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I looked down at the card someone from work had put in my briefcase and then up at the bright pink neon sign moving and flashing above what looked suspiciously like a nightclub and not a restaurant; or even a low-end burger bar. The sign and outline of a cat above the entrance informed me it was ‘Miss Kitty’s’. The exact same words and cat outline was on the card, although not with its tail waving to and fro. Was it some sort of joke? Whoever it was must have known I’d not been on a working road-trip before, so yeah, I bet they were yakking it up back at the office. But why would they write (in handwriting I didn’t recognise) on the back of the card ‘Enjoy the eating experience’? 

I could imagine the stifled laughs and smiles behind my back when I got back. Well screw them, I’d not go in. Let them think I did while I got some shut-eye after watching some shit on TV.

But then the door opened and a goddess looked out at me. “You coming in or what?”

I was rooted to the spot. Her long dark hair was wavy and framed her beautiful face and red lips. The only reason I guessed that her outfit was very loosely based on that of a nurse’s uniform was because of the small white cross in a red circle on her hat and armband. But I never remembered seeing one made from shiny white latex with red trimming, or so short, or with so much cleavage showing, nor matched with red stilettos and fishnet stockings. For some reason a pair of white cat’s ears peeked out either side of her nurse’s hat.

My dick sprang to action, raring to get at her. Maybe I’d just go in, have a drink, see how things went? I was grown up. I was pretty sure I could look after myself.

“Er,” I cleared my throat. “Yeah.”

I walked over, not wanting to look too eager as she held the door open for me.

“First drink’s on the house, Loverboy,” she said huskily to me as I passed her and surreptitiously breathed in the scent she wore.

How could I refuse such an offer?

Maybe whoever had put the card in my briefcase knew something?
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Inside was what I expected from a club – a rainbow of moving lights and a few disco balls above the dance floor which looked to be wholly populated by girls in short dresses, or tops and skirts, a long bar with girls with tight black strappy tops serving behind it, a few pool tables, and seats and tables in alcoves. Maybe it was still early as it looked like I was the only man in the place?

The nurse goddess slid her red-nailed fingers round my arm and led me over to the bar. There was something about the design of the place that the music from the dance floor fell away the closer we got to the mirrored bar area. 

We sat on two barstools and she crossed her fish-netted legs, her short dress giving a latex squeak.

“Like what you see?” she asked.

I was still in awe of her so I could only reply with the earth-shattering, “Yeah.” I hoped my suddenly warm cheeks would be hidden by the lighting.

She smiled and my heart did a flip.

“How’d you hear about us?”

I remembered that the card was still in my hand, but a bit scrunched up. I did my best to flatten it out and showed it to her.

Two shot glasses containing clear liquid arrived on the bar to our side. I guess the bartender girls knew what to do.

“Who gave this to you?” she asked.

I realised I still didn’t know her name.

“Someone back where I work. I’m Peter by the way.”

“Melody.”

She smiled again and I knew that if I stood up my erection would be unmissable.

I indicated the glasses, “What’s the drink?”

“Just something the girls here cooked up as an appetizer.”

I picked up the glass closest to me and gave it a sniff. A faint fruit-type smell came from it, but nothing I could easily recognise.

“Do they know you well at work?”

That seemed a strange question to ask. “I guess? I’ve been there a while. This is my first working trip.”

She picked her glass up, clinked it against mine, and threw the contents down her throat. As she did her cleavage jutted towards me - it looked like it could swallow me whole. She indicated my still full glass to me and I copied her. I’ve drunk shots before but this one didn’t try and instantly strangle me. It was in fact rather pleasant, and had a sort of strawberry aftertaste. “Nice.”

“Like the clothes the girls are wearing?” she indicated the dancers over on the floor.

They looked wonderful. 

I caught Melody looking at me. She smiled and said, “Want to dance?”

I could feel my erection pushing painfully at my jeans in its desperation to get at her. “Maybe later?”

She squeaked off the chair and pushed her mouth-watering cleavage towards me. “So far you’re the only man here, and I want first go with you.”

Her hands grabbed my arms and pulled me off the stool. I grimaced as my dick was mashed against the front of my jeans.

“What’s up?” she said, then looked down. “Oh.” She smiled even wider and said, “Trust me, I’m a nurse.”

With that she spun me round, pushed me over the stool I’d been sitting on and did something to my right ass cheek that hurt like being stung by a wasp.

“What did you do!?” I cried, quickly turning round to face her and rubbing my sore cheek.

She held up a small syringe. “Something to help you loosen up.”

Shit, what was it? Was it drugs? Well, obviously it was drugs, but the dangerous sort? My heart started hammering and I could feel strange sensations running up and down my body. Wasn’t that illegal? Something about assault?

“What the hell have you given me?”

My legs felt weird and I had to sit down before I fell to the floor. Sweat broke out on my forehead. It felt like I was burning up.

“How’s your erection?” she asked.

What? What sort of fucking question was that as a time like this?

She reached down and I felt her touch my groin. “Hmm, give it a few minutes. Can never be too sure of dosage with someone new,” she added. 

What the fuck was going on?

She must have seen the confusion on my face as she smiled again. But this time I didn’t feel any reaction in my jeans.

“Shall I tell you about Miss Kitty’s?”

“Wha–?” I tried to say.

Her short latex dress squeaked again as she sat back down and crossed her legs.

“There used to be a bit more to the name but it was decided to take the last word off.”

My heart rate had now turned glacially slow and I felt a drop of sweat take a decade to roll down the side of my face. The music from the dance floor now had a strange echoey-twang to it, which I didn’t think was there normally.

“It used to be called Miss Kitty’s Sissies.”

I looked at her uncomprehendingly.

“You know, guys like to dress as girls, pretend to be princesses, wear dresses, skirts, make-up, heels?”

I continued to look at her. I was in a gay club? Some bastard at work had sent me to a gay club? My mouth must have looked like it was mimicking a fish’s as I tried to say ‘what?’ again.

“But there was some nastiness and so the management decided to take the last word off. Sorta obvious y’know? But we still get the odd guy who’s a bit worried about showing his feminine side, so I’m the official greeter and have the Persuader.” She held the empty syringe up to show me exactly what the Persuader was.

I was going to show my feminine side?

Then another thought hit me – whoever had put the card in my briefcase knew this was going to happen? They guessed I wanted to show my feminine side? In a gay club? 

But somehow the growing anger I felt at whoever it was floated away from me. My mix of thoughts were interrupted as she leant forwards and her right hand felt around my crotch again. I could tell that my erection was no more, especially so as she smiled at me. For some reason I didn’t seem to mind.

From somewhere in her uniform she pulled out a little penlight and
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