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BE VERY CAREFUL OR YOUR INNER FANTASIES JUST MIGHT COME TRUE! 


The Company’s Dirty Secret: Forced Feminization: Damned to Become the Boss's Femboy!

[image: ]

Have you been bullied, no friends, no family, no future? Fear not! We have the perfect job for you! A bizarre story that may shock you!

You can receive updates from Amazon on the author page here.

There will also be more great titles listed at the end just for you.

ENJOY!


“Libertine: A person who is unrestrained by convention or morality, a free thinker.

Specifically: One leading a dissolute life.

Decadent, Deviate, Debaucher”


The Boss’s Dirty Secret

As the world changes there will always be one constant: Corporations, or more precisely, the ultra rich, will always control our lives. This is a story of what may happen if they continue unchecked, and how one young man trying to get ahead is manipulated by those above him to change his identity and become an obedient plaything for his boss.

Warning: This is not a love story.


Chapter 1: My new job was a dream come true!

I can’t understand why things went so wrong with my life. My father ran off with another woman before I was born and my mother blamed me and gave me up for adoption when I was very young. I ended up bouncing from one foster home to another, never staying in any one place long enough to get comfortable. There was never a sense of family or belonging. Like I didn't matter.

Growing up, it seemed that I was bullied most of the time just about everywhere that I ended up. I was shy, an introvert, so the bigger kids would constantly single me out, torment me. Call me a sissy.

It may have been the fact that I was weaker than most, or quiet, or not the least bit interested in sports. But, I would like to think that it was because I was smarter, never getting into trouble in school. And better looking. I do like to dress sharply. I have what you may consider a baby face and can go days before I feel a need to shave my sparse facial hair.

Girls weren’t the least bit interested in me, but that didn’t stop me from being fascinated by them. I idolized the way that they looked in their short little skirts, with their pert little breasts, and how the boys were attracted to them. Maybe being a bit envious of them at times, wondering what it must feel like to receive that kind of attention from someone myself, if even just once. It’s not that I was physically attracted to boys as much as I thought about how I would feel as a girl getting that type of attention every day. I really didn’t understand it until years later.

I wasn’t gay.

Things were about to change soon after I graduated from college.

There is an exclusive club with a very distinct and like-minded clientele, I think it would be in my own best interest to leave its location undisclosed. I have heard that the vast number of charms, as well as the wide range of pleasures offered, make it the destination of choice for those looking to enjoy a few hours of adult entertainment, for customers having a taste for the unusual. Admittance is by invitation only, of course, and those privileged enough to receive an invitation are unquestionably the very rich.

These same people own much of the surrounding property, as well as the majority of the businesses nearby, leaving themselves, as well as the actions within, sheltered from discovery. They are chauffeured around in their expensive luxury cars. They buy whatever they like. They have a lot of money. They own a lot of property.

They own me.

I started working as a clerk at WorldRx Inc, a medical technology company based on the west coast. They recruited me fresh out of college a short time back. I hadn’t heard of the company before that, so I never would have thought to apply for a job there. It was a boost for my ego when they flew me out there and set me up in a small apartment.

It all happened so fast that I never even had a chance to tell anyone that I knew that I was leaving. Once there I worked hard, put in the long hours, and in short time, earned my reward, the offer of promotion to become a Personal Assistant to Mr. Goldberg, the Vice President of the company!

They instructed me to abide by a company approved dress code for my new position, which consisted mainly of an authorized blue suit, tailored to fit. It wouldn’t be long before that suit was replaced by something that was a bit more form fitting, oddly enough. Stylish.

My new slacks, partially made of Lycra, seemed to be an odd choice at first, but felt fantastic to wear as it stretched and displayed my tight round butt like a pair of leggings. My jacket appeared a bit short, leaving my bottom on display at all times. Although I always dressed neatly in the past, I have never had the need for wearing a suit and tie for work, but the increase in salary and status was too good an opportunity to let pass, even if the style was more than a little unusual.

I was, I suppose, a relatively nice looking 25 year old man, although quite slim, weighing only 110 pounds, and perhaps bit below average in height. I've kept myself in pretty good shape with diet and exercise, liked to keep my hair cut short and neat, always dress sharply, and suspect that part of my reason for gaining the promotion ahead of more senior staff members, was at least in part, due to the way I looked when seen by our clients. I have no qualms about the senior executives in the company wanting to appear “hip” while dealing with their clients, and supposed that their latest request for me to allow my hair to grow out was part of that look, as well.

This was all part of their vision of the ‘corporate image’, and if I could get paid more money just because I looked good, then why not? It never did occur to me at the time that there were no women working in management for the corporation, especially during these times of gender equality.

It was during my second month working as a PA to the Vice President that I first became acquainted with Club Libertine. It was quite normal to sit in on my boss's meetings over lunch, at one fancy restaurant or another, and to take notes as necessary. I enjoyed the perks of my new job.

One day, around mid-morning, I received an email from my boss in which he urged me to make sure I was looking my best, since Mr. White the CEO of the company, had invited us to lunch with him at "a special place".

We were chauffeured across town in one of the company limousines, this was not an unusual occurrence since undertaking my new role. I sat between the two men, both well-dressed in important looking suits, both extremely overweight. I remember feeling unusually uncomfortable sitting between the two large men, as their bodies pressed up tightly against me on the seat. Occasionally, one of their hands would rest on one of my thighs, but I thought that it was merely accidental with us being packed together so closely.

While trying to maintain an air of professionalism, I kept a serious yet thoughtful expression on my face, as one hand or another would gently squeeze or move slowly, caressing my thigh. I attempted to spark conversation now and then, by pretending to be interested in something going on in the traffic outside. They mostly chatted across me as if I wasn't there, but at one point the CEO did speak to me directly.

"Are you looking forward to seeing what all the fuss is about where we’re going?" He asked.

"I'm not sure what you mean." I replied.

"Club Libertine, where we're going to lunch, are you looking forward to experiencing it?" His eyes sparkled as he uttered the words.

"Of course!" I lied. "I've heard it's a really special place." The fact is, I had heard rumors about it before, but nothing beyond that.

"Oh it is!" He nodded assertively. "It really is. Which is why I invited you."

The way that he said you, sounded almost sinister.

"Thank you." I replied quietly, and smiled politely.

We parked in what could only be a private underground car park, and left the car along with the driver. I followed closely behind my two seniors along various corridors and flights of stairs, until I was truly disorientated. The fluorescent corridor lighting gave way to the shadowy flickering of candle light. It was then that I knew we had arrived at the entrance to Club Libertine. A couple of big hulking doormen wearing tuxedos looked me over, as my seniors merely waved a hand and the doors of the club opened before us.

Trails of cigar smoke drifted airily out from within. Jazz music played over the vague sound of voices in conversation. The air of sophistication was everywhere. I was led along the corridor as it opened out into what reminded me of a nightclub, with alcoves or booths surrounding a central dance floor area. There was a separate bar area at the other end of the club. Very important looking men lounged about comfortably in the alcoves, sipping from champagne glasses, laughing, chatting.

I paused for a brief second when I recognized a face as we passed.

"Is that.....?" I asked quietly, staring at the man.

"If you mean the Mayor of this city, then yes. And, that's the Chief of Police beside him. They're important members. Work for us to keep away the riffraff. Now, move along, Stuart." My boss grunted.

Imagine. There I was, having lunch with the local VIP's!

I also saw the women. They all seemed to look similar to each other, all the same size, the same look. They appeared to be semi-naked at first, but I soon noticed that some of them were actually completely naked, but for a tiny thong, as they moved around the room in exceptionally uncomfortable looking high-heeled sandals.

They served food and drinks while they were dancing, gyrating, writhing, swaying, turning, and wiggling their bottoms. Tens of pairs of beautiful breasts paraded around dutifully, including the girl that took our coats, who wore only heels and skimpy lace briefs. Her long blonde hair fell in curls over her shoulders. Her breasts were small, the nipples shiny and pert. She curtsied to each of my partners. Then she took my coat and curtsied to me.

"Thank you, sir." She said softly.

Then she did a very curious thing. She knelt down before me, bent over and kissed each of my feet. Without a word she rose back to her feet, curtsied for a second time, then turned and carried our coats away across the floor. Her tight round bottom wiggled sexily at each step.

"She used to be your PA, wasn’t she?" The CEO asked my boss.

My boss turned and smiled at me in response. He did so in such a way that that I could tell there was more to the story than he was willing to share with me.

What was I to make of this? The honest truth is that, at the time, I made nothing of it. I was taken by the events going on all around me: Beautiful women dancing, serving, and evidently worshipping the executives. All girls, with their long hair flowing around their necks and shoulders as they writhed and twisted and turned.

Truth be known, I hadn’t seen a naked, or even a semi-naked girl, since my early years of college, and haven’t had so much as a date with one in the years since. I wasn’t the type that attracted women, not exactly big and macho, and always self-conscious of my smaller than average penis. They would all laugh when they saw it, but no more. I was a PA to the Vice President!

We were ushered to a vacant alcove by another astonishingly attractive girl. She too curtsied before each of us, as we took our places on the luxury cushioned leather sofa-benches.

Before I had gotten settled in my seat I heard her ask the CEO meekly, "May I dance for you sir?"

"Of course!" He replied, gesturing for her to begin.

She began to dance, exotically swaying her hips. Her reddish-brown hair caught the candlelight and draped over her gleaming bare nipples. Her black panties, not quite a thong, but very slight, clung to her as she wiggled her bottom and brushed her fingers up and down her own writhing body. She was soon joined by another woman, who after having served us champagne, curtsied and started to dance.

Not long after that, another even younger woman approached, curtsied, and started to sway her hips. As far as I could tell, she was dancing for me personally! She looked down at my feet as she danced, appearing hypnotized by them. She caressed her own pink nipples as she danced, ran her palms over her bottom, and pushed her hair sensually out of her face as it fell over it.

By the time I was on my second glass of champagne, she was on her knees before me kissing and licking my feet, lapping at my shiny new shoes with her tongue. Her bottom was raised much higher than her head with her nearly bare cheeks exposed to the rest of the club, occasionally wiggling her bottom as she set about her worship. I noticed she bore a small tattoo on her left butt-cheek: “Property of WRX #57”. Looking around at the other dancing girls, I noticed they too were marked on the left butt-cheek.

Property #39 was currently curtsying before my boss. They were all prostitutes. Whores. They were all numbered, registered, and owned like dogs.

A second whore joined the one at my feet, and they took one foot each into their hands to remove my shoes and socks. Her tattoo described her as #68. She sucked one, then two, of my toes right into her mouth and kept them there, tonguing them with surprisingly delicate care and attention. It was as if she really wanted to please me, to make me happy.

Occasionally, I caught an uncomfortable look in her eyes when she peered up at me from the ground. Each time that our eyes met, she would hastily divert her gaze back to the floor. She was clearly ashamed of what she was.

"So Stuart, are you enjoying yourself?" My boss called out to me over the music.

I didn't know how to answer him, with two whores licking, lapping, kissing, and slurping at my feet. Reclined on a leather sofa and sipping champagne in an exclusive club in the heart of the city, of course I was enjoying myself! But I also felt an unnerving sense of guilt. My boss didn't wait for me to answer. He was too busy enjoying himself with the three whores worshipping his shoes.

When the food arrived, brought over by whores of course, the girls at my feet resumed their dance for me. Another girl, #80, got on all fours sideways at my feet, and a platter of food was placed on her back. It took a while for me to realize that this whore was to be my table for the duration of my meal! She had a red plastic ball stuffed in her mouth, secured around her head by a black leather strap. I have since learned that this is known as a "ball-gag" (I had a lived a very sheltered life, so this was all new to me).

She was completely naked apart from her thong and high-heels, and kept her back perfectly horizontal. These girls, these whores, they must be well-trained I thought, as I dove into my meal. My bosses did the same, and as we ate we watched and enjoyed the dancing whores perform for us, never seeming to tire of wiggling their bodies, of their desire to give us pleasure. All of the women looked very similar, their size, their hair, and most of all their actions. But, there was something eerily different about them, something that I just couldn’t put my finger on, that made them even more appealing to me.

At the end of the meal, #80, my table-whore wearing the ball-gag, stood up and curtsied for me. Her pussy must have been neat and trim as her tiny thong covered only her thick mound, nearly exposed to me.

Oddly enough, I began to notice that each of the girls had a larger than normal cameltoe, thick and meaty, it was the first thing that I would see when they came near. I wondered at the time, if it might have been just due to the design of their thongs. Like all the whores here, #80 was beautiful, delectable. She knelt down and looked submissively at my feet, remained perfectly still, and seemed to be waiting for me to say something to her.

"She'll suck your cock if you tell her to." My boss called out plainly. "Or, you can have her lick the city off the bottom of your shoes. It's up to you. She's your whore. Use her."

I didn't know what to say or do. He said that she's my whore? Number 80 is my whore? I had never contemplated such a thing as this before! She'll suck my cock?! I had barely had any sexual encounters with a woman before, let alone with a whore! I had never imagined what it must be like to have at your disposal a slut of your own, to instruct, to command, to tell her to do things purely for the sake of satisfying my own whims.

Imagine the power that I was feeling! The sense of superiority as someone humiliates themselves before you and licks the soles of your shoes, or sucks your cock, or whatever. I had worked hard to gain this promotion. Was this my reward for becoming a member of the elite? To have girls less fortunate than myself worship my feet, adore me, allow me to use them in any way that I desired?

Why didn't I stop? I knew that this was all wrong. Why didn't my sense of guilt make me walk away? I’m ashamed to admit now that I did not stop, did not walk away. Oh no. I used my whore.

I really used her!

I wanted #80’s saliva on the soles of my feet just as my boss had suggested, so I instructed another whore to remove the gag from #80, so that she could better serve me. The champagne reeled in my mind, the candlelight danced with the Jazz, and the naked whores continued to dance with the candlelight.

I tried not to look, but I couldn't help noticing my boss having his chubby penis sucked and slurped at, by a couple of wanton sluts. I couldn't believe I was looking at my fat boss' penis! It would not be the last time.

If I had known then that one day it would be me sucking that penis and worshipping it for all it was worth with a WRX number tattooed on my bottom, then maybe I would have stood up there and then, walked out, and turned my back on Club Libertine forever. But I was intoxicated with desire on a one way trip to oblivion. I was on fire! I was, I am ashamed now to admit, totally turned on.

Property #80 unbuckled my belt and had my pants and underwear off in seconds. Her tongue slipped up from my feet to my inner-thighs. I parted my legs some, giving my slut more access. On all fours before me, back arched, ass raised in the air, head buried in my crotch, she lapped frantically at my balls, the eager little slut was desperate to please me.

This was her purpose. This was her destiny: To please the clients of Club Libertine. To worship them. To do anything she could to make them happy. To bow down before her superiors and obey them. I was excited. I was a god, and these filthy little whores were worshipping my sex.

"I take it everything is to your fancy?" A loud, authoritative voice called out above the music.

I looked up to find that it was a middle-aged man wearing a red waistcoat over his tuxedo. He, I would later learn, was one of the managers of the club.

"Yes, as always." The CEO answered him. He pushed the girls lapping at his cock away roughly and rudely, with his palms, as if they were nothing to him. They seemed not to notice his brashness, scurrying to their feet to resume their dance before him. "Could you get one of your girls to bring a crop over please? I need to discipline one of these sluts".

The manager put his hands together and bowed subserviently.

"Of course sir, I'll have it sent over right away. Is there anything else I can do for you?"

"No, not now. Oh, while you're here, let me introduce you to Stuart".

On hearing my name mentioned, and before realizing what I was doing, I put my palm across the face of Property #80 and shoved her away from my cock, not unlike pushing away a dog. The whore immediately went down to my feet and lapped vigorously between my toes, working hard to make up for whatever it was that displeased me.

"Hello." I greeted the manager cordially, with my legs apart and my small cock at full attention.

"Welcome to Club Libertine." He answered me. Then he turned to the CEO. "Fresh meat huh?"

The CEO cleared his throat before replying.

"Yes, it's his first time." He said.

"Understood." The manager replied, with a smirk. "Splendid. Well, please call for me should you need anything at all". With that he sped away.

If I have one regret, and I do, it is that at that stage I really should have detected that something was not quite right. The manager had used the words "fresh meat" with reference to me. We had been greeted upon entering the club by a whore who had likely been a previous PA to my boss. But, I just didn't make the connection. I was too busy enjoying my new privileges.

I yanked Property #80 by the hair and thrust her face back down in my crotch.

"I didn't tell you to stop!" I shrieked at her.

She resumed licking my cock feverishly, apologetically. Her tongue flicked around the head, and when I looked down in ecstasy at her face I was fairly sure she was trying to restrain her tears.

Good, you little bitch. Whore. Fucking slut! She knew her place. I was her superior. She had to obey. I wanted that to be very clear to her.

A whore girl brought over the riding crop that the CEO had requested. She did the usual curtsying and knelt as she offered it to him. Then she stood and bent over away from him, legs perfectly straight, offering him her naked bottom to be spanked.

"No, not you. You!" He ordered, pointing to Property #42, who had previously been lapping at his testicles.

The whore who had brought the switch over started to dance for him, while Property #42 stuck her bottom out for him obediently, in exactly the same manner that the other one had. The CEO conducted a few practice swishes in the air, before starting to whip her bottom viciously with the crop.

Whoosh. Slap. Whoosh. Crack. Swoosh. Smack.

Property #42 accompanied each contact with a poorly restrained moan of pain.

At this point the CEO positioned the whore over his lap and gave her a seemingly endless number of palm spanks on her sore bare bottom. He poked a finger inside her asshole and instructed her to lick it clean, before resuming with her bottom, spanking it’s tender flesh, as if he was pounding raw meat. When she started squealing with pain, he ordered that she be gagged. He continued to slap her ass until she was moaning through her gag in agony with tears flowing down her cheeks.

Finally, he pushed her to her knees before him and thrust his stiff penis straight down her throat. Apparently his brutal treatment of the poor girl aroused him so much that it didn't take him more than a few seconds before he could no longer hold back and groaned while pumping his thick semen into her mouth. He made sure she didn't spill a single drop as he milked his cock while he withdrew. Then he sent her on her way, utterly humiliated. She curtsied before leaving, thanked him, curtsied again, kissed each of his feet, curtsied for a third time, and then her glowing butt cheeks wiggled away across the club as we watched.

One day he would spank my ass, make me kneel before him and swallow his sperm exactly as I had just witnessed. I too would curtsy and thank him and kiss his feet. I would be grateful, and he would do it more than once.

Meanwhile my boss, the Vice President, had three whores bent over before him pulling their thongs to the side, their assholes at his disposal. He was alternatively pushing his erect penis into one of the available holes presented to him. Each time he would grab his whore by the hair and yank the back of her head towards him, to assert his control. He would thrust as hard as he could into the hole of his choice a few times, before withdrawing, choosing the next hole, and then thrusting again.

I could see their faces from where I was sitting, and they looked resigned to their fate. They awaited his next thrust passively, obediently. Their faces scrunched with pain momentarily as they received him into their whore-holes.

Ultimately, my boss was ready to deposit his cum all over their faces. He arranged his sluts on their knees before him and spurt and dribbled his semen over each of their faces in turn. They stuck their tongues out greedily. Following the CEO's lead, he then sent the whores on their way. They curtsied in unison, thanked him, curtsied again, took turns kissing each of his feet, curtsied for a third time and then clip-clopped away, their faces still coated with his semen.

One day my boss would fuck me like that, and I would wear his semen on my face until I am permitted to clean it off.

But, I couldn't have known that at the time. I had just reached a glorious climax courtesy of Property #80's tongue. I stood to pull my pants up and straighten my suit while glaring down at my whore, her face glistening with my juices. She knelt before me, submissively staring down at my feet.

"All done?", my boss called out, forcing his penis back into his pants.

"Yes." I replied happily. "Thank you, sir."

"My little treat." The CEO said. "And it's not the last time. You'll be a regular here soon".

My personal whore curtsied for me, thanked me, and curtsied again. So well-trained, I thought. She knelt down, kissed each of my feet, rose to her feet and curtsied again. Extremely well-trained. Then she strutted away, her face glistening as the flickering candlelit club reflected in the juices on her nose and chin.

She had been a good little table-whore, I remember thinking.


Chapter 2: Setting the trap!

I lunched at Club Libertine with my boss and the CEO several times after that.

Property #80 continued to serve me dutifully, curtsying and dancing at my behest.

She knelt and gazed lovingly at my feet. She worshipped my toes with her tongue. She sucked my cock. She made me cum. She may even have started to enjoy my taste and smell, I imagined, like the way that a dog gratefully enjoys the familiar scent of its owner after a period of absence.

With each visit I learned to deal more capably with my sense of guilt. After all, it was hardly my fault that I had turned out to be one of the lucky ones. Not my fault that I was one of the privileged. If I were to pass up on the opportunities presented to me, I'm certain that someone else would merely end up enjoying them in my place. No, I definitely shouldn't feel bad about it, on the contrary, I should embrace the opportunity; make the most of my good fortune.

Of course, as the guilt subsided, the sense of obligation towards my bosses grew. I suppose it was inevitable that I would eventually have to give something more in return than simply looking good for them. Inevitable maybe, but I still didn't see it coming and decided that I would do anything necessary to keep my job.

I stepped inside the elevator alone one morning and turned to watch as the doors began to slide shut. Just as the doors were about to meet in the middle Mr. White, my CEO, came rushing through the space between them causing them to reopen, allowing him to enter. The heavy man patted himself down, panting breathlessly from the rush.

"You have to wait too long for this fucking thing if you miss it on the way up." He grunted to no-one in particular, without noticing who I was.

He drew in a deep breath and blew it out through pursed lips, before turning toward me.

"Oh, hello Stuart, how are you today?" He asked cordially, his temperament changed.

"Very well thank you, and you sir?" I responded politely.

"Not too bad, not too bad at all." He said, peering admiringly down at me from his considerable height.

The elevator began its ascent moving smoothly, quietly. It’s interior was upscale with carpeting on the floors and walls, and whatever surface wasn’t carpeted it was mirrored, just as one would find in a dressing room. Standing by my side he watched me with, what I perceived to be, a growing intensity.

"Looking forward to going again?" He asked brightly.

I paused before answering. He could only mean one thing.

"Yes.” I replied meekly.

"Good. Me too." He nodded in agreement.

After a brief silence, he suddenly spoke again:

"Stuart, turn around for me, will you?"

The request caught me so much by surprise that I just did it without thinking. I turned and felt his eyes on my ass, covered by my tight, company required pants. They did have a way of stretching around my buttocks, causing it to stand out prominently.

"Thank you, Stuart." He said.

His voice projected natural authority. I had often wondered what it was that propelled men like him into such powerful positions in life. Were they just lucky? Was it because they are unusually tall or unusually overweight? Could it be the assertiveness of their voices?

"You are a very nice looking young man." He complemented me, making it sound factual rather than flirtatious.

"Thank you, Sir," I said nervously, not knowing whether I should turn back around to face him or not.

I don't know why I said Sir again. It sounded funny as soon as I heard myself say it, but there it was, too late now. A bit like when you called your elementary school teacher Daddy, you just hope no-one noticed. Then you speak quickly to cover it up. Only on this occasion, I did not speak. Mind you, I was fairly sure that many of my colleagues addressed him as Sir. The girls at the club did anyway. His throng of secretaries and personal assistants certainly always addressed him as Sir.

"Well Stuart, we're almost there." He observed.

At the time, I took that to mean that we were nearly to the 12th floor, but he could have meant just about anything.

"It would really make my day if you would just give me a quick wiggle." He said suddenly. “Dance, I mean. You know, like the... " He coughed, leaving the sentence unfinished.

I could feel his eyes boring through the back of my head. My mind snapped to attention. He wanted me to wiggle for him like a girl! I wasn’t gay, I thought. Could I say no to the CEO? Would that mean losing my job? Would they stop taking me to Club Libertine?

"Just a little dance." He explained. "A little something for me."

Dance? Dance for him right here in the elevator? He must be gay! He must be crazy!

"Really, or are you joking?" I asked nervously.

"I'm deadly serious." He answered bluntly. "Come on, just a bit of fun. Dance for me. I understand that you’ve done this before for other men. I hear that you are quite good at it. Just imagine that you are back at school."

It was only a year ago that I last danced for my roommate Doug in college, but how could my boss have known about that? I have always loved to dance and would sometimes play some music only to find myself dancing around the dorm room after a while without thinking.

One day after class I went back to my dorm to find that my first roommate, Tom, had unexpectedly moved out and had suddenly been replaced by another student, named Doug. It has always puzzled me why my former roommate would leave without telling me, or how Doug could have moved in so quickly without missing a beat as though he had lived there all along. Like when Darin was replaced in the old Bewitched TV series and nobody was supposed to notice the change.

Doug never would tell me anything about himself, or his past, and after a while I gave up asking.

It was uncanny how much he reminded me of some of the bullies that I remembered from high school, and it didn’t take long before he began to torment me as they did. Things went fairly well between us for the first couple of days, when one evening Doug caught me coming from the shower and playfully snatched my towel off. He wouldn’t give it back until I danced for him naked. I refused, until he made me do it, wrestling me down and threatening to choke me until I was forced to give in.

I just stood naked for the first few minutes until he began snapping my towel at me, hitting me directly in the balls. That was enough to get me started, and once I began dancing I became lost in the moment and didn’t want to stop. Before I knew it, he had me face down on the bed, fucking my ass. I tried to fend him off but soon realized that I had no choice but to submit.

As time went on he would force me to dress as a girl, in a short skirt or nightie that I was ordered to go out and purchase on my own. He would sometimes keep me dressed that way for an entire weekend, whether he was there or not, until I had become used to it.

It gave me an odd sense of satisfaction to know that he thought that I looked sexy that way. I would be told to dance for him, in an erotic manner, until he was hard, and would spank my naked bottom and make me dance again, until I got it right.

Eventually I became well versed on dancing provocatively, and had him hard and fucking my ass in no time. It felt good to know that I was getting better at turning him on, and his cock in my ass was my reward. I loved the attention that he gave me and began to look forward to him fucking me. He never reciprocated or allowed me to cum during these sessions, and I was okay with that.

It's funny that I wasn't sexually attracted to him, or any other males for that matter, but I enjoyed the feeling of being desired and the physical contact, even if it meant being treated as a girl.

He was much larger than me and would sometimes get quite rough at times. Eventually it all became routine, and I would submit to him without hesitation. I always followed his commands after that and regrettably, after three years, it all ended abruptly when we graduated. Whatever he demanded that I do for him during our time together, I would, eagerly.

I have always done what I’ve been told. You might say that I am quite obedient in that way.

Remember, I only did these things because he forced me to.

I’m not gay.

I had to wonder, could my boss know more about me than I think he does? Or, was it just an odd coincidence that he mentioned me dancing for another man?

Now, I knew I could not allow myself to refuse the CEO. I was not going to blow all future prospects at the company for the sake of a little 'wiggle' in the elevator. It would be harmless as long as nobody saw me, I thought. I just had to keep my head, give him his wiggle.

I began to sway my bottom for him.

"That's nice." He said, sounding pleased. "Keep going."

If only I had known as I started to wiggle for him that day, that I would soon be performing regularly. Perhaps then I would have refused. I would like to think so, anyway. As things were, however, it would not be long before I would not even wait to be asked. A single snap of his fingers would suffice as a signal to start dancing, while two snaps of his fingers would signal to me that I should stop dancing, curtsy, and kneel at his feet.

The elevator bell sounded and the robotic recording of a woman's voice informed us that we had arrived at the 12th floor, my floor. I felt relieved for a second, but the doors didn't open.

Why didn't the doors open?

"Just a little more." He insisted.

I swayed my hips, and wiggled my upper body for him. I could feel his eyes looking at the shape of my round buttocks through the thin material of my tight trousers. How long did he want me to go on for? I put my hands to my hips as I had seen the girls at Club Libertine do, accentuating my bottom for him.

Why was I mimicking a girl?

I wasn’t gay!

"Bend over a bit for me." He instructed.

I obeyed his command without hesitation. Protests raced through my mind, but that simply paralyzed my ability to think clearly. Was he allowed to get me to dance for him? Is this what I could expect to have to do if I wanted to continue to enjoy the special privileges? It could be worse, I tried to convince myself that it was just a harmless little dance, wasn’t it? Wasn't it? Why then did it feel so surreal?

I leaned forward, sticking my bottom further out towards him, and began to rotate my hips a little more playfully. He didn't say anything. Did he want me to continue? I leaned forward even more. I had to bend my knees, unlike the girls at Club Libertine who could bend right over, touch their feet, and continue to wiggle their bottoms, keeping their legs perfectly straight throughout. My back was just about horizontal now, I could feel blood rushing to my head.

I was only too aware that my suit jacket had risen provocatively up my back displaying my ass even more, presenting myself to him. Oh God! When will he let me stop?

"That's very good Stuart." He said. "You dance well. You should have been a dancer."

I hated myself for doing so, but as I continued to twist my hips I heard myself thank him, and call him Sir once again.

When I felt his hand on my bottom, I almost leaped with fright. It had been just a brief, smooth caress through the thin material of my tight spandex pants, following the curve of my left butt-cheek. The touch had lingered too long to be anything but deliberate, yet it had been fleeting enough to leave me with no call to confront him, as it was too brief to mention. For one heart-stopping instance I had wiggled my bottom in the palm of his hand. I gritted my teeth. I wanted him to stop now and disappear.

I kept swaying for him, consciously straightening to a vertical position, praying that he would not touch me again. If he did, what then? Would I challenge him? I would have to, wouldn't I? But he was twice my size and could easily crush me! And why weren't the elevators doors opening?

"Stuart!" He said abruptly. "You're an ambitious boy, aren't you?"

I eased the rocking of my shoulders, but kept moving for him.

"Yes sir, I think so anyway, Sir," I answered feebly.

"To get to the top," he went on, "you have to be prepared to lose everything. It's all about risk and reward. Most people do not accept risk. They go to work. They do their jobs. They may even do them well. But they aren't going anywhere."

I had almost slowed my wiggling to a halt now. What the hell was he talking about?

"There is no successful person on this planet who has not had to take a risk to get to where they are today." He said. "Are you prepared to take risks Stuart? Do you have what it takes to be successful?"

I stopped dancing and turned around slowly to face him. As my eyes rose to meet his, I felt overwhelmingly embarrassed.

"I, I don't know Sir." I stammered, blushing.

"Well, I can tell you that you do." He said. "You took one just now. You could have refused to dance for me, but you took a chance. You are going to be successful, I know it already."

I remember how the tone of his voice, so matter-of-fact, had vocalized and given credence to my innermost desire to be successful. I did want to succeed, I was sure of that. God, how it had all gone wrong!

"I don't know what to say." I replied, genuinely at a loss.

"Later today I will be promoting you." He announced suddenly.

What? Promoted!? Hadn't I only recently been promoted to PA to the Vice President!? Was he serious? Another promotion? My heart skipped a beat.

"Are you... serious...?" I stuttered.

"I like people who take risks." He said. "Especially when they are as engaging as you are Stuart." He smiled amiably.

Wow! Really? I mean, Wow! Another promotion! I beamed at him with a mix of astonishment and joy.

"But first, Stuart, I would like you to dance a bit more for me. I don't remember asking you to stop..." His eyebrows arched mischievously.

For one passing moment, and it was the first and last time I can remember ever thinking it, he appeared vaguely attractive. Desperately trying to conceal my delight, I immediately started swaying my hips for him again, maintaining eye contact until he signaled with a twist of his finger that I should turn around. I turned away from him, wiggling eagerly, happily.

Another promotion! Wow!

Without needing to be prompted I leaned forward to show off the curves of my Lycra-wrapped bottom. I wiggled it for him, placing my hands on my hips and rotating my shoulders. I tapped my heels, as if I were moving in time to the easy breezy Jazz of Club Libertine...

All of a sudden I felt the meaty fingers of his right hand wrap firmly around my neck. His grip quickly tightened; his thumb pressing into the side of my throat. Instinctively I thrashed to release myself from his grip, but he held me firmly, masterfully.

"Keep dancing." He commanded. "I just want to hold you for a bit."

I swallowed. The grip on my neck didn't hurt particularly, but it was extremely uncomfortable. It felt controlled, like he was restraining his true strength, holding himself back from crushing my neck. These thoughts flooded through my mind, causing me to panic.

"Aghh! Please... Sir….don't hurt me." I choked.

He snorted a laugh through his nostrils. "I'm not hurting you am I? Just dance a bit more for me. That's all I want."

Surely this wasn't legal. Of course, it wasn't! I could sue him. You can't treat your employees like this! It was a disgrace. But hang on, was I allowing him to do this to me, or was I being forced? Is there even a difference? I had, after all, started dancing for him of my own volition, but I wasn’t gay! I hadn't asked him to half strangle me though, had I? But then... was I actually resisting? It saddens me greatly to admit that I did not resist.  I don't know why, but his control over me was almost comforting as I didn’t fight him holding me like that... And I don't know why I kept wiggling my bottom for him... Rotating my hips...

I felt his legs rubbing up against the back of my thighs, as he drew closer to me to steady his grip, perhaps.

"Lunch at Club Libertine today." He whispered suddenly, his warm breath close to my ear. Too close, I thought. "And the promotion, of course."

I understood well, that I had to take risks to get to the top. If I stopped, I would lose everything. The promotion. The visits to Club Libertine. Probably my job too.

The end of any ambition I may have harbored.

I continued to writhe for him, a prisoner to the grip he had around my neck. Was it my imagination, or was he slowly increasing the pressure? I tried to dismiss it from my mind, tried to concentrate on wiggling my bottom correctly for him. I felt like a puppet. Like a doll. That was it. I was his doll! He was playing with me.

His left hand suddenly clamped itself around my left buttock, his fingers digging into the soft material covering my ass. He kept it there as I danced into it. I wiggled my bottom obediently in his palm.

I didn’t want this, so why did I continue?

He pushed my neck forward, forcing me to bend further, with my bottom arching upwards. His grip on my neck was unyielding. He caressed my butt-cheeks through the material of my pants with his fingers. He kneaded, felt, squeezed my bottom.

Horrified, I wondered what I would do if he started touching me… Really touching me, I mean. I would scream, I decided. I would have no choice. I couldn't let him touch me like that, could I? That would be sexual assault these days, even if I was a man. Wouldn't it?

I felt his fingers up between my thighs, stroking the crack of my ass, touching my balls, causing my bottom to quiver shamefully at his touch.

"Good boy!" He breathed heavily.

He toyed with my bottom as I wiggled in his hands. I hated myself, but what could I do? What should I do? I should have demanded that he stop, of course. I could have done that. I may have lost my job, but so what? I could have initiated legal proceedings. Nothing would have become of it, but at least I would have walked away with a modicum of dignity. What dignity!? Who was I kidding? Dignity had long been thrown out: I had started dancing for him voluntarily after all!

I wasn’t gay, was I?

He reached around with his free hand and loosened my belt. I felt my pants being lowered and the sensation of cool air on my exposed ass, now easily accessible to him. A finger crept between my cheeks and slowly eased into my anus, causing me to shudder with horror.

It was really happening!

His grip tightened around my neck.

"Keep wiggling!" He ordered.

Sadly, I submitted to his will. I am sure I wanted to resist, but I didn't. Instead, I wiggled pathetically onto his finger, pulling him into my ass, shamefully almost inviting him in. I didn't scream. I didn't protest. I writhed on him, slid myself up and down his finger, clenched it with my buttocks. He poked it deeper inside me.

When he let go of the grip on my neck, I found myself strangely wanting it back, not because I enjoyed being held like a cheap piece of meat, but because now, as I continued to wiggle and writhe on his finger, the sense that I was a willing participant in my own humiliation was heightened acutely. It felt like I was offering myself to him like a cheap sissy slut.

He inserted a second finger inside my tight ass, causing me to moan audibly. My body quivered and shook and trembled. I rotated wider arcs with my hips, fucking myself worthlessly on his probing fingers, just as I did with my old college roommate.

He lifted my shirt right up over my back, exposing the bare flesh, and giving the appearance of being near naked. How he must have enjoyed the sight of my bare buttocks as I wiggled frantically on his fingers.

SPANK.

Shit! He had slapped my butt! I felt it land viciously on my right buttock. I jolted, then immediately froze, stunned. I remained petrified, bent over before him, two of his fingers stuffed inside my asshole.

"Don't stop! I didn't tell you to stop!" He snarled, and whacked me again.

SPANK.

I couldn't believe I was being spanked! No-one other than my old roommate, Doug, had ever spanked me before. Not my parents. Not my teachers. I was a fully grown adult! A Man! How dare he spank me? It was all coming back to me now, the memories of those nights in my college dorm. But this was much different. I was being violated by my boss in an elevator!

SPANK. SPANK SPANK SPANK.

It was starting to really hurt. But he didn't seem to want to stop.

"Keep dancing!" He barked.

I forced myself to resume writhing on his fingers. Would he stop spanking me if I danced for him?

"Faster!" He ordered.

SPANK SPANK.

I moved faster: I quickly learned that although he wouldn't stop spanking me, the faster I moved the less able he was to land a firm whack on my ass. To minimize the pain, I had to wiggle more quickly. I thought that he was satisfied, as his fingers slowly retreated from my rectum, but instead of being relieved, my ass moved more seductively, offering my hole to him even more, desperately wanting him to fill it again.

I didn’t have to wait as his thumb started pushing up at my asshole. The flesh of my buttocks was burning. I am deeply ashamed to admit that I now wiggled obediently onto the tip of his thick thumb, encouraging it to enter my asshole, replacing his less intrusive fingers.

His thumb slowly penetrated me. I eased onto it, moaning audibly, and I was writhing on it. How many other boys had he held like that? How many of his personal secretaries had wiggled onto his fingers? How many of his personal assistants had taken his thumb in their assholes? How many sissy whores?

SPANK.

I had forgotten about the spanking. Sliding onto his thumb had bought me a little respite.

Impaled on his thumb like that, he was now able to steer my butt with more control into the path of each slap. The huge man could lift me off the floor that way with ease. I was utterly in his power.

Five minutes ago I had been a respectable PA to the Vice President, preparing to start a normal day's work in the office. Now I was a miserable, obedient, quivering sissy to the CEO.

SPANK SPANK.

My ass was raw. My eyes welled up with tears. I was a little sissy. A dirty bitchboy. And I was letting myself be finger-fucked like a wench, thumb-fucked like a whore.

He left his thumb stuffed in my ass. I knew what was coming even before I felt the tip of his penis prodding at my upturned ass. He spread my cheeks. I slowed my dance expectantly.

"Open wide." He instructed.

I obeyed the command unquestioningly. Too late now. I was his fuck toy. I opened my legs for his cock.

The first thrust was cautious, speculative, exploratory. The second thrust was considerably more vigorous.

BANG. BANG. BANG.

He was inside me. He was fucking my ass. He fucked me hard. Long, masterful strokes. How many of the other guys had he fucked? How many boy whores? I was sure I was just another one in a long line of obedient bitches. Just another meat-hole for him to stick his prick into. If only I had fully realized that instead of deluding myself with the notion that I was special, that he had singled me out for my intelligence, my efficiency, my ambition.

I cried as he fucked me. Tears of shame. And pain. I struggled to keep my balance as he thrust deeply inside me, but I managed to hold my bottom up receptively for him. His fat stomach felt like a pillow pressing against me with each thrust, and I knew that he could easily crush me against the walls of the elevator any time he pleased.

At times, it felt like he was supporting my entire weight with the cock buried in my ass. It seemed that the more obedient I was, the more I submitted my body to him, the less painful were his thrusts.

"Would you like me to cum inside of you?" He asked suddenly, impatiently.

I sniffled out a feeble "Yes Sir." Not knowing why. Hoping this would end it.

"Correct answer." He said, and promptly shot his load inside me, with a few final thrusts along with a grim grunt of satisfaction. I felt the warmth of his hot semen shoot deep within my rectum. He held his position inside of my asshole for a while, breathing deeply, heavily.

Then he pulled out quickly, nearly taking my breath away.

"You can pull up your pants now." He said unsympathetically.

Gratefully I stood upright and reached for my underwear, Mr. White had the white cotton garment under his foot, using it to wipe some of the cum that had trickled from my ass onto the floor, before he kicked them aside. So I had no choice but to go without, and pulled up my pants instead.

I clenched my ass cheeks together, determined not to let dribbles of his semen escape down my thighs. It didn’t take very long at all before a dark wet stain appeared, unrestricted from flowing freely from my stretched asshole. I straightened my tie and suit jacket, then I turned to face him. He had just finished forcing his penis back into his pants. His face beamed with pride.

"I can't go out with this all over me." He said, holding his sodden fingers up to my face. I knew what he wanted. I had seen the girls at 'Club Libertine' do it. He wanted me to clean his hands as they do. With my mouth. The only orifice thus far unscathed.

My disgrace was complete, as I licked and sucked at his outstretched fingers. He lowered his arm down to his waist, forcing me to bend over, and ultimately kneel in order to be able to perform the duty. The tears streamed down my cheeks as I took his thumb into my mouth and tasted my own shit. I bucked slightly, wanting to resist, but he gripped my chin with his forefinger and rubbed his thumb along my teeth, up my gums, across my tongue, and around the inside of my cheeks. I knelt at his feet like that for an eternity, adoring his thumb, staring sightless into his trousers, defeated. His semen was still warm inside me, dribbling unavoidably down my inner-thighs, my buttocks livid from the spanking.

All of my self respect was now gone. I was now the CEO’s bitch.

"You did well, Stuart." He said, as he finally withdrew his thumb. "I'm proud of you. Now don't forget, Lunch at 'Club Libertine' today. And we’ll get that promotion sorted out some time before lunch."

I blinked up at him through my tears.

"Well? Aren't you going to curtsy?" He growled.

What could I do? What should I do? Well, what?

I stood up clumsily, and sniffed wretchedly. Then I curtsied. A small, polite curtsy, mimicking the whores at the club.

"Again!" He demanded.

I had never curtsied for anyone in my life! What was I doing? I was a man! Why didn't I refuse? I curtsied again, submissively, obediently. It may have been the first time, but it would by no means be the last. Soon I would spend most of my days curtsying before just about anyone. I would curtsy to men. I would curtsy to women. I would curtsy to children. I would curtsy to whores. I would even end up curtsying to...  No, I don't want to even think about that! Not yet.

"You're going to make an excellent...” He paused as if searching for the right word. "Senior PA".

The metallic doors began to scrape open. Why hadn't they opened before? I straightened up, wiped my chin on my sleeve where I had dribbled, rubbed the tears out of my eyes. He looked beyond me toward the door expressionlessly as I tried to catch his eyes.

"Thank you, Sir." I heard myself saying. I didn't know what else to say! I just felt obliged to say something, like when a policeman writes you up for driving slower than you were to give you a break, but gives you the ticket anyway. But why had I said that!? I should have been appalled with myself. And with him! But he had defeated me, made me feel worthless. I was nothing.

I muttered a nervous "Bye Sir", and before I could leave, he pointed to the soiled underwear on the floor, ordering me to pick it up. I did, and stuffed it in my jacket pocket before I stepped through the open door of the elevator. He didn't respond. He didn't even look at me.

The doors shut him from my view, and the elevator accelerated upwards.


Chapter 3: The future looked bright!

I didn't get any work done that morning. I spent most of the time huddled inside a stall in the men’s washroom, crying my eyes out, trying to make sense of what had happened.

I had been raped, hadn't I? Do they still call it rape when it is done by another man? The truth is, that he is twice my size, and I was helpless to defend myself. He took advantage of me against my will. Why didn’t I try to stop him, then?

I washed and scrubbed myself furiously, trying to clean the CEO off me, desperate to purge every trace of him from my body. I tried to rinse the foul taste of his thumb from my mouth, the taste of my own shit, the taste of my own sex.

I had wiggled my ass for him, hadn't I? He knew that I had done that in college for my roommate Doug, I am certain of that! But, how could he have known? It was a secret between just the two of us! Nobody had ever witnessed what we had done.

I saw the red glow of my butt-cheeks in the mirror, compounding my shame. He had spanked me into submission. I had let him fuck me like a cheap slut. I had thanked him and lapped at his fingers. I had curtsied for him. Oh God. Why? Why had I done that?

I still felt filthy dirty, so I washed again.

How incredible to reflect that within a few hours I would be signing a piece of paper declaring my willingness to dance naked for him. How could I have allowed it to come to that? How did I end up signing an agreement that would have me shamelessly presenting my naked flesh to the man who had just raped me?

My boss, Mr. Goldberg, eventually found me curled up by the lavatory, head buried in my arms, leaning up against the white enamel of the toilet bowl.

"I know what happened." He said tenderly, crouching down beside me, sliding an arm around my shoulders.

I sobbed, sniffed, blinked at him through watery eyes.

"The CEO told me about the promotion he wants to give you.” He said.

I sniffed again, tried to speak, but no words came out. I had wiggled my asshole onto the CEO's thumb, hadn't I?

"Come on Stuart." He said, encouraging me to get up. "Let's go to my office. I'll have coffee brought in, and we can discuss your promotion. I promise, it will cheer you up. It's an incredible offer."

He took my arm and coaxed me to my feet. I wobbled awkwardly as he led me through to his office. He gestured to his receptionist, the coffee-girl, as we entered the office, a short-skirted, high-heeled beauty. He sat me down on the settee and told me to make myself comfortable.

I fiddled nervously with my jacket while he perched on the corner of his desk, observing me intently. Oh God, he’s looking between my legs! I remembered suddenly that I wasn’t wearing underwear, and when I looked down to check myself I found a wet spot under my balls and a defined bulge in my stretch pants from my erection. I had an erection! Quickly, I pulled my knees together.

"Stuart,” my boss started earnestly. “You have to trust me. Listen to the offer. I am pretty sure that once you hear the details, you won't want to turn your back on us. You have a chance of really being someone here.”

I sobbed into my sadly disintegrated tissue.

He stood up, paced across to the far end of the office, and then paced back. He made as if he were about to say something, but then he stopped, turned around, paced away again.

"You earn $50,000 at the moment," he said finally, "but the CEO and I both think you could earn a lot more than that. We think you could earn as much as $75,000."

I gasped. $75,000! That was a lot!

"Basically, we have a proposal for you to consider." He continued, perching back on the corner of his desk. "Before I tell you about it, I want you to know that this really is a genuine offer... I mean... well, what I mean is, it really is an offer as opposed to anything else. You can turn it down without prejudice, although of course, we are hoping that you will want to accept it."

I squirreled my tissue away up my jacket sleeve. What on earth was he talking about?

"It is new territory for us.” He went on. “The CEO and me, that is. It is not something we have done before, and we have had to look into the legal implications, company law, workers rights, and so on."

He flicked nonchalantly at some loose sheets of paper lying on his desk, as if suggesting they were evidence of some of the research that had been undertaken.

"Well, anyway." He went on. "We think we have come up with a package that is both fair and advantageous to us, but more significantly, to you. As with all contracts between an employer and employee there has to be a certain degree of trust and cooperation in order to ensure the agreement works to the benefit of both parties."

He paused again, still watching me intently, as if he were reading the thoughts right out of my eyes. He had become uncharacteristically businessman-like.

"What I am about to offer you," he went on, "were it to be offered to a less intelligent, less conscientious, less loyal, less trustworthy employee, would leave me personally, and possibly the company as a whole, vulnerable to legal action. That is why before I go on I need to know, and I need you to be entirely open and honest with me, that I have your trust."

I looked at him squarely. What on earth could be so unusual about whatever it was he was about to offer me that could make him say something like that? After all, I just got my ass fucked by the CEO right outside my office in the elevator, so I wouldn’t be surprised by anything anymore.

"So," he prompted. "Can I?"

"Can you what?" I asked stupidly.

"Can I trust you? Can I go ahead and explain our proposal to you?"

"Yes, of course." I said, with trepidation.

“Well, that's excellent Stuart.” He said. “Because we would like you, in addition to your current responsibilities, to, well, to take on the role of Senior PA.”

At that moment, the coffee-girl arrived. She strutted over to the coffee table and placed down two mugs, treating us to the sight of her trim bottom as she leaned over. She wore black lace net stockings, the tops of which were clearly visible below the hem of her short skirt. She should have been ashamed of herself, turning up at work dressed like a slut. There was something about her features that was very appealing to me, much like the girls at Club Libertine, but I just couldn’t put my finger on it.

She bottom wiggled as she headed towards the door, her task complete.

"Laura!” My boss called out to her sternly, before she could reach the door. "Aren't you forgetting something?"

Laura wheeled round on her heels. Her natural blondish-brown hair hung neatly conditioned around her shoulders. Her makeup had been applied meticulously; it must have taken her hours. She looked inquiringly at the Vice President before seeming to recognize something in his expression.

"Sorry sir." She apologized, and strutted back to the center of the room. She turned towards him and curtsied neatly.

That was strange, I thought.

But then, stranger still, she turned towards me, bending her knees politely to form a respectful curtsy.

"Assuming he accepts.” My boss announced. “Stuart is to be promoted to Senior PA. You will be making coffee for Stuart too from now on, Laura"

Laura's gaze remained fixed on the floor at my feet.

"You may thank Stuart for accepting you as his coffee-girl." The Vice President said.

"Thank you for letting me be your coffee-girl Sir." Laura said meekly, curtsying for a second time. She stood motionlessly before me in her tiny skirt, lacy net stockings, and heels. Laura would be my coffee-girl? She had called me Sir! The hot little slut had called me Sir!

"Laura will serve you well, Stuart." My boss said, seemingly enjoying himself. "Won't you Laura?"

Laura curtsied for a third time and uttered a small "Yes sir."

"Turn around and show Stuart why you want to be his coffee-girl." He instructed her.

Laura turned obediently, displaying her rear to me. The backs of her thighs looked delicious... She leaned forwards a little, keeping her legs perfectly straight. She then reached and pulled the hem of her skirt up over her smooth white buttocks.

I saw it instantly: ‘Property #67'. The tattoo was unmistakable. Laura was a whore. A whore!

"You don't think we would hire someone just to make the coffee do you?" The Vice President laughed. "We have made Laura available to all senior members of staff, which will include you, when... if, you accept the promotion we're offering."

My eyes rolled. I was speechless.

"Now Laura." My boss broke into my thoughts. "I want to talk to Stuart about something that doesn't concern you. Get down on your knees and show him what a good whore you are."

Laura knelt on the floor at my feet unquestioningly. I was sitting cross-legged. She reached forwards, stuck her tongue out and began to lick hesitantly at the top of the shoe of my dangling foot. I couldn't believe it. Was I dreaming? I gave her face a little prod with my foot. She was real alright: A real whore.

“Now, where were we?” My boss wondered aloud. “Ah. That's right. Now, as I mentioned, we want to pay you $75,000. Obviously we would expect you to undertake certain extra responsibilities in return, to justify the increase. What we have in mind is..." His voice trailed off, apparently distracted by the sight of Laura flicking her tongue over my shoes.

"Look.” He went on finally. “The CEO finds you extraordinarily fascinating Stuart. I think you already know that... And, well, so do I for that matter.” He seemed to stumble over the words, as if he found giving the complement difficult. I couldn’t believe that they thought that I was gay and accepting of all this!

“We would like you," he tried again, "in addition to your current responsibilities to...well, basically on occasion, to… to dance, dance for us in private, of course.”

Dance! Dance? Why?

"The performances, shall we say,” he hurried on, “will be at times of our choosing, but within normal office hours, and no more than twice a week."

Dance? What kind of dancing? Not like in the elevator earlier this morning surely? No way! I would never agree to anything like that.

He watched me carefully.

“Let me make one thing very clear from the outset,” he said, interrupting my thoughts. “It would be strictly dancing only. No, er, contact, if you know what I mean. We have coffee-girls for that kind of thing!”

He chuckled, enjoying his own joke.

Laura had my shoes off and sucked deeply on my toes, taking them in and out of her mouth. The little tramp was fucking her face on my toe. Good. I deliberately turned my ankle, making her chase my toes with her tongue.

“There is though, one important thing I have to tell you before you make up your mind," my boss went on. "You will be expected to dress as the CEO pleases for the duration of each dance, including, at his discretion, full nudity."

There. He had said it. He had said it quickly, directly. I knew it. They wanted me to dance naked for them. These are two like-minded gay men who thought they could use their positions to coerce the help.

"Naked...?" I checked.

"Well... It's a possibility." He said. "But please know that it will likely be the exception rather than the rule. And of course, in recognition of your continuing efforts, we will be increasing the number of invitations for you to join us at 'Club Libertine'. You will additionally be extended the occasional weekend and evening invitation..."

What were they offering? A $25,000 pay increase. A more senior role. A whore-girl to make me coffee on demand…. And of course there were those visits to ‘Club Libertine'… I would have whores sucking my cock on a Saturday evening. I would practically own #80…

In return, I would be obliged to dance for the CEO twice a week, possibly without clothes. But wouldn't that be insufferably humiliating for a man? Dancing, wiggling, wearing who-knows-what, for the private entertainment of the CEO? It would mean displaying my body to another man who had just raped me! Wouldn't that be like saying I was grateful for what he had done? That I was ready and willing to dance naked for him, as if I were glad to have the opportunity to squirm for him, to thank and honor him. The fact that these men, obviously gay, have whores worship and perform sexually for them, confused me as to why they want me to dance for them as well.

$25,000 a year extra, though. That's a lot of money! I would be able to take a mortgage out on a nice house. I could get a new car. I would be senior PA. A senior role at last! I deserved that, didn't I? All that I had to do was just take one of those ‘risks' the CEO had mentioned.

“What are you thinking Stuart?” The Vice President asked quietly.

Laura had started massaging her way up my legs, my thighs.

“I'm not sure.” I said, fidgeting in my seat, feeling my spanked-sore butt-cheeks.

“You won't ever get another chance to join the elite, Stuart. Look at you now! You have a whore on her knees worshipping you. You have been invited on an ongoing basis to visit ‘Club Libertine', don't take that too lightly. It is a rare privilege.”

Laura had started kneading my thighs very close to my crotch.

“And don't forget the money!” My boss went on. “And the increase in status. All for the sake of a few dances for the CEO in his private office. Don't miss this, Stuart. If you don't take this opportunity, someone else will...”

His words charmed, cajoled, persuaded. This was my big chance, wasn't it? I had to take it, didn't I? So what if I would have to dance occasionally for the CEO? So what? I did have that thing going on with Doug back at college, and that didn’t kill me. Besides, think of all the whores that would in turn dance for me…

Laura lapped at my cock through my pants. I enjoyed the sight of her eager little tongue darting back and forth across the stretched fabric caused by my hardening cock straining for release. I couldn't turn this opportunity down. I just couldn't.

"Where do I sign...?" I heard myself ask.

"Oh that's wonderful!" My boss responded brightly. "Really excellent!”

He picked out a piece of paper from his desk, stepped gingerly around Laura (still lapping at my crotch) and slid the piece of formal headed paper in front of me on the coffee table. I ran my eyes over the document:

* I declare that I have given my consent to perform private dances for my superiors within World Rx Inc.

* I understand that I have consented to attire myself as directed by my superiors for the duration of performances.

* I understand that I will keep myself in top physical condition for performing my duties as expected. The company will provide trainers as necessary.

* I understand that I may be required to maintain a certain diet including doctor prescribed dietary supplements including vitamins, herbs, hormones etc.

* I understand that I should present myself for up to two (2) performances per working week, the timings of which shall be at the discretion of my superiors.

* I understand that I am to continue to carry out my normal duties and responsibilities to the best of my ability.

* I understand that in view of the additional responsibilities outlined above, I can expect a salary increase of no less than $25,000 and promotion to the role of Senior Personal Assistant.

* I declare that I am a trusted employee of WRX Inc. and my discretion can be relied upon in all matters relating to this agreement. I understand that any attempt to breech this trust shall result in immediate dismissal from the company and legal proceedings may be initiated against me.

* I declare that in signing this agreement I do so of my own free will, and that now and on no previous occasion have I been subject to threat or obligation, and nor have I at any time been forced to act against my wishes.

The last clause, I knew, would effectively sign off my rape.

But so what? What difference did it make? The CEO had fucked me in the ass. So what? I’ve done that plenty before back in college, so I could live with that. I was just about to become one of the elite. I would have whores available on tap from now on. I was getting a good deal, wasn't I?

Laura had unbuckled my pants and pulled them down as I raised my ass to assist her. She was now staring right into my exposed cock. I was sure she could smell the disgusting scent of the CEO’s semen drying on my inner thighs from that distance. Get used to it bitch, I thought.

"Splendid!" My boss exclaimed, as I scribbled my signature happily at the bottom of the agreement. “I knew you wouldn't let me down Stuart.”

We watched Laura's head bobbing up and down as she ran her tongue around the inside of my thighs, lapping up the disgusting mixture of cum and shit. I opened my legs wider. I knew my boss could probably see my cock, but to be honest, I was too turned on to care. Besides, he must surely have already seen it during those long lunches at ‘Club Libertine'…

“Laura,” The Vice President said firmly. “Suck.”

Laura sucked. She buried her head in my lap and swallowed my cock in one motion. What it must be like to be one of these whores, I mused. To spend your days worshipping your superiors. Did they enjoy whoring themselves for the pleasure of others? Were they grateful for the employment? Was Property #67 flicking her tongue obediently at my cock because she was glad of the money? What money? Who paid these whores? And who trained them? They were all so well-trained. They all knew how to curtsy the same way. They all knew how to, well they all seemed to know how to be well-behaved little fuck-whores….

I felt like a king, holding Property #67 by a clump of her hair, forcing her face down onto my cock, gagging her, wanting her to understand well her coffee-girl status.

The Vice President watched, evidently pleased with what he was seeing.

“You know Stuart.” He said, “If I so wish, I can snap my fingers and Laura will crawl over here on her hands and knees and start sucking my own penis. She'll bend over and hold open her ass cheeks for me while I fuck it. If I clap my hands together, she'll strip and dance for us. She's a well-trained whore-girl. “

I drew breath sharply as Laura nibbled on my cock head.

“She went to a university.” My boss continued. “She used to work in PR. One day she came complaining to us that she could make more money than we were paying by working as a prostitute, so we decided to take her at her word. We made her a whore.”

“You made her…” I managed, not really able to speak with Laura sucking at my dick so eagerly. I yanked her face away from my cock and held on to her like that, bending her neck sideways like a rag-doll.

“Oh yes,” he asserted, “we made her a whore. We took her down to ‘Club Libertine' and put her to work.”

“You did what? She didn't mind?” I breathed, heart thumping. I had been very close to cumming.

“Well, no-one wants to be a whore at first…” He laughed. “But in the end every girl can be bought. Every girl can be owned.”

“Owned?” I stammered, wondering what it must be like to hear your superiors, your owners, discussing you in this way, to be held in your new master’s grip by a clump of your hair, chin dripping with her own saliva…. Knowing all the while that you were worthless, a number tattooed on your ass forever identifying you as Property #67. Just another whore.

My God: It would be me soon! I would be Property #95. One of their whores. Owned. Labeled. Compliant.

“Yes, owned.” The Vice President said proudly. “We own all our whores. And #67 loves being a little slut-whore, don't you 67?”

Laura peered up at me sheepishly, and nodded. Something in her eyes, however, seemed to be screaming: NO I HATE IT!

“You enjoy serving your owners, don't you 67?” My boss tormented her further.

“Yes sir.” She whimpered.

“She has accepted her role in life, that's all.” The Vice President went on. “She was born a whore. Don't believe all that socialist nonsense about how we are all equal, Stuart. Since humans first started living on this planet there have been the few that have and the many that don't. That's just the way it goes. It's all about your status in society these days. Those that have, get. Those that do not, give.”

“Is she paid?” I asked, seeing at the same time what could only be the start of tears welling up in the corner of Laura's eyes.

“Mmm. That's a good question.” He said. “Yes, well, I would prefer not to answer that for the time being if you don't mind, Stuart. You'll find out soon enough though, I assure you.”

“Why doesn't she, you know, just stop? I mean, why doesn't she just stop being a whore?” I wondered aloud.

“Mmm, another good question.” He shrugged. “I don't know the answer to that. I don't even think Laura does.”

Laura let a small moan escape. This was her life: To be Property #67 and nothing but Property #67. Whether she was paid or not, whether she wanted to whore or not, it didn't make a lot of difference. The simple fact was that she was a whore, and I wasn't. I thrust her face back onto my cock.

“Make me come, whore,” I barked at her.

Her well-trained tongue flicked frantically at my cock, eager to pleasure me. I scanned my eyes over her net stockings and heels, enjoying the view. I had almost felt inclined to ask her to strip for me, but had preferred her to remain dressed like a slut. I would have plenty of chances to see her naked, I was sure.

“Good, Stuart.” My boss chimed. “You certainly know how to treat a whore like a whore.”

I hardly heard him. My pulse was thundering, my breaths quickening. I arched my back, desperately trying to push my cock deeper into Laura's throat. I shot a glance over at my boss, had to restrain myself from barking an order at him to placate my desire.

From that single glance I could see he was clearly enjoying the spectacle. It was as if we were performing for him; a couple of lewd exhibitionists putting on a show. It should have horrified me, but for some reason it just didn't. I started to contort and convulse with pleasure and my entire body throbbed with the onset of ecstasy.

When I came, it was as if I were exploding. I couldn't hold back a moan of pleasure as the climax seized me and carried me with it.

“Good little fucking coffee-girl whore.” I half-whispered, half growled as I shot the last jet of semen down my whore’s throat.

Laura, #67, obediently continued to lap gently at the tip of my cock, mopping up my last remnants of cum with her tongue. Tasting me. I remembered how just hours earlier I had tasted my own shit on the CEO's fingers. I remembered how he had made me thank him, curtsy for him.

“What do you say slut?” I demanded of #67, yanking her away from my crotch by the hair (I hadn't let go of her the whole time).

“Thank you, Sir.” She said feebly.

Then I did something strange, taking myself completely by surprise, and something I feel somewhat ashamed to own up to having done.

I spat in her face. I spat in the face of Property #67.

“Thank you, Sir.” Laura said more audibly, my spit running down her cheeks.

I looked over at my boss, suddenly feeling self-conscious, almost as if I had forgotten he was there.

“Spit on her again!” He encouraged me. “I enjoyed that.”

I turned back to #67. She was trembling, seemed to be fighting off the tears.

I spat again, right in the middle of her miserable whore face. That would teach her to have such immaculate make-up, I thought.

“Excellent!” My boss congratulated me.

It felt strange. I had started off convinced I was using Property #67 for my own pleasure, but it had ended up seeming as if I had simply been performing for my boss all along.

“Let her go now Stuart.” He said...ordered?

I released Laura from my grip. She scrambled to her feet and immediately curtsied politely.

“Thank you, Sir.” She said quietly, looking down at the floor. My spit still dribbled down her face. She looked pathetic.

“You can go.” The Vice President told her.

She curtsied to him, then once again to me, before trotting towards the office door. I imagined her tattoo ‘Property #67' wiggling under her skirt above those sexy fishnet stockings.

“Clean that spit off your face before going out there!” The Vice President instructed her. “And bring more coffee. It's gone cold.”

She turned and nodded silently. She wiped my spit on the sleeve of her blouse, not daring to look at either of us. Then she curtsied again, and left.

“Stuart.” My boss said, when she had gone. “I don't think you should walk around in those tight pants without wearing underwear, do you?”

I tucked my legs together hurriedly. Had I been displaying my bulge to him all this time?

“No, you're right.” I agreed.

I reached into my jacket pocket and pulled out my undies. They bore the CEO's sticky semen as well as the filth from the elevator floor, I knew.

“Put them on, Stuart.” He said.

I looked down at it reluctantly, and then I turned towards him, unsure of what to do.

“You're the Senior PA now Stuart. You've got to dress responsibly.”

Slowly, still unsure of what I was doing, I stood and took down my pants right there in my boss’ office, bent over, stepped into the tainted underwear, and pulled them up to my knees. I paused, feeling my boss' eyes on me. As I pulled them up around my hips I envisioned myself kneeling before the CEO, sucking his thumb, sucking his fingers, thanking him for fucking my ass. I was wearing his semen now, wasn't I? I would have to wear his semen for the rest of the day as a constant reminder of what he had recently done to me. But it didn't matter anymore, did it? It was over. It was all part of the agreement. I had to wear the CEO's semen around my balls with pride.

“Good, Stuart.” The Vice President nodded contently.

I was fast becoming a sissy whore, yet I still had no idea.

I was almost ready to have Property #95 inscribed on my butt.

I was almost ready to kneel alongside Laura at my boss' feet, our panties around our ankles.

I was almost ready to share his orgasm with her, to tongue-swap his come between us.

I was almost ready to peer up at him and thank him for fucking my face, because I was a worthless whore…

It wouldn't be long now.


Chapter 4: My first show

It was two days later when I knocked politely at the door to the CEO's private office.

No answer.

The murmur of male voices in conversation within.

I was naked but for a skimpy pair of pink silk panties and matching pink Italian leather glamour sandals with spiked heels. A half cup bra lifted false silicone breasts, displaying them obscenely. They had unexpectedly appeared on my desk earlier that day, boxed and wrapped. The attached note had said simply 'CEO's office, 2 pm'.

I knocked again, more firmly.

The height of the heels made them difficult to maneuver and forced my bottom out, as I straightened my legs. My silicone breasts appeared mostly exposed. They jutted out neatly, the nipples pert and shiny above the abbreviated cups of the bra. Quite authentic.

I gulped.

It was really happening. How surreal. I was just about to give my first performance for the CEO, the man who had raped and humiliated me. I hadn't seen him at all since then. How was I going to react to seeing him again? Was I really going to present myself to him as a woman and entertain him with my dancing? Was this all part of his plan, to feminize me? Why me?

I desperately wanted to be called in, so that I could get on with the dance!

Imagine being caught standing there like that in the corridor? The senior PA stripped to wearing women’s panties, knocking dutifully at the CEO's door.

The rumble of conversation persisted beyond the door. Who else was in there? Why didn't they let me in? Should I just go ahead and enter?

"Come." The CEO's authoritative voice finally called out.

I pushed the door open hesitantly and peeked into the lavishly furnished office. Instantly I felt three pairs of eyes on my breasts. The CEO and two other men I hadn't seen before were waiting anxiously. They looked rich in their shiny suits; probably guests from a city bank or something. I felt their gaze move to my pink panties, lingering a while there, perhaps curious about the bulge in the soft material. Then to my heels. One of the men smiled and nodded appreciatively.

"Yes?" The CEO peered at me over his glasses.

I had been instructed to expect this. Apparently, the CEO liked to impress his guests by pretending to be surprised at interruptions to his meetings.

"Hello sir." I responded as I had been told to. "I was wondering if you would permit me to dance for you sir?"

The only other prior instruction I had been given was that I should then start to dance. Even as I began to close the door behind me, I had started to sway my hips. I stepped cautiously into the room, placed my hands on my hips, and started to wiggle my body, just as I had seen the whores at 'Club Libertine' do.

The CEO reclined back in his high-backed chair and lifted his feet onto the desk while locking his fingers behind his head. One of the guests leaned back against a wall. The other man remained seated in a comfortable looking armchair across the office. They were positioned such that as I turned and wiggled my body for them, no part of it was hidden from their gaze.

I was on display. The CEO had spanked me into this. He had fucked me into this. I was instructed by my boss that I would have to learn to perform as a woman: “I understand that I have consented to attire myself as directed by my superiors for the duration of performances”. I had to learn to talk like a woman, to walk in high heels like a woman, and to act as if I were a real woman in their company.

And there I was, gratefully dancing for him. I must have seemed so willing, so eager to be wiggling my breasts for them, so grateful to have the opportunity to prance around in those pink Italian heels and display myself as a femboy to him...

After a few minutes they seemed to get used to me being there, since they appeared to get back to business. They discussed loudly and proudly how wonderful the Isle of St. Maarten was at that time of year, a good time for property apparently, and how they really must sell that old yacht and get a newer model...

Meanwhile, I danced like a fairy. I wiggled, paraded back and forth, turned, twisted, pouted, ran my fingers through my hair, leaned forwards to show off the curves of my butt.

The meeting dragged on and on. At least an hour by now. They discussed numbers and percentages... Honestly, to this day I have no idea what it all meant. I just kept going, doing what was required of me, hoping that it would end soon.

When I heard a knock on the door, I tried not to let it distract me. I turned and kept wiggling my rear, vaguely aware of someone entering the room behind me. Out of the corner of my eye I saw one of the CEO's many bleached-blonde secretaries place a pile of papers on his desk. She wore the usual micro-length skirt and heels. I had seen her around before. I think we had even greeted each other once or twice. I had never been sure if I out-ranked her (I was the Senior PA to the Vice President, she was one of the many secretaries to the CEO). I realized then. She clearly out ranked me! It was I who was dancing around in her presence, wiggling my bottom for her.

She was so young though, not yet twenty! How could someone so young possibly be allowed to see me dancing nearly naked like that?

"Stay and take notes, Roxanne." The CEO invited her.

She sat in a vacant chair, clicked her pen and busied herself scribbling on a pad of paper.

I kept dancing. I brushed my fingers down the sides of my false breasts, my hips, my thighs, my bottom. I was too embarrassed to look at her, but I felt her eyes on me. How could this girl, at least five years younger than me, be considered senior to me!? It didn't make sense. She should be the one performing, shouldn't she?

Roxanne sat silently while the men talked. I dared a quick glance over at her once or twice. She was staring right at me, clearly enjoying the spectacle of my naked torso writhing for her entertainment.

"Stuart." The CEO said eventually, after what could only have been two hours of continuous dancing. Why hadn't I thought of asking how long each session would last? My legs ached terribly, those ridiculous heels were difficult enough to walk in, let alone dance in!

"Yes sir!" I answered promptly, not daring to stop dancing however much it hurt.

"I want you to dance for Roxanne until we get back."

He stood up and his two guests followed him out of the room. They left Roxanne the bleached-blond secretary behind. They left me dancing for her.

I didn't want to continue. I felt utterly humiliated. But I had signed a deal.

I had accepted this. I had agreed to dance for my superiors, and evidently Roxanne was my superior, whether I liked it or not. I had to dance for her: It was my job.

She put down her pencil and notepad and smiled at me strangely. She leaned back in her chair, put her feet up on the arms of the sofa next to her, crossed her ankles, showing me most of her thighs.

She giggled. God, she was so young! And there I was, dancing for her in a pair of skimpy pink panties like a sissy.

Suddenly she snapped her fingers.

"Come on! Dance!" She demanded. "Put some enthusiasm into it!"

It is true that I had been dancing more lethargically. While that was partly due to exhaustion, it was mostly due to the fact that I was having trouble reconciling what was happening to me.

I wanted to refuse. But I didn't, couldn't.

I wanted my dignity back, but I suppose I was too afraid to stop, or at least too afraid of the consequences of stopping. That would mean breaking the agreement, wouldn't it? And if I broke the agreement... What would happen then?

I would have put myself through this humiliation for nothing... And in a way, that would be even more humiliating. Humiliating yourself for material gain is one thing, but humiliating yourself for nothing, that was just foolish, wasn't it?

If I stopped now I would have been raped for nothing. I had even signed off on it!

The humiliation would be tenfold. They would laugh about the sissy who danced like a girl for one of the CEO's secretaries for nothing, who bent over and allowed himself to be fucked from behind by the CEO in the elevator for nothing, and who showed his appreciation by sucking his own ass-juice off the CEO's thumb for nothing.

I gritted my teeth and slowly increased the movement in my tired hips and legs.

"Turn around!" Roxanne said firmly. "I want to see your butt wiggling for me. And come closer."

I obeyed each instruction, hiding my reluctance as best I could.

"More!" She barked, "Move your butt more."

Again, I obeyed her request.

"Bend over more, and wiggle that bottom for me as fast as you can." She ordered.

I had to endure it, let her have her fun. I was a dancer. I would dance for her, but no more. I was sure of that.

I bent over as far as I could without toppling over and wiggled my bottom furiously for her.

"Good!" She said. "You're starting to get the idea."

She had me shake my butt for her for what seemed an eternity. She was playing with me. I was her plaything. Her doll. My eyes started to swell with water. I wanted to stop wiggling my bottom for her, but the doubts persisted.

"Stop!" She ordered finally.

I stopped gratefully and stood upright, facing away from her.

"That was nice." She congratulated me. "I love to see my girls wiggling their asses for me. Now... let's give your feet a rest. You can kneel for me and wiggle your hips from there." She pointed to the carpet at her feet.

I couldn't kneel for her, could I? That would be so... well, submissive, wouldn't it? I was worth more than that, wasn't I? Besides, did she just call me one of her girls?

I knelt at her feet and I looked at her ankles. God, she was so young. I started to cry.

"Well?" She asked expectantly.

I swallowed, and began to rock my shoulders for her, making my fake breasts rise and fall for her entertainment.

"Put your hands on your hips!" She commanded.

I obeyed. It was futile questioning her authority. I just wanted it all to be over, to end.

I wiggled my bottom, hands on hips, my breasts protruding out towards her sexily, submissively.

"Smile." She instructed.

No doubt she had seen my tears. I was a mess.

I smiled obediently. I had to force it, a horrible fake smile, which I held through gritted teeth.

"You see? You're enjoying yourself." She said smugly. "You're enjoying kneeling for me and displaying your breasts for me like a real girl, aren't you?"

I didn't answer. I couldn't, choking back my tears.

"Aren't you?" She insisted.

I nodded, still forcing the smile.

"Don't slow down!" She barked.

I sped up my swaying.

"Look." She said harshly. "I want you to say 'Yes miss' when I ask you a question. Is that understood?"

That was going too far, wasn’t it? I couldn't start calling her 'Miss' could I? She was just an office junior! A woman. Aren't men supposed to be superior to women in this new society?

But, if I refused, she would have me on my feet again, and how long would that go on? I couldn't do that anymore. My feet were hurting too much.

"Yes miss," I heard myself say.

It was too late anyway now. I was already kneeling at her feet, wiggling my breasts and hips for her. What difference did calling her 'Miss', make?

"Let's try again." Roxanne said, smiling horribly now. "You're enjoying kneeling before me and doing as I tell you, aren't you?"

"Yes miss." I replied shyly through the forced smile.

"I beg your pardon?"

"Yes miss!" I repeated more firmly.

"Now, I want you to thank me for letting you rest your legs." She barked.

"Thank you for letting me rest my legs, miss." I mumbled, still wiggling for her, still smiling, still crying.

"No!" She said sharply. "I want you to thank me for letting you kneel."

It was becoming absurd. She was really twisted.

"Thank you for letting me kneel." I said resignedly.

"Good." She said. "Good girl. Good little slut."

Good girl? A slut? No-one had ever called me a girl before. I wasn't going to stand for that, no way! I was no girl! That was intolerable.

So, why didn't I do something? Why didn't I say something? Why was I still wiggling my breasts for her like a little sissy?

"Don't slow down!" She barked, before I could get my head together. "In fact, get up again, I'm tired of having your slutty little face so close to my knees."

Oh God. She wanted me back on my heels again. I couldn't. I would refuse. I had to refuse. Why didn't I refuse?

I scrambled to my feet obediently, and resumed dancing for her. She was tormenting me, enjoying treating me like a slut.

"Panties down." She barked suddenly.

I was stunned. I dithered, almost stopped dancing altogether.

"Panties DOWN. NOW!" She shrieked.

I would dress as my superiors required. I had signed up to it. I pulled the skimpy pink silk panties down to my knees, and then, turning to face her, I showed her my erection. Why was my cock so hard? I hated what she was doing to me, didn’t I?

"All the way down to your ankles!" Roxanne insisted, pointing at my panties.

I leaned forward and pushed them down to my ankles, somehow managing to keep dancing as I did so.

"That's nice, twink." She said. "Wiggle that sissy penis for me. I want to see that little thing wiggle."

I obeyed. I bent my head back, arching my back, jutting my breasts out even further, the fake nipples exposed shamefully. I shook my hips frenetically for her, offering her my cock. She wasn’t impressed.

"I want to see your asshole now." She demanded.

Without hesitating, I turned away from her clumsily, panties still wrapped around my ankles, and leaned forward. I was acting without her explicit instruction, degrading myself almost voluntarily.

"Spread those cheeks, whore!" She growled.

She had called me a 'whore' as though I were another woman! Sadly, it felt strangely appropriate. I was a whore, wasn't I? I had agreed to take off my clothes and gyrate naked for my superiors in return for money, status... That was the definition of a whore, wasn't it?

I spread my legs apart, pried open my butt-cheeks with my fingers, and wiggled my asshole for her.

"More." She barked.

I pulled my cheeks further apart, displaying my anal passage to her.

"You're not wiggling fast enough, bitch!" She said harshly.

I wiggled my asshole furiously for her. I was worthless, bent over before her, panties around my ankles, spreading my buttocks open with my fingers. Time seemed to get stuck, the humiliation was unending.

"Next time, slut," she said, "I don't expect to have to remind you how to dance for me."

Next time? There would be a next time? My heart sank.

I was still wiggling my asshole for her. When would she let me stop?

"In the future," she went on, "when I clap my hands together, you will pull your panties down, turn around, bend over, spread your legs, and wiggle your asshole for me, just as you are now. Understood slut?"

I squealed a small "Yes miss".

"And when I clap my hands together while you are in that position, you will pull your panties up tightly around your crotch, curtsy for me, and then kneel at my feet. Is that understood?"

I nodded, mumbled another small "yes miss".

"Let's try that now." She said, and clapped her hands together sharply.

I released my buttocks, reached down and scooped up my panties from my ankles. I drew them up quickly to my knees, then up around my hips. I pulled them tightly up the crack of my butt, just as she had instructed. How shamefully obedient I was. The tears flooded down my cheeks as I turned towards her and curtsied politely.

What a tragedy! I had just curtsied to one of the CEO's bleached-blonde secretaries. We all used to laugh about them strutting about like sluts in their micro-skirts and high heels.

I knelt at her feet (actually glad to take the weight off my ankles) and gazed resignedly at the delicate straps of her heeled sandals.

"You've stopped wiggling." She said. "I didn't tell you to stop."

Immediately I resumed writhing for her.

"Hands on your hips, whore!" She ordered.

I obeyed, numb.

"That is the position you must adopt. Don't forget it. And don't stop wiggling next time. You are a dancer, so keep dancing. If you want to smile, you can."

I didn't dare refuse. I forced a smile, desperately trying to look happy about wiggling my naked body for her while kneeling at her feet and gazing at her ankles.

A few hours ago I had been preparing to dance for the CEO. The very thought of that had been appalling enough. But there I was instead, panties pulled up high over my hips, kneeling before one of his secretaries, alert to the clap of her hands so that I could stand, pull my panties down to my ankles, bend over, spread my legs, open my ass and wiggle it for her.

Why did I keep obeying her? I was worth more than that, surely?

"Good." Roxanne congratulated me. "Very good. You're a good girl Stuart."

Curiously, I felt glad that I was, in fact, a good girl.

"I'm going to tell the CEO you refused to dance for me." She said suddenly.

What? What!? She couldn't do that, could she?! I had obeyed her every instruction. I had danced well for her, hadn't I? Wasn't I still dancing well for her?

"Unless..." she added slowly, "you sit that delicious asshole of yours down on my middle finger, and show me what an obedient slut you are."

Oh my God! Sit on her middle finger! That wasn't in the agreement, was it?

They had said no touching, hadn't they? I couldn't humiliate myself like that.

"I..." I stammered. "I'd rather, I mean, I'd prefer not to, please, miss"

"Well, it's up to you." She said coldly.

There was a deafening silence. I was still wiggling my asshole for her. She would tell the CEO I had refused to dance! Oh shit, that would mean... Well, that would mean the end of everything I had been struggling so hard to build up.

Oh God!

"I was asked to dance, miss." I sniffled. "Not to do all... that."

"Life's a bitch, Honey!" She said sharply. "Sit on my finger and I'll tell the CEO you danced wonderfully for me. I just want to see you wiggle your butt on my finger, that's all."

I stopped swaying my breasts for her. In an instant I knew I was walking out, right there and then. That was it. The end. Finito. I had had enough.

I stood up, turned away from her.

I took a step forward. I was out of there. I was gone!

So, why did I now take a step backwards? And why did I lower my bottom towards her extended middle finger?

I felt her long finger nail wrap its way around my pulled-up panties. I felt my asshole resist as she toyed with its puckered entrance. And then she was inside me. She slid her middle finger straight up my butt.

I stood there, knees bent, offering her my butt, quivering, in tears. I slid my ass up and down her finger. I remembered the CEO in the elevator, how I had slid up and down and wiggled on his thumb. It was happening again. I was allowing my ass to be raped right in his office. Where was my dignity? Where was my pride?

"That is delicious, slut." Roxanne congratulated me. "You're going to make a wonderful whore."

I was going to make a wonderful whore? What did she mean by that? I was Senior PA to the Vice President! I was no whore. I was not even a woman! But, as I slid my ass up and down her finger I had to admit, I was pretty close to being a whore. I wasn't exactly resisting was I? Why didn't I resist?

"Dance!" She ordered.

I danced on her finger. I wiggled and writhed while her finger probed my passage.

"Delicious!" She congratulated me. "Screw yourself on my finger."

I fucked my ass compliantly on her digit.

"Are you going to dance on my finger next time, slut?" She asked.

"Yes miss." I panted.

"You will beg me for my finger next time, won't you slut?"

"Yes miss." I answered, not really caring what I was agreeing to, at that point.

She pulled her finger from my ass. God. How shameful that I yearned for it to be put back there. I had started to enjoy it, hadn't I? I believe I was turning gay.

"On your knees!" She commanded.

I knelt at her feet obediently. My asshole glowed, throbbed.

"Good girl." She said. "While you're down there, give my feet a quick massage."

I looked up at her quizzically.

"A massage! Take off my heels and give my feet a massage!" She demanded.

I undid the delicate straps of her high-heeled sandals and then, tenderly, I started to rub her feet with my fingers, kneading them in my palms. She sighed with pleasure.

"Use your balls." She ordered.

I peered up at her questioningly again.

"Massage my feet with your balls, you stupid slut!" She barked.

I rose up and leaned forward until my crotch was brushing against the top of one of her feet. Is this what she wanted? She gasped, and I saw that it was. I pressed my balls down onto her foot, rubbed them hard against the top of her foot, making a swirling motion with my pelvis. When she lifted her ankle, I caressed the sole of her foot with my hard cock. She moaned with pleasure.

"That's good Stuart..." She purred. "The CEO will be so pleased when I report back to him."

Good. That was all I wanted. It was almost over, wasn't it? Just had to keep going. It would be over soon.

"Use your tongue." She commanded suddenly.

Oh God. She wanted me to lick her feet! That was what whores did, wasn't it? I was no whore. I was Senior PA to the company Vice President. There was no way I was going to lick her feet!

But I was massaging them with my balls. Was there really any difference?

Hadn't I already sunk as low as I could go?

"I'm not a...you know..." My voice trembled. "I'm not a whore, miss."

She snorted.

"Not yet you're not!" She snapped. "Some girls don't have the choice. You should be grateful that you do."

What did she mean? She calls me a girl and wanted me to choose to be a whore?

I knew what I had to do. The same choice again. Submit to her, or walk away with nothing. Less than nothing. That wasn't a choice.

I stuck out my tongue and licked gently at her toes.

I traced my tongue along her painted toe-nails. I kissed each toe. I poked my tongue into the gaps between her toes, exactly as many a whore had done for me at 'Club Libertine'. I tasted her feet. I had never given any thought to how feet might taste before. Now I knew. And I knew my role. I was to clean them, suck the toes clean, massage them with my tongue. Worship them.

I find it hard to comprehend how I submitted so completely to her. She poked my face with her feet. I continued to lap eagerly at them. I had danced on her finger, now I was sucking her toes clean.

She stood and had me lie supine under the soles of her feet, from where I tongued them furiously. She trod in my face, twisted her foot into it, making me her doormat.

"You're a dirty slut." She growled, rubbing a foot into my fake breasts. "Now get up and dance for me again."

I stood and started to dance for her again, the taste of her feet still with me, my asshole still tingling from the finger-fucking she had given it.

"You're going to make a wonderful whore, Stuart." She said.

She paced around me while I danced, admiring me, encouraging me with little snaps of her fingers.

"Knees!" She barked suddenly.

I sank to my knees obediently.

"Suck on this!" She ordered, waving her middle finger across my face.

Oh God. I was to taste my own ass-juices again?! No, please. Not that.

I sobbed and trembled as I took her finger into my mouth. I wrapped my tongue around it and tasted myself on it. She pushed it towards my throat and I gagged on it. She poked it in and out of my face, fucking my mouth with her finger.

I was still kneeling there sucking obediently on her middle finger when the CEO and his two guests returned. They walked past me as I tasted myself on that finger. I didn't dare stop.

"I take it Stuart has performed to an acceptable standard?" The CEO asked.

"Yes sir." Roxanne said, finally pulling her finger out of my mouth. "She is a lovely dancer."

"Good! Well, that will be all for today, girls." He said.

I stood nervously. I felt their eyes on me. They seemed to be waiting for something.

Roxanne nodded at me, coughed, half raised an eyebrow. They were waiting for me to curtsy.

I curtsied first to the CEO.

"Thank you, sir." I said politely. He had spanked me into this. Now he wouldn't even look at me while I curtsied for him. Bastard!

I turned to each of his two male guests and did the same.

Finally, I turned to Roxanne. She was smiling evilly.

"Thank you, miss." I said, and curtsied neatly before her.

"Dismissed." The CEO said.

I trotted to the door of the office, my pink panties still pulled up tightly around my crotch. At the door I spun around, remembering suddenly what I had been instructed to do before ending a performance.

Roxanne was looking at me, but the others seemed disinterested.

"Thank you for permitting me to dance for you sir." I said, and curtsied to the CEO.

He didn't even look up.


Chapter 5: Saturday Visit to 'Club Libertine'

It was a Saturday evening.

'Club Libertine', that exclusive club for the privileged, exuded its usual magical ambiance. Puffs of cigar smoke filtered the candlelit hues emanating from invisible alcoves. Silky Jazz sounds throbbed and hummed and snaked through the haze... and the dancing whore-girls... their bodies gyrating and swaying...

Heavenly, divine, angelic little whore-sluts... giving themselves to us, yes, to us, the guests, their superiors in this world... their sole purpose to entertain, to give pleasure...

The CEO had invited me.

"Wear your most expensive suit." He had said.

My first weekend visit. A real privilege, or so I thought.

I dined off the back of Property #80. She danced for me, petted my feet with her lips. I drank champagne. Too much champagne, probably. She sucked my cock. Good little whore-slut.

The club was busier than during the week with more guests, more whores. Each whore numbered, owned. Eager to please little fuck-whores. I felt majestic. I was one of the privileged, wasn't I?

I saw and recognized the club manager conferring with the CEO while the whores glided around them in their heels, swaying and turning and twisting and turning... enchanting, enticing me... hypnotizing me...

"Stuart." The CEO said suddenly, snapping me out of my trance. He had somehow managed to get right up close to me. How did he sneak up on me like that?

"The manager needs a favor." He said quickly. "I have told him the answer is already 'No', but I have at least allowed him to persuade me to ask you."

I shot a glance over at where I had seen the manager a moment ago. He was still standing there, fidgeting anxiously.

I turned my attention back to the CEO and looked up at him blankly.

"Over there," He gestured vaguely across the club, "is Mr. Genovese junior, the son of the man who owns this bar. He is an extremely powerful and influential man, mainly because of who his father is."

I nodded even though I had never heard of the man.

"Apparently, he's just passing through, here for a few hours only." The CEO went on. "He wants you to go over and dance for him."

What!? Why on earth would he want me to dance for him!? He had the pick of the whores. They were gorgeous. They were available. They were female! He owned them! As the son of the owner of this club he practically owned these whores, didn't he?

"Me!?" I said incredulously. "Why me?"

"As I say, I have already told him that the answer is 'No'." He said. "After all, you only dance for me, right? You're my dancing ‘girl’."

What!? I only dance for him? Where did he get that idea from?

"I don't mind dancing for other people." I retorted, watching him raise an

eyebrow. "But.. well... not here, surely? Not in public, I mean."

He smiled confidently.

"That's what I thought." He said. "And that's why I told the manager the answer was already 'No'. I told him that you belonged to me and that was that."

What!? Belonged to him? I didn't belong to anyone! Especially not him. I did a job for him, that was all, wasn't it? Did he really believe that I 'belonged' to him?

"The manager tried telling me how successful other girls have become after catching Mr. Genovese's eye." He shrugged. "Actually he's right about that. Some of them are doing pretty well for themselves these days, but don't worry, I assured him I paid you well and that you were happy dancing for me."

The man had raped me. I had thanked him. I had danced for him. I had humiliated myself before one of his young secretaries. And now he thought I was happy to 'belong' to him! What kind of man was he? Who did he think he was?

Mr. Genovese, or whatever his name was, had singled me out for Christ's sake! I mean, all those naked, available, sexy whore-girls to choose from, and he wanted me to dance for him! The guy must be truly gay to have taken such a serious fancy to me! I couldn't fail to impress him... And who knows where it might lead... mixing it with the super-rich... It had to be worth taking a chance for, didn't it? Besides, my boss would owe me for doing this for him!

"I'll do it," I heard myself announce. "I'll do it. Where is he?"

The CEO looked strangely unmoved. I had expected him to protest, to try to keep me 'his'. Instead, he just looked on impassively as the manager rushed over, rubbing his palms together gleefully.

"Come with me Stuart. That is your name, isn't it?" The manager chimed. "We'll get you ready."

Saying nothing, wanting to ignore the CEO like he had so often ignored me, I walked hurriedly behind the manager across the club.

He led me through a curtained area, past various whore-girls in various stages of undress, through a mirrored room, along a corridor and into a changing area.

There I followed him to a peg fixed to the wall at shoulder height. Inscribed into a small bronze tag under the peg, was the number '95'. A skimpy pair of white semi-transparent embroidered panties hung on it.

"You'll have to borrow heels from one of the other girls." The manager explained. "Yours haven't arrived yet."

Mine hadn't arrived? What on earth did he mean by that?

"Get changed, then come and find me back at the curtain we just came through." He said, before he scampered off.

He left me standing there looking at peg number 95. At peg number 48 a whore-girl was shaving her legs. At peg number 70 a girl was applying make-up to her nipples, making them shiny, perhaps.

At peg number 83 the girl was doing something that caught my attention. She was bent over applying some kind of tape over her crotch.

Wait!

What?

That’s when I realized that she was a he, tucking his cock up between his legs with tape so that it wouldn’t show through the outfit. At first, I wondered if the club knew about this and began to look around to the other girls to see their reaction, when another ‘girl’ walked by, his dick swinging in plain view. I quickly turned to find others getting dressed or putting on makeup, all of them with male genitals!

I was in shock. Speechless! Every one of them was a drag queen! A T-girl! A femboy! Men didn’t come to the club to see naked women, they came to see other men dressed as women! How could I be so naive not to have noticed?

They were all beautiful, with tight petite bodies and breasts of various sizes and shapes. All looking so natural. Is this what they expect of me? Will I become Property #95? Have it tattooed on my ass? To become their property?

This was a lot to take in, after all that has happened to me in the last few days. How do I get out of this? Surely, I don’t want to be one of the corporate whores. My God! I just remembered the whore that I met on my first visit. The CEO said that she had been his PA at one time, like I am now. Did she really decide to become a whore on her own, or was she tricked as I have been, and stuck in a trap from which there is no escape? Here I am, staring at peg #95 deciding about which direction my life will take from here. Was I looking at my future?

Oh shit. What had I done? I had agreed to dance for a complete stranger tonight in public dressed as a sissy slut, right here, right now! The CEO asked me to help out the owner of the club. His son asked for me personally. Why me?

I can’t back out now, can I? I made a promise, didn’t I?

And for some reason I hadn't considered the fact that I would have to dance half naked when I made this promise. Was I some kind of idiot? What on earth should I do now? Was it too late to change my mind?

I noticed that there were chairs under each and every peg. On mine, I found a complete whore outfit consisting of dark nylons (to hide the fine hair on my legs), a micro wrap-around skirt, and a half bra, complete with falsies. I reached down to unbuckle my belt.

Oh God. Why?

I began to loosen my pants and checked around. No-one seemed to be paying me any attention. No-one could know I wasn't just another man, coming in to spend the evening at Club Libertine as a sissy whore. This was their changing room after all.

What was I doing?

I was just about to dress like a sissy too, wasn't I? I would blend in, look like all the others.

I would appear to be a whore. That was bad.

But, I would appear to be a whore. That was also good!

At least no-one would notice me. They would just see another whore. Right?

Was I a whore? A sissy whore, I mean. Why was I doing this? I was going to dress like a whore, like a woman, make myself up like a whore, dance like a whore. How did that make me 'not a whore'? How did that make me ‘not gay’?

Hang on! I wasn't even doing this for money! Well, it wasn’t part of the agreement that I made with my boss anyway... I was doing it as 'a favor', wasn't I? A favor for whom? Not the CEO?

Oh Shit! What the fuck was I doing!?

I slid my pants down to my ankles and stepped out of them.

Property #48 had just shot a glance over at me hadn't she? No. I was just being paranoid. Anyway, what did it matter what a whore thought? I could tell her to get on her knees and suck my cock if I wanted to, couldn't I? I am a Senior PA, right?

How many pegs were there? I saw that they numbered up to 99. Ninety-five upwards appeared unoccupied. Below ninety-five there was some evidence of recent usage: Paper bags, shoes, handbags, street clothes left on the chairs; panties hanging up on the peg...

I slid my underwear down and reached for the panties hanging up on peg number 95. I ran them through my fingers. They were whore-panties, I was in no doubt.

I stepped into the panties and pulled them up around my hips. They barely covered my crotch, making my small cock appear huge and out of place. They tugged up my butt. Yes. Definitely whore-panties.

There was a garter belt with the nylons and as I pulled each stocking up my thighs I would attach them to the garter. The feel of the nylons on my legs was wonderful and would soon be a part of my new life.

When I picked up the skirt from the chair, I noticed a blonde wig under it. I snapped the skirt around my waist and found that it was too short to cover my crotch. The cheeks of my bottom were plainly visible even while standing upright, and when I stepped into my heels my ass rose up to stand out prominently.

Finally, I stood before the mirror and put on the blonde wig. Looking back at me in the mirror was a young blonde whore. My transformation was complete. I was dressed appropriately, as a whore. My fake breasts were naked, exposed above my petite bra. I was about to show them to the son of the owner of the club, as though they were my own.

Was I ready? Ready to dance? Was I really going to go through with this?

I left my man-clothes on the chair below peg number 95 and stood there, trembling. I was scared, terrified of what I was about to do, of what I was apparently capable of doing. If I were capable of going through with this...then what else was I capable of? Was I capable of being a whore?

Never. No. Never. I must never be capable of doing that. It's just a dance, be confident, I told myself. That is the only way!

I retraced the route along which I had followed the club manager, ending up as he had directed me at the curtain. He must have been waiting for me. His eyes pored over my breasts, up and down my legs, at my hair, inspecting me. I stood before him silently, patiently, while he nodded his head with approval.

"Good girl." He said. "Give me a turn."

Obediently, I spun around for him, showing him how tightly the whore-panties pulled themselves up the crack of my bottom, how high they rode up my hips, how the white semi-transparent material framed so delicately my cock.

"Lovely!" He said. "Just one thing though, you can't go out there without your number."

He reached into his pocket and pulled out what looked like a felt-tip pen.

"Obviously it's just something temporary, for now." He explained. "Bend over."

My jaw dropped in disbelief. He wanted to write my 'number' on my bottom! No

way!

"Look." He said. "It's only temporary. If I send you out there without it you'll stand out a mile. You’ll be different from all the other girls. You'll have every guest in the house chasing after you!"

Shit. Oh shit. He was right. I had to look every bit the whore. Otherwise, they would see me. I needed to be invisible.

I bent over slowly, resignedly, and offered him my buttocks.

I closed my eyes when I felt his fingers on my bottom. Another man’s fingers. I felt the point of the pen pressing into my flesh. He was careful, deliberate, slow. Too slow. What could be taking him so long?

"Don't worry, you'll get your permanent number soon enough." He said, as he worked.

"Good, that's done." He said with satisfaction when he was through, and he gave my newly marked butt-cheek a congratulatory pat.

Strangely, I found myself wanting to see it, to see what I looked like numbered, marked as a whore.

"You are Property number 95." He informed me. "That is your name while you wear that number. What is your name?"

I looked at him quizzically. Did I really have to say it?

"Property number 95," I obliged him.

"That's right." He said. "And while you're out there address all men with 'Sir', all women with 'Miss'. What's your name?"

"Property number 95." I responded meekly. "Sir."

"Good girl! Right, now get out there and put on a good show." He said happily, giving my bottom another pat.

It was time. Time to dance. Time to pretend to be a whore.

I slid out through the curtain into the club. My God. I was a part of the show now. I was one of them. One of the whores. Shit. Shit. Shit.

Where should I go? No-one had told me where to go! I turned back to the curtain, feeling lost.

"Your boss will introduce you to Mr. Genovese." The manager said, waving me away from him.

I should present myself to the CEO dressed like this then? He would see me numbered as a whore. Oh God. I couldn't face him like this, could I? I couldn't do it. But I had no choice now, did I?

Nervously, I made my first few steps over towards the alcove where I had left the CEO. My hips swayed as I walked. I felt eyes on me from all directions. I was on display. In public. A whore.

"Ah, Number 95!" The CEO called out when he saw me trotting towards him. "I was starting to wonder what had happened to you!"

How did he know my number? He hadn't seen it yet... couldn't have.

I knew that if I were a whore, a real whore I mean, then I should curtsy and start dancing for him. I also knew that if I were in his private office I would be obliged to do the same, since I had signed up to that. But here, in public, I was under no such obligation.

Yet I did curtsy. And I did start to dance. Why? Why did I do that? To blend in perhaps, to remain invisible. I hoped that was the reason. What other explanation could there be?

Two other whores danced for the CEO along with me. We displayed our breasts to him, theirs real, mine fake. We wiggled our bottoms, swayed our hips. I was playing whore to the man who had spanked and raped me. What a disgrace I was!

"Very nice." He said, as I wiggled my 95 for him. "I'm proud of you Stuart."

It felt good hearing him call me by my name. I wiggled more teasingly, forgetting I was there, in that bar, dancing in public, numbered as one of the whores.

"Unfortunately." He said in a loud voice."You shouldn't be here dancing for me at all! I'll introduce you to Mr. Genovese junior. Son of the owner of this very club, and one of the largest stock holders of our company."

He stood up, moved his hand down to my butt-cheeks and held it there, guiding me across the club like that. I shivered as I remembered the last time he had held my buttocks in his palm. I felt myself wiggling on him as I clip-clopped alongside him in my heels. He was delivering me to Mr. Genovese.

"Look, I shouldn't tell you this." He half-whispered as he steered me along. "But a word of advice, if I may. Mr. Genovese's father is incredibly powerful, both he and his son are well used to getting exactly what they want. Don't look at him directly, don't speak, always curtsy before doing anything. Obey his every command. Just act like the other whores, basically."

I thought I was just going to dance for him? That was all, wasn't it?

"Come on Stuart." He said, apparently reading my thoughts. "You're a big, uh, girl now. You know what 'dancing' means in a place like this. This is not just a run-of-the-mill strip-club where good little office boys ogle and stare before slipping their green into your panties. This place is for real."

He was right: I knew. Or at least I should have known. I still didn't know what I was doing, why I was going through with it. I wasn't drunk, was I? Did I want to do it? Was that it? Did I want to try out being a sissy whore? Was this some kind of bizarre self-exploration?

"These people own everything, Stuart." The CEO went on. "They own property, business, land. They own the food on your table. They own the media. They own the universities. They own people. They own all that you see here. Including these panties."

His palm tightened around my butt-cheeks.

"Seriously Stuart." He said, slowing our pace to a crawl. "Behave yourself this evening, don't deny them anything. You have to convince yourself that they own you for the evening. Give yourself to them. Don't resist them."

He wrapped his fingers around the material of my panties above the crack of my bottom, clutched the material in his grip, and drew me to a standstill. He seemed tense, anxious, suddenly.

"If you resist," his voice hardened, "they can make you disappear, you know, disappear….forever."

His grip on my panties loosened. I was dumbstruck. They could do that? They could make people disappear?

"Stay alive, Stuart." He said, as we resumed our progress across the club floor.

I was in up to my neck. Deeper than that. I was being swept along with the tide. I was drowning.

We arrived at a dimly lit alcove where a group of distinguished very Italian looking men were enjoying champagne, girls, food, cocaine.

The CEO greeted Mr. Genovese junior with a firm hand-shake. He was shorter than I had expected, and certainly younger. He must have been what... eighteen? Or maybe he just looked young for his age. He was dressed immaculately. He was handsome too, his thick black hair slicked back neatly on his head. He had picked me out personally, had he? Why me?

I didn’t like him from the moment that I saw him. He looked just like any one of the punks, the hoodlums, that I grew up around. All brutish bullies. All trying to out-bully each other at my expense. One of them, a hulking brute name Vito, was forever tormenting me. One day, during my senior year of high school, Vito came up to me in our co-ed gym class, he had me stand before a group of the ‘popular’ girls where he proceeded to pull down my shorts right in front of them. My penis was smaller than my little finger and the girls began screaming with laughter. I was totally humiliated!

Vito threatened to ‘hurt me real bad’ if I didn’t keep them down until he decided when to allow me to pull them up. The girls called for their friends to come and see, and before I knew it about half of the school was standing in front of me laughing. I chalked it up as nerves, but for some strange reason I began to get an erection, as more and more girls came to laugh.

In no time at all they came up to examine it more closely, snickering and giggling as they poked at it with their pointy little fingers as time stood still. When would he allow me to pull my pants up again, I wondered, as my hard penis began to twitch up and down uncontrollably.

It would be hard to imagine for anything to be more humiliating to a man, until the gym teacher discovered me. He walked right up to me, blew his whistle, and snapped it down hard by it’s cord right on the head of my little weenie. Needless to say, I screamed like a girl, it went limp in a hurry, and he walked me down to the office by my ear, where I had to explain to the principal why I decided to expose myself to the rest of my classmates with such a tiny dick.

That wasn’t the first time that something that embarrassing happened to me, so my foster parents had to come down to the school to take me home. I would never be able to show my face there again, so I ended up at another school for a fresh start. Of course that didn’t end my high school torment, as I quickly started being teased by a new group of bullies.

Long story short, Roger, the big burly leader of the next gang to torment me, told me that he wanted me to meet him alone under the stands of the football field after school “just to talk”. Not wanting to upset him, I felt I had no choice and found him alone waiting for me when I arrived.

He offered me a cigarette, which I declined, and told me that he was sorry for the way that he had acted toward me, and wanted to be my friend. I took him at his word and began to feel comfortable as he moved closer to me while we talked.

The conversation soon changed to sex. He puffed on his cigarette, and I noticed him squeezing his cock through his pants as he talked about some of the hot young girls at the school. It wasn’t easy for me to take my eyes off of his bulge as it was quite impressive!

“Wanna see it?” He asked with a smirk, while giving it a good squeeze.

I didn’t know what to say.

“Oh, I’m not…..” I started to say.

“Don’t worry. No-one will know.” He said as he took another drag and flicked the butt away.

“I...I guess.” I said, curious to see what it actually looked like.

In no time he had his pants opened. He slowly slid them down his legs and as he did more of his hard cock would show, an inch at a time. He wore no underwear, which was new to me at the time, as more of his cock came into view along his inner thigh. He watched my eyes, grinning the whole time, as they gazed at my new “friend” showing himself to me. Once the head was clear it sprang up causing me to gasp.

“Pretty sweet, huh?” Roger asked. “Wanna touch it?”

I had never seen anything like it before. It was as thick as my forearm and nearly as long.

“I don’t think so.” I said nervously, looking around to be sure that we couldn’t be seen.

He calmly smiled and took my hand and placed it around his thick shaft. It felt warm, soft, and hard all at the same time. It’s mushroom head was the same size as my fist and his balls were enormous! I looked around to make sure that we couldn’t be seen as my fingers involuntarily slid gently up and down the entire length.

“Go ahead. Put it in your mouth.” He said.

“No..I can’t….” I said, letting it go.

“C’mon man. I thought we were friends. Besides, once you try it, you won’t regret it. Just between friends.” He insisted.

Slowly I bent my head down, when I felt his hand behind it guiding me. It was then that I got cold feet and decided not to, and started to rise up.

“No.. I don’t……….”

“I SAID SUCK IT!!!” Roger commanded, as he pushed my head down until his cock was pressing against the back of my throat.

I began to gag as he pushed hard on my head to the point that I was choking and ready to pass out. I was fighting with all my might to get free, but it was no use, he was twice my size.

“Are you gonna be a good little fairy and suck my cock, or do I have to let you choke to death and leave you here to rot!!??” He demanded, as he pulled me up by the hair.

I coughed and wretched, spitting up volumes of white phlegm, unable to catch my breath. I couldn’t breath, my lungs stopped working, I honestly thought that I was dying while he laughed. He was my new friend, I thought, and now he wants to kill me. I was scared to death.

“So sissy boy, one last chance, suck me off or die. Your call.” He said, as he twisted my head to face him.

Water poured from my eyes, snot ran from my nose, and piss soaked my shorts as my new tormentor snarled at me viciously. Finally, I took a lung full of air, and then a second.

“WELL???”

I had no choice but to agree and gave him half a nod when he pulled me back down again onto his cock.

“I’m glad that you see it my way. Now do a good job and I won’t kick the shit out of you when you’re finished, okay?” He said.

I nodded as I began to suck. It was the first time that I was forced into sex by another man, so I had no idea what to do next and just sucked on it’s head.

“Do it right!” Roger shouted, slapping my face hard.

I started sliding my mouth up and down on the shaft as he leaned back and lit another cigarette. It didn’t take me long to figure out the right technique, and as long as he wasn’t hurting me, I thought that I must be doing it right.

“Now you’re getting it. I knew that you were just a little faggot cocksucker all along, and now that I know just how nice you suck cock, I might just let you suck me off all the time. Would you like that, sissy faggot?” He asked, while roughly pulling my head up by the hair.

My neck snapped back and my mouth remained open wide as he awaited an answer.

“Yes.” I responded meekly.

“Say it. Tell me that you are a good little sissy and you love to suck my cock!”

I tried to hold back my tears as I got choked up, not wanting to say the words. He slapped me again, hard.

“Say it! Say that you are my little sissy and want my cock in your mouth.” He insisted, as he reared back to strike me again.

“I’m a sissy and will suck your cock.” I said, halfheartedly.

SLAP

“Say it right!”

“I’m a sissy and want to suck your cock.”

SLAP

“One more chance or I break your face.”

“I’m your little sissy and I want to suck your cock.”

“Please.”

“I’m your little sissy and I want to suck your cock, please.” I said with a little more conviction, which seemed to satisfy him.

He lowered my head down again, and I resumed my task.

“That’s a good little cocksucker. I could tell from the first moment that I saw you that you were a fucking fag. If you do as your told and don’t disappoint me I might not have to kick your ass. That doesn’t mean that I won’t do it anyway just to keep you in line, so if I were you I would just keep my mouth shut and do what I say from now on. Come on faggot, get that head moving. That’s it, you’re getting it now. Don’t slow down. Yeah, like that. Here it comes, ready or not! Uh Uh Uh!” Roger grunted, as he grabbed my head and shot his load down my throat.

He let go and I fell on the ground gagging on his thick semen. He stood up and shook his cock over me. I could feel his hot cum splatter my face as he milked what remained on me before stuffing his huge member back in his pants and closing his fly.

It was humiliating. It was disgusting. It was mortifying. There was no way that I would let this pass. I had been bullied at my previous school but nothing like this. I was going to tell the principal just as soon as he let me get away.

“That was alright for your first try, but I’m expecting improvement from you next time. I’ll tell you when I want my cock sucked again and I expect you to be here on your knees waiting for me when I get here, understand?” He asked, making a fist to prove his point.

“Yes.” I uttered.

“What did I tell you to say when you see me?”

“I’m your little sissy and I would like to suck your cock.” I answered.

“Please.”

“Please.”

Bastard

I was definitely putting a stop to this, right quick.

“Oh, by the way, I made a nice little video with my cell of you enjoying my cock.” Roger said, showing me his phone. “So, you might not want to tell anyone about this, or it goes on my Facebook page where everyone in the whole school can see what a good little cocksucker you really are. See you tomorrow in class, faggot.”

He walked away laughing as I was left to decide my future. I knew that the right thing to do was to just go back into the school and tell someone, but that just would have meant that my foster parents would end up living with the same humiliation that they went through at my last school, and have to move me to another school all over again. once the video surfaced.

I couldn’t bear to see them go through that again and resigned myself to my fate.   As my senior year went on, Roger expected me to suck his cock whenever, and where ever, he wanted me to, and I complied. He kept the other bullies from bothering me and I ended up graduating with the rest of my class, vowing to never let that happen to me again, and we all know now how that worked out.

Now, back at Club Libertine, where the CEO was about to offer me to the owner's son.

"So, this is my new girl?" He asked, admiring my body with my ass still held in the CEO's palm, being offered to him. He spoke with a somewhat surprising New York accent.

I curtsied, not knowing what else to do. Then I started to dance. I wiggled in the CEO's palm, until he finally pulled his arm away and left me gyrating freely.

"I would like to express my sincere gratitude for your kind gift." Mr. Genovese said to the CEO. "Keep bringing them in."

I heard it, but I didn't hear it. I didn't want to hear it. How could I be a 'gift'? I thought I had been singled out by Mr. Genovese junior himself? That was right, wasn't it? What was all this about 'gifts'? Maybe it was just bravado, just for show. I knew the CEO liked that kind of thing. I had first-hand experience of it, after all.

It made no difference, I was dancing for Mr. Genovese junior, and I was to be his whore for the evening. But only for the evening. Just a few hours. I was certain of that.

I turned, showing Mr. Genovese my number. Property #95. I wiggled it, leaned over, shook it some more.

When I straightened and turned back to face them, the CEO had vanished.

I had been wrapped, stamped, and delivered.

The goods were being inspected.

Soon I would be opened, used.

I was one of a number of sissy whores performing for the group of Italian looking men. No doubt mobsters. A few of the whores were on their knees, sucking the men's cocks and lapping at their testicles. A few had been made table-whores and were being dined off. The rest, like me, were dancing.

I saw one of the whores on her knees, get a mouthful of ejaculation. I thanked my lucky stars that I was not a cum-drinking whore like her. Being a man there was absolutely no way I was going to swallow any Italian semen. I was a respectable young girl, uh, man!

But, maybe they would try? If they tried, I would have to refuse. But, would I be able to refuse? Was I, or was I not, a whore? How I hoped I would not have to find out.

Mr. Genovese beckoned me closer to him. Oh My God. Was this the moment I had been dreading?

I curtsied politely, and waited for him to speak.

He didn't. He just pointed at the floor in front of him.

Oh shit. He wanted me to stand closer.

It felt strange standing before such a young man, a boy really, however grand the reputation preceding him. Ashamedly, I realized my cock was hard, pointing straight out within the confines of my sheer panties. Why was that? Was I enjoying being his whore? No way. No possible way.

"I would very much like you to wear something special for me." Mr. Genovese said, in his perfect New York accent.

He showed me what it was and I understood instantly, as he held a small male chastity device made of stainless steel. Shaped like a cage, it was curved with some type of rod down the center.

I had never worn anything like that before. I had always imagined it would be uncomfortable. Well, that was the whole point, wasn't it?

Shit. What should I do? Refuse?

Suddenly his fingers were on my panties. I didn't resist. Why didn't I resist?

He was just a boy!

He roughly pulled the front of my panties down, allowing my stiff cock to spring out toward him, raising the micro skirt along with it. The combination of cool air and nerves caused my cock to begin to wilt almost immediately to its normal, embarrassingly minuscule size. Then he instructed me to hold my panties down for him so that he could put the cruel device on my poor little penis.

There I was, about to relive the humiliating horrors of my childhood all over again!

I was assisting him to put a chastity device on my dick. Why was I helping him? Surely this is where I would draw the line. No way would I allow this ‘boy’ to put something so humiliating on me, not here in public anyway!

He held my shrinking penis in one hand while he put the steel cage on me with the other. First was the ring that he placed behind my balls, around the base of my shaft. Next, he easily slipped the cage over my tiny member, attaching it to the ring securely. The thin rod that runs up the center was a catheter, contoured to the shape of the cage. He brought it up to my mouth to lubricate before aligning it with the access hole at the end of the cage and the opening in the head of my dick within it.

I had to remain perfectly still as he slowly twisted the tube to guide it up into my urethra. It was slightly painful. No, it hurt like hell, as he worked it up into my most sensitive area. It didn’t look like it would ever fit inside of my thin worm-like penis, but he seemed to know what he was doing, and had it inserted fully in no time. Lastly, he screwed the steel ball on the end of the catheter into the threaded hole at the end of the cage, and it was secure. As a final act of degradation, he snapped a small padlock to it, and it was to remain that way until he desired otherwise.

My cock was now locked up, and he owned that as well!

The metal felt cold. It felt smooth, sexy. No it didn't, it felt awful, horrible. It looked like I was caged in some sort of medieval torture device. He ran his fingers along the underside of the cage and gave it a tug or two to make damn sure that my cock would be useless to me as long as he would like it to be.

I was still holding down the elastic of my panties as ordered, displaying myself, allowing everyone inside the club to see my shame, as another man, no just a boy, humiliated me.

That was the last straw. He was going to remove that embarrassing device immediately.

For some strange reason my dick began to harden. Could it have been due to my humiliation? Not possible. Who gets hard from other people laughing at them? I gasped. It was so tight! Why did it have to be so tight? My cock was thickening within the confines of the small device, trying to press through the narrow openings of the cage.

"Now you will dance more beautifully.” He said calmly.

I drew breath sharply when he slapped the steel cage with his hand.

He spent several long seconds admiring his handiwork, as I held my panties down for him. I had just given my cock to a complete stranger! What on earth was I doing?

Although I felt his eyes on me, I did not dare return his gaze. Instead I looked down at his feet and his expensive looking, shiny, black, patent leather shoes.

The pinching sensation seemed to intensify as he signaled for me to dance. I curtsied. I wasn't sure if I should thank him or not. The CEO had told me not to speak. Better not then.

With my cock confined within his ‘special gift’ I adjusted my panties and resumed dancing for him.

I was somewhat relieved. This had to be better than drinking his semen, wasn't it? Curiously, I quickly discovered that the pinching sensation in my crotch made me wiggle my bottom more eagerly, since the extra movement seemed to distract from the discomfort by allowing my penis to reposition itself within it’s confinement. Was that what he had meant when he had said it would make me dance 'more beautifully'?

I truly felt like a sissy whore now.

I was numbered and clamped.

I was dancing obediently.

"What a delightful whore you are!" Mr. Genovese said, smiling. "A positively

delightful new whore."

No, I wasn't! I was just a man, a dancer. He must know, surely? He had picked me out to dance for him, hadn't he? Hadn't he?

I didn't speak, just kept gyrating before him, swaying my shoulders, displaying

my new cage to him.

He pointed at the floor at his feet again, this time to kneel.

Was he going to remove the cage so soon?

That would have been a welcome relief. But, as I sank to my knees before him, he unzipped his fly, fumbled briefly with the bulge in his trousers, and promptly pulled out his erect penis.

Oh God. I looked at his shoes and trembled. He really thought I was his new whore! Should I tell him his mistake? Explain the mix-up. There had to have been a mix-up.

"Well, my delightful new whore." He said, pointing his erect penis at my face. "It is time to pay your respects to your new employer."

I gawked at it, shocked. This couldn't be happening, could it? I was Senior PA to the Vice President at World Rx Incorporated. Not a whore! He didn't employ me, did he? In what version of reality was his penis my new employer?

"Your new paymaster." He insisted, waving his cock at my lips.

I didn't know what to think. What should I do? Obey, or resist?

I must have known it would come to this. I was down on my knees, hard and caged, whore-panties riding up the crack of my ass, #95 marked on my butt. Was I really anything other than a cheap whore? I deserved this, didn't I?

Did they really have the power to 'disappear' me if I didn't behave? Did I want to risk finding out? If they really are mobsters, as I supposed, do I dare not obey?

Play it safe. Be a whore. For now, at least. See what happens. Find out what I should have done differently later. Just get on with it. Be a good whore. Try to enjoy it.

It's only for a few hours.

I slowly took his penis into my mouth, not daring to look up at him.

"95." He said as I tasted him.

I felt tears welling up in my eyes. I had always been a good boy. I had attended some good schools. I had a respectable job. Still did, didn't I? Hell, they recruited me! So what was I doing making a whore of myself? I was worth more than that, becoming a sissy, wasn't I?

Another whore suddenly appeared on her knees next to me. She started lapping at Mr. Genovese's testicles, and running her tongue along the shaft of his penis. Our tongues met when I released his penis and mimicked her darting tongue movements across his sexual organs.

"Good girls." He congratulated us, his penis stiffening further.

We lapped at him hungrily. Maybe he really was the son of a powerful man. The way the other whore was busying herself licking his testicles seemed to suggest he was someone important. She seemed especially keen to pleasure him, to worship him. I tried to match her frenzied attentions.

As I buried my tongue into his sack I tried to imagine that my life depended on how well I performed for him. Maybe it did? If I failed he could make me disappear, couldn't he?

I was his whore. He had locked up my little whore-dick and now my whore-tongue was worshipping the whore-master. What a privilege: To be Mr. Genovese's whore. To be his sissy slut. I had to make myself believe it. Just for a few hours.

He pushed his penis back into my mouth. I opened wide and tilted my head back, offering him my throat. My whole body tingled with the boy-whore fantasy playing out in my mind. I had fantasized about this before, hadn't I? I must give myself to him, it was my duty. I was his whore.

He grabbed the back of my head and used it as leverage to thrust his penis repeatedly down my throat. I made myself as limp as I could for him, letting him fuck my face like a rag-doll. His penis was rock hard, throbbing.

I knew he was about to explode. He withdrew his penis; I feigned reluctance to let it go. He lined up his cock with my open mouth. This was it: It was to be my turn to be a cum-drinking whore. The other girl's face appeared next to mine, mouth equally agape, and together we waited for him to shoot us full of whore-feed. We waggled our tongues expectantly.

We were eager little cum-whores, waiting to be fed.

He exploded all over our faces. The whore-master's semen was warm on my tongue.

I smacked my lips together, tasting him. I must swallow, I told myself. I must swallow the whore-master's seed.

Suddenly the other whore had her tongue in my mouth and we were sharing his semen. Correction! We were fighting for it! She was trying to steal it from the inside of my cheeks.

After I had won that battle, we fought for the last drops from the end of his dripping penis.

With that supply exhausted, I scraped my fingers down my cheeks, scooping his semen into my mouth, sucking my fingers, waggling my tongue.

Oh God. Why did I do all that?

Was it some deep-seated sissy-girl fantasy made real? Or was it just my way of blocking out the reality of being used like a cheap slut?

We stood and curtsied in unison, our faces still glistening with traces of Mr. Genovese's seed. My cock still pressing through the cage. I was a slut-whore, wasn't I? I felt ashamed suddenly. I had just competed with a whore for Mr. Genovese's semen. I wore his special cock cage. Was I his special whore? Not really a whore, but a whore all the same?

The other whore turned and began to trot away, her hips swaying, bottom wiggling.

It was then that I saw her number for the first time: She was Property #01. Maybe she was his special whore, too?

I wasn't sure if I should follow #01 or stay with my whore-master. No, not my whore-master, but Mr. Genovese junior. Just a boy. How can a boy be a whore-master?

Was I dismissed? Or should I dance some more?

I curtsied for him again, stalling, hoping to get an order so that there could be no doubt about what I should do.

"Are you still here?" He asked. “Oh, almost forgot.”

He reached under my tiny skirt and stuffed the key to my chastity cage into the waist band of my panties before shooing me away.

I turned obediently and wiggled my buttocks away from him, making my way back to the curtained area where I had been numbered.

I saw the CEO watching me from across the bar. He was smiling, the bastard. He had turned me into this.

He had turned me into this whore.

This slut.


Chapter 6: Registration

I clip-clopped in my heels back to peg number 95, not wanting to look at anyone or anything.

I had to get out of there as soon as possible. I had to get away from 'Club Libertine'. Never come back.

As fast as I could, I reached into my panties to get the key to my cage, dropping it twice on the floor with my shaking fingers. There was no way to unlock it without the other ‘girls’ seeing me if they happened by, so I pulled my panties down, exposing my shame, as I frantically struggled to unlock it. Slowly, I slid the cage with the catheter still attached off of my dick. I felt a searing pain as the tube slid out from within my penis, swearing to myself that I would never let something so humiliating to be done to me again.

Fuck Mr. Genevese!

That perverted fag bastard!

Where were my clothes? Not on the chair under the peg where I had left them. Not on any of the neighboring chairs. No sign of them anywhere.

No sign of any other whores, either. Where was everyone? Where were my clothes?

I washed my face at a basin, the sticky remnants of Mr. Genovese's semen clung to my fingers as I scrubbed my cheeks.

Bastard. Bastard. How dare he treat me like that? Like a cheap slut. Like a common whore. Hadn't he known I wasn't a whore? Bastard.

I removed all of my girly clothes except for the panties.

Where were my pants then? Where was my stuff?

"You did well out there." The CEO's voice rang out of nowhere suddenly.

I spun around and there he was, leaning up against the door-frame, his face beaming with pride.

"Young Mr. Genovese was very happy with you." He said.

I blinked at him incredulously. I just wanted my clothes. I didn't care what Mr. Genovese thought of me. I just wanted to dress and then to get out of there as soon as possible.

"You were truly wonderful." He affirmed.

Had he been watching me? Had he seen what Mr. Genovese junior had made me do?

His eyes bore into me, making me feel uneasy, watched, observed. Naked. He made me feel naked.

"Can I have my clothes?" I asked nervously, crossing my wrists over my crotch in order to hide it from him.

"Not yet." He responded firmly.

What did he mean 'Not yet'? They were my clothes! Why couldn't I have my clothes back? Who was he to tell me I couldn't have my clothes back?

"Mr. Genovese would like you to dance for him again." He said flatly. "A few times a week. Here in the club."

No way. I mean, no way! Who did they think I was? I wasn't going through that again. Absolutely not. I wouldn't do it again. No. No more. It wasn't going to happen. No chance. Sorry.

"Mr. Genovese is a major investor in our company, Stuart. We're not going to turn him down."

Oh yes we were. We were definitely going to turn him down.

"In fact." He went on, clearing his throat. "Because I was sure you would be flattered by the request, and because I knew you would understand the need to accept it, I have already gone ahead and told him that you would be delighted to perform for him again."

What!? Who did he think he was?

"So you see, it would be a bit embarrassing..." he went on, "I mean, I can hardly go and tell him you have changed your mind."

In what way had I changed my mind? I had agreed to just one dance, hadn't I?

I shook my head defiantly and scowled at him. I wasn't going to perform like that again for anyone. Not now, not ever. It didn't matter who they were.

"Obviously we will discuss how best to compensate you for the additional responsibilities..."

They wanted to pay me! What did they think I was? A common whore?

"Please let me have my clothes." I insisted. "Please. I want to go."

"Stuart." He said in a more serious voice. "We'll double your salary."

Double my salary? God. One hundred thousand dollars. That was a lot of money.

"You'll also be assigned your own maid to take care of you at home." He said, eyes glinting mischievously. "Complements of Mr. Genovese..."

My own maid?

"...And you'll be allocated a chauffeur." He went on. "Again, Mr. Genovese's gift to you. Be driven anywhere, anytime."

A maid? A chauffeur? That was surreal. But imagine it! Only the rich and famous had maids and chauffeurs, didn't they?

"And there will of course be other benefits." He said, raising a suggestive eyebrow. "Things I already know you will enjoy enormously..."

I felt giddy. My mind pulled in all directions at once, going nowhere.

They wanted me to whore for them! I couldn't do that, could I? I was above their money and their benefits, wasn't I? I couldn't be bought... I had some self-respect, some dignity, some pride. Didn't I?

"This is a sophisticated establishment, Stuart." The CEO said. "It's not a street corner brothel. Performing here is safe and discreet. How you regard the work itself is just a question of attitude. Many of the girls actually enjoy working here. They enjoy the sex; they enjoy flirting with the clientele. They enjoy the money. They enjoy the kind of lifestyle they could only have dreamed of previously."

While he spoke, the manager of the club had scurried up behind him.

"Mr. Genovese just left." He puffed as he slid through the doorway, brushing past the CEO. "He was satisfied, I'm glad to say. Remember how upset he got with the last girl?"

What last girl? What happened?

I looked at the floor, desperately wanting it to swallow me. Why couldn't they just leave me alone? Let me be? They were turning me into a femboy, trying to make me their whore!

"I don't want to be a whore." I protested.

"It's too late, Stuart." The CEO said. "Look at yourself. You're already just like the other ‘girls’, already a whore."

No. No! I wasn't a whore, was I? 

Maybe I was: Didn't I display my penis on demand so that it could be locked in a cage? Didn't I dress as a woman as he required me to? Didn't I also undress when he required me to undress?

Didn't I dance for him at his bidding? Hadn't I danced for him in the club with the other whores? Wasn't I standing before him now, wearing nothing but whore-panties and expensive heels? Didn't I have #95 scrawled across my butt?

Oh God. I choked. He was right. I was already a whore!

No. Never. I was more than that. Had to be.

"You are a whore," the CEO asserted, "and you enjoy it."

I sniffed, determined not to break into tears. I wanted to dress. I didn't want this. I went to a good school. I had been taught that if I worked hard in a respectable job then I would be successful. They recruited me after all! Had I been misled?

"Please don't make me a whore," I whimpered.

"Listen, Stuart," he said gently. "It's not what you think. What is a whore? I'll tell you: A whore is a poor slut, standing out in the cold on a street corner in her thigh-high boots, begging for a cheap fuck in order to pay her pimp to beat her up and give her the next hit. That's what a whore is. There are no whores here, only performers, entertainers, fantasy girls, dream girls, Goddesses..."

I shivered, shook, trembled.

“But, they are not girls at all. I’ve seen them. All men like me. Is that the plan, to make me like them? Feminize me?” I asked, oblivious of the fact that I was still wearing women’s panties.

"You want to be successful don't you?" he asked.

I nodded feebly.

“There are different paths to success for everyone, and I truly believe that this is the best path for you. The most advantageous. The others have followed their own paths and feel that their lives are fulfilled by serving us at the club. You, on the other hand, are now a Senior PA making much more than you have ever dreamed of. Hasn’t that always been your goal all along?” He asked.

“Of course it is. I have always dreamed of becoming an executive.” I replied.

"Then agree to perform here," he urged. "You will be well paid. You will even enjoy it. You are lucky in that respect. Lucky, I mean, in that you are able to enjoy playing whore."

How did he know that? He couldn't know that, could he? It wasn't even true, was it? Why didn't I deny it? Why didn't I tell him he was mistaken, that he must have me confused with someone else?

Oh God. Why was this happening? I was just an ordinary guy. I didn't want this.

Not me. Why me?

"Money buys freedom in this world, Stuart," he said darkly. "Without money you are nothing more than a slave. You know what a slave is, Stuart? A slave is forced to work against their will. A slave starts with nothing, is put to work, and then ends up with nothing. How is that different from what most people do, day in, day out? They work all day for their masters, and then they go to the bars, and the clubs, and the supermarkets, and the high-fashion stores, and they give their money straight back to their masters. They pay their rent to their masters. They make their mortgage repayments to their masters. All so they can enjoy the luxury of turning up at work the next day to start slaving all over again."

He spoke with such conviction. It sounded grotesque. Grotesquely real. Was it real? Were we all slaves?

"Slavery was never abolished, Stuart. It was just cleverly disguised."

I didn't want to be a slave.

But, I didn't want to be a whore.

How tragic, that I would end up both.

They watched me silently. They were waiting for a decision. They were waiting for me to tell them I wanted to be their whore.

"Why don't you dance for us right now, and show us how much you would like to accept Mr. Genovese's offer." The CEO said, presenting me the floor with a gesture of his wrist.

I looked down at my heels.

Oh God.

I was going to be their whore, wasn't I?

"I'll do it..." I squealed.

"I know," the CEO said. "Now dance."

I started to sway my hips for them.

Why?

I wiggled my butt, turned, showed them my 'Property #95' pen-marking.

Why did I do that?

How I wish now that I hadn't. How I regret that I did.

But, as I lowered my hands from where they had shielded my crotch, and as I wiggled around and displayed them my bottom, I could only feel exhilarated, intoxicated, breathless. I was going to be rich. I would be given a maid. My own driver. Whores would worship my feet and sink their lips into my...

I rubbed my tiny nipples and wiggled my hips like a girl. I was used to dancing for the CEO by now. He was my employer. In a way he was now my pimp. He had found his whore a good client, a good playground. She should be grateful, shouldn't she?

"Good girl." He said, hypnotized by my dance. "Panties down."

I obeyed, actually quite glad to be rid of the confining whore-panties. They had made me look cheap. They had advertised my wares, drawn attention to my sex.

Oh God. What kind of whore would I become?

I slid the panties down to my ankles and stepped out of them. I heard the manager whistle air through his lips. I had almost forgotten him. I was dancing for him too, wasn't I? He would be my manager here, wouldn't he?

I turned and wiggled appreciatively for him, showing him my exposed dick, delighting him with it, displaying him his new sissy whore-girl.

"Can you register her right away?" The CEO asked.

They were going to register me? I hadn't realized it would be as organized as that. Would I have to sign another contract?

"Um, yes, shouldn't be a problem." The manager answered, unable to take his eyes off me.

"Good!" The CEO said, his face beaming with pride again as I turned back to wiggle for him. "Let's take her downstairs."

I stumbled behind them, naked but for my heels, along the seemingly endless corridors, down the innumerable flights of stairs. The artificial lighting was scant at best for the most part, and there was no natural illumination. We must have been well below ground level. How much more was there to the place? It was immense! A bewildering complex of apparently abandoned corridors and passages.

Eventually we arrived at what could only be described as some kind of underground studio workshop. Spotlights hung from the ceiling. They were directed at, and illuminating, a large wooden work-bench in the center of the room. Circling the workbench, meticulously arranged, an array of what looked like camera-recorders were set up on tripods. Miscellaneous tools, tool-boxes, crates, and shelving lined the sides of the room. Was this where I would register?

A middle-aged man wearing a heavily soiled white laboratory coat had been adjusting one of the cameras when we arrived.

"You're earlier than I expected." He said, his accent strong. Irish, perhaps.

"She's an intelligent girl." The CEO replied, somewhat cryptically.

I’m a man. I thought, still in denial.

I felt his hand on my shoulder suddenly, causing my whole body to shudder.

"Stuart," he said gently, "we are going to register you now. It's a simple procedure, but there are one or two formalities to be taken care of."

I looked at him blankly. What kind of procedure?

"The good doctor here..." he said, indicating the man wearing the stained laboratory coat "...will conduct a routine medical examination. We also need to take a few photographs."

That man was a doctor? He didn't look like a doctor. He looked more like a mechanic. And they wanted to take photographs?

"We need to document your physical condition at the time of enrollment." The CEO explained. "It also gives us legal protection against, well, shall we say, 'issues' that have come up once or twice in the past. The photographs conveniently serve as evidence of your consent to register with us. Necessary red-tape, I'm afraid."

That sounded reasonable enough, didn't it?

Did I really want to go through with this? Did I really want to be their whore?

Was the extra money worth it? Was it too late to change my mind?

"So, Stuart," the CEO said, "get up on the bench, and we'll get started."

The manager had picked up a handheld camera and seemed to be checking its operation.

I scanned the work-bench nervously. Get up on it? Why?

"Come on whore, get up on the bench." The manager complained. "We don't have all day!"

Who was he to get impatient with me? He was just the manager! A nobody really.

He couldn't get a real job, so he had ended up running a club full of whores.

Oh God: He would be my fuck-master soon.

I pulled myself up onto the bench so that I was perched on the edge of it, my heels still able to reach the floor. I blinked in the full glare of the spotlights.

"No, not like that Stuart." The CEO said. "We're not taking snaps for the family album. Get right up on the bench and get on all fours."

On all fours? Why?

"It's just a routine examination." The CEO smiled.

"Come on whore, get on with it." The manager growled.

Part of my mind screamed with resentment at being called a 'whore' like that. But I would have to get used to it, wouldn't I? It came with the territory. It was just a word. Nothing to get upset about. Think of the money.

I pulled my legs up under my bottom, twisted round, levered myself onto my knees, and there I was: Up on their work-bench, in the spotlight, on all fours. Ready to be examined.

Were the cameras running? Were they filming me?

CLICK went the manager's camera. CLICK CLICK.

I felt like a porn-model.

"Head down a bit, and hold your bottom up nicely for us Stuart." The CEO

instructed.

I complied and immediately heard the camera again:

CLICK. CLICK.

God. What was I doing?

"Open your legs a bit wider." The CEO instructed. "We need clear shots of your asshole."

I obeyed. The camera clicked.

"Hold your bottom open for us." The CEO commanded.

I hesitated. Was this how they documented consent? They would have me display myself to them of my own volition?

I reached my hands behind my legs and spread my cheeks for them with my fingers. I was showing them my pink wrinkled anus, offering them my sex. How shameful.

CLICK CLICK. CLICK.

"These are going to look great in the catalog!" The manager chattered excitedly.

Catalog? What catalog?

The man wearing the lab-coat shuffled busily around me. He checked my teeth. He squeezed my balls. He prodded my ribs. He stroked my legs. He patted my bottom. His fingers ran down the crack of my ass. He circled my sex. Suddenly he had one of his fingers planted in my ass.

Instinctively I cringed, released my cheeks, and drew my legs together defensively.

"Come on Stuart, behave yourself." The CEO said firmly. "It's just a routine examination. Trust the good doctor."

Behave myself? Did he mean that I should allow this so-called doctor to touch my ass with his dirty fingers? Was that it?

"Bottoms up sissy boy." The manager insisted. "Spread your legs, and hold that asshole open nice and wide for us."

I didn't want to be that kind of whore! I didn't want to be examined. I didn't want them to take pictures of me.

But hesitantly, quivering wretchedly, I resumed the required pose.

I stuck my bottom out high, sunk my head low.

Oh God. Why?

CLICK.

The doctor, if indeed that was what he was, inserted his finger into my ass once again. It hurt like hell. I wasn’t used to having things shoved up my ass without preparation.

CLICK CLICK.

I felt his finger probing me. I held myself open for him. He rubbed my prostate. I let a small moan escape. Oh God. That felt good. No! It felt awful, degrading.

CLICK.

He withdrew his finger and I wanted it back the instant it was gone. No I didn't. I didn't want it back. Never. Disgusting, dirty finger. Who did he think he was, toying with my ass like that?

SPIT.

Something warm and wet landed on my asshole. Had he just spat on my ass?

Bastard.

SPIT.

"Keep that ass held open, Stuart." The CEO instructed.

SPIT.

CLICK.

The doctor's fingers pressed at the nub of my asshole again, rubbing in his spit, moistening me. He rubbed it into my anus. I wanted to resist. Should I have resisted?

CLICK CLICK.

He inserted a finger into my ass; it slipped in shamefully easily this time. He was surprisingly gentle. Smooth. I think I wanted it in there. No. No. It couldn't have been like that.

"Wiggle that butt a bit, Stuart." The CEO called out. "Head down. Keep your bottom up."

I obeyed. I wiggled my asshole on the doctor's finger. He wasn't a doctor, was he? Couldn't have been.

CLICK.

How many photos were they planning on taking? Should I still be holding my ass open? Or could I let go?

The doctor withdrew his finger from my ass. Had I passed the examination? Could I register now?

He shuffled around me. With my chin almost right down on the surface of the bench I was staring straight into his groin. He reached out his hand and offered me his fingers, waving them under my nose. I could smell myself on them.

I knew what I was supposed to do. The CEO had taught me. I had seen the other whores do it. I was a whore now.

I took his fingers into my mouth and sucked obediently. I wrapped my tongue around them and tasted myself on them.

CLICK.

I slurped at his fingers.

CLICK CLICK.

I drooled over them.

CLICK.

I held my ass wide open throughout.

CLICK. Shuffling footsteps. CLICK. CLICK.

"She's ready!" The doctor announced finally.

Ready? Ready for what?

He withdrew his fingers from my mouth and dragged them roughly across my face.

"We will now complete the registration process, Stuart." The CEO said. "Are you ready to wear your number?"

Wear my number? What number? He must mean...

No, not that. Surely not that.

No, he couldn't mean that. They couldn't expect me to go through that, could they? I was only going to perform a few times a week, wasn't I? Surely it wouldn't be necessary to do that.

Oh God. That was why I was here, wasn't it? To get my tattoo. They were going to tattoo my registration number on my bottom! They were going to inscribe #95 on my ass. Of course they were. I should have guessed, shouldn't I? Why hadn't I realized? Was I stupid? I deserved it, didn't I? If I was that stupid, I deserved to be numbered like a whore.

No. Surely not. I wouldn't let them. No way. No way.

"Well, Stuart?" He asked again. "Are you ready?"

"You mean..." I whimpered.

"Yes Stuart." He said. "You aren't fully registered until you're wearing your number."

I swallowed.

"And you can't perform here until you are fully registered.” He added.

Why was I up on the work bench? Why was I on all fours, sticking my bottom up obediently? And why was I still holding my ass open for them? What kind of whore was I?

Hesitantly, uncertainly, I released my ass-cheeks and pulled my hand back between my legs. They didn't complain. Good. That was something at least. But for how long had I been holding myself open needlessly for them then? Why hadn't they told me I could let go?

"I... I don't want to be tattooed." I protested feebly.

"Yes you do Stuart." The CEO said, sounding unnervingly sure of himself.

What!? Who did he think he was?

"Don't attach too much importance to it." He said dismissively. "It's just a tattoo. Practically everyone has one these days."

Maybe they do, I thought. But not like that. Not spelling out your personal sissy whore-number.

"It's just a bit of fun." He said. "A harmless tattoo."

Maybe it was  just a harmless tattoo to him, but he wouldn't be the one wearing it, would he?

"No-one outside 'Club Libertine' need ever know about it." He went on. "It will be your little secret. Doesn't that excite you, Stuart? Isn't that erotic? Sexy? Naughty? Like girls going out not wearing panties under their skirt. And just imagine your maid on her knees lapping at it with her whore-tongue! Imagine her worshipping it, begging to kiss it, wanting nothing more in this world than to kiss your bottom and run her tongue over your number..."

Mmm... I couldn't help picturing my new whore-maid on her knees doing exactly that....

...Mmmmm...Yes. I could imagine that. Oh yes.

Was he right? Was it just a harmless tattoo? A bit of fun? A sexy secret?

"Only the most gorgeous, most privileged, most beautiful, sexy, wonderful girls are invited to register here, Stuart. Think of it as an acknowledgment of how special you are. Your reward, if you like, for being so incredibly desirable..."

Why not? Why not accept the tattoo? What harm could it do?

"Keep that bottom up, sissy boy." The manager demanded.

"Sorry sir." I squealed.

Why was I apologizing? Why did I call him 'Sir'?

CLICK.

Could I wear their tattoo? I could get rid of it when I stopped being a whore, couldn't I? I would stop being a whore one day, wouldn't I?

I felt the doctor's needle scrape into my left buttock.

...don't do it...

He was carving my number into me.

...stop him... don't let him...

I was being numbered. Ninety-five. Sissy whore number ninety-five.

...stop him...

CLICK, CLICK.

...don't let him do it...

CLICK.

Welcome to my new life.

CLICK.

The life of a whore.

CLICK, CLICK.

Approved. Numbered. Registered. Cataloged. Owned.

CLICK.

"It's done." The doctor announced at last.

Over so soon. He had worked quickly. Experienced. An experienced registrar of whores.

"Hold open that ass one more time, sissy boy." The manager commanded.

I obeyed. I pried open my man-pussy with my fingertips and displayed it to them again.

CLICK. CLICK.

Photos of a newly registered whore. For the catalog. For the catalog?

CLICK.

"Thank you for co-operating, Stuart." The CEO said. "A pity I didn't need this."

I felt something cold and firm brush across my buttocks. Then I felt whatever it was come to rest upon my whore-number.

It was a cane. He was stroking my buttocks with a cane.

What did he mean it was a pity he hadn't needed it?

He ran the tip of the cane across my gaping ass crack while I held myself open for him.

God. What a slut I was. What a filthy slut.

I hated myself. I loathed myself. I was doing this for money. How cheap.

Maybe I deserved to feel his cane?

"You are now Property #95." He said.

Yes. He was right. I was.

Oh God. What had I done?

"WRX Property 95." He repeated, enjoying the sound of it on his lips.

WHOOOOSH. SMACK.

What!? No. No. This couldn't be happening. Not to me. No. Oh God.

He had just cane-spanked my bare ass!

"Bottoms up!" He commanded, as I shrank away from him, "I haven't finished yet."

I didn't want to. I didn't want to raise my bottom up, so he could spank me.

"I am paying you to be my whore." He said." I wish to spank my whore. Is my whore going to let me spank her or not?"

No, she wasn't going to let him. No way.

WHOOOOSH. SPANK.

I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came out.

"Bottoms up Stuart!" He insisted. "Stick that bottom up and out."

WHOOOOSH. SPANK.

Shit. Oh shit. Please no. No. Please.

He wasn't allowed to spank me, was he?

CLICK.

Why didn't I move?

WHOOSH. SPANK.

Why didn't I get off that work-bench?

CLICK.

I was holding my ass open for them, wasn't I? Why was he spanking me!

WHOOOOOOOOOOOSH. SPANK.

Ow. Ow. That stung. That seriously hurt. I cried out. I know I cried out.

"I want that bottom UP!" He demanded.

"And keep that ass open, sissy whore!" The manager ordered.

I had been well-behaved, hadn't I? Why were they doing this to me?

WHOOSH. SPANK.

No! Stop! I didn't want to be spanked. I didn't want to be a whore anymore! It had all been a mistake. Please stop.

CLICK. CLICK.

"Good girl!" The CEO congratulated me. "You're one of the best we've had. Keep that bottom up."

WHOOOOSH SPANK.

WHOOOOSH SPANK.

Ow. Please Stop. Please stop spanking me.

CLICK.

CLICK, CLICK.

He tapped my butt cheeks with the end of the cane. They felt raw. My rape-master was beating me. I was his piece of shit whore, and he was beating me like a dog.

Oh God. This couldn't be happening, could it?

WHOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOSH SPANK.

I yelped in agony as the blow bit viciously close to my puckered asshole.

"I think that's enough." He announced, testing my butt-flesh with prods from the end of his cane. "Next time Stuart, if you want to be spanked, just ask."

What!? What was that supposed to mean? I hadn't wanted to be spanked, had I?

“Oh yes.” He said. “You need to begin your supplements.”

Supplements? What kind of supplements? I turned to find the doctor standing over me wearing latex gloves. Bleeding the air from a full syringe.

“What is that for?” I asked, still feeling the sting of the cane on my bottom.

“It is an estrogen and vitamin supplement to keep you healthy, give you that body that all girls truly want. It is a requirement for working here that you agreed to when you signed the contract.” The CEO replied, as the doctor swabbed alcohol on my sore ass.

Agreed to what? A girls body? He was talking about hormones. No way that I was going to let that happen. No way that they were changing me into a girl.

The doctor stuck the needle into my already sore buttocks. I winced in pain.

He prodded me off the work-bench and I fell into a quivering heap on the cold hard floor.

"Crawl over to the kind doctor and thank him for numbering you." The CEO commanded.

Oh God. I knew what that meant. I knew, but there was nothing I could do to stop it now.

My newly registered bottom wiggled shamelessly as I crawled over to the doctor's feet. There, as I tilted back my chin to look up at him and express my gratitude, I took his cock straight into my face. One naked sissy slut on her knees thanking her tattoo-master for registering her.

I panted on the end of his penis and flicked my tongue frantically at his shaft.

Occasionally I dared to look up at him. He was enjoying the new whore.

He grabbed one of my tiny nipples and squeezed it firmly. He tugged at it, turned it expertly in his fingers.

He placed his dripping cock in front of my face and bade me massage it there with my hands. I pressed my palms to the sides and rubbed them obediently into his shaft. The tip of his penis thrust and stabbed me at my throat as he rocked forward and back, fucking himself with my hands. My nipples were extraordinarily hard, hot, swollen like tiny pebbles.

What a disgrace. But it felt so good to hold his throbbing penis between my sissy hands.

No! No. It wasn't like that. Couldn't have been.

CLICK.

And they were documenting it. Taking pictures of their new whore. This was more than consent, wasn't it?

The doctor quickly shot his semen under my chin and spilled it down over my chest. I clenched his penis tightly while he rode his orgasm. His thrusts eased until finally he grunted, satisfied, spent.

I pouted as I massaged his cock between my fingers. And I panted. My dick was on fire. I was a filthy sissy-whore, wasn't I? This was what I had always wanted, wasn't it? To serve cock. To worship it. To have it inside me.

Why had it taken me so long to acknowledge who I truly was?

I released the tattoo-master's cock and let his semen dribble down my chest. I stood and curtsied, sticking out my hairless chest so that he could better admire his orgasm.

CLICK, CLICK.

I turned, wiggled my number 95 for him, faced him again, curtsied again.

Why? Why did I do all that? No-one had forced me to do it. No-one had even asked me.

CLICK.

I must thank the fuck-master. My photographer. My manager.

I crawled to him and sunk my lips into his shoes. I ran my tongue along them. I could see my whore-face in them.

He pulled me up by my hair and dragged me over to the work-bench. He bent me over it and stuck his cock straight up my freshly marked ass from behind.

At last. At last. That was what I wanted. A good fucking. Yes. Fuck me.

"Wiggle on it, bitch!" He demanded. "Fuck yourself on my cock."

I wiggled obediently, while he tugged on my hair, forcing my neck back. I pulled him into me, eased him out, drew him back in again, grinding myself against him. He was so hard, so stiff, so warm. So powerful. My fuck-master.

"Faster," he shouted. "Faster!"

I wiggled more frantically. His cock felt enormous inside my tight hole.

He fucked me hard. He banged me. No more gentle love-making for this sissy whore. I would be banged from now on. Used. Screwed like a bitch. Spanked. Spat on.

Caned.

He thrust in and out and in and out and in and out.

BANG BANG BANG.

He fucked me good. He fucked his new whore properly.

He was my manager. He knew how to manage his whores.

SLAP SLAP

He slapped my ass. He slapped my sore #95. It felt good. It felt awful. It felt wonderful. It felt horrible. I was a sissy ass bitch faggot whore slut meat hole, wasn't I?

"Drink it, bitch!" My fuck-master barked at me, yanking my hair viciously, forcing me to cry out like a little girl.

I turned, fell to my knees, opened my mouth wide for him, stuck my tongue out, wagged it greedily. I waited for him to shoot his jizz down my throat.

When he came, I swallowed. I scooped his sperm from my face and rubbed it into my chest, mixing it with that of the doctor. He held my chin firmly throughout, forcing me to look up at him.

"Good fucking whore you found here." He declared.

The CEO didn't respond.

I pouted up at my fuck-master submissively.

"Thank you sir." I said, as he released my chin.

Then I stood and curtsied. My new fuck-master. My new manager.

God. Why was I behaving so disgracefully? They had forced their whore-tattoo on me, and now I was thanking them for it! It was far worse than the rape, wasn't it? At least the rape would go away. The tattoo would never go away. It would be like wearing a license to be raped. Forever.

My flat chest were covered in semen. I was a cum-wench. A jizz receptacle.

Now the CEO would fuck me, wouldn't he? I crawled over to him and knelt before him. I looked up at him. My rape-master.

Why had I let him beat me?

I stared at his shoes. He owned me now, didn't he?

"Kiss the cane, Stuart." He said.

I kissed it. He had raped me and I had thanked him for it. Now he had beaten me and I was thanking him for that, as well.

"You're dirty." He said. "I'm not going to fuck a dirty whore."

Why not? Why wouldn't he fuck me?

I was on fire. I wanted him inside me. Like last time.

"Get up!" He ordered. "It's time to go."

I stood and curtsied politely.

"Thank you sir." I uttered feebly, and curtsied again.

As I trotted obediently behind them back along the maze of corridors that made up the underbelly of 'Club Libertine' I dripped with their semen and my buttocks raged from the caning.

I was numbered now.

What a disgrace.

And it was only just beginning.


Chapter 7: My last chance to get out!

There it was like a badge of honor: Property of WRX #95.

It hadn't been a dream then. It hadn't even been a nightmare.

Property #95 inscribed on my left buttock. It represented so much for something so small.

It told me I was a sissy whore. It told other people I was a sissy whore.

Had I been forced? Seduced? Manipulated? Or, had I come willingly?

Had I wanted it? Had I always wanted it? Had I always been a sissy? A whore?

I spent a long time staring into my bedroom mirror, wishing myself away. Wishing away the whore blinking back at me from the other side of the glass.

My buttocks were red, raw, swollen.

I shouldn't have let the CEO spank me like that. Why had I let him do that to me? What kind of man was I? What kind of whore?

My mobile phone chirped. I reached for it and saw the word 'Sir' flashing up on the display. It was Mr. Goldberg, the Vice President. My boss. I had entered his name into my address book as 'Sir' as a kind of joke. It had been a joke, hadn't it?

"Good morning Stuart." He chimed brightly when I answered the call. "I've just finished talking to Mr. White. He told me about last night. I wanted to be the first to congratulate you!"

Congratulate me?

"You're a very lucky girl." He said. "It's an outstanding opportunity!"

My mind whirled. They all now identify me as a ‘girl’. I had sucked Mr. Genovese junior's penis. I had swallowed his semen. I had agreed to be his whore! They had tattooed #95 on my ass, taken photographs, cane-spanked me... 

Was that lucky?

"Stuart? Hello? Are you still there Stuart?"

"Yes, sorry..." I managed. "I'm just a bit taken aback by it all..."

"Understandable." He said kindly. "You've made some tough decisions. But you should feel proud of yourself Stuart. And just think of the rewards..."

"The CEO caned me..." I spluttered.

"Yes, I've seen him cane a few girls in his time. Well done Stuart."

"Well done?"

"Yes, well done!" He affirmed. "The CEO is paying you to whore for him, and judging by some of the pictures I'm looking at now, you were a very good whore."

What!? He was looking at the pictures? Oh God.

"You've got the..." I gasped.

"Of course!" He said, voice still bright. "I get all the pictures. I decide which ones we use."

"Use?"

"In the catalog."

What!? No. Surely not. They were going to use the photographs of me holding my ass-cheeks open while having my bottom tattooed and caned... in some kind of catalog!?

"Don't worry Stuart." He tried to reassure me. "Clients won't know it's you, they'll just see a beautiful bottom with '#95' tattooed on it, and that's the number they'll use when they place their order."

"Place their order...?" I couldn't believe what I was hearing.

"Of course," he said. "Clients book their girls in advance. They pick the whores they want, specify what they should be wearing, how they want them to behave, that kind of thing. That way there is no chance of them being disappointed when they turn up at 'Club Libertine'. How else do you think we always managed to arrange #80 for you?"

They had booked #80 for me? They had booked her to be my table-whore? To worship my feet and lap at my crotch?

"I just kind of assumed she was, well, always there..." I said feebly.

"Well actually, she is always there." He responded. "She lives there, if that's what you mean, but she still has to be booked so she can be prepared, her make-up fixed, body hair removed, butt waxed, so she can be dressed as required."

Property #80 lived there? At 'Club Libertine'? People could live at that place?

"An advantage of the booking system is that it allows us to monitor demand," my boss went on, "so we know which whores are the most popular, attracting the most prestigious clients, bringing in the most money... you know. The best whores get the best rewards, obviously... Oh! This is a splendid photo, you have a truly delightful butt-hole Stuart..."

I wanted to die. How could he be so callous, so cruel? I imagined him sitting there, receiver tucked under his chin... my pictures scattered across his coffee table as he thumbed through them...

Bastard.

How had it come to this? Images whirled through my mind of rich, privileged people, instructing their servants to place their 'order' for me... pointing to a picture of me bent over displaying my ass, saying: "That one... I want ninety-five, and that one... and that one....."

Shit. Why hadn't I resisted? Why was I a whore?

"I'm not sure I want to do this anymore...." I stammered.

"Don't be silly Stuart." He said smoothly. "It will be just fine. Ah... this is a good one too..."

Shit. How the photographs must have made me look so consenting, willing, keen even. I hadn't resisted, had I? Why not? Why hadn't I put up a fight? It would have ruined their pictures, at least.

"If these photos are anything to go by," he said suddenly, "I am going to seriously enjoy fucking you."

Enjoy fucking me? Had he said that? Fuck me? Who said anything about him fucking me? He was my boss, he wouldn't be allowed to fuck me would he?

No. No way.

Were they expecting another Laura? Laura the coffee-girl...office slut. My coffee girl. My slut. They couldn't make me an office-whore could they? Was that part of the deal? They hadn't said that, had they?

Would I be one of their fuck-girls from now on?

No. I was different. Mr. Genovese had picked me out. I was special. They couldn't make me another Laura. I was above that. Better than that. Better than her.

Wasn't I?

How could I turn up for work every day knowing that anyone might fuck me at any time? I had agreed to perform for Mr. Genovese, that was all. Just because I was a whore, that didn't mean I had to fuck everyone, did it? Could I refuse a fuck?

Or, did I have to fuck anyone at anytime from now on?

What was I thinking of!? Of course I could refuse a fuck! I was still a human-being after all, wasn't I? Not just a piece of fuck-meat. Of course I could refuse. I would refuse. I would definitely refuse.

"You still there Stuart? You keep going quiet on me."

"Yes I uh..." I answered weakly, not able to articulate the words I didn't want to hear myself say. "Will you... I mean... will you....you know..."

"Will I fuck you?" He guessed. "Is that what you are trying to say?"

"Yes," I sobbed.

"Yes, I will fuck you, Stuart." He said. "In fact, I have wanted to fuck you ever since we discovered you back before your days in college. You fit the mold of our company to a ‘T’. I quite enjoyed watching you dancing for your roommate, Doug. So, again, I will be looking forward to fucking you. When you arrive on Monday morning, come straight up to my office."

I broke into tears. He was my boss! I had worked for him for all this time and he had never laid a finger on me. In fact, he had acted so gentlemanly, so kindly. Hadn't he been supportive and caring that day the CEO had raped me in the elevator? Was it just jealousy? And what was this about them watching me, wanting to recruit me before I even made it to college?

"But you're my boss..." I said.

"Yes," he agreed, "which is precisely why I will be fucking you from now on."

I couldn't believe it. That was illegal, surely? Even if it weren't, I didn't have to put up with it. I just wouldn't go back to the office. Ever.

"You can't force me!" I bleated, without thinking.

"Well, actually I can." He snorted. "But I won't have to. Your chauffeur will pick you up first thing on Monday morning and bring you straight to the office."

My chauffeur? Ah yes. My chauffeur. That was one of the 'benefits' wasn't it?

What about the maid? They had mentioned a maid too. When would the maid arrive?

"All senior staff will be informed of your new role." He said ominously.

"I'm not going to do it!" I retorted.

"Oh you will." He said airily. "Because that is what we are paying you to do."

"Then I quit!" I said.

"No, you don't." He laughed. "Enjoy the rest of the weekend, Stuart, and I’ll see you on Monday. Oh yes, almost forgot, you will wear panties from now on as part of your dress code, so choose wisely. You won’t want to cover your special number! There will be more changes coming very soon."

With that, he hung up.

Fat bastard. How dare he talk to me like that? Bastard.

I wouldn't do it. I would quit. I would get another job. Even if it didn't pay very well. Anything would be better than the prospect of being treated like an office slut-whore.

I would tell the police. This was illegal, wasn't it? Or was it? They had documented my consent... the evidence was on my left-buttock... and in those photographs...

God.

What would the law make of all that? I would be laughed out of court.

Should I tell my foster parents?

"Daddy, look what they did to me..."

No.

I couldn't do that. We haven't spoken in quite some time.

My friends? Could I tell my friends? What friends? All they ever talked about was what was happening in the latest TV drama. I couldn't tell them about this, could I? How I have always dreamed about getting fucked in the ass. They all thought I was doing well in my job, that I was successful, not some panty wearing sissy twink, holding his ass open for other men to use.

That's what I wanted them to think, wasn't it? That I was successful?

No. I had to deal with this alone.

I couldn't quit, could I? I had been doing so well in the job... one promotion after another... not to mention the pay-raises... and the other perks... those whores down on their knees lapping at my feet, worshipping me, making me feel like a God... I couldn't give all that up, could I?

Wouldn't it be me down on my knees soon though? Wouldn't it be me doing the worshipping?

So stop then. Stop NOW.

Why didn't I stop?

I wish I knew the answer to that.

But on Monday morning, when a gleaming black Rolls-Royce eased to a halt in the street outside my home, I was ready. Just hope the neighbors saw.

Ready? Ready for whatever would come at me; ready to be their fuck-girl, if that was what they wanted.

Why not? Why the fuck not? Just do it. Let them use you. Use them in return.

Take their money. Take their chauffeur and their maid. In the end, I win. Don't I? It wouldn't be forever, would it? Just until I have enough saved up never to have to work again...

Then I would show them. All of them. I would be free. Not a wage-slave. Not a whore. Not a piece of meat. No more dictations, phone-calls, polite laughter...

The driver, my driver, my chauffeur, held the passenger door open politely for me...

I would play the game. This game. Their game.

...My spandex pants permitted the cold of the leather seat interior through...

Yes. I would play, and I would win.

...We purred... glided... floated... through the streets of the city...

Fuck them all. Life was too short to be a good little office girl, earning jack-shit money. Do that and then die of old-age. No thanks. Not me. Not this whore.

...the silent movie projection of the city winked at me through the one-way glass...

Downtown looked so vivid, enticing, alive that morning. It had never looked that way before. Was I alive now? Was that it?

...and suddenly I was in the office...

Were they staring at me as I walked by?

No. Just paranoia.

They didn't know, couldn't know, could they? How could they possibly know? They were wage-whores. Whores and slaves. All of them. Sold out. I was going places.

Let them stare. Fuck them. Fuck them all. What did they know?

I knew before I stepped into the Vice President's office that simply being there was by itself an act of submission. He had told me what to expect. He was going to fuck me. That's what he had said. He was going to fuck his new whore. And his new whore had arrived. On time. Ready.

But he wasn't there.

I looked around the vacant office, half-expecting him to appear suddenly from behind a filing cabinet.

Had he changed his mind? Had he been joking?

Was I too early? Too keen?

"Stuart!" A female voice called out with considerable urgency, from the office doorway.

It was Laura. My coffee girl. My slut. She was out of breath, her cheeks flushed.

"He told me to tell you to get ready." She panted. "That he'd be along soon."

Get ready? What did 'get ready' mean exactly?

Laura turned her head suddenly, nervously, as if making sure no-one were watching us.

"I heard," she whispered tensely. "I'm sorry."

"What did you hear?" I snapped.

"Ssshhh," she urged, looking around nervously again. "I should have warned you, but I was too scared."

Too scared? What was she talking about?

"Always do what they want." She said quickly. "Always. Otherwise they'll..."

Otherwise what? What was she saying?

"We can't talk here." She said, her eyes darting left and right. "They can listen."

She backed off a few steps.

"Get ready for him." She insisted, speaking more audibly. "We can talk later."

Why was she acting so strangely? There was nothing to be scared about was there?

"What does 'get ready' mean exactly?" I wondered aloud.

"Didn't he tell you?"

I shook my head.

"He wants you to strip, turn and face the wall, bend over, hold your... you know...hold it open for him." She said. "And be quick, he'll be here anytime now."

She turned and sped away, looking around herself anxiously.

God. He wanted me to present myself to him like that? It wasn't enough that I had come willingly to have him fuck me. He wanted me to offer myself to him, give myself to him.

Bastard.

How had Laura heard about me? And what had she heard exactly?

Why was she so scared?

And why hadn't she curtsied for me? She was my coffee-slut wasn't she? Had she forgotten herself? Had she forgotten who I was?

He wanted me to undress... and face the wall? And bend over... and wait for him... No. Please no. This is an office for fuck's sake! How could I do that?

I closed the office door. If I were going through with this, I would at least do it with a modicum of privacy, of modesty.

God. Should I just go home? Never come back?

I peeled off my jacket. Just do it. They were going to pay me, weren't they?

I unbuttoned my shirt and draped it over the back of a chair. Topless in my boss' office... Well... I had danced for the CEO wearing less. Not a big deal. I was still a man. Just flesh. Reveal it. Expose it. You're used to it now.

I unzipped my pants, pulled them down to my ankles and kicked it aside. My bottom tingled, still sore from the caning, the tattoo.

How I had whored for them. I was a whore, wasn't I? Get those new panties down, whore, I told myself. Why did I pick out such sexy panties for my boss?

I was naked.

Was I ready?

No.

Turn and face the wall. That was what she had said he wanted.

Shit. What a slut I was.

Naked. Facing the wall. Trembling.

Should I bend over now? Or wait for him to arrive? Was he watching me? A camera, or a peephole, or something?

I had better bend over. Just in case.

He wanted me ready, didn't he?

Better be ready then.

I bent over, keeping my legs straight, and stuck out my bottom. Property #95. Ready now. Ready to be used.

Where was he? How long would I have to wait?

How many more times would I stick out my ass and wait to be fucked? No-one was forcing me to do this, were they? So, why did I do it? Why?

The office door rattled open. Oh God. This was it. Time to be fucked.

Suddenly I remembered that I was supposed to hold myself open for him. I reached my hands hurriedly behind my legs and felt my soft ass cheeks. Oh God.

I was aroused. How was that possible? This wasn't arousing, was it? This was...embarrassing... humiliating... No. Please no. Please don't be such a slut...

I parted my cheeks and listened to the footsteps cross the room behind me. I didn't dare turn to look at him. Instead, I clenched my eyes shut and tried not to think. Some papers rustled. Then the footsteps made their way back over to the door. There they seemed to hesitate. Was he watching me?

A little cough, then the door clicked shut.

Oh God. It hadn't been him, had it?

It had been someone else. Someone else had just seen Property 95 bent over facing the wall waiting to be fucked. How shameful.

When would my boss come and fuck me? He had said he would fuck me, hadn't he? So where was he?

The door rattled open again. I quickly parted my ass cheeks a little wider and held them open.

It must be him this time, surely?

No.

High-heels.

Clip-clop. Clip-clop.

Getting nearer.

That perfume... reminded me of... Laura.

What did she want this time?

I twisted my neck round and looked at her quizzically, wondering why she was undressing.

"He wants me too." She sighed.

In hardly any time at all she drew alongside me, facing the same wall. She wasn’t built like me at all. Her tits were pointed and firm. Her body was supple and curved like a real woman. But, she wasn’t a real woman at all. The fact is, that she had a cock the size that most men would die to have, between their legs. Like me, she bent over and parted her cheeks, offering it to the room behind us. I imagined our whore-asses lined up like that. Property 67 and 95. In that order. Both our asses owned.

I stared at the wall and tried not to think.

I was one of them now. One of the whores. I was another Laura. Another slut. God. I had spat in her face. Why had I done that? No-one deserves to be treated like that do they?

"Laura?" I stammered. "Why are you here?

"Because he just told me to." She said quietly.

"No. I mean, why are you here at all? Did Mr. Genovese choose you? Are you paid well?"

Did I hear her sniff? Sob?

"I can't talk about it." She said.

"What do you mean you can't talk about it?"

"I can't. I just can't." She whimpered. "Please, you'll get us in trouble."

Trouble? What kind of trouble? Why was she so reluctant to talk? Was she embarrassed? Ashamed?

The office door swung open noisily. I parted my ass cheeks almost instinctively and I imagine Laura did the same.

"Ah, good girls!" The Vice President's voice rang out proudly.

He was here. Finally.

Shit.

He strode across the room towards his desk.

We continued to hold ourselves open for him.

He started whistling nonchalantly, tunelessly.

Was he provoking us? Showing us his power?

"Why don't you warm each other up?" He said finally.

Before I could work out what he meant, I felt Laura's palm on my bottom. The tips of her finger-nails probed towards my hole, and when they found it, started to circle my asshole delicately... God! She was teasing me... and it felt... good... No... awful... Not here... She was a coffee-girl slut! How could I let her manipulate my sex like that in front of my boss?

I reached my fingers for Laura's ass and mimicked her caresses. She wasn't aroused like I was. I played with her teasingly, determined to make her moan with pleasure.

"I'm glad you decided to stay with us, Stuart." He said, as Laura found my prostate and massaged it with her fingers. "You're going to make a wonderful whore ninety-five, I'm sure of that."

I panted as Laura found my spot. Mmmm. God. How shameful.

"That's enough girls." He said, his voice approaching. "Spread nice and wide for me now."

I shifted my feet apart, my left ankle pressed up against Laura's right. A couple of sissy fuck-girls. Lined up.

When Laura gasped suddenly, I knew the Vice President had penetrated her. When she half-screamed I knew he was pushing himself into her roughly.

"When I say I want you ready, that means I want you READY!" He barked. "Next time make sure you are READY!"

She whimpered and cried out as he forced himself into her again.

After a few more thrusts, it was my turn. His strong hands gripped my hips. I felt his penis pushing up against my sphincter. This was it. He was going to screw his senior PA. His new whore.

He was inside me, and I was panting and squealing like the slut I was fast becoming. He withdrew almost the full length of his cock, and then BANG, he was back inside me.

So, this was what it felt like to be an office-slut.

"Good girl!" He said. "Glad someone round here knows what 'ready' means."

His thrusts were long and smooth. My body shook to and fro as he pumped me. I was his fuck-girl now, wasn't I?

He withdrew and started banging Laura again.

I wanted him back inside me. No I didn't. How could I? He was my boss! I had never wanted him to fuck me before, had I? Or had I?

He was inside me again. I gripped the wall with my fingers as he thrust up into me vigorously.

"Good little sluts." He breathed.

SLAP SLAP.

He was slapping Laura's bottom and fucking her hard. She bleated and moaned.

SLAP SLAP SLAP.

It was my turn. His slaps fell on my sore, caned buttocks. His cock felt like it was burning a hole in the base of my rectum.

Did I imagine it or did he spend more time with me before swapping back to Laura? He was enjoying me more than her, wasn't he? He would remember this whore. He would remember the first time he fucked Property #95.

The next time his cock came back I tightened myself around it and wiggled on it. When he slapped my bottom I wiggled it even more. I hoped he would notice.

"Good girl!" He praised. "Some of the other whores could learn a thing or two from you."

I felt I could cum with his cock in me like that. Amazing. I had never come in that way before.

I felt his heavy balls slapping against my own as he rammed in deeply. I quivered and moaned and squealed. He was staying with me. He wanted my boy pussy, not Laura's.

Good.

He banged me and banged me and banged me.

"On your knees girls." The Vice President ordered suddenly.

We turned and knelt at his feet. The end of his penis dripped with our ass juice.

I took it into my mouth and slurped over its length as he thrust it down my throat. God! I was deep-throating my boss! And enjoying it... No, hating it…loathing him, loathing myself.

"Don't swallow." He instructed, between labored breaths. "Take my come in your mouths and keep it there. I want you to taste me."

He ejaculated over our whore-faces. I stuck out my tongue and received his semen appreciatively upon it. I pouted and smiled up at him. Laura's tongue twisted into mine and we swapped his come backwards and forwards, tasting him, as he had ordered.

He shook himself over us. I petted the tip of his penis with my tongue, taking off the last drops of his semen.

He beamed down at our come-drenched faces. I held my mouth open so he could see his semen and know that I had obeyed him and not swallowed.

"I want to see you tongue-fucking each other." He said. "Fuck my cum into each other with your tongues."

I gave Laura a nervous sideways glance.

He wanted me to stick my tongue in her ass? Fuck her with my tongue? Force fuck his semen into her? But she was my coffee-girl, wasn't she? I couldn't do that.

Laura reclined back on the floor at his feet, raised her knees, and spread her legs.

"Get on her, Stuart." The Vice President ordered. "Sit on her face."

I nodded submissively.

I maneuvered onto all fours so that my rear hovered over Laura's nose, and lowered my ass towards her exposed face.

God. Was I going to do this?

I felt her tongue reaching up for my sex, the tip of it flicking at me frenetically.

As I drew my face down closer to her ass, I let a dribble of the Vice President's semen drop from my lips onto her flaccid cock. Licking off quickly before my boss could see it.

"Begin." The Vice President commanded.

I arched my back to sit my ass down into Laura's face and simultaneously pushed my face into hers. I felt her tongue thrusting into me, and I did the same to her. I scooped the Vice President's semen out of my cheeks with my tongue and pushed it into her.

The Vice President stood over us and enjoyed the sight of his whores performing in a 69 position for him. We were so lucky to have this chance to share his semen, weren't we? That's what I tried to tell myself as I pumped my tongue in and out of Laura's asshole. I was a whore-slut, I had taken my boss' cum in my face and now I was sharing it with his other slut. We had to perform for him, show him how important his semen was to us.

I panted frantically as Laura pleasured me, circled her tongue around the edge of my wrinkled hole... pushed it in again... lapped at my crack... sucked on me...

...and suddenly I was a quivering slut held in the grip of an incredible orgasm... twitching and moaning... screaming silently...shooting my load onto Laura’s upturned face.

"Good girl!" My boss said. "You make a great whore, Stuart. The CEO was right about you all along."

I hardly heard him. I was still riding... and Laura was still lapping at me… sucking the remnants from my wilting dick... 

"Stop!" He commanded suddenly. "Stuart, kneel. Laura, fetch me both your panties."

I knelt and looked directly at his shoes. My boss' shoes. He would have me kissing them soon. How shameful.

Laura trotted back over and handed him our undies. Could I go now? Had he finished with us?

"Stick your tongues out." He ordered.

He pushed Laura's panties into my face and mopped up his semen and her juices with them. He stuffed them in my mouth and rubbed them into the inside of my cheeks. Then he flicked them dispassionately into my chest.

"Put them on." He said.

He clicked his fingers, as if to say: "And hurry up."

I scooped them up and felt their wetness.

I looked over at Laura having her face wiped by mine.

He wanted me to wear Laura's panties?

I stood as I stepped into the panties and pulled them up around my sex. I wore her damp, sperm-soiled thong. By the time I had finished adjusting the straps on my hips, I saw that she similarly wore mine.

"Turn around," he ordered.

We turned. He stroked my Property #95 tattoo. My buttocks tingled.

"Wear my semen with pride." He said, patting my bottom.

"Dance for me while I read the paper." He instructed, prodding our behinds gently.

He sat at his desk and turned his attention to a copy of the 'Wall Street Journal'.

We danced. We writhed and wiggled and swayed for him, in our soiled panties. We were a couple of numbered whores dancing for their boss. Wearing his semen.

So this was what being an office slut-whore was all about then.

But, this was nothing. Nothing compared to what would come. Nothing.

The office telephone rang.

"Laura, get that." He said.

She curtsied and thanked him.

"Stuart," he said firmly. "You can stop now."

Following Laura's lead, I curtsied and mumbled a small "Thank you sir".

"Bring me a coffee." He said quietly, not bothering to look up from his newspaper.


Chapter 8: Training

The woman who met me in the parking garage beneath ‘Club Libertine’ was tall and black. Brazilian, my boss had said.

She was absolutely stunning.

She wore a full-length crimson-red velvet coat which stretched all the way down to her ankles. High, black, spiked boot heels peeped out underneath. Her hair was clipped up elegantly on top of her head, save for a few loose strands which snaked teasingly down her cheeks.

“You must be Stuart.” She said, her voice terse, formidable.

I nodded and smiled nervously.

Wow. Look at those eyes. How could anyone have eyes like that? Bright emerald-green hypnotic jewels. Enchanting, Bewitching. Frightening.

She scanned me, sized me up, read me. Unable to match her gaze, I pretended to be distracted by the small thud behind me of my chauffeur pulling the driver-side door closed after him. He had delivered me. To her.

Why did she stare at me like that?

“I will be your instructor,” she said finally.

Yes. The CEO had told me I was to attend an ‘induction and training’ day. Mr. Genovese had booked me to perform for him ‘sometime soon’, apparently. My first booking. And I needed to be trained in preparation for it, he had said.

“Follow me,” she said curtly, spinning on her boot-heels.

I followed. This wasn’t the way we usually took, was it? Where were we going?

“You have a lot to learn,” she said over the echoing clip-clop of our heels, “but they tell me you are pretty intelligent for a whore.”

Intelligent for a whore? What was that supposed to mean?

We navigated our way down and around the deserted, barely lit corridors and myriad flights of stairs that ran underneath ‘Club Libertine’. She walked with purpose, her boot-heels stomping out a resounding beat. I trotted along behind her far less assuredly in my new office heels. A part of my new and ever changing office-whore uniform.

We came to what was evidently a security door of some kind. She took out a swipe-card, ran it through the mounted card-reader, and waited for a small ‘click’. She kicked the door open with one of her boots, and we marched onward. The door clicked shut behind us.

Things looked different suddenly. The corridors were well-lit, furnished, carpeted, and clean. Hotel-like. Doors lined the walls at regular intervals, all numbered and swipe-card operated as far as I could make out.

We turned a corner and there it was: Door number ninety-five.

I gasped inwardly. A room with my number on it? Why?

“Your room.” She said, turning the swipe-card in her fingers and slipping it through the reader.

My room!? Why did I need a room?

She pushed the door with the outside of her boot, and it opened into one of the most lavishly decorated apartments I had ever seen: Ornate middle-eastern furnishings lined with silver and gold. Marble floor tiles, silk rugs. Intricate workmanship in the framed paintings, tapestries, mirrors. Medieval candle-stands. Urns, plants. A golden ceiling fan. A four-poster king-size bed fit for royalty.

Wow. It was unreal.

She took off her coat and handed it to me.

What the hell was she wearing!? What kind of outfit was that? A kind of whitish semi-transparent mini-dress!...Clinging so fantastically tightly to her body, like a sexy second skin... I had never seen anything like it! Her large breasts pressed up tantalizingly against the silky fabric… enormous thick brown nipples… and there was that dark mound between her legs...

My heart pounded. Get a grip on yourself for Christ’s sake! It’s only a dress. She’s a woman! Beautiful, yes, but still a woman. Not a man. No need to feel weak at the knees over a woman.

A few inches of silky-smooth chocolate-brown flesh separated the hem of her dress from the tops of her thigh-high boots. Lean, long, athletic legs, curved in all the right places…

I gawked at her, stunned.

“Hang my coat over there!” She ordered, pointing at an impressive hand-crafted wooden coat-stand.

Why couldn’t she hang up her coat herself?

I trotted across the room and hooked the coat neatly onto the stand, unable to dispel from my mind the fuzzy image of her sex showing through her dress.

When I turned back to face her she was sitting cross-legged on the edge of the bed, swinging one boot playfully.

God. How could I not be attracted to someone as beautiful as that?

I stood before her in my new sluttish office blouse and skirt, and felt ridiculous. Plain. Average. Inferior.

“Strip,” she said.

I blinked at her disbelievingly. What?

“I want you naked,” she said. “NOW.”

Who did she think she was? Women lost their rights years ago. Our new government took them away to keep them under control. She should be the one taking orders.

Did she expect me to just take off my clothes and stand naked before her?

“Do you have a problem with authority?” she asked.

“No...”

“Then take off your clothes. RIGHT NOW!”

I frowned at her defiantly. Was this part of the ‘induction and training’?

“Are you going to do what I tell you or not?” she barked. “If not, you can get out of here right now and go explain your disobedience to your pimp.”

My pimp? What pimp?

“I’m not a common street whore,” I said, raising my voice. “I don’t have a pimp…”

“SHUT UP!” she screamed. “YOU’RE A FUCKING WHORE. SHUT UP!”

She sprang up from the bed and her face was suddenly two inches from mine, eyeballing me fiercely. Green penetrating eyes. Like those of a cat. I took a frantic, instinctive step backwards.

“Down here you are a whore,” she growled. “You have been registered as a whore, and as far as I or any of your paying customers are concerned, you always have been a whore and you always will be a whore. Do you understand me?”

I straightened up, trembling.

“Yes, but there’s no need to…” I whined.

SLAP.

I hardly saw it coming. It caught me flat across the cheek.

Bitch! She had slapped me in the face! She couldn’t do that!

“Are you going to strip for me like a good little whore, or am I going to have to slap you again?”

Adrenaline rushed through my veins. I shook almost uncontrollably. I was furious. Livid. Scared.

I glared at her.

SLAP.

It was too late to block the blow. How dare she do that! I would slap her back. Right now.

“STRIP!” she yelled at me. “I WANT YOU NAKED.”

“You can’t slap me...” I started to protest.

SLAP. SLAP.

I drew my arms up to defend my face, but clearly anticipating my defense, she grabbed both my wrists with one strong hand and dragged them effortlessly away down to my waist. With her free hand she slapped me again.

SLAP.

“Are you going to do what I tell you or not?” she barked.

SLAP.

“Well?”

SLAP.

“Yes,” I squealed, crying now, still shaking furiously, defenseless before her.

Why didn’t I kick her? Maybe I could have kicked her.

“Good girl,” she said, releasing my wrists. “Now hurry up and get naked.”

I fidgeted urgently with the buttons of my blouse, unfamiliar with them being on the opposite side. Would I really strip for her? Could I?

Why didn’t I resist? She was a woman! I couldn’t submit to a woman, could I? She wasn’t a client, wasn’t she supposed to be training me? And even if she were a client, I didn’t have to put up with that kind of aggressive behavior, did I? I was still a human being. A whore, yes. But not an animal. She couldn’t train me like a dog. No way. I wouldn’t put up with that. I wanted some respect. I would demand it. Besides, wasn’t I supposed to be learning to perform for Mr. Genovese? What did being slapped in the face by a Brazilian bitch have to do with that?

“At the end of the two weeks you will have your audition,” she said. “If you pass that, we’ll let you work here.”

Two weeks? Who said anything about two weeks!? It was supposed to be a one-day course wasn’t it?

I folded my blouse over a small chair and unfastened my bra. It was only there for me to get familiar with wearing it until the hormones kicked in and I would develop breasts of my own.

“As I am your trainer, you will obey me at all times,” she said. “Are you going to obey me?”

“It depends…” I stammered. “I mean, it depends on what…”

She raised her right hand up menacingly and stepped towards me. God she was tall. Intimidating.

“Y-yes” I said hurriedly, not wanting to be hit again. Unfortunately, as I raised my arms to protect my face my bra dropped to the floor and my little bumps for breasts were exposed to her. Minuscule compared to hers.

“Good,” she said, eyeing my blossoming bosom. “Because if you want to succeed here, you will have to get used to doing what you are told.”

Was I going to do what I was told?

How futile to even question it. Of course, I was going to obey her. Of course, I would. I knew that by now. I was a whore. She was my trainer. She would train me. I would be her whore. I would obey her.

Was it a test? Was Mr. Genovese watching? Maybe he was standing outside the door… or maybe I was being filmed again? Yes. Maybe he was watching and waiting... and soon he would be along to fuck his two whores; one black, one white. Was that it? Or would the CEO walk in swinging his cane and tell us to lie back on the bed and open our legs for him?

Why was I even thinking about the CEO?

I unzipped my skirt and pulled it down to my ankles. God. How embarrassing. Stripping for her. Stripping because she had told me to, because she had slapped my face. Stripping for her pleasure. Agreeing to obey her. Trembling, frightened.

Aroused? Was I aroused? No. Impossible.

“I am going to call you ‘whore’,” she said. “You will call me ‘mistress.’ Understood?”

Was this part of the training? Did I really have to call her ‘mistress’?

“Y-yes mistress” I heard myself stammer.

Was that my voice? Did I just agree to call her ‘mistress’?

I pulled down my panties and stood naked before her. Embarrassed at the size of my tiny dick pointing straight out underwhelmingly.

“Good, whore,” she said, watching me fixedly. She almost smiled, I think.

“In one of my pockets,” she said, pointing over at the coat-stand, “you will find your uniform. Hurry up.”

I fumbled through her pockets until I found them: A flimsy black g-string. My whore-uniform.

I stepped into it and pulled it up my legs.

“Pull it high over your hips,” she barked, “and right up your ass.”

I obeyed. I pulled my new whore-g-string right up the crack of my bottom until it tugged at my nuts. It barely covered my package. Hardly worth the effort.

“Over there,” she said, indicating a small foot-stall, “are your heels. I want you to wear them. But first, bring me the riding crop.”

The riding crop. Was that a riding crop? Must be. Square tipped. What did she need a riding crop for? To discipline me? Did she intend to treat me like some kind of pony-girl whore and crack her riding crop on my buttocks? She had better not. Or else. I wasn’t that kind of whore, and she would find out. Not me. No way.

I reached down and picked up the riding crop.

“Bring it here,” she demanded, not disguising her impatience. Was I obeying her too slowly?

I trotted to her and presented it to her politely, more mindful than ever of my nudity as I entered her proximity.

“Curtsy, whore!” she barked.

I curtsied, not thinking to question the order until I had already lowered myself politely before her.

She snatched the riding crop out of my hands.

“Curtsy again,” she demanded. “Look at my feet. Always look at my feet when you curtsy for me.”

I obeyed. Why was I curtsying for her? What made her think she was more important then me?

“Always curtsy to your superiors when they give you an order,” she said firmly. “It shows you have understood the order and that you are ready to obey it. Do you understand?”

“Yes mistress,” I nodded. Was she my superior? Did I have to accept that?

“And always curtsy after speaking,” she snapped. “Know your place. If your superiors have allowed you to speak then it is reasonable for you to curtsy and show your gratitude.”

I stared at her boots and trembled and shook. Bitch! Why was she being so strict? I had only just arrived! We had only just met. Why was I letting her dominate me so easily? Why? Were they watching? Were they filming?

“Turn,” she barked.

I turned obediently.

“YOU DIDN’T curtsy!” she screamed and spanked my left buttock with a single sharp stroke of the riding crop.

I flinched.

Ouch.

Bitch. Bitch. How dare she do that?

She was treating me like a dog. Worse than that. Less than that.

“I see you have been well spanked,” she observed. “I won’t beat you if you behave yourself.”

What? Who was she to think she could beat me anyway? I wouldn’t stand for that. No way.

“Turn back,” she demanded.

I turned, looked at her boots, and quickly remembered to curtsy.

“Now hurry,” she said, waving me away from her. “Put your new heels on.”

I curtsied politely, trotted back to the foot-stall and reached for the heels. High, slutty, whore-heels. Would I even be able to walk wearing heels like that? I had only just begun to wear normal heels. I wiggled my feet into them. They buckled tightly around my ankles. God. What a slut.

“Walk around for me,” she ordered.

I looked at the floor and performed a neat curtsy.

I strutted around for her, unable to prevent my bottom from sticking out whorishly, unable to prevent my back arching and from pushing out my chest, and unable to avoid swaying my hips as I tottered around uncomfortably.

“You’re making me feel horny, whore” she said. “Have you ever eaten pussy?”

God. Yes. I had, hadn’t I?

“No, mistress.” I said feebly, remembering to curtsy again.

“Somehow, I’m not surprised you little sissy. Then come here and eat mine RIGHT NOW.”

Could she make me do that? Surely not. She was just another whore, wasn’t she? Was she numbered? I hadn’t seen her bottom, had I? Was she a whore? Did I have to obey her?

“I thought I was being trained to perform for Mr. Genovese?” I squeaked in protest.

“That’s right, whore,” she said. “You are. And Mr. Genovese will want to watch you eat pussy.”

Yes. Of course. That made perfect sense.

Bitch.

“No-one told me I would have to...”

“Ha!” she laughed contemptuously. “You’re a whore! What do you think whores do? Now get down on your knees and eat me!”

I knelt before her. My eyes drew level with the tops of her boots at her thighs. Her pussy awaited me just above the hem of her semi-transparent mini-dress.

God. Why had I spent most of my life on my knees since agreeing to whore for them? …Since they had numbered me and added me to their catalog… Since the CEO had beaten my buttocks with his cane... Bastard. It was all his fault.

“If you make me come I will overlook the fact that you forgot to curtsy for me just now.”

I gulped. She folded up the hem of her dress delicately and opened her legs a little. I stared into her sex and contemplated my fate.

Did I really have to?

“Come on,” she barked, placing the tip of the riding crop under my chin. “You came here to learn, didn’t you?”

I nodded. Yes. To learn. I was here to learn. To learn to please. To perform. For Mr. Genovese. My owner.

I leaned forward and directed my tongue nervously between her legs. New territory. She was perfumed, fragrant. The first natural woman that I have found since this all began.

“Slowly…” she ordered.

The tip of my tongue met her sex. I probed deeper and tasted her. I must taste my mistress. I am her pussy-whore. That is what I do. That is what I am.

“Lick around the sides,” she instructed. “Good... Now a little faster… Kiss me… Nibble there… Learn that place… Now deeper… Faster... Keep licking, whore...”

Her groin gyrated in my face, and she held my head clamped tightly between her inner thighs. I clung to her boots to steady myself. Her arousal dripped down my chin. She oozed with it.

“Good, whore,” she moaned. “I love virgin whore-tongue on my clit.”

I lapped at her while she fucked herself on my face.

In hardly any time at all she shook violently, and her body stiffened. God. My mistress was climaxing on my face! I had given her pleasure. I was a good whore. I was a good whore!

She held my face pressed into her sex for a minute or so, twitching and thrusting as I continued to lap at her and taste her salty sweet orgasm.

“Well done, whore.” She said finally, releasing me. “Now, kiss my ass.”

She turned, folded her mini-dress up over her buttocks and thrust her round bottom in my face.

No number. No whore-number. Not a whore. Not owned. How come? Why was I the whore?

“I want to see your whore lipstick all over my butt when I next look in the mirror.”

She wasn’t a whore. I was the whore. She was my mistress.

I kissed her buttocks. I kissed her ass. I was her ass-kissing whore, wasn’t I? I must kiss her ass… because she is more than me… I am her whore… I don’t deserve more than this… she is my mistress… I will serve her like this from now on…

“Do you know why you are kissing my ass?” she asked as I planted kiss after kiss upon her smooth shiny brown buttocks.

“Because you are my whore,” she said. “And I am your superior. That’s why. My ass is the most important thing in your life from now on. Do you understand?”

I didn’t want to reply. What could you say to something like that?

“Yes mistress” I said, and kissed her left buttock.

What a disgrace. Why did I accept it? Why?

“I want you to kiss my asshole,” she said. “And as you kiss it I want you to realize it gives your life meaning. It is your purpose. It is the reason you were born, to worship my asshole with your whore-lips. Now do it.”

I hesitated. I couldn’t do that. No. It would be too shameful. Too humiliating. Too submissive. I was worth more than that. Wasn’t I?

I kissed her puckered hole.

“That’s right,” she said. “That is why you were born. Again.”

I kissed her asshole again. Then again.

“Poke your tongue in my asshole, little whore,” she insisted, parting her cheeks with her palms and wiggling her bottom in my face. “Taste my shit. Taste your mistress.”

I stuck my tongue out and licked at the rim.

She moaned with pleasure.

I poked my tongue into her and tasted her shit.

She wiggled her bottom into my face and gasped with pleasure.

“Lick my ass, whore.”

I bobbed my tongue in and out of her. Was this my purpose in life? No. Please no.

“You are going to lick my ass like this every day for the rest of your life,” she said.

No. It wouldn’t be like that, would it? I was only meant to be here for the day, wasn’t I? Why had she said two weeks? Why had she said my whole life?

“You will learn my taste and think about nothing else.”

No. I didn’t want that. No.

“If you cannot learn to enjoy my taste, I will dispose of you.”

Dispose of me? That was a strange thing to say. What did she mean by that?

“Do you know how to make yourself come?” she said suddenly, straightening and turning back to face me.

I nodded, embarrassed.

“Show me,” she said. “Show me how you do it. Mr Genovese will want to see you do that too. Stay down there.”

I blinked up at her sadly. She wanted me to masturbate myself for her?

“Kiss my boot,” she said, lifting one leg and waving a foot across my face.

I kissed it.

She lowered it back to the floor.

“Kiss my boots and touch yourself while you do it.”

I bowed before her and pressed my lips to her boots. I reached one hand between my legs and played with myself through my panties.

“Lick them clean,” she barked. “I want you to come while licking my boots clean. And raise your bottom up, I want to see it.”

I lapped at her boots and flicked across my dick with my finger nails. I couldn’t come like that though, could I? It was impossible. Was she crazy?

I swapped to her other boot and ran my tongue along it. Maybe if I did a good job of licking her boots clean she would overlook the bit about me cumming.

“You’re the third whore today to lick my boots,” she boasted proudly. “Fucking whore-sluts, all of you.”

…I’m a whore… I lick my mistress’ boots... I wank for her while I do it… She spanks me with her riding crop… That is me… That is what I am… But I can’t cum… Not like this... I just can’t…

“You’re not coming, whore,” she barked.

I looked up at her, trembling pathetically, eyes wet with tears.

“I can’t…” I sobbed wretchedly. “I…”

She stepped round me.

CRACK.

Ow. The riding crop on my left buttock.

CRACK.

“Useless whore,” she spat. “Lie back and open your legs.”

I lay back, raised my knees and opened my legs. Please don’t hurt me. Please no. I’m trying to be a good whore.

“Play with yourself,” she commanded.

I slid a hand down the front of my panties and ran my fingers across my mound. I tugged at my dick. I rubbed and fingered my balls. That was better. Maybe I could come. Like this. Maybe.

“Good,” she said. “Tell me what you are thinking about.”

I didn’t speak.

CRACK.

Bitch. On the thigh. Why was she hitting me? Bitch.

No… Not a bitch... I deserve it... I deserve to be treated like a dog... I am her whore-slut... She owns me…

“THAT IS THE WRONG ANSWER.” She screamed.

I hadn’t said anything! Why was she so angry with me? I was trying, wasn’t I?

“What are you thinking about?”

“I’m thinking about….”

CRACK. CRACK.

“YOU WILL THINK ABOUT MY ASSHOLE,” she yelled, and then, more calmly: “Now, what are you thinking about…?”

I tried to picture her asshole in my mind. I imagined myself poking my tongue inside it again, playing with it, tasting it.

“I’m thinking about your asshole, mistress” I said feebly.

“I didn’t hear you, whore”

“I’m thinking about your asshole, mistress.”

“Good. I want you to come for me. I want you to come thinking about my asshole.”

I rubbed my dick furiously.

I was hard. Really hard. And hot. So hot. Why? Why was I so turned on? She was a woman! She was treating me like a little piece of shit. And I was letting her. Thanking her. Obeying her.

“You’re not cumming, whore,” she snarled, and gave my thigh a kick.

She stepped around me in her long black leather boots and crouched over my face.

“Open your legs wider,” she ordered. “Keep playing with yourself, and keep thinking about my asshole. I am going to sit on your whore-face.”

I obeyed each request. I pictured her asshole in my mind. It was beautiful, wasn’t it? She had let me taste it. She had let me worship it. I was a lucky slut-whore, wasn’t I?

She sat on my face.

“Tongue in my ass, whore” she ordered, half-suffocating me under the weight of her buttocks.

She cracked her riding crop across my inner-thighs, nearly catching my sack.

Ow. Stop. Bitch.

I stuck my tongue into her asshole and tasted her shit again. I could hardly breathe. But breathing wasn’t important. Giving my mistress pleasure… that is important…

She flicked the riding crop playfully across my chest… catching the nipples… not so delicately as to be painless, but not so harsh as to distract from concentrating on tasting her asshole…

…I started to quiver uncontrollably under her… I moaned into her buttocks…

Spank my nipples... yes… spank my nipples… please… mistress… Where is Mr. Genovese’s special cage? I want to wear it... I want to wear his cage on my dick and dance for him and suck his cock and drink his semen and curtsy for him and thank him…

“Think about my asshole, whore,” she reminded me, rubbing her ass into my face.

I came in my panties. I hate to admit it, but I climaxed like that: My Brazilian mistress sitting on my face, my tongue thrashing at her anal-passage… and God… yes, I was thinking about her asshole as I came, just as she had wanted.

…It felt… so good… to cum under my mistress… so beautiful, so strong… so powerful. And I was her little fuck-toy… Her ass-licking whore-slut…

I kissed her asshole. To thank her. To thank her for letting me lick her shit. To thank her for giving my life purpose with her asshole.

“Okay, that’s enough, whore,” she said, lifting her rear from my face. “I think we have clarified your position here.”

Her taste lingered. Yes. My position was clear to me. Wank-girl. Ass-eater. Spank-slut.

No. Don’t think that. You are not a slut. You are Stuart. You are just as important as her. She is not your mistress.

I picked myself up off the floor. Why did I suddenly feel so ashamed? As if I had suddenly remembered where I was and what I was doing. Had I just masturbated myself with a woman sitting on my face and my tongue up her ass? Hadn’t she kicked me? Hadn’t she spanked me with her riding crop?

She was staring at me again.

I blushed and looked at her boots. I couldn’t look her in the eye. No way. I had just humiliated myself before her. Oh God. She would tell them. She would tell my owners what a slut I was. That I had cum for her. That I had wanted to.

“Thank you, mistress,” I said, and curtsied neatly.

“Straighten my dress,” she ordered.

I curtsied again to show I had understood the order. Then I knelt at her feet and unfolded her dress back down over her bottom and over her pussy. I straightened it with a few gentle palm strokes. Beautiful dress. Beautiful brown bottom. Beautiful pussy. Beautiful mistress.

What a lucky maid I was. Was I her maid? I had hung up her coat, and now straightening her dress…

Her whore-maid. That was what I was.

“Okay, whore,” she said, snapping her fingers. “Get up. I’m going to take you on a little tour of the premises.”


Chapter 9: More Training…

“Walk ahead of me, where I can see you,” she barked.

My Brazilian instructor. My mistress. My superior.

Was this what I had worked so hard to achieve? To strut in my g-string and whore-heels ahead of a woman who demanded I call her ‘mistress’? To have her tap me on the buttocks with the end of her riding-crop? To be too afraid even to look at her?

Was this what I had signed up to?

Why had I submitted to her? Why had I started believing she was more important than me? Why had I accepted that?

Why did I feel the need to obey her?

What was it about her?

What was it about me?

Clip-clop. Down the corridor. Clip-clop. Like a pony-girl whore. Obedient. Compliant.

Around the corner. Another corridor. A flight of stairs. Down.

“Ninety-five,” she said, reading it off my left buttock. “I hope you turn out better than the last one…”

When she smacked me on the left buttock, I knew to turn left.

Obey her. Do it. She is my superior.

“Stop,” she ordered abruptly, when we arrived at a pair of large wooden doors.

“This is the dance-room,” she said, tapping me on the buttocks again.

I peered through the window-glass: A large, spacious, room with wooden flooring. Vacant.

“You will receive dance lessons here eventually,” she said. “Not today though, too many other things to do.”

Not today? How long did they intend to keep me here?

I sneaked a look at her. God. That semi-transparent mini-dress just made her look awesome. Irresistible. Just looking at her made me feel… weak. Inferior. Undeserving.

Before she could catch me looking at her, I quickly diverted my gaze to her boots… Mustn’t look at her… Mustn’t disrespect her…

“Go,” she commanded, tapping my thighs.

Stop it. Stop being her whore. Stop obeying her riding-crop.

Not much farther along the corridor she had me stop again. Muffled sounds of activity beyond the walls.

“This is the gymnasium,” she said.

She turned the door open and tapped the crop on my bottom to signal to me that I should enter ahead of her.

People. At last. Other people.

No. Not people. Whores. Naked whores. Working out under the bright lights. Skipping. Jogging. Doing sit-ups.

All numbered.

A tall brunette stood majestically at the near end of the hall, hands on hips. She wore a stunning full-length black PVC cat-suit. She was gorgeous. And young. Nineteen? Twenty at a push.

She recognized my Brazilian mistress instantly, and greeted her with a quizzical raise of the eyebrows.

“New whore,” my mistress explained, flicking her riding crop at my behind. “I’m showing her around her new home.”

New home? What? I didn’t live here, did I?

“Lucky you,” the woman wearing the cat-suit replied. “Must be my turn to get a new-girl soon.” Then, running her eyes up and down me, she added: “Mmm. She’s sexy. Early in her transformation. You always get the sexy ones.”

“Yes, sexy and submissive, this one,” my mistress said. “Aren’t you, whore?”

She tapped my buttocks firmly.

I looked at her boots and curtsied neatly.

“Yes mistress,” I said quietly, respectfully.

“Licks ass like she was born to do it,” my mistress boasted. “You love licking my ass, don’t you whore?”

Say NO. Don’t submit. Don’t.

“Yes mistress,” I said quietly, dipping my knees before her again, staring obediently at her boots.

“Mmmm…” the other woman mused. “I look forward to that then. You got her well trained already I see.”

“Yes, she knows her place,” my mistress said with an air of satisfaction. “Well, whore, this is your gym instructor. She’ll make sure you stay in shape. You may kiss her feet.”

I didn’t hesitate. I should have, I know, but I didn’t. I curtsied politely for my mistress to show her I had understood the order. I then curtsied before the young gym instructor to show her I understood her superiority over me. Finally, I knelt before her and kissed each of her boots, exactly as I had seen the whores do upstairs in ‘Club Libertine’.

I stayed down on my knees, head bowed before the young gym instructor.

What the hell was I doing?

How many more? How many more women would I submit to? How many women were more important than me?

Why was I one of the whores? Why hadn’t the CEO arranged for me to be one of the masters or even a mistress, with the changes that I have gone through? I would have been good at that, wouldn’t I?

“Shine those boots with your tongue, whore,” my Brazilian mistress commanded.

They paid me no attention while I obeyed the order. I ran the full length of my tongue over her boots, and they just chatted like old friends. Were they really so used to having a whore lapping at their feet that they were entirely indifferent to it? Was I really that worthless?

Honestly, it sounds incredible even to me now. To think that I happily, well kind of happily, licked at that girl’s boots while she chatted to my mistress. Why did I do that? I think I really did believe she was superior to me. That she was somehow worthy of worship. Yet she was so young. Younger than me. Bitch.

How long was I down there like that? Ten minutes?

Finally my mistress gave me a whack on the ass and ordered me to get up.

I stood and curtsied.

“Thank you mistress,” I said quietly, keeping my eyes on the trails of saliva I had left on the gym instructor’s boots.

I felt the riding crop on my buttocks again.

“Come on whore. We’ve got business elsewhere.”

She prodded me out of the gymnasium.

God. What a whore I was. Accepting it. Accepting it without questioning it. Shameful.

Where were the men? Where was the manager of the club? Where were my fuck-masters?

We descended a flight of stairs and proceeded through an archway into a large seating area.

“This is the cafeteria,” my mistress explained.

My God: Two naked whores on their hands and knees scrubbing the floor. Whore-maids. Must be. Anywhere else it would be surreal. But not here. Not down here. They looked up nervously when they heard our heels. The mere sight of my mistress’ boots was enough to return them dutifully to their work.

I followed my mistress over to the whores. She perched on the edge of a bench, crossed one leg over the other, and sat overlooking the girls working diligently at her feet.

“I’m going to smoke a cigarette,” she said.

I looked at her boots and curtsied.

What should I do? Just stand there and wait?

“Get down and scrub the floor,” she said, not even bothering to look at me.

No. I didn’t hear that. I didn’t want to do that. Please no. I was more than that, wasn’t I? I didn’t want to be a scrubber. That’s what they were, wasn’t it? Scrubbers. Scrubber-whores. No way did I want to do that. Never.

“Yes mistress,” I said politely, and curtsied for her.

Do it for her. Do it for my mistress.

I went down on all fours between the two scrubber-girls.

“Use your panties,” my mistress said.

Wash the floor with my panties? Why?

Hang on a second… that girl is labeled #108? …How is that possible? Wasn’t I the newest whore? …But, I’m Property #95 …How could there be a Property 108?

I pulled my g-string down my legs from around my whore-heels. Yes. Be one of them. Learn to be a good scrubber-whore. Accept it.

I dipped my panties in their bucket of dirty water, and started scrubbing the floor. I washed away my own scuff-marks. Following the lead of the other girls, I pushed my thong into the cracks between the interleaving wood panels and scratched out the grime with my fingernails.

I must know my place. I must learn my role.

She watched me, taking long drags on her cigarette as I scrubbed the floor at her feet. My limp dick hanging down between my thighs.

God. This was a disgrace. Why was I scrubbing the floor for her? I wasn’t being paid for this, was I? Not directly, at any rate. And with my own whore-panties? It was ridiculous. Embarrassing.

“Kneel,” she ordered suddenly,

I knelt.

“Tilt your head back and open your mouth,” she said.

I obeyed.

“You are my ashtray,” she said. “Keep your mouth open. If you close it I will have you strung up.”

Her ashtray? What did she mean by that? She couldn’t…

…Strung up? What did that mean?

She flicked the end of her cigarette into my mouth. I tasted her spent ash on my tongue and almost choked.

No. Not me. Not this. Why me? Why this?

“KEEP IT OPEN!” She barked.

My eyes welled with tears.

It tasted disgusting, foul. … But I’m her ashtray …Be a good girl… Be her ashtray. Scrub her floors. Lick her ass. Her wonderful ass…

It was a test, I thought. She was pushing me. Provoking me. Looking for an excuse to beat me. To fail me. To tell me I couldn’t work here… She didn’t want me to succeed. She was jealous of all the attention they were giving me. That was it, wasn’t it? It was her petty little way to assert her own sense of importance.

“I have to do this,” she said. “Not because I like to treat my sluts like this, but because I know people who do. Consider it part of your induction.”

She deposited her ash in my face again.

Tears ran down my cheeks. This was what I was now. This.

Finally, she flicked the butt of her cigarette onto the floor and trod it into the ground with the sole of a boot.

“Clean that up,” she ordered.

I scooped up the mess as best I could with my fingers.

“Mop up the rest with your panties. Hurry now.”

I mopped up the ash with my sodden g-string. Her ash. Her mess. My new life.

“Good, whore. Now put your uniform back on.”

My uniform. My g-string. She wanted me to wear it. Wet. Filthy.

Bitch.

Don’t do it… Your life is worth more than that… I am worth more than this… Don’t wear those filthy panties for her. Show her you still have some dignity.

I stood and pulled the sodden panties up around my groin… Just please her… make her happy… It’s for my own good…

“You are a disgusting whore,” she said.

I curtsied and thanked her.

…She’s so beautiful …Obey her… Please her…

Go to the bathroom,” she said. “Clean yourself up. You may rinse your panties. You may rinse your mouth out with soap. Move quickly.”

I curtsied and thanked her again, and trotted hurriedly to the bathroom. I did rinse my mouth with soap, and I scrubbed my g-string under the cold tap. Bitch. How dare she treat me like a dirty scrubber? How dare she use me as an ashtray?

I hurried back to her, clip-clopping in my heels, g-string pulled high up my groin. I curtsied before her and looked at her boots.

“You’re doing well, whore,” she said, nodding. “I think you deserve a little reward. Follow me.”

She led me out of the cafeteria, along another slew of corridors, to what I would eventually come to know as the ‘Pampering chamber’.

And what a chamber it was: Hot tubs, steam, towels, perfumes, oils, creams, jars, ointments… the constant gurgle of running water… naked whores strutting around with shiny olive skin… giving massages… being massaged… being rubbed… being stroked…

My mistress clicked her fingers to draw the attention of one of the olive-skinned attendants.

“Pamper my new whore,” she said simply. Then turning to me, she added: “I will return shortly,”

She didn’t even give me time to curtsy and thank her. She spun on her heels and marched away.

“Hello ninety-five,” the attendant said. She was petite. Cute. Pretty. Naked.

“Hello,” I said, and curtsied politely.

The girl giggled.

“No need to curtsy to me, I’m a working girl too,” she said. A sweet French accent.

A working girl? Was that what she called herself?

She turned and showed me her whore-tattoo: #132.

“How…?” I started.

“Sshhhh,” she said. “I’m going to take good care of you.”

I removed my heels and g-string at her request and lay prone on a bench draped with hot wet towels… she poured jug after jug load of steaming hot water onto my back… always pouring slowly, teasing me, letting the water massage my muscles with its warmth…

I folded my arms under my head and rested my chin on the backs of my palms. I watched the other girls around me for a while. All so beautiful. All so incredibly beautiful. No way to tell whether they were natural women or not. Then as I started to relax, I felt my eyelids falling.

No. Don’t sleep. Stay alert.

“How can you be number 132?” I asked her suddenly. “I mean I thought I was new...the newest, uh, working girl, I mean.”

She giggled.

“You are a replacement for the last ninety-five, I think.”

A replacement? Was that what I was? Not new. A replacement. That didn’t sound so special. I thought I was special. Selected by Mr. Genovese personally. That was right, wasn’t it?

“What happened to the last one?” I wondered aloud.

“I am sorry, I don’t know,” she said sweetly.

She fidgeted with a tube of gel-like substance.

“Are you enjoying your new job so far?” she asked, rubbing the gel-like substance into my shoulders gently with her finger-tips.

I didn’t answer, not knowing what to say.

“It’s okay,” she said. “We are all friends here. I know what it’s like at first. It feels strange. But you get used to it. Then you realize you love it. And then you never want to stop doing it.”

Her palms moved to the short of my back.

Really? Was it really like that? Would I grow to love being here?

“They only choose the most beautiful and special ones to become their ‘girls’,” she said. “We are the lucky ones.”

I looked up at her questioningly, wanting her to elaborate. Wanting to hear more of her sweet French accent. So lovely, so sexy…

“How did you end up here?” I asked.

She patted that gel into my thighs

“Well…” she giggled nervously. “I keep asking myself the same question.”

“Please tell me, I would love to hear your story,” I pleaded.

She patted my buttocks.

“Okay, I’ll tell you,” she said, skipping around me to fetch a jar of something reddish.

“I was a qualified male nurse, working in a private clinic. One day we had a patient in. Someone very important. I can’t tell you who, but you’ve probably heard his name mentioned in the media… He was only in for a few hours. A routine operation...and I attended him for the few hours that he was in. A few weeks later I received a surprise call from his PA. He wanted to invite me to join him for an evening at some club called ‘Club Libertine’. I was so impressed with the invitation that I accepted it immediately.”

She poured the thick red substance onto my calves and rubbed it in expertly with her palms.

“When we arrived here that first time…” She went on, "I was so aroused by the sight of the girls… at how they worshipped my feet with their little tongues… and made me cum… it was wonderful. I wanted to be like them so much. It never dawned on me that they were not really women at all.”

Yes it was fantastic for me too. I remembered my first day. Like a dream. Fantastic.

“Anyway, I went back to his place that evening. He was unbelievably rich. He lives in the most amazing mansion… incredible. He had half-naked maids all over his house, working busily away… they served me in all kinds of ways… just wonderful. We started a kind of relationship. He would send a driver over to pick me up after work and bring me to his home. He would dress and treat me like one of the maids, that would arouse him so much… I let him spank me like he spanked them… I would even take on some of the house-hold duties. That used to excite him… He would invite two or three of his maids to join us in his bed and we would worship his body from head to foot with our tongues. He was obsessed with me… and the way he treated me like one of his maids made me so horny…”

“Sorry,” she said, interrupting herself. “Just talking about it makes me horny.”

“Please go on,” I insisted, wanting desperately to know the rest.

I felt her hands on my buttocks. Kneading them.

“One day he needed an extra waitress for a party he was throwing, and he asked me to stand in. I agreed. I wore a skimpy little waitress outfit and served the guests along with the other maids. We curtsied to them and treated them like royalty. I dare-say a few of them were…  Anyway, to cut a long story short, I ended up on my knees under the dining table sucking them off or licking their pussies one by one along with the other maids. A couple of the guests screwed my ass over the table. Honestly, I enjoyed it so much… enjoyed doing it for my master. For that was what I had started to call him, he liked that.”

She was massaging my thighs now. Yes… keep going... feels amazing…

“Soon after that, he asked me to quit my nursing job in order to become one of his maids on a full-time basis. He wouldn’t pay me, he said, but he would see I would not want for anything for the rest of my life. I was in love with him. I was in love with his life-style. I would have done anything for him. Anything! So here I am today. He has me working here for him. Anything I earn goes to him. And I want it to be like that. Everything I do is for him. He comes in, every now and then, to fuck me. I live for those days.”

“And you’re happy?” I asked, stunned by what I was hearing.

“Yes, of course,” she said without a flicker of hesitation. “I have learned a lot about myself since I came here. I have learned that I am submissive. I used to be ashamed to admit it, but now I realize I should be proud of what I am. Proud that I enjoy serving others, that it makes me feel good, that it turns me on. It is the most primitive of instincts, isn’t it? To be aroused, to be turned on. I was so repressed before I came here. Why not submit? Become the girl that you were meant to be? They take care of all that for me. We are brain-washed into thinking we are all equal, all important. It’s not true. My master is superior to me, that is why he is rich and wealthy, and I am his miserable slave-whore. But I want to be his slave. I want to be used. I want to feel owned. I don’t want to be in control of myself. I can’t help myself…”

Was I the same as her? Did I enjoy serving others? Was that what I wanted to do? Did I enjoy licking my mistress’ boots? Her pussy? Her ass? I did, didn’t I? Not the physical acts in themselves perhaps, but what it meant, what it represented, what it symbolized. But didn’t I also enjoy being worshipped? Didn’t I also want to be the master?

Yes. I loved being in control. That was what I really wanted, wasn’t it? I was worth more than her. More than this submissive wench-whore-slut. I wanted maids to look after me. I had a maid, didn’t I? They had promised me one, at least. When would I get my maid? Would she be as beautiful as #132? Would she have a lovely French accent?

“Your mistress will be back soon,” she said sadly. “You must have a hot-soak before she returns.”

I stood. My muscles and limbs felt incredible. Re-energized. My skin smooth. Silky. Cleansed.

She led me to a hot-tub brimming with steaming water and held onto my hand while I slipped into it. Mmmm… Steaming hot water, immersed right up to my neck…

“Honestly my dear,” she said, smiling at me. “You are such a lucky girl. You are becoming so beautiful and sexy… I keep hearing about how special you are to them. They have great plans for you, I think. So lucky. All the girls have heard about you, you know. You’re practically famous down here.”

I blinked up at her. Famous? Me?

“They can be really strict at times here, but there are so many rewards to enjoy,” she said.

I smiled back at her. She was so pretty. So nice. How could she possibly be a whore? She was too, well, too nice. Too pure. Too innocent.

“Thank you,” I said. “You’ve been really sweet.”

“You’re welcome,” she said.

Then she slipped away into the steamy depths of the Pampering Chamber.

I lay there, churning it all over in my mind.

She seemed like a really nice genuine girl, didn’t she? Intelligent, too. Maybe she was right. Maybe there was no shame in being a ‘working girl’ here at ‘Club Libertine’?. Maybe I was inventing the shame. Inventing the humiliation. Maybe I should just relax… go with it. Become what they wanted me to become…

The steam snaked and puffed all around me… My eyelids felt heavy…

She enjoyed it? She enjoyed serving others? She enjoyed whoring for her master who took her money and prostituted her out like some kind of sex-slave? What kind of girl was she?

What kind of girl was I?

I felt… so relaxed… Lovely hot steam… Give me more steam... Mmmmmmm…

Why was I here? Why were any of us here?

I think I slept. I think I thought I dreamed I saw Mr. White, the CEO’s, face watching me through the steam…

Wait: I wasn't imagining it!

He was there.

It was him.

Watching me; sitting right over me.

"Hello Stuart."

Stuart. Yes. That was my name wasn't it? Not "whore". Not "95". No-one had called me Stuart all day.

I blinked myself awake and peered up at him in a state of bewilderment. Where was I? What on earth was he doing here?

"How are you?" He said. "Settling in? They're treating you well, I trust."

He smiled knowingly.

"There are a number of things to get used to at first," he went on. "It always takes time to adapt to a new role. Just be patient and stick with it. No-one ever got anywhere without a bit of hard work and determination to succeed. You do still want to succeed, don't you Stuart?"

I nodded. That was why I was here. Doing all this. To succeed. In the end I would be successful. And wealthy. Wouldn't I?

"Good girl," he said, rolling a shirt sleeve above the elbow.

What did he want? Why was he here?

"Listen, Stuart," he said, testing the water with his forefinger. "After talking to your boss, the Vice President, about a few things, we have reached an agreement on how best to handle your, um, transition, to your new role here at 'Club Libertine'."

He pushed his forearm through the foamy surface water and straight down between my legs. Instinctively I pulled my legs together.

"Relax," he said easily. "Open for me."

One of his fingers probed down to my ass. I couldn't refuse him, could I? Not only had he made me his whore, he was paying me to be exactly that. Must open. For him. Anything for him. Just like number 132 had said. There was nothing shameful about serving your master. Was he my master?

I spread my thighs for him... play with me... play with your whore...

He pushed a finger inside me and held it there. Despite the steam, I trembled on his fingers.

"We have decided to recruit a replacement for you, to take over your menial day-to-day chores at the company," he said.

I blinked at him. Replace me? God.

Why did his finger feel so good inside me? Such an important man. Taking the time out to play with me. I should feel privileged, shouldn't I? How many other whores did he take the time to play with?

"But..." I said nervously. "What then... what will I do... I mean... when I'm in the office?"

He smiled kindly, strangely.

"Oh come on, Stuart. I think you already know the answer to that, don't you?"

Yes. I did. Of course, I did. Bastard. I would dance. I would perform. I would make coffee. I would be an office-slut. Like Laura. God no. Please no. Not me.

He pushed another finger inside me, and I couldn’t help but twitch on him and let out a small moan… of pleasure?

"Look," he said, "Officially, as far as the paperwork is concerned, what we want to do is make your current position as senior PA to the Vice President redundant. Your replacement will take a more junior job-title."

Redundant? That would mean I would be out of a job though, wouldn't it? They wanted to get rid of me?

"Don't worry, Stuart," he said calmly. "You will sign a new contract with Mr. Genovese when you pass your audition. You'll just be working for him rather than us. It's a convenient way to avoid various legal technicalities."

"I'm not sure..." I started.

He nudged my dick. Ran his fingers round it. Squeezed it.

God. My body ached to have his penis inside me. Fuck me. Use me. Rape me again. Do me.

"Obviously we will throw in an incentive," he said. "A generous cash payment up front. Officially it will look like you accepted a redundancy package before deciding to take a position as a performer here at 'Club Libertine'."

Boot heels. I could hear boot heels approaching. They could only belong to one person. My mistress. She was coming for me.

"OUT OF THE TUB, WHORE!" She snapped no sooner had she arrived.

"Wow, that is some dress," the CEO remarked, admiring her. Playing with me, but looking at her.

Don't look at her. Look at me.

He withdrew his arm and reached for a towel with which to dry himself.

"I said OUT," my mistress barked.

I stood hurriedly, dripping with hot soapy water. She marched around the tub and gave me a sharp crack on my boner with her riding-crop.

CRACK.

No. Not in front of him. Don't humiliate me in front of him.

"Dry yourself, whore" she commanded and tapped me firmly on the buttocks. "Quickly."

I curtsied and stepped hurriedly out of the tub. How humiliating. Obeying another woman. In front of the man who had raped me. Obeying her for him.

I picked up a towel and started drying myself as quickly as I could.

CRACK.

"You didn't curtsy to your master," she admonished me.

I forgot. I forgot. Sorry. I'm sorry. I forgot.

I curtsied before the CEO, watching his shoes as I did so.

"You're very strict with her," the CEO observed.

"You have to be. It's like training a dog," she said callously.

The CEO reached for his brief-case and rifled through it.

"I need her to sign this," he said to my mistress. He wasn't talking to me anymore. Why not?

I draped my towel over a rack and stood naked before them. I was dry. Dry enough.

"Sign it, whore," she commanded.

What else could I do? Refuse to sign? What good would that have done?

SPANK.

I felt her riding-crop on my bottom again.

I had to sign it, didn't I? But what if Mr. Genovese changed his mind about me? What if he decided he didn't need a new whore? How much would he pay me? What would the new contract be worth? Could I trust them? Did I have a choice?

"Curtsy, sign it, and thank your master for making you a whore."

I curtsied and signed the document. That was it. Redundant. Unemployed. Who cares? It’s just a piece of paper. Meaningless. Irrelevant.

CRACK.

Bitch. Stop hitting me.

"Thank you for making me a whore," I said hurriedly and curtsied politely.

He looked through me. I was nothing to him. Nothing. Not even another deal. Just nothing.

“I will pass on the cash payment directly to your mistress to cover the cost of your training,” he said nonchalantly.

The cost of my training? I was paying for this?

I nodded and curtsied. No choice. What’s done is done. I don’t have choices anymore. Not down here.

"Excellent,” he said, turning back to my mistress. “Glad we got that sorted. I'll bring her replacement over for a visit sometime soon. I trust you will make her available."

"Of course," my mistress answered.

Redundant. Replaced. Unemployed. Paying to be trained for an audition to be a whore. Paying to be made available to serve my replacement.

"Thank you, sir,” I said feebly.

Thanking him for it. For all this. All that he had done for me. All that he had done to me.

"Curtsy, whore!" my mistress barked.

CRACK.

The next thing I remember I was down on my knees licking my mistress’ asshole. I lapped at her. I tasted her. I was paying her for this now, wasn’t I? This was my training. This was what I was from now on.

“Better than the last one?” I heard the CEO ask.

“Yes, nice and submissive, exactly right. Good choice. No danger of her getting above herself.” My mistress replied.

Lick her. Taste her. In front of the CEO. Show him what I have become.

“By the way,” he said, “do you know what happened to the last one? The last ninety-five, I mean. Where is she now?”

“She’s hanging,” my mistress said. “I was planning on introducing them to each other tomorrow. So she can see what happens to disobedient whores, and hopefully learn something from it.”

The CEO laughed loudly.

I kept licking attentively at my mistress’s pucker hole. Probed her with my tongue, sucked on her anus. Paying her for it now.

“By the way,” the CEO added. “I noticed that she isn’t in chastity yet. Any reason for the delay? We don’t want another incident like we had with the last one, do we?”

“I planned on doing it right away, now that she has signed the papers. She has no need for that useless little flap of flesh anymore. It will only be necessary to wear the device for just a short time, until the doctor can remove it permanently, anyway.” My mistress said, while giving me a sly grin.

No way. I will never allow them to remove my penis. Never.

“I’m certain that will eliminate whatever resistance remains within this worthless whore. It never fails to strip them of any expectancy of joy or hope for a future outside of the walls of the club. Her only pleasure will be to serve...to entertain us in any way that we choose.” He said.

“I understand that you had this planned for her all along. You made a wonderful choice with this one. I’m sure that she will submit to anything that we subject her to once her transformation is complete, and will soon be very popular to those clients expecting something a bit more…..extreme.” She laughed.

“We have been very fortunate to find the right boys to fill our needs, even before they are aware that they had ever thought to become girls at all. Yes, Stuart was special. We scouted her long ago. Well before there was even a thought in her mind that she could eventually become transgender. We watched her, nurtured her, guided her to this path. Didn’t have much of a life before we brought her here, but now she has a purpose, and I think that she will soon understand what that purpose will be. She belongs to us now, signed, sealed, and delivered.” He said, as though I was not there to hear it.

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. They guided me to this? That can’t be right, can it? It was all planned ahead of time? I refuse to believe that. I will tell them that I want to leave. I will.

“Thank you for bringing her to me.” My mistress said. “Is there anything else that I can do for you?”

“Yes, I need to fuck her before I go, if you don’t mind,” he said.

“Of course,” she answered him. “Have at it.”

He pulled me up by the hair and bent me over a bench. He widened the entrance to my ass with his fingers and stuffed his cock inside me, pushing deeper and deeper… until it suddenly seemed to fit…

Ow. Ow. It hurt. It hurt so much. Too rough. Please be gentle with me…

BANG.

He thumped me.

BANG.

He pounded me.

BANG.

I sobbed. I spluttered. I cried out.

Him again. My rapist. Raping me again.

I was his ass-girl. His anal-whore. His butt-slut.

His? No. He had given me away. I wasn’t his. Whose was I? Hers? I must be hers.

I felt a warm jet of semen shoot up my anal passage. Thanks. Thanks so much. Thank you sir. Thank you for doing this to me. Thank you.

Bastard.

I knelt at his feet and sucked him clean. Tasted my own shit. My mistress clipped me on the buttocks with her riding-crop. Bitch. Bastard. My owners. My master and my mistress. Using me. Humiliating me.

I stood. I curtsied. I thanked him.

Used. I had been used. This was my life now.

God. My asshole burned. Livid. On fire.

My mistress handed him a cigarette.

CRACK.

Her riding-crop on my bottom again.

I curtsied, sunk to my knees.

She lit his cigarette, then her own.

I opened my mouth, tilted my head back, and closed my eyes.


Chapter 10: Gratis!

“We have a problem,” the manager said edgily.

My fuck-master is anxious about something.

I stood on the end of my mistress’ leash, wearing the usual whore-panties and heels, one foot turned outwards and placed in front of the other, exactly as my mistress had taught me. I held my hands cupped neatly together behind my back again, just like I had been instructed. I watched the ground at my fuck-master’s feet, chin low, long growing hair hiding my face, developing pert pubescent buds displayed on my chest. I was beginning to enjoy the effects of the hormone injections. My skin was silky smooth, my nipples puffy and extremely sensitive.

“What kind of problem?” my mistress asked coolly.

“The Don has just turned up,” the manager said, his face pale. “He didn’t book, but then he’s The Don, he doesn’t need to book. He’s asked for Property #95. Shit, he’s out there waiting for her now.”

God. I had slept on the floor again last night, hadn’t I? Collared and chained to my own bedpost as usual in room ninety-five. Like a dog. Like a bitch. It is a very nice room. Why hadn’t I gone home yet? Wait. How many days have I been here. Weeks? Months? Why hadn’t I tried to leave?

“So what’s the problem?” My mistress responded. “She’s been doing well. She’s in good shape, obedient, willing, understands her role. She’s more than ready.”

“That’s not the problem,” the manager shook his head. “Unfortunately The Don wants the other Property #95. The old one, I mean. The one you…you know.”

I shifted my foot slightly. Nervously.

“STAND STILL!” My mistress barked immediately. Flicking her end of the leash at my buttocks, stinging them.

…Sorry. Sorry mistress. Must stand still for her…

They would have let me go yesterday, wouldn’t they? If I had asked to leave, I mean. Of course, they would have let me go… Stop being silly…

“Okay, I see the problem,” my mistress said, lowering her voice again. “The Don wants the old whore. The Don is not the kind of person we can afford to upset. But we can’t send out the old Property #95 because she’s… well she’s not in a fit state to be presented to anyone right now.”

“Exactly,” the manager nodded.

“He really wants that disobedient bitch?”

“Yes. He was very clear. It has to be her.”

“But, The Don hasn’t been here for months! In fact nobody has ordered that useless slut for months. Have you spoken to Junior?”

“Yes, I rang him just now. He was furious, as you’d expect. He told me to ‘fix it’. That The Don is a ‘priority client’.”

“But our new Property #95 is so gorgeous and sexy, and she loves to please her masters. Don’t you, whore?”

She flicked the leash at my buttocks again.

“Yes mistress,” I said, curtsying submissively.

Where would I have gone? Even if they had let me leave, I mean. No job to go back to. Just an empty efficiency. An empty life.

“What are we going to do?” the manager asked exasperatedly.

“We’ll just have to introduce The Don to our new whore. I’m sure he will change his mind when he sees her.”

“It’s worth a try, I suppose,” the manager said. “I’m a bit concerned though, you know she’s not fully broken in yet, not developed in the least.”

“I already told you,” my mistress said, tugging on the leash. “I think she’s more than ready. I just need half-an-hour to prepare her.”

Everything would be okay when I signed the new contract, wouldn’t it? Here. At ‘Club Libertine’. I would be well paid. I mean, they must pay well, surely? Hadn’t I better find out though? Make sure? I was entitled to know how much I could expect to earn working as their whore, wasn’t I?

My mistress half-dragged me out of the office.

I clip-clopped obediently behind her, as she stomped in her thigh high leather boots and semi-transparent figure-hugging mini-dress down a flight of stairs, round a corner, and eventually through a doorway marked ‘Costume.’ The room we entered was packed with rows and rows of lingerie, skirts, heels, stockings, even bags, jewelry and cosmetics…

“SERVICE!” My mistress screeched, clapping her hands together sharply.

Almost instantly, two pretty assistants emerged from behind a screen and clip-clopped frantically over to us. They were both topless, had long blonde hair, and wore identical white panties with matching white heeled sandals. Each additionally wore a simple cotton maid apron, secured around the waist, which while affording them a modicum of modesty around their sex, also marked them out clearly as whore-servants.

The girls curtsied in unison and looked down at my mistress’ boots.

God, how lucky my mistress was: To have so many gorgeous girls available to serve her on a whim.

“Dress her as a slave-girl,” she ordered the girls. “Do it quickly. She has an urgent appointment.”

“Yes mistress,” they each responded and curtsied reverently.

The girls sprung into action. One of them scurried to and fro collecting garments from the various racks, while the other girl fell to her knees and unfastened my heels. Once she had helped me step out of them, she pulled my panties down and unhooked them from around my ankles.

I didn’t move, didn’t dare.

My mistress, apparently disinterested in my nudity, let go of my leash, letting it dangle freely down my back, and strolled casually out into the corridor.

They were going to dress me as a slave-girl? What did a slave-girl wear exactly?

I pictured cuffs and chains. And a collar. I was already wearing a collar though, wasn’t I? Was I already a slave-girl?

Stockings? They were rolling stockings up my leg. Laser hair removal treatments have left my body devoid of all body hair, and my legs silky smooth. Did slave-girls wear stockings? Fishnet stockings, apparently. Did slave-girls actually exist? I thought they were just something men dreamed up. They weren’t real, were they? Or, were there really slave-girls out there somewhere, forced to carry out the bidding of their owners?

Imagine being a slave girl! Not me. Never. A whore, yes, I could live with that. But a slave? No. No way.

The black fishnet-stockings felt silky, sensual. One of the girls smoothed out the elastic stocking-tops and the fabric clung sexily to my thighs.

I felt like a doll.

They tightened a topless leather corset around my mid-riff, pulling the cords in back snugly. God. It was really tight.

One of the girls then pulled my arms together behind my back, and snapped something cold and metallic into place around my wrists. When she withdrew her small fingers, I knew instantly what she had done: She had cuffed my wrists together behind my back!

Why?

And why did it feel so… sexy?

Cuffed by a whore. That’s what they were, wasn’t it? A couple of whores. …Mmmm… but wasn’t it wonderful having them dress me… together… serving me… so gorgeous… so blonde… so sexy… all feminized sissies fluttering around me in their maid aprons…

“You’re beautiful,” I said to one of the girls suddenly, unable to contain it.

“Sshhh,” she urged.

“Why can’t I talk?” I asked in a whisper.

“You’re a slave,” she said quietly, crouching down before me and re-adjusting the tops of my stockings.

“It’s only a costume,” I said. “I’m not really a slave.”

“Sshhh,” the other girl insisted, looking nervously towards the door.

What was she doing now? Painting my nipples? Making them shiny?

The other girl started brushing my hair.

“What are your names?” I asked.

“Sshhh,” the girl painting my nipples hushed me again. “She can hear you.”

One of the girls helped me back into my heels, and fastened them around my ankles. I enjoyed the sight of her huddled at my feet. Was that what my mistress saw when I knelt at her feet and licked her boots?

God. Wouldn’t it be great to be a mistress one day? Maybe I could work my way up. Please let it be like that. I would do anything for that. To have submissive little girls like these two curtsying for me and pressing their tongues against my sex… and into my asshole… God yes... imagine that…

“Is she ready?” my mistress demanded suddenly. I hadn’t noticed her return, and neither, apparently, had the other girls. One of them blushed guiltily.

“Yes, mistress,” the girls said in turn, curtsying politely.

“I heard voices,” my mistress snapped. “I’ve told you girls before, NO TALKING unless I give explicit permission. Do you understand?”

The girls curtsied and muttered a feeble “Yes mistress.”

“What about YOU, slave?” She barked, turning to me. “Do you understand too?”

I curtsied and nodded. I almost toppled over as I lowered and raised myself before her, unable as I was, to use my arms to balance myself.

“Yes mistress,” I said, looking at her feet.

Three fully-grown women, all half-naked, apologizing and curtsying to another woman. Our superior. Our mistress.

“Luckily for all of you I don’t have time to spank your bottoms right now. Come on, slave. You’ve got work to do.”

She took the end of my leash and tugged on it.

That was it? This was my outfit? Where were the panties? Budding breasts and cock on display. Tight leather corset. Collared and cuffed. Was that it?

She led me by my leash. Her slave now. Her slave-girl.

I stumbled up the stairs, convinced that I would lose my balance at each step, yet somehow managing to retain my balance. Why did we have to walk so fast? Didn’t she realize it was difficult for me to walk in such high-heels with my wrists cuffed behind my back?

When we arrived at the area curtained-off from the public area of ‘Club Libertine’, my mistress stopped abruptly, turned and glared at me.

“Are you going to be a good little slave-girl?” she snapped.

“Yes mistress,” I nodded and curtsied, looking at her feet.

“Good,” she said. “Because if not, you’re out. Now, I’m going to free your hands. You will crawl to your master.”

She reached around me and fidgeted with my wrist-cuffs. I enjoyed her closeness, her smell. And suddenly I caught her eye… I smiled shyly, sweetly, nervously… God her green eyes were amazing… and then hurriedly I looked away… God I wasn’t supposed to do that…

Why didn’t she tell me off? Why didn’t she scold me?

She pointed at the floor. I curtsied and knelt for her.

“Crawl,” she commanded, tugging on the leash.

She led me through the gap in the curtain. Out into ‘Club Libertine’. On all fours. On a leash.

Soothing Jazz. Smoke. Mirrors. People. Clients. Rich clients. Being entertained by beautiful whores. My colleagues. My co-workers.

And there I was, on all fours, crawling at my mistress’ boots. And she was walking so deliberately now. Why so slowly? Was she showing me off to them?

I was sure they must have been watching me. All of them. All the rich, powerful people in their suits and their ties…

And no underwear! My cock on display, framed below my corset and the tops of my stockings. Bottom wiggling as I crawled. No disguising my true gender...

This was what I was now. This.

How low had I gone? To allow myself to be paraded around like that… on show… Where was my dignity? Where was my pride? Where was my sense of self-worth?

I was a dog, wasn’t I?

What if any of them recognized me? What if one of them knew me?

“There goes Stuart,” I imagined them saying over the brim of their champagne glasses. “She used to be Senior PA to the Vice President. Now she’s a dog-whore. Apparently she always wanted to be one. I’ve seen the pictures. Practically begged for it, I heard…”

…And I wasn’t being paid for this, was I? I was doing it all for nothing. Not a dime. Not a penny. Not any kind of money.

…Doing it because… Why was I doing it? Because I had been told to. Because I had been ordered to. Because I was a slave-girl.

…No! It’s just a costume. Of course, I’m not a slave-girl…

…Ah. …There he is… My master.

…Yes. He looks rich. Really rich. Distinguished looking. Don’t look at him. Look at your mistress’ boots. Look at his shoes. That’s all I’m worth. Do that. Do nothing else. Don’t think. Stop thinking. Concentrate on your job… Concentrate on what you are…

“The Don,” my mistress said proudly. Did she curtsy? Did my mistress just curtsy? Was he royalty?

“Is that it?” The Don said rudely in a perfect New York accent.

“Yes sir,” my mistress said. “And our sincerest apologies for keeping you waiting.”

I had never heard her so polite. So respectful.

I felt my mistress’ boot on the top of my head. I didn’t resist. I let her push my face into The Don’s shoes. I kissed each of them…He must be so important. So much more important than me. Must kiss his shoes… show him I understand how important he is…

“Hang it up for me would you?” The Don asked.

It? He was calling me an ‘it’? How dare he?

My mistress tugged me to my feet, whereupon I duly curtsied lowly before The Don. I tried not to look at anything. My mistress pulled my arms behind my back and fastened the cuffs back in place around my wrists.

The Don didn’t even look at me! Instead, he gazed distractedly around Club Libertine. At the other girls? What was wrong with me? Why didn’t he look at me? …He was quite old. Retirement age perhaps? He looked so stuck-up…so full of himself...

…God, how easy it is to instantly hate some people. He looked so pompous, arrogant. And evidently one of the elite members of society. Bastard. Life was so unfair…

Why was I his whore? Why was I his slave-girl?

SLAP.

My mistress had slapped my face!

And then her voice right in my ear, a harsh whisper: “DON’T LOOK AT HIM.”

“Sorry mistress,” I squeaked, realizing my mistake.

She reached above my head and pulled a pair of thin silvery chains down from the ceiling. There was a clamp at the end with sharp vicious teeth. She pinched one of my breasts and clipped the end of one of the chains to my nipple. I winced and gasped sharply when I felt the clamp bite.

SLAP.

“Quiet,” she barked.

She fixed the second clamp into place, I held my breath, then she turned and marched over to the wall, where a length of identical looking chain was wrapped around a lever.

Oh no. No.

She turned the lever slowly. The chains attached to my nipples shimmied as they drew taut.

Oh God. No.

She turned the lever a little more. The chains tugged at my nipples, pulling them up towards the ceiling. I arched my back instinctively and raised myself onto tip-toe in a vain attempt to abate the biting sensation in my nipples.

“No,” I begged, becoming distressed. “Please don’t, it’s hurting…”

My mistress glared at me sharply.

“Gag it,” The Don ordered. “It’s noisy.”

Ow. Ouch. My nipples felt like they were going to be pulled off my chest! They were mere buds, developing. The pain was searing through me. This was unbearable. Please don’t do this to me. Please loosen it. Let me go!

“Please,” I whimpered. “It hurts…”

My mistress stormed over to me and slapped my face viciously.

“SILENCE!” she said, glaring at me, then, turning to The Don: “I’m sorry sir, to tell the truth we only acquired her recently, we’re still training her.”

“I just hope you’re not wasting my time. It isn’t even developed yet.” The Don replied obstinately.

My mistress stuffed a ball of red plastic into my mouth. I moaned in protest, but could do nothing to prevent it; the slightest movement meant feeling the bite and tug of the nipple clamps.

She secured the ball-gag tightly, extremely tightly, around the back of my head.

I moaned angrily into my gag. They had gone too far. I wasn’t prepared to put up with this any longer. With or without pay.

“It’s still making too much noise,” The Don complained.

God! I really was helpless, hardly able to move. Not without excruciating pain, at any rate. I moaned and begged and drooled into my gag. Please! Let me down! I don’t want to be a slave! I want to be a whore. Not a slave. Please let me down. Please.

“You’re going to have to whip it until it learns to shut up.” The Don remarked.

Whip me? Like this? They wouldn’t dare.

WHOP.

What was that? Some kind of whip? A flail? Whatever it was, it hurt. It really hurt.

WHOP WHOP.

She was whipping the backs of my thighs and my butt! Bitch! No, not her fault. Him. He had ordered her to do it. It was his fault. Obnoxious, pompous oaf.

WHOP.

This was torture! A disgrace.

WHOP WHOP.

“SILENCE, SLAVE!” My mistress barked. “I am going to go on whipping you until you are SILENT!”

Suspended by my tender nipples, now bleeding, being beaten like a dog. Unable to move. And not permitted to complain. Was this what being a slave was all about?

I wasn’t really a slave, was I? The Don must know I am not really a slave. It was just a costume. I was a whore, not a slave… Tell him mistress! Tell him I am your whore, your maid, your slut. Not his slave. Tell him…

Ow. Nipples hurting so badly, blood running down. Want to pass out, make it go away.

Were they all watching? All the other clients in the club? Were they all standing around watching me hang like a piece of meat? Watching me being beaten? Being tamed?

That was it, wasn’t it? I was being tamed. Taught to be tame. To take punishment and not to complain. Not to resist. Not to question my status. To just accept it. All of it. The humiliation, the lack of pay, the beatings, the rapes…

Ow. Really painful. Crying now. Hurting too much. Please let me down. I beg you.

“It just won’t shut up,” The Don remarked irritably. “Can we get another girl? I’m not at all happy with this one.”

I felt my mistress’ breath on my ear.

“You’re failing me,” she whispered fiercely in my ear. “Shut up right now or you’re out.”

She slapped my face, then promptly marched round me and whipped the backs of my thighs again.

WHOP.

I would be ‘out’? After all I had gone through for them? After all the sacrifices I had made? After all the favors I had performed for them? Why were they so unreasonable?

WHOP WHOP.

Ow. Too much pain. …Must stop moaning. Must stop complaining. Must accept it. Must accept my role. My place. My position in this world…

…Must somehow forget the pain in my nipples. Must learn to submit to the pain. Must be tame. Must obey…

I was trembling and shaking and quivering, and my heart pumped furiously… as if my blood didn’t know which way to pump through my veins…

I felt ashamed. So deeply ashamed. Ashamed that I had let it come to this.

What kind of girl was I to become? What kind of whore?

Pretty office girls used to knock nervously on my office door, dressed in their tiny little skirts and whiter than white blouses, and speak courteously to me and offer to make me coffee…

Now I was dressed as a sex-slave, suspended from my nipples, in public, being beaten and told to stop complaining about it.

“Good, slave,” my mistress barked. “Now stay quiet.”

WHOP.

I had to keep quiet. Had to. But how? I was in agony. Didn’t they realize?

“Well I must say,” The Don said. “I’m not at all happy about this. I was assured the new slave would be as good as the last one. This really isn’t good enough.”

“But she’s so beautiful, don’t you think?” My mistress said. “Still learning. In time she’ll learn to be a good slave.”

How long would I hang for them? How long?

“Hello Don!” a voice suddenly intervened, excitedly. “Why… I haven’t seen you down here for a while!”

A male voice. Familiar. Too familiar.

I couldn’t see those in the club behind me, but I recognized that voice all right. It was the CEO. Him again. My old employer. No question.

Oh God. Him. Here. Seeing me dressed as a slave-girl and suspended from the ceiling. Trembling. Sobbing. Moaning. No. Must not moan. Or they’ll whip me. Must stay quiet.

“Don, meet Randy, our new PA. The last girl had to leave suddenly...left us a bit in the lurch. Randy is her replacement. Randy, this is The Don, he’s on the board of governors. You should curtsy to him.”

Randy? My replacement? Here? Already? It had taken me months to get my first invite to ‘Club Libertine’! What made her so special? Is it because she doesn’t need to be feminized. She does look pretty in that dress.

Oh God. She must be looking at me. What must she see? A whore, suspended by her nipples and ass-beaten... Just another whore.

“She curtsies nicely,” The Don remarked. “She’s clearly going to be a successful young lady.”

“Yes,” the CEO replied. “That’s why we brought her along, actually. To show her the true meaning of success. Would you like her to dance for you?”

“Yes, why not?” The Don replied. “I would enjoy that very much.”

“Randy, The Don would like you to dance for him.”

“Dance, sir? You mean… here? In front of all…”

“Yes please Randy, if you wouldn’t mind. The Don is an extremely important part of our organization. Dance for him for a while, like you did for me during your interview.”

“You mean… You want me to…?”

“Yes. Panties and heels. Come on now, don’t keep The Don waiting. There’s a good girl. You will make Senior PA in no time.”

Good girl? Wasn’t I his good girl? Why was he ignoring me? Had he even seen me? He must have! He must have seen my ‘Property #95’ tattoo at least. He must recognize that, surely?

Ow… Everything fuzzy… Too much pain… Hurts too much. Concentrate. It won’t be long now. Surely not…

“SILENCE!” My mistress barked.

WHOP.

Bitch. Why did I ever submit to her? She was horrible, cruel, evil.

“Fresh meat?” Another voice piped up. The manager. My fuck-master. Unmistakable.

“Randy is a very special girl, undeniably feminine and completely developed.” The CEO answered. “We’re thinking of promoting her to Senior PA.”

“That’s good,” said the manager. “Sooner the better, we’re very busy at the moment.”

How many people were watching me? How many people were standing around me? Was the Vice President there too? Was he watching me?

“Oh she’s a delightful dancer,” The Don said. “Lively bottom. Firm tits. Why not stop a while and lunch with me?”

“I’d love to,” the CEO responded, “but unfortunately there are other important clients waiting for me to get back to. We’re celebrating the Amazon deal.”

“So bring them all over here, my good man. The more the merrier!”

“Well why not?” the CEO responded brightly. “I’ll go round up the troops. Be back in a minute.”

…Hate not being able to see them…No voices now... Just dreamy jazz… and the rhythmic clip-clop of Randy dancing for The Don. Why couldn’t I dance for him? I could dance ‘delightfully’, couldn’t I? Why did The Don seem to despise me so much? What had I done wrong? It wasn’t my fault he wanted the old Property #95 instead of me, was it?

I imagined Randy dancing for him behind me… wiggling her exposed breasts… teasing him by turning and bending over... showing off her cute bottom… gyrating and pouting and swooning and offering herself to him…

How much did she know? Did she know what they had in mind for her? How could she know? How could she know that she would soon wear a Property #163 tattoo? How could she know she would one day hang alongside me and a dozen other whores, with Mr. Genovese senior pacing up and down inspecting us, prodding us with a stick, pointing out our selling points to his Mobster business associates? How could she possibly know any of that?

Why was Randy the special girl? Why was I dressed as a slave, wrists cuffed behind my back, nipples hooked up to the ceiling. It wasn’t fair. I wanted to be dancing. I wanted to be dancing in my panties for The Don.

“Come here darling,” I heard The Don say. “Come and kneel here.”

The clip-clopping stopped. Pathetic. Why didn’t she resist? Why didn’t she refuse?

“I want you to show me how much you have enjoyed dancing for me,” The Don said gently.

Don’t do it Randy! Don’t do it! What kind of girl would do that?

“I’m… I’m not…” Randy protested, her voice small, weak, feeble, pathetic. “I’m not a whore.”

“I know,” The Don replied. “But you want to be successful don’t you?”

“Yes sir…”

“Come on then, show me what a good new employee you are.”

No! She couldn’t, surely?

Sucking sounds. Slurping and panting. Filthy bitch. Had she no shame?

“Good girl,” he said. “Lick me there… That’s it…”

Had they forgotten me? Were they just going to leave me hanging? Like decoration? On display?

“Good girl. Now sit on me. No, face the other way. Hold your butt open for me. That’s it. Good. You’re hole is good and loose… Experienced. Won’t need lubrication with this one! Good sissy. That’s it. Fuck yourself hard. Good girl.”

Fucking her!? …And she sounded like she was enjoying herself... God! He was old enough to be her Grandpa!

SMACK.

Smacking her buttocks?

SMACK SMACK.

“You’re going to make a wonderful whore,” he said.

“Thank you sir”

Why did she accept it? Was she stupid?

SMACK.

Why was she letting him treat her like that?

He groaned finally as he came deep inside her.

“Good girl,” The Don congratulated her. “You fuck well for such a young whore.”

“Thank you sir,” Randy said. Between sobs? Was she crying?

“Curtsy, whore,” my mistress barked at her.

“I’m not…” Randy started to protest again.

“Curtsy!” my mistress screamed.

Who could refuse such an order from my mistress?

“Good girl,” my mistress said. “Now get lost. We’re busy here.”

“Wait,” The Don interrupted. “I want my new slave to clean her up. If you would be so kind as to let her down…”

Me? Clean her up? That could only mean one thing… But anything would be better than hanging on these clamps… Oh yes. Please! Please let me down… Please let me down, so I can clean her up…

My mistress turned the lever and the chains slackened immediately. What a relief. What a merciful relief. My nipples glowed, burned.

My mistress’ face right up against mine. She looked furious, angry. Why? I hadn’t done anything wrong, had I? I had been a good girl, hadn’t I? A good slave?

She released the clamps from my nipples. Free. At last. Blood rushing to my nipples. More searing pain!

My mistress had set me free… and now she was undoing the gag… I would scream at her as soon as it was out of my mouth, that was what I would do. I would shout and scream and yell and tell them exactly what I thought of their perverted little games, and their disgraceful treatment of me. And I would make sure Randy knew exactly who she was dealing with.

“BE A GOOD WHORE,” my mistress half barked, half whispered into my ear.

Yes. Be a good whore. Don’t shout or yell or scream or any of that. Stay quiet. Be grateful that you are free of the nipple clamps. Be grateful that part is over…

I put my full weight onto my heels. Fantastic. Freedom.

“Randy,” The Don said. “My slave will now clean you up.”

My mistress turned me round and that was when I saw Randy for the first time.

She was smallish, and shy looking. She had small rosy breasts and long brown wavy hair. Her face was over-made up with smudged bright red lipstick. She wore a skimpy pair of light-blue panties, outlining a smallish cock. God,  she was a child! Well, okay, not a child, but surely a recent high school graduate. And she had just sat on The Don’s penis! How lucky the elite. How damned the rest of us.

I was to clean her up? Her? This girl? This child?

“Curtsy to your MISTRESS!” my mistress barked.

Curtsy? To her? To my replacement? Oh God.

I curtsied to her. To Randy. And I looked at her feet. Beautiful heeled sandals. Painted toes. My superior in this world. My eighteen year-old mistress. For now, at least. Until they made her their whore, too.

My mistress flicked the end of my leash at my buttocks. I was still her dog, wasn’t I?

I knelt before Randy and looked adoringly at her feet.

“Is she a whore?” Randy asked.

“Not even that,” said The Don. “It’s a slave. Every inch of it is owned. It works for nothing, and is grateful for it.”

She turned and offered me her bottom. I put my tongue into Randy’s dirty panties and lapped at them for all my life was worth. I tasted her ass juices mixed with The Don’s semen. I worked my tongue around the material of her panties, and buried my face in her ass.

I was a clean-up girl. A cum-licker. A filth-eater. I pushed my tongue into Randy’s asshole and probed for as much of The Don’s semen as I could get. This was my job. This was my life. This was what I had to do. Must do it. Must do it obediently. Must do it eagerly.

God, sperm leaking from her ass too? Must clean that up, then. Must clean everywhere. Get my tongue up there good and deep. Clean her out

“Mmmm…” Randy moaned, rocking on my face.

My mistress flicked the end of my leash at me every now and then. I was doing it for her, wasn’t I? This was part of my training, wasn’t it?

How had it come to this? How had I let things get so out of control that I was willing to do this?. For nothing, too. For nothing.

Randy began to build towards cumming, panting and moaning excitedly, youthfully, uncontrollably.

Imagine if they gave me to her. To an eighteen year-old, or however old she was. Imagine if I licked her boy pussy every day for the rest of my life. Imagine if she came on me every day. Imagine being her slave. Her slave-girl.

“That’s wonderful,” a voice chimed.

Oh God. The CEO again.

When I pulled my face away from Randy’s sex I saw them all. The CEO. The Vice President. Roxanne. Oh God, not her. The manager. My mistress. The Don. And many other senior members of staff from the company.

My face dripped with Randy’s ass juice and The Don’s cum.

And they were clapping. Like it was some kind of show. Some kind of theater.

“KISS HER FEET,” my mistress barked.

I fell prostrate before Randy and pecked at her feet. Lovely delicate feet. Was I worthy of this? I ran my tongue voluntarily along her toes. Delicious toes.

“Good girl,” Randy said in her small voice.

God. An eighteen year-old girl telling me I was a good girl, her good girl, while I lapped pathetically at her toes.

“GET UP AND CURTSY, SLAVE!” my mistress barked. “AND THANK HER.”

I stood awkwardly. I was still wearing the wrist-cuffs and curtsied before my young mistress.

“Thank you mistress,” I said, staring at her feet.

Another round of applause went round.

I was gone. No way back now. Not ever. Never.

“Well done Stuart,” the CEO’s voice called out. “Come now and thank each and every one of your superiors for making you what you are today.”

I looked up sheepishly at Randy. She was watching me exactly the way I had watched the faces of the whores who in turn had once served me.

I curtsied for her again, then I clip-clopped over to the CEO, looking up only to navigate my way over to him.

When I stumbled, a wave of laughter went round the spectators. Laughing at me. Laughing at their new slave-whore.

I curtsied as neatly as I could for the CEO and knelt before him. I leaned forwards and kissed each of his feet, wrists still clasped in their bondage behind my back.

“Thank you,” I whimpered.

“Thank you for what?” he said.

I peered up at him. …Thank you for raping me? Thank you for making me a whore? Thank you for beating me with your cane? Thank you for taking me roughly up my ass? Thank you for giving me away? Thank you for being my superior in this world?

“Thank you for what?” he insisted.

“Thank you for everything,” I said and kissed his feet again.

He placed the sole of one of his shoe on my head and pinned my face to the floor.

They laughed.

I felt the tip of his cane exploring the crack of my bottom.

“We own this now,” he said and cracked the cane across my buttocks.

CRACK.

He removed his foot and prodded me to my feet.

I tottered over to the CEO. The group fell quiet. All eyes on me. I was the entertainment. Their special girl. Their whore, doing her show. Showing them my obedience. Demonstrating my submission. Showing them my whore body marked with my whore tattoo. Showing them my red-raw nipples and streaked buttocks. Their property.

I curtsied, kissed my ex-boss’ feet and thanked him for everything.

And then Roxanne. Why was she so lucky? What was so special about her?

I kissed her feet. My superior in this world. My Goddess.

“Thank you for everything,” I said.

“You always were a fucking whore,” she said, and spat in my face.

I thanked her again, and they all laughed. Too late now… I’m theirs. They own me. They can spit on me and beat me and string me up and fuck me and have me wait on them…

I thanked them all in the same way. A few of the others spat on me just as Roxanne had done. Each, without exception, sneered down at me as I bowed my head before them and thanked them for owning me.

It didn’t seem to matter anymore.

…They are the elite…

…They are entitled to me…

…Just let them…

…Pout for them now while they slap my breasts with their cocks… while they stick their fingers in me and masturbate themselves onto my tongue…

…Take them in my face. Take them in my ass…

Let them have me.

Let them use me.

Let them own me.

Be one of their girls.

Be Property #95.

THE END
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Exhibitionist Wife Training: Ashley's New Obsession!

The best selling series from the team of Cummings & Vane!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Hot Wife Bares It All On The Golf Course

[image: ]

Golf lessons have never been more fun! An adventure into exhibitionism that you will never forget!

My Wife: THE BOSS'S WHORE: She will do anything for the company to save her husband’s job!
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Her husband watches helplessly as this little Hotwife gets exactly what she needs when she becomes the company whore!

Daisy May: My Sweet Little Lesbian Exhibitionist

FOUR BOOK SERIES
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“ABSOLUTELY THE VERY BEST FROM LEXI! EROTIC, SEXY AND LESBIAN!”

This is an amazing series!

Don’t be fooled by the title. This is one wild ride!

It chronicles the life of an innocent young girl growing up far out in the country enjoying the freedom of running naked through the fields unencumbered by the rules of society from the outside world. But, all innocence is lost when she grows up to find that, in the real world, she can’t control this urge, while others take advantage of her naivety and teach her things that she could never imagine.

This sweet honey just can’t keep herself out of trouble!

You must read this incredible series from the beginning!


SORORITY TEASERS: College lesbians take a submissive freshman off-campus for a wild night filled with sex, dares, and uninhibited public exhibitionism!

When the girls decided to take Daisy May to town for the first time for a funfilled night of teasing and dares, they had no idea how far she would go! You will not believe how this innocent young country girl gets herself in trouble again when she is tricked into showing off more than they ever expected in public. This is one wild ride, and a great followup to the mind blowing Sweet Daisy May series!

[image: ]


Be sure to read this hot Exhibitionist series from where it all began!

Exhibitionist Wife Training (3 Book Series)
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Shy little Amy just can’t say no when her husband wants to expose her to strangers!

Or

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Watching My Wife Seduce The Plumber On Her New Sex Webcam!
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It’s hard to believe that his hot little housewife started off as a shy and obedient submissive, reluctantly exposing herself for her husband’s friends when he asked her to. But, Bob will now discover that all of his hard work has paid off when he goes online and discovers Candy’s Chaturbate live sex webcam, where she spends her days performing sex on the internet as he dutifully goes off to work. You won’t want to miss Candy seducing her plumber live on the internet in this final story from the astounding Exhibitionist Wife Training series!

Plus plenty of bonus pictures to enhance your reading pleasure!


AWAKENING OF BRIE: Transforming A True submissive Wife.

The Return of the Whore!
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This Is the unbelievable conclusion of the eye opening series! Brie’s sexual urges started at a young age, and by the time that she became an adult she found that they were totally out of control!

Very explicit!

Read the entire 7 part series now!

AWAKENING OF BRIE (7 Book Series)

[image: ]The series that started it all!

Brie tried to be just like any other woman, but there was something inside of her that she couldn’t control. When her husband discovered her secret, he pushed her to the limit. He soon discovered that she has no limits and has no choice but to accept her as the wanton whore that she is. One that can’t say no to any man that wants her!

For mature readers only!


Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Becomes a Wife Gone Wild on Her Beach Vacation! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 6)
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Candy couldn’t wait to tell her husband about her vacation plans to the sunny shores of a little know place called Maspalomas. Her unsuspecting husband could never have imagined what actually takes place there, or that such a depraved place as this could actually exist, and watches along with all of the other voyeurs as his promiscuous wife becomes a total whore for any man, as she lies waiting in the dunes for them on open display.

This one is for mature readers only!

Very explicit!
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Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy To My Friends During Our Super Bowl Party! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 5)

Candy is at it again with another mind blowing story of this little hotwife as her husband plans for a party with her as the entertainment! This is a first time team up with Candy and her good friend Amy. You won’t want to miss what they can do together. Hot!


My transgender Bride: Wedding Night Surprise!

When Paul met Abby he thought that he was the luckiest man in the world. Discovering that she was a transgender woman was a bit of a shock at first, but not enough to keep him from falling in love with her. He never could understand why he couldn't satisfy her hunger for sex and found that she needed much more than he had to offer. Who are those men that he watched leaving her room when he came to visit, and why are they at their wedding? He will discover out on their wedding night that Abby has needs that no one man can handle on his own!
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