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Barbie’s Arrival


Rise and shine, Princess. It’s time to start the day.

Rise and shine, Princess. It’s time to start the day.

Rise and shine, Princess. It’s time to –

Barbie reached out a lazy hand and hit the snooze button on her alarm clock. It was more of a formality than anything else – she didn’t have time to lie in, not if she wanted to prepare herself to Miss Wright’s exacting standards and still make it to the office by eight o’clock – but the warmth of the sheets were too good to leave just yet.

Just a few more minutes, Mom, she thought to herself. That was how the joke went, wasn’t it? The things kids said to their parents? She knew she must have said something like that once upon a time, but that was all a blur now. No matter how hard she tried, nothing before six months ago seemed real. Even when she tried to conjure up memories of before then – because those memories must have existed; they simply must have – they skittered and danced away from her like leaves on a breeze.

If she had ever been anything except Barbie, she couldn’t tell for sure.

She shook the thoughts out of her head. It was too early to worry about all of that. She had work to do.

She rolled off the mattress that passed for her bed and crossed over to her bathroom. It didn’t take long; her apartment was tiny and in the seediest part of the city, to keep costs low. She didn’t pay for it herself, of course. It was one of the perks of her position in the office – if you could call it a perk, anyway. In lieu of pay, Miss Wright very graciously provided her with a roof over her head. Who cared if the water was always cold and the paint was peeling off the walls?

She could almost hear Miss Wright’s voice in hear head. You should be grateful, it sneered. I could have fired a little slut like you a long time ago, and then where would you be? Homeless, that’s where – peddling your ass on the street like a common whore just to earn enough to eat. Then again, she could always hear Miss Wright’s voice in her head. It echoed there like a siren, morning and night, cutting through her own thoughts.

It wasn’t that she was ungrateful, she thought as she brushed her teeth and rinsed her face with cold water; far from it, in fact. She knew how hard it was to get a job, especially when you were as chronically unqualified as she was. Frankly, she was lucky that Miss Wright even bothered with her at all, and she knew that if she didn’t take care to present herself as a model employee she might easily lose even the slight amount of favour she had accrued in her employer’s eyes.

No, ingratitude had nothing to do with it. It was just that, every now and then – in the space between sleeping and waking where Miss Wright’s voice seemed to die away for a moment – she could remember another apartment: a bigger apartment with an enormous bed, lush carpets and glass fixtures. Of course, a dirty little nothing like Barbie would never have been able to afford a place like that, not in a million years, but in that moment it seemed almost real, less fantasy and more a vision of what once was.

Stupid, she chided herself. You know it’s not true.

Barbie looked at herself in the mirror and picked up her hairbrush. One hundred strokes, just as instructed – the only way to keep her long blonde hair in perfect condition. The monthly peroxide treatments did a real number on it, but it was necessary; God forbid Miss Wright ever saw her dark roots poking through. The punishment wouldn’t be worth it.

Eleven… twelve… thirteen…

She didn’t mind it so much at the start, when the numbers were low. She wished that Miss Wright wasn’t so strict about ensuring it was exactly a hundred – but of course, that was the point. She knew just how hard it was for Barbie to count. What better way to start the day than by reminding her just how stupid she really was?

Thirty-eight… Thirty-nine… forty…

She was proud of her hair, though. That was one thing Miss Wright hadn’t been able to take away from her. It made her feel womanly, even as the ridiculous outfits she was forced to wear on a daily basis threatened to take that away. Everything else was a parody, a mockery of femininity, but the hair… well, the hair passed for normal, just about. Barbie looked at her body in the mirror. Her F-cup breasts were impossibly perky, making it obvious to all but the most delusional of observers that they were fake. The titanium bars that ran through her nipples – always hard, of course; the surgeons had seen to that – were just the icing on the cake.

Sixty-two… sixty-three… sixty-four…

Maybe one day Miss Wright would let her wear her hair down for a change. That would be nice. It would certainly make her feel less like a doll or a piece of performance art, anyway, and that was no bad thing.

Shame it would never happen, of course.

Eighty-three… eighty-four… eighty-five…

Now she had to concentrate, as hard as it was. The big numbers were difficult, and the more she thought about them the more confusing they seemed to become. She cursed herself for her stupidity. Having to go so slowly meant less time to make herself pretty, which meant more chance that she’d miss her ride to work. She had done that once or twice, back in the early days of her employment, and it was not an experience she wanted to repeat.

Ninety-five… ninety-six…

She could hear Miss Wright’s voice in her head again. Concentrate, you stupid slut, it said. Jesus Christ… it’s a good job you’ve got a nice pair of tits, because you’re useless for anything else.

Miss Wright was right, of course. She always was.

Ninety-seven… ninety-eight…

And yet even the thought of Miss Wright yelling at her made Barbie twinge with excitement. That was the only way she was allowed release now; the only pleasure she felt was given under Miss Wright’s instruction, and only with the understanding that she did not in any way deserve it.

Ninety-nine…

It was no wonder she had learned to love it, eventually. For Miss Wright, she would have done anything. It was more than her job. It was her lifeblood, the thing that kept her going.

One hundred.

Barbie breathed a sigh of relief. It was over, at least for today. No mistakes. No punishments earned.

She quickly pulled her hair into two childish pigtails, one on either side, her fingers nimble with experience. She disliked the hairstyle immensely – it made her look and feel like a little girl, even with her pneumatic breasts sticking out in front of her like swimming aids – but Miss Wright’s decision was final. Pigtails it was.

She walked into her bedroom and checked her calendar for the day’s instructions as to what she was supposed to wear – not that she needed to; the schedule was pretty much burned into her mind by now. It was a Wednesday, which meant it was what she called the slut dress – a little something to cheer up the rest of the staff on Hump Day, to give them the boost they needed to get over the middle of the week. Barbie sighed. Monday and Tuesday were easier, that was for sure. At least then, she was allowed to wear what passed for business attire, albeit not the kind of thing a normal businesswoman would ever have worn. Low-cut blouses and skirts with daring slits were the order of the day, and several of them rested at the right hand side of her wardrobe, categorised by day. In a normal office, that kind of outfit would have been horribly inappropriate – but since Miss Wright arrived, the office had been anything but normal.

Thursday’s section of the rack was empty, a reminder that on Thursdays she was expected to be nude. Those were the days in which she barely left Miss Wright’s office. On the rare occasions when she was permitted to leave, it would be wearing a thin strip of fabric that barely passed for a thong and nothing else, her colossal tits swaying as she ran errands. It wasn’t much better when she was allowed to stay behind the office door, however. Occasionally, when Miss Wright was feeling particularly callous, she’d have Barbie wear a dog collar that she’d had custom-made. Only the best for my slutty little puppy, she heard the voice say again.

Fridays were the worst, though. The selection of tight rubber outfits that filled the latter part of her wardrobe were designed to dehumanise her, to objectify her. They highlighted every curve, yes, but the rubber masks that covered her face made her very aware of the fact that, on Fridays at least, she was nothing more than decoration.

Wednesday’s section, firmly in the middle of the wardrobe, was bright pink – bubblegum pink, as Miss Wright chose to remind her as often as possible. With a sigh, Barbie selected a strappy top that was at least two sizes too small for her breasts, and a hot magenta skirt that looked more suitable for a street corner than an office. From the raft of shoes at the foot of her wardrobe, she picked out a pair of clear acrylic stripper shoes with a glittery six-inch heel.

There was no need for anything else. Miss Wright didn’t permit her to own underwear, let alone wear it.

She examined herself in the full-length mirror before she got dressed. Her body was quite beautiful, there was no doubt about it; even the nipple piercings had grown on her since they had first been put into place. Her face too was a real beauty, with high cheekbones and what Miss Wright called ‘cocksucker lips’, full and plump and ready to be used.

The only thing she didn’t like about herself was trapped in a steel cage between her legs, and she hated it with a passion.

Miss Wright had spent so much effort on surgery for her, why hadn’t she allowed her to have her dicklet removed? She had explained it time and time again, whenever Barbie had dared to bring it up – and sometimes even she hadn’t, just to remind her of her place – and it had always been with a sneering grin. We can’t have you thinking you’re a real girl, can we? the voice said. It wouldn’t do for you to forget what a pathetic little man you once were, and how I made you all better. Well, almost all better.

That was the problem, though: Barbie couldn’t remember the pathetic man she had once been. She couldn’t remember much of anything before she started working for Miss Wright. If it wasn’t for her dicklet – or at least, what was left of it after the hormone treatments – then she might have been able to throw herself fully into her new life, but Miss Wright had decided to keep her on the edge, unable to forget what she was.

A plaything. A toy. Something designed and manufactured to exact specifications by doctors and chemists and engineers.

Miss Wright’s personal doll.

She sighed. There was no point in worrying about it, and thinking too hard hurt her brain. She dressed as well as she could, smoothing down the bright pink that encased her breasts. There was no point trying to disguise the twin bumps of her nipples. They stood out like bullets against the right fabric, and touching them only made them worse. The bars had made them even more sensitive than the weekly drug therapy she was exposed to, and even the slightest touch caused her to moan with pleasure.

No. She couldn’t let herself get excited, not now. There wasn’t time. Her car would be arriving in twenty minutes.

Jewellery was simple: a number of large rings, each one set with a bright pink stone, and a heavy silver-coloured chain necklace with a pendant that hung down between her breasts, making it impossible to look away. It was costume jewellery, of course – as if Miss Wright would ever have let her have anything of value; perish the thought – but it topped off the ensemble nicely. It took her from stereotypical bimbo to stereotypical slut right away, and the men of the office loved the feeling of the rings on her fingers as she played with their cocks.

She picked up her makeup bag and sat down in front of the mirror; Miss Wright hadn’t allowed her a dressing table, not that there would have been any space for it in her shoebox of an apartment. She put a pink, glittery sheen across her eyes, light and bright and eye-catching, and then a deep rouge across her cheeks. Miss Wright preferred her make up to draw attention and stares. You’re not natural, the voice in her head said, so why should you look natural?

She selected a rich scarlet colour for her lips, running the end of the tube across them until they were thickly coated and not a glimpse of their dull pink colour remained. These were the cocksucking lips that Miss Wright was so fond of – not to mention the other men at the office. The gloss she used had a plumping effect that lasted four hours or so, so it would need constant re-application throughout the day, but it was worth it: it didn’t smear as much as the other brands she had used, and so she was less likely to invoke Miss Wright’s wrath for being a dirty little slattern.

Her mascara was last. With all the care of a surgeon she primped her eyelashes, drawing them out into the long curves that Miss Wright enjoyed so much. This was the part of her morning routine that always seemed to take the most time. Once, back when she had been learning how to be a girl, she had been using a set of eyelash curlers and had nearly ripped out an entire set in her clumsiness; it wasn’t a mistake she planned on making again.

Everything had to be perfect.

She finished just as the horn beeped from outside her apartment building. Her neighbours had complained about it – every morning at six-thirty on the dot – but she knew better than to bring it up with the drivers. They might report back to Miss Wright, and then she’d exact her own punishment for Barbie’s ingratitude.

It was easier just to deal with the snide glances from her neighbours. They already stared when they saw her outfits, but she was used to the disapproval now. Barbie kept herself to herself, and with good reason.

She ran for the door and then stopped. There was something missing, something that couldn’t be forgotten or else.

The plug.

Fuck.

Where was it? She tossed the sheets off from her bed, but there was no sign of it anywhere.

Think… think, you stupid slut. This is important.

The thoughts whirled in her mind, not helped by the incessant beeping from outside that prevented her from catching hold of even the most basic memories. Why was this so hard? What was wrong with her?

She hadn’t worn it to bed, which meant…

Which meant…

Concentrate. Concentrate.

Which meant she had taken it off to shower last night.

Which meant it would be in the bathroom, just where she left it.

Sure enough, the large steel plug was sitting on the side of the shower, ready and waiting to be put back in. She reached for a nearby bottle of lube and gave it a liberal coating, in too much of a rush to care about the drips that made it to the floor, pressed it against her tight pink rosebud and took a deep breath. Normally she had a few extra minutes to ease it in, but not today.

Today, it was going to hurt.

The cold of the unyielding steel made her tighten, but as she placed her fingers on the ornate glass jewel at its base – bright pink, of course – she did her best to relax. One quick push. Nice and easy. Get it over and done with.

One…

Two…

She pushed, and hard. Her ass felt as though it was being split open and she gasped, biting the inside of her lip to stop tears from rolling down her cheeks and ruining her make up, but it was in at last. She smiled with relief. It hurt, yes, but it got easier every day.

Soon her ass would be stretched out enough to take anything Miss Wright wanted.

She grabbed her purse and ran as best she could on the clear plastic heels down to the car.

‘You’re late,’ Ernie said as she pulled open the passenger door. ‘Miss Wright’s going to be pissed.’

You say that like I don’t already know, she thought. ‘Sorry,’ she said.

Ernie was an older man, in his fifties if he was a day, and he wasn’t her usual driver. She much preferred Michael, a toned black man in his early thirties with a huge cock. He was almost kind to her, which was a rare treat: when she sucked his cock, it was with a special kind of eagerness that none of the other drivers received. Sure, he still pulled at her hair and made her swallow every drop, but he seemed to appreciate the adoration. That made all the difference.

Ernie hadn’t set off. That could only mean one thing.

‘We’re not going?’ Barbie said, already knowing the answer.

‘You know the rules,’ he said. ‘Cash or ass… no one rides for free.’ He chuckled to himself at that, as though it was some original sentiment. ‘And what a pretty little ass you have. Seems like that would be payment enough. Unless you think your boss would feel differently, mind?’

Ernie’s lascivious grin was one thing, but the plug that filled out her hole was quite another. She didn’t think she could face pulling it out and inserting it again, especially not with her lube still in her bedroom and no time to reapply it. ‘Please,’ she said softly. ‘Not my ass. Would a blowjob do?’

He didn’t answer. Instead he just unzipped his fly and pulled his cock out. It was already hard, just as it always was when she came to it. ‘You’d better do a good job,’ he said. ‘Your ass is still on the table, you understand?’

‘Yes, Sir,’ she said, and then kicked herself. She never called the drivers Sir. That was reserved for men in the office – men who had actual power over her.

Then again, would she have been doing this if Ernie didn’t have power over her? If he didn’t have the capacity to make her life miserable, would she have so eagerly dived on his cock in an effort to please him?

‘Sir,’ he said, mulling the word over slowly. ‘I like that. Sir it is. And you’re my little slave, at least for the next ten minutes or so. Understood?’

‘Yes, Sir,’ she said, but her agreement was muffled by the hardness in her mouth. Whatever fantasy it took to get him off, she could cope with – but with the time on the clock running down and the penalty for lateness looming large in her mind, there was no way she was going to let it last for ten minutes.

If that meant giving him the show he wanted, so be it.

She looked up at him with smoky eyes, the way she had seen in the porn movies that Miss Wright made her watch for homework, and swirled her tongue around his head. ‘Do you like that, Sir?’ she said seductively. ‘Or maybe, if I’m your slave, you’d prefer me to call you Master?’

Ernie let out a choked moan. ‘Yes, slave,’ he said. ‘Master will do fine.’

‘Mmm… yes, Master,’ she purred. ‘Thank you for giving this dirty little whore the privilege of taking your cock in her slutty throat.’

She took it deep then, working her head up and down on his member like an oil derrick, desperate for it to be over even if that meant swallowing his load. She tried to ignore the fact that the windows of the car were untinted, and that anyone walking past could have seen her. Ernie’s face was at least partially obscured by the position of the seat, but hers was clear and unmistakeable.

Let them watch if they want, she thought. It was a thought that wouldn’t have occurred to her even just a few weeks ago, but by now Miss Wright had trained her to be far more comfortable providing services in front of other people. Let them watch. Let them call the police. I don’t care. This is what I’m for.

She felt Ernie reach up a hand and grasp her hair, pushing her down further onto his cock – further than she was used to going, making her gag in the process. She forced herself to loosen her throat and take his length, refusing to give in to her body’s demands for oxygen.

It’ll be over soon, she thought. He can’t last much longer.

She began playing with his balls with her dainty, immaculately-painted fingernails. The hot pink talons scratched gently at his most sensitive areas, and that was enough.

‘That’s right, slave,’ he murmured, almost to himself. ‘Just like that. Just… like…’

Ernie yanked her head back by the pigtails at the moment of his orgasm, enjoying her squeak of pain almost as much as he enjoyed the sight of his cock spurting all over her face. While she caught most of it in her mouth – she was trained, after all, and her reflexes kicked in almost spontaneously – a good part of it anointed her cheeks and dribbled down from the corners of her lips. As she swallowed his mess, she reached up a hand to try and wipe the rest of his residue away. Ernie grabbed her firmly by the wrist.

‘Leave it,’ he said. ‘You can wipe it off when you get to the office. I like seeing a pretty little girl all slutted up for me.’

‘Yes, Sir,’ she replied.

The drive into the city seemed to take forever.

She was still wearing Ernie’s load across her face when she went through the security check. There was nothing for her to use to wipe it away, except for the clothes she was wearing, and somehow she suspected that Miss Wright wouldn’t take kindly to the presence of come stains on Barbie’s uniform. The guard on shift couldn’t hide his smirk as she bent down to scan her security card, giving him an ample look at her cleavage.

‘Seems like you missed a spot,’ he grinned, gesturing to the mess dripping down her chin.

‘Sorry,’ Barbie muttered. ‘I’ll have to be more careful next time.’

There was a box of tissues on his desk, but the guard didn’t offer her one. She might not have remembered his name, but she remembered his cock – a few weeks earlier, back when she was learning to deep throat, Miss Wright had graduated her from rubber dildos to actual flesh. Every man in the office had been offered a chance to use her tongue, and the guard in question had been the last one she serviced. He seemed to enjoy splashing across her face too – unusual, given that most men had chosen to force her to swallow it.

After a while, the names became irrelevant, but the feeling of his come drying on her cheeks was something she wouldn’t soon forget.

Thankfully, it was early enough that the office was practically empty. Even the most diligent of employees hadn’t arrived yet, and she was able to navigate the elevator and the labyrinth of cubicles on the lower floors without being seen, until eventually she was at Miss Wright’s office. Another swipe of her security pass, and she was inside.

She pulled a few tissues from the holder on the desk – not enough to be noticed; she didn’t want to arouse suspicion and give her employer another reason to punish her – and once she had wiped her face clean she placed them in the wastepaper basket. Thankfully it was still full, and the cleaners would be around to dispose of it before anyone saw.

Of course, that meant that they would see her humiliation, but there was nothing she could do about that.

In the corner of the room there was a steel cage, with heavy bars that made any thoughts of escape impossible. It was just about large enough that Barbie was able to kneel upright, and she did: crawling through the cage door on her hands and knees, she positioned herself just as ordered, ready for display. Inside the cage there was a heavy padlock with no key, its hasp unfastened. She manoeuvred it carefully through the fastening on the cage door and clicked it closed. Now she was trapped. No matter what happened, there would be no release until Miss Wright arrived.

Something was wrong.

She raised a hand to her face and immediately felt the sticky wetness of Ernie’s come, a streak of filth that she must have missed when she was wiping it away. She sighed, resigning herself to the inevitable.

Stupid, she thought to herself. You should have been more careful. Isn’t Miss Wright always telling you that?

She scooped up the mess onto her finger and eagerly sucked it away, making sure there wasn’t a trace left to be seen. She prayed that she hadn’t messed up her lipstick in the process – but that was a worry for later. There was no way of checking, and nothing she could do about it now in any case.

Barbie hiked up her skirt so her cage was just about visible, placed her hands upwards on her thighs just as Miss Wright had taught her, and waited for her day to begin.


Serving Miss Wright


Barbie sat in her cage and waited for Miss Wright to arrive. She didn’t stir when the cleaners came in, tidying around her cage as though she was nothing more than furniture. She didn’t move when the ache in her muscles began to become unbearable, knowing the penalty for sloppy posture would be far more painful. She didn’t let out so much as a whimper of discomfort when her knees grew sore from being pressed against the hard steel. She was used to it by now. She was a professional.

She could have allowed herself to stretch out – at least, as much as the cage allowed, anyway; it was shaped more like a bird cage than a dog carrying crate, with little horizontal room to lie down. Doing that would have been a breach of Miss Wright’s very clear instructions. She was to come in, lean down, lock the door and wait in position until she was used. Sometimes she’d be lucky and Miss Wright would be on time. Other times – like one Friday a few weeks earlier – Miss Wright would decide to take a long weekend and would leave her there all day, holding the position and swaddled in latex, sweating profusely but refusing to break until one of the office underlings came to get her at five o’clock, when everyone else had decided to leave.

Next to that, this was easy.

Thankfully, Miss Wright was only a little later than expected. There was no way for Barbie to gauge to the time once she was in position – it wasn’t coincidence that no clocks faced the cage, all the better to torture her – but she would have put it at around half past nine when the door opened and the brunette stepped in.

Seeing Miss Wright like that, for the first time, was Barbie’s idea of heaven.

She knew deep down that it shouldn’t have been. Miss Wright’s cruelty was impossible to ignore, and there were times when she was at her harshest that Barbie would have given anything to go back to that solitude even for just a few seconds – but there was no denying it. The first few seconds when she walked into a room never failed to take Barbie’s breath away.

Miss Wright was a petite woman, just a shade over five feet and three inches, but she carried herself like a giant. She walked into the office like she owned the whole building, rather than just the top four floors, and sat down at a desk like she was ready to break heads for a living. It was a hell of a show, and it always sent a shiver down Barbie’s spine.

Here we go, she thought. Be professional. Just like she taught you. You can do it.

Miss Wright didn’t unlock her immediately; in fact, she barely even acknowledged the caged slut in the corner of the room. The longer she waited, the harder Barbie’s dicklet seemed to grow in its steel enclosure; Barbie hated that, but there was nothing she could do about it. Miss Wright’s desk was perfectly in her line of sight – all the better for her secondary function as nothing more than a piece of office decoration – and the younger woman looked incredible. She was only twenty-seven – something told Barbie that she was about that same age, although remembering her past was difficult recently – and her body was completely flawless, given by nature and perfected at the gym. Pristine stockings covered her legs, leading up to a businesslike skirt that would in turn cover a pair of black mesh panties – a matching set with the brassiere that lurked under her blouse, no doubt. She had the kind of beauty that for most women took a great amount of effort, but not Miss Wright. She was just lucky like that.

Barbie prayed that her clit wouldn’t leak all over her slutty magenta skirt. It was bad enough being dressed in such gaudy colours in front of Miss Wright. The last thing she needed was to make a mess of her clothes too.

Miss Wright checked her emails, finished the coffee she had brought in with her and turned to the cage in the corner. She retrieved a key from the top drawer of her desk, and her heels clicked and clacked against the hardwood as she walked across the room. When she bent down, Barbie got a perfect view of her cleavage, a tight, pert C-cup that haunted her dreams, but she knew better than to acknowledge it. She was the one who was there to be objectified, not Miss Wright. Barbie kept her eyes forward – unmoving, unblinking.

The lock fell away and the door was opened.

‘Out,’ she said, and nothing else.

Barbie came to life. She scrambled out through the gap in the bars and knelt in the exact same position outside of the cage, her body protesting violently against the sudden movements. Everything seemed to creak, but that didn’t matter. Pain was temporary, and Miss Wright was capable of much worse.

‘Stand up,’ she said. ‘Show me your outfit.’

Barbie got into what she termed the inspection position: standing up straight, legs shoulder-width apart, hand clasped tightly behind her back, mouth open. It was designed for maximum humiliation, so Miss Wright could identify and punish even the smallest imperfection – not that she needed an excuse, of course. She had once left Barbie kneeling on tiny grains of uncooked rice for an hour or more, just because she had made eye contact with her and she was having a bad day. Barbie’s whimpers made it easier to deal with, apparently.

Today, though, there didn’t seem to be anything that stood out as a red flag. Miss Wright examined Barbie’s clothing, nodding with what passed for approval at the slutty hot pink outfit. She ran her fingers down the fabric of her top, enjoying the fleeting expression of discomfort that crossed Barbie’s face as she pinched her nipple. The titanium bars she had had installed made them so sensitive that even the slightest touch was capable of causing both pain and pleasure – and Miss Wright’s touch was anything but slight.

‘Good,’ she said, and Barbie couldn’t stop herself from smiling. She worked hard for Miss Wright’s approval, rare as it was. ‘Now bend over the desk. There’s one more thing.’

Barbie did as she was told, and the skirt rode up around her ass, giving anyone who might have walked in a perfect view of her fleshy buttocks. Miss Wright pulled the hot pink fabric up the final inch or more, revealing the steel and glass base of the plug Barbie had inserted that morning. The pink gem shone in the light of the office, and Miss Wright tapped at it with her fingers. When she pulled it out slightly – not far; just enough that the tapered based began to stretch Barbie’s asshole – the girl on the desk moaned.

‘Aww,’ Miss Wright said. ‘Does my poor little slut not like to be stretched?’ She pulled it out a little further; now the widest part of the plug was keeping Barbie’s asshole open.

‘Yes, Miss Wright,’ Barbie gasped. ‘I’m sorry.’

Miss Wright pushed the plug forward suddenly, and Barbie went with it; as the plug entered her completely she jerked against the desk, pushing back and taking the plug only when there was nowhere else for her to go.

Barbie thought back to that morning and the quantity of lube she had used, both grateful that she had used so much and still wishing that she had poured on more.

‘Don’t worry, slut,’ Miss Wright said. ‘We’ll have you taking much bigger things that that soon enough, eh?’

‘Yes, Miss Wright,’ Barbie said hesitantly. She knew for a fact that the steel plug was the largest that the sex store in town sold; she knew this because Miss Wright had made her go over there in person and ask for it specifically. How much bigger did she plan on going?

‘“Yes, Miss Wright?”’ the brunette sneered. ‘Is that all you have to say to me?’

‘Sorry, Miss Wright. I mean, thank you, Miss Wright.’

‘I think you need a lesson in manners,’ she said. ‘Hands flat on the table. It’s time for your mantra. You do remember your mantra, don’t you?’

‘Yes Miss Wright.’

‘Then you can start.’

‘I am a worthless slut and it’s an honour to be allowed in your presence,’ Barbie began. She knew it by heart by now, the words long since seared onto her soul by punishing slaps whenever she made a mistake. She hadn’t missed a word in weeks. ‘Please allow this pathetic whore to humiliate herself for your amusement. I am nothing without your guidance. I live to be used.’

‘Again.’

‘I am a worthless slut and it’s an honour to even be allowed in your presence. Please allow this pathetic whore to humiliate herself for your amusement. I am nothing without your guidance. I live to be used.’

‘Again.’

‘I am a worthless slut and it’s an honour to even be allowed in your presence. Please allow this pathetic whore to humiliate herself for your amusement. I am nothing without your guidance. I live to be used.’

‘Again,’ she said. ‘Over and over. Don’t stop until I say so.’

‘I am a worthless slut –’

SLAP.

‘ – and it’s an honour – ’

SLAP.

‘ – to even be allowed – ’

SLAP.

‘ – in your presence. Please allow this pathetic whore – ’

SLAP. SLAP. SLAP.

Miss Wright rained the blows down on Barbie’s ass with all the accuracy of a skilled sniper, her dainty little hands bruising flesh and drawing tears while her face remained impassive. This was what Barbie was for. After all, wasn’t that part of the mantra? Didn’t she live to be used?

Barbie had cycled through the whole thing six or seven times by the time Miss Wright decided to stop, and she knew that sitting down would be painful for at least the rest of the day if not longer. Perhaps it would be a good thing if Miss Wright kept her busy.

‘Do you think that will be enough to keep your manners in order in future? Or should I send you out into the office and let everyone else take a swing at you?’ Miss Wright asked. It wasn’t the worst beating she had ever taken at her employer’s hands, but the idea of being sent out and spanked by everyone in the bullpen was more than Barbie could stand. Mnemosyne Technology had upwards of sixty employees – its growth, from small start up to significant global market force, had been quite staggering – and there was no doubt in Barbie’s mind that each and every one of them would have taken the opportunity to vent their stress on her poor body. Even at twenty slaps each, for sixty employees…

‘No, Miss Wright,’ she said. ‘Please. I’ve learned my lesson.’

‘Good. Now get your filthy slut body off my desk and get on your knees where you belong.

Barbie dropped down immediately, ignoring the pain in her buttocks as her heels dug into the flesh of her ass. She didn’t even pause to pull her skirt down, and Miss Wright sighed.

‘Oh, for fuck’s sake,’ she said, gesturing to Barbie’s cock cage and the hateful worm that was now straining against the inside. ‘Put your disgusting little thing away. No one wants to see it – least of all me.’

Barbie struggled to pull the tight fabric down across her ass. She had thought it was bad when her bruising was exposed to the air, but with the material stretched across it even the slightest movement was another breath of fire, and there was no cool breeze to ease the sting. Miss Wright pulled up her chair and sat down hard. From her desk drawer she removed a pack of cigarettes and lit one with a deep inhalation. That was not a good sign.

‘I’m stressed today, slut,’ she said. ‘In case you can’t tell.’

There was no danger of that; Miss Wright had made her frustrations perfectly clear. Barbie knelt by her side, silent and waiting. When she was ready to elaborate, she knew consequences were likely to follow – and yet Barbie found herself fidgeting in anticipation, more nervous about what had upset her employer than she was about the inevitable fallout. Cigarettes were Miss Wright’s most shameful vice, pure indulgence for a woman who prided herself on her fitness.

They were only brought out on special occasions or times of the most extreme stress. Since she had taken over Mnemosyne Tech, the latter times had increased exponentially.

‘Well?’ Miss Wright said. ‘Aren’t you going to ask me why?’

‘Why are you stressed today, Miss Wright?’

‘Because I’m hiring someone,’ she said. ‘Someone to fill your old job, in fact. He’ll be here in half an hour, or thereabouts, and you know how much I hate dealing with all of that administrative bullshit.’ It was true. Miss Wright worked best on her own, when she could allow her ideas to come. The pencil-pushing side of running a business was usually delegated to someone – anyone – else, but apparently today was something she couldn’t palm off. ‘Open,’ she said.

Barbie crawled around to Miss Wright’s side, tilted her head back and opened her mouth wide. With a lazy, thoughtless hand Miss Wright reached out and tapped the ash from her cigarette onto Barbie’s tongue. The blonde woman fought the urge to swallow, even as the taste of burning tobacco flooded her tastebuds. Miss Wright liked to see the ash building up. It helped her, she said, to view Barbie as the object she truly was.

It took Barbie a while to realise what she had just been told. Her thoughts were slow, but they were there nonetheless; the only trouble was piecing them together into the right order.

Someone to fill your old job, in fact.

Had she really worked at Mnemosyne Tech in an old life, back before the time she could remember? Was that even possible? Whoever she was – had been, at least – she couldn’t imagine working in anything more complicated than the mail room.

But if that was true, why was Miss Wright dealing with it directly?

Thinking made her head hurt almost as much as her ass. It was easier just to ignore it, and trust Miss Wright’s judgement. That was all that mattered.

A stinging slap collided with Barbie’s cheek. By Miss Wright’s standards it was little more than a love tap, but it still rang out with a stinging sensation that immediately pulled her attention back.

‘Pay attention, you little whore,’ Miss Wright barked. ‘You think I can’t tell when your mind is wandering? I can practically hear the cogs turning. Your focus should be on me at all times – or do I need to give you another reminder of that?’

‘ –o –iss –ight,’ Barbie stammered, trying not to dislodge the ash in her mouth; talking was difficult with her tongue extended.

‘Good,’ Miss Wright said, sprinkling another load between the kneeling woman’s lips. The cigarette was almost down to the filter now, and when she removed it from her mouth Barbie could see the deep red stain of her lipstick against the paper. ‘Because if not, I’m sure the end of this pressed against your sensitive little nipples would do the job. Don’t you agree, slut?’

‘ –es –iss –ight,’ Barbie said as Miss Wright lowered the cigarette, holding it at chest height. She kept her hands tightly behind her back, gripping on for dear life. Now wasn’t the time to panic. No matter what Miss Wright dealt out, it was her job to take it.

Miss Wright held the end of the cigarette just inches away from Barbie’s nipples, first the left and then the right. ‘I bet it would burn right through,’ she said idly, flitting back and forth between them. ‘First I could make you scream, and then I could have you walk around with holes in your top all day so everyone could see. Wouldn’t that be fun?’

Please, no, she thought. I’ll be good. I’ll do anything. Please.

‘ –es –iss –ight,’ Barbie said.

‘Right answer, slut.’  Miss Wright brought the cigarette back up to her lips and finished it, tapping the butt clean of ash and then extinguishing it on Barbie’s tongue. She was lucky that her tongue was still covered in saliva – or perhaps, Barbie thought, it wasn’t luck at all. Miss Wright enjoyed her tongue far too much to risk doing anything to harm it. She had even considered putting a titanium bar through it to match those on Barbie’s nipples, but when she heard about how long it would take it to recover enough to be used she had changed her mind. So far she had been spared that fate, but who knew how long it would last?

Everything else on her body was fair game, but her tongue… no. Only in the direst of circumstances.

She placed the butt in Barbie’s mouth. ‘Swallow,’ she said. ‘All of it.’

Barbie choked down the ash and the filter, feeling it scrape drily all the way down her throat. She hadn’t had a drink in hours, and producing even the amount of spittle needed to stop the cigarette from burning her had required a great deal of effort. She opened her mouth to show that it was all gone, just as she had been taught: there would be no deception in front of Miss Wright.

‘Thank you, Miss Wright,’ Barbie said.

‘For what?’ she replied. ‘If you’re going to thank me, do it properly.’

‘Thank you for the privilege of serving as your ashtray.’

She nodded in acceptance – the highest praise Barbie could hope to get – and reached into the small fridge she kept at the side of her desk. She pulled out a bottle of expensive mineral water and took a few big gulps. When she placed it down on the smooth work surface, it was two-thirds gone. Barbie eyed the remains greedily.

‘Aww… poor little slut,’ Miss Wright mocked. ‘I bet you’re thirsty, aren’t you?’

‘Yes, Miss Wright.’

‘I bet you’d just love to be allowed a sip, eh? Just a single, solitary drop of water on that poor, parched tongue of yours?’

‘Yes, Miss Wright.’

Barbie watched with horror as Miss Wright tilted the bottle, sending a hearty splash to the floor and leaving just about a mouthful in the bottle. The spilt liquid soaked into the rug at her feet. ‘I don’t believe you,’ Miss Wright said simply. ‘If you really wanted it, I think you’d be down there sucking it out of the carpet. I guess you’re not that thirsty, then.’

Barbie lowered her head instinctively, but as she did so Miss Wright pressed a stiletto-heeled shoe down on her shoulder, causing her to lose her balance and crash forward with her face in the wet patch. Not my makeup, Barbie thought in a panic. Anything but that.

‘Pathetic,’ Miss Wright said. ‘So fucking pathetic.’ She took her foot off Barbie’s back and allowed her to come back into a kneeling position. ‘Open wide and don’t swallow,’ she said, before she took the remaining liquid into her mouth and leaned forward, spitting it in an arc between Barbie’s lips.

‘Use it to clean your tongue,’ she said. ‘I don’t want you putting it near me when it’s as filthy as that. Have some respect – for me, if not for yourself.’

Barbie swirled the water around in her mouth, feeling it strip the ash away from her, filling her mouth with a smoky taste. Somehow, none of that mattered. To Barbie it was an oasis in the desert.

‘Now swallow.’

Barbie did, and reflexively she opened her mouth to display her tongue. The black smear must have disappeared, because Miss Wright gestured for Barbie to get in position under the desk, hiked up her skirt and slid her panties down past her thighs.

It wasn’t rare for Miss Wright to use Barbie like this – on the contrary, her sexual appetite was voracious and it was an unusual day when Barbie’s tongue wasn’t put to work at least twice – but it never lost its appeal. Barbie found herself dreaming of these moments, for the feeling of Miss Wright’s fingers pulling on her pigtails and the sweet taste of her juices across her tongue. Invariably it led to her little cock growing hard in its cage and the punishment that ensued for her being unable to keep her body under control, but if that was the price then Barbie would pay it gladly.

Anything – anything at all – to be allowed to taste her.

Miss Wright’s pussy was small and perfect, her lips protruding every-so-slightly and so sensitive to the touch. With her face between her employer’s legs and her nose just inches away from the thing she craved most in the world, Barbie inhaled deeply, savouring her scent.

Heaven. There was no other word for it.

‘Start, slut,’ Miss Wright said.

Barbie leapt forward hungrily, her tongue slipping between the folds of the other woman’s pussy like a targeted arrow. She knew just what to do – it had, after all, made up a large part of her training – and almost immediately she began teasing Miss Wright’s sensitive labia. The brunette woman grasped Barbie’s hair in her hands, ready to guide her if need be, but there would be no call for that: not anymore, at least. Barbie knew exactly what she was doing.

She licked and sucked at Miss Wright’s lips until she heard the first moans slip from her employer’s throat, but they were just the icing on the cake: Barbie could tell that Miss Wright was enjoying every second of this. Even before she made contact, her pussy had been dripping wet.

It’s because she likes hurting you, the little voice in her head said. She likes watching you suffer. She likes to know you’re humiliated and degraded for her. It turns her on.

It was worth it – worth every stroke of the cane and sting of the crop and bite of the clamps. It was worth her transformation, her loss of self. It was worth the indignity of her surgery and of the piercings she had been forced to endure to decorate her D-cup breasts. It was worth the knowledge that she was nothing.

She couldn’t know for certain, but she was sure that it was worth all of the memories she seemed to no longer be able to access. Whatever they were – whatever her life had been before Miss Wright had employed her – it couldn’t possibly compare to the joy of serving such a Goddess.

She slid her tongue upwards, flicking tight circles around the pink nub of Miss Wright’s clitoris. The woman moaned louder and her hands gripped more tightly, pulling at Barbie’s scalp, but she took it as a sign that she was doing a good job.

‘Don’t you stop,’ Miss Wright gasped. Her voice was ragged with lust. ‘Don’t you fucking dare stop, you little whore, do you understand?’

Barbie’s only response was to lick faster, harder, driving Miss Wright onwards to the orgasm she needed. Even when she pulled her face in so close that Barbie could barely breathe, she knew better than to struggle. All she had to do was please her, and it would be over.

Miss Wright’s body tensed up in ecstasy, every nerve tingling with unrestrained joy as Barbie’s work paid dividends: the tongue at her clit was all she needed to get her to the edge, but it was only once it entered her sex that she really felt herself let go. With a moan that must have echoed through every floor of the building, Miss Wright came.

It was a few minutes before she recovered enough to pay Barbie any attention, but that wasn’t unusual. Once her service had been completed, she was resigned to the fact that she was just a toy – an object to be used when needed and ignored the rest of the time.

‘Good girl,’ she said, but before Barbie could reply she wadded up her panties and stuffed them in Barbie’s mouth. They had a stronger scent than her pussy did, the smell of a musk that had been allowed to build up over the morning hours. Barbie savoured it. If today was like the other times she had been gagged, she’d be tasting it for a long time to come.

Spoiling the mood as if on cue, the intercom buzzed. ‘Miss Wright, your eleven o’clock is here,’ the tinny echo said. ‘Should I send him in, or are you… otherwise engaged?’ Miss Wright’s secretary could barely disguise the snicker in her voice.

Miss Wright smiled and pressed down the button on the receiver. ‘Send him in, Helen,’ she said. ‘You know there are no secrets in my office.’

Miss Wright leaned down beneath her and stroked Barbie’s face, still drying with her juices. ‘Stay there,’ she said. ‘If I hear a peep out of you, I’ll break your slutty little body in half. Understood?’

Barbie knew better than to respond with anything except a nod.


Pleasing Dr Franklin


Barbie froze under Miss Wright’s desk. It was instinctive and involuntary, but also unexpected. She had been seen by hundreds of people like this – perhaps thousands or tens of thousands, if you included the times Miss Wright had made her perform online as punishment – and she had always taken it in her stride, but this time it was different.

The man at the door was her replacement. He was about to take the life she used to have – the life she was no longer capable of remembering.

Miss Wright stood up and smoothed down her skirt. Barbie wondered if the man would be able to tell that she wasn’t wearing panties. Even if he did, would he ever imagine that they were crammed into the mouth of a pink-clad slut under the desk, who had just serviced the head of the company and was now awaiting further instructions?

If it hadn’t been Barbie’s life for so long that it seemed to make perfect sense, it would have felt impossible.

The door opened and Miss Wright’s secretary showed the man in. ‘Mr Franklin,’ Miss Wright said warmly, a complete 180 from the way she spoke to Barbie. ‘I’m Kate Wright. Pleased to meet you.’

‘Doctor,’ he said.

‘Hmm?’

‘It’s Dr Franklin.’ His voice was calm and impassive, but most of all it seemed extraordinarily and worryingly young. For some reason, Barbie had been expecting someone a little more… God, what was the word? Why was thinking so damn hard now? ‘But please,’ the man said, ‘just call me Adam.’

‘Adam it is, then. Please, take a seat.’

The man did. He was sitting on the other side of the desk, a thin panel the only thing between them. If it hadn’t been there she could have reached out and touched him – not that she would have dared, of course. Suddenly her breathing sounded like the roar of a hurricane, and she had to force herself to slow it down and calm herself.

‘I’d just like to start by saying that this isn’t a job interview in the strictest sense of the word,’ she said. ‘As far as we’re concerned, you’re the man for us. All that matters to us is that you fit into the... corporate environment, let’s say.’ Barbie could almost see the grin on Miss Wright’s face as she said it. ‘Well, that and to make sure we answer any questions you might have before you start work.’

Barbie heard the man shift in his seat. ‘I wasn’t aware this was a job interview at all,’ he said. ‘You know I already have a job, right?’

‘We’re well aware of that. Tenure-track professor at one of the top schools in the country. Two PhDs, neurobiology and neuropsychology, earned by the time you were twenty-four. Three years later and you can pretty much write your own cheques as far as funding is concerned.’

‘To a certain extent.’

‘Exactly,’ Miss Wright said. ‘To a certain extent. But what if you worked for an organisation where money truly wasn’t an object? Just think of the work you could do then.’

The man said nothing.

‘Imagine,’ said Miss Wright, ‘if you could change people’s lives in five minutes with nothing more than a flick of a switch.’ It was a sales speech Barbie had heard hundreds of times before, in presentations to boardrooms all around the country. ‘Imagine if you could make people behave the way you wanted them to behave. The way they truly wanted themselves to behave.’ Barbie almost expected Dr Franklin to make some sort of comment, but instead he stayed silent and listened. ‘You’ve seen our work, I take it?’

‘I’ve read the papers,’ he said. ‘It’s compelling. If it’s true, of course.’

Miss Wright smirked. ‘You don’t get close to six hundred million dollars in seed money for a company that can’t prove its worth,’ she said. ‘Trust me. It’s the truth. Everything you’ve read, and so much more.’

‘The word on the street is that you’re claiming you have a permanent way to modify behaviour. Weight loss. Quitting smoking. Guilt. Post-traumatic stress. Phobias. All of that in one handy little package. It’s the holy grail of therapy. You can see why I might be a little sceptical?’

‘I’m going to show you something now,’ she said simply. ‘It doesn’t leave this room.’

‘I’ll sign any nondisclosure agreement you put in front of me.’

Miss Wright laughed. ‘There won’t be any need for that,’ she said.

Barbie froze up. She was sure that it was time for her big reveal. She wondered what Dr Franklin would look like, or how he would react when he saw her for the first time. She wondered whether he’d prefer to use her mouth or whether Miss Wright would let him slide his cock into her tight ass. Whatever Miss Wright wanted. Barbie’s body was to be used at her discretion.

Instead, she crossed over the room and pulled out the helmet from its storage closet, where it was kept under lock and key: understandable, given its importance. It was a ridiculous looking thing, made of bulky black steel that came down over the top of the head and extended down almost to the jawline – but it worked. Barbie was proof of that.

‘Memories are permanent,’ she said as she set it down in front of him. ‘Short of something like Alzheimer’s Disease, where there’s actual tissue decay, your mind stores every little thing that has happened to you. That’s why a ninety year old man can remember, say, playing on the beach when he was a toddler. He can remember the sound of the waves and the taste of the salt air and the feel of the sand between his toes.’

‘Even though he might not remember what he had for breakfast that day?’

‘I’m telling you that he does remember what he had for breakfast. That day, the day before – every day stretching back to the age of about three. That’s when memory starts to crystallise.’

The man smirked. ‘It’s an interesting theory, but –’

‘It’s no theory,’ Miss Wright said. Her voice was stern all of a sudden, and it worked; the man, despite the two PhDs behind him, stopped in his tracks. ‘It’s fact – little known, perhaps, but absolutely true. And it’s the basis of everything we do here at Mnemosyne Technology.’

A silence filled the room. Barbie’s heartbeat pounded in her chest. In the quiet, it felt like a bass drum. Surely everyone else could hear it too?

‘Go on,’ Dr Franklin said.

‘Most people think that in order to kick a bad habit, you have to retrain the brain – which is possible, I grant you. It has a success rate of about one in eight. A better way would be if you could remove the memories that led to the habit in the first place. Imagine, for example, if you could simply forget that you’d ever smoked a cigarette – if we could completely wipe knowledge of the existence of cigarettes from your mind. You’d have no mental attachment to them. You might have physical nicotine cravings for a few days, but you’d never know why and so you’d never relapse.’

Dr Franklin paused. When he spoke at last his voice was slow and measured. ‘You’re saying you can erase memories?’

‘Not without a scalpel,’ Miss Wright said, unable to hide the smirk in her voice. ‘But no. That would be unethical – not to mention a legal minefield. What we can do is suppress those memories, and then turn them back on at a later date. That’s what this is for. That’s what we do here.’ Miss Wright stood up and pushed her chair back. ‘But I don’t expect you just to take it on faith. I think it’s time for a little demonstration. Barbie, come out here.’

It was time. Barbie crawled out from her space under Miss Wright’s desk, her mouth still filled with panties and her skirt riding high around her waist. She pulled it down as quickly as she could, but not before Dr Franklin would have been able to catch a glimpse of her cock straining in its steel chastity device.

He was, put simply, the most attractive man that Barbie had ever seen.

Miss Wright had introduced her to many men over the course of the past year, most of whom were designed to embarrass and humiliate her, but Dr Franklin was different. His face remained stony and unmoved by the sight of Barbie’s ridiculous outfit and the fact that her makeup was still smeared with Miss Wright’s juices. It, like the rest of him, appeared to have been carved from granite. His voice might have been youthful, but his face looked as though it would last for the ages. His jawline and cheekbones alone seemed to have already lived a lifetime without showing any signs of wear, but it was his eyes that separated him from the rest.

They were a deep grey, and they never left hers.

‘Barbie,’ Miss Wright said, ‘this is Dr Adam Franklin. Dr Franklin, this is Barbie. She’s my… assistant, let’s say.’

‘I see,’ he said.

‘Barbie, greet Dr Franklin properly.’

Almost robotically, Barbie went into the standard greeting position that Miss Wright had trained into her. She knelt down by Dr Franklin’s side, spread her legs and placed her hands behind her back, gripping her wrists. ‘Good morning, Dr Franklin,’ she said. ‘My name is Barbie. I am at your service. Please allow me to make your life as easy as possible.’ Immediately afterwards her mouth formed a perfect circle, a wordless – and unmissable – signal that she wasn’t just available to run errands.

For the first time, Dr Franklin looked up at Miss Wright. ‘Intriguing,’ he said. ‘How does it work?’

Miss Wright tapped the helmet. ‘Just as I told you,’ she said.

‘I’m assuming he’s unaware of his situation?’

‘She, Dr Franklin,’ Miss Wright said. ‘Barbie is a girl in every sense of the word except one. And no, she’s fully aware.’

‘She chose this?’

‘In a manner of speaking.’

‘So you’re saying that you put these thoughts into her head.’

She shook her head. ‘Quite the opposite. Putting thoughts into a patient’s mind is…  difficult, to be blunt. Impossible with any degree of reliability. Barbie – or Ben, as she used to be known – always had certain cravings. She would have denied it, of course, but she’d always had a desire to be a crossdresser. It got to the stage where it was interfering with her work.’

Barbie listened intently. It wasn’t true – couldn’t be true, in fact – and yet something inside her stirred.

Ben.

That was familiar, in a strange, roundabout sort of way. People had called her that once, hadn’t they? But no… Ben didn’t look like her. She could picture him, although it was hazy: a pale, bespectacled teenager with lank brown hair who had grown up to be a pale, bespectacled adult. Ben never smiled. Ben never did much of anything. Ben only had his work, and…

… and…

… and the magazines, of course. The websites. The fantasies.

Ben didn’t like being Ben very much at all.

‘Ben was a genius,’ Miss Wright said. ‘But he had no focus. He had this wonderful idea, and the engineering skills to be able to pull it off – and yet he couldn’t stop fantasising about the most sordid things. Poor little soul had never even been with a woman. He’d freeze up whenever one walked in the room. In fact, I was just about the only girl he could stand to talk to.’

‘You know him?’ Dr Franklin said. ‘Professionally?’

She nodded. ‘And personally. Since we were children, in fact. That’s how we ended up business partners.’

Business partners.

Yes, Barbie could remember that. The testing phase, when he thought he had something big – back when Miss Wright had been Katherine… Kate…

They had been equal, once upon a time. She had needed Ben – and oh, how he had been crazy about her. He would have done anything for her. He would have turned over the whole thing to her if she’d asked.

And she had.

‘I was the face of the company,’ she continued, ‘and Ben was to be the brains. He always worked better behind the scenes, anyway. He got the idea that we could block off memories with low-level electric currents. The truth of it is, I still don’t understand it entirely – but when he tested it on himself, I knew he was on to something. I was just there to guide him through it safely.’

‘So how did he get from that to this?’

Miss Wright smiled. ‘I told you. Ben always had his little desires. The more memories he blocked off, the more those fantasies became impossible to hide. He wanted to be used and degraded. He wanted to be a little slut. I just obliged him. As soon as the first batch of seed money came in, I sent him off for a raft of cosmetic surgery, and Barbie was the result – well, her body at least. The training is all my doing. She thinks I’m cruel, but really I’m just giving her exactly what she wants. Isn’t that right, Barbie?’

Barbie couldn’t find any words to express how she was feeling. It wasn’t her training, or the effect that the machine on the desk had had on her bimbo brain. Instead it was shock and disbelief, swirling together in her mind: could it be true? Had she really invented this?

Had she asked for it to be done to her?

She had hoped that Miss Wright’s story would have triggered some memory inside her, something that would have answered the question – given her some hint, at least – but nothing came. The questions just stuck there in her mind, taunting her. Deep down, she knew. It was written into her body, etched across her brain. There was no way of hiding it, not even from herself.

You wanted this, she thought. You pervert. You wanted to be broken.

‘Don’t you feel uncomfortable telling me all this in front of her?’ Dr Franklin said. ‘Won’t she remember it all?’

Miss Wright grinned, and tapped the helmet again. ‘Not for long,’ she said. ‘We’ve found that frequent treatments are the key to success. Constant reinforcement. Quite frankly, by the time you leave here she won’t even remember you exist.’

Dr Franklin’s brow furrowed. ‘So why am I here?’ he asked.

‘In short, we want you to continue Ben’s work,’ she said. ‘As Barbie, he’s useless to us in that regard. We can bring him back for an hour or two, but the early treatments – the one where it was in its testing phase – seemed to have disoriented him. This is just about all she’s good for now.’ She stroked Barbie’s hair. It was an almost caring gesture, and Barbie wasn’t used to it. ‘But you, on the other hand: you’re a fresh pair of eyes. If anyone’s capable of fixing our little problem, it’s you. Hence the generous payment we’re willing to offer you for your time.’

‘Problem?’ he said. ‘What problem?’

‘We want the treatment to last longer. At the moment, a single session will block memories for approximately three months before they start to come through again. We want to make that permanent, so they can only be brought back through treatment. The boys in the lab say it’s possible, theoretically, but they’ve hit a wall.’

Dr Franklin chewed it over. ‘Permanent,’ he repeated. ‘That’s a big job. I’d need lab space. More than I have at the university, certainly.’

‘You’d have our full resources at your disposal.’

‘And an assistant. Full time.’

‘Pick whoever you like, as long as you’re sure they’ll be discreet.’

He paused, considering it.

‘You don’t seem convinced,’ Miss Wright said. ‘Barbie, show Dr Franklin what he can expect if he comes to work here. Give him the VIP treatment.’

Barbie knew exactly what was required of her, and any questions she might have had went out of the window as her training took over. She knelt up straight, looked Dr Franklin in the eye, and began her performance.

‘It would be an honour if you’d use my mouth, Sir,’ she said. The words had been trained into her by rote, but it didn’t feel like mere repetition now; as they escaped her lips, Barbie found that she meant every one of them.

‘There’s no need to look so surprised,’ Miss Wright smiled. ‘Some companies have Casual Fridays. Some places have an office dog. We have an office slut. Barbie is available for use by everyone in the company. Of course, being the boss I have certain… well, let’s just say I have special levels of access, and I take full advantage of that. But everyone you passed on the way in here has used her at some point in time.’

Dr Franklin still looked reluctant. ‘I don’t know,’ he said, but his voice was wavering.

‘If you’d prefer, I could give you two a little privacy,’ Miss Wright said. ‘I can assure you, Barbie will do anything she can to assist you. Mouth, ass, hands… you name it. The only thing you won’t have access to is her clit.’ Miss Wright pulled out the necklace on which the key to Barbie’s cock cage rested. ‘That, I’m afraid, stays with me.’

For a moment it seemed as though her proposition was too much for him, that he was going to leave and never look back regardless of the offer on the table, but he stayed. ‘Yes,’ he said at last. ‘I think I’d like that.’

Miss Wright smiled. ‘Then it’s settled. You can consider this your chance to test Barbie’s programming and see if the treatment works the way you think it does. Or you can just fuck her like the filthy little whore she is. Do you think an hour will be enough time?’

‘I think an hour will be plenty.’

‘Good, good.’ She picked up her bag and headed for the doorway. ‘And Barbie?’ she said before she left, her fingers pausing before they pressed down on the handle.

It took Barbie a second or two to realise she was being addressed directly. ‘Yes, Miss Wright?’

‘If you don’t give Dr Franklin everything he wants, I’ll break you in half. Understood?’

‘Yes, Miss Wright.’

The door closed behind her, and the two of them were alone.

‘Stand up and strip,’ he said. It hadn’t taken him long to adjust to his new situation; the order came out easily, with no hesitation. Barbie responded in kind. It didn’t take long before the only two items of clothing she was wearing were thrown onto the floor at her feet. Instinctively she got into a display position, with her legs spread apart and her hands behind her head.

He walked around her slowly, examining her body with scientific precision. She had never felt so much like an object before. Even when he was behind her she could feel those cold, impassive eyes running over her, taking in every inch of her body, but she kept staring forwards.

She had been given to him for use. As far as she was concerned, her only purpose was to accept what he gave her. If he wanted to scrutinise his new toy, he was well within his rights.

The feeling of his hand against the steel plug shocked her and for a second she felt her body jolt forwards. It took all of her effort to remain in position, waiting for him to stop, but his hand didn’t stray from that position. Instead it began pressing the plug deeper into her asshole. Barbie let out a soft little moan as he did, her ass so accommodating and yet still so tight that even the slightest pressure filled her with tremors of excitement.

When he stopped and let the plug slip back into its normal position, she was almost disappointed.

He traced his hands across her tanned body as he moved his way to the front. There was power in those fingers, she could tell: something lurking just beneath the surface, hidden from view and yet still raw and unrestrained, capable of bursting free whenever the moment was right. He ignored the cage, and she was grateful for that. He had no interest in what Barbie had once been, but couldn’t get enough of what she was now.

She bit her lips as they moved up to her breasts, flicking gently across the titanium bars that Miss Wright had installed in her nipples. They were naturally responsive at the best of times, but here, under the hands of a stranger, they begged for more.

He paused in contemplation for a second, and then slowly lowered his head, taking one of her nipples into his mouth. Already sensitive from the bar and even more so from his twisting and pulling of them, the moment his tongue made contact she shuddered with arousal. He didn’t look the sort to be such a tease. Just a few minutes earlier he had seemed reluctant about the whole thing, and how he was biting and sucking at her nipple with all the enthusiasm of a hungry wolf at a fresh kill. What had happened?

I happened, Barbie thought, and smiled – half from the realisation and half from the pleasure of his tongue. Miss Wright made me such a pretty little whore that he can’t resist.

She liked that idea.

He popped his lips free, and the cool air hit the wet patch and made her nipple perk up. ‘Yes,’ he said slowly. ‘Yes, I think you’ll do. On your knees, slut.’

She was used to that word from Miss Wright – from practically everyone in the company, in fact – but from Dr Franklin it felt different somehow. There was a biting undertone, and she could tell that he was a man to whom approval did not come naturally.

That just meant she would have to work extra hard to try and earn it.

By the time she got down on her knees and crawled towards him he was already sitting inMiss Wright’s chair, his trousers unfastened and around his ankles. His cock bulged against the black fabric of his boxer shorts.

‘Take it out,’ he said. ‘I want to feel your pretty little hands all over it.’

She did, and she wasn’t disappointed. Dr Franklin’s cock was huge, a solid eight inches already erect and waiting for her. She gazed up at him imploringly, too afraid to ask for what it was clear she wanted.

‘Suck it,’ he said bluntly.

She didn’t need to be told twice. Greedily she leapt forward, sliding her lips down his cock as though trying to see how much of it she could take in one go. When it touched the back of her throat – something that, once upon a time, would have made her gag – she forced herself to go deeper. Take it, she thought to herself. Take it all. Show him you have value. Show him you’re not entirely worthless.

She reached up a hand and began gently playing with his balls, teasing them with magenta-painted fingernails. He seemed to like that. He tensed up as tears began to form in her eyes. ‘Stay there,’ he said. ‘I want to see how long you can last.’

She tried, but it was no use; rivers poured down her cheeks and dots flashed in front of her eyes for want of oxygen. It was only with great reluctance that she pulled herself off his cock, and it took just a second or two of recuperation before she was back on it, sucking hungrily.

Gone was the tease. She couldn’t play the ingénue, not after he had seen her so desperate for him.

Instead, she would be his slut. His whore. His plaything.

She ran her tongue down his shaft, noting the effects she could have on him – learning how best to satisfy his urges. She wanted him overcome by his desires, grabbing at her hair and forcing her mouth down onto him. She wanted him to bend her over the desk, pull the plug free and work his cock into her tight little hole. She wanted to feel him running down her thighs as she worked that afternoon.

When he came, it was without warning: his placid and unmoving face gave no signal until the moment arrived, and then a brutal, primal grunt heralded the orgasm he had stolen from her lips. His come splashed into her mouth, filling it with two quick spurts before a third, fourth and fifth spread themselves down across her chin and across her naked breasts. For a moment he seemed stunned, as though it had taken him by surprise just as much as her, but once her reflexes kicked in and she did her best to swallow his mess he seemed to relax. She knew her place, instinctively.

He pulled out of her, his cock still hard, If he had more to give then she wanted it, but it seemed her use to him was spent. ‘Thank you, Sir,’ she said, her voice thin and weak after the fucking her throat had just taken. ‘May I wipe it off, Sir?’ she added.

He shook his head. ‘Leave it,’ he said as he fastened his trousers. ‘I want to see what your boss makes of it.’ He pressed a button on the intercom, and a moment later Miss Wright appeared at the door. She looked up and down Barbie’s naked body, but for once there was no shame in the blonde woman’s face. She looked up at her employer with satisfaction. I did good, her expression seemed to say. I did just what you told me to do. I earned this.

‘I take it you’ve decided to join us, then?’ she said.

Dr Franklin nodded. ‘I think, given the circumstances, it would be very unwise of me to turn down your generous offer. Shall we discuss terms?’

‘A fine idea.’ Miss Wright had crossed over to the desk and picked up the bulky helmet. Barbie didn’t protest as she slipped it over her head and she felt the familiar electrodes pressing against her temples. ‘But first, I think it’s for the best that we take things back to normal.’

Barbie said nothing, and then the darkness came.

She was kneeling in the corner, and her clothes lay in a crumpled heap next to her. None of that was unusual in and of itself, but the memory of how she had got there was hazy.

Thinking too hard about it hurt her brain. None of it mattered, anyway: the room was familiar, and Miss Wright was there. Miss Wright would never let anything bad happen to her. It didn’t matter that Barbie’s brain had gaps in it – she had probably been daydreaming about having a cock in her ass, or something equally slutty; nothing to worry about – as long as Miss Wright was nearby.

She was sitting with a strange man. Two cups of coffee sat between them.

Had Barbie brought them the coffee? That would have been normal, but that didn’t explain the sticky wetness across her chest. Would Miss Wright really have sent her out like that?

Of course she would, Barbie thought. She probably made you blow the coffee shop owner to pay for the drinks.

She squirmed in the corner, embarrassed at being seen like that by a stranger. Some things were difficult to get used to, no matter how often they happened.

‘… then it’s agreed,’ Miss Wright said to the man, and they shook hands. ‘Glad to have you on board. We’ll have the contracts drawn up this afternoon.’

The man nodded, and they both turned to look at Barbie. Instinctively she lowered her eyes to the floor.

‘This is Dr Franklin,’ Miss Wright said. ‘He’s the new head of Research and Development. You’re going to be working with him on a new project.’ Barbie looked him up and down. He was attractive, certainly, and everything from his stony grey eyes to his sharp suit screamed that he was a man used to being in control. She wondered how long it would be before he used her mouth.

She couldn’t wait.

‘Well?’ Miss Wright said. ‘Greet him properly. Let’s not get off to a bad start, shall we?’

Barbie knelt down next to the man and assumed the position she had been taught. ‘Good morning, Dr Franklin,’ she said. ‘My name is Barbie. I am at your service. Please allow me to make your life as easy as possible.’

She didn’t think about the fact that she was naked, nor the come splashed across her face and chest. None of that mattered. The only important thing was that she did her best to please the stranger in front of her, and based on the smile on his face she seemed to be doing an acceptable job. If he was happy, Miss Wright would be happy, but Barbie didn’t mind that at all: unlike a lot of the men she had been forced to serve under Miss Wright’s instruction, this one seemed different.

Barbie could have sworn that she had never seen him before in her life, and yet somehow she felt that he was a man to be trusted.

‘Good girl,’ he said. ‘I’m sure you will.’
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The Sissy Maid Bet

It’s just a little wager. What harm could it do?

It's easy to be bored when you're a beautiful young woman with money to burn, but the millionaire heiresses Miranda and Jennifer have found a new game to keep themselves amused: betting on human beings. With a hundred grand on the table, Miranda gives Jennifer a sexy wager she can’t possibly refuse – in just twenty-four hours, she has to turn their hot alpha-male waiter Sam into a passable sissy girl.

Getting him to the apartment is the easy part. Convincing him to go along with being her chastity-locked maid is a little tougher. When he realises that it’s not another woman he has to convince but Miranda’s hot male friend, however  – a man who is looking for a slutty maid all of his own – Sam has to decide just how far he’s willing to go to earn his money. 

Will this sissy’s oral skills be able to convince them he’s a real woman – and even if he does, will Miranda and Jennifer ever let him go back to his normal life?

This story contains themes of sissification, forced bi, and male chastity.

Sissy Pink

Good things come to those who wait…

Adam’s wife Jen has promised him a special surprise when he gets home from work – and after a day full of teasing text messages, he can’t wait to see what she has in mind. However, it seems that Jen has plans of her own – plans that involve humiliating her beloved husband almost to his limits…

Torn between what remains of his dignity and his intense arousal, Adam has to decide what is more important to him: indulging his Domme wife’s fantasies of having her own sissy plaything, or trying to cling to his masculinity.

This story contains themes of sissification, humiliation, and pegging.
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