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I have a gambling problem. Doesn’t matter the game or the sport. I play every game in the casino, even though I know the house has the edge. I don’t care if it’s basketball,  baseball,  or  cricket.  I  made  a  bet  once  on  what  they  were  going  to name the next royal baby. I don’t give a fuck. I just like the action.

But I screwed up. I got in too deep with the wrong people. I wanted to make bigger bets. I wanted the real juice. So I got a friend of mine to introduce me to Manko,  a  fat  Serbian  with  a  glass  eye  who  did  all  his  business  out  of  the  back booth in an all-night diner. I racked up thirty thousand in no time with Manko. I made bets to cover other bets, and pretty soon I was in so deep I didn’t have the enough money to even pay the weekly interest.

“You have a good job, no?” Manko said, sitting across from me. 

“I guess,” I said. I worked at one of the shittier car rental places at the airport. It certainly wasn’t a good enough job to cover my addiction. 

“What  you  make?”  he  asked.  “Per  hour.”  He  said  “per”  like  the  sound  a  cat makes.

“I don’t know if that’s really your business.”

He  smiled,  showing  a  missing  tooth  on  one  side.  Then  he  stopped  smiling, looking  at  me  with  his  one  good  eye,  the  other  one  lazily  gazing  off  in  another direction. “Is my business now, bitch,” he said. “You owe me a lot of money.”

“I know,” I said. “And I’m going to pay you. I’ve just been running really bad lately.”

“Yes, very bad.”

“I’ll get you your money,” I said. “I just need some time.”

“Besides money, time is another thing you don’t have very much of.”

The waitress came and refilled his coffee. I never saw anybody drink as much coffee as that guy. His remaining teeth were stained brown.

“Tell you what,” he said. “I’m nice guy. I do you a favor. I get you better job.”

Oh shit, he was going to make me do something illegal. Thing was, I wasn’t big or strong enough to hurt somebody else. I was just a skinny kid who’d never made  it  past  my  second  year  of  college.  Did  he  want  me  to  run  drugs  for  him? That wasn’t ideal. If I got caught, I’d be fucked. And I didn’t think I’d do well in prison. I didn’t think I’d do well with my legs broken either, so I was willing to listen.

He  reached  into  his  leather  vest  and  pulled  out  a  business  card.  “Here,”  he said, sliding it across the table. “You go see my friend Sophia. She gives you good job. When debt is paid off, you can go back to whatever you were doing before. Or, if you like it,” he laughed. “You can keep working for Sophia.”

I picked up the card. It was dark red, a black heart in the middle. “The Velvet Room”  was  stenciled  across  the  heart  in  looping  script,  an  address  and  phone number underneath. 

Sounded like a whorehouse. Again, I didn’t think I could make it as a bouncer.

“What exactly would I be doing?” I said.

He  grinned,  showing  the  gap  among  all  those  brown  teeth  again.  “Whatever Sophie wants you to,” he said. 

I  ran  through  the  possibilities.  Cleaning  toilets?  I  could  do  that.  Doing  the cum-stained laundry? Shopping? Money drops? Sure, I could be the errand boy to some Madame. My pride didn’t sting that bad. I’d gotten myself into this mess. I need to dig myself out.

“How much does it pay?” I asked.

“That depends.”

I didn’t like that answer at all. “On what?” I asked, knowing the answer before it came.

“How good a job you do. Seven o’clock, tomorrow morning.”

Of  all  the  things  I  imagined  myself  doing,  it  never  crossed  my  mind  that  I’d become a whore myself.

 

 The Velvet Room was in a two-story house across town from where I lived. The neighborhood looked nice. From the outside, it looked like a regular place in a  nice  part  of  town.  I  wondered  where  the  clients  parked.  Later  I’d  find  out  the place had its own car service. Smart.

I  parked  across  the  street  and  headed  up  the  walk.  The  door  looked  antique, ornate, with a brass knocker. I opted for my knuckles. 

A  short  blond  girl  answered  the  door.  She  was  wearing  pink  lace  bra  and panties and red spiked heels. She had a pretty little body, and a cute face framed by a page-boy haircut. Her heavy-lidded eyes looked bored. 

“Yeah?”  she  asked.  I  looked  her  up  and  down.  She  didn’t  seem  to  mind.  I thought maybe I could get used to working here. Even if Manko was taking a big chunk, the fringe benefits seemed pretty good.

“I’m here to see Sophia,” I said.

“Oh yeah?” she said. “Who the fuck are you?”

“I’m—”

“Oh yeah, I don’t give a shit,” she said. “Wait here.”

She closed the door on me, and I walked around the large porch as I waited. The  staff  didn’t  seem  to  be  that  friendly,  but  actually,  they  couldn’t  be  much worse than either the people I worked for or the assholes who rented cars from me all  day.  Besides,  she  sucked  dick  for  a  living.  She  kind  of  had  a  right  to  cop  an attitude.

When  the  door  opened  again,  a  tall  red-headed  woman  stood  in  the  opening. She looked to be in her forties, or maybe even fifties. She was still stunning, in a short black dress, fishnet hose, and high heels.

“You are the one Manko sent to me?” she asked.

“Yes, I –”

“Shut up,” she said. She came out onto the porch, looking me up and down. I stood still and let her.

“You’re Sophia?” I asked.

She  stopped  in  front  of  me,  and  slapped  my  face.  “I  told  you  to  shut  your mouth,” she said.

I  stood  there,  my  cheek  stinging  in  the  morning  air.  I  wanted  to  complain.  I thought about just leaving. But I couldn’t.

She  continued  to  walk  around  me,  inspecting  me.  I  felt  her  hand  on  my  ass. She gave it a good squeeze, and I jumped a little. She snorted a laugh at that.

“Yes, you’ll do,” she said. She turned and walked back inside. “Come on.”

I followed her inside, closing the door behind me. The inside was amazing. I could  see  why  they  had  called  it  The  Velvet  Room.  The  furniture  all  looked antique,  polished  wood,  plush  velvet  seats,  velvet  curtains  lining  the  walls. Everything was red, or a dark maroon. Everything looked expensive.

Sophia  snapped  her  fingers  at  the  girl  who  answered  the  door.  “Darcy,  take them upstairs. Get him shaved and cleaned.”

Shaved and cleaned? What the hell was she talking about? I thought I was just going to run errands. Maybe clean the place.

“Let’s go,” Darcy said, heading for the stairs.

I  watched  Sophia  had  through  one  of  the  doors  downstairs.  I  shrugged  my shoulders and follow Darcy up the winding staircase. I watched her tight little ass move back and forth as she climbed the stairs ahead of me. Not a bad view.

But  I  wondered  what  this  was  all  about.  I  still  hadn’t  put  it  all  together.  I’d figure it out soon enough though.

Darcy led me down a long hall, to a white door. Inside was an old-fashioned looking bathroom, with a cast iron tub with claw feet, a thick pink bathmat on the floor, and a huge vanity mirror over the sink. Darcy looked at me, and then at the tub.

“Well? Start pouring a bath, dipshit,” she said.

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“What’s to understand?”  Darcy said. “Just  do what the  fuck everybody says, and you’ll get along fine. Now pour a fucking bath.”

I walked to the bath, and turned the brass knobs, starting the water pouring. 

Darcy sighed. “Out of those clothes, dumbass.”

I  started  to  undress.  I  could  think  of  worse  things  than  for  a  hot  little  blond hooker to see me naked. Who knows? Maybe she’d decide to join me in the tub. Probably not, based on her attitude. But still, you never knew.

I  pulled  off  my  shoes,  my  shirt,  and  my  jeans,  then  pulled  down  my  boxers. My dick was already semi-erect. Darcy didn’t seem to notice or care.

“Put  your  clothes  in  a  pile,  and  hand  them  to  me,”  she  said.  The  bath  was about half full by then.

I did as she said. She turned to go.

“Hey,” I said. “I need those.”

“No you don’t.” And she walked off.

I  was  just  standing  there  naked,  so  I  tested  the  water  with  my  finger,  then climbed into the hot bath. A silver rack full of soaps, bubble baths, and shampoos hung on the edge of the tub. There was nothing remotely manly, or even unisex, so  I  chose  a  bottle  of  honeysuckle  bubble  bath  and  poured  some  in  with  me.  I found a sponge hanging on the rack by a string and began to lather up.

Darcy returned. 

“What did you do with my clothes?” I asked.

“Not that it fucking matters,” she said. “But I put them in the incinerator.”

“What?”

“I told you,” she said. “You don’t fucking need them anymore.”

What  the  hell  was  I  supposed  to  wear  then?  And  in  the  back  of  my  mind,  I wondered why the hell they even had an incinerator. 

The bath was nearly full, so I turned off the water. Darcy opened a cabinet and took out a pink razor. She closed the cabinet and tossed the razor into the tub with me.

“What am I supposed to do with that?” I asked.

“Holy shit,” she said. “You really are a dim bulb, aren’t you? Fucking shave.”

“Shave what?”

“Everything below your eyebrows, you fucking nitwit.”

Was she serious? Just what the hell was going on? But again, I figured I didn’t have many options. In for a penny, in for a pound, right? 

“You got any shaving cream?” I asked.

“Just use the fucking soap.”

Everything? I thought maybe this was all some kind of elaborate joke. It still hadn’t hit me yet. Maybe Darcy was right. Maybe I was just kind of an idiot.

I lathered up my legs with the bubble bath and began to shave them. The razor wasn’t that sharp, so I nicked myself several times as I went. I wasn’t super hairy, but enough to where the black hairs started floating on top of the water. I started in on the second leg.

“You could stand to be a little nicer,” I said.

“Yeah, and you could stand to shut the fuck up,” Darcy said, leaning against the door jamb.

I figured it was best to proceed in silence. When I was done with my second leg, I started in on my arms. It felt kind of nice, actually. I wasn’t sure how it was going  to  grow  back  out,  but  just  then  I  had  bigger  worries.  I  knew  how  much  I owed,  but  I  still  didn’t  know  how  I  was  going  to  actually  earn  it  back.  So  far, everything in The Velvet Room had been pretty strange. 

I shaved my chest next, while Darcy lit a cigarette, sighed, and took a drag. 

When I was done with my chest, I looked up at her. “My balls, too?”

“Are they below your eyebrows?”

I just looked at her. Of course they were. She raised her eyebrows.

“Then yes, you fucking moron,” she said.

I stood, bubble bath and lots of tiny shaved hairs clinging to my body. I began to shave the area above my dick.

I  heard  the  thump  of  heels  on  the  carpet  coming  down  the  hall.  Sophia appeared in the doorway.

“Why the fuck isn’t he ready yet?” she asked.

“He’s got shit for brains,” Darcy said.

“I don’t care,” Sophia said. “I want him downstairs and ready in five minutes. We’re booked full for tonight and we need him. I don’t have time for this shit.”

Darcy  took  another  puff  on  her  cigarette,  as  Sophia  headed  back  down  the hall. Darcy walked over to me, tossing the cigarette in the bathwater with a hiss. Her hand snapped out like a snake’s head, latching onto my right nipple. She gave it  a  hard  twist,  and  I  winced  in  pain  and  yelled.  She  held  on  as  I  tried  to  flinch away.

“You heard the lady,” Darcy said. “No more talking. No more questions. Keep your  hole  shut  and  get  shaved  and  dry.  If  you’re  not  done  in  time,  I’m  going  to twist your fucking balls clean off.”

She  let  go,  then  slapped  me  full  across  the  face.  Holy  shit,  she  was  vicious. My nipple screamed in pain, but I didn’t have time to fuck around. I raked the hair off my pubic area as fast as I could, then went to work on my balls. I went as fast as I could, trying not to nick myself. I knew if I cut my ball sack, it would be hard to stop bleeding. 

Darcy threw a towel at me. “Let’s fucking go.”

I dried off, then cinched the towel around my waist, heading to follow her out the door. She grabbed the towel, ripped it off, and tossed it back on the bathroom floor.

“You don’t need that,” she said. She pointed at the bathtub. “You’re going to clean  that,  and  the  rest  of  the  bathroom,  before  the  guests  start  showing  up tonight.”

When I didn’t answer, she grabbed my ear and twisted hard. 

“Did you hear me, fuckhead?” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “Jeez.”

“Don’t fucking jeez me,” Darcy said. “You’re coming in as the low shit on the totem pole. You call me ma’am.”

“Okay,” I said, bent over as she still twisted my ear. “Yes, ma’am.”

She let go and started walking down the hall. I rubbed my ear and followed, still dripping a little on the plush red carpet.

We  walked  down  the  stairs,  and  I  saw  Sophia  waiting  in  the  middle  of  the open area down below, her arms crossed.

Darcy  walked  me  in  front  of  her  and  pointed  at  the  floor.  I  stood  where  she pointed.

“Did he fucking chew his hair off?” Sophia asked. 

“I told you,” Darcy said. “He’s a goddamn moron.”

Sophia  walked  around  me.  “He  doesn’t  have  much  hair  back  here,  but  he didn’t shave his back.”

They talked about me like I wasn’t there. I wanted to say something, but I was afraid Darcy might strike out at me with those fucking fingers of hers. They were like needle-nosed pliers. And as afraid as I was of her, I was even more terrified of Sophia. She had just slapped my face on the porch, but she seemed capable of far worse. 

“Well,”  Sophia  said,  “we’ll  have  Soon  Li  give  him  a  wax  tomorrow,  but  we don’t have time for that now. We’ll just put him in a high-backed outfit and keep him on blow-job duty tonight.”

Wait, what? The ball finally dropped. 

“You want me to what?” I asked.

I didn’t even see her foot move. Both these women were fast as hell. Her high-heeled  shoe  snapped  up  and  kicked  me  in  the  balls  before  I  could  even  react.  I clamped  my  hands  over  them  far  too  late,  feeling  the  pain  bloom  up  into  my stomach. I couldn’t breathe. I fell to my knees.

“I  don’t  ‘want’  you  to  do  anything,”  Sophia  said.  “You  will  simply  do  it, whatever the fuck I tell you to do. And tonight we’ve got two big groups coming in along with our usual crowd. We’ve got a bachelor party, and there’s a dentist convention in town. So you will dress up like the sissy faggot bitch you are, and you will suck whatever our guests put in your mouth, and by god, you will make them very, very happy.” She bent down over me. “Or I will make you very, very unhappy. Do you get it now, asshole?”

I moaned, still cupping my wounded balls. She grabbed my hair and pulled my face up to look at her. 

“That’s not a proper answer,” she said. 

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Good, now get back on your feet.”

“Do you need me for anything else,” Darcy asked her. 

“No,” Sophia said. “You can go. I’ll take it from here.”

I  stood  up  painfully  and  watched  Darcy  head  back  up  the  stairs.  Normally  I would have enjoyed seeing her ass as she walked up the steps, the gauzy panties showing  nearly  everything.  But  my  boner  was  gone,  my  balls  just  a  radiating pulse of pain. I took a deep breath and tried to stand up straight. What the hell had I gotten myself into?

Sophia  stood  studying  me  for  another  couple  of  minutes.  I  had  so  many questions.  Then  I  thought  of  my  wallet,  my  keys.  They’d  been  in  my  jeans,  the one Darcy had said she had incinerated. God, if those had gone in the incinerator, what the fuck was I going to do?

“Follow  me,”  Sophia  said,  walking  to  her  right,  toward  a  pair  of  large  oak double doors. I fell in behind her.

The  door  swung  open  to  reveal  a  dressing  room.  There  must  have  been hundreds  of  dresses,  skirts,  bras,  corsets,  and  all  kinds  of  lingerie.  There  were costumes. I saw a witch, a sailor, and a schoolgirl, just from a cursory glance. 

Sophia  grabbed  me  by  the  hair  and  dragged  me  to  the  middle  of  the  room. Then she went to a nearby rack and returned with a corset. She spun me around. 

“Arms up,” she said, and when I’d raised them, she slid it down over my head to  my  midsection.  She  pulled  the  strings  tight,  knocking  the  air  out  of  me,  then began to tie them. 

“I think that’s too—”

“Shut up,” she said, and I did. “You’ll get used to it, and a lot more than that. You probably don’t know half the things women do to make themselves sexy for men. But you’re going to find out.”

She  made  me  put  on  black  hose,  which  felt  nice  at  first,  but  almost immediately began to make my legs too hot. She picked out a high collared silk pink  dress,  almost  Japanese-looking,  and  pulled  it  over  my  head  as  well.  She buttoned up the back and spun me around to have a look.

“Not a bad start,” she said. She picked out a pair of shiny white pumps. They were too small, but I couldn’t really say anything. I didn’t think she would listen. So I squeezed into them. The squeaked as my feet stretched them out, but they did look sexy against the black hose. 

She rummaged through a nearby drawer and pulled out several wigs. The first she tried on me was blonde, long curls falling down around my shoulders. 

“No,” she said, snatching it off. 

The next was a mousy brown, shoulder-length. She didn’t like that one either. She went back to the drawer and came back with a silvery-pink wig, cut short. She pulled it onto my head and smiled.

“That’s the one.”

She pointed at a chair in front of a vanity mirror, lightbulbs circling the edge. As I sat, I saw myself in the dress and wig. I was already starting to look like a girl.  I  had  pretty  soft  features  to  begin  with,  so  it  wasn’t  that  much  of  a  stretch. The idea of being pimped out had horrified me at first, but now that I was being dressed up, I was actually kind of starting to get into it, as weird as that sounds. 

The  corset  squeezed  against  my  ribs,  making  it  hard  to  breathe.  The  shoes pinched  my  feet,  and  the  wig  and  hose  were  already  starting  to  make  me  sweat. But I was starting to feel girly, sexy even.

Then Sophia got out the makeup.

“I  don’t  have  time  to  do  all  this  for  you,”  she  said.  “I’ve  got  shit  to  do.  So you’re going to have to figure it out on your own. Base, blush, eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick. You also need to paint your nails. Make yourself look pretty, or I’ll tell Manko you did a shit job and throw you back to the wolves.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said. 

She  smacked  me  on  the  back  of  the  head.  “Talk  like  you  don’t  have  balls anymore,” she said. “You’re a girl now.”

I raised my voice, trying to sound like a girl. “Yes, ma’am.”

She sighed, then walked away, leaving me to it.

I’d seen girls put on makeup before, so I wasn’t completely clueless. But I’d never put it on myself. As I rubbed base on my face, I vowed I would never place another fucking bet in my life. I drew the eye liner on with the pencil, and brushed on the mascara. 

Sophia had put a tube of pink sparkling lipstick on the table in front of me, so I used  that,  smearing  on  a  thick  coating  and  puckering  my  lips  to  even  it  out.  I looked in the mirror and nearly gasped. I looked like an honest-to-god woman, a pretty hot one at that. I mean, I looked like a raver girl wannabe whore, with my pink top, silver-pink wig, and sparkly pink lipstick. But I thought I would want to fuck myself if I saw myself from across the room.

I  went  with  pink  fingernail  polish,  because  why  the  fuck  not?  When  Sophia came  back  in,  she  didn’t  slap  me  right  off  the  bat,  which  made  me  think  I’d probably done a decent job. 

“You actually look fuckable,” she said. 

“Thank you, ma’am,” I said.

“Are those fingernails dry?”

I blew on them and shook my hands. “I think so,” I said. “I mean, probably.”

“That’ll have to do,” she said. “The bachelor party’s early. You’re up.”

I stood up to go with her. She pointed at the tube of lipstick on the table. 

“You’ll need that,” she said. “You’ll be sucking cock for pretty much the next eight hours straight, and you’ll need to freshen up your lipstick along the way.”

My  heart  sank.  That  sounded  miserable.  I  grabbed  the  tube,  then  noticed  a small pocket on the right side of my dress. At least that was convenient. I popped the lipstick in and walked behind her into the main room, wobbling painfully on my high heels. 

Several  other  girls  had  already  lined  up.  I  saw  Darcy.  She  gave  me  a  nasty look,  then  batted  her  eyelashes  at  the  men  sitting  on  the  furniture  perusing  the wares, drinks in hand. There was an Asian girl in a black teddy, a black girl in a green thong, no top, her tits curving slightly upward at the ends. There were twins, two brunettes with long hair, wearing white corsets with hose and garters. 

Sophia pointed at a space at the end of the lineup and I took my place.

“As  you  can  see,”  she  said  to  the  men,  “we  have  something  for  all  tastes, something of every shape and size.” She walked back over to me and grabbed my crotch. “We even have a new addition, a cock-sucking little tranny, if that’s your thing. Let me assure you, he sucks a mean dick.”

She squeezed me hard, and I tried to smile. 

One  of  the  men,  a  big  frat-boy  type  with  a  crew  cut  laughed  nervously.  He whispered to his friend, then pointed at me. “I wanna try that one out,” he said. “I ain’t gay, though. Any of you fuckers say anything to anybody and I’ll break your dicks off.”

“Hey man,” another guy said. “You do what makes you happy.”

The crewcut stood up, put his arm around me, and led me upstairs.

We went into the first open door. After he closed it, he whispered in my ear. 

“What’s your name, sweetie?”

I realized I didn’t have my girl name picked out. I blurted out the first thing that came to my head, the sexiest girl I could think of, the head cheerleader from my high school.

“Cassie,” I said in my high-pitched girly voice.

“Ooh, I like that,” he said, leading me over to the bed.

“You suck a lot of dick, Cassie?” he asked.

I  looked  down.  “Actually,  I’m  kind  of  a  beginner,”  I  said.  “But  I’ll  do  my best.”

I  was  humiliated,  pimped  out  for  my  gambling  debts  in  some  whorehouse, about  to  suck  some  stranger’s  dick.  But  for  some  weird  reason,  I  felt  my  cock getting hard again.

I  got  down  on  my  knees  and  unbuckled  his  belt.  He  was  already  hard  as  a rock, a little bit of cum leaking through his slacks. I kissed the bulge lightly and looked  up  at  him  with  what  I  hoped  were  sexy,  longing  eyes.  Then  I  pulled  his pants  down,  along  with  his  red  briefs.  His  cock  sprung  up  and  out.  It  was circumcised, leaning a little to the right, the head round and red.

I  kissed  the  tip  of  it,  tasting  the  salty  hint  of  cum,  then  stuck  out  my  tongue and began to lick along the shaft. I licked along both sides, fondling his balls with my hands.

“Quit teasing me, bitch,” he said. “Suck it right.”

“Yes,  sir,”  I  said,  forming  my  lips  into  a  round  O  and  sliding  them  over  his head  and  down  along  his  shaft,  careful  not  to  use  my  teeth.  My  mouth  was watering, and I got his cock nice and wet, sliding my lips slowly back and forth. I began  to  hum  and  moan  as  well,  making  a  lot  of  noise  to  go  with  the  slurping sounds. 

He liked that, closing his eyes and biting his lip. “You may be a beginner, but you know how to suck a dick, Cassie,” he said.

“Thank you, sir,” I said, but with his cock in my mouth it came out: “Ank oo ur.”

I tried to take him deeper and deeper, the head of his cock pushing against the back of my throat, making me gag a little and making my eyes water. I felt more and  more  precum  leaking  into  my  mouth,  mixing  with  my  saliva  and  starting  to spill out down my chin. 

I  picked  up  the  pace,  bobbing  my  head  on  his  cock  like  a  chicken,  grabbing the  base  of  it  with  one  hand  while  I  kept  fondling  his  balls  with  the  other.  I whimpered while I sucked, keeping my eyes looking up at him even though tears were now streaming out of the corners.

“Oh  yeah,”  he  said.  “You’re  a  dirty  little  cocksucking  slut,  aren’t  you, Cassie?”

“Mm hmm,” I agreed, slurping away and pumping the base of his cock. 

He  started  breathing  more  heavily,  then  grunting.  Part  of  me  wanted  him  to pull  out,  to  jerk  himself  off  on  the  floor  or  the  bed,  anywhere  but  in  my  mouth. But another part of me was embracing the role of cock whore, and was curious to see  what  a  load  of  another  man’s  cum  would  taste  like,  would  feel  like,  sliding down the back of my throat.

That second part got its wish. He exploded in my mouth, hot jizz pumping at the back of my throat. I had to swallow the first volley just to keep from choking, but he kept on coming, several more spurts filling my mouth. I felt the warm, salty funk of it spill out of my mouth past his dick, running down my chin and dripping onto the carpet. 

He pulled his dick out of my mouth and took a step back. 

“Swallow it, whore,” he said. “Swallow it all.”

I did, gulping down the whole warm, gummy mess. The experience was both revolting and sexy at the same time. I realized my cock was as hard as a rock. I wanted  to  reach  down  and  jerk  myself  off,  but  my  client  was  already  pulling  up his pants.

“Nice job,” he said. “I never had a blow as good as that from a real woman.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said, the cum sticking to the roof of my mouth. I thought about asking him if I could masturbate in front of him, but he was paying for this, so I thought better of it. 

“Come on,” he said, helping me to my feet. “If any of the other guys haven’t picked anybody out yet, I’m gonna recommend you. Hell, I may rest up and have another round myself.”

“I’d like that,” I said, though I wasn’t really sure whether I would or not. I was so  confused.  I  was  already  tired.  My  jaw  was  already  sore.  And  that  had  only taken,  what?  Ten  minutes  tops.  Sophia  said  I’d  be  doing  this  for  eight  hours straight? Oh god. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to make it.

“Oh,” I said. “Just give me a minute to freshen up, will you?”

“Sure,”  he  said.  I  didn’t  even  know  his  name,  but  somehow  that  made  the whole thing even more arousing.

I  went  to  the  bathroom  and  looked  at  myself  in  the  mirror.  My  mascara  had run a little from the crying. My lipstick was smeared to hell. I cleaned up my eyes with tissue and put on a fresh application of lipstick. My eyes were still bloodshot, but there was nothing I could do about that.

Back  downstairs,  my  John  high  fived  two  other  friends  who  hadn’t  taken  a turn  with  any  girls  yet.  I  lingered  by  the  staircase  as  he  talked  to  them.  Sophia walked to me. 

“How’d it go?” she said. 

“Good, ma’am,” I said.

“Looks like you have a satisfied customer,” she said. “Oh, I ran some of the numbers. After the house cut, we can put about eight dollars a blow toward what you owe Manko. Five of that will go towards the interest, so you’re earning about three dollars a blow.”

My face must have looked shocked and horrified.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “You can at least save on room and board. We can let you sleep on a mattress in the room next to the kitchen, and you can eat leftovers. Of  course,  with  a  belly  full  of  cum  each  night,  you  probably  won’t  be  all  that hungry. Looks like you’re going to be here a while though.”

My John’s friends were looking at me hungrily. It looked like he talked me up pretty well.

“Oh,” Sophia said. “You’re going to start taking it up the ass as well, giving rim jobs, whatever makes the client happy. We might be able to throw a few more bucks in the coffer for rougher stuff, but we’ll see.”

She  grabbed  me  by  the  cheeks  and  shook  my  face.  “Until  then,  keep  up  the good work, honey.”

“Cassie, ma’am,” I said.

“What’s that?”

Something  in  me  had  clicked  over.  I  realized  my  old  life  was  gone.  I  was  a whore now, and I was going to do my best at it. And with a new life, I had a new name.

“I said my name is Cassie.”
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