocks, and chest changed. By the end of the day, I had a female figure, and Ccup breasts. Actually, they were bigger than C-cup but the doctor expected some swelling to go away. I spent three more days in observation, wrapped in bandages. I was finally released on Sunday, and spent the following week resting.

	Melissa did visit me at home, as did my boss a few times. Melissa apologised for not visiting, but explained that her Master quite literally dominated her time. I told her that I understood and that she shouldn't worry. Her arm was in a cast, and her cheek was swollen.

	"What happened?" I asked her. My voice was much higher pitched yet a little gravelly. I sounded like Lady Gaga.

	"Master and his friend, who you know well, played with me."

	"Did you..."

	"Want it, yes, you know I did." I nodded.

	"And you will too. You'll see."

	"Last time...that was, too much..."

	"No it wasn't. It wasn't enough." She smiled. "It's never enough."

	I didn't like where the conversation was going. I didn't like the fact that she came across as dozy, or high. I needed to be left alone.

	“I think I need to rest. The bandages come off next week." I told her.

	[image: Image]When the bandages did finally come off, I was shocked. There was bruising and swelling still, but I could already see the great work he had done. I looked damn good, I looked better than I ever did; I looked like a girl.[image: Image]

	I returned to work, and for the first time, I dressed as a woman. People asked questions which I covered with my own excuses. John complimented me on a job well done, saying I looked very special. The CIA agent spoke to me on John's phone.

	"Why didn't you stop the beating?" I asked.

	"We were right there, but our adviser said that it was within acceptable limits." He explained.

	"My nose was broken."

	"Which was something which could be, and was, fixed."

	I had a feeling that I couldn't rely on the CIA people but I didn't really have a choice in the matter. Melissa called me later that day.

	"Master would like you to visit tonight." She told me, very serious. "I'll meet you straight after work. Don't go back to your flat, I'll have things for you to wear."

	I knew this was it. I picked up the phone and called the CIA agent and let him know what was going on.[image: Image]

	"Ok, it sounds like you're gonna be introduced to the group." The agent told me. "Just play along. We'll be there watching."

	"Right. Thanks." Somehow, I didn't feel convinced, but I went along with it anyway.

	That night, after work, Melissa met me and led me to a car, where I was blindfolded. We drove for about an hour, and once we arrived, the blindfold was removed to reveal a stately home. Inside was a room full of naked men and transsexuals. Standing around the balcony were men and women in robes. I couldn't help but feel I had walked into Eyes Wide Shut.

	"Don't say a word, and do not protest." Melissa told me. “I promise everything will be fine."

	She stripped me naked before stripping herself. Then she led me to a chair in the middle of the room where I was strapped into the seat and gagged. Melissa stepped back, knelt down, and faced the floor. Out of the shadows, the master appeared. He was smiling as he walked up to me. He gently touched Melissa's head and nodded. She stood and walked over to an altar where she lifted a small case and carried it over.

	In the meantime, master reached over and grabbed my penis, pulling on it gently, massaging my testicles. He then began stripping off his robe, revealing his fat body. I couldn't help but feel repulsed by the shadow PM's body and smug face, but the fact that I had to be with him turned me on. Everything about him was disgusting, right down to the wart on his face.

	I turned to see what Melissa was up to, and found her preparing a syringe with some brownish liquid. She looked up at master and he smiled, nodding. Melissa grinned back, then grinned at me, before wrapping a tight elastic band around my upper arm. I shook my head, trying to say no, but I was powerless to stop it. Melissa just grinned in my face as she found a vein and pushed the needle in. Master leaned forward and touched my cock again; it was hard; maybe harder than ever. He leaned forward and licked my face and right ear. Then stepping back, Melissa pushed the syringe down and the heroin flooded into my veins.

	"Relax." She whispered. "Now you will really belong to master. He will make sure you will never be without." And then she released the elastic band. I inhaled suddenly and my pupils dilated. The drug flooded my body and I experienced such unbelievable ecstasy.[image: Image]

	My eyes started to blur just as others approached. Then I saw a face I recognised. It was John, my boss and with him was the CIA agent.

	"Why?" I mumbled.

	"Shhh." Melissa shushed me, as her master injected heroin into her. "Shhh."

	I felt the straps loosen, and I was held up. John stepped forward and began feeling me up, and then he punched me in the face. I was crawling on the ground, in dire pain, but the world was spinning. Things felt so wrong, and so right. Noth[image: Image]ing was normal. I felt a cock enter my anus. "Uff, ufff, uff." I moaned. The gag was removed and I force fed another cock.

	It was the CIA agent, who I would later find out, was not, at all.

	I don't know how many days had passed when I awoke. I did know that I was in a hospital bed, in traction. A nurse was sponge bathing me.

	"Where am l?" I groaned.

	"The Pokorny Clinic. A private hospital." The fat old nurse told me.

	"Owned by whom?"

	"Dr. Radek Pokorny. Why?"

	It would be another connection, another part of the group. "Never mind. What's wrong with me?" 

	"Nothing serious. Some broken fingers and toes, a cracked rib, some cuts needed to sewn up."

	"Jesus. How did I get here?"

	"Don't worry about that." She told me. "Come on, let's get you settled again." I lay back down and then she prepared a shot. "What's that?" I asked her.

	"Just something for the pain."

	She pushed the needle into me, and then I felt the now familiar feeling of the illegal drug wash over me.

	"No!" I cried out.

	"Calm down Kelly. Soon you will rely on your master to give you what you need."

	I passed out soon after.

	[image: Image]Two weeks later I was back at work. I had not seen Melissa or anyone else except for the occasional doctor or nurse. The moment I was in the office, John asked to see me.

	"You tricked me!" I snarled, the moment the door was closed. He stepped forward and took me in his arms.

	"Kelly." He purred, leaning forward, trying to kiss me. I twisted me head away. "Kelly, calm down. You should be proud to be a member of such a select group."

	"What group?"

	"The Arcadia Caradine Group. We're a worldwide group who make love to transsexuals and boys who feel the need to feel real pain."

	"Why the heroin?"

	"You will become addicted, and we will provide it to you. That way we know you will need us." He opened a drawer and [image: Image]pulled out a prepared syringe. "By the way, time for your next dose."

	"People will notice!" I complained.

	"Oh, I wouldn't worry about it. You're quitting anyway."

	"No. I'm going to the police."

	"No, you're not." He laughed, gently pushing me into the chair. "Hold out your arm." I did as I was told and he pushed the syringe into me, giving me a weaker dose than normal.

	“I hate you!" I moaned, feeling the drug overpower me.

	John stood and pulled out a file. He opened it and pulled out a picture. "Recognise her?" He asked. I nodded. "You didn't tell me you had a sister."

	"We had a falling out."

	"Is this her address?" He showed me the address under the photo. I nodded. "Recognise these addresses?" I nodded again. "They're your parents." I closed my eyes and smiled. "You see where we're going with this?"

	"Yes."

	"Your sister, she's going to be contacted by another branch of Arcadia. She will be put into a similar position to you."

	"No matter what I do?"

	"Well, it is ultimately up to you."

	I stared at the photo of Casey and then leaned forward and wrapped my arms around John, kissing him deeply. He pounced on me like a bitch in heat, and he made love to me right there and then.

	"That's a good girl." He told me after. "You obviously love your sister."

	"Why do you say that?"

	"Because you are doing all this to protect her."

	I shook my head. "I made love to you just now because I was horny and you turned me on."

	“I am a slave. I cannot get out of this. That makes me hard."

	"But you have still protected your sister."

	"Have l?" I asked, knowing that this was about more than just me. He was lying, they were going to take my sister no matter what.

	His grin stretched from ear to ear. "Yeah, you're right. I was bluffing. We're taking her anyway." He pressed his lips to mine and I felt his erection grow again. He stood and walked to his desk where he prepared another syringe. I stood and walked over to him and knelt down, resting my arm on his legs. He loaded me with more heroin. He then bent me over the desk and fisted my ass as he masturbated over me.

	"Am I really fired?" I asked him, wondering what was really happening.

	"Your job will be to serve the group. Nothing else."

	"Yes master." "You will make money by selling your body in our dedicated clubs."[image: Image]

	"Yes master."

	"And if we deem we can make money that way, you could be sold to a Russian, or Arab."

	“I understand master." "Do you understand your life as you know it is over? Do you understand you will never see anyone you love again?"

	“I understand master."

	"Well, maybe you'll see your sister, along the way." He laughed then stroked my face and smiled.

	He took a letter opener and rested it on the back of my hand. "Kiss me." We kissed deeply and he wanked me, as he pushed harder. The blade pressed against the skin, forcing it into the mid palmar space. The pain was excruciating but I dared not scream.

	"Stop." I whispered, but he just grinned and shook his head. The skin started to tear and in it went. I screamed, but into his mouth; his tongue filled mine to dull the sound. Finally, I felt the blade come out the other side and I came all over his [image: Image]hand. He stepped back and I lifted my hand up to look at it. Blood was dripping from the rounded tip of the blade. John pressed an intercom button. "Mona, can you please bring in a first aid kit?"

	A couple of minutes later, John's sexy brunette secretary walked in with the kit. She looked at my hand and smiled.

	Without another word, she pulled out the opener, sewed up my hand, then bandaged it.

	"Nice job sir." She always spoke in a sexy whisper.

	[image: Image]"Thanks Mona." John replied with a smile, then picking up the opener again, wiping it clean. It was during this that I realised Mona was also a transsexual, just like me. "Go with Mona, she will take you to Melissa who is waiting for you upstairs. You will be prepared for use at the manor."

	"Yes Master." I told him, looking down at my feet.

	Melissa was waiting for me on the bed, dressed in black silk lacy lingerie. My cock twitched when I saw her. "You look amazing. A true shemale slut." Melissa grinned. "Are you ready to become a full-time whore?"

	"Yes Mistress." I told her.

	"Good. First, I need you to call your sister and tell her to let the men at the door in." She said, handing me a phone. "Yes Mistress." I said, taking the phone just as it dialled my sister. "Hi Casey, it's me. Listen, I've sent some friends to drop off a package for me. Can you get it?"

	"What's this about...?"

	"Just can you please do this for me?"

	Casey sighed, "Whatever. Hold on." I heard the door open then I heard the scream. I heard them grab her and then I heard her begging no. Moments later I heard the sound of her being overcome by drugs. They had injected her. Moments later I heard her begging no in a drugged state, and then the sound of a man grunting and then slapping flesh. Melissa masturbated me as I listened to her screams. And then when it ended, they drugged her again, and dragged her off. Melissa smiled, kissed me, then shot me up one more time and said goodnight, that she would be back for me in the morning.

	The drug had knocked me out, completely out of it for hours, and it was gone ten in the evening by the time I woke up. I looked around the apartment for my phone, for anything I could use to communicate, finding nothing. The elevator had been disabled and the door to the staircase was locked. I was a prisoner in Luc's apartment.

	There had to be a way out, I just needed to work out how. Two floors down was a terrace, but dropping out of the window would almost certainly break my legs. However, as I looked out of the kitchen window, I saw a metal drainpipe. There was a risk that I would fall, that the thing would come away from the wall, but what would that change? They were about to turn me into a gay whore, what choice did I have?

	I shuffled down the metal tube carefully, listening to the clanks and groans of the thing, but I was light, so it seemed to be holding on. More of a hassle was the pink sissy dress I had on, but still, I made it down and dropped the last metre to the terrace. The glass door to my office was shut, but I knew it wasn't alarmed, so grabbing a rock, I smashed the glass and opened the handle, letting myself in.

	My PC was still active, the laptop still in the dock. I logged in and used a moment to search for Arcadia-Caradine, finding a minefield of information about a huge venture capital company, as well as information pertaining to a major scandal around Plaxis Pharmagen, a company Arcadia was trying to illegally acquire just months earlier. So why was a company like that interested in me? It made zero sense.

	As I flicked through my tabs, I noticed something strange open. An FTP program was open, connected to a secure server. From my 'P, from my computer, Bison related files had been uploaded, everything to do with the new type of drone our company was working on. The drone was designed to work based on a miniaturised version of the plasma drive my team [image: Image]was working on. A solid-state propulsion system, making a silent attack drone, which would also be invisible to radar. So, the Pheonix missile project was a decoy, it was Arclight 1 they were after.

	Reaching for the desk phone, I dialled the number I knew I needed to call. The PA of the Bison CEO, Dean Cole. Dean's PA, Sara Castro picked up, and without hesitation, I told her everything I could. She told me to hold and I stayed on the line waiting for several minutes until a male British voice answered.

	"Kevin?" Said Dean Cole, the CEO.

	"Erm, yes." I replied.

	“I have Erin Parker, our head of legal on the line, and with me here is Roger Miles, head of Bison Security . " The CEO stated.

	Roger jumped on immediately. "Kevin, first of all, are you in the office in Prague right now?"

	"Yes." I said.

	"Good. I've tasked a security team from our other office to get over to you immediately. Expect them there in less than ten minutes. My understanding is they have completely feminised you, is that right?"

	"They have, but, well, in the end it wasn't against my will." I said, hoping that nobody began making preparations to change me back.

	"That's fine, but clearly it was part of a concerted effort to ruin you. The FTP, it's still open?"

	"Yes, it is." I said, looking at the files sitting on the remote server.

	"Good. Do not close it, we're going to take control of your PC now and begin running traces. Someone will pick up the files eventually. My feeling is that they'll move the files somewhere else, then pin this on you, and you'll be gone, unable to talk."

	So that was the plan. Make it look like I'd fallen into depravity, a drug-fuelled moment of madness, a filthy whore who would do anything for my next fix. I'd be gone, in the wind, bought by some Russian, never to be seen again, and John would be able to continue without a care in the world.

	"But what do Arcadia want with a drone? I mean, it makes no sense." I told them.

	"Honestly," Dean began, "We don't have a clue, in fact, until now, Arcadia-Caradine wasn't even on our radar. But they [image: Image]are now, and they messed with the wrong company."

	"You believed me awfully fast." I told him.

	There was a chuckle. "Kevin, in the few minutes we've been talking, our teams here have hacked John Anderton's pri[image: Image]vate and company emails, and taken control of his phone. We have enough evidence to reach our own conclusions, so I really wouldn't worry. The idiot has documented everything, including all the connections to the shadow PM. From what we can see, the shadow PM is involved with Arcadia, and he has been helping out in return for them fixing the next election."

	As Dean continued talking, I kind of zoned out, realising how stupid I was for being manipulated in such a way. The whole thing began with Melissa, she pulled me into it, but I had to wonder if she was just a pawn or part of the whole thing.

	"Excuse me, guys, what about Melissa, the trans-girl who got me started? Do you see anything there?" I asked.

	"Nothing yet." Said Roger, "But we'll investigate."

	Moments later, as the screen on my PC went under remote control, several men and women in suits turned up and said they were with Bison Security. On the phone, Roger gave me a verification code, which checked out, and shortly after, I was on my way with them, finally safe.

	 


Epilogue

	I was on a Bison corporate jet on the way to the UK when I was informed that my sister had been rescued. Some Russians were trying to sneak her out via Felixstowe but were caught. That had been my biggest concern, that someone might hurt her, that in my drugged state, I could have told her to run, but I knew that it wouldn't have helped.

	By the time I landed, chaos had ensued. In just a few hours, scandal had erupted and Czech police had arrested the shadow Prime Minister, and a number of people connected to the incident. In the man's house, several sex slaves had been found, tortured and illegally taken.

	Two people had managed to escape justice. John Anderton had disappeared, somehow tipped off to the investigation, meaning he had used the opportunity to escape. The other person? Melissa Petrescu, who had simply disappeared. My fear was that they had taken her, shipped her off to Russia or somewhere to pay for failing, but strangely, I had a feeling she had played a bigger part in the whole thing and it wouldn't be the last we see of her.

	For the next several months, I lived and worked in a Bison facility in the UK, a secure location where nobody could reach me. I missed Prague, and really didn't want to be back in the UK, but at the same time, I was glad to be safe. In that facility, I had access to the best medical personnel as well as psychologists who helped me deal with my change, and come to terms with my submissiveness. They helped me to deal with the challenges that drove my hypersexuality which led to my self-destructive behaviour, to the point where eventually, I felt ready to see Steve again, after all this time.

	Steve lived over a hundred miles away, but still, after background checks, I received special dispensation to invite him [image: Image]into my residential block at the campus. The moment we saw each other, it was like we had never been apart, and instantly, our lips locked on each other.

	I would see Steve every weekend, until finally, he quit his job down south and Bison arranged a job for him with them, meaning he could move into the campus with me. There was no BDSM in our relationship, not at first, just catching up on why we fell in love with each other so quickly. And of course, sex...lots and lots of sex.

	Then one day, Roger Miles came to see me. He sat down with me and began to explain everything he had found out.

	[image: Image][image: Image]"About a year ago, the Arcadia-Caradine Group tried to orchestrate a hostile takeover of a pharmaceutical company. Our belief is that they were trying to gain access to a new drug which would have had the capability to make people extremely susceptible to hypnotism or mind-control, if they could manipulate the formula. They filled in that effort and now Plaxis owns the patent for the foreseeable future. Sure, they could create their own version, but without the facilities and contracts for the components, they would struggle to make the quantities needed.

	"As to the drone, that could make a perfect silent air-dispersal device. We believe they needed that drone with our drive, one which theoretically, as far as the world is concerned, hasn't even been invented yet."

	"It still hasn't." I told him. "That drive won't function well for long in atmospheric conditions. Its energy use is awful."

	"They probably weren't aware, or they had a solution. Just like we have a solution." He smiled.[image: Image]

	Still, they failed to get the drug. "Without the drug, what's the point of the drone?"[image: Image]

	Roger frowned and nodded. "We haven't been able to ascertain that, but we are working on trying to grab someone who might know."

	"Who?" I asked.

	"John Anderton, your former boss. We think he's back in the USA, in New York. We've got boots on the ground who are going to snatch him, rendition him back to the UK."

	"Good."

	"In the meantime, we may need your help." The older man frowned, the weathered ex-military look on his face becoming all the more pronounced.

	"I'd be happy to help." I told him. "How?"

	"We want to fly you to the USA. The people who stopped the activity around Plaxis, we want to bring them in, to debrief them, and to find a way to get them to work for us. There are ways to do that, obviously, but we thought that if they saw you, then they might be more inclined to join us."

	"How so?" I asked, surprised that they would want to see a transgender sissy.

	"Let's just say, Arcadia uses sissification as a weapon fairly frequently. They're people involved in the BDSM scene too."

	He smiled. “I think you'll have plenty to talk about."[image: Image]

	By the time I landed in Atlanta, John Anderton was declared dead. I was immediately also warned that Tammy Bailey, the architect of the Plaxis scandal, supposedly in jail pending trial for the murders of multiple people involved in Plaxis, had been released due to multiple issues with the evidence, including tampering, missing evidence, and more. It was clear manipulation, and it made my heart race with worry.

	The person I was looking for was Daniel Callum, the person who essentially shut down the whole Plaxis affair. I had his address so told the taxi driver to take me directly there. It was night when I arrived, but lights were on in the house and there was a twitch from the curtains as the cab pulled up.

	As I walked up the garden path, the door opened and an Asian woman in a suit stepped out, pointing a pistol at me.

	"Stop right there." She screamed. "Atlanta Metro PD. Who the hell are you?" She snapped, not once taking the gun off me.

	My hands shot up in the air. "Kelly, um, Kevin Marsh." I said. “I work for Bison Kaleen. You may have heard about the scandal recently where someone tried to steal important military tech from us? I was the person they were trying to frame."

	If that interested the woman, she didn't show it. "And? What the fuck's that got to do with me?"

	"The company that tried to steal it was Arcadia Caradine." She flinched. For the first time in those moments, recognition sparked across her face. "How can I trust you? Got ID?"

	"Passport and Bison ID, yes." I said. "But it's in my handbag."

	"Tip the contents out on the path so I can see."

	I poured out the contents of my little black handbag and found the passport and ID card, holding both up. She shined a small torch in my direction, then turned it off. “I am looking for Daniel Callum. I think he and his group can help us track down those responsible."

	The woman stared at me, not daring to take her eyes off me. "Daniel?" She called out, and Daniel stepped out immediately.

	“I heard you." He said, talking to me. "Did they do that to you?"

	I nodded. "Yeah. Got a little further with me than with you."

	"Why do you think I can help? You realise a close friend was murdered today?" He asked.[image: Image]

	“I literally just landed and came here. Which friend?"[image: Image]

	"Colin Davies."

	Fuck. He was critical because we'd tied his wife to Anderton. "Shit." I sighed. "He knew Anderton."

	"Anderton?" Daniel asked, stepping forward.

	"My boss. John Anderton." I said, looking into his eyes.

	"Colin mentioned him once. Nasty character, did stuff to Colin with knives and shit."

	"That's what this group do." I told him. "They don't care about safe or sane...nor consensual."

	Daniel's hand reached out and gently pressed on the cop's arm, telling her that he thought I was safe. She gave him a look that suggested that given she was a cop, she knew better, but he shook his head. "He's on the level." Then he looked up at me. "Sorry, I said he..."

	“I don't care." I shrugged. “I don't really see myself as a woman, even though I look like one now."

	"That's what I thought, but I should've asked."

	The cop hurried us inside, telling me her name was Detective Keener. I had a feeling that she was on a first-name basis was everyone else, but she remained suspicious of me. Inside, I met Anna Tipton, another name on the list, but I knew there was one more person I would need to speak to.

	"Jason..." I began.

	"He's on his way." The cop said. "My partner went to get him."[image: Image]

	"Good. I assume Tammy Bailey had something to do with Colin's death? I heard she got out."[image: Image]

	"We believe so." The cop replied, now leaning against a counter, her weapon holstered but her hand resting on it.

	I nodded. "Then why don't you have backup here? Surely you're all loose ends to her?"

	"We had backup." Keener stated, eyeing me suspiciously. "Then it got pulled away and a few minutes later, you arrive."

	She made it clear that she didn't like the coincidence, but neither did l.

	Whipping out my phone, I called the number Robert told me to call. Instantly, an American voice answered. I spoke,

	"I've arrived at the address. There's a detective here who is watching over everyone because Bailey has murdered Colin Davies. Just a few moments ago, someone pulled their backup."

	"Shit. I'm sending agents to exfil you and the rest of them. Ten minutes out." The voice said.

	I ended the call and looked up. "I've got Bison Security agents inbound, ten minutes out. They can get us all to a secure location." [image: Image]

	"We're not going anywhere." Keener started, anger rising in her voice.

	"This place is not secure." I snapped back, then turned to Daniel and Anna. “I know you don't know me, but Bison is strong. We can and will protect you, but you need to trust me. I know you have been through something I have been through. Please, just trust me this time."

	The two looked at each other, then looked at me and nodded. The cop scoffed, shaking her head, but before she could convince them otherwise, the house went dark. The electricity was out.

	"Too late." I sighed.

	The cop gave me a look that said another coincidence that I make a phone call and then this happens, but I really didn't have time for it and neither did she. "Upstairs, all of you." She told us, whipping out her service weapon.

	In the time that I had spent in the UK campus, most of that time I had spent preparing for moments like this. Weapons training and hand-to-hand combat were drilled into me morning till night. Bison Kaleen was a seriously powerful company which tried to stay under the radar. Arcadia attacked us, but they didn't know who we are; Anderton didn't know who we are. Hell, I didn't.

	Bison was what was called a syndicate. A multitude of small companies interoperating with each other. Individually, they were small, unremarkable, but collectively, Bison Kaleen was one of the biggest companies in the world. No stock market value, because why would there be? It was all privately owned and operated. If the Americans invaded somewhere, then they would likely be using Bison equipment. If they needed soldiers fast, they would hire one of four or five private military contractors; Bison would be one of them. If Lockheed needed electrical components, or consultants, then Bison would be the company they used. Like it or not, Bison controlled the modern democratic world, and most of you didn't realise.

	The question on my lips, on most of our lips, was not yet answered. I was promised I'd be given an answer, but not just yet. "There will come a time when you will ask the question again, then kick yourself because it is redundant." Dean told me. The question, was why?

	"Give me a weapon." I said to Keener.

	“I don't have a second weapon. I have clips." The woman snapped.

	I ran upstairs, just as Daniel was opening his gun safe. "Please tell me you have another." I said.

	“I do. You don't?" He asked.

	“I literally got off a plane."

	"Fair point." He said, handing me a Beretta 92FS and two spare clips. "Make them last."[image: Image]

	Lifting the clips, I nodded, my sigh telling him I hoped I could.

	The sound of a breaking window, followed by two quick shots, told me they were already making entry. I ran down the staircase, just as someone kicked open the door. The weapon checked and released, I took aim and floored the two men coming in, one to centre-mast, one to the skull, just as I had been taught; both down in quick succession.

	"Who are they?" Cried Keener.

	“I assume Arcadia mercenaries." I said, taking cover behind a set of drawers in the foyer, which gave me a clear view to the front door and the kitchen, another possible ingress point. Every time someone made entry, one of us ended them, until they realised that the easiest entry points would get them killed. That became a problem. "They're going to burn us out." I told Keener.

	"Wait...why..." Before Keener could respond, the sound of a pop rang out, followed by a huge boom. A grenade launcher or a gauss gun. We were fucked, because the American timber-framed house wouldn't survive such a brutal assault.

	Before we had time to thing about our imminent demise though, loud machine-gun fire rang out from outside. Cars screeched to a halt, and suddenly, the quiet Atlanta suburb had turned into a warzone. My backup was here and it was deflecting the fire away from us.

	"Keener, those are my people. Where is Jason?" I screamed.

	"We've rerouted him." She told me.

	"He isn't safe. Get the others and let's get ready to run." I cried out, just as the sound of a helicopter filled the air.

	"That'll be mine. Let's get everyone to the crossroads for evac."

	"On it!" Keener said without hesitation. So far, I was fighting on her side. Better that than dead. She trusted me, that [image: Image]was important.

	We had Daniel, we had Anna, and we would soon have Jason. It was time to find out who Arcadia Caradine really were. It was time to fight back.

	 

	THE END

	 

	 

	The Arcadia Series will continue with THE ANDERTON EFFECT
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