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Don't miss this eye-opening stand-alone sequel!
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Stuart had no idea what was in store for him when he was hired by the corporation, but he will soon discover that there is no way out!

Discover the shocking details of what  may happen if the rich and powerful control our society unchecked in a dystopian world.




THE FEMINIZATION OF TIFFANY: The Sissification of a Submissive Cuckold husband
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Timmy made one little mistake and now must pay the price as his life is changed forever by his wife using hypnotherapy to transform him into  the woman that she desires him to be! WOW!

There will be several more entertaining titles awaiting you at the end of this story for you to enjoy. 
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“Libertine: A person who is unrestrained by convention or morality, a free thinker.

Specifically : one leading a dissolute life.

Decadent, Deviate, Debaucher”


CHAPTER 1: My life takes a turn for the better

This will certainly not be easy for me. Mr White, the President and CEO of WorldRx Inc, said that it is a requirement for me to better understand and accept my new roll within the company. I realize now that I will never again be the man, or a man for that matter, for the rest of my life, and he feels that once I submit and totally accept my new position, my life will be all the better for it. I never thought that Big Business could have the power to secretly manipulate the direction of a person’s life in order to groom them to fit into their wretched plans later, but it happens every day within their secret society. Hopefully, you will better understand how this is possible before I am through and take it as a warning to avoid it happening to you.

Keep these in mind as you read:

I came to them willingly.

I obey their rules.

I am their property.

I am a whore.

So, here I am. I’m not what I was, but that will all be explained to you in time. What I used to be was a shy, introverted boy, with no friends to speak of. I was thin. Weak. Nobody noticed me. Nobody cared. Invisible, except to the bullies that tormented me.

Perhaps that’s why the corporation chose me. Perhaps it is why they chose us all. We were all vulnerable. Easily manipulated. Easily trained. I was bullied most of my life and never had the balls to fight back. What would they say if they saw me now? I’m quite certain that they would think of me differently, perhaps choose me to be their own whore at the club and use me properly.

I am whore #69.

“Come on faggot, suck my cock!” The brute ordered, as he grabbed my arm.

We were in the shower after gym class and Bruce Dunphy was towering over me, as his friends circled around, with his semi-hard penis in his hand, waving it at me violently. He outweighed me by at least a hundred pounds and has bullied me throughout high school. I was just a shy skinny and out of shape kid with no muscles and a bit doughy around the middle. An easy target for bullies my entire life.

“I’m not a fag, I will never ever suck a guys cock!” I insisted, to convince him once again that I was not gay.

Oh no, not me. No way!

“Who the fuck are you kidding? Look at that tiny little dick. That’s pathetic! So, either you’re a queer, or a girl, and you ain’t got no tits, so ipso facto, you’re a fucking queer! Now suck me off like a good little sissy boy, or I’ll dump this all over your head!” He demanded, tearing a plastic container of body wash from the dispenser on the tiled wall and holding it over my head.

His minions stood laughing as he pushed me down on my knees and shook his big cock in my face. Who would have guessed that in the not too distant future I would take any man’s cock into my mouth without hesitation and make damn sure that I did whatever it took to please any one of them.

It is my destiny.

My future.

I bent my head and began to cry as I had so many times, and as before he did what he has always done and humiliated me by pouring the thick pink liquid over my head until the container was empty.

“See? You look good in pink. Fucking sissy.” He said, tossing the container aside as I curled up in the fetal position on the slick wet floor of the shower.

I remained there until I was sure that they were gone before I began to rise.

“Higinbottom, you still here?” The gym teacher shouted into the now empty locker room.

My last name is Higinbotham, but everyone gets it wrong. Most times on purpose.

“I’m in here Coach Ryan!” I shouted back as I got to my feet to rinse off the soap. “I just need to rinse off.”

“What are you doing, jerking off in there? Get your ass out of there right now! Principal Skinner has been calling your name over the PA system for the past 15 minutes, so get your ass out of there and get down to his office, pronto!”

I only got to pass through the water for seconds before he shut it off from outside the shower room, leaving me still covered for the most part in liquid soap. When I passed by him on my way to my locker, he looked dumbfounded, removing his hat to scratch his shaved head, trying to figure out what happened.

As the next class was already starting to enter the locker room, I dried off as best I could, trying to get as much of the soap from my hair and body as I could, before putting on my clothes and rushing out the door. Just as they were announcing my name again, I was walking into the Principal’s outer office.

“What happened to you?” The receptionist asked, as I bounded through the door.

I felt icky, my hair was matted flat to my head, and I smelled like perfumed soap. She stood up to open the Principal's door and let me pass by her into his office, making a face from smelling the strong scent emanating from me. As I entered, I discovered a man seated with his back to me across the desk from the Principal.

“Well, it’s nice to see that you could pull yourself away from your busy schedule and join us!” The Principal announced, raising his eyes from his guest he discovered my condition. “What happened to you?”

That appeared to be the question of the day.

“Sorry, Principal Skinner, I just came from gym class.” I explained.

“Alright then, Pervis Higinbottom, this is Mr Goldberg from the World Rx Corporation. He seems to have some interest in hiring you after graduation.” He began.

“Higinbotham.” I corrected.

“That’s what I said.” He replied with a sneer, turning his attention to the large man seated across from him. “Are you sure that this is the student that you were interested in?”

The man looked at me, standing nervously, my hair plastered to my head.

He smiled.

“Yes, he is exactly what my company is looking for. We take young men like this and transform them into someone who will be a productive asset to society. Believe me, you will not know that it is the same person once he has gone through our training process. It is quite demanding, and the results are astonishing. Rewarding for us, as well as our employees. In a year or two you won’t even recognize him, and if you do, you will want him as much as we do!” He explained, looking me in the eyes.

Employee? Me? He wants me?

I looked back and forth between the two of them, completely confused.

“Pervis, Mr Goldberg was discussing an offer to donate tablets to needy students entering our school next year, and mentioned to me that he may be interested in hiring you after graduation.” Principal Skinner said.

“Yes, we are always looking for students that would be the right fit for our company and we have had our eye on you for quite some time.” Mr Goldberg began. “I feel, that with the proper training, you can have a satisfying life with us. You will start off as a paid intern, of course, but new hires move up the ranks very quickly and the benefits can’t be beat. I may even start you off as my own personal assistant, if you are interested that is.”

“Me? You want me to be your personal assistant?” I asked, glancing over to find a shocked expression on my principal’s face. “Why me?”

“Pervis, I hear that you have had a troubled life up until now. I know that you were abused by your father and that your mother had enough and shot him before taking her own life as you watched. We are deeply sorry for that. I know that you have been bounced from one foster home to another throughout your life, but now that you have recently turned eighteen you can decide your own path to the future. Mr Skinner said that you are here often because you are frequently bullied, which I can assume just happened to you again today judging by your appearance, but I think that it is all about to change for you now. You should be proud of who you are. So, what do you say? I can just picture that “new Pervis” that you will become already. I have a keen eye for these things.” He said, awaiting my answer.

“Of course. Yes! Yes! Yes! I want to work for you!” I answered excitedly.

“Very good! We will be in touch with you later in the school year with the details of your employment and relocation to the west coast. Welcome to World Rx!” He announced, as he stood to shake my hand. “And don’t forget, as I said, you shouldn’t worry about the bullies anymore. Once they get word that you will be joining our team, I’m sure that they won’t be bothering you again, okay?”

“Yes Sir! Thank you, Sir!”

“Now Pervis, you should probably wash up before your next class. I’ll call Coach Ryan to tell him that you are coming back to shower properly. I’m sure that he won’t mind. Now run along, Mr Goldberg and I have some business to discuss.” He said, with a wave of his hand.

I was practically floating on air when I left his office. This is probably the first time since I lost my mother, who loved me dearly, that anyone has wanted me for anything. It made me feel important. Whole. I walked down the empty hall with my head held high, and when I got back to the locker room Coach Riley was there waiting.

“I’ve got the showers on and ready for you, Pervis. The next class is already outside doing laps around the track, so you can take all the time that you need. I’ll be in my office if there is anything else that I can do for you.” He said.

“Thanks Coach!” I replied, as I opened my locker.

I had a mirror inside of my locker door and what I saw looking back in my reflection was a total mess. Well, this will all change now. I can feel it!

I made it through the rest of the day without incident. My excitement carried over to when I got back to my foster home that afternoon, where I went to my room to celebrate alone and ponder my future with the corporation. I just couldn’t figure out what Mr Goldberg ever saw in me. Most of the other students were smarter, more fit, and better looking than me. At least that is what I thought, anyway.

Maybe I was expecting too much, but the following day at school wasn’t much different. Nobody talked to me, the bullies snarled, and the girls laughed if I made eye contact. I just wondered how those girls were going to react once they found out that I was going to be the personal assistant to the Vice President of World Rx Corporation!

At lunchtime, I was sitting alone as usual. The tables were set up in long rows, with most of them occupied by students talking and laughing while mine was empty, but for me.

“Hi, anybody sitting here?” Asked a student standing across from me.

“No.” I simply stated with my mouth filled with food, not bothering to glance up.

He put his tray down opposite mine and sat as I continued to eat. I thought that he was a teacher or perhaps someone just visiting the school, as he looked much too old to be an ordinary student.

“Is it always this crowded in here at lunchtime?” He asked to break the ice.

I looked up to find him awaiting my answer. I had never seen him before. He was quite good looking, with short hair, a rugged physique, and dressed well. He appeared much older. A teacher perhaps. Yes, he must be a teacher.

How could I have known that this man was about to change my life, as well as myself, forever, to the extreme that I will soon be eager to suck his cock or even his toes if he desired. I will no longer be allowed to resist any request by any man.

“Pretty much, I guess.”

“You must be lucky to get a table all to yourself like this.” He said.

I thought that he was just busting my balls, but gave me a reassuring smile. He must not know who I am I thought, as I looked around to find many of the other students observing him talking with me.

“I guess so.” I muttered, still unsure of his motives.

“This is much better than where I came from, anyway.” He added.

“Are you new here?” I asked.

“Yes. First day. Oh, I’m Jason by the way.” He replied, while reaching across to shake my hand.

As we shook hands more students turned to watch, but his motives seemed genuine and if he noticed them he didn’t seem to care.

“Pervis.” I replied.

“Nice to meet you, Pervis. You’re the first new friend that I’ve made here today.”

“Friend?” I asked.

“Of course. You don’t see anyone else coming over to meet me do you?”

“No, I guess not.” I replied.

“I have to tell you, some of the people around here just aren’t friendly at all, so it’s nice to have someone to talk to. Don’t you agree?” He asked.

A friend? Talking to me?

“Oh, I agree.” I said. “Some of the people around here can be real jerks sometimes.”

“Why is that?”

“I don’t know. They can be down right mean.”

“To you?” He asked, leaning closer to keep our conversation to ourselves.

“Yeah, sometimes.”

“Well, we didn’t tolerate that shit where I came from, so you won’t have to worry about me.”

“It isn’t you that I’m worried about.” I said.

“One of these kids picking on you? Which one?” He asked defiantly, turning to look at the faces of the other boys sitting nearby.

“They’ll see you. I don’t want them picking on you too!” I whispered.

“Ha ha! You let me worry about that!” He laughed. “So, who’s the tough guy here?”

“The big one over there with the black t-shirt. His name is Bruce. He’s the meanest of them.” I said, nodding my head in his direction.

“Him? Anyone else?”

“He’s the worst of them. He does something to me almost every day.” I explained.

“Well, if he ever bothers you again, I want you to let me know, okay? There is no reason for people to act like that toward each other, but sometimes these things seem to have a way of working themselves out on their own, so don’t give up the faith. Better days are ahead for you Pervis, I can feel it!” He said.

“Thanks but………...”

“I’ve got to get going. Remember, better days are ahead for you, okay?” He said, rising up from his seat. “I’ll see you around, my friend!”

Jason stood up with his tray and looked directly at Bruce, who stopped in mid-bite, as my new friend stared. It seemed odd to me that instead of looking him in the eyes, he seemed to calmly be studying his face. Then he turned and walked toward the door, dumping his full tray of food in the trash can, as most everyone watched. He was gone as suddenly as he arrived, but his presence did not go unnoticed. I thought it rather bizarre how he appeared out of the blue, ate nothing, and left in the same mysterious way as he arrived.

I didn’t know what to expect as I was leaving the cafeteria from either Bruce or the other students, but nobody seemed to bother me for the est of the day. Instead, those that witnessed what had happened would stop as I passed by them in the hall and whisper.

I looked for Jason all of the following day, even hoping that he would make a repeat appearance at lunchtime, but he never showed. He gave me a sense of hope with his words of encouragement. Even called me his friend! One other person that was noticeably absent that day was Bruce, although I nervously kept an eye open for him to avoid any unexpected surprises.

The following morning I was at my locker when I saw Bruce coming my way down the hall. Sensing what was about to come next I covered my head with my arms to protect myself from his usual slap on the side of my head. But, instead of coming toward me he moved to the other side and continued walking by looking around nervously. When I lowered my arms I could see that he had a black eye and the side of his face was red and swollen.

He was alone. No minions with him to do his bidding.

I heard some murmuring from those standing around me that he had been in a car accident the previous night, and as he disappeared down the hall in one direction, I could hear some sounds from the other way as the students moved aside to watch someone to pass. To my delight it was Jason, dressed in slacks and a fitted shirt carrying one small book in his right hand. It almost looked like the parting of the seas as those in his way would move aside to let him by, watching him as though he was somebody of great importance.

I have to say that he looked quite handsome and the girls seemed to gawk at him, primping themselves for his attention, but he ignored them all and made his way straight toward me. There was something quite different about him. Mature. Confident. Extraordinary.

“Hello Pervis, how are you today, my friend?” He asked, putting a hand on my shoulder.

I will never forget the looks on everyone’s faces when they saw that he came to talk to me of all people. It made me feel special.

“I’m good Jason. I didn’t see you yesterday and thought…...”

“I had something to take care of, but I can guarantee that it won’t be a problem anymore. Has everything been alright for you since we talked?” He asked.

“Yes, thanks. I haven’t had any trouble at all.” I replied.

“Good. I told you that things have a way of working themselves out sometimes. If you aren’t doing anything later, would you like to stop by my place and talk?”

“Sure, that would be great!” I exclaimed.

“Good. I’ll pick you up out front when school is over. It will be nice to get to know you a little better. I’ve got to run, so I’ll see you then.” He said.

And then he was gone.

Everything changed for me after that. People became a little friendlier, saying “Hi” as they passed by me in the hall. Some of the girls would even smile instead of turning away if we made eye contact. A couple of them even asked me who my new friend was, but of course I didn’t tell them that I really didn’t know. It might not have been much, but it all made me feel like a celebrity even if they were only truly interested in Jason.

When I walked out the front door of the school I saw a large group of kids surrounding someone sitting in a car. After a quick glance around for Jason, I looked back to discover that it was he who the  crowd had gathered around as he sat in a shiny new sports car convertible! When he gave me a wave, everyone turned to see me standing at the top of the stairs alone. I slowly walked down the stairs, half in shock, as everyone watched me approach and moved out of the way so that I could get into the passenger side of his car. I looked across to find Jason smiling as I fumbled around trying to figure out how to open the door. He quickly relieved my embarrassment by reaching over to open it for me.

Still in shock as I got in, I could hear other students that have barely acknowledged me in the past, saying hi and asking me questions, but my mind was somewhere else at the moment.

“Well? What do you think?” Jason asked, as he started the engine.

“Awesome!” I replied, my mouth agape.

“Just picked it up. Only 200 Grand! Ready to go? Better buckle up!”

The car roared like a lion as he revved the engine to make everyone aware that we were moving. Once they cleared the way he stepped on the gas, burning rubber and pressing me back into the contoured cockpit-styled seat like a rocket heading to outer space! I quickly looked back to see the school disappearing into the distance through a cloud of gray smoke.

“I’ll bet they’re a little jealous of you now!” He shouted, over the loud hum of the powerful engine.

The ride was exhilarating to say the least. He got up onto the highway, and before I knew it, we were doing one hundred miles an hour as I held on to the door for dear life! It was a young man’s dream to experience something like this, and once my heart stopped racing, I began to relax and enjoy it. Jason glanced over and saw the look on my face.

“Want to try it?” He asked.

There was no chance that I was ready for something like that and merely shook my head, getting him to laugh as he gave me a reassuring pat on my thigh. I didn’t give his touch any thought at the time, as it actually helped to calm me down. He didn’t keep up that rate of speed very long, just long enough to show me what the car was capable of.

“Hope I didn’t scare you too badly there little Buddy, but I’m just breaking it in. It’s designed to go twice that fast, so maybe we can test that out someday.” He explained, as he zipped around the exit ramp.

Before I knew it we were pulling into a grand condominium complex and parked in front of a townhouse. The landscaping was exquisite and the interior of the condo breathtaking! It had marble floors in the foyer, a wide stairway leading to the second floor, and a chandelier hanging above our heads worth more than most people’s homes!

“My God, this is beautiful! Do you live here with your parents?” I asked, looking in awe at all of the original artwork lining the walls of the staircase.

He laughed.

“Follow me.” He said, going through a doorway to an immaculately finished basement.

Downstairs was the most incredible man cave that I could ever imagine, with a pool table, huge big screen with theater-like seats, and large mahogany bar with cushioned leather chairs.

“Ready for a drink?” He asked, while heading to the other side of the bar.

He put two glasses up and began to pour from a bottle of Remy Martin Cognac. I don’t know that much about liquor, but I do know what looks expensive!

“Uh, no. I’m only eighteen.” I replied.

“That’s okay. I won’t tell if you won’t.” He assured, as he filled my glass.

The glass was a type of stemware with a wide bottom and narrow top. I watched him lift his glass, holding it from the bottom and letting the liquor swirl around like they do in the movies. He took a sip and got a laugh out of me as I tried to mimic his actions, only to stop in mid-sip when I began to drink it.

“Not bad, huh?” He joked, as I started to wheeze from the unexpectedly strong drink  . “Maybe we can start you off with something a little milder.”

He took the glass from my hand, reached into the fridge under the bar, and handed me a cold beer instead. As I picked up my bottle to take a sip he placed a small device on the bar.

“Do you like getting high?” He asked, placing a mouthpiece to his lips and sucking.

It was a vape pen which uses a cartridge filled with concentrated cannabis oil. As he inhaled, a light came on indicating that it was working. He let out such a huge cloud when he exhaled I couldn’t believe that he could hold that much in his lungs. I never had an opportunity to smoke pot, but have always wanted to try it so when he passed it across the bar to me I took it and tried to figure out what to do.

“Just put the tip in your mouth and suck.” He explained.

I took a long draw and felt it expanding in my lungs before exhaling. He laughed when I started coughing.

“Go easy there, boy. Don’t take such a big hit.” He advised.

We each took one more, and he thought that would be adequate. As I took another sip of beer to sooth my throat, it started to kick in and I felt much more relaxed after that.

“How can you afford all this?” I asked, once I caught my breath.

“I’m a secret agent.” He replied, deadpan.

“Really?”

He laughed.

“Wow, you’re easy! Of course not. I go to school just like you.”

“But how???”

“I work for a company that treats me well, that’s all.” He replied, taking another sip from his glass.

“Doing what?” I asked, looking around in amazement at our pricey surroundings.

“Lets just say that I recruit just the right talent to fit their corporate image. So far, I’ve been able to bring them just what they are looking for and they reward me for my hard work.” He explained.

“What kind of talent are they looking for?” I asked.

“Well, lets just say that my employer is looking for certain individuals that are acceptable to change. Once they finish their rigorous training you wouldn’t even know that they are the same person anymore. It is quite an amazing process and very fulfilling when I see the results. But enough about me, I want to know everything there is about you instead.” He said, leaning over from across the bar to listen to my sad story.

I told him about the tragic loss of my parents and my time bouncing from one foster home to another. At one point I became emotional and began to cry as he held my hand and listened to every word intently. By the time that I was done we had moved to a more comfortable area with a sofa, chairs, and a coffee table designed for guests to sit around to talk. Jason put his arm around my shoulder to comfort me as I leaned against his rugged chest. It was all done innocently enough, and when my emotions got the better of me I hugged him tightly for being there for me.

It felt wonderful to have someone there to listen, and really seem to care, so by the time that I was through talking I felt much better. After that we each took one more hit of weed.

“You don’t mind if I were to leave you for a few minutes, do you? I have an important call to make upstairs, but I’ll be back in a while and we can continue our talk if you’d like. In the meantime, make yourself at home. There’s plenty to drink on the shelves and more beer behind the bar, so help yourself. Make yourself comfortable.” He said, as he rose up from the sofa.

I grabbed his hand.

“Thank you again, Jason.”

He smiled and headed up the stairs.

Once he was gone I sat, thanking my lucky stars that he chose me of all people to be his friend. It was as though he saw something in me that others don’t. I looked around the upscale man cave as I waited, wishing that I could someday be able to have the kind of things that he has. The weed made me feel relaxed, so I made myself comfortable on his sofa.

There were magazines in a stack on the coffee table right in front of me, so I scooted forward on the sofa to look through them. A Forbes investment magazine was on top of the pile and although I was hoping to someday think of it as required reading, I was not quite there yet. Next, was a fashion magazine. I probably spent longer than I should have looking at the pictures of beautiful models in sexy outfits, but it was a welcome change over pictures of stuffy stock brokers.

Another fashion magazine.

But, as I placed that one down on the discard pile I hit the jackpot!

A porno magazine!

The cover showed a closeup image depicting a shocked woman with a man’s penis in her mouth so large that she could barely wrap her lips around it’s huge bulbous head. It seemed near impossible that one could be so large! Of course I picked it up to peruse through the pages, after first glancing over toward the stairway to be sure that Jason wouldn’t catch me.

Each page was loaded with glossy closeups of women sucking men’s large hard cocks. Every one. I think that I saw more cocks in that magazine than I have in the rest of my life combined! As I turned the pages I could feel myself getting horny. My tiny cock was stiff in no time. Having such a small cock makes it easy for me to get hard, needing no more than a shot glass of blood to become fully engorged, if you can truly call it that. The other benefit is that even though it is at it’s full length, it is barely noticeable inside of my pants, so it isn’t unusual for me to be walking around out in public with a hard-on when I get turned on by a sexy girl and not be noticed.

I thought about what it would be like to have been born well endowed, as these men are, and to have women want me as much as they wanted them. Every one of them was different. Some cut. Some uncut. All magnificent specimens of manhood!

As much as I tried to fight it, I wondered what it would be like to wrap my fingers around one of their huge thick meat poles. To feel it’s girth, it’s impressive weight. My mind began to reel as I imagined my own lips wrapped around one of their thick cocks, tasting it, feeling it’s smoothness sliding down my throat.

Why was I thinking like this? I’m not gay! It must have been the weed.

I felt like I was about to cum in my pants when I picked up the next magazine off the stack. It was titled “Pretty in Pink” with a head shot of the cutest girl that I think I have ever seen. I turned to the first page to find a picture of the same girl sitting on her bed surrounded by stuffed animals and wearing a pink nightie. She looked sweet. Innocent. It was hard to believe that she could be old enough to pose in such a magazine as this, but I understand the whole fantasy aspect of making a girl appear younger than she really is.

The following page showed her teasing us by flashing her perky tits or showing a hint of her perfectly round butt barely peeking out from under her lingerie. But it was her face, the face of an angel, that had me. I was falling in love with her. Such an adorable young girl. I wondered how someone so angelic could be in a magazine such as this, but that’s when I turned the page again and discovered her “secret”!

I was in disbelief when I first saw it, but there it was. 

She had a penis.

She was a boy!

How could that be? For her to have that face, that body, and to actually be a boy, seemed absolutely crazy to me. But if she was a boy, then why wasn’t I turned off by that fact? The truth is, I was more turned on by her than I was before! I just couldn’t take my eyes away from the appendage between her legs. It wasn’t much larger than mine, so it was far different than those from the previous magazines.

At first it was flaccid and as I turned the pages it got harder as the pictures got more and more risque. A few pages more and she was joined by a muscular man. They began to kiss. She bent to suck his cock. He laid her on her bed and reamed her smooth, hairless, and perfect asshole. By the time that he put his huge cock into her ass my mind was spinning and my little dick was about to spurt as I squeezed it thorough my pants. She was now sitting on his cock facing the camera with her cock flipping up and down as he began pounding her with his own.

My mind was filled with lust!

“She’s my favorite too!”

What?

I quickly turned my head to find Jason standing right beside me, and froze! How long has he been watching me? I was seated at the end of the sofa and he was leaning over me to see what I was looking at, and all that he was wearing was a pair of tight white shorts which were mere inches from my face. He had the body of a gymnast, with tight abs and muscular build. If all this wasn’t enough, I could easily see the outline of his thick cock in his shorts, and it looked enormous!

I can only imagine the expression that he saw on my face at that moment, and I was totally shocked and silent as I sat staring at the bulge from his huge appendage.

“What are you doing?” I asked, wondering why he was nearly naked.

“Oh sorry. I have a gym over there in the other room and this is my usual workout time. I’m sorry that I snuck up on you like that, but you seemed so engrossed in what you were looking at, I guess you didn’t hear me coming down from upstairs. I see that you like my girl there. Isn’t she a little sweetheart?” He asked.

“I, uh, didn’t know that it was a guy.” I explained.

“Come on! Does it really matter? Don’t worry. I don’t think of her as a boy either. In fact, if you go through the rest of the magazines you’ll find more just like that one. They’re my favorites.”

“But, I’m not gay.” I announced.

He laughed.

“I’m not either! Do you have any idea how many women I’ve fucked right where you’re sitting? Hell, they get just as hot as we do looking at this shit. It might seem strange, but you do have to admit that they get your attention!” He said, leaning over to point out a picture of her getting fucked in the ass doggy style, looking amazingly like a real girl.

What really got my attention however, was the outline of Jason's cock growing in his tight shorts, stretching them. It was perfectly defined and close enough to my face that I could feel the heat emanating from it, and wondered what his intentions were.

He took the magazine from my hand and came around me to sit by my side to share more pictures with me. I can’t say that I wasn’t nervous to be alone with him in this awkward situation, but I will now admit that having him sitting beside me practically naked made me feel flushed, weak. It wasn’t the beer or the pot affecting me, but the high state of arousal that I was feeling looking at porn with his hot near naked body pressed against my side.

As he turned the pages, my eyes continuously would glance down at the huge bulge in his shorts. It looked enormous! He would occasionally reach down and adjust it as it continued to grow, it’s well defined head about to force it’s way out. He noticed me looking and smiled.

“You know, I could really use some help with this right now.” He said, tossing the magazine on the table so that I could get a better view of his impressive manhood.

“But, I’m not gay.” I said, my eyes still glued to his shorts.

“Like I said, I’m not either, but you’re the one that got me hard from looking at porn, so I think you should help a friend out and take care of this for me.” He said, squeezing the shaft through the elastic material.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked nervously.

He took that as his cue and raised his ass from his seat and slipped off his shorts. When he sat back down, his hard cock stood straight up and looked even more impressive, now out of it’s confinement. It looked every bit as intimidating as those that I saw in the magazines.

You have to remember that before this time my sexual experience consisted of myself, some lube, and a box of tissues. I had never been alone like this with a member of either sex, and I couldn’t tell you how many times I have jerked off to pictures of men’s hard cocks or how it would feel to have one in my own mouth, and it made me feel weak. Submissive.

His cock was shaped just like many that I saw, long, thick shaft with just a slight ‘banana’ bend. The head was big and bulbous and even the veins seemed to be just right. My guess is that it had to be at least 8 or 9 inches in length, and as thick as a basketball pole.

“I’m not cruel.” He said. “You’ll feel rewarded for being a good boy.”

Jason was sitting naked on his sofa. His legs were parted, showing off his massive manhood pointed straight up between them. I can’t take my eyes off of it, and he knew. Oh, he knew alright! I could sense him grinning at me, but I couldn’t release my gaze from the incredible sight before my hungry eyes. His hands rested on his thighs palm up, offering his meat to me.

It looked irresistible!

I just stared, even as Jason took my hand and placed it around his thick shaft. Needless to say, I have small hands and couldn’t close my fingers around it. It felt warm. It’s skin the same color white as the surrounding area with a slight pink crown. His hairless body looked absolutely perfect and I knew that if I were a woman I would certainly go for him. But I’m not, so all I could say about that moment was that I was confused.

My fingertips made contact with the shaft. It was warm and soft and I centered my concentration on sending energy to the tips of my fingers. They lightly massaged and delicately explored.

As he leaned back in his seat, I tightened my grip and started stroking the length of his shaft. His pole felt as hard as a rock and soon precum began oozing out of the slit, I mistook it as ejaculant. I wondered what he must have been thinking about as I milked more and more precum out of him. Did he imagine that I was a woman, or would he prefer that I am a guy? Soon it started running down all over the head, coating it with his milky fluid. He had already discharged about as much semen as I shoot during a typical masturbation session, but he was barely getting started!

“It’s not like I’m asking you to do something insane.” He said softly. “It’s not what you’re used to perhaps. It’s not something you may want to do, but that’s the point, my friend. It’s something I want you to do for me. It’s something that’s going to make me cum. That’s why I want you to do it. And, if my calculations are correct, you want it more than anything right now. So, tell me that you want it and maybe I’ll just let you have it.”

I paused.

“Tell me!”

“I want it. Yes, I really want it.” I murmured.

I was still in a daze when I felt his strong hand grip me by the back of my neck and pull my head down to it, my mouth nearly touching it’s thick helmet shaped crown, shiny with his man juice. My tongue flicked at the slit, scooping up a small amount of precum. A string of sticky liquid stretched between my tongue and the tip, snapping off just as I drew it into my mouth, tasting another man’s semen for the very first time. It was slightly salty, but the taste was surprisingly mild, so I went back for more to get a better idea.

When I opened my mouth for the third time he pushed my head down and my lips wrapped around it’s meaty head. As in the pictures that I viewed earlier, I could only get so much into my mouth on that first try. Now I could really taste his jizz and began to swirl my tongue around it’s smooth surface, as I sucked off the remainder of juice and swallowed.

He pushed my head down forcing me to take more of his tool into my mouth until it hit the back of my throat causing me to gag. When he let go I raised my head up gasping for air, but only long enough for me to catch my breath before he pushed my head down again forcefully. This time he held me there until my face turned red and my eyes felt as though they would pop out of my head.

He released me, allowing me to pull back and I began coughing uncontrollably, but as soon as I caught my breath again I went back down on him without any further coaxing. He smiled, knowing that I was actually going to go through with it as he locked his fingers behind his head to relax and let me service him.

I couldn’t believe that I was actually bent over sucking on a stranger’s cock in his house, but that is exactly what I was doing. I had always dreamed of having a girl do this for me someday, but that day I was the girl! My mind was reeling! My cock was as hard as a rock, so there was no denying that I was actually enjoying the taste of another man’s cock.

I’ve seen enough porn to know how to give a guy a blowjob and began to bob my head up and down, my lips tight around his thick shaft. My fingers slid down his rigid tool to fondle his balls and found them to be twice as large as mine! His hairless scrotum was tight and felt the size and shape of a tennis ball, standing out straight from the base of his cock, full and round.

“Good boy.” He complimented, as he gave my head a pat with his hand for encouragement. “Roll your tongue around the head as you go down. Good! You seem to be picking this up much more quickly than we thought. Now give the head a little more suction when you come back up. Excellent!”

His hand on my head told me that I couldn't stop until he was finished and hearing his words of encouragement eased my mind and helped calm my nerves. He was making me feel like I was doing a good job for my first time sucking a cock and my attitude changed from fighting my fate, to a desire to give Jason the best blowjob that I could.

“I can tell that you’re going to be a great little cock sucker. Easy boy! Slow down and savor it, you never know if you will ever get this chance again. There you go. Now let’s see if you can make me cum. Slide your hand up and down the shaft. Mmmmm, good boy. You really want to taste my cum, don’t you?”

When I first started, I was really nervous about letting him shoot his cum into my mouth. Now I was so eager to make him cum that I couldn’t wait any longer for it. He was gently stroking my hair to show me that he enjoyed my technique and all I could think of at that moment was how much I wanted to please him, as well as to show my appreciation for allowing me to do this for him.

“So, are you going to be a good boy for me?” He asks.

I was now on my knees in front of the sofa between his spread legs, my neck bent forward as he holds my head steady between his hands and fucks my mouth forcefully. My lips remained tightly wrapped around his tool as his ass bounced off of the cushion pounding his cock inside my mouth like a jackhammer!

His breathing was very heavy now and he was moving his hips to slide his cock in and out of my mouth more rapidly. A sure sign that he was getting close. He let out a moan and I knew he was ready.

"When you begin to feel me cum, don't stop sucking and you’ll get a nice reward, Pervis. You’re almost there, my friend."

Jason spoke calmly, almost seductively. He called me Pervis, and for the first time in my life I enjoyed someone actually calling me by name. His voice gave me a comforting feeling. I felt a tingling in my stomach.

I wanted to please him.

He called me his friend.

He would soon own me.

The thought of stopping never entered my mind, as all I could think of was taking this to the limit. It is funny now that I’m thinking back on it, only a few minutes before that I would have probably run if another man had asked me to suck his cock. If it were anyone but Jason I would have, however I found myself spellbound by him and unable to resist.

I moaned to assure him that I had no intention of stopping. A strong desire to serve and please him had welled up inside me and I was excited by this new feeling.

He groaned loudly as he pushed his cock deep into my mouth, and I felt his cum erupting. It was hot, and he was so loud! Apparently not shy about letting his neighbors know when he is getting off.

I swallowed quickly and tried to keep up without choking as the thick fluid slid down my throat. Shocked by how dry and salty his cum tasted as he kept squirting more in strong jets against the back of my throat. Part of me wanted to stop and spit it out, but I got used to the taste quickly and truly wanted to give him a great climax.

"Swallow my cum. Keep sucking." He ordered, and I obeyed. “Mmmmm, that’s right, get it all. Milk the rest out with your hand. Yeah, just like that. Suck me dry. I’m lazy and hate to clean up after myself. That’s a good boy.”

Once spent, he gently pushed me away to sit back on my haunches as he got up from his seat. I was running my tongue around inside of my mouth to savor every drop of his semen as I watched him begin to walk toward the bar still naked. His cock, now semi-hard, was still quite impressive as it swung from side to side with each step.

“Would you like a beer to wash that down?” He asked, holding up a bottle behind the bar.

I could only nod my head, still in disbelief of what had just transpired. As he walked back with our beers, I looked upon his solid muscular frame as though he were a god. He could have demanded that I do anything for him at that point and I’m not sure if I could have resisted.

I had no idea what was happening to me, but it was out of my control as I awaited his next request, but even though I sucked his cock, I vowed that I will never let a man fuck my ass like those shemales in the magazines.

Oh no, not me. No way!

He handed me my beer while I remained kneeling as he sat back on the sofa with his back against the arm rest on the other side, placing one foot up on the cushion and the other on the floor, lewdly displaying his still sensational penis to me. As I knelt waiting for him to say something, he just relaxed and smiled with a look of satisfaction on his face. It felt quite odd to me as he looked at me apparently deep in thought as though he was trying to envision something, as though I was just some kind of object to him, until he made eye contact and caught him staring.

“Want to see my gym?” He asked, snapping out of his trance and rising to his feet, reaching out to help me up.

As I looked up at him standing above me, his cock was inches from my face with a thick drop of cum forming on the tip of his cock, remnants of my prior deed. Thinking that he would want me to take care of it for him, I leaned forward and caught his thick cum with my tongue and swallowed.

“You are a surprisingly eager young boy aren’t you? I am really going to enjoy our time together. There will be much to learn. Come. Let me show you around.” He said, helping me to my feet.

He held my hand as he led me to the door of his gym. I don’t know why I was surprised at the exercise equipment inside, everything else in the house was top shelf. He had just about everything that one would ever need to get into shape.

“You know, it wouldn’t take much to get you into shape. You have a nice thin body, so we can work on toning the right areas to get you looking good. Would you like to come over after school every day and work out with me? I’m a great trainer!”

“Really? You want to work with me?” I asked.

He looked me up and down, still wearing my school clothes while he stood before me comfortably naked.

“Let’s see what you’ve got.” He said, taking a step back to give me room.

“You want me to take off my clothes?”

“Of course! Unless you’re too shy to. How else can I see what we need to do with you?” He explained. “You can leave your underwear on, if that’s what’s bothering you!”

I have never been comfortable taking off my clothes in front of other people and that fear only got worse in high school with Bruce and other boys teasing me about my body. I’m not very tall, and you can say that I’m scrawny, but if Jason is willing to help me improve it might be the kind of encouragement that I needed to get started.

He watched as I removed my clothes, leaving on my underpants, and looked over his new project.

“I have some ideas for you. You will never be a big weight lifter or anything like that, so we will go in another direction and tone your body to take advantage of your slim build. A nice lean body gets the girls just as well as a big hulking one would. I’ll get you what you will need to wear, just give me your shoe size, so that you will have it here when you come back. We’ll start tomorrow.”

“So soon?”

“Of course! The sooner we begin, the sooner you will have that body that I’m looking for. I will also have you taking supplements that will speed things up and give you the desired effect.” He explained.

One entire wall was mirrored and I couldn’t help but notice the stark contrast in our bodies with him standing beside me. If he could make me look half as good as he does, I would be more than happy.

As I dressed he went back over to the bar, still naked, and got us another drink. I just couldn’t get over how comfortable he seemed walking around naked and caught me looking at him several times without displaying any sign of modesty.

That night in bed, I kept thinking of Jason and how things are changing so much for me since we met. I thought that it was sheer fate that brought us together that day in the cafeteria. Little did I know that it was all a part of a big corporate plan and that he has been guiding my life toward this for quite some time!


Chapter 2: Angel of my dreams!

As I walked down the hall toward my locker the next morning I sensed something different. Other students stopped to watch me pass by, with some even pointing while they whispered to their friends. I passed by a girl from one of my classes that was at her locker and she actually said “Hi” to me. She had never even spoken to me before that time, so it made me feel pretty good about myself that she did.

“Pervis, hi. I’m glad that I caught you!”

I spun around to find Bruce standing behind me and expected the worst!

“I just had to come and tell you that I’m sorry for all of the bad things that I’ve done to you in the past and that I will never do anything like that again, to anybody. I know now that it was wrong and I hope that you will please forgive me!” He pleaded, speaking quietly so that he could not be overheard.

His face was still a mess from his “accident”. His cheek was still swollen and his eye nearly closed. I thought that he was lucky to be alive and couldn’t believe that he was not in the hospital.

“I don’t understand.” Was all that I could muster.

“You have to say that you forgive me. Here, take this. It’s all that I have on me.” He said, taking a handful of wadded up bills from his pocket.

“What’s this for?”

“It’s some of the lunch money that I took from you this past year. I hope it’s enough for now. I’ll try to bring more tomorrow. Is that okay with you?”

“I guess so. But, why……….”

“Just please tell them that I’m making good on my promise and let me know if there is anything else that you want me to do for you.” He said, looking over his shoulder nervously.

“Tell who?” I asked.

He was much too distracted to hear my question as his head turned back and forth looking down each end of the hallway for somebody.

“I’ve got to go!” He said, placing a hand on my shoulder. “I hope we can put this all behind us!”

He turned and walked away quickly without giving me an explanation. I was totally confused by all of this as I stood in shock holding a wad of cash in my hand. What could have changed his attitude toward me? Did he find religion or something like that? And who did he want me to tell about this new change in him, the principal of the school perhaps?

Just as I closed my locker I turned around and found myself face to face with Jason.

“Good morning, my friend. I hope that you’re having a good day.” He said.

“Jason, you won’t believe what just happened! That guy Bruce that’s been bullying me all year just came over to me to apologize. I couldn’t believe it!” I exclaimed.

He smiled.

“That’s great news. See? I told you that things sometimes work themselves out.” He reiterated.

“And he even gave me back some of my lunch money!” I said, showing him the wrinkled bills.

“Only some?”

“He said that he would give me more when he could.”

“Okay good. You deserve to get all your money back. I wouldn’t be surprised if he doesn’t start paying for your lunches soon. Did he say anything else?” He asked.

“Only that he wanted me to tell somebody that he did this, but I don’t know who. Do you think that he meant Principal Skinner?”

“Maybe, but I wouldn’t say anything to the principal just in case it wasn’t him, okay?”

“Sure. I’m heading this way to my next class, do you want to walk with me?”

“Uh, no. I’m going the other way. Are you still up for your first workout after school?”

“Of course, I’m looking forward to it!”

“Good. I’ll be waiting out front.” He said, before turning to walk away.

He was still impeccably dressed for a high school student and carried the same lone text book that he had the other day. As he walked down the hall he got the attention of many of the girls, but walked with a purpose, seeming to ignore everything around him.

He picked me up in his Ferrari as planned, and just like the day before everyone watched. I heard a few calling to me as I got in, but I paid them no mind as my mind was on going back to Jason’s Condo. I can’t tell you honestly that I hadn’t thought about what I had done for him the previous day, when I sucked his cock. It was the only sexual experience that I have had in my lifetime, and I had mixed emotions about how I felt about it being with another guy. I had never thought much about gay sex, but being with him in that way was different, and I wondered if he expected me to do that for him again.

The question is, would I if he asks?

When we got to his house we stopped in the kitchen to have a quick snack before I followed him downstairs to his man cave.

“What are you doing here? I thought I told you to just drop off the stuff and leave.” I heard Jason telling somebody in the basement.

“I was horny and figured that I would stick around to see how they looked, and maybe get a little sugar for going out of my way for you.” I heard a woman reply.

Just then I got to the landing and saw a woman laying on the sofa watching TV and eating an ice cream cone. She was a black girl with long straight hair colored blue, and she was totally naked! Her body was sprawled out with her legs facing us and her shaved pussy on open display, and the fact that we were there to see her this way didn’t affect her one bit!

“I thought that I told you that I was working this afternoon.” Jason said, as he headed toward her.

“I know, Baby! I just got hot thinking about that big fat cock in your pants and thought that I could take care of it for you. You didn’t say that you were bringing the boy right back to the house with you!”

“That’s none of your concern. Anyway, this is Pervis. I’ll be training him until he’s ready. Pervis, this is Angel. She’s just a whore that loves my cock.” He explained.

I gave her a nod, examining her long slender body while she licked her ice cream suggestively.

“Now, why did you have to go and tell him that, Sweetie? You could have hurt my feelings!” She said with a laugh. “Don’t worry, I’ll just wait here until you’re done. This one looks like he might be a special project.”

“He’s already ahead of the curve, I just have to work on his body now. I think that they will be quite pleased when he starts at the corporation.”

“Are you talking about my new job?” I interrupted.

“Uh, yes. Didn’t you say that you were starting a new job when you graduate? I just want to help you get a little more physically fit before you start. Sometimes these new jobs can be quite demanding!” He explained.

I couldn’t remember ever telling Jason about my job offer and noticed a smirk on Angel’s face as he talked, causing me to wonder just what he may have told her about me. Jason has said a few things that have piqued my curiosity and I made a mental note to speak with him when I get a chance. Some rather odd things have happened ever since I met him that I just can’t figure out.

“Come with me Pervis, and you can get yourself ready. In the meantime, you just sit here on your ass quietly, until I get back!” He told Angel firmly.

“You’ll be changing your attitude real soon when you need me to teach her how to take it like a real woman.” She warned, as she gave him a mock salute and went back to her television show.

“What did she say?” I asked.

“Oh, that wasn’t about you. Lets go.” He said, quickly turning me away.

Jason led me toward his gym and I couldn’t help but look back at the hot naked woman sprawled out on the sofa literally spread eagle, thinking how much of a slut she must truly be. Of course, I couldn’t have known that in just a short time I would be offering myself to men willingly in much the same manner.

Once inside he handed me a shopping bag which included my workout attire. I reached inside and pulled out a baby blue tank top. I’m obviously not the tank top type of guy, but I thanked him for it all the same. It was that next surprise that stunned me. A pair of matching blue leggings! I held them up before my eyes, turning it this way and that, to figure out just how something so small was expected to fit me.

“Here, take these over to the bathroom and put them on. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” He said, waving me toward the door.

I took them and headed toward the bathroom passing by Angel who was engrossed in her show and didn’t notice me, and thought that she was exactly what I thought a real slut looked like. She had no shame. She had no etiquette. She looked as hot as hell laying on her side with her legs wide open while fingering her bald pink pussy unconsciously.

That image followed me into the bathroom where I was about to try on my new workout wear. I removed my shirt and slipped the tank top over my head only to find that it was cropped, and as hard as I tried I could not stretch it down to cover my belly button. I would certainly bring this to Jason’s attention!

Next came the leggings. At first I attempted to use a touch of modesty and left my tighty whities on under them, however the outline showed like a sore thumb, so I knew that I had to go without. They appeared too small at first, but the Spandex material stretched and looked as though it was painted on when I checked myself in the mirror.

Although my outfit felt extremely comfortable I looked like I was gay, and didn’t want to be seen by anyone this way! Everything about it screamed homosexual, which I swear that I wasn’t, and if anyone from school ever saw me like that, they would make my life more of a living hell than it already was. The material stretched around every curve and crevice of my body and appeared to thin out and become semi-transparent in the areas that it stretched the most.

I wanted to take it off and tell Jason that I refused to wear it, but I couldn’t dare get him upset. So, after deliberating with myself for several minutes I finally came out of the bathroom. Not wanting to be seen by her, I tried to sneak past Angel to make my way to the gym.

“Well, look at you!” She said, stopping me in my tracks. “Don’t you just look like the sweetest thing!”

I felt humiliated. This hot naked woman was looking at me like I was some kind of little pansy and I wanted to change back into my regular clothes right away, but found myself standing there shaking instead.

“Come over here. Let’s see how you look in the new outfit that mama got for you today!” She said, as she got up to approach me. “It seems to fit you just fine. Do you like the color?”

“No.” I muttered.

“No? Why not? I think that it looks good on you. It’s blue. You’re a boy aren’t you?” She said.

“It makes me look like a fag. I’m not a fag!” I announced.

“What the fuck?” Jason interrupted, walking up from behind us unnoticed.

“I think that he looks cute in it!” Angel declared.

“One step at a time! How many times do I have to go over this with you? Stick to the plan!” He said angrily. “Pervis, please wait for me in the gym. I’ll be right in.”

“Is this about me?” I asked.

“No, we work together and sometimes clash on how to go about starting a new project. Go ahead, we won’t be long.”

Jason waited until I was in the other room thinking that I was out of earshot before he began talking, but I stood just out of sight and was able to hear some bits and pieces of what they were saying.

“We can’t dress him like that so early in his development, it can cause him to resist and delay his transformation!” He began.

“Baby, we’ve done this how many times now, and it's getting easier every time. If we can skip a few steps we can transform even more of them. I’m sure that the corporation will be more than happy if we did!”

“We have to stick with the program. It’s worked every time, and I don’t want to fuck it up now. I promise to deliver a quality product, and so far they haven’t had one single issue with my work, even if it takes a little longer than the competition. This one is going to be the first one that we’re actually transforming ourselves, and if it’s successful we will hit the jackpot! Maybe if I had a woman working with me that had some sense of self esteem she would do what she was supposed to do and be a little more humble about all of the cash that they are throwing her way!” He explained.

“Don’t be like that, Baby! I was just trying to help move things along a little quicker, that’s all. Besides, I don’t work for you, I work for them. Where would they ever find another heartless whore like me to take innocent boys and brainwash them into becoming mindless sex slaves to serve them and their clients? You have to be some kind of cold bitch to just make a kid disappear from society.” She confessed.

“Yeah, well I’m the one that has to go out and find the right ones to fit the mold and guide them in the right direction. I lay all of the ground work before you even come into the picture for the final touches.” He said.

“Right direction? You take a kid with a promising future and fuck up his life to the point where it’s actually better to be used by sadistic men for their own pleasure than to live in the horrific world that you created for them. You are one heartless son of a bitch!” She argued.

“It takes a lot of effort to choose the right ones, bullied, abusive parents, who’s future would be merely a living hell, and create someone that serves a more meaningful purpose, and if they have the right mindset, could even live out a more rewarding life for themselves. Besides, it’s my job!”

“Bullshit! You just love to fuck up kid’s lives.”

“And you don’t?”

“Sure, but by the time you bring them to me you’ve already set the hook. I guess we’re like two peas in a pod. You have to admit that it is a lot of fun manipulating them like this. Watching the results of their transformation when they perform at the club. I get hot just thinking about it.” She added.

“Yeah, me too I guess.” He agreed, with a noticeable change in his tone. “We’re moving up the ranks now that we are into development. If it all works as planned we could be in for a big payday down the road.”

“So, you went from discovery and delivery, to adding development to your repertoire. Have to call your business the triple D’s!” She joked. “This will save the company a lot of work if the new blood comes in ready to go. Before this they didn’t know if the new ones would even accept their new identity, this way they have a much better chance of expecting total submission. I wonder what ever happens to the ones that don’t make it?”

“I don’t know and I don’t care what happens to them, as long as you keep on doing your job, we will both make out like bandits! The company has deep pockets and doesn’t mind spending it all on shit like this.” He explained.

“Should I fuck you now?”

“No! We’re not fucking now! I just told you that I have business, so let me go do my job and maybe I’ll let you teach him how to really suck cock when I’m done.”

“I’d better put on some porn, so that I’ll be all learned about that shit when you come back.” She said with mock laughter, before falling back onto the sofa to finish watching her program.

I really couldn’t make out much of what was said between them, and I was totally confused about most of what I did hear. Were they talking about their own business? From what I did hear it sounds as though they take their jobs very seriously, whatever it is. And what was that they were saying about boys?

Jason got right down to business with my training as soon as he came into the gym. He explained that he would be focusing on certain parts of my body due to my particular body style  and tighten my core as well as strengthen my legs and buttocks. I would also be taking a regiment of supplements to help speed the process and improve the results. We didn’t spend much time with my first workout as he spent most of the time explaining technique as well as making up a chart for me to show my progress.

When we got back to Angel we found her actually watching porn on the TV, where a rugged black guy was fucking a young blonde girl from the rear. Jason and I stopped to watch as they showed a closeup of his big cock sliding in and out of the petite girl’s well rounded butt with ease as she moaned with pleasure from each stroke. She appeared to be quite submissive allowing the large man to have his way with her without any sign of resistance whatsoever. I remembered how Jason had acted the previous day when he had me suck his cock and the similar way that it made me feel to have someone else in control, forcing me to do things that I may have secretly fantasized about before.

As I was mesmerized watching the screen, Angel got Jason’s attention and pointed toward my crotch. They both smiled to each other when they spotted that my tiny little dick was at full attention and poking straight out under the stretchy materiel of my tights. It was not an impressive sight.

“Hey Pervy, come sit here next to me. I can help you with that.” Angel said, as she motioned toward my little dicklet.

I quickly covered my crotch from her view with my face turning beet red from embarrassment.

“Pervis.” I corrected.

“I like Pervy. It seems to fit you better. Anyway, I am really interested to see just what you have there, so come here now or I’ll spank that skinny white ass of yours until you wish you did!” She demanded.

I could tell that she meant business and quickly did as I was told. Once I sat down beside her I glanced back up to the screen to find that the “girl” on the screen was not a girl at all, but a young shemale. She was facing the camera in a reverse cowgirl position riding up and down on the man’s lap, his cock driving deep up his ass. I was in shock as I watched his limp dick bouncing and flipping around wildly as he would purposely rise up and down on the man rapidly causing a loud smack each time, forcing him in as deep as possible.

As I watched, Angel grabbed the waistband of my leggings and began to pull them down, I automatically raised my ass up to assist her. My tiny dick was pointing straight up, displaying all 3 inches of my manhood in it’s full glory. As my eyes remained on the action on the TV I’m certain that I heard Angel snicker when she saw exactly what I had, but as she sat back down she reached over to take it between her fingers. It was the first time that a woman had ever touched me.

“That’s the cutest little baby dick ever!” She announced. “Mamma will take good care of that for you.”

As I watched the erotic scene taking place on the screen Angel bent over to take my small wiener in her mouth. Her warm lips wrapped around my short shaft and began to gently suck. If my penis wasn’t already at full staff before it surely was at that moment! I rolled my head back to enjoy the feeling as she began to rotate her tongue around it’s small head. I could tell that I wouldn’t last very long and enjoyed every second of her service.

On the screen the shemale was on all fours as the hulking black man mercilessly drove his enormous cock into “her” stretched asshole. Of course, I’ve experimented with anal play a few times, but it always hurt and I just couldn’t figure out what the thrill was about it. It amazed me that the petite young boy was able to take something so large in his ass when I could barely take just my middle finger into mine. Little did I know that before my training will be through I too will be taking men in my ass any time that they request it and serving them will become my sole purpose in life. 

I was fascinated with the fact that the boy was moaning loudly, enjoying the harsh treatment that he was receiving, and remembered how large Jason’s cock was and how he would ever be able to fuck me with it, if he really wanted to. He had worked his way behind Angel who was leaning across the sofa with me sitting on the end, and he was preparing to eat her cunt from behind as she continued to suck my little dick.

Jason spread the woman’s ass cheeks apart and buried his face between them to ream her as her moans of pleasure tickled my dick through her soft full lips. Before long he rose her up by the hips to have her kneel as he rammed his hard cock into her. At first I thought that he was fucking her cunt, but soon discovered that it was her ass that he chose.

I watched as she would rock backwards against him to take in as much of his cock as she could, just as the boy on the screen was doing. It didn’t take me long after that to feel myself about to cum and tried to wiggle away thinking that she would not want me to cum in her mouth. I was wrong, however, as she held me firmly in place and sucked as I ejaculated into her mouth. To display just what kind of slut she truly was she raised her head and opened her mouth wide to allow me to see my semen on her tongue before swallowing and showing me again that it was gone.

Just then I heard a grunt from Jason who was shooting his load up the woman’s ass as she arched her back to accept it. When he was done he milked what was left in his cock into her ass and climbed off the sofa as she remained in position with her ass high in the air.

“Your turn, Pervy. Come around behind me.” Angel ordered.

I looked up at Jason for direction and he nodded that I should, so I rose up to view her gaping asshole from behind. There was just a trace of cum oozing out of her open hole and it was quite shocking for a young man who had never even seen a girls vagina before to see the sight before me now!

“Your turn, Honey. Come and get it!” She said, as she lowered her head down onto the cushion to prepare to be serviced by me.

I didn’t know what to do! Does she really expect me to lick her ass, especially now, right after getting fucked and filled with cum? I started shaking. This couldn’t be normal, could it? I’m sure that she will just clean herself up if I said no, wouldn’t she?

But, I didn’t get the chance to as Jason gripped the back of my neck with his strong hands and forced my face between her cheeks.

“Now get your tongue in there and get to work. She was nice enough to suck your puny dick, the least that you can do for her is reciprocate, so get on with it. If I find any stains on my furniture I’ll have to beat your ass. Now work your tongue up in there and clean her out good. Before long you’re going to be begging for it, so it’s time that you got acclimated to it. Just relax and enjoy it.” He demanded.

I couldn’t believe that he is forcing me to lick this strange woman’s ass, and tried to get free, but he was much too strong for me. At first I wanted to wretch when I smelled it, but after a moment I got used to the aroma. I believe that we all have a natural instinct to repulse from the smell of another person’s shit, but after having the smell on your face, as well as inside your mouth and nose, your mind accepts it as being your own and it is no longer so distasteful. 

With my lips  pressed against her sphincter, I began to run my tongue around the ring as it began to close, trying to work it inside. Jason was still roughly pushing my face up against it and I could taste his cum. It was a little more bitter than it was the day before and I’m sure that it was a mixture with some of the juice from her anus.

“Are you ready? Here it comes!” I heard her announce, as Jason adjusted his grip on my neck.

Suddenly I felt her asshole opening and my mouth filling with cum.

“Swallow!” Jason ordered.

I did.

Another push, and more juice flowed out into my mouth, but this time I swallowed on my own, not wanting to disappoint them. Angel moaned with pleasure from my ass cleaning which showed me that she was satisfied with the job that I did and it made me happy. Jason let go of my neck and I remained in position to finish up by lapping away at her asshole, partly, to be sure that I left no remnants behind, and partly because I actually began to enjoy it.

“You are a natural born ass licker, Pervy. This is going to make my job so much easier.” She said, as she spun around to give me a kiss on the cheek.

“Job?” I asked.

“Oh, that’s just a figure of speech. I just meant that we are going to have a great time together, that’s all.

The three of us just sat on the couch watching porn naked, getting high and drinking beer for the rest of the afternoon. Angel promised to teach me a few things about sex every day after school. As much as I hated them forcing me to lick her ass that day, I couldn’t get my mind off my feelings of helplessness while doing it, as well as how much I oddly enjoyed that feeling. It gave me a sense of purpose that I was pleasing them by obeying their commands. I wanted to please them.

It became a daily routine for me to come to Jason's house after school to work out, followed by my sex education with Angel. As time went on I became more submissive to them, not only during sex, which was totally controlled by them both, but in general as well. They began with small things from having me fetch their drinks or do chores around the house, to service them sexually as they relaxed.

My attitude in school changed and I found that I was no longer being picked on. Somehow I think that Jason had something to do with that, although I never asked him directly about it. I thought that it was strange that I never saw him in school again after that. He always had an excuse whenever I asked if he wanted to meet me for lunch the next day or talk about things school related, but he was sure to be there to pick me up every day. One day he sent Angel to get me while wearing a sexy outfit, and all of a sudden I was the talk of the school!

Obviously, I would never tell anyone about the things that we did together at Jason's condo, some of which was getting quite unusual. I would continue with my workouts with Jason present most days, however as time went on he would leave me alone with Angel more and more often while she taught me about sex. It was all to train me for what was to become my life with the corporation, but I thought that it was great and looked forward to whatever deviant acts she would have me perform for her each day.

As soon as Jason would leave she would have me strip. By that time she had already removed all of my body hair and I was required to groom myself daily. She told me that we were role playing with her being my superior and that being naked would make me more submissive and obedient. I would submissively kneel on the floor before her as she went about her business talking on the phone or just watching TV, causing me to become frustrated, ignoring me as I waited in place for her commands.

She began to have me massage her feet as she relaxed eating snacks and watching porn related to whatever she had me do, and that developed into kissing them and sucking on her toes, causing me to feel even more subservient to her. I would sometimes be required to lick her pussy or asshole for long periods of time while she sat back and watched an entire TV show, trying my best to make her happy and get some attention.

It was always about her pleasure as she used her power to use me in any way that she pleased. She began to surprise me by having me wear items to reflect my new role as her sub, starting with a black leather collar and small leather thong to cover my unsightly pathetic wiener. I would eagerly follow her around the house as she led me around on her leash, taking to my new role like I was born for it.

She was certainly changing me, preparing me for what was to come.

The school year was winding down with graduation right around the corner. I would be leaving soon for my new job and I just knew that if I tried hard I would be successful.

Meanwhile I was beginning to show results from the exercise and supplements. My body was becoming more toned and my skin felt softer. Little did I know at the time that I was being given a powerful mix of female estrogen to speed along my process. They were changing my body and it took me a while to realize it.

At first I thought that my pecs were getting larger, but in reality I was beginning to grow actual female breasts to my horror! My nipples had become sensitive and quite puffy. My hips began to widen slightly and my bottom filled out to become more rounded. My clothes fit tighter.

I began having wild mood swings. Hot flashes. My libido diminished to the point that it was difficult to get an erection. I began to prefer to give them pleasure without expecting anything in return and enjoyed intimacy over sex.

And then it happened.

I had become very comfortable with and felt a growing bond between myself and Angel. She was sexy and fun to be with. We always had a good time together and we became close. At least I thought so. On this one particular afternoon while Jason was out, which became increasingly more common, I was on the sofa cuddling with Angel as we watched a gay video of a small teenage boy having sex with an older, much larger, bear of a man.

I began to accept watching gay sex videos as it became more common for her to put them on for me to see as part of my mind control reconditioning. On the screen the man was treating the boy roughly, from gagging him by forcing his big cock down the poor boy’s throat until he nearly passed out, to jamming his cock into the teen’s tight asshole. As he mercilessly plowed the boys backside, I felt Angel running her hand over my bottom, working her fingers between my cheeks.

She began to circle the outer rim of my sphincter with her middle finger and brought it back up to her mouth to lubricate, before reaching back to press the tip against my anus. Gently she began to push until the wrinkled muscle relaxed and allowed the tip to enter. Of course, I knew that she wasn’t going to stop there as she slowly worked it into my ass, trying not to cause too much discomfort.

I watched the man driving his fat cock in and out of the helpless boy on the screen and imagined that the intruder in my ass was actually his cock. Once she felt that I was accustomed to it she began to work her finger in and out slowly as we both watched the action on the screen. I began to feel the need for more and shifted my position by bringing a knee up toward my chest to allow her better access.

She removed her finger and brought it to my mouth where I was to suck on that one followed by a second. Once they were good and wet she brought them back down to insert them both into my back passage.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh!”

I moaned enjoying anal sex with someone else for the very first time, and Angel was quite pleased that her patience with me was paying off. It was just a baby step toward what will become a huge role in my life from that moment forward, with my ass being my most requested feature once I was ready for my true destiny, working at the club. But I don’t want to get ahead of myself here.

Angel had prepared for what was to come next as she put a small towel over her lap, and had me lay across it bottoms up, and continued to play with my anus while I watched the video on the screen. I imagined that it was myself being fucked and that Jason was using that big cock of his to give it to me good. She worked her fingers in deeper and began to massage my prostate. It was one of the strangest sensations that I have ever felt

One moment I was enjoying the manipulations and the next I felt like I was about to pee myself. That feeling intensified as she added pressure, causing me to squirm around to the point that she had to hold me down to keep me from getting away. Suddenly I felt something happening inside me that is indescribable. 

I felt quite uncomfortable that I was losing control of my urine flow as well as my bowels and began to thrash about whimpering like a little girl. Angel only held me down more securely and continued on with her task, undeterred.

Suddenly I felt the feeling like I was pissing as an intense feeling shot through my ass.

“Ugh, Ugh, Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!”

As I thrashed about I felt wave after wave from an incredible orgasm like nothing I had ever felt before. Cum flowed freely from my limp dick while Angel forced more out by pressing her fingers against my prostate. It had been quite a while since I last ejaculated and she was determined to force it all out as it continued to drain from my body, puddling onto the towel on her lap. I whimpered like a little girl as she held me down and continued the onslaught upon my virgin prostate until I felt as though I would pass out. My body shuddered uncontrollably as my orgasm continued seemingly to go on endlessly.

It was excruciating.

It was humiliating.

It was sadistic.

I collapsed across her lap, my body still spasming, as I tried to catch my breath while she slowly withdrew her fingers from my anus and once the spasms curtailed I felt my body go completely limp.

It was crazy.

It was uncontrollable.

It was incredible!

Once it was over I realized that it was the most wonderful feeling that I have ever had in my entire life! I had ejaculated so much semen that it was hard to believe that it was all from me. It didn’t shoot out in jets, but oozed out in thick streams instead. To top it all off, once I recovered I was still horny as opposed to that usual feeling that I get after ejaculation where I am no longer interested in sex.

I remained in position hoping that she would continue, however she knew that this new chapter in my training was a success. It was the first time that I had ever climaxed through anal stimulation and little did I know that it would be the only way that I would ever be allowed to cum again.

“Did you like that?” Angel asked, already confident that I did.

“Mmmmmmmm.” I moaned, arching my back to offer her my ass for more.

“That’s enough for now. I’m sure that Jason will be happy to know. Tomorrow we will move on to the next step.” She said.

“Do you have to tell him? This is a little embarrassing.”

“Of course! He will be so happy, that he will probably want to watch next time.”

She had me rise up to find the puddle of my semen left on the towel on her lap. Milking cleans out the prostate of old built-up semen and some say that it is quite beneficial, especially for men that don’t ejaculate regularly. It could be unhealthy to allow it to build up without release.

Afterwards, she had me get on my knees to eat her pussy while she texted Jason with the news of my progress. She even snapped a picture of my head between her legs as I obediently worked on her pussy until she orgasmed.

From then on things started to progress much more rapidly than before. The following day at school I fantasized about Angel and how much I wanted to please her and see what new things she would come up with for me. I wanted so much to have her finger my ass again and when I got to Jason’s house she immediately had me strip down and do chores while she relaxed.

As I worked around her I kept trying to get her attention, but she just ignored me as though I wasn’t even there. I guess that she was having a bad day, because my opting for her attention began to irritate her and she pulled me down over her knees and began to spank me hard. This was not play acting and she smacked my bottom very hard, holding me down until she was done while I screamed in pain and tried my best to get away.

It was vicious, relentless, as she continued to beat my bottom over and over again, using me as a means to take out her frustrations, without any consideration for me. When she was finished she merely pushed me off her lap to the floor, where I curled up and whimpered like a baby.

“Now get your ass up and go clean the bathroom, and when I tell you to do something, you had better do it! Understand?” She snarled.

“Yes Angel!” I said, as I jumped to my feet, rubbing my sore bottom.

“Yes Mistress! It’s about time that you learn your place here and address me properly!” She demanded.

“Yes Mistress!”

“That’s better. Now get your sissy little ass away from me unless you want some more!”

“Yes Mistress!” I said, as I hurried to the bathroom to begin my task.

This was a whole new side of her that I hadn’t seen before. Where she was pleasant and gentle before, she was now cruel and demanding. I wanted to get back in her good graces and hoped that things would go back as they were if I did as she wished. After several minutes I heard her call out to me.

“Pervy, would you come here please?” She shouted toward the bathroom.

I came out and went to her as fast as I could, hoping not to upset her again.

“Now Pervy, I’m sorry that I had to do that to you earlier. Are you alright?” She asked, in her sweetest voice.

It was as if she was a different person again, not the sadistic bitch that beat me just moments before.

“Yes Mistress.” I replied.

“Good. I hated to have to do that to you Honey, but it was for your own good.” She explained.

My good? How was that for my good?

“I have a surprise for you, now come to Mama.” She said, patting her lap.

I quickly laid my naked body across her lap, as she rubbed my bare bottom to sooth me. My ass was burning, and from what I had seen of it while I was in the bathroom it was a dark shade of crimson. She had a small bag beside herself and removed a tube of some kind of cream  and began to rub it on my sore cheeks. She was gentle, almost motherly, as she applied the cream to sooth my pain.

She spread it all over and began to work it between my cheeks. When I felt her touching my anus I moaned, hoping that it would encourage her to continue. I wanted so much to experience what she had done the previous day that I actually raised my bottom to offer myself to her when I felt a single lubricated finger enter me.

“Ohhhhhhhhhh!”

It was what I had been praying for since the previous day and I was more than ready for my reward. She rotated her finger to open me up as I relaxed, waiting for her to continue. The next thing I felt was something smooth and cold against the opening, surprising me. She began to press it into me, twisting and turning it in the process, until it went in deeper and deeper to the point that it got quite uncomfortable. This would be my first experience using a butt plug and they will be invaluable to my training thereafter.

My asshole was being stretched to the limit as I began to squirm, when suddenly it passed the  widest part and slipped in completely. My sphincter relaxed around it’s base and my rectum felt full with the new rubber toy embedded firmly inside of me. I felt her pull on it to be sure that it was securely in place before having me stand.

“Now, how does that feel?” She asked.

I reached back to feel only it’s smooth base resting between my cheeks.

“It feels a little weird.” I replied.

“Don’t worry you will get used to it quickly. It’s only a trainer plug, but soon enough you will be able to handle much more. You will thank me for this later.” She said. “Now I have another surprise for you. Wait here.”

That was the first plug that she would put inside me, as well as being the smallest. It would soon be replaced with other increasingly larger sizes as my sphincter and rectum stretched and became accustomed to each one in turn. Before long I would be required to insert them myself and would have to wear them to bed each night. Eventually I would be wearing one during the day while at school, as well. As time went on it became just a part of my everyday life and feeling it inside of me while I sat in class made me think of her constantly, anticipating what she would do with me alone later that afternoon.

She left for a moment, only to return with a shopping bag.

“Now we will start working on your new look.” She said, removing some women’s garments from the bag.

Was she seriously going to dress me up like a girl? I wanted to object, but my sore bottom was telling me to keep quiet and do as she wished. Angel began with a pair of red satin panties, having me step into them as she pulled them up into place. Next, came a matching training bra. My breasts were still in the very early stages of development, so the bra was basically only for looks. I still can’t believe that I didn’t catch on to the fact that I was being tricked into taking hormones and that I was growing actual breasts.

Thigh high stockings were next on the list, as she had me sit while she worked them up my shaved legs. Finally, she had me stand as she slipped a red dress over my head and zippered up the back. She then took my hand and led me to the bathroom to show me the results in the mirror, and I was shocked at what I saw! She was turning me into a girl, but I wasn’t gay; was I? Either way, that was as far as I was willing to go. I’ll wear a dress, but I will never put on makeup and lipstick.

Oh no, not me. No way!

I had already submitted to her, doing housework and giving her pleasure whenever she demanded it, I allowed her to play with my ass and now wear an anal plug for her, and now I’m wearing a dress for fear that she, a woman, may punish me if I didn’t. To top it all off, it started on that first day by sucking Jason’s thick cock and actually swallowing his cum. I was becoming more confused about who I actually was by the day.

As time went on, her demands and attitude changed and she would become even more demanding and less forgiving. She began to have me wear things that were made to humiliate me, like a French Maid outfit while I cleaned the house as well as a frilly pink dress as I painted her toe nails.

I attempted to balk about wearing such things a couple of times, but would always be quickly put in my place as she would put me over her knee and spank me any time that I questioned her authority, sometimes so hard that I could still feel the sting when I sat in class the next day. After that I learned never to object to anything she wanted ever again, and made her that promise as I devoted myself to her completely.

That led to my next humiliation when she didn’t stop at having me just wearing a dress, she began to work on my face and apply makeup as well. The first time actually brought tears to my eyes as she had me sit still while she plucked my eyebrows. The tears were not due to the pain, which was excruciating with every hair that she pulled out, but from the knowledge that she was turning me into a girl. Everything that she had changed in me up to that point had been slow and calculating, giving me time to accept one thing before adding the next.

She must have thought that I was ready for this next step, but I wasn’t. As much as I wanted her to stop before it all went too far, I just couldn’t bring myself to say it, getting her to move on methodically toward her goal of total transformation. Once she was satisfied with my eyebrows she sat me down in front of a mirror to apply the makeup.

I watched my face gradually transforming each time she turned me toward the mirror as she methodically worked. She applied foundation, eye shadow, finally a bright red shade of lipstick. Lastly, the final touch. A long dark hair colored shoulder length wig to match my own shade was placed on my head, and the next time I saw my reflection I was shocked by what I saw. Angel sat back glowing with a look of satisfaction on her face, while I couldn’t help but be amazed at what she had done.

The person that I saw looking back at me in the mirror was not the same young man that sat down just a short while before, but a beautiful woman instead. I couldn’t believe that it was really me at all!

“So, what do you think?” She asked. “I think that you look absolutely stunning. Those beautiful blue eyes of yours are going to get you a lot of attention, that’s for damn sure!”

She was right. My eyes really popped with the eye liner and shadow applied, that was hard to deny as I had a hard time taking my gaze away from my reflection in the mirror. I didn’t want to be a girl, but there I was, just a skinny plain looking boy transformed into an attractive woman in no time.

“Do you know that if you walked into your school right now, you could have just about any boy that you wanted at your feet? You weren’t meant to be a boy at all. Look at you! Just like going from an ugly duckling to a beautiful swan. You should accept the change. Welcome it. You can have a much more fulfilling life this way!” She exclaimed with her hands resting on my shoulders, as she stood behind me talking to my reflection.

“I just don’t know!” I replied, still in shock.

She had me remain that way to give me plenty of time to get comfortable with my new look, and left it at that for my first day. Before taking me home, she removed all evidence, except for the eyebrows obviously, only to do it again the following day, as well as every day thereafter.

Our anal play continued with the addition of toys being incorporated in my development. It started out with something called a Pure Wand prostate massager, which was basically a hook shaped device made of stainless steel with round balls on each end, one large and one smaller.

She used this on me in many positions, but only when I was dressed entirely as a woman, putting it up my rectum to stimulate my prostate until I came each and every day, before she moved on to using dildos. My dick was now limp and useless and anal stimulation had become my only means of sexual gratification.

My anus had been stretched by much larger anal plugs at this stage, so my ass could easily accept much larger toys without discomfort. Angel didn’t hesitate to use the biggest that I could handle until I was ready for her 12 inch black dong which took a little more effort to work into me, but I eventually took it all, pleasing her greatly. 


Chapter 3: My final test

With only one week to go before the end of school, Angel was satisfied with the results of her work. She had slowly and methodically transformed not only my body, but my mind as well to accept role playing as a woman. I was now ready for my final test.

On Friday Angel picked me up at school as usual to bring me to Jason’s condo, but instead of me going to the gym, she had a different plan and wanted me to get ready for our playtime right away. I was already used to my new routine by that time, changed into a sexy pink micro skirt, matching string halter and panties, white thigh high stockings, and put on my wig and makeup on my own while Angel prepared the rest for my afternoon of play. I no longer resisted dressing as a woman for her. It was all part of our erotic play, worth it to me just to be able to spend time with her, and the sex was addictive. I felt such a closeness and true devotion to her, that I wondered if I was falling in love. 

When I came back out to join her, I found her seated on the sofa wearing a black leather dominatrix outfit. It was the first time that I had seen her wearing something like that and I have to admit that she looked unbelievable! It consisted of a tight fitting corset, which displayed her perfect figure as well as having a shelf bra top to show off her ample breasts. Garters were attached to dark nylons with stiletto boots and a matching thong to complete her intimidating outfit.

She had been smoking a joint while she was waiting and told me to have some to help relax me for what she had planned. By that point it had become a regular part of our afternoons, and I think that it helped to ease me into doing those things for her along the way.

“I have a surprise for you Pervy! Jason is on his way, and can’t wait to see “the new you”, so we want to make sure that you look your best. There is one little item that I think he will love. Step over here and raise your skirt for me.” She ordered.

I did as she said, standing directly in front of her as she reached up, pulled my panties down, and had me step out of them. Of course it was a little embarrassing for me to be standing before her dressed as a girl while holding up my short skirt to display my tiny dick, but I have been put through so many humiliating situations lately that it didn’t really bother me all that much anymore.

What did bother me however, was what she was about to do next.

I held the hem of the skirt daintily between my finger tips as she had taught me, while she reached behind her back to retrieve a pink ribbon which she then tied to my dick, making a tidy bow on top. As much as I was used to her humiliating me while we were alone, I knew that this was to show Jason how far she has brought me along as well as how much in control she was of me. Of course, I didn’t want him to see me this way, but she seemed so pleased with herself that I couldn’t dare upset her now.

Angel then had me follow her to a mirrored wall by the bar to have me see for myself how I looked. How did this get so out of hand? One moment my life was nothing but endless misery, and the next, complete strangers were transforming me into a woman, doing unspeakable things to me for their own amusement.

“You’ve transitioned amazingly well. I think that Jason is going to be pleasantly surprised.” She said, standing beside me.

“Does he really have to see me this way? This is so embarrassing!” I pleaded.

“Baby, you should be proud of yourself. It isn’t every boy that can change as successfully as you have. Believe me, I know!” She chuckled. “Besides, I’ve already told Jason about how far you’ve come and he can’t wait to see you! I think that he is going to love seeing your little gift to him.”

“Gift?”

She merely pointed toward the reflection of my crotch in the mirror.

“Lets check it out to see how it will look when he gets here.” She suggested.

I looked down at the floor hoping that she wouldn’t make me do this.

“Raise your skirt, NOW!” She ordered.

Sensing my hesitation, Angel was really pissed at me for the very first time, and seeing this change in her demeanor actually frightened me! I quickly bent forward and raised the hem to expose the pathetic and useless limp appendage dangling between my legs, hoping to satisfy her.

She let out a sinister laugh, as I was forced to remain standing there to endure my humiliation. How did I ever let things get this far? Before now Angel had been patient with me, allowing me to eventually give in to her demands a little at a time in a more tolerant manner, as I adapted to each new advance in my progress.

This was a completely different side to her that I never knew that she had and it made me quite nervous. I enjoyed being with her and would do anything to keep our friendship intact, including submitting to her totally, regardless of my own degradation.

“What’s going on down there?” Jason shouted from the top of the stairs, to announce his arrival.

“Shhhhh, stay here.” Angel whispered, as she turned to head over toward the stairway. “And put that down!”

I lowered my dress and remained out of sight, as Jason walked down the stairs with Angel waiting at the bottom.

“Is she ready for me?” He asked.

She?

“Oh yeah, I think that you are really going to be happy with this one!” She declared, perhaps trying to keep me from hearing her.

“Well, bring her to me!”

“Pervy! You can come out now, Sweetie!” She summoned, in her most charming voice.

I stepped out from behind the bar to allow Jason to see me for the first time dressed as a woman. A pleasant smile appeared on his face when he saw me, but I was so embarrassed to have him see me this way that I couldn't make eye contact and looked down at the floor timidly.

“Wow, will you look at that? You are adorable! Angel, I think that you’ve really outdone yourself this time. She is going to draw a lot of attention at the club, that’s for sure! Come closer, so that I can get a good look at you, Sweetheart.” He said, waiting with his arms folded.

I stepped closer, but didn’t understand any of what he was saying about a club. And why do they keep referring to me as “she” all the time? I’m a boy God damn it, not a girl! This was all just for fun, but I will never let anyone actually change me into a woman!

Oh no, not me. No way!

“You really have beautiful blue eyes, Pervis.” He complimented, raising my chin as I looked up at him submissively. “So, is she ready?”

He continued to study my face as he spoke.

“Oh yes, she can handle just about anything already. But there is only one way to know for sure, so just say the word.” Angel replied.

“That’s great. Lets get started. Pervis, kneel!” He ordered, pointing toward the carpet in front of himself.

I looked up at him and saw that he was quite serious, then over to Angel, who nodded her head for me to get on with it. Why were they doing this to me?

Resigned to my fate I knelt, bowing my head in shame.

“That’s better. Now I would like you to remove my shoes.”

I was looking directly at his expensive patent leather shoes, took a deep breath through my nose and let it out before untying one shoe and then the other, placing them to the side.

“My socks.”

I bent forward and pealed them down off his feet and placed them into his shoes.

“Stand!”

As I rose my eyes caught a glimpse of the outline of his thick cock in his slacks. It had been a while since I last saw it and may have kept my glance a second too long as he smiled at my reaction while I stood before him bowing my head.

“Remove my shirt, Pervis.”

Starting from the top I unbuttoned his fitted shirt exposing his chiseled chest, and handed his shirt to Angel. We all knew what was coming next as I awaited his command with dread.

“It’s time Pervis, you know what to do.” He said, with his arms folded.

I swallowed and took a deep breath before loosening his belt and unfastening his pants, lowering them slowly while he watched as though judging me. Squatting down to remove them his stiff cock shot out straight nearly hitting me in the chin while getting a suppressed laugh from Angel who was watching intently. He wore no underwear, and stepped out of his pants to stand naked above me, his hard cock pointing straight out.

As I handed his trousers to Angel, he went to the sofa and had a seat. When I turned his way he pointed toward the floor in front of himself and spread his legs apart, holding his thick cock by the base. I knew what he wanted and knelt between his legs.

At this time Angel picked up her phone and started taking pictures of us. Of course, I didn’t want any evidence of what I was about to do, but it was well beyond the point of me successfully objecting to anything that they were doing to me, and tried to dismiss it.

“Lick my balls, Pervis.” He ordered.

This was so much different from the first time that we were together. On that occasion I was presumably doing him a favor as his friend by giving him a blowjob, because I was responsible for getting him so horny when he caught me looking through his smut magazines when I thought he was out of the room. Now, he is demanding that I do whatever he wants and that means that I am expected to lick his balls.

I was about to lick another man’s balls!

He held the shaft of his thick cock back, exposing his big round sack, as I moved my face in closer.

“Kiss it!”

I did.

It was smooth and tight, the skin soft and warm, but a bit musky.

“Good girl. Now lick it.”

Why do they keep calling me a girl? I’m still me under this dress, aren’t I?

I stuck out my tongue and began to lick his balls as he moved his cock from side to side to give me better access to the areas that needed my attention. His sack was so firm, so perfectly symmetrical, that I felt fortunate that he was allowing me this opportunity to taste it. He pulled his cock back to offer his taint and I went right down for it, sliding my tongue down further to sneak it around his sweet asshole.

“Now kiss the head. Good. Put it into your mouth and tongue the slit. Oh yeah, that’s good. Now take it all. I want to see if you’ve learned anything since the first time. That’s right, all the way down. You’re getting it now!”

I began to bob my head up and down, taking his big dick into my mouth until I reached the point of gagging, before backing off and coming up for air. As much as I tried to fight the feeling, I found that I actually enjoyed sucking on his cock, but of course I would never admit it. The feel of his thick hot flesh in my hand, in my mouth, was becoming hypnotic to me.

I wanted to please him. To have him as my friend forever!

He was the only guy that I can remember ever coming to me, wanting to be my friend, and I owe him everything. My life had changed so much since we first met, not only socially but sexually as well, that I had to show him my gratitude. As sexy as Angel was, I actually think that I enjoyed this contact with Jason even more.

There was something happening to me. Some kind of change in my thought process as I gave in to him. I felt weak. I wanted to please him so very much.

As he sat back locking his fingers behind his head, I worked hard on his delicious cock, hoping that he will soon explode into my mouth the way that he had the last time, while Angel now recorded every moment in detail. I can still remember the taste of his semen vividly, and couldn’t wait to have some again as I knelt between his muscular thighs wearing my little red skirt.

I began to moan loudly, breathing heavily through my nostrils as I became overcome with emotion. He knew just how excited I was getting and wasn’t ready to serve me my reward, putting his hand on my forehead to push me away. I backed off with a groan of disappointment, licking the saliva from my lips as I looked into his eyes.

“Get me a beer.” He said matter-of-factly.

I quickly jumped to my feet and headed toward the bar.

“You’ve done a great job on her so far, but is she really ready for my cock?” He asked Angel, with his stiff cock pointing straight up menacingly.

“Oh yeah! She’s been wearing her plug every night and already passed the black dong test, so I would say that she is.” She assured.

“Lubrication?”

“Not necessary.”

He was smiling when I got back to give him his beer. He took it from my hand and I was eager to get back to his cock, but just before I knelt down Angel spoke.

“Pervy, why don’t you show Jason your surprise to him? Stand up!” She ordered.

I obeyed, but there was no possible way that I could ever want another guy to see me wearing a pink bow on my dick, so I just stood there as my eyes began to well up.

“Pervis, are you hiding something from me? You know that we’re friends, right?” Jason asked.

“Yes.”

“Then you understand that you shouldn’t keep things from me, right?”

“Yes.”

“Well, let’s see your surprise!”

With my head down I pinched the hem of my pleated skirt daintily, as I was taught, and raised it above my waist to display my “gift” to him. It may have been my most humiliating moment up to that point and all I hoped for was for him to be happy with what he saw and move on, except my worst fears were realized instead when he began laughing uncontrollably!

Angel joined in as I stood frozen with my tiny decorated dick out on display, and tears began to flow from my eyes. He was my best friend. I trusted him to protect me, to be kind to me, to accept me for who I am, and now he ridicules me. He, they, were no better than the bullies that I’ve dealt with my entire life and I couldn’t remember ever feeling as low as I did at that very moment.

“Pervy, are you fucking crying? Suck it up! You have to expect this sort of thing if you ever want to succeed. Humility is part of your makeup now. You have no choice but to accept is. Some are put on this Earth to serve the public, others to serve in soup kitchens, you were meant to serve men, to give them pleasure regardless if you feel like less of a person in order to give them everything that they want. It isn’t about you. It is about them. So if you have to endure a little abasement on the way, so be it. You have come too far to fail at this point and we would really like to see you succeed with this.” Jason explained.

I sniffled and wiped away a tear.

“But, I don’t want to serve other men, I want to serve you!” I confessed. “Why are you making me do these things?”

“My God Pervis, you had nothing going for you in life and now you can be a beautiful woman. If you follow this path men will want you. Your pleasure will be to give them pleasure. It has all been done to show you the way. Follow this path. Don’t think about yourself, but for what you can do for others. You will have a much more rewarding, fulfilling life, I guarantee it!” He explained. “You can lower your skirt now, by the way, unless you want to remain like this for the rest of the day.”

I let go of my skirt and felt relieved that I wasn’t forced to remain standing like that any longer.

“I thought that this was all just a game between us. Are you trying to tell me that now I have to go out and suck guys? I don’t want them to think that I’m a sissy faggot in school!”

“So what? School is almost over for you. Didn’t you say that you were moving away for your new job? Start life anew! Be whatever you want to be, whatever you were meant to be.”

Jason went to sit back down on the sofa, still naked, still semi-hard.

“Now that I’ve seen what you’re hiding under your skirt, lets see how the exercises have been working for you. Take off your dress!” He commanded.

I was standing before him wiping away the last of my tears when Angel approached, pulled off my tiny skirt. Jason smiled and rose to his feet to inspect me as I stood naked but for my halter and nylons.

“Remove the top.”

I did.

“You seem to be developing quite fast.” He said, as he walked around me touching my chest and hips. “The breasts seem to be forming nicely, and her hips are rounding out. Should we increase the dosage and push it a little?” He asked, running his hand around my naked bottom.

“We don’t want to rush this. There may be unwanted side effects if we do. We should just let their doctors decide on her treatment going forward.” She advised.

Doctors? Treatment? What the fuck are they talking about?

“You’re probably right. I can’t believe how smooth her skin feels, and I won’t even ask how you removed all of her body hair, but you’ve done a great job. I think we’ll make a great team together!” He complimented.

As I stood there, clueless about anything that they were saying, Jason came around behind me and rested his chin on my shoulder as he ran his fingers over my puffy and quite sensitive nipples. I closed my eyes enjoying his touch as he pressed his body against my naked back. As I felt his semi-hard penis pressing between the cheeks of my ass, I felt weak. It was hard to deny it any longer, but I wanted to have sex with him, another man, and I wanted to do it as a woman.

I could feel his cock harden, pushing between my legs, as my body began to rock from side to side. Angel got busy taking a video of us as I purposely pushed my butt against his crotch, offering it to him.

That was all he needed and bent forward to pick me up by hooking his hands under my thighs, and carried me over toward the sofa. He sat down with me on his lap and his now stiff cock poking up from between my spread legs.

“Would you like me to fuck you?” He asked.

“Yes.”

“Put my hard cock up your sweet ass?”

“Yes.”

“Will you let other men fuck your ass if they want?”

“Yes.”

“Say the magic words.”

“Jason, please fuck me. Oh God, I love your cock!” I screamed.

“Good girl!”

Girl?

The next moment he raised me up and lined up my hole over his cock until I felt the tip pressing against it. Ever so slowly, he lowered me down allowing just the head to enter before stopping to give me a moment to adjust. He did this again and again, lowering me down onto it a little more each time until it was partially in.

Was it painful that first time? Hell yeah, but I knew that it would be worth it just to be able to please him. Angel was in front of me recording as I sat on the huge cock, getting a tight shot of it entering me for that first time with the pink ribbon around my useless little dick.

Once inside, he leaned back with me lying on top and began to work up a motion as my asshole relaxed to accept it. There was a difference in the feel of his thick warm flesh in me as opposed to the rubber dong that Angel had been using on me previously. It felt much more natural, warmer, softer, more forgiving.

As he bounced me up and down on his cock my little dick was flapping around wildly, but as aroused as I was, I could no longer get hard. It was now no more than a decoration, a worthless protrusion. Even after hearing them talk I still had no idea what was happening to me physically.

My head began to spin as I felt its bulbous head pushing deep up into my rectum and began to moan loudly. This was a far cry from those times that I tried putting things up my ass when I was younger. The preparation and training paid off. It was all well worth it to feel what I was feeling now and I knew that I would do anything at that point to have him continue with my training going forward. I was hooked!

He stood up and spun around to face me, sitting me down on the sofa, and began to fuck me in earnest. We were now face to face as I looked up at him submissively while he began to pick up the motion and really give it to me. He took the breath right out of me with each thrust of his mighty tool and the feeling of helplessness only increased my passion for him. I wanted him to use me any way that he wanted and he was intent on doing just that as I took his entire cock inside of me. His ass would rise and fall as he would back out nearly completely, only to jam his cock down hard causing a loud smack as our hips collided again and again.

He lowered himself down on top of me to fuck me missionary style, pressing our bodies together. I had never felt as intimate with another person as I did with him fucking me like a real woman. It was powerful. Intense. Romantic. At least it was for me anyway.

I could feel something happening inside me as cum began to ooze from my dick onto my belly while at the same time I orgasmed. It was not something that I could control and when Jason saw what was happening it was all that he needed to bring himself over the edge.

He gave me three hard thrusts as he let out a loud grunt and shot his thick load deep up into my rectum. The feeling was indescribable as I felt his hot jets of semen shooting deep inside of me. As I grabbed onto him to pull him tighter, he gave one last deep thrust before collapsing on top of me. 

Angel was still filming as he withdrew his dripping cock and moved up to put it into my eager mouth to suck him dry and clean it. I greedily took it in and milked the remnants into my mouth, tasting his cum for the second time, tasting my own ass as well. It was something that I had needed for a while and I didn’t want it to go to waste. Once he was satisfied, Jason sat on the sofa and drank the rest of his beer while Angel fetched a towel to clean up.

“Oh wow, this is great! Hold still while I get a picture of this. First, I’ll take the bow off of your little package.” She said, pinching the end of the ribbon, gently tugging until it loosened and tossing it aside.

“Now, spread your pussy nice and wide for Mama!” She said, as I grabbed my bottom to hold it open for her, as instructed. 

I was quite used to her calling my asshole a pussy by that time and actually took it as a term of endearment. The fact is, that we had become close and I was ready to do anything for her. On a typical afternoon, once I was done with my workout, I would follow her around as her pet and clean Jason’s house, or paint her nails, or even give her a massage. This was all secondary to whatever sexual teaching was planned for the day of course.

“A shot like this is going to show our clients exactly what we can do. They love this shit, plus it’s going to attract a lot of attention to our product. She is the perfect example of what we offer. Wait until I put together a before and after of her, the transformation will look incredible!” Angel declared to Jason, as I remained in position hoping that someone would continue with me.

“You’ve done an amazing job with her in such a short time. I really think that this plan of yours might just work out nicely for us both going forward.” He said, as Angel wiped away the cum draining from my gaping hole.

As she mopped up the puddle of semen from my stomach, I watched Jason pick up his clothes and head for the stairs. He never did return, so I figured that he had to get back to his business and I had been holding him up. That was the last time that I would see him for a while.

Angel said that watching me getting fucked got her hot, and had me eat her pussy for the rest of the day while she relaxed and watched TV. Once we were finished and everything cleaned up, she drove me home in her Corvette. I intentionally left my eye makeup on, hoping that she would like that. In one respect I thought that it would be hot if I took the risk of being discovered, and in another, I really like the Johnny Depp look that it gave my eyes.

“That was fun!” She said, shutting off the engine outside of my foster home.

“Can I tell you something?” I asked.

“What is it?”

“You’ve been right, both of you. You were right all along. I’ve come to the conclusion that I really enjoy everything you’ve done for me. I know that I’ve been fighting it all along, but it is probably the best thing that has happened to me in my life. I’m so much happier when I am with you and you do those things with me, like we did tonight.” I confessed.

Angel smiled.

“Yeah, this has been a lot of fun. I’m glad that you’ve decided to continue on with this, not that you had much choice either way.” She added, under her breath. “You’ve come a long way, but you’re a good kid and still have a lot to learn, just remember that it will all work out for the better if you commit to this completely. Don’t forget to wear your plug every night, it will make things a lot easier for you. There are going to be some great challenges and difficult decisions to make, but be sure to never give up, no matter what. Things will work out much better for you if you do. Bye, Pervy.”

She leaned over to kiss me on the cheek. That was the first time that she showed any actual affection toward me, giving me a true sense of friendship that had been missing from her up until then.

“Okay, thanks for the ride.” I said, climbing out of her car.

A second later she started the engine and began to peel away.

“SEE YOU MONDAY!” I shouted, waving as she sped off down the road. “I love you.”

Those last three words were merely something that I had been wanting to say to her, but never got up the courage to say it. Even if she couldn’t hear me, it made me feel better having said it. She would be on my mind the entire weekend and I decided that I would tell her how much I loved her on Monday when she picked me up from school as she always did.

I walked into my foster home excited for my future. Angel seemed to really begin to like me, and the intimacy that I felt with Jason, holding me tightly as he fucked me, was intoxicating! My mind was in another place as I went about my business, and had forgotten that I had left on my makeup, but do you think that anyone would compliment me, or even notice? Not a chance! Nobody cared about me there. They probably wouldn’t notice if I never came back at all! That is why I loved Jason and Angel so much. They gave me a sense of family that I needed in my life, and I promised to do whatever it took to continue on with them, no matter what.

If I had only known at that time that this was all part of a grand plan for my future life, would I still have been so eager to please them? Would I have allowed Angel to finger my ass, or dress me in sissy outfits which she had done with evermore frequency lately? What about Jason? He just started to appear at my school, but once I began coming to his place I never saw him there again. And where did he go every afternoon, leaving me with Angel to workout alone and do whatever she pleased with me?

I was happy to have Jason back, especially now that he was the first man to ever fuck me, and hoped that this would be enough for him to feel the same way toward me as I did about him. Yes, I felt close with Angel, but what I was hoping for now is that Jason will continue to let me serve him as well, and spend a little more time with me.

That weekend I had a hard time concentrating on my homework, daydreaming about my afternoons with Angel. The following week was the final week before graduation and I had exams to cram for. Whoever thought up the idea of having students take their final exams during their last week of school should be hanged! Although I had already secured a job for after graduation, I still wanted to finish high school with decent grades and put in some effort.

All day Monday I had a hard time concentrating on my work and all I could think about is what was to come after I got to Jason’s after school. Could it be a repeat of Friday with Jason, or even more surprises from Angel alone? Either way, I was dying with anticipation!

As the final bell rang, I dashed out the front door of the school and looked for Angel’s car. I looked up and down the road, but she was nowhere in sight, so I sat on the steps to wait. She never came.

She had given me her cell number at one point and I tried to call, only to get a message that the number was no longer in service. What was previously a day filled with expectation, quickly turned into disappointment, so I dishearteningly began to take the long walk home.

I tried to shake it off, thinking that she may have had other things to do and forgot to tell me, but the same thing happened on Tuesday, and again on Wednesday making me very nervous. Graduation was coming up on Friday and I was going to ask her and Jason to come. I had no other family or friends to invite and thought that it would be nice to have someone there for me, seeing that they were my only friends.

By Thursday, I couldn’t take it anymore and took an Uber over to Jason’s to see what was going on. My heart sunk when the car pulled up front and there was a for rent sign out on the lawn. I got out to peer through the windows only to find his place vacant, void of any evidence that he had ever been there at all. I was heartbroken, devastated, and later felt betrayed that they would just up and leave me this way!

It wasn’t fair. I would be graduating the following day and moving away to start my new job thereafter with no one to share it with. I wanted to cry. I cried. I wanted to scream. I screamed. I wanted to jump off a bridge and kill myself. Luckily, I didn’t do that, but it certainly did cross my mind. 

Unbeknownst to me, every step, every disappointment that I’ve had to endure lately in my miserable life, had been either monitored or planned out and calculated for me well in advance, while the Corporation put one ill fated boy like me after another through the same heinous process, until their system was perfected.

Jason’s role was to scout out these unfortunates and do whatever was necessary to deliver the desired product. Although I was still a work in progress with my training, the rest would be left to the Corporation to decide my fate. His new venture into development and training, along with the help of Angel, has given him a leg up above his competition in this highly lucrative, albeit despicable business. 

None of what has happened so far has made any sense to me, but it was about to get even more confusing once I moved away to begin my new job.


Chapter 4: What a strange place this is!

“Mr Goldberg will see you now.” Said the young African American receptionist.

I would have expected the Vice President’s receptionist to be a sexy female, but it was a young man instead, and figured that it was just me stereotyping people who work at certain jobs. He rose from his desk and gave me a wry smile as he opened his boss’s door to let me enter. It was an odd look, as though he knew some secret, giving me an uneasy feeling as I passed by him.

“Good morning Pervis, welcome to World Rx!” Announced the burly man, as he reached across his elaborate mahogany desk.

“Thank you, Sir. I’m happy to be here” I replied, shaking his beefy hand.

“As well you should!” He exclaimed, with a chuckle.

He motioned for me to sit in the seat across the desk from himself as he sat back down in his own luxurious leather chair.

“Would you like some coffee?” He asked.

“Yes please.” I responded.

It has been nonstop for me the entire weekend, from my graduation on Friday to my relocation to the big city. The corporation took care of moving what possessions I had and they even had a limo waiting for me at the airport. When I spotted the chauffeur standing with a sign that read “Pervis”, it was the first time that I can remember feeling proud to see my own name displayed as people looked upon me as though I were a celebrity. I had no time anymore to dwell on the disappointment of having Angel and Jason leave me the way that they did.

The Vice President pressed an intercom button on his desk.

“Willis, will you please come and make us some coffee?”

“Coming Sir!” He replied.

The door opened and the young man entered, heading toward a coffee maker on a table located across the other side of the office. Mr Goldberg paused, watching him as he poured our coffee, and appeared to be blatantly staring directly at his ass. His pants were quite tight, appearing to stretch snuggly around the globes of his well formed and ample buttocks. I don’t recall ever seeing a boys bottom protruding out so prominently. It appeared unnatural, and was hard not to get your attention. When he turned around to bring our coffee to us he caught the boss looking at his butt and smiled demurely, as did his boss.

That was the first time that I noticed the outline of his penis through the thin material of his pants running down his inner thigh. I must have been too nervous to notice when he got up to let me in, but there was no way of keeping it from view as it was disproportionately long for such a skinny kid. His pants were designed to look like black leather, however they were made of an elasticized material resembling tights and did nothing to hide the shape of his impressive tool. I couldn’t help but stare myself, as he walked back toward me.

This was all quite odd I thought, and when he went to hand me my cup, some of the hot liquid spilled “accidentally” onto my lap, causing me to jump to my feet!

“Oh, I’m so sorry!” He exclaimed, as he took a small cocktail napkin to wipe away the spillage.

As he did, he would purposely concentrate on my crotch, pressing firmly as his hand moved roughly across the front of my pants. I couldn’t help but think that the spill was intentional to give him a chance to “size me up” by getting a good feel of my package. When he was done he looked me in the eyes and gave me a sly grin, perhaps satisfied about what he had discovered. I was aghast, but didn’t want to make a scene and quietly sat back down.

“Is there anything else that I can do for you, Sir?” He asked.

“No Willis, you may go.”

I sat back down and waited as my new boss watched the boy leaving until he was completely out of the room.

“New hires move up the ranks very quickly around here, so there is a rapid turnover in positions such as yours. Willis has been here a few months now, and I could see right away that he had ample potential for the position. He is a real keeper!” He laughed. “I expect you to learn a lot from him during your training. Were you able to get settled into your new apartment alright?”

“Yes Sir, thank you. Everything worked out perfectly.”

“Did you have enough time to see your friends and family before you left?”

“I don’t have any family and no friends that I would care to mention, so there was no one really to tell that I was leaving.” I replied.

“Nobody knows that you are even here? Oh, that’s too bad!” He said, sympathetically. “At least you can feel better knowing that you are amongst friends, now that you’re here with us. We are going to take good care of you, and before long you won’t even remember the past.”

“Thanks. I can tell already that I’m going to like it here.”

“I have to say that there are very few that ever leave once they come here, so I hope that you’re ready for a new life with us.”

“Yes Sir, I’ll do whatever is necessary to succeed!”

“Oh, there will be plenty of time for that!” He chuckled. “Before we get ahead of ourselves, let me tell you what we offer to you. I start my PA’s off at 35K per year. Of course, this will include a company profit sharing bonus which has been quite substantial the past few years. The company owns the apartment building you are in and we don’t charge anything to have our most important employees live there, so you will never have to worry about the cost of housing. If that wasn’t enough, all of your meals will be taken care of. Our cafeteria is open around the clock, our chefs are the best around, and employees always eat free. On Thursdays they cook up a Yankee pot roast that is to die for!” He exclaimed.

“Wow, all of that? What do I have to do for all this, sell you my soul?” I joked.

“Well, not exactly, but we do ask that you be 100% loyal to us, accept whatever tasks given to you, and never reveal company secrets to anyone, ever. You may find that our training program can be unorthodox, even challenging at times, but if you can successfully complete the process, the rest of your life will be much more rewarding having done so. ” He explained.

“I promise that I will always give you 110% each and every day!” I declared.

“Oh, I’m sure of that, however we have a non-disclosure agreement that all employees must sign to protect the Corporation in case any information about our training or business practices leak out. It is merely a technicality.” He said, while handing the paper and a pen across the desk for me to sign.

I picked it up to read, but it was written in “lawyer speak” and I couldn’t make heads or tails of it.

“What does it say?” I asked, while still trying to decipher the document.

“It simply states that you will never speak to anyone on the outside about anything that takes place here. There is a clause written in stating that we will retain any monies owed as well as pursue other legal options if we discover that information has been leaked out. It’s similar to what other companies do these days and basically just a formality to help protect us from our competition learning our trade secrets.” He explained.

I continued to read while he sat back to look out the window and noticed a couple of paragraphs stating that I will abide by company rules as far as dress, diet, exercise, as well as my successful completion of training, that is a requirement as determined by the staff. One topic that I overlooked stated that I was required to remain with the corporation until such time when both parties agree that I can leave, meaning that I am obligated to stay until they don’t need me anymore.

“Did I mention the signing bonus?” He asked, while still glancing out the window at some far off object.

“Signing bonus?”

“Of course! We will put ten thousand dollars into a spending account for you immediately upon signing. It’s your money, and you can begin spending it right away if you wish. I have a debit card ready for you already, so you won’t need that credit card of yours anymore.”

I looked back down at the paper.

“Don’t forget that your food and housing will be taken care of and that your chauffeur will bring you to work each day.”

“Chauffeur?”

“Yes, the same one that brought you here. His name is Tom. He’s your driver.”

“I get my own driver?”

He merely nodded his head. This was all too much to pass up!

“Okay, where do I sign?” I asked.

“I’ll show you, but first we need a witness to your signature for legal purposes.” He said.

He called for Willis to come into his office again to witness my signing of the agreement. I didn’t understand at the time why everything had to be so official, but it would certainly come into play as my time with the Corporation continued. Once I had signed the paper he hastily grabbed it from his desk and took it away.

“You have made the right choice young man, so let’s get started. I need these letters sent out. The mail room is on the lower level. Take the elevator down and follow the signs. Get familiar with the people and the process down there. You will be there often. While you’re down there stop by the tailor shop. Everyone that works for the executives, including PA’s like yourself, needs to wear company issued clothes. I think that the term uniform is demeaning. Our tailor will measure you to have yours made to fit you personally. Take your time. I have business to discus with Willis while you’re gone.” He said, giving the young man a sly grin.

I took off with the mail, and got to know some of the people down there before moving on to the tailor shop. The tailor was wearing a shirt and tie with a vest. A measuring tape hung around his neck.

“You must be Pervis.” He said, the moment that I stepped through the door. “Your boss told me that you were coming. I’m Charles Ross.”

“Nice to meet you Charles. Do you work down here all the time?”

“Hell no!” He laughed. “I’m in charge of HR and volunteer to do this to keep myself busy. I used to do this type of work years ago and like to keep a hand in it. Plus, it allows me to get to know the new hires before the Corporation begins to work their magic on you.”

“Magic?” I interrupted.

“Oh, just a figure of speech. You’ll be amazed at what they can do with a young man like yourself. It’s pretty incredible! So, if you would like to get started, you can remove your shirt and I will take a few measurements.” He explained.

As usual, I had no idea what he was talking about and figured that he was just saying how I will be a different man after I have advanced within the Corporation.

The man must have been in his early sixties, thin, gray hair, glasses, much as you would expect. He smiled as he watched me remove my shirt and stepped forward to measure me. At first things went as expected, measuring my arm length and neck, but when he went behind me to reach around with the tape he purposely cupped my developing breasts, squeezing them gently before proceeding.

“My goodness, you are coming along quite nicely. You will be moving up rather quickly. I’m sure that Mr Goldberg is pleased with your progress so far. He isn’t known for his patience, you know.” He said.

“What kind of progress?” I asked.

“Oh, I may have spoken out of turn. Just disregard what I just said!”

I could tell that he let out something that he most likely shouldn’t have, as he resumed his work. His hands were trembling as he measured around my abs, having a hard time grasping the ends of the tape. For the life of me I couldn’t understand what was happening to my body, thinking foolishly that it was the result of my exercise, still unaware that I have been given estrogen supplements all along!

“You will have to remove your pants now.” He said, as he stepped back to watch.

I removed my shoes and pants and stood before him in only my socks and my tighty whities. He stooped down to measure my leg length bringing his tape up to my crotch to get my inseam.

“You will have to remove your underwear as well I’m afraid.” He said, pausing.

“Are you sure?” I asked, trying to avoid him seeing my lack of manhood.

“Of course. The company is very strict about it’s employees displaying the image that they would like and want everything custom fitted. This will only take a few minutes.” He advised.

I took a deep breath and reluctantly skinned down my underwear for the man. Now I was standing with him alone wearing only my socks, with my ridiculous little dick on display. I couldn’t help but notice that he had to turn away and snicker when he saw it for the first time, causing me further embarrassment. 

Charles went back to work, kneeling before me, his face mere inches from my crotch. As he continued to measure his eyes seemed transfixed on my scrotum. He brought the tape up my inner thigh to measure each leg right up to either side of my balls, cupping them with one hand while holding the tape with the other.

“Do you hang to the left or to the right?” He asked, while moving my small package from one side to the other over and over again until I answered.

“I never thought about it. The right, I guess.” I replied.

It hasn’t mattered before as it basically has never interfered with my clothing at all. He held my dick between his fingers and moved it back and forth, perhaps to see the difference before continuing on with his measurements.

“Is all this necessary?” I asked, looking down at his balding head.

“Oh yes. Just routine really. Did I tell you that you can come to me personally if you have any questions or concerns with the Corporation?” He asked, while holding my sack. “I am here to help you, but of course I also have some leverage with certain things like your advancement and pay raises as well, so be sure to make an appointment to see me from time to time and I will do what I can for you. I’m sure that we will get to know each other very well before long.”

I knew what he was getting at, but I knew that I would never stoop to the point of having to have sex with another man to advance my position with the Corporation!

Oh no, not me. No way!

Next, he had me turn around to measure around my buttocks, making sure to squeeze and lift my cheeks along the way. It was quite the humiliating process, and I’m sure that it was all unnecessary, but it was only my first day and I didn’t want to start out on the wrong foot as much as I wanted to leave.

Just do what he wants and it will be over soon, I thought.

“Almost through.” He said. “But there is one thing that I must do for my records before I am finished with you to keep a file of every boy’s progress along the way.”

With that, he retrieved a camera and took pictures of my naked body from every angle. There was no way of knowing if this was a company requirement or if he just likes to collect pictures of naked boys, but either way it was quite humiliating. Once he was finished I was allowed to dress before sending me on to my next step, which was to see the company doctor for a physical examination.

The Corporation tries to keep as much as possible “in house”, including having their own doctor on hand to handle any medical needs that the employees may have. I tried to follow the tailor’s direction to find the doctor’s office only to find that the building was a vast maze of endless corridors! There was so much more to the place that I was getting lost wandering around it.

Eventually I arrived at my destination which didn’t look like any doctor’s office that I had ever seen. It seemed like a combination operating room and art studio all in one with an examination table in the center and spotlights all around.

“Good morning Pervis! I’m glad that you made it. I’m Doctor Chang, and I will be examining you today. Are you excited about your new job?” Asked the doctor, entering from the back room wearing an official looking white lab coat.

“I’m still a little nervous, but I’m looking forward to it.” I replied.

“That’s understandable my boy. I’m going to give you a required examination to see how things are coming along for you physically and maybe adjust the dosage of your supplements and medications if necessary. I’ll need you to remove all of your clothing.” He said, turning away to wash his hands.

“How much do I need to take off?”

“Everything, of course!” He replied with a chuckle. “Oh, and that will include any training devices you may have inside hidden away.”

Training devices? Like butt plugs? Are anal plugs that common these days?

Just as I finished removing my clothes he turned back around with that same toothy grin on his face, only now he was fully outfitted for my exam.

“You may hop up on the examination table now.” He said, stretching his blue latex gloves down over his hands.

I was shocked when I started toward the table and found that there were restraining devices around all sides. Leather cuffs and chains made of bright shiny chrome. I nervously turned back toward the doctor who merely smiled and patiently waited for me to continue.

The entire ordeal was becoming very creepy and the strange doctor did nothing to ease my mind. He had me lie on my back to examine me, checking my blood pressure, heartbeat, and the like, as I lay naked. At least this time I was naked before a doctor instead of a tailor!

“I’m impressed about how you keep your body free of unwanted hair. You should be a model for the rest of the new boys coming in. Very nice! When did you remove the hair? How long have you been on supplements?” He asked, kneading my puffy breasts.

“Friends took me to a professional several times to remove my hair. It’s been three or four months now, the same thing with the supplements. Why do you ask? Should I stop taking them? What are they for?” I asked, anxiously.

“You weren’t told their purpose?” He asked, looking down for the answer in my file.

“No.”

“Oh wait, I see it here.” He exclaimed, noticing something written on my chart. “You’re all set. No worries. Let us move on. Do you have any communicable diseases? Hepatitis? Herpes? STD’s? AIDS?”

“No!” I snapped to stop him from continuing.

I momentarily surprised him, but just as quickly he smiled and displayed his pearly whites to me once again. He had avoided answering my question. Why? What did he read in my file? And why the hell are my tits growing?

“Well, lets see what you have there. Please slide this way and place your feet in the stirrups.”

The doctor swung two stirrups up from under the ends of the table to support my legs. This was going too far and I had every intention of getting up and leaving at that point, but I didn’t. Why? Why didn’t I leave? If only I knew then that I was coming to the point of no return I would have surely walked out of this place!

Wouldn’t I?

The chrome of the stirrups matched the chrome on the restraints and the smooth metal felt cold on my legs. I looked down my body to see his face moving in between my legs, with that same terrifying grin displayed. This was so humiliating!

“Do you have any remaining function of penis?” He asked, pinching it’s head between his fingers to stretch it out to examine and measure it.

He wore these odd magnifying glasses with bright lights to either side to light up anything in front of him, and they were bright!

“No, not really. It doesn’t get hard anymore no matter how much I try. What’s wrong with me?” I asked, laying my head back on the table in defeat.

“It really doesn’t seem to matter with one so small anyway, so it isn’t really worth you dwelling on. I’m sure that you have found new ways of sexual gratification by now. And your anus. How long have you been stretching that?” He asked, probing his gloved finger around the entrance.

“What do you mean?”

“Come on now! It’s obvious that you use an anal device. It is very easy for me to tell.”

“But, how could you know that?” I asked.

“I see it all the time these days. Not so much before. Young boys are becoming more curious these days and can easily get things like this over the Internet, so I find that they use them secretly for their own pleasure. We actually encourage their continued use after they arrive and introduce the rest of them to the device as a required part of their training here.” He exclaimed.

“Others here use them too?”

“Of course, but now I rarely have to instruct them how to properly use and clean them. This is much much better for everyone! Do you have yours with you? I would like to size it, to see if you are ready for your new one.”

“No, and I don’t understand what this has to do with my job. I would never have thought that there should be a need to bring it with me.”

“No worries. I can size it manually. I am always right on the mark!” He said, reaching for a tube of lubricant.

As I watched him squeeze a generous amount of lube onto his hand, I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. What kind of physical exam would include a doctor probing another man’s ass as a prerequisite to his employment? And why the hell would they make their employees use one in the first place?

I was naked, my legs were raised up in stirrups, and I was about to be anally probed by this strange doctor while helpless to do anything about it!

“Ughhhhh!”

He wasted no time at all and forced his slick fingers past my sphincter right to the knuckles until they met some resistance. I thought that he was done when he had reached my limit, however he was only getting started and pushed on until his entire fist was inside of my anus.

“I see that we still have some work to do, but you are nearly there. A new plug will be ordered, designed to your specific need, to be sure that your rectum is conditioned properly. Until it comes in, just keep using the one that you have. I’ll have you come back for a fitting when it arrives. It will make things much easier for you as you progress.” He explained.

“Progress?”

As I lay panting with his entire fist rotating inside of me, I thought that this was insane and too much for any boy to have to endure, so I decided that I would never going to allow this warped doctor to touch me again once my exam was done.

Oh no, not me. No way!

I would have bet that the executives didn’t know what this twisted man was doing to the boys that they hired and would certainly put a stop to it before the word ever got out, so once he was finished I planned to walk right into Mr Goldberg’s office and blow the whistle on this asshole!

“The examination is over. It appears that you were well prepared in advance for your new job. Someone has taken great care of your training. Your boss should be quite pleased!”

Training? It was all coincidence that Jason and Angel became my friends, wasn’t it? What is all this training bullshit that he keeps talking about. Training for what?

“Here are your new supplements. They will help to speed along your progress. If you feel any unusual side effects, don’t stop taking them. Just be sure to let me know. Eventually you will be quite pleased with your results. Diet and exercise are all you will need to get the body that you desire, and we will be sending you a detailed schedule with the trainer over in the gym to work with you daily. I will see you again next week.” He said, as he removed his gloves.

See me again? Like hell! I’m done with this creep!

I felt like I had been violated as I put my clothes back on. I could still feel his fist stretching my anus to the limit all the way back up to the 32nd floor on my way to the Vice President’s office. When I got to his outer office his receptionist was not at his desk, so I decided to go right in. I couldn’t hear anything inside and cracked the door open to see if the boss was busy.

What I saw next left me shocked! Mr Goldberg was seated in the guest chair facing away from me with Willis naked from the waist down bent over his desk, offering his ass to his boss who had his face buried between his plump cheeks. He was reaming him! I couldn’t believe my eyes as I watched him devouring the young boys bottom right there in his office.

I was sure that he didn’t expect me back this soon and had no idea that I could be watching him having sex right in his office. He had a hand on each cheek spreading them apart as his tongue licked the boys asshole. I heard a moan of pleasure as his tongue probed deep inside, and as much as I wanted to I couldn’t turn away. My boss was obviously gay and I wondered if this was something that he will try with me eventually, as well.

My mind was spinning as I thought about myself being bent over his desk as he lapped at my ass like he was with Willis. Would I tell him no, and risk losing my job? Would it be too high a price for me to pay to secure my future? Could I even wish to stop him after months of training has made me long for the type of attention that the boy was now receiving?

I couldn’t turn away, transfixed with my head just inside the doorway as my boss stood up from his chair to free his chubby penis from pants and guide it into the wanton boy’s ass. It was clear from their loud moans of pleasure that they were both enjoying the debauchery taking place on my new boss’s desk without regard to anyone discovering them as I have.

Willis gave out one loud grunt and collapsed onto the desk as his boss entered him. He appeared much smaller now with my hulking boss towering over him, at least double his size, but it was obviously welcome considering the sounds that were being emitted with each thrust of the man’s enormous pelvis. The boy obviously enjoyed receiving this treatment just as much as Mr Goldberg enjoyed delivering it to him, showing his voluptuous bottom no mercy.

This was all causing my head to spin. I had only been working at the Corporation for a couple of hours and I have already had to get naked before two other men, one actually fisting my own ass, and now my boss is fucking my coworker in broad daylight just as I was about to tell him about my own ordeal moments before.

What kind of place was this? How can such a large, well respected company get away with this type of depravity, and what, if anything, should I do about it?

My soft pathetic penis belied the fact that I was aroused by what I saw, without the possibility of relief. I still had no clue that I had been taking powerful hormones all along, rendering me impotent with my only means of orgasm coming from the manipulations of my prostate anally. It has been over a week since Angel last made me cum and I was beginning to feel the need after receiving her therapy regularly, to the point that my body now craved this treatment.  

As I watched my boss showing his subordinate’s ass no mercy, I remembered how it felt with Jason’s cock inside of mine. It may have only happened once, but it was enough to get me hooked, and made me a bit jealous that my boss chose him over me. Don’t forget that I was his personal assistant, so I would have thought that I had rank over his receptionist, but the boy had obviously been teasing the man so much that day that he couldn’t hold back any longer. 

I heard one last loud grunt from the big man as he shot his load deep into the boy’s ass before collapsing on top of him, burying his cock up his rectum. As he laid on top of the poor boy, both catching their breath, I backed out of the doorway undetected and sat down in a chair in the waiting area. A short time later the door opened and Willis emerged still buttoning his shirt.

He spotted me seated in the chair and turned away, perhaps suspecting that I already knew what he had done, and refused to make eye contact with me. I waited a few extra minutes to give my boss time to get himself ready before deciding that enough time had passed.


Chapter 5: My first BBC experience

“Is Mr Goldberg free?” I asked.

“Wait here and I’ll check.” Willis replied.

He pressed the button on the intercom to announce that I was there waiting and was told that he needed a few extra minutes. When I was finally allowed to enter, the evidence of their misdeed had been cleared up, although there was still a musky scent still remaining.

For the remainder of the day my boss explained what was expected of me and showed me around the building, meeting some of the other executives as well as the CEO, Mr White, who was another large middle age man. Everyone was cordial to me including the assistants which I noticed had very similar features to each other.

They were all about my size, fairly short and slight of build, wearing the same clothes as Willis with the tight fitting pants to show off their butts. If they were all put into a room together it would be hard to tell one from the other, if based on size alone. I ran into one of them in the mail room later on, who told me that he had only been there a week himself and that his boss was already taking him to a special club that afternoon for cocktails.

The following morning I was sent back down to the tailor shop to get my new company issued clothes. I was surprised that it was ready so fast, but everything seemed to progress rapidly there. Of course, he had me try everything on so that he could check the fit, but when I went to put on my new pants he held up his hand to stop me.

“No no no! You can’t wear your underwear with these pants. It spoils the look. The pants are contoured to fit your body and the outline will show under them, so take them off and never let your boss catch you wearing them again!” He demanded.

“I don’t understand.”

“It’s all about our corporate image. Mr White came to me with the idea a while back and had me design the clothes per his specifications. He believes that it gives all of his new employees a hip modern look and the material of the pants is elasticized to allow more comfort and freedom of movement. Everyone loves wearing them!” He declared, as I removed my underwear before his eyes once again.

As I stepped into them, I could tell right away that they would be tight, as I practically had to force my feet down through each leg hole. The material was thin and light. No different from what I wore for my work-outs at Jason’s, except that these were to be worn for work instead. The feel of them on me was sensational, giving me complete freedom of movement as well as hugging every curve of my body. This was especially true of the way that they cradled each cheek of my bottom with the stitching in back designed to run up between the crack of my ass accentuating each cheek individually with no pockets. The best comparison that I can come up with to them is yoga pants giving each of the new boys an obvious feminine look, which I thought quite odd for their “Corporate image”.

The shirt was tailored to fit tightly as well, having the appearance of a light blue dress shirt. Although it was a no tuck design, it seemed to be much more business-like than the obscene pants. I can’t tell you which was worse, how Willis looked in his pants with his massive cock easily defined, or mine, showing barely any hint of my tiny scrotum hidden away.

I felt self conscious while taking the elevator back up to the office, getting looks from every guy that I passed. It wasn’t only the pants that got their attention, but my snug fitting shirt as well! My breasts had grown considerably and I could no longer keep them hidden under my clothing, as they intentionally stretched the material to display my development. Each puffy nipple was well defined catching everyone’s eye as I passed.

“Well, look at you! Honey, I didn’t know that you were this far along. How long have they been working on you?” Asked Willis, getting up from behind his desk for a better look.

“What do you mean?” I asked, still ignorant of the fact that I was becoming a woman.

“The treatments. Hormones and shit.”

“Hormones?”

Just then, Mr Goldberg emerged from his office and saw me standing in my new outfit.

“My my, I wasn’t sure what I was getting with you, but you are well ahead of the curve. I’m heading out to The Club now, but I can see that you are almost ready and should be coming along with me soon. Possibly next time if everything works out. It is one of the benefits of being my PA. Willis, take good care of my new assistant and be sure that she….er he, gets familiar with things here around the office. Pervis, I would like you to listen to Willis and do whatever he tells you to do. Play nice while I’m gone!” He joked, as he headed out the door.

I couldn’t help but notice how he was looking me over when he spoke and thought back to the scene that I caught between he and Willis in his office. It made me wonder if that would be my fate as well, if I would allow it of course.

When I turned back, Willis had a sly grin on his face.

“Did you hear what the boss man said, little boy? You have to do as I say.”

“Don’t call me little boy.” I replied, displaying my displeasure with his remark.

“Come on man, everyone can see that you got nothing down there! It’s less for you to worry about later anyway. How would you like to walk around all day with this in your pants? It took me days before I got used to it, but now I don’t even give a shit. Let them look all they want!”

“What were you saying about hormones? I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“You don’t feel different? You can’t see the changes happening with your body? I thought that you might have already been on them when I first saw you, but now, wearing your new outfit, I’m certain of it. You are going to be very popular around here very soon.” He explained.

“I’ve been taking vitamin supplements for several months, but I thought that was all they were. I never would have guessed that I was taking hormones. Why would anybody want to give me hormones?” I asked.

“I still haven’t figured it all out yet. Didn’t you notice that there are no women around here? I think that this is some kind of fucking gay company and they don’t want them here. Now they even have the company doctor get all the young guys just starting out using them. It’s written in the contract”

“But, I’m not gay!” I exclaimed, still in denial.

Willis started laughing hysterically and ended the conversation at that, before getting back to his task of training me for my job. He went through the filing system with me and sent me down to the mail room with one single letter to mail out, perhaps to allow more people to see me in my new clothes and add to my embarrasment.

While I was gone, it gave me some time to try and sort things out. Willis said that I had been taking hormones, but that would mean that they were given to me by Jason. How could that be? He was just another student at my school, or so I thought, and started me down this road. He and Angel had been dressing me and treating me like a girl, but I thought that it was all play. How were they tied to WorldRx?

When I returned, Willis had me stand beside him while he sat at his laptop, to instruct me on the programs that I needed to learn. As I was bent over beside him, he would occasionally rest his hand on my ass squeezing it through the thin material, while his enormous cock began to grow before my eyes. 

“Come with me.” He said, grabbing my hand to lead me into the boss’s office.

His cock was getting hard and looked disproportionate to his small frame as it snaked down his skinny leg. Once inside the boss’s office he sat proudly at his desk, nabbing a cigar from a box, and sat as though he were in charge.

“Strip!” He ordered, while putting his feet up on the desk.

“No!”

“Goldberg told you to do as I say, so strip!” He demanded.

“No. I don’t want to!”

“You haven’t seen him when he’s angry, have you? I’m sure that when I tell him that you were lazy and didn’t want to do anything that I asked while he was gone, he’ll take matters in his own hands and teach you a lesson.”

“That’s a lie! I’ll do anything that I’m needed to do for this company.”

“Lie or not, he will believe me. You have to be stupider than you look if you don’t think that he will take my word over yours. Are you sure that you want to risk this?”

“No. I guess not.” I replied, feeling defeated. “But, what if he comes back and catches me? I don’t want to lose this job.”

“You don’t have to worry about that. He went to Club Libertine with Mr White, and there is no chance that they will be back today. They go 2 or 3 times a week for lunch and stay for the rest of the day. It’s supposed to be pretty special, from what I’ve heard from those that have been there, and you can only go there by invitation. They have a lot of hot girls, if you’re into that sort of thing. Personally, I don’t care who I fuck, girl or guy, it doesn’t matter to me.”

“Why wouldn’t I be into girls?”

“Because you’re a fucking fag just like me.”

“I am not!”

“Who the fuck are you kidding, you little poof? You look like the poster boy for the Gay Pride Parade for Christ’s sake! I’ve had enough of this bullshit. Are you going to strip or am I going to have to kick your fucking sissy white ass?” He snarled. “I’ll bet you like that shit too!”

“Okay, okay!”

“Get on with it then. let’s see what you got!” He said, leaning back in the boss’s chair and putting his victory cigar in his mouth.

I removed my shirt to display my steadily growing breasts, followed by my shoes and socks, and finally my emasculating pants, as he leaned forward to see what they were hiding. A wide grin appeared on his face the moment that he saw my pecker as I struggled to remove them.

“Turn around!”

I did.

“Come here sissy!”

I did.

Once I was close enough he reached forward and flicked my dick with his fingers as tears began to well up in my eyes. He seemed quite fascinated by it as he bent down to study it closer, while fondling my balls with his finger tips.

“It’s a good thing that you won’t need this anymore. I don’t think that it could have done you any good before either!” He laughed. “You got you some nice titties, though. Let me see that tight little boy-pussy of yours. Mmmm, that’s sweet! Oh, I’ll be fucking that! Bend over sweet cheeks and let daddy have a good look at you.” 

I couldn’t believe how cruel he was being to me! Who would have ever thought that I would allow a lowly receptionist to order me to strip and pose, displaying myself lewdly to him? It was at that point that I finally lost all of my will and surrendered to him. Everything that I had endured came to a head and I gave up resisting as my body went limp. I felt as though I were hypnotized into a trance-like state and found that I could no longer keep myself from obeying the young man’s commands.

As I bent forward, he placed his hands on my cheeks and spread them apart. The very next thing that I felt was a finger shoved roughly into my asshole. I remained motionless.

“Shit! You been working hard on this for a while, huh? Usually you new white boys are real tight when you get here, but not you! They are going to just love you here! Now, suck my finger clean and then you can suck my dick, faggot. You gonna be my boy now.” He declared, twirling me around to kneel in front of him while he placed his index finger into my mouth until it was sucked clean, like the good little obedient wuss that I am.

Once he removed his hand from in front of my face I found myself at eye level with the enormous bulge that his now hardened cock made in his stretched out pants. I could make out every detail including it’s head which was very well defined. 

"You know what to do, so hurry it up!" He demanded with his crotch mere millimeters from my face. So close, in fact, that I could feel his heat. 

The next thing that I knew I had obediently pulled his pants  down to find his heavy cock straining to rise up toward my face. He grabbed hold of it by it’s base and swung it back and forth, smacking me hard on both cheeks. Let me just say that it hurt so bad that his cock should be registered as a dangerous weapon!

“Open sissy boy!”

I did, and he poked the head right into my mouth. For a brief moment I did nothing. This was it, I thought. No sense going back now, after letting this black boy bully me into sucking his cock. Especially after I let things get this far. How could I go back now?

The head feels smooth on my tongue. Tastes delicious. Mmmmm. Wait. I shouldn’t be doing this! Just need a little more in my mouth. Oh God, I want to taste his cum. No I don’t! What am I thinking?

My hands were holding his ass now. His cheeks are so round, the skin soft and smooth. I want to be his boy. To suck on his long beautiful cock.

“Get up, white boy!” He ordered, pulling me up by the arm.

He pulled me roughly to the boss’s desk and bent me over in the very same position that I saw him in the other day. As I lay face down panting, waiting for the inevitable to happen, he was stripping off his own clothes to prepare. I turned my head to the side to see his naked bottom just before he moved around behind me as I fantasized about burying my face between those luscious chocolaty globes just as I had seen my boss do.

“Here it comes girly, ready or not!”

He pressed the head of his hard cock against my awaiting anus and pushed.

“Unghhhhhh!”

“Yeah, that’s what I love to hear from you sissy white boys!”

He showed no mercy.

No lubrication.

No spit.

No patience.

He merely kept pushing until the head had passed through my sphincter and worked it around  to loosen me up and get acclimated before proceeding to go in deeper. The initial pain was excruciating, just as he intended it to be, but I was helpless to prevent him from doing whatever he pleased with me.

As soon as he felt me relax he continued, only now he worked it in a little at a time, pulling out to lube my ass with his shaft before easing it back in. The pain was subsiding as his long cock disappeared deeper and deeper up into my rectum. I could tell that he was nearly as thick as Jason, but as he pushed on I realized that he was quite a bit longer.

The feeling of his long snake-like cock working it’s way deep into my body caused me to melt onto the cold hard surface of the desk, my newly formed breasts flattened by my own weight. I hadn’t felt like that since I was with Jason and only then realized that I needed it badly! 

Call me whatever you wish, but I can no longer deny that I love the feel of another man’s contact, allowing him to use me in any way that he chooses. The feeling of his huge cock stretching my ass was invigorating!

Ride me, my sweet boy. Ride me!

And he did, showing me who was in charge as he slipped his dick in up to his balls before backing out and ramming me again.

“Oh God, yes. Yes yes yes! Harder please. Make me cum. You’re almost there.” I whispered, breathlessly.

“So, you my boy now bitch? No more bullshit?”

“Yes. I’m yours. I want to be yours.”

“So, who’s your daddy, white boy?”

“You are. You’re my daddy. Oh God. Oh God! I’m cumming daddy!”

“First you got to tell me what you are. You’re just a sissy little white boy faggot. Tell me!”

“I’m a sissy little faggot!” I screamed. “Ohhhhhhhhhh!”

I could feel my hot cum begin to flow from my prostate out through my prick, dropping to the floor between my legs in globs, forming a puddle on the floor beneath us. He drove into me balls deep and shot a jet of semen so strong up into me, that I thought that I could taste it!

“Now, that wasn’t so hard to say, was it?” He asked, collapsing onto my back.

Once he was finished he fell back into the chair behind himself, as I spun around to clean his cock without hesitation, and smiled as I serviced him. The biggest difference I find between masturbation and prostate milking is that I still feel horny afterwards as opposed to being disinterested once I’ve climaxed. It tends to heighten my desires to proceed further. I was his now, to do with as he pleased, and I could tell that he was happy with how easy I was to control.

“We gonna get along real well, I can see that already. You just mind what I say and maybe, just maybe, I’ll fuck you again later. Now get your lazy ass up and get me a cup of coffee, Bitch!” 


Chapter 6: My first time to Club Libertine was amazing!

“Pervis, come in here please!” My boss called out over the intercom.

“Coming Sir!” I replied.

A couple of days had passed since Willis put me in my place. I could tell that he was anxious to resume dominating me, but hadn’t had the opportunity. To be honest with you, I couldn’t wait to feel his thick meat in my ass once again, and it was hard to concentrate with that on my mind. By this time, I was given my own small office down the hall. It wasn’t much to speak of, but it was mine.

As I walked through the reception area, Willis looked up from his computer screen, surprised to find me there without his knowledge.

“What’s up?”

“Mr Goldberg wants to see me.” I explained.

“Yeah, he’s in there talking with the CEO. He was asking me questions about you, so I told him what a great ass you have for fucking.”

“You didn’t!”

“No, I’m just fucking with you, twinky. I think they probably want to take you to Club Libertine. Usually they don’t bring the PA’s until they’ve been here a while, but you came here a little more prepared than the rest, so you might be moving up the ranks faster.” He explained.

“How is that?”

“Look at you! Haven't you noticed the other PA’s? They are all just lost boys, still in denial about their sex. I don’t understand how you did it, but I think that you have what they are looking for.”

“I still don’t understand this place. I have no experience whatsoever, yet they recruit me of all people. Then they dress me up in this gay-looking outfit with their weird tailor and have their twisted doctor stick his hand up my ass during my physical. What really gets me is that my body has been changing, and I can’t figure out why! I’ve got fucking boobs. Fucking boobs! How the hell did I grow boobs? The doctor said something about hormones. They are obviously in the supplements that I’ve been taking, but that was Jason that started me on those.”

“Who the fuck is Jason?”

“Oh, he was a friend from school.” I replied.

“Some friend. Is he gay?”

“He said that he wasn’t, but he did some things with me that makes me wonder.”

“So, he was giving you hormones? Why would he do that, and why the fuck did you take them?” Willis asked.

“I didn’t know what they were, and I don’t know why he would do something like this.”

“If you want my opinion, I think that it was probably a good idea that you did. I don’t know what their deal is here yet, but I have seen this very thing happening with every PA that has passed through here, and it doesn’t take long before they all move on. They were all just wimpy kids like you when they arrived, but by the time that they move on they have all changed. I’m as queer as it gets, so if that is what they are looking for, I don’t know why I’m stuck here. Shit, not a one of them ever sucked a dick before, but once they had a taste of mine they were all hooked. Got them all nice and ready before sending them into his office for their fat little weeners. You would think that I deserve a little credit for that anyway.”

“I think that Goldberg thinks you’re special and doesn’t want to lose you. I can tell by the way that he watches you.” I assured him, bringing a smile to his face.

“Willis, you can send Pervis in now.”

I was a little nervous as I entered my boss’s office to find the CEO seated with his back to me. Little did I know that just before I had come in they had both been watching a video on my boss’s computer with tremendous interest. It was the very same video that Angel had filmed of me being fucked in the ass by Jason. It included a timeline of before and after pictures of my transformation toward becoming a woman to show them the work that the team put into it and the results from all their efforts.

They were quite impressed!

“Good morning Pervis, Mr White and I have been discussing the job that you have been doing since you arrived and he is pleased with your progress.” Mr Goldberg began.

“That’s right. We feel that you will be moving up the corporate ladder quickly and one of the perks of being an executive at World Rx is that you will be allowed to accompany us to Club Libertine. I’m sure that you’ve heard of it by now.” Said Mr White.

“I’ve heard the name mentioned, but that’s about it.”

“Well then, you are in for a treat!” He declared. “This should be a real eye opening experience for you. Why don’t you get us a cup of coffee and we’ll tell you all about it.”

“Yes Sir!” I replied excitedly.

I couldn’t believe that they were already talking about a promotion and the fact that I was being invited to their private club was amazing! They watched intently as I poured their coffee while they spoke in a hushed tone.

“So, what do you think?” Mr Goldberg asked, as they evaluated me from across the room.

“She’s almost ready now from what I see, and not so much as a hint of a bulge in her pants. Is she wearing some form of chastity device?” He asked, observing the flat crotch of my tight pants.

“None needed. Her penis can no longer get an erection and is actually shrinking in size, so a chastity device will never be required. As for the necessary occasional release of semen, she has been trained to cum from direct anal stimulation already, as is our goal with all our girls, so it doesn’t seem to bother her if she can’t get it up any longer. I don’t think that the world is going to miss that pathetic little thing anyway, do you?” He laughed.

“This is the way that she was delivered to us?”

“Yes. This new team that I’m working with is incredible! We will be using them as independent contractors from now on, so they are going to save us a lot of time and effort, along with most of our liability. Whatever is done with prospects before they arrive here can not reflect on us in any way, as we have nothing to do with their training and transformation. They do all of the scouting and covertly manipulate their young targets lives in such a way that it is easy to gain their trust before taking full control of them. They have agreed to abide by our strict policy to make sure to have no personal contact with anyone under the age of eighteen, but will continue to try to find the youngest and closest match to our corporate model as possible. All we have to do is pay them what they’re asking and apply our final touches. If she is an example of the work that they can do, I think that we should be proactive and order more before someone else does. The turnaround time is about six months which includes everything needed to give us the desired product that we want, plus they have more in the works as I speak.” My boss explained.

“We have a pretty good thing going here, so I’m not ready to give carte blanche to some entrepeneurs without making sure that it works for us. There is far too much to lose here if we’re wrong about this. Have they had a background check?” Asked the CEO.

“Of course! They are both well versed in the confidence racket. One is a highly skilled con man and the woman is a professional dominatrix from Las Vegas. Both highly skilled and tops in their field. We don’t need to trust them, just pay them for their work when they’re done. The results speak for themselves as you can see.” He said, as they watched me pick up the tray of coffee and turn to carry it back.

“Pervis, wait right there for a moment.” Mr Goldberg ordered. “See what I mean? Her breasts are far enough along for her to begin training for the club now and her body is already well formed.”

“Do we know how they achieved these results so quickly?”

“No. Of course they won’t tell us their secret, but who cares? The results speak for themselves! It will cost us more initially, but will save us a lot of time and effort with development and more time to reap the rewards of their efforts. I think that we should sign them up to supply us exclusively before the competition gets word and locks them in.”

“She certainly shows potential. How long has she wanted to be transgender anyway?” Mr White asked.

“That’s one of the unusual parts of this whole thing! She doesn’t even realize that she is yet, but I have Willis working on her and he has a way with breaking in the new boys and converting them. He still doesn’t know that I have hidden cameras here in my office and have watched him break every one of my PA’s since he’s been here. Wait until you see how easily he handled Pervis the other day! He has been invaluable to me and I plan to have him stay here for as long as he is.”

“And don’t forget that he has one hell of a great ass!”

“I could send him down to see you sometime if you’d like.” He suggested, displaying a sly grin.

“We’ll see. I have a feeling that I won’t need him today, but I will certainly be interested again soon. Let’s see how things go at the club with this one first.”

They called me over to join them and informed me about the club and the plans for having lunch there, so that I would know what to expect. I was told that the club is private and guests are there by invitation only. Most of them are high profile, affluent, and well known individuals from around the world and run the gamut from billionaire oil moguls to famous Hollywood actors, none of which would ever want their presence there to get out.

Club Libertine is known for their discretion and as in Las Vegas, ‘whatever happens at Club Libertine stays at Club Libertine’. No one, not the owners, employees, or guests are allowed to divulge the club’s location or talk to anyone about what goes on there. Ever!

I met them back in the office when it was time to go and followed them to the parking garage where their limousine was awaiting us. We were joined by Mr White’s personal assistant Lek, from Thailand who remained very quiet, never saying a word and merely nodded his head when introduced to me. Lek means “small person” in Thai and the name fit. He wore the same clothes as the rest of the PA’s and fit the mold to a tee. As we got into the back of the car he sat alone in the seat behind the driver facing us, while I sat in the very back between the two large executives.

“Your boy doesn’t look all that excited about his first time to the club.” Mr Goldberg observed.

“He is becoming a disappointment to me. I’m hoping that this will change his attitude, but if not, I will just find another. I have been fascinated by the ladyboys from Bangkok for some time, so it’s a little disappointing that this one is not conforming. If he only knew what awaits him if I send him away he would surely change his attitude, but this will be his own fault. I’m starting to think that you have the right idea and we should recruit those ready for their intended role with the corporation instead of wasting so much of our time converting them. Pervis is the first of a new generation of talent and I can’t wait to see where things will go from here!” The CEO declared, squeezing my thigh with his meaty hand while giving me a wink of confidence.

As the limo made its way through the city I couldn’t help but feel for the boy sitting across from me. I would catch him making eye contact on occasion but quickly look away. He was obviously unhappy with his situation which made me wonder why he took the job in the first place. I never saw him again after this day and often wondered whatever happened to him.

Mr White’s hand remained on my thigh the entire drive, often moving up and down it’s length, sometimes giving it another squeeze. It made me a little uncomfortable, but I wasn’t about to object. Hell, he was taking me to his private club, so I could easily overlook a little awkward touching!

The limo turned toward a large black wrought iron gate between two 8 foot high brick walls, opening automatically as we pulled up. They were protecting a large old warehouse, that for all practical purposes looked like it had been all but abandoned for many years. We continued through a large archway into the building itself and down into a parking garage filled with fancy and expensive cars. 

The limo pulled into a space marked “President”, and the driver came around to let us out to walk the short distance to an elevator that took us up to our floor. So far, I saw nothing to give the slightest hint of the type of club that I was told to expect, but that all changed the moment the elevator opened. There were two hulking doormen wearing tuxedos to either side of the entrance. Each of which could quite easily prevent anyone from entering uninvited.

Sultry jazz music welcomed us to the large exquisitely decorated club where obviously no cost was spared. As we made our way through the haze of smoke from expensive Cuban cigars, I noticed several horseshoe shaped booths facing a central dance floor, giving those in each near total privacy from those in the adjacent ones. In each sat well dressed important looking men, all with a cocktail in their hand and many accompanied by at least one of the dozens of beautiful sexy young women that worked there. All of them wearing very little, with some merely wearing no more than a tiny thong.

We were escorted by a tall regal looking black woman with large breasts and firm thighs and buttocks. Her abbreviated costume, basically a bra and micro skirt, were covered with shimmering sequins that sent beams of reflected light across the room, topped off with a tall feathered headpiece. Her fishnet stockings were wedged into uncomfortable looking 8” stiletto heels, which made her tower over everyone in the building. She walked with an air of dignity. With purpose. Like a beacon for all to see.

When she passed, the other girls would quickly put more effort into their work to show her that they were giving it their all, as she scoured the room for anyone that may not be giving 100%. It was clear that she was in charge of the girls and they obviously feared her, even going out of their way to impress her.

As I followed behind, my head was on a swivel looking back and forth between one beautiful young girl and another, each of them performing for their guests. They danced seductively. They were everywhere. They were resolute in their duties.

The room was a sea of writhing bodies. Oddly, they were all very similar to each other. Small. Thin. Young. Pretty.

None larger than myself.

All seemed to exaggerate their moves to get attention. To impress. To arouse.

They would offer their perky tits. Wiggle their perfect round bottoms. Lick their red lips teasingly.

We came upon one of the girls who was bent over licking a mans shiny black shoes. She was licking his shoes! All the while the man was totally ignoring her as he talked to his friend who had another girl’s face in his lap, diligently sucking on his penis with him showing no acknowledgment for her efforts. Our tall hostess noticing their lack of enthusiasm paused to ask them if they were satisfied with the service that they were receiving and they shrugged, indifferent to the girls efforts.

The hostess, apologizing to us first for the distraction, clapped her hands together. The two girls quickly rose to their feet and stood with their heads bowed as their superior apologized to the men before sending them away to entertain somewhere else, while two more came over to replace them, showing much more exuberance toward their tasks. The men smiled appreciatively, and we continued on. I will never forget the look of fear on those girl’s faces when they were reprimanded and sent away, and I could tell that they were certainly going to be punished later for this indiscretion.

We were seated in one of the booths with Mr Goldberg and myself on one side and Mr White and Lek on the other. It was easy to see that the boy was not interested in being there and basically sat with his hands folded on the table the entire time that we were in the club. Mr White was noticeably perturbed by him and ignored his presence for the duration. I on the other hand, couldn’t stop my head from turning from one pretty girl to another, each working hard to entertain their clients. 

“What do you think so far?” Asked my boss.

“This is incredible!” I replied.

“It’s all part of being an executive with the corporation. Soon this will be like a second home to you!” He exclaimed, as a young, topless girl began to writhe at the end of our table to entertain us.

My second home? I felt like I had died and gone to heaven. So far I have barely done anything at my job and he was already talking about me becoming an executive and being allowed to come here whenever I wanted. Amazing!

We were brought drinks, and although I was not yet 21 it didn’t matter. Nobody even knew that this place existed. Besides, I would have bet that none of the dancers were either! As we sipped our drinks a cute young girl came to our table.

“May I dance for you, Sir?” She asked me.

I quickly turned to my boss for direction, getting a wink in return. When I looked back the girl was already wriggling her body for me. She looked down into my eyes smiling. The face of an angel. The body of Athena. Dancing for me like a pixie.

“She will lick your shoes clean if you tell her to.” Goldberg said matter-of-factly, as he lit up a fat cigar.

“No!” I replied in disbelief.

“She’s a whore. They all are. They will do anything that you want. Anything! Go ahead. This whore is yours for the day, unless you get tired of her. You can have more of them if you wish. We have plenty to go around. It is their purpose. Just say the word.” 

I couldn’t get myself to say it, but I had to know wheter it was true and nodded toward my feet. Before I had time to blink, she was down on her hands and knees lapping at my patent leather shoes for all that she was worth. Of course, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. This beautiful young girl was cleaning my shoes with her tongue and appeared to be driven to do the best that she could.

“What did I tell you? Now, you have to remember that none of what you see or do here can ever be talked about beyond these walls. There are some very influential and powerful people here that cannot risk their presence here being known and will make sure that anyone leaking out information be dealt with in the appropriate manner. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir!” I replied, as my eyes remained transfixed on the girl at my feet.

“Good! Now that we have that settled we can get on with the entertainment.”

He raised a hand in the air, and three more girls appeared out of nowhere within seconds. Each of them as pretty as the other. Each of them offering themselves to us willingly. Mr White wasted no time, merely pointed at his crotch and had a girl removing his penis from his pants to begin sucking it. Another came to my boss, and sat on his lap allowing him to fondle her breasts as he watched my reactions. Lek, showing no interest, turned his head while the third girl danced, desperate for his attention.

I had been looking down at the upturned bottom of the girl at my feet. It was perfect. Round and full. Two perfectly shaped globes exposed through her little thong. Writhing enticingly for my attention.

“She’s offering it to you, you know. Have you ever spanked anyone before?” My boss asked.

“No.”

“You are in for a treat! Just let her know what you want and it’s yours.”

I awkwardly tapped her on the shoulder and pointed toward my lap. She scrambled to her feet eagerly laid across my thighs with her luscious bottom in the air. As I looked down, I didn’t know where to begin, then noticed something that I hadn’t before. There on her left butt cheek was a tattoo that read “Property of WRX #119”. At first I thought it just a novelty, but when I glanced over to my boss, I found that the girl dancing for him had one similar which read “Property of WRX #86”.

Looking around I noticed that each and every girl, every whore, was numbered. Marked as property of a major corporation. Owned. If I had only known that I too would be numbered in a short period time, I surely would have left.

Wouldn’t I?

“She’s waiting!” Goldberg said.

I began giving her playful little pats on her rump while she wriggled and moaned encouragingly.

“You’re going to spoil her like that. She is just a worthless whore and needs to be shown who’s boss! Here, watch!”

He quickly spun his whore, #86, around into the same position as mine and before she could even adjust herself he began wailing on her ass with his bare hand. The force that he was using was powerful. The sound of his bare hand on her tender flesh, unnerving. Relentless. The speed, blistering fast. Expeditious. The result, efficient and effective. 

Each blow was given for maximum effect and I could tell that they were excruciating. Amazingly, the young girl did not protest. She did not scream. Not a cry or whimper was heard. When my boss was satisfied that he made his point he stopped. The poor girl had to be in agony. I swore to myself that I could never cause this kind of pain upon another human being.

Oh no, not me. No way!

Then it was my turn.

“Go ahead. She’s just a fucking whore. A piece of meat to do with as you please. She is here for us to use in any way that we wish and this is her sole purpose in life. It’s all they know.” He assured.

“But, I don’t want to hurt her!” I exclaimed.

“Would you rather have me do it for you? I promise that I won’t go as easy on her as I did with this one.” He advised, as he pushed her to the floor.

She quickly scrambled to her hands and knees and began kissing his shoes subserviently.

I looked down at the soft white flesh before me, then over to the glowing red skin on the other whore’s raised ass kneeling on the floor, and decided that I would prefer that mine not go through that same torturous treatment. Giving him a nod that I would indeed do it myself, I placed my hand on the girl’s soft naked bottom to prepare her for what was to come. 

Smack.

“Harder.” My boss ordered.

Smack!

“Harder!”

“But, I don’t want to hurt her!”

“It doesn’t matter, she’s a worthless whore. You can ask her yourself!” He said, directing his comment to the girl strewn over my lap.

“I’m a worthless whore. Please Sir, spank me harder!” She pleaded in a sultry voice.

Smack smack smack!

“Harder!”

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Harder! Harder!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

I followed my boss’s order and began to give it to her in earnest, surprised when she showed no sign of discomfort from my actions. In only a matter of seconds I found myself enjoying the power that I had over her and forgot that she was a person, as I continued spanking with increasing force. The fact that I was in command of this whore felt exhilarating. Intoxicating. Unlike anything that I have felt before. I was in command. For the first time in my life, I was in command!

As I continued, I glanced up to find my boss with a look of satisfaction on his face as he watched his assistant taking control as he wished. This encouraged me further to increase my speed and force of the blows without care to her well being. Mr White was also enjoying the show and grabbed his whore by the hair, pulled her head up from his lap, and gave her a hard slap across the face before pushing it back down on his cock. I don’t know if he did this to her to correct her technique or just because he wanted to, but she didn’t protest and continued on unfazed.

“May I dance for you Sir?” Asked Goldberg’s whore.

With a wave of his hand she was on her feet writhing to the beat for him.

“Are you enjoying your whore, Pervis?” He asked.

“Yes Sir.” I replied, pausing only to answer.

“She will massage your feet if you wish or even lick them clean with her tongue. As I said before, she is your whore to do with as you please. Use her.” He advised.

Feeling a new found power, I pushed her to the ground as my boss did with his whore earlier and watched her scurry to kiss my shoes.

“Take them off and lick my feet!” I ordered.

She obediently removed my shoes and socks, placed them neatly off to one side, and began to go to work worshiping my feet. If this is what it will be like to be an executive with the corporation, I decided that I would do anything to get there. Who would have guessed that someday I would have my own whore to lick my feet, to spank just for the hell of it, or to do anything else that I want her to do to make me happy.

As I relished in this newfound power that I had over another human, my boss sat back in his seat to smoke his cigar, content to see me make the most of this opportunity and use my whore properly. That is to say, proper for the whores at Club Libertine. Every one of the girls working there were ordered to perform degrading acts for the clients enthusiastically without question or regard their own humility or discomfort.

All seemed to be from the same mold. Pretty. Young. Fit. None taller than myself. All of them totally submissive as though they were all programmed to please without question. All marked as being the property of the corporation.

We spent the entire unforgettable afternoon at the club and I saw things there that I could never imagine. Goldberg did everything in his power to make sure that I enjoyed myself and by the time that we left I knew that I would do anything to get back there.

“Did you enjoy yourself, Pervis?” He asked, as we rode back in the limousine.

“Yes Sir. I enjoyed that very much, thank you.” I replied.

I glanced up to find Lek peering out of the window, completely detached from our conversation. He had not so much as smiled since we left the company earlier in the day and looked miserable our entire time at the club, not participating or even watching the entertainment that they offered. Mr White was visibly irritated by this and that was the last time that I ever saw him.

I was reminded once again not to talk to anyone about what I witnessed at the club and I promised that I wouldn’t.  


Chapter 7: “Just sign here, my boy!”

That night and all of the following day my mind was still spinning from the things that I saw at the club. The hot young girls in their tiny G-strings. The way that they tirelessly danced and wriggled before us to keep our interest. The satisfaction of having them do anything that I wanted them to do with the snap of my fingers.

Two days later I was called down to our CEO’s office.

“You called for me Mr White?” I asked, as I entered.

“Yes Pervis, I did! Please come in and close the door behind you.”

I found it odd that he had no receptionist and his PA Lek, was nowhere to be found.

“You may have noticed that I don’t presently have a Personal Assistant. It is unfortunate that he had to unexpectedly return home and will no longer be with us. I hope that he has a safe journey. As for you young man, one man’s misfortune is another man’s opportunity! I have been talking to Mr Goldberg about you and I’ve decided that you are ready for a promotion.” He began.

“A promotion Sir? But, I haven’t even been here  two weeks!”

“That doesn’t matter. I have a keen eye for talent, and that talent is you! You are about to become the Personal Assistant to the CEO of World Rx, how does that strike you?” He asked, while pushing his large frame up from his chair.

“Me Sir?”

“Of course! I have heard nothing but good things about you from Mr Goldberg. There will be new challenges ahead for you, but the rewards will more than outweigh anything that you will be required to do.” He said.

“Wow! Thank you, Sir! I will do anything that you ask, and will never let you down.” I promised.

“That is wonderful to hear, Pervis! I would have expected to see a little more emotion from you after hearing such good news. So, why don’t you do a little dance for me to show how grateful you are.” He said, towering over me.

“Dance for you, Sir? I don’t understand.”

“Just wiggle around a bit, to show me your enthusiasm. Like they do at the club.”

I wasn’t quite sure why he wanted me to dance for him, but the man was giving me a promotion and if all he wanted was a little dance to show my gratitude, then I didn’t see anything wrong with it and began to move my hips just a little. Seeing this put a smile on his face and got him to reach over to his desk to start playing some music for me to dance along to. It was the same type of jazz that they play at the club.

“Let me see you put a little more into it now.” He said, turning to me with his arms folded across his massive chest.

It was a strange request, but I began to move a little more to keep him satisfied.

“I think you can do better than that, boy. Move those hips!” He ordered.

I felt silly dancing for this man in my tight pants, my perky tits jiggling freely inside of my shirt.

The next thing that I knew he was standing behind me with his crotch pressed against my ass.

“Keep moving!”

As I wriggle he reached around and cupped my breasts in his large hands, groping and squeezing them as I continued.

“You do understand that this promotion will make you Senior PA, don’t you?” He asked, pinching my nipples.

“Senior PA? Me?”

“Of course! That is, unless you don’t want the job!”

How could I not want to be Senior PA? In a matter of 2 weeks I was already moving up within the company. If all I needed to do was show my appreciation by dancing for this man, so be it! At least he wasn’t trying to fuck me in the ass like I witnessed Goldberg doing with Willis. No job is worth that kind of humiliation and I would never stoop so low as to allow that to happen to me.

Oh no, not me. No way!

As I continued to move and sway along with the music the CEO rested his head on my shoulder to speak softly into my ear.

“We haven’t seen anyone as ready for their future purpose with the company coming into this job as you. I think that you will become the prototype of what we expect of our new boys moving forward. Can I get you to move a little more? Good boy!” He exclaimed, placing his hands on my hips. “Arch your back just a bit. Good! Where was I? Oh yes! We all know that there are challenges with every new career move, and sometimes we have to do things that we never would have thought that we could in order to secure that better life that these opportunities offer to us. Do you understand?” He asked, speaking softly with his prickly stubble pressed against my cheek.

“I think so.”

“Keep moving! Pervis, are you ready to take this next step?” He asked.

“Yes!”

“Are you willing to do whatever is required of you as my personal assistant, no matter the cost, if it is for the benefit of the company?”

“Yes!”

“Promise never to divulge any information about our company secrets, including anything that you see or hear to our competition, any law enforcement agency, or personal contacts, even if you sever your employment with us?”

“Yes!”

“I have a new contract for you to sign, detailing what I have just asked you along with a few additions and some previously covered by the one that you signed when you first arrived. Every Senior PA has had to sign this if they wish to remain with us. Goldberg is working on a replacement for you already, so there will be no going back to your old job. I would hate to lose you and I can’t wait to get started. You do want to stay, don’t you?” He asked.

“Yes!”

“Good boy! Here is the contract. It is designed to protect both our interests while you are employed here. You will need to sign it on the bottom to make this official.

He handed me the contract and I began to read it’s contents:

* 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 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 such performances as well as my normal activities.

* I declare that I will display company applied identification as required for my position within the Corporation.

* I understand that I should present myself for any performances requested, 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 per annum and promotion to the role of Senior PA.

* I declare that I am a trusted employee of WRX Inc. and my confidence 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.

He expects me to dance for him? I couldn’t imagine why that should be necessary for my position, or why it would be incorporated into a contract. As I pondered my decision I could tell that my new boss was getting agitated with my delay, so I decided to just sign it without wasting any more of his time. Hell, every other Senior PA before me has signed it and they have all moved on unscathed as far as I know, so I felt confident that I was doing the right thing. Besides, I had no choice if I wanted to keep my job anyway!

I no sooner signed the paper and he snatched it away from me.

I was now owned by World Rx Incorporated, body and soul!

“I knew that we picked the right person for this job.” He declared, sitting back down in his chair. “Keep moving Pervis. Let me see just what kind of loyalty I can expect from you. Remove your clothing!”

“Excuse me?”

“As Senior PA to the CEO, it is expected that you obey every request immediately and without question. I have to be sure that you will do everything necessary for this company. Consider it a test of your dedication. You do want this job don’t you, Pervis?” He asked, looking me derectly in the eye.

“Yes, but……...”

“You understand that there is a twenty five thousand dollar increase in salary with this position.”

“Twenty five thousand?”

“And you will accompany me every time that I go to Club Libertine going forward as long as you remain my PA.”

“Every time?”

“That’s right. Plus, you will get your very own whore at the club, to do with as you please.” He said, while lighting up a cigar.

This was unbelievable! I get a promotion, a good size raise, and my own whore at the club and all I have to do is keep my boss happy by taking off my clothes? Yes please!

I began by removing my shirt as he looked on intently. When my new breasts came into view his smile widened. He was obviously pleased with my development. Motioning for me to continue my dance, I kicked off my shoes and began to peel down my pants. I was ashamed to let him see my small penis and kept my hands down to shield myself from his view, standing that way to await his next command.

“Remove your hands boy, let me see you.”

I let my hands hang to the sides displaying my entire miserable body to my new boss, my tiny pecker nearly hidden from view tucked within my ball sack. He reached out to toy with it with his fingers as I stood silently, hoping that this humiliation would end quickly. It appeared that I would have to wait a bit longer.

“Turn around.”

As I turned he placed his hands on my hips, pulling me back toward himself. The next thing that I knew he was softly caressing the surface of my butt, only inches from his face.

“Bend over!”

As I did he placed a wet finger at the opening of my asshole and slipped it in, surprising me.

“I can tell that you’ve done an excellent job with stretching your anus. Keep wriggling! Good boy. I can see why Goldberg is so fond of you. You are going to be a role model for new hires from here on. Move your hips more boy!” He ordered.

There I was naked in the office of the CEO of one of the largest medical technology companies in the world, and I was wiggling my ass for him to probe with his finger. Why didn’t I stop him? If I had only known my fate, would I have left, or was there something deep inside of me telling me to stay? To allow myself to be used by this perverted man. This entire twisted corporation!

“Turn around.” He ordered, allowing his finger to slip out as I spun my body around. “Open!”

I opened my mouth and he placed the finger that had just been up my ass inside my mouth to clean. I was becoming quite familiar with this and instinctively closed my lips around it, sucking off my residue, tasting my own ass.

“Good boy!” He praised, stroking my hair. “Now open my pants. I want to feel those pretty lips on my dick.”

I was still bent at the waist and reached down to unbuckle his trousers. It felt surreal as I went through the motions of freeing his chubby little cock from his pants to prepare him for my mouth. As I was bent over him naked, he placed his hand on the back of my head and lowered me down until his penis was engulfed in my mouth. Then he sat calm and relaxed with both of his hands on my head working it up and down on his stiff cock as though there was nothing unusual about this type of treatment.

What was that?

I thought that I heard the office door opening and went to turn my head to the side to see, when he held me firmly and pressed hard, pushing his cock down my throat as far as he could. The CEO kept me from moving, causing me to panic as I began to gag on it.

“Keep wriggling!” He ordered.

Even though I couldn’t breath, I began to rotate my butt for him.

“More! Entice me with it!”

Although I was choking on his cock, I obeyed his orders and moved my ass seductively for him, offering it to him.

That was the moment that solidified my fate.

As he held my head down on himself firmly, with my face beet red from lack of air, I could hear the sound of a belt buckle loosening behind me before hitting the floor. A pair of hands gripped me by the hips just before I felt a man’s penis ramming me up my ass about as hard as possible, burying itself to the hilt and driving my face down even harder into the CEO’s crotch.

“Ughhhhhhhhhh!” I groaned, losing my balance.

I felt like I was going to suffocate as the man behind me pounded my ass hard, and tried to wiggle free, but he had a good grip on me as my head was being held firmly in place by my new boss. With my arms flailing and legs buckling the two men had no intention of letting me go until they were good and ready.

It was apparent to me that the man fucking my ass wasn’t going to let up until he came and I felt that I was going to die if this didn’t happen soon. So, I began to grind my ass back against him to encourage it. This seemed to work as only seconds later he let out a loud grunt and forcefully drove his cock in 3 more times before finally burying it in me while he shot his hot cum up my anus.

As the man inside my ass released his load deep inside of me, the CEO grabbed me by my hair and roughly snapped my head back off of his own cock. Red faced and with tears flowing from my eyes, I gasped for air, coughing and heaving, again feeling like I was about to die. However, the cruel men showed me no mercy and held me fast. As my new boss yanked my head back with one hand he jerked his cock with his other until it exploded on my face and into my wide open mouth. When he was finally spent he rose up and jammed it back into my mouth once again.

“There! Now suck it dry. Suck it!” He commanded, slapping me across the face with his open hand.

I obediently closed my mouth and sucked the remnants of cum from his dick until he began to go limp and let me go. The hands on my hips relaxed at that point and I fell to the floor in a heap, whimpering like a child.

“I thought that you weren’t coming?” The CEO asked, stuffing his softening penis back in his pants.

“You didn’t think that I would just give her up without saying goodbye properly, did you?” I heard Mr Goldberg say with a sinister laugh.

It was somewhat of a shock to me that they were both in on this together, leaving me to feel all the more helpless.

“I would have been disappointed if you had!” He replied. “At least you still have the black boy. I know how fond of him you are. My last PA turned out to be a total waste of my time and not at all what I had hoped for. He will soon realize his mistake and wish that he had played along once his new owners get to work on him, but that isn’t our concern.”

“We can’t worry about them if they disappoint us and leave us with no choice but to find someone else to take them off our hands, just as we do with the girls at the club. Once they are no longer of any use to us we find others who gladly take them for top dollar. So far, that has been quite lucrative to the company and those receiving them are clamoring just to get our castoffs! Do you think that our stockholders would give a shit how they get their dividends?” He chuckled.

I was still in the fetal position gasping to catch my breath as the two pompous men stood over me talking as though I wasn’t even there, trying to make any sense of what they were saying. They had me now and they knew it. I was a lost boy that they took in, with no place else to go, and had already allowed them to take advantage of my situation. Why didn’t I just get up and leave? Walk away and forget that this ever happened? What have I become?

“Are you alright, Pervis?” The CEO asked, looking down at me laying at his feet.

“I-I think so.” I replied between breaths, thankful that he appeared concerned about my well-being.

“Good girl! Now get up and resume dancing while Mr Goldberg and I discuss our upcoming meeting!” He demanded.

Like the spineless sissy that I am, I slowly rose to my feet as told and began to move for the men as they went on to discuss their plans across the desk. It had only been a few minutes since they brutally violated me, but now act as though nothing out of the ordinary has occurred, while I on the other hand, the victim of their abuse, danced for them without hesitation with my new boss’s cum clinging to my face.

“You will have to wriggle more than that if you want to impress our guests when they get here!” Mr White declared.

Guests? He’s having me dance naked for his guests? This is humiliating enough with just the two of them. Why was he doing this to me?

I began to sway my hips a bit more, hoping that he was only kidding and let me get back to work, but that wasn’t what happened. A minute later I heard the CEO receive a message over his intercom.

“The guests have arrived, Sir.”

It was Willis!

“You may escort them in, Willis.” He replied.

Oh God, guests were really coming? They would walk in and see me dancing like a whore from the club and know right away what I truly am!

 Oh God!

 Oh God!

 And Willis!

 He will be coming in and see me this way, as well. I was essentially his superior before my promotion, although it didn’t appear that way, and now he will see me dancing naked like a total fool! This was quickly becoming the low point in my life.

“The guests are here.” Willis announced, with just his head poking through the door.

“Send them in!”

The door opened and he stepped aside to let 3 guests enter. Two were middle age men in 3 piece suits while the third was the Amazon hostess from Club Libertine. Willis covered his mouth to keep himself from laughing when he saw me and backed out of the office, as I continued to wriggle off to the side.

Surprisingly, I didn’t get the reaction from the others that I expected. Instead, they glanced over toward me for a moment before exchanging pleasantries with my two boss’s. Once that was over they got down to business while I continued to dance. I wonder if they would have acted so disinterested if they knew what had happened just a short time before they arrived?

“Pervis, you can stop for a moment. Our guests would like some coffee.”

I went to the table with a coffee server and poured a cup for each guest, carrying them back on a tray. As I held the tray for him the first guest that I came to looked up at me puzzled.

“Garfield, (The CEO’s first name) is that semen on your boy’s face?” He asked.

“Yes, I was using it as a tool to break her of her dignity. We find that to be a terrible trait for them if they ever want to serve us properly, and we eliminate it from their minds as soon as possible to keep them in line.” He explained. “I can have her wash it off if it bothers you.”

“No no no! I like it. I can only imagine how humiliating this must be. Quite a creative concept you have for breaking them of their self esteem!” He exclaimed.

As I held the tray each in turn would look upon the disgusting mess on my face, delighted by my degradation. And to think that when I walked into this office I was here for a promotion!

If that wasn’t bad enough they were also checking out my naked body, particularly my minuscule penis!

“Oh yes, this is Pervis, my new Personal Assistant. Pervis, this is Mr Thomas the Manager of Club Libertine, Mr Genovese the President of operations and former owner, and this is Cleo. I’m sure that you remember her. She is in charge of the “entertainment”, hiring and caring for our special girls to be sure that our important clients get the kind of experience that we expect.” He said, before turning toward Cleo. “What do you think of her so far?”

“Did you say that she is new?” The woman asked, her voice a bit deeper than expected. “Was she a transgender when you found her?”

I had stopped dancing when I brought them their coffee and stood with the empty tray as she reached out to touch my growing breasts.

“Garfield, did you tell her that it was alright to stop dancing?” She asked, squeezing one of my nipples so hard that I nearly dropped the tray on the floor.

“No, I don’t believe that I did. Pervis, don’t you think that you owe our guests an apology?”

“I’m sorry…..” I began.

“I see that she still has a lot to learn!” She interrupted. “Get down on your knees and ask our forgiveness properly!”

I don’t know what I did to piss her off, but she was serious, so I put down the tray and dropped to my knees before her. She raised her stiletto boot and pressed the sole against my lips.

“Lick it clean you disrespectful piece of shit!” She scowled.

I was scared out of my wits and knew that if I didn’t do as I was told things would quickly get much worse for me. The next thing that I knew my tongue was out and I was licking the bottom of her boot, tasting every disgusting step that she had taken that day. As she continued her conversation she sat back to make herself comfortable and sip her coffee, while pressing her boot against my lips to clean it.

“I’m sorry about that Garfield, but you know what happens to these girls if you don’t keep on top of them. It might seem cruel, but it is for their own benefit. So, as you were saying?” She asked my boss.

“Oh yes, you were asking about her sexual identity. I have to say that she is only in the process of transforming into a woman. We got her from a new source that does all of the base work for us and delivered her to us this way. I only had to sign her to a contract. The rest will be up to you people to refine her and train her to perform for us. These people are incredible. They scout them, alter their lives in a way to make them easy to manipulate and gain their trust, then convert them with mind control and persistent coaching until they are ready and willing to try new sexual ideas. All the while they are given powerful hormone supplements and working on their bodies to become more feminine and attractive to our clients. It will save us all a lot of time and trouble and the results are guaranteed, if not amazing!” He explained.

“So, they’ll be doing my job, is that what you’re telling me?” She snarled.

“Not at all! They do the dirty work for us. It removes most of our liability, saves time and money, and best of all, we get a product like dear Pervis here! You will get someone that is already in the process of her transformation and ready to be used as a woman. It gives you more time to perfect them to our standards and increases their value if we were to offer them to others. You have to admit, you don’t find them like this every day!” He explained.

As I wriggled and writhed for their enjoyment, they talked about me and those that will follow, as if we were their property. Like some little sissy sex slave! 

So, I’m dancing for them naked. I know that I can stop any time that I want...right? Right? Why do I keep dancing? Maybe not now with them watching me. They do seem to like watching me, so maybe I’ll just wriggle my bottom a little, that should do it.

That was how I remained for the duration of their meeting. I was treated as little more than a decoration and was ignored otherwise. After a while I had forgotten about feeling any embarrassment of my being naked in front of strangers and experimented with dancing more seductively, considering being asked by my boss to dance like the girls at the club. I gave it my all and they seemed pleased by my show.

By this time I felt the way that I did when I was back with Jason and Angel. I no longer remembered the spit-roast that my bosses put me through or Cleo putting me in my place as being regretable. I was excited, looking for their attention again, and I got it!

As our guests got up to leave I continued dancing. They all had to pass by me in a line on their way out, with Goldberg leading the way and Cleo at the end of the line. None of them paid any attention to me as they walked by and I remained quiet until Cleo walked past, her towering form was quite intimidating. Figuring that it would be in my best interest to be on her good side I decided to speak.

“Nice to meet you, Cleo.” I said, right as she passed.

That was a mistake!

She stopped dead in her tracks and raised her hand. Everything went silent and nobody moved as she slowly turned around. The sneer on her face was terrifying as she began to walk back toward me, and didn’t stop until she grabbed my arm and dragged me to the chair, sat down, and threw me across her lap! A second later and she began to wail on the tender flesh of my upturned bottom with all her might, and she was a large woman. Or man.

Needless to say, I was screaming like hell! She glanced around for something to muffle my cries and spotted my clothes which my boss kicked under a chair over in the corner before the guests entered, and asked for one of the others to bring something to stuff in my mouth. He came back with my socks, and in they went, tasting about as bad as you can imagine!

“Don’t you ever speak to me like that again! It’s Mistress Cleo, and just Mistress to you, worthless whore! You think that you can be my friend? Fuck you! I don’t make friends. It doesn’t work that way around here, and the sooner you learn that the better. Do you understand? DO YOU UNDERSTAND?”

“Yes! Yes, I understand!” I screamed.

“Good! Fucking whore.” She said, as she rose to her feet allowing my limp body to drop straight to the floor with a thud.

“You do realize that we haven’t told her a thing about moving her down to the club yet, don’t you?” Mr Goldberg asked her, as they were leaving.

“Does it really matter? She’ll be one soon enough anyway. I’ll set her straight that’s for sure!” She replied with a laugh. “Can’t wait to fuck that ass. Hope she’s a quick healer!”

The club? Me? Dancing? What the fuck!

Oh no, not me. No way!


Chapter 8: Finally, the man of my dreams!!

“Mistress wanted me to come and get you. Said that there is a client asking for you special. Any idea who that could be?” Asked the cute young blonde girl with the #95 tattoo on her left butt cheek.

“Me? No. I don’t remember dancing for anyone that would want me in particular.” I replied.

“Well, she told me to stay with you. Said that this guy knows who you were before. I guess that she gets nervous about things like this.” She explained.

I’ve been dancing at Club Libertine for 6 months now. My job is to “entertain” the clients. Do whatever they want me to. Let them use me in any way they please.

I am marked.

I am “Property #69”.

I am a whore.

This is now my home. I live here. We all do. As a whore I am totally committed to the pleasuring of men. This is who I am. What I was meant to be. What I have always wanted to be. I no longer remember much about my past, before I became a whore, thanks to the constant training that Mistress Cleo provides to us.

We study videos every day to learn new techniques and increase our desire. We have unlimited access to any sexual aids that will help us improve the quality of service that we give to our precious clients. Lastly, they use a form of mind control to make us all forget our previous lives and appreciate more fully the new life that the club has given us.

Now I barely remember the horrors of my past and get up each day to train with hopes of being the best whore that I can be. I will never accept payment for my work. The corporation that owns the club gives me everything that a girl would ever want, so who needs money? In fact, I was never paid a dime while I was there either, but it doesn’t matter. They brought me here and started me on this new life, so when they had me sign a paper that I will no longer accept payment from them for my service, I did so willingly.

The first thing that I discovered when I got here was the fact that every single girl working here, every whore, was exactly like me. We were all once boys, all sissies, bullied throughout our childhoods, and we were all lost before the corporation came and found us. We owe them dearly and now dedicate our lives to work for them, with gratitude of course.

I was shocked when I first discovered that all of the whores were transgender. They have a way of disguising this fact well and have every one of us wear a G-string while working. Our clientele specifically prefers the “illusion” that it gives as they enjoy our company. Some may bring a female guest along with them, although the true gender of some may be questionable, with the women enjoying the use of the whores just as much as the men.

As I mentioned, we all live here at Club Libertine. The old warehouse is a huge building and millions of dollars were spent on converting it into the club, apartments for all of the girls, and a training area with a gym to keep us in proper shape. We are not allowed to leave the building without an escort for our own safety, as we have been told, and rarely do as the company supplies us with everything that we need.

Occasionally, there is a problem between a guest and his whore requiring that the girl be disciplined. This is always quickly rectified by either some corrective measure, or if the whore can no longer give the quality of service required, she may be sent away. We are not told exactly what happens to them, but we are always warned not to do anything that would make us become one of them and share the same fate.

We no longer have names, only a number, and can not use our previous names or reveal it to anyone. It is easy to tell when a whore is gone as they don’t hesitate to reuse the old number, giving it to her replacement along with her apartment and anything left behind and it isn’t unusual to find yourself working alongside a new whore with the number of one that you were with only days before.

My number 69, was used by someone just prior to my arrival. I was given her apartment which looked as though she would be coming right back, so I’m sure that if they decide to “transfer” us, it is done swiftly and without prior notice. That’s why it is always wise to do your best at all times. Cleo once said that she has no friends, and that seems to be an understatement now that I understand her position.

Speaking of Cleo, she can be very sadistic when it comes to our punishment and will take a girl from her room out of the blue for discipline in a special dungeon-like training room, where she enjoys herself at their expense for hours on end. I have had the misfortune of being chosen multiple times with varying outcomes, but it always ends with her shoving her 10 inch prick up my ass. She may dress like a woman, but she fucks like a man!

So, now I’m following Whore #95 down the hallway toward the club, her number plainly visible on her left cheek just like mine. She has had some hard times when she first arrived, but has since resigned herself to her new life here and does everything with as much passion as anyone. A role model to the rest of us.

I can hear the jazz music playing as we get near and both stop to check ourselves before opening the curtain and going out into the club. Whore 95 opens the curtain revealing a completely different world. The music is loud, the lights bright, and the entire room is alive with well dressed men enjoying the entertainment of dancing girls. Girls who’s only purpose in life is to please them in any way possible.

Before we stepped out we spotted Cleo in her glittering outfit towering over the crowd as usual, heading our way.

“Where have you been 69? Mr Genovese is out there with a client who has been asking for you by your former name. I will certainly be speaking to you about this later, but for now you need to get your ass out there right away. He’s already asked me twice and this is completely unacceptable! Now get over there. Ninety-five, keep an eye on things and let me know what happens.” She snarled.

“Yes Mistress!” The girl replied.

It isn’t unusual to have them asking one girl information about another. It is embedded into our training with the information used to keep everyone in line. If it is discovered later that a girl held back any information that she should have disclosed about another she will be sent away regardless of the reason. So, the bottom line is that none of our fellow workers can be trusted and we can not have real friends here.

With both our heads held high we walked across the room to the beat of the music as we were taught, until we came to the President’s own special booth. We have been trained to only look straight ahead at all times, or directly at the one that we are currently entertaining if it is a part of our interaction with a client. Once we made it to their booth I raised my head to greet them.

Mr Genevese was first. He merely gave me a blank stare as I curtsied for him. Next was Mr Thomas, the Manager of the club. He gave me back a quick smile. The next face that I saw nearly put me in shock. It was Jason, sitting back with a grin on his face as he watched my reaction to seeing him.

It was the first time since he fucked my virgin ass that I had seen him, bringing back all of those sordid memories from the past. He said nothing to me as I curtsied for him.

“May I dance for you, Sir?” I asked, so nervous that I almost messed up my line.

He waved his hand for me to begin, and sipped his drink as he went back to his conversation. I didn’t know how I would react to seeing him after he and Angel left me heartbroken just as I truly accepted my new role with them and expected that it would continue on. They left without a word and I hated them for doing it, especially once I found out that they had been using me all along to “sell” the rights to me to the corporation.

He looked beautiful! Impeccably dressed, in a 3 piece suit. Smoking a victory cigar. Hobnobbing with those that run the club. He was my first and I was infatuated with him. His handsome face, perfectly coiffed hair, and most of all the most beautiful cock that I have ever seen. Perfect size. Thick and hard as iron. Enough cum to choke a horse!

If it were he that was asking for me, then why was he ignoring me while I danced for him? They had me grow out my black hair which was now shoulder length. Sometimes  the client requests a blonde or red head, in which case I would wear a wig. My breasts are now quite impressive and get a lot of play when I am working. I make up my face differently now, to look more like the whore that I am. And my body has become so feminine looking that many don’t believe that I’m not a real woman. Why is he ignoring me? Is it possible that he no longer cares about me?

It tortured me to have him acting so aloof. As much as I should truly hate this man for tricking me into accepting the new direction of my life and ultimately transforming me into a woman, I couldn’t. I loved him. I wanted him to hold me in his arms again as he once did. Maybe he came to take me back, work out a deal with the corporation so that we could be together again. Although I had thought about leaving for a brief time this was different, and I would surely go with him if he would only ask. Wouldn’t I?

I’m still only eighteen and hope to have a long life ahead of me. I understand that this is my place and expect to be here a while, but to what end? What if I someday I decide that I would like go away, try something different with my life? What then? Or, would I be better off to go with a man like Jason, to worship him as he trains his harem of other boys who will be girls, as he did with me?

I stopped and curtsied properly.

“May I lick your shoes clean for you, Sir?” I asked submissively, with my head down and long hair hiding my face.

He continued talking as though I wasn’t even there, but gave me hope when he moved his right foot forward a few inches in response. I quickly dropped to my knees and bent forward to reach his shoe with my tongue and began lapping. It may be my only chance to show him what a good whore I had become, so I licked his shoe for all I was worth.

Please look at me! I’m a good whore, really I am!

He pulled back the first shoe with my tongue still pressed against it and moved the other forward in it’s place. Of course, I went right to work on it to show him how willing I was to please him. Should I ask to suck his cock, or would that be too forward of me? What if he tells me no? That would just kill me! But, I want to taste his cock again. I have literally sucked hundreds of cocks since that first time with him, and after all that, his is the only one that I remember. It’s taste. It’s texture. It’s heat. It is the one that all other men are compared to.

I had to know!

“May I please suck your cock for you, Sir?” I asked, looking up from my grovelling position with puppy dog eyes, hoping that he would see how much I needed it.

Without changing the tone of his conversation he took his foot and pressed the heel against my forehead to push me away. Of course, I was devastated, but I couldn’t let on, especially with the big boss there watching, so I quickly scrambled to my feet and began to dance as though nothing was amiss.

“I’m sorry, Sir, but are you dissatisfied with the whore you requested? I will remove her at once and find another more to your liking.” Cleo offered, grabbing me roughly by the arm to take me away.

Oh God, NO! How could this be happening to me? Why would Jason do this to me after I changed my entire life for him? I was in a panic as she began to walk me away, unsure of my fate.

“Wait! I’ve changed my mind and will allow this whore to suck my cock. Thank you for your concern, Cleo, but we will be fine.” He said, just in the nick of time.

I was so thankful to him for saving me I ran back to him as soon a Cleo let me go, and curtsied before dropping to my knees at his feet.

“I’m sorry if I didn’t please you, but if you give me another chance you will find that I am very good at sucking cock.” I pleaded.

Jason glanced up to be sure that Cleo was gone before he made a motion for me to proceed. I quickly went to work unbuckling his pants while the two gentleman with him talked and whore #95 danced for them.

“Wait a minute, isn’t that the first whore that you delivered to us? I can’t believe that she’s still here! What’s it been, six months since she started? I thought that she would have been gone by now. Did you know that she was still with us?” Mr Genevese asked Jason.

He was taken aback by his comments, but thought it best if he acted as though he didn’t recognize me.

“This is the first one?” He asked, grabbing me by the hair to force my head back to see my face. “You know, I think that you’re right! It is that very same whore! I guess that I trained you well to still be working here. You may thank me now!” He said, looking down at my upturned face.

“Thank you, Sir. I am a good whore and owe everything to you!” I replied, as hard as it was to speak with my head bent backwards as it was.

“Enjoy your reunion. Mr Thomas and I have some business to attend to in my office, so we will have to leave you now, but it has been a pleasure seeing you again, Jason, and congratulations on your new contract with the Corporation! You are now our sole supplier of new talent and we have been quite pleased with your product, so keep it up! I look forward to seeing you again. By the way, she is the best cocksucker that we have here and we aren’t about to let her go anytime soon, but we shan't let her know that. Have to keep them on their toes, right?” He laughed.

The two got up from their seats and headed away as I continued to diligently work on Jason's cock. Oh my God, it tasted so delicious. I kissed the underside down the shaft to his tight hairless balls and continued down between his cheeks, darting my tongue out to tickle his butt hole.

The next thing I knew he grabbed me by the sides of my head and pulled my face up to look at him.

“Hello Pervis.” He said quietly, looking down into my eyes.

I panicked, turning my head from side to side to see if he was overheard. It is forbidden for anyone to call us by our former name and whores have to be punished severely if they do!

I stopped once I realized that we weren’t overheard, and looked up at his confused face.

“I would have come here sooner, but I’ve been training new girls and wanted to make sure that we finalized the deal that they offered us first. I’m fucking rich! Thanks to you, I’m fucking rich, can you believe it? Sure, it took a lot of work on our part, but you turned out better than anyone could have imagined. Shit. We got all kinds of offers, but nothing like what they’re offering! Angel says “hi” by the way.” He said, waiting for my reply.

I continued to just stare into his eyes.

“Did you hear me? I said I am grateful to you. Maybe even pay you back somehow.”

Pay me back? I have everything that I have ever wanted right here, so why would he owe me anything? I should be thankful to him.

“You can fuck me if you wish. I have been told that I have a very nice ass. Please Sir, please give me your cock.” I said, needing to feel it inside me so very badly!

“Pervis, are you alright? It’s me, Jason. Remember? I want to get you out of here, do you understand?” He pleaded desperately, grabbing me by the shoulders and shaking me hard.

“If you wish you can fuck me. I really need you, Sir, I do! I remember this cock. I need to feel your cock in my ass so bad that it hurts! It’s hard to wait this long and yours is the best, so please? Please?” I desperately pleaded with him to show him what a good whore I had become.

My life was now nothing more than endless days of sex and servitude and I had been watching my required hypno video of anal sex just before my shift, making me hunger to have a man fuck me. It was all that I could think of the whole day and I would bet that if my ass were a real pussy it would be dripping wet from my excitement. If I didn’t cum soon I thought that I would die! 

“My God, I merely planted the seed and look what they’ve done to you! They’re brainwashing all of you to become mindless sex slaves! Can’t you see it? I should get you out of here! Don’t you want to leave?” He asked, suddenly concerned for my well being.

“But, I’m a whore, Sir. I am here for your pleasure. There is no other place for me to go. This is my home. They take care of my needs so that I can work on my craft. I’m a very good whore, Sir, please let me show you what I can do!” I explained.

Why doesn’t he fuck me? If Mistress comes by and sees this she may take me away, and I fear that worse than anything. I have been here longer than many,  had more intense training than most, and I am certain that I am very good at what I do, always working to improve. But, I fear the day that they send me away like other whores that aren’t meeting expectations. How can I leave all this?

“I’m sorry, Pervis. I wish that I knew exactly what they did here before getting you into this. Now I’ve just signed a long term deal to deliver more innocent and unsuspecting  boys to them. They expect the same quality of training that they have received from me already, so I have to continue. Do you understand? I have no choice! More boys will trust me as you did and end up becoming nothing more than a mindless whore as you have. These people a very powerful and I have no doubt that they will kill me if I were to let them down, so I have no choice but to continue. I’ll be making a ton of money in only a short period of time, so maybe they will let me off after a while. That’s it! I’m sure that they will let me stop whenever I’m ready!” He said nervously, trying to convince himself that this evil enterprise would understand and let their only source of new talent just walk away someday.

As for me, I just went back to groveling at his feet, kissing his shoes and raising my bare ass high in the air to entice him to use me.

My whore number was displayed proudly for him to see. To see what he created. It will remain there the rest of my life to let others know exactly who I am, what I am.

I am Property #69.

I am a whore.

The End!
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We hope that you enjoyed this book and we recommend the following HOT titles for you as well!

EXHIBITIONIST WIFE TRAINING: Ashley's New Obsession!
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Immerse yourself in the tantalizing world of Ashley and Chris, where passion and exhibitionism know no bounds. In this riveting series, follow Ashley's journey from discovery to obsession, as she explores her deepest desires with the encouragement of her devoted husband, Chris. Joined by the captivating park ranger Becky, their adventures escalate into a whirlwind of voyeuristic thrills and uninhibited erotic encounters. Perfect for those who crave intense, provocative storytelling, this series promises to leave you breathless and craving more.

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!

Read the entire 7 part series now!

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 can only watch helplessly as this little Hotwife gets exactly what she needs as she becomes the company whore!
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Daisy May: My Sweet Little Lesbian Exhibitionist

“ABSOLUTELY THE VERY BEST FROM LEXI! EROTIC, SEXY AND LESBIAN!”

This is one 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 in the country where she enjoyed running naked through the fields and spent most of her days that way. But, all innocence is lost when she grows up to find that she can’t control this urge while others take advantage of her naivety and challenge her to do things in public that are incredibly hot! This sweet honey just can’t keep herself out of trouble!

Contains explicit content!
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SORORITY TEASERS!




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: Exposing Candy To My Poker Pals!
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She is one hot wife with no limits, and this is just one of her many escapades!


Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Becomes a Wife Gone Wild on Her Beach Vacation! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 6)

[image: ]

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!
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Exhibitionist Wife Training: Exposing Candy to the Truckers at the Rest Stop!

Bob had become very interested in pushing the limits of his more than willing wife and made a pact with his friends to meet at a highway truck stop to give his wife the ultimate sexual experience. It was quite a risky thing to do to his loving wife, especially alone and helpless in the woods on a dark night, but he knew that it would be amazing for her, if he could pull it off! Will it be worth the risk?


Be sure to check out this hot club designed for amateur exhibitionists!

Secret Sex Club For The Lonely Housewife: What Does Your Wife Do When You Go To Work! Secret
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Marie  was a frustrated housewife that needed something to pass the time during the day. What she found was beyond her imagination!













Exhibitionist Wife Training: Watching My Wife Seduce The Plumber On Her New Sex Webcam! (Exhibitionist Candy Book 7)
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"This time my wife has gone TOO FAR!!!!!"
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Or something really special from Candy as she gets down and dirty!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Candy Exposed Naked On The Dance Floor in A Crowded Bar!
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Just get her loose and watch her go!

Exhibitionist Wife Training: Submissive Slut Wife Is Used By Strangers To Win A Game Of Pool!

When her husband asked her to show it all to help win a friendly game of pool, could she say no? Not our favorite little hot wife! This time she goes too far!


Find their author page here to see what other great titles are available.
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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 saw leaving her room when he came to visit, and why are they at their wedding? He will find out on their wedding night that Abby has needs that no one man can handle on his own!
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