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Dirty Politics

I had never been that enthusiastic about this modern glamping idea for the Young Conservative summer get-together but, being the revered head of our local section in the Surrey constituency, I had no alternative but to grasp the prickly nettle and come up to some distant and God-forsaken part of Devon during the warm months of August to mix, mingle and play my elevated part for a week.

It was an odious unrewarding task, but I suppose someone had to socialise with the lower echelons of our esteemed political set.

There were about two hundred enthusiastic girls and boys giddily gathered for the few days, or more importantly networking, and I had brought with my cute long dark-haired eighteen-year-old sister Mary, as since the death of our parents - in a tragic road accident a year ago - traumatically and at the grand old age of 21 I had become her only paternal support while she naturally wanted to be in my company and become part of this elite partisan club..

Also, within our two-room large glamping eyesore on the site, was my lovely girlfriend Olivia who was mousy-haired, full-figured or even stockily built and had been by my side now for nearly a year since meeting up at a previous conference.

It might be fair to mention that I was possibly still too inexperienced and young to bear the many responsibilities as I did, but thankfully I had pots of family money along with boundless confidence therefore sensed I was a person that could deal with whatever the world - political or otherwise - could throw at me.

Annoyingly though, when I first arrived at this distinctly unmemorable venue I discovered that many of Mary’s friends from the upper sixth form of her private school were also in attendance here along with - in the large tent beside ours - two precocious sisters and their bloated sadly irritating father who were already beginning to get under my skin with their common boorish ways.

I suppose they were just about middle-class and acceptable in decent society but in all private unspoken honesty I felt they seemed a little lowbrow, ordinary or even unworthy…if you get my delicate diplomatic drift.

When everyone had booked in it fell upon me as youth chairman to make a formal speech of welcome inside the main plain reception hall before there was passable food and an impromptu dance provided by a local DJ where I ceremoniously meeted and greeted my fellow Conservatives and subtly tried to further work out the best and quickest way up to the top of the tree.

I knew where I craved to go, and it made perfect sense to begin early.

Everything went simply smoothly, and the raucous crowd had an exuberant alcohol-fuelled time before eventually Olivia and I returned to our room - if you could call it that - where my girlfriend turned her back towards me and murmured in some audible amusement.

“I was speaking to the rugged father of the pretty but quiet siblings next door and although he’s much older seems to be quite an interesting man…”

My finger undid a zip on the rear of the dress - that was perhaps a size too small - while she wriggled out of it and continued.

“…Seems he made his money in metals or scrap or suchlike and…”

Her high voice chuckled as if this was something funny.

“…Said I had a nice ass…!”

She was just in her tight underwear now to reveal her huge breasts and playfully slapped her rounded bottom with the palm of the hand before smirking as if I should share the joke from the bumptious geriatric.

“What do you think?.”

In answer I gazed at her for a moment in reasoned contemplation before speaking pointedly with a clear but meaningful sound of disapproval in my tone.

“My dear Olivia I’m not sure if I appreciate you fraternising with the likes of him as he is somewhat neanderthal or even oafish.”

She merely laughed at my attempt to provide suitable sensible guidance and turned around to show off her voluptuous figure more directly then moved closer until our bodies were provocatively almost touching.

“Well, have you ever thought that maybe I need some primitive attention, Percy?”

She rubbed up against my obvious erection as I gasped defensively.

“I have told you that I’m not quite ready for our relationship to reach that intimate personal level Olivia before we are officially engaged…”

My voice was becoming exasperated.

“…I thought you understood that, as if I submit to rude base intercourse, you could become pregnant then there is a probable scandal which I just can’t afford because it would definitely, disastrously affect my political prospects going forward…”

I pleaded quite reasonably with her.

“…Don’t you understand that my position within this organisation is very delicate, and I have to maintain high standards while being careful at all times.”

My girlfriend sighed loudly with seemingly more than some mild annoyance before muttering impatiently.

“I have already told you I’m not a virgin and on the pill as well, Percy, so you can be assured I would not be ruined…”

She gurgled mischievously then calmed down a little.

“…But I understand and because I love you will accept the situation for now…”

Her hand squeezed the small firm erection showing through my trousers and she smiled.

“…Although you will now have to work extra hard with my colourful dildo tonight as after teasing that thickset man I am definitely feeling horny…”

To this spurious sullied demand, I merely blinked then let her shower before I did, after which watched on as she put on a long, lovely white silky negligee over her voluptuous body before I took my turn in the cascading warm water then eventually slid beside her on the covers in my blue - obviously - pyjamas where I went to turn off the lamp as her voice sighed purposefully.

“…Leave the light on please, Percy, as I do like to watch you…”

Reluctantly I did as Olivia instructed before she pulled up the hem of the sheer gown then exhaled in audible tension.

“…Pull my panties off, Darling, please as normal…”

I drew the lovely tight white knickers down then off her ankles to leave her hairy vagina showing as her mouth murmured shamelessly.

“…Don’t you want to fuck me…take me?”

In response I merely kneeled between the parted milky thighs then removed my hard male flesh from the open entrance to the bottoms I was still wearing and grumbled.

“Of course, Olivia, but given my considerate character, have far too much respect for you as a potential spouse along with my own glowing future to take such foolish chances…”

As she looked up and watched I dirtily rubbed my diminutive cock just in the pink crease of her dark hirsute dirty blonde female line then grunted breathlessly.

“…Of course, I want desperately to have you Darling, but…”

The pressure of this perverse ritual always made me climax swiftly and I gasped before spurting a small creamy elixir of sticky slimy sperm over her thick pubic hair.

“…Believe me. this is the sensible course at the moment.”

Her fingers then slowly spread the wetness inside her pink female sexual lips before she grumbled deeply and with emerging urgency.

“Take the vibrator out of the side drawer, Darling, please…”

I knew where she kept the luminous divisive object and soon the purple smooth tip of it was at her female entrance as she simpered.

“…Push it inside me just a fraction…”

Olivia groaned as I turned it just within the entrance to her greasy pink pussy before she grumbled lowly.

“…Do you wish me to share my fantasy tonight, Percy?”

In truth I had grown to quite enjoy this surreal sordid side of our divine sensual game as she normally imagined it was some celebrity or film star fucking her and I muttered basely in response.

“Oh yes please, Darling”

My obviously aroused girlfriend - her womanly smell was intoxicating - then shivered and laughed softly.

“Then I will pretend it’s that rude mature guy next door called Keith, as he looks like he knows exactly what he’s doing with wicked wanton young women like me…”

I could actually sense her womanly lips further moisten pungently as almost seamlessly this large phallus - it was three times my erect size - slipped fully inside her now naturally lubricated velvet walls before she closed her eyes and whined weakly in her illicit reverie.

“…Fuck me, Keith…do it roughly…fill me…use me like a Slut because…I’m secretly a Bad Girl!”

In reflex - because I had done this deviance many times over recent months - I pulled the rude brutish thickness back then forward in a foul fucking motion as Olivia started to cry out softly as if lost within her indecent whimsy.

“…That’s it you Fat Pig…stick me, fuck me…fuck me…put lots of rich hot spunk inside me…harder…harder…”

The movements of the insensate prick became quicker in my fingertip before her patience seemed to fade then evaporate as she screamed.

“…Put it on vibrate, Darling, quickly…”

Instantly I clicked the requisite button which instantaneously sent her into sexual orbit because she exhaled as if she was in pain.

“…You Lousy Bastard, Keith…using me like a Tramp…fucking me…treating me like some Cheap Whore…”

Her legs spread wider as the tiny teasing motor did my job and sent my powerfully built girl into physical rapture.

“…There…that’s it…Bastard…fuck my….”

Olivia’s whole shapely form shuddered then shook as she involuntarily came to orgasm and groaned coarsely again.

“…Sticky cunt…”

She remained still for a moment then noticed that quite unusually I had become hard once more and presumptuously my fiancé grabbed my stiff little penis then squeezed it tortuously.

“…Turns you on Darling…imagining that an ignorant base man like Keith is fucking me, taking what’s supposed to be yours…?”

To my horror I had a little fluidic eruption into her fingertips which she wiped onto the pimpled covered hardness still half-inside her before gurgling smoothly.

“…Well then Darling as you are having fun why don’t we go through the whole delicious motions one more time!”

It took me nearly an hour of further toying or teasing her saturated vaginal lips before Olivia trembled over the climactic edge again and she kissed me softly on the mouth then settled under the single sheet and was asleep almost before her large sweet, perfumed head hit the pillow.

I was also more than wearied but, in spite of this, privately contemplated why the sullied vision of her with such a base corpulent older male had temporarily irrationally inflamed me but then put the whole debased episode down to the fact it was all so boring basic and hot here in this huge barren field that perhaps it was having a detrimental effect on us all.

Well, it was also distinctly possible that I was far more sensitive than most and - trying not to sound too pompous - I was possibly used to a more affluent and privileged environment to perform at my primitive sexual best. 

In the morning I had to be up early, so I left my capricious girlfriend in bed - evocatively smelling all warm and musky - but there were things to organise, and I kept busy ensuring everything ran seamlessly.

The evening brought a film before inevitably I was back in bed with Olivia where she looked up provocatively as I settled half naked between her creamy plump thighs once more.

“After last night and I hope you don’t mind, Darling, but I let Keith stroke my ass while we stood and watched the movie at the back…”

My erection surged but tragically there was more.

“…I turned to tell him off, but he merely ignored any protest then kissed me and squeezed my breasts just momentarily…”

I spurted a small fountain of sperm spontaneously as she laughed.

“…Oh, Percy it seems you like…. enjoy my sordid silly tales…”

The phallic toys were soon doing their depraved work efficiently as she groaned while I pumped her.

“…Maybe I will let him have me….”

She shivered to disgraceful hormonal glory while I climaxed a second time as well before eventually all was quiet when Olivia stroked my heaving belly then simpered.

“…Would you enjoy that Darling, letting Keith really fuck me, and I can tell you all about it?”

Sensibly I recognized it was just the pheromones talking and I chuckled at the obvious joke.

“Sure, Darling you do that; whatever makes you happy.”

The following morning, I was again up with the birds and became curious about low giggling then muttering coming from the room beside ours and sneaked a passing look around the fine edge of the fabric door then had to catch my bated breath because what I saw was utterly unforgivably depraved.

My innocent sister Mary was on her knees in just a tiny pretty pink negligee while the awful red-haired girl from next door - one of Keith’s daughters I think - was making her lick a blue plastic phallus that was attached around her hips and gaggled as my foolish sibling sucked it.

“That’s what he wants Mary…but open wider…make him believe you like it…”

My own flesh and blood was improbably learning then acting the part of a Tart while being directly encouraged by this awful sullied young woman and I cringed as she snarled.

“…Crave the spunk, Sweetie…draw it out…men like him adore naughty girls.”

I should not have observed any more but then I saw this odious flame-haired female force my silly sister over and then outrageously fucked her from behind with the awful toy while passing on endless advice about how to be a better pleasurer of base undeserving men.

To my further despair, I subsequently heard the voice of her awful sibling who then appeared and took over this scurrilous activity and although I wanted to enter and stop this outrageous debauchery directly under my tented roof, I felt that some discretion might be more advisable but firmly resolved to speak to Mary later to put then place her on the right if not righteous road.

Which I did before dinner when I took her to one side and whispered seriously.

“Unfortunately, I heard and saw some of went on this morning with those obnoxious girls from the tent next door and I must insist…”

To my further disturbance there was not a trace of visible remorse on her pretty face.

“…You keep away from them both or you appreciate I will be forced to act.”

She looked up at me then sighed moodily.

“With respect, Percy, I have my own plans for the future and Tara along with Cloe are merely helping me…educating me, in how to make my way in the world.”

My lips literally spat in disbelief.

“Not like that, not like some Slut…”

I tried to keep calm but was already apoplectic.

“…I warn you Mary, keep away from them or you will force me to use all of my authority here.”

Once more my sister amazed me and rigidly stood her ground.

“No, I’m warning you, Percy, do not mix or tangle with Tara Thomas as she is the cleverest girl at school, in fact the most experienced creative or even devilish I have ever seen and if you start with her…”

She squeezed my hand as if to audaciously confirm that she knew what to do in life far better than I did.

“…She will undoubtedly make you regret it!”

It seemed we were at a rare stand-off, so I did not discuss the subject further but kept a brotherly eye on her along with my girlfriend throughout the day when to my disturbance in the late of the evening I saw Olivia disloyally kissing this foul predatory man Keith in the shadows outside of the main reception area and felt certain I saw his hand under her dress as they mingled.

During our sexual theatre that evening she made out that her visible indiscretion was only because I had encouraged her to it then firmly denied his fingers had entered her secret private places although she went the brightest shades of red in relating the immoral story.

That night again our sexual interaction became red hot with us both climaxing multiple times and it was only after our sessions had finished did I hear low whispering familiar voices in the room beside ours and realised that my wilful sibling Mary had brought these feckless ignorant females back with her against my specific order.

However, sensibly I waited until wearied Olivia had fallen fast asleep then somewhere in the dead of night, crept to my secret viewing station to my sister’s room where I could witness the misguided petite girl on her back while the smaller of the two girls was kneeling over delicate thighs and visible fucking her with the large sexual toy protruding out from between equally slight hips.

Once more they were disgracefully talking in detail about how to perform various perverse sexual acts and I was concentrating simply on listening to the base discussion when I was shaken out of my cocoon of concentration then skin by the quiet sound of a soft high voice beside me.

“What are you doing…?”

I turned to see it was Tara - who must have gone to the washroom - and merely gawped as she went on while trying not to notice she was only wearing panties and a short silken top.

“…Spying it seems while looking in on teenage girls…”

To add to my developing woes, she pulled open the soft fabric door enabling the girls in bed to see me and what I was doing then snapped critically to Mary.

“…It seems your brother Percy is something of a pervert or voyeur…”

The access was promptly closed and disastrously in the dim light she saw I was erect - my prick was crazily poking out from the slight hole in the pyjamas - and the red-haired odious girl held the tip of my prick with her fingertips and laughed.

“…You’re obviously a very Dirty Boy…”

As she whispered the words I spontaneously spurted warm white drips of semen in her hand which made her gasp then giggle.

“…Oh Percy…I think I like you…but now be a Good Boy, run along then go to bed and don’t be so nosy or you may get your cock…”

Her fingernails wiped some of the viscous fluid on my spitting lips.

“…Cut off!”

With that aside she slid past me then made sure the opening was securely shut as I shuddered in the decadence of what was happening then stood there still stupidly, secretly listening to them gas or gurgle along with other troublesome sounds of foreplay and foul fornication.

Finally, I sidled back to the bed to endure Olivia snoring in a very unladylike manner then lay awake and wondered what I should do to protect my sister from these two monstrous young women of ill-repute because I was responsible for Mary and doing nothing did not seem appropriate and demonstrated a distinct lack of character on my part as her guardian.

It became quickly transparently clear - as I tossed then turned - I needed to make a firm stand.

I was tired but sleep that night was sporadic and mercifully there was a day off for everyone tomorrow meaning the throng would be relaxing or lazing near their glamping tents while trying to keep cool because the forecast was oppressive, and the sun was expected to be beating down fiercely.

Over breakfast I calmly professionally mentioned to Mary I needed to speak to Tara along with her sister, in my role as her concerned brother, although I promised I would not do anything that would cause her trouble to which she merely shrugged in ambivalence.

Then, as Olivia and my sister were swimming in the communal pool, I saw these two red-haired miscreants by their temporary home from home and became compelled to act in my responsible role as a sibling along with being a person of some influence and importance here.

They were lounging at the entrance to their tent wearing provocative tight panties and slinky silky cut off tops, which barely covered their petite bodies, as I bravely ignored the trashy show then marched up to them quite brazenly then muttered aggressively to the taller, obviously supercilious girl called Tara.

“I need to speak about the situation with Mary and last night…”

She had the most bewitching opal green eyes which secretly unsettled me as I blustered on.

“…I don’t know what you are doing with her…but I don’t like it.”

The slight slender female looked up then perhaps for much required privacy took me into her room along with Cloe where she turned then smiled, acidly.

“Well, given that you were caught looking on and wanking at what you witnessed you could have fooled me, Percy…”

My facial skin glowed pink as she went on.

“…And your little pecker was fit to burst if I recall…”

The girl could sense my great discomfort but shook her shoulders with indifference.

“…Look Percy, Mary fancies one of the VIP MPs coming to speak to us soon, and as I know full well what they want from a girl, I am merely just helping out and marking her card…”

There was no humour on her lips as she continued.

“…Mary’s extremely nice but not academic so she wants a wealthy man to set her up in London with some style…and frankly this is the easiest way to achieve that.”

At her ludicrous concocted tale, in seconds, I was red-faced and angry once more as I scowled in barely containable fury.

“My sister is not like that and under no circumstances will she become anyone’s Mistress on my watch.”

Her hands went to her hips instinctively as if to send a distinct message as she diabolically challenged me.

“And what do you know about such things, Percy…girls and boys will physically interact and there is always money to be made or influence to gain if you set then manage the illicit scene correctly.”

Entirely forgetting about Mary’s warning regarding the apparent Machiavellian talents of this emerging woman my tone became scalding.

“Do not test me, Young Lady, as I already possess great power within the party and if you do not leave Mary alone and drop this distasteful game you are playing with her then…”

My chest filled out proudly and in prescient warning.

“... I will surely make you suffer!”

To my real shock she merely scandalously laughed at my attempt in terror then pushed her flat scented female mound forward.

“Oh, Percy you are truly such marvellous fun, and as we have nearly fully trained Mary in her desire for sensual improvement then perhaps I might turn my attentions to educating you…”

Her fingertips tapped the centre of the blue panties expectantly.

“…Kneel down and kiss me here to show suitable respect and maybe…”

The grin spreading on her lips was pure visible evil.

“…I won’t report to the police about the mysterious voyeur we had last night who made the semen stains that were clearly on some of my knickers.”

Instantly I agonisingly recalled ejaculating hopelessly in her fingers and I groaned in a sudden wave of realisation then despair.

“That was all an innocent mistake…just looking out for Mary.”

She parted her legs further and sighed dramatically.

“I’m not actually sure they would believe that Percy, and as there are many eager Labour councillors locally wishing to make a point then a nice juicy scandal with a sweet up and coming young male Conservative might indeed make the local then national papers…”

The sound of the gentle patting on her panties seemed like the knell of doom as she smirked.

“…Come and lick me Percy and maybe I can forgive you and we can become friends.”

Already I was marching towards the soft exit door in vexation and snarled as I did so.

“Don’t play or threaten me Tara as I can and will retaliate harshly.”

Unforgivably, when I literally ran away to the safety of my own tent, I could sense that I had an almost painful erection - as if her obtuse attitude and demeanour had aroused me - but perhaps it was merely my angst which soon passed in the heat of the early afternoon and when I had thought more deeply about what she had mentioned.

Subconsciously however, I began to mentally examine that to someone independent my actions at best could be interpreted as questionable, and if the devious girl had wantonly placed the drops of sperm I had foolishly produced on any female underwear then it could surely spell trouble for me and possibly lead to the end of any political or business career - before it started - by merely the start of any unreasonable enquiry.

The humidity then pressure on my head began to tell as my mind became so frantic then worried I could not eat lunch and just remained sitting alone, after Olivia mentioned that she was spending time with Keith at the pool while Mary was off gossiping with some of her juvenile pals, before eventually making arrangements for the visit of the important guests in a few days just as Tara had mentioned in regard to my sister.

Then - as if to really terrify me - I happened to glance over the restaurant area to see Tara and Cloe talking to two stout tall policemen who were soon glancing purposely in my direction while they took detailed notes, and when the meal ended I quickly ran over to the slight crimson-haired girl and whispered nervously but respectfully.

“May I speak to you Tara…please.”

Her hypnotic emerald eyes found me.

“Why?”

“I saw you in conversation with the two uniformed officers.”

Her head nodded meaningfully.

“Sure, I told you what would happen Percy so I expect they will be seeing you very soon.”

My heart began to beat loudly while the breath from my lips was already heated.

“Please stop this, Tara, it will ruin me.”

Her lithe body leaned back against the wall in the short white skirt she now had but I guessed the blue sleek knickers were underneath as she sighed then smiled slyly.

“Sorry, but it’s gone much too far already, and I would have to change my story which I am not inclined to do.”

In desperation I took her fingertips and cried miserably.

“Please Miss….”

The sensation of helplessness was overwhelming.

“…Please…I will do what you said earlier…”

Strangely I felt my normally flaccid penis begin to inexplicably surge as I whimpered.

“…I’ll do anything to avoid scandal.”

Cloe came to join Tara who whispered in her ear before they clucked then chuckled together and this horrid girl muttered.

“The law is not back until tomorrow therefore we have a small window of opportunity to see if you are genuine…”

Once more her body language was unconcerned with my predicament while the spoken tone was droll.

“…The afternoon and evening are free time so as I know Dad is with Olivia and Mary is preparing for her appointment with male destiny…”

Out of sight of everyone there her fingertips lightly traced the outline of my hard irrational cock in my jeans.

“…So, I will put you to the test and discover if you are worth saving?”

They stealthily led me to their deserted tent, and we entered into the shared bedroom where the taller girl glared at me.

“Are you serious about making amends, Percy?”

I felt feverish and whined in desperation.

“Yes Miss…please, please give me a chance.”

Tara murmured then turned to one side and hissed.

“Start by taking off the skirts Cloe and I are wearing…”

She showed me the clip and zip to pull before they were back in the same teasing outfit as earlier in the day but this time she exhaled waspishly. 

“…Remove all of your clothes Percy…everything…”

There was too much at stake to back out now and I promptly cast-off my jeans, top then shorts to reveal my uncontrollable hard prick which she observed with interest then sighed softly.

“…Don’t be bashful of being naked or excited, as I sense you appreciate servitude and soon we may equally become uncovered… now on your knees…”

I prostrated myself between her thighs and looked up before pressing my soft lips to her mound in the sheer panties.

“…Good Boy…that’s the spirit…now say you are very sorry.”

Tears were in my eyes as I thought about the police, consequences and squirmed.

“I am desolate, Tara…so sorry…sorry…”

The pressure increased as my tongue licked the succulent material instinctively.

“…Please forgive me and don’t report what happened.”

She gestured for me to pray at her sister’s vaginal altar as well where I repeated my oral apologies for my indiscretions, but this was only the beginning because Tara soon moved me back to kneel at her dainty feet then simpered.

“Take my knickers off, Percy…tug them down slowly and inhale my scent…”

As if mesmerized, I gingerly unpeeled the tight bright underwear to reveal pink sexual lips within wispy red pubic down adorning the edges before she stroked my fair hair and muttered darkly.

“…Do what feels natural, Percy, because I sense that your logic already recognises you are mine to control now.”

My tongue snaked then flicked the slick warm wet crease and unmentionably silently revelled in the exotic taste of her as I gasped.

“Miss, you are beautiful.”

She pulled my head closer to the heavenly aroma and hissed.

“Put my panties on, Percy…quickly…”

Without thinking of the weirdness, I slid the tactile finery over my ankles, then up my legs where my stiffness pushed against the sensual fabric before I fell to the floor once more as her voice raised in tone.

“…Now serve me as before and I’ll direct you…”

Almost instinctively my tongue settled into the subtle groove of this mercurial female line between her fragile thighs as she tugged my blonde hair and sighed.

“…My, you do have an instinct for this, Percy, but press harder…that’s it…long slow licks and get the taste for this because…”

She rubbed her slippery cunt up against my mouth and grunted.

“…This is what Cloe, and I will expect from you while you are here…”

To this utter insanity I quickly climaxed in the divisive panties which Tara of course noticed then laughed.

“…Dirty Boy, Percy...now suck the little hard nub at the tip of me…”

I looked up in confusion as she giggled.

“…Bless, you are so deliciously green that it’s clear you don’t know your way around a woman do you Percy but…”

Once more her lean face was flushed and full of humour.

“…Like with Mary, we will enrich you...”

In truth, I barely understood what I was rudely doing but eventually her slight body twisted in orgasmic release before she stroked my shiny hair and murmured in gratification.

“…Take my panties off now and hand them to me then perform the same oral task with my sublime sister.”

I felt demeaned and belittled but I handed over the stained, soiled underwear and soon I was prostrate before the smaller female who stared down expectantly then gassed breathlessly.

“Take my knickers off, Percy, put them on and you know the rest…”

It was patent I had no authority here with these wicked wayward girls and promptly drew the divine item around me once more then lapped at her womanly line which was much hairier than Tara’s but even wetter as she grumbled.

“…Slowly Babe…make it last!”

Her lissom, luscious form trembled to the uneducated caress of my tongue which was surprisingly electrifying and as I laboured, Tara forcibly pressed my dizzy head into her sibling’s reactive sexual slit and gurgled.

“Your sexy girlfriend mentioned to us in confidence you are a virgin while she is not and frankly…”

Her tone was full of mirth.

“…She wishes to get laid…”

I could barely believe Olivia had betrayed my trust like that but could not speak as she continued.

“…So, when she gets back from her swim you will encourage her to come to visit my father as he can surely provide what you cannot, and you can tell he appreciates her obvious shapely charms…”

The edge to her voice was cutting.

“…I mean really bang the ass off the comfortable Bitch just as she requires!”

To this immorality - and as though I had become equally depraved - I ejaculated yet more semen in the female garment holding my erratic prick and attacked the pussy I was teasing orally until it ejaculated pungent fluid all over my pink face before I retreated and groaned in despair.

“I will never agree to do something like that to Olivia…she would not willingly go to him anyway.”

In answer to my sudden bravado, Tara gently removed the pants I was wearing and had just fouled from Cloe then placed them with the ones in her hands before sitting back in a small wicker high-backed chair and chuckling lowly.

“Your girlfriend, Olivia, is literally gagging for it so be assured she will attend my father without fuss and…”

She waved the sticky knickers I had so crazily just smeared then creamed and laughed.

“…I actually had no proof for the police, Percy, but now I do…so stand before me…right now…”

In than moment I knew I was dealing with a modern-day witch, but my position was already untenable as I waited obediently as she insisted and tried to stare at the insidious feminine crease that was visibly leaking.

“…If you do not obey me absolutely then be assured I will utterly destroy you, Percy…so hold your little man and confirm you will act upon my demands or advice.”

If there was any sanctuary or escape from this insanity and perverse prison I could not see or sense it while my dry lips could only whimper.

“It seems that I have no choice do I?”

Tara beamed at my clear analysis of the abhorrent situation we had somehow created together.

“No…none at all…so send your girlfriend here after her swim and then when she gets back lick her clean before using the phallic toys she has told us about in some delightful detail…”

Once more Olivia’s disloyalty was devastating.

“…Then we will have a further chat after dinner.”

I was relieved to run from them but nervous about what I would say to my fiancé as she marched in the tent with her black wet swimsuit which clung to her shapely body like a second skin, but she seemed to have already heard the bad news.

“Keith suggested I shower in his room, Darling, and I thought it might perhaps make a nice sordid tale for your titillation…”

She took a white towelling robe in her arms and smiled tartly.

“…I won’t go if you don’t want me to, but Tara mentioned that you might not mind?”

In some fluster I murmured idiotically.

“No, maybe on reflection I think it is a wonderful idea…”

My body pulsated as I recalled the instructions from the devious hateful red-haired girl.

“…But don’t be too long as I want to play when you get back.”

Olivia chuckled darkly.

“Oh, Percy, how daring and suddenly enlightened you are…”

Her firm full body shook involuntarily.

“…Tara saw it in you but to be honest I had my doubts.”

She kissed my rosy cheek and then promptly disappeared into the nearby tent, and I tried to distract my raging imagination before I heard a noise behind me and turned to see duplicitous Tara standing there in a tiny bikini.

I noticed there were panties in her fingertips, and she came to me then grinned meanly.

“Sorry to disturb you, Percy but I had to get out because your slutty girlfriend is screaming the place down…now shorts down…”

When my thin covering was lowered her eyes observed the erection caused by this surreal deviance and she handed me the black knickers and laughed rudely.

“…Cum in the gusset and tell me how you feel about your plump Bitch getting her juicy cunt drilled and filled?”

My penis immediately pumped heated spunk over the crotch of the underwear as I groaned in shame.

“I don’t know…. can’t you show pity and let me go.”

Tara merely wiped my reducing male flesh on the now stained panties and simpered.

“Why should I...?”

She squeezed the male softness to extract all the liquid which made me wince while her mouth gurgled.

“…My father needs to relieve himself and so does your fiancé while you will soon learn to secretly enjoy the erotic rush and…”

Her hand pulled up my shorts as if that could bring back any lost decency.

“…Maybe become more valuable to her…”

The girl patted my ass then skipped to the door.

“…But you will in time have to beg me to consider taking you on…”

Before disappearing I heard her mumble.

“…Remember, lick her out as I showed you then fuck her with the toys and be sure she’s happy or I will know about it.”

Again, I recalled the absolute hold she now had over my life and whimpered like a beaten animal.

“Yes Miss…I will…but don’t tell the…”

I looked up to plead my case, but she was already gone even though I still completed my pathetic grovelling sentence.

“…Police.”

My mind had all but dissolved and I was still in a terrible state when Olivia emerged from below the flap to the door wearing just her fluffy white gown and holding the scrunched-up swimsuit in her hand as her lips curled without conscience.

“Thank you Darling, I needed that.”

As if merely trying to keep my word to the terrible Tara, I took her by the hand and led my precious girl into our bedroom where she stood as I undid the belt then removed the whole covering when she fell onto the bed naked and spread her chubby legs wide apart to show that the vaginal lips I had worked on so many times were strikingly red and leaking white fluid as I grunted in madness.

“Tell me all about it, Darling…”

I bent my head to let the tip of the tongue slide along the slippery fouled groove and groaned.

“…You look so beautiful.”

Olivia shuffled into the sheets then gently stroked my head and pushed back against my tender oral pressure.

“He was irresistibly thick and huge, Percy…twice your size and not reticent like you about using it and…”

I found her reactive spot amongst the juices almost by chance, and she quivered then caught her breath.

“…Oh Percy…how divine…lick him out of me as he filled me at least twice….”

My mouth locked upon her crevice like a leech until all the white poison had been expunged when she gazed at me in wonder and sighed.

“…Strip, kneel over me and spurt, Darling…”

Instantly I was in my normal repose when it came to our sensual interplay, as she held the tremulous end of my hard cock and smiled teasingly.

“…Rub it against me, then…”

Almost instinctively the peak of the small rod eased along this slimy female line then erupted at the tortuous touch as she gasped.

“…Fuck me with the dildo…the biggest one…”

I thrust the plastic thickness firmly back and forward as she grimaced, called out Keith’s lousy name and shuddered or vibrated over and over again to hormonal glory before my tongue once more settled in her subtle sliver as she cooed.

“…My, you are definitely a revelation Percy, and I am so delighted you are so relaxed and liberated about me…”

She seemed to shiver gently as I softly suckled her invisible clitoral point.

“…As Keith’s invited me to sleep with him tonight in his room when he’s promised…”

We both seemed to surge together.

“…To fuck my ass!”

A stream of hot female fluid poured from her folds as she took my head in her strong thighs and wallowed in the warm selfish glow of her perversity but did not dare to express any reservations about such a dissolute further escalation of her infidelity.

Nothing further was said as we both eased from our feverish entanglement, showered, rested then changed for dinner when Olivia came to me in just stockings and suspenders and smirked.

“Thought I’d dress up for the event…”

She trembled and turned her shapely bottom towards me.

“…As I have always wanted to experience anal sex although…”

My senses could almost see and taste the moisture on her wanton definitive female line as she grumbled.

“…I don’t know how he’ll get it up there as I’m so virginally tight.”

It was difficult to hide my arousal, so I ran to the bathroom to calm down and eventually the two of us washed, changed then wandered into dinner where I chatted and smiled at everyone, as if I was still the same decent man I had been just day or so before.

Mercifully, no-one seemed to appreciate how my life had been so unreasonably turned upside down from what had been an organized marked path forward, or what a cesspit I had accidentally fallen into so unfairly.

Under the circumstances, I kept a stiff upper lip as best I could, but this was overshadowed by my stiff little cock that seemed to have become permanently enlivened to all of these sexual shenanigans that were happening all around me.

The discussion amongst the crowds of Conservative youth all about us was about the lectures being delivered by leading activists towards the end of the week, then the visit of our notorious but celebrated foreign secretary Jeffrey Lecher who would close the show before everyone departed the following morning.

There was much to consider then manage and having ensured arrangements were fully in order I returned to Olivia who was involved in some intense conversation with Tara, as the bright-haired girl looked up at me genially when I approached.

“Hi Percy…sit down and have a drink…”

Dumbstruck, but sensing an unmentionable physical pulse, I settled beside Olivia as the girl smiled and handed me a full glass of red.

“…My father has left for your accommodation so ask your girlfriend to join him in your bed please…”

Her lips twisted in amusement with an underlying threat of repercussions if I did not obey.

“…As she does not wish to unfairly distress you even though I have explained how you enjoy the image of her with another man.”

There was no disguising my agitation or a flush of deviant excitement as I gasped to my feckless fiancé.

“It is for the best, Darling, as he can surely supply what I cannot at the moment…”

I tried to sound positive.

“…So please go and have fun and I’ll see you later.”

Olivia grinned widely then snickered with a cruelty she probably did not intend.

“How gracious of you, Darling, and I’ll surely have lots of sticky stuff for you to lick out of me later…”

My face was crimson like the top of Tara’s crown of red hair.

“…Would you like that…?”

In response all I could do was nod my shaky head before she kissed my flaming cheek and giggled.

“…Oh, Darling I feel so much closer to you suddenly and…”

She glanced at the slight girl beside us.

“…We have the lovely Tara to thank for such a blessing…”

My girlfriend rose up and readied to continue her sexual indiscretions and disloyalty with another man.

“…Please express our appreciation before I leave, as I understand she and Cleo will take you to their tent and keep you company until Keith and I are eventually finished, although I expect it to be a while because he is...”

She snickered filthily as I shuddered and shivered.

“…Very thorough!”

Trapped and helpless once more all I could do was glare and stare at the girl while trying to hold my temper.

“Olivia and I are truly grateful for your guidance, Tara…”

My fiancé beamed contentedly and walked away as I whimpered feebly.

“…Really we are.”

The words tasted like acid on my tongue, but she merely gurgled.

“Percy, you are such a definite delight…just relax and…”

The innocuous young woman undoubtedly had the ability to make me crumble.

“…Finish your drink, Sweetie, Cloe is waiting for us…”

Cursing the moment, I met then stupidly confronted this Demoness, I meekly followed after the petite precocious young woman and was soon in her bedroom where as-mentioned, her sister was on the bed with just tight white panties and a shiny blue cut-off top.

She glanced at me then rolled over on her back to show off the magnetic female mound between her perfect thighs but left it to Tara to take command as always.

“…Clothes off, Percy…quickly now…”

I had been almost conditioned to her order now as I stripped and stood naked before them when she saw my erection and chuckled while passing me yellow lacy knickers.

“…Put them on and you can lose the stiffy.”

I drew them over my unfathomable active manhood then gasped in explanation of my involuntary unforgivable instincts.

“It’s just a stupid reflex as I’m not really aroused by all this.”

She made me part my legs then cupped my small bulge lightly with her flat palm.

“Of course not, Sweetie…you’re also not turned on by the thought of your cute chubby girlfriend being properly fucked and filled…”

My throat emitted a low gravelly grunt as she tormented me.

“…Can you see the Bitch on her back with her heavy legs wide open as I know she’s a screamer…”

The provocative image was already much too much for me to deal with and I poured semen into the gusset as Tara laughed then slid her fragile fingers inside the silky material.

“…Oh, Percy, you see you do like the dirty thought, now bend forward.”

Automatically I leaned over before she took the divisive wetness dripping from my prick then eased it just inside my anal entrance as I wailed.

“What are you doing?”

Tara ignored me initially, ensured my impenetrable passage was suitably slimy then slippery and exhaled in tension.

“You need a little plug in…here…”

I squeaked then squirmed as something solid was twisted inside my anal passage before she grumbled, pulled the material back over my ass and patted me casually.

“…Because Cloe and me and going to fuck you before we leave…”

It was impossible to know if she was playing with my head again, but I assumed her words were just an unfunny jest as I stood up straight while the girl sighed.

“…Now as you are our sweet slave, and your prick is smearing all of our underwear then you need to know how to clean them so come with me…”

Tara took my hand and roughly pulled me into a small shower room there was a disconcerting pile of creased aromatic evocative used female panties, and she took the pink pair at the top and poured some warm soapy water into the sink and muttered.

“…Watch….and learn…”

She rubbed then squeezed the delicate article before rinsing it in clean heated water and placing it on the laundry frame before finally grinning.

“…You see it’s easy, now wash the smalls just like that and then come to the room where we can see if you can remember how to use your tongue.”

The mental pressure she caused me was intolerable as I whined.

“This is so unfair Miss…please…let me go.”

She merely smacked my bottom smartly which made me involuntarily clench the solidity inside it then gurgled.

“At the end of the week you can rest-assured I will for certain, but in the meantime you will do what I say…”

Ridiculously my penis began to twitch to her uncalled-for sadism.

“…If you wish to avoid the police and the irreversible stain on your supposed pure character…”

The flat of her hand smacked me again.

“…You will fucking-well do as I say and after all…”

My befuddled brain was all over the place as I shivered for mixed and mercurial reasons.

“…I think you may just secretly enjoy it.”

In conclusion my rebellion had promptly been already quashed and I began to work on laundering the dirty but scented and weirdly magnetic knickers until there were fifteen pairs hanging up to dry at which point I tried to ignore the fact that I had unmentionably subversively but undeniably enjoyed the servile process.

Just handling something so feminine and tactile was privately but undeniably appealing to my increasingly confused senses and I was determined never to admit such a disconcerting fact.

When I returned to the girls I felt calmer and much more amenable as I waited before they laughingly observed I had spent or spurted more spunk into the panties I had on while I mumbled as if I was some mere maid.

“They are all done now, Miss.”

Tara glared at me.

“Silly Boy…you’ve forgotten the filthy pair you had on so go back and finish up properly…”

I did as she demanded, then returned entirely uncovered when to my despair my cock was pointed once more as Tara noticed of course then smiled broadly.

“…Dirty Girl now go into my knicker-drawer and put something lacy on…”

It was becoming impossible to resist of refuse her and I pulled cream ruffled panties over my hardness before she spoke coolly.

“…Now lick us both out…slowly and as if you crave to do so…”

In seconds, my mouth was clamped to her open red pussy when instinctively I used my tongue effectively inside and outside the subtle creases until she released a small fountain of ejaculate into my face and then had me repeat the base process with Cloe.

When they were both satisfied, Tara had me kneel between her parted thighs as she took my hard diminutive extension of masculinity in her fingertips and wiped the tip of it along her viscous sliver of wet female flesh as her voice whispered.

“…Imaging how lovely Olivia’s cunt is now…”

What fluid I had left simply exploded and she pressed my head into her line and gasped.

“…Practice…licking the spunk out…as that is the true calling for a weak Sissy Boy like you.”

My lips dishonourably suckled all the salty sweet nectar from her pink, red-framed pussy and only stopped licking when Cloe spoke softly.

“…Dad’s back and gone to bed.”

I drew up immediately and Tara stared at me sleepily.

“Go to her and serve the Bitch as you have us then insist she go with my father for the rest of the time here and…”

She leaned up then removed the plug in my ass as I dripped more sperm into the tactile panties.

“…We will school you for the remaining days.”

As I rose to my feet I glanced down at this irrepressible female and wondered why I felt so drawn to her but bit my tongue in the dumbness brought on by shame.

She let me escape in my gloomy muteness and slip my clothes over the obviously wet panties before literally running the few yards back to my own tent where I found my promiscuous girlfriend spread-eagled over our bed in just black pull-up stockings which showed off that the mysterious rise between her solid legs was caked with wet and dried sperm.

She could barely catch my eye and groaned in apparent remorse.

“I’m so sorry, Percy, I have acted so disgracefully and…”

Before she could mouth her further regret my tongue was inside the saturation which made her cry out in a lilting wistful tone.

“…Won’t do it again…”

Her fingernails scratched my dizzy head as I serviced the faithless sodden cunt while her voice whimpered with uncertainty.

“…Unless you want me to?”

My instincts became animalistic as I ingested the foul juices then unnervingly found and flicked her sensitive spot until she shivered to sexual glory as I spat words to set my own destructive path.

“No fuck him…I want you to, and you deserve it…”

The sour taste of her was suddenly addictive which drove me to further madness as I feverishly cleaned the dank fluids from her ass-hole.

“…You go to Keith while I’ll endure the girls and their taunts…then service you like…”

An ultimate flick with my tongue sent the disloyal Olivia over the climactic edge for the final time and she slipped into an exhausted slumber as I grunted.

“…This…just like this!”

Even as I spoke I knew it was a mistake, but it seemed as if I was in the centre of an irresistible tempest or compulsion, and I did not have the inner strength or will to resist the sullied events that were already in turbulent twisted motion.

The morning brought light and unexpected affection from my girlfriend who hugged me tightly and mentioned in passing that she quite liked me wearing girl’s panties - that were still disruptively around me - and perhaps I could borrow a pair of hers when we left his awful place.

It was as if Olivia appreciated that at the moment my whole existence was in Tara’s manipulative hands, and perhaps was best she did not interfere, especially as it appeared to me, that my rapacious girlfriend seemed to be having such a good time herself.

I saw Mary before we left for breakfast - who had been mixing with some of the other young cute girls here - and she smiled at me knowingly.

“I told you not to start with Tara, but you wouldn’t listen…”

Instinctively I went to answer - in defence of my debatable pride - but had nothing to say and she simply gassed then giggled.

“…Well just enjoy the whole wild experience as Tara has promised me that she will release you after this week is done.”

My sister shrieked in juvenile amusement then ran off to meet her pals around the pool while I ate in silence with my weary girlfriend, hoping what Mary had predicted would be proven correct then tried to ignore Olivia blowing kisses when bulky Keith walked in.

What she was doing with the mature man was unfortunately an unmentionable fact, but it did not stop us acting as if everything appeared decent and I left her to settle around the communal areas while I made preparation for the VIP visitors tomorrow and the day after, who would give us talks and surely inspire us to greater Conservative aims.

This governance took some concentration but eventually everything was in place for the arrival tomorrow afternoon of our Black Conservatives Matter group and their already well-known emerging leader, Devon, who seemed to be destined to make his mark in the years to come as a new party force.

I saw Tara over lunch and not wishing to incur her additional displeasure I sat beside the girl then spoke softly.

“I washed the panties you give me Miss, and will give them back later…”

Her sparkling emerald eyes watched me with interest as I spoke on meekly.

“…Isn’t that what you wanted?”

She sighed and whispered purposefully.

“It genuinely pleases me that you are beginning to learn how to be a good obedient little pet, Percy…”

The girl placed her cool hand on my thighs and saw me sexually jump before grinning.

“…Be suitably careful Percy, because I can clearly see you enjoy serving me don’t you…?”

My throat was dry because she always had the ability to degrade or debase me and this time was no different as she gazed in my direction.

“You need fresh knickers don’t you? So, meet me at my room with the pair you have just laundered…”

Before I could think straight I walked back to my tent, furtively placed the pristine underwear referred to in my pocket, then was promptly standing before Tara who was in a cute tight blue bikini and sitting on her bed as she sighed.

“…Strip…I have a surprise for you…”

Once naked she took my erect penis in her fingertips and exhaled meaningfully.

“…You are full of surprises, Percy…now…”

She took my arm then led me into the shower room where my legs and genitals were purposefully covered with thick white cream before her voice sounded in explanation.

“…This will remove any bits of hair as I want your skin smooth like silk…”

My body vibrated in anxiety as she cupped my active cock then small balls to distract my mind and finally pulled me into the flowing water where the now acrid covering was rubbed and wiped from my body before her fingers smothered me with slippery soapy water.

When I was fully slimed or greased to her satisfaction Tara pushed me against the soaking tiles, kicked my ankles apart and snarled.

“…You stay fucking still…I’ll be back…”

The shower-curtain closed then opened again about a minute later at which point she returned and stood behind me before grunting quietly.

“…I just have to have you, Percy…”

Bizarrely I felt something hard at the available entrance to my anus, but it was so sodden from the viscous warm fluids everywhere that the stiffness moved easily inside me as her body pressed against my back and she gurgled.

“…Just relax, Baby…and enjoy…”

Almost immediately the young girl began to gently fuck me and squeezed my prick while doing so which promptly burst with slimy ejaculate in her palm and made her gush.

“…Fuck, Dirty Girl, you love it…love it…fuck you, Percy!”

The sense of degradation, humiliation and submission was overwhelming as I pushed back to her gentle rhythm and seemed to capitulate to her crude demands as I gasped.

“Yes…fuck yes…”

I had in all honesty been in her power from the beginning but here in the warm wetness between just the two of us I surrendered readily.

“…Yes…yes, yes!”

Eventually the rude motion ceased, and she showed me how to remove the divisive strap-on toy she had used so dominantly as Tara stood erect as I kneeled then suckled her red pussy while her low tone mumbled.

“Percy, you are becoming tutored then tamed…so show me your devotion Baby and I might take you on my team later.”

I licked her to sullied heaven before she dressed me in white cotton panties - which I wore below my male clothing - before returning to the real world with tingling skin and aching ass wondering why on earth I felt so enlivened.

Naturally, part of me was traumatized at what had perversely happened but strangely, with this unpredictable and remarkable young woman, it seemed almost weirdly natural to give in as I had and given that this week was rapidly coming to an end I tried not to overthink such disconcerting deviant things. 

The afternoon soon went by before I changed into a suit for the evening then greeted the small group from the new black caucus of the party - who arrived in a private small bus - along with Tara who seemed to already to know them quite intimately.

There was a dinner place prepared at the top table for the four black occupants of the vehicle - three men and a tall striking girl - and as their leader Devon was not due to address us until an hour after the meal, Tara took them back to our tent along with Cloe and Mary so they could freshen up then relax for a while.

Once inside the privacy of our accommodation she smiled kindly at the foursome and whispered seductively to the tall leader of the group.

“If you would allow it we would like to help you settle after your long drive and before the journey back…”

To my amazement Tara placed Devon - the powerfully build black male - in the familiar wicker chair then pressed his crotch and almost by witchcraft removed a bulbous enormous black erection from inside the trousers before gesturing for Cloe and Mary to do the same with the other two males.

She waited for her sullied sibling and my own misguided sister to begin administering Head to these dark strangers then smirked at the tall ebony girl relaxing in the only other free chair.

“Let Percy, our chairman, serve you, Lilly…and have it demonstrated how much things are changing in the party…”

Tara laughed out loud.

“…He’s very good and would welcome the opportunity.”

As I watched, the lithe lofty young woman raised her short red skirt and parted her elegant firm thighs before mumbling.

“Go on then, White Boy, do your stuff…”

Under Tara’s stern stare I kneeled between her athletic open legs, lowered the dark frilly panties then placed my mouth at the visible pink female centre through the thick hair as she groaned.

“…Nice and slow, Percy, as I do indeed need to relax…”

The unique taste of her was surprisingly appealing while this tall slim black body began to stir as she sighed critically.

“…That’s it…fuck…good, Pretty White Boy and if you perform and impress I might let you stay in my room at conference.”

Improbably, for the next hour or so all you could hear were the provocative sounds of cooing or slurping with the occasional gasp or groan when someone reached glory while surprisingly Lilly seemed quite taken with my primitive attentions and spurted over my face a couple of times before she was finally sated and allowed me to bring her gently back down to earth. 

Devon seemed to have his own endless sexual energy and deposited his plentiful seed inside the mouths of all the girls before our guests washed and wearily walked ahead to the main reception area where everyone was eagerly awaiting inspirational lectures about the future, shape and even the changing colour of the party.

Soon everyone had departed but Tara and I remained when she leaned up kissed my mouth as if to let me taste the semen still on her palate before grinning.

“Well done, Percy…you are definitely getting an education.”

In some ways I felt gratified at her approval but then on reflection belittled and humbled once more as we eventually took our place and listened to Devon then Lilly provide an impassioned speech about how young forward-thinking black members like him would in time make the Conservatives more progressive therefore truly being able to run on the platform of diversity and fairness for all.

It all sounded suitably impressive but ignored the fact that they had just used Tara me and the rest like white sensual toys to relieve their physical needs which they did once more after drinks had been shared subsequent to the successful meeting where they were of course extremely well-received.

This decadence was held once more in my room where the girls promptly satisfied the amazing cocks of the greedy black boys while I suckled the lanky dark female on my knees as she stroked my hair and sighed.

“Did you enjoy my thoughts, White Boy, about how times are changing?”

I could only suck and lick her sliver more firmly and send the luscious form towards heaven as I gasped then lied.

“Yes Miss it was wonderful.”

She shuddered on my devotional tongue and murmured.

“That’s marvellous and maybe I will invite you down to one of our meetings…”

Her hands drew me in to her leaky cunt again, as if to have final flurry.

“…When you can further demonstrate your enlightened approach to our fledgling BCM flock as being the Chairman of the young Conservatives…”

Her voice laughed as she rubbed her wetness on my mouth.

“…You’re certainly setting a wonderful example.” 

Soon after, they all made their exit back to London, but by then Devon had addressed me then especially Tara and expressed his heartfelt appreciation for our combined inspired efforts and admirable organisation then mentioned he would be sure to keep in touch with her when she left for university in a few weeks.

Mercifully after this adieu the lights of their bus disappeared into the darkness, and I was left with my temporary Mistress and her sister who led me back to her room given that her bullish father was still fucking licentious Olivia.

She put me in the shower and when I was clean I stood before both girls nakedly as Tara gestured to a pair of stockings suspenders and panty set on the bed.

“Put them on as your legs are suitably silky now…”

Her meaningful gaze meant I could not refuse, as they promptly helped me place them over my ankles then thighs before I was wearing the silky lingerie set and displaying hardness in my prick which made her laugh.

“…As you have been so agreeable tonight then we will give you a little treat, Darling Percy….”

As I stood vibrating with developing terror they both kneeled in their tiny tops and tight panties then unbelievably started to gently lick and suck my erection while Tara simpered.

“…This is how you make important contacts and start to influence people if you really want to get anywhere…”

I spurted helplessly in her mouth then Cloe’s before they stretched up on tip toes to kiss me and let me crudely taste my own semen on my tongue as she continued.

“…You need to become truly adaptable and do what is required if you wish to rise with me…”

In exhaustion I collapsed onto the bed where a pillow was provided for support under my belly before my ass was oiled and Tara moved her hips up behind me.”

“…You know what’s coming, Sweetie, now open up and take it like a girl…”

I groaned deeply but revealingly then spread my knees further apart while she stroked my rump.

“…Learn to give this up Baby as it comes easy to effeminate boys like you…”

My lips then belly clenched as I felt the lifeless cock slowly fill up my cavity until it was fully impacted when she gurgled.

“…Good Girl…get used to it…”

With that perverse prediction of my future, Tara began to gently fuck my ass while Cloe stroked my hair as the more dominant female whispered.

“…Do you get the picture, Percy?”

After they had both crudely taken then screwed me - before suckling their slimy pussies to orgasm while squirming on my front between their petite legs - there was no doubt in my mind I had more than an inkling of the endless depravity that seemed to go on around this awful girl, and I was genuinely thankful when we heard her father return into the room beside me so I could at last escape back to Olivia.

But even that was a double-edged sword because she was literally overflowing with Keith’s pungent cum and only after an hour’s oral servicing did she slumber; barely noticing I was still wearing the tactile stockings and suspenders the devious dissolute Tara had made me put on.

I was too weary to ponder or think and soon collapsed beside my uninhibited girlfriend before getting up early and removing then washing the disruptive lingerie around me so there would be no awkward questions.

However, Olivia seemed entirely uninterested in my passing mishaps and after breakfast she settled by the pool to rest and talk to Keith while I made detailed plans for the arrival of the special guest, Jeffrey Lecher, who was our sitting foreign secretary, and we were all eagerly awaiting his words of wisdom which would wondrously wrap-up the week before everyone went home the following morning.

It was a big deal for me and the absolute pinnacle or highlight of this mundane ordinary event and the last chance for me to shine.

Once everything was precisely in place I took a late lunch and saw then sat beside Tara when I murmured quietly if not earnestly.

“The items you gave me are clean, Miss…”

My face blushed while I felt foolish.

“…Is that to your satisfaction.”

She finished the food on her plate then smirked.

“Is everything in position for Jeffrey…”

I was surprised she used his first name but nodded anyway as she went on.

“…Wonderful, that is well done but come to my tent when I will give you instruction how to handle him if you honestly want to get on…”

The girl laughed wickedly.

“…While I put you back in the luscious clothing and we can play for a while because…”

Her tone sounded regretful.

…This will be our last day together before sadly I must let you go.”

I gazed at her with a large helping of self-pity.

“Will you really release me?”

Tara merely winked an opal eye mischievously before we left the dining area separately then met at her room where Cloe and my slight, innocuous-looking nemesis were in their panties and delicate tops they liked to wear so much.

I knew from painful brutal experience it was best to accept my fate for the limited time left with them both, and I meekly stripped in silence then drew the first stocking on my smooth slippery leg while Cloe looked on then smiled sardonically.

“Put them all on without our help, Percy…as you should know about such things in case you start to enjoy wearing them…”

In concentration I pulled up the other dark teasing covering then placed the intricately decorated garter around my tummy and calmy clipped the tip of the stockings to the suspender before finally drawing the black lacy panties which hardly contained my penile bulge as she clucked enthusiastically.

“…Fuck, you look so divine in them…”

She patted the bed and I moved to where she was when her hand gently placed me on my back then lay over me until our deliciously covered mounds were touching as she sighed.

“…It’s lovely to push against each other in such lingerie don’t you think so…?”

The primal tension created by our connection was truly divine as I tried to deny the truth, but Cloe teased me unfairly.

“…Say you do, and I’ll let you in my pussy for a moment…”

Her blue eyes were wide in the promise of such an unanticipated gift.

“…Just so you know what it feels like.”

As I shivered her delicate fingers drew the front gusset on both pairs of panties to one side so her subtle slit could be accessed while my small erection was sticking up vertically as I groaned in admission.

“Yes I do enjoy it, along with being with you and…”

As I whimpered, her delicate hips lowered gradually to take my hard flesh slowly but fully inside her luscious body which made me involuntarily wail.

“…Tara, Miss…Fuck!”

Unbelievably I could physically feel her womanly wetness and addictive warmth squeezing my aching cock and longed to move against the softness but heard Tara’s shrill warning tone.

“Don’t you move a single muscle because boys like you do not…”

In a moment, Cloe had agilely pulled off me to allow Tara to mount then place me within her precious inner walls as she grimaced.

“…Fuck Superior girls like us, but as my sister mentioned, out of munificence, we just wanted to allow you to lose your obvious virginity…”

She moved upwards unexpectedly which made me spontaneously ejaculate all over her red pubic hair before the girl pushed the saturation on my lips and gurgled.

“…You have had your treat but sadly this is what you do best, Percy, so clean up and make us cum…”

Immediately I suckled and lapped at her subtle female lips before her body swiftly shivered then shook allowing me to complete the same procedure on Cleo until we were all fully satisfied at which point the girls relaxed then lay either side of me and stroked each of my lusciously covered legs as Tara sighed.

“…Ready to be fucked now, Pussy…?”

They began to expertly put on two strap-on toys that I was made to suck like some deviant before I kneeled, bent over and awaited their base despicable pleasure of me while listening as the diabolical girl laughed.

“…Fuck, you like this more than us…”

Tara took me almost roughly first and grumbled as she moved with energy.

“…Given you are so adaptable and co-operative, Percy, I will teach you how to get on and what to do tonight when the honourable Jeffrey Lecher arrives…”

It was impossible to contain a small cry of dirty delight because I was becoming used to the debasement she meted out and listened attentively to the crisp orders from the fragile but powerful female as she improbably instructed and brought me to climax by rhythmical fornication then grunted crudely.

“…Do you understand, Pussy?”

To be frank, I didn’t take it all in at first, but when Cloe had used and rutted me as well I pathetically surrendered what remained of my masculine will or common-sense and promised I would follow their direction to the letter even though I was sure it would cost me dear.

As always with Tara it still seemed I had little or no choice but to follow her lead one last ultimate humiliating occasion before I could thankfully put this long living nightmare behind me.

Therefore, when the tall, lean, imposing, arrogant, blonde Minister Jeffrey Lecher arrived in the late afternoon I met him along with Tara, Cloe and some of the others on the committee and as there was a few hours before his much-anticipated speech I took him to my tent exactly as arranged with my mentor.

My sister, Mary, was there waiting calmly for him in a short white crop top and a short black skirt when she smiled broadly and murmured.

“I’ve been asked by Tara to help you relax after your long journey, Sir?”

His icy blue eyes looked her up and down before he opened his mouth to show sharp white teeth that looked as if they were about to bite her.

“How lovely you are…she said that she had someone that might be of interest for me…”

Ignoring I was there, his hands reached under her low hem and pressed the warm white cheeks of my unprincipled sibling’s pert ass as his lips curled.

“…Mentioned that she has instructed you to my particular tastes or penchants and that you might want a position in London?”

Mary took his elongated fingertips and pressed her crotch against the rigidity then simpered.

“I already know how to please you, Mr Lecher…and if you give me a chance then I would love to come and serve you in the Big City.”

He gazed at me with dry humour and spoke coldly.

“Your sister is obviously a sweet and sensible girl…”

I noticed to my shock that his fingers were inside her panties now while he licked his dry lips then whispered as she whimpered.

“…And you are a very clever boy to arrange for this diversion and I can see you will surely go far…”

Mary was letting his digits fuck her pussy lips now as he laughed.

“…So, keep a look-out Percy and be sure we are not disturbed as I definitely do need to regather my strength.”

With that comment they smoothly slipped under the soft plastic cover into her private room but unfortunately, there was a small gap in the material, and I could not help but watch as Mary dropped to her knees, removed his huge erection and began to suck it then mutter pathetically.

“I so want to delight and pleasure you Mr Lecher…is this OK?”

His huge hands stroked her long straight black hair as she worked before his throat grumbled darkly.

“Not bad, Mary, but if you want me to house and feed you then you need to show you have an appreciation of my true desires…”

With that said she looked then stood up, removed her miniscule clothing down to the stockings garters and suspender then stood erect before calmly placing a red ball-gag into her open mouth and kneeling on the bed submissively as he clucked.

“…Good Bitch…you have indeed been well tutored…”

His strong fingers pulled her gleaming inky hair as the huge cock speared my petite sibling’s cute bottom before he spanked then fucked her at the same time and crowed like the rooster he was.

“Tell me you like it, Bitch!”

Mary whined and pressed back, removed the gag and answered him cleverly.

“I hate it…hate you, you, Bastard…taking my ass…. fuck my ass!”

He screwed her ferociously then slipped into the sodden vaginal entrance just below and hissed breathlessly.

“Are you on the pill?”

Mary groaned in base desire.

“Yes Mr Lecher…so fill me up…. use me…”

It was hard to believe this was my sweet sister talking as she went on.

“…I want to be your Mistress and Whore.”

The man shivered then climaxed inside her with a low guttural groan before she extricated her body, removed his clothes then laid him on the bed then fetched a wet towel and tenderly wiped his powerful lean body down as he closed his eyes and sighed contentedly.

“Keep showing me what you can do and let me consider your proposal.”

She bent over him, so her fragrant lustrous hair ran alluringly all over his skin then let her tongue dangle on the tip of the dripping penis.

“I’m very committed and talented, Mr Lecher…”

She started to suck him, and I listened to his low murmurs of fetid delight as she continued.

“…Am prepared to provide my prurient skills for you or your friends if you command me to…?”

His prick was solid again now as she crouched above him then arched down to let her body consume it as her mouth curled.

“…I’ve heard you have special evenings for girls like me…and would willingly play my part…!”

Mary rode him slowly and allowed the Bastard to almost snooze in his perversity before gradually increasing the base pace and fucking her slight hips strongly as if in need of completion.

“…Are you interested?”

He did not answer her - far too busy ejaculating inside her pussy - but after a brief period of recuperation then a further foray in foul sexual deviance, the infamous Jeffrey Lecher made his impassioned address about fairness and equality for all to the youth that was gathered, pressed flesh with the admiring adulating throng then slipped off quietly and made me wait outside Mary’s room while he gave my stupid salacious sibling another opportunity to impress him with her practised deviance.

They were so energetic that it came to a point where I drew away from the door because I did not wish to watch or listen to anything further because it was troubling to witness what Mary would endure or provide for what she obviously saw as advancement.

Eventually, this supercilious bounder and eternal womaniser drove off late into the gloomy night in his opulent chauffeured Rolls Royce, after providing me with just a passing nod of appreciation, and left Mary in her bed with the tainted stain of him no doubt all over her pale white innocent skin and special female places.

I was also alone because Olivia was staying the night with Keith while Tara and Cloe were encased in their own room because they naturally did not wish to be around to disturb the VIP guest while he was callously selfishly shagging my sister and I was relieved in many ways to finally be by myself.  

The morning brought a return of Olivia whose well-used cunt I sucked clean almost instinctively before mayhem ensued with everyone busy packing, then saying goodbye, prior to returning home and - after I had made my personal farewells to the necessary important people - I went into Tara’s tent where she was sitting on the bed above her cases with her comely sibling by her side.

Her green shimmering eyes captured me in some humour.

“Have you had fun, Percy?”

I felt sure she would not allow me to escape as I spat angrily at her in response.

“What do you think…you Bitch?”

She merely laughed.

“Don’t be like that, Percy…I’ve done you a favour but…”

My whole body was shaking in anger or anxiety while she grinned.

“…You just don’t realise it yet…”

She patently took unreasonable delight at my trepidation but then relaxed and simpered almost as if she was relieved.

“…You’re entirely free from me now, Percy, so let us put it all down to experience and maybe our paths will cross again when I’m on the cabinet and…”

Her shoulders shrugged ambivalently as if seeing the future clearly.

“…You’re still doing this…”

Tara’s fine finger pointed to the door.

“…Goodbye Percy…don’t contact me again unless you want to take the journey and appreciate that we all need to do what is required to make our mark.”

I turned to face her down as if I had heard enough of this rubbish.

“What do you mean…the Journey.”

Her reply was acidic and quick.

“To the top of the political ladder…be assured it’s a slippery greasy pole and you have to know how to climb it.”

I placed my nose high in the air, as if it had already been down in the sleaze and dirt for far too long around her.

“If this is how it is then I think I’ll pass.”

Her head nodded as if in agreement then walked to me and kissed my cheek almost fondly.

“You say that Percy, and if you feel the same way in a few weeks then that’s fine but…”

She turned away and went to Cloe.

“…I have a strange feeling about you…and that you will need my counsel and advice very shortly.”

If Tara was offering me her number or email I did not require it because - as I boldly strode to my tent where Olivia was waiting - I was certain this depravity was already behind me now and it nearly was, but my girlfriend stared at me and engaged a familiar sly smirk.

“Keith gave me a quickie for the road while you were talking to the girls so can you suck me Darling please…”

She undid her jeans then lowered the tiny wet pink panties to reveal the slimy stickiness below.

“…As I do so enjoy it when you do.”

It took a few minutes to complete the dripping demeaning task and when it was done I walked out to my car to find that Tara and her clan had already left and most improbably then felt a wave of silent panic wash over me.

For nearly a week she had been my sole supervisor and guide and although my liberation was not to be taken for granted, the sense of loss was indeed strangely tangible.

The drive home was long and gave me time to think; I felt certain Mary - having been used so filthily then left by the hateful Cad, Jeffrey Lecher - would surely see the error of her promiscuous ways and return her focus to more wholesome pastimes or possibly go to college simply to study.

It was obvious to me that a powerful man like our revered foreign secretary would not have the time and patience for my sister or be coerced and turned by her obvious sensual sullied skills.

After all he had an important cabinet position and our marvellous country to defend and help run.

We had not discussed what happened - likewise with Olivia - but while the girls slept deeply when my Mercedes drew into our long leafy drive I sensed that, just as Tara had mentioned, it was merely a brief experience, and it was best for everyone to put it all well behind us and carry on as normal.

Everyone needed their bed after the journey - as we were undoubtedly bushed - but as my sister disappeared in her room to rest my fiancé showered before laying out dramatically on my duvet in just her white tight panties before murmuring with appreciation.

“Thank you for being so good about my indiscretions with Keith, Darling…”

I was back in my pyjamas now as I needed to rid myself of the impulse to wear lingerie and listed attentively while she parted her thighs and sighed.

“…But the time with him has shown me that occasionally I need strong rough sex, Darling…”

She held out her arms in welcome.

“…But to have it with you, Darling…so be my man and Master, Percy and take then fuck your wife to be.”

Feeling confused and uncertain I kneeled between her thick legs and gasped desperately.

“It’s been such a harrowing day, Darling…I do not quite feel up to it.”

In a show of frustration, Olivia pulled me down and over her body, removed my erection and placed it against her bald pussy because somehow the panties had been kicked off and she was entirely naked as her voice grumbled.
“Stick it inside and claim me, Percy…”

Under her assault my hard little prick slid through the wetness of her pussy as she wrapped her muscled thighs around my slim back and grunted.

“…Fuck me like Keith…then do my ass as well…”

To this deviant demand and the reminder of what had just gone by, I climaxed immediately then pulled away to leave my pathetic spots of semen covering her divine mound of Venus as my Love chuckled in some tempered irritation.

“…Never mind, it has been an unusual time so lick me off, Darling, and we can try again over the weekend but no toys at the moment because…”

She grimaced as my liquid tongue settled on her clitoral point and began to work its magic.

“…I have decided from now on I require the real thing.”

Although Olivia was fatigued she insisted I provide my oral talents for a while until she reached orgasm over and over again while recounting lurid tales of how the older man, Keith, had fornicated with her so memorably.

Disgracefully, I also found hormonal bliss many times which was created then deposited over her skin and creases before my mouth sucked it clean and then the whole debased process started all over again.

In fact, to add extra fire to my internal confusion, as I settled beside her I secretly longed for the divine touch of silk and lace on my genitals and caressing the still smooth legs below to lull me to sleep.

The morning brought no respite, as Olivia wanted more sex, which resulted in me covering her pussy with my spunk once more before shamefully licking it off because her dim mind and needy thick body was desperate for continual resolution.

She seemed content enough however and accepted my offer of cleaning her clothes from the week before departing mainly because I had become used to the menial domestic tasks involved and secretly quite enjoyed them.

During the day, Mary noticed what I was doing and placed a washing basket beside me as I worked on my fiancés underwear.

“Do mine as well, Percy, please as you seem to like it and…”

She tapped my bottom in passing to tease me.

“…Wear anything that takes your fancy if you want as I understand and don’t mind…”

Her lips turned up in amusement.

“…In fact, I quite like this side of you.”

I flushed brightly and muttered sharply.

“I only wore female underwear because Tara made me.”

My sister merely giggled.

“She told me, and I know but there are a couple of outfits she loaned me to wear for Jeffrey so it’s her stuff, if that makes you feel any better about it…?”

Her shoulders hung in contemplation, and she kissed my cheek lovingly.

“…You can experiment safely here with me before I go.”

I stared at her then gasped at the news.

“Go…where?”

My formerly innocent sibling laughed.

“London of course to be with Jeffrey; he’s already got the apartment and I’ll be leaving within the week.”

In some disturbance I dropped the knickers I was washing and shook my head in disbelief.

“But how can you…when you know what he wants and expects?”

My sister held my hand and smiled like sunshine.

“Dear Percy…you are wonderful but still so adolescent and innocent…”

Her tone was considerate but plain.

“Girl and boys like sex…often decadence and fetishes as well and to be honest I revel in what he can provide sexually and who I can be introduced to…”

She squeezed my fingers.

“…This is real life, Percy…not some safe fantasy political world that exists merely in your lovely head where everyone is kind and not driven by greed or lust…”

I fell back stunned as Mary finished her sentence.

“…To play the whore or Mistress to an influential rich man like Jeffrey is an opportunity which I want to go and grasp…”

She gurgled like a child.

“…And play with his huge cock and balls as well to see where it will lead me…”

Her arms hugged me tightly as I shivered.

“…If you really want a career in the devious political world then at some stage you need to grow up into adulthood and realise sex is fun and exists in many forms and can, as Tara has explained, if used appropriately, be used as a subtle weapon for advancement…”

My sister held up a tiny pair of black knickers with white bows and sighed.

“…If you want to wear them then do so…go out with men or women whatever turns you on as I will never judge you for your desires or penchants.”

I felt uncomfortable and abashed as I swore that I had not the slightest inclination to place such sensual items around me once because I knew the path I wanted to tread now, and it was not as some half-man under the rule of someone like her deviant friend Tara.

However, after working my way through all the stained laundry and noticing how much ejaculate was all over her underwear, there was a set of white stockings garters and suspenders that I separated from the pile - once they were clean - then hid them under my pillow as I merely wanted to touch them.

That night Mary went out and, as Olivia and I were having a few days off, I slipped off to bed early then showered and noticed the fair hairs on my legs were beginning to grow again.

Almost without thinking I went into my sister’s rooms where I found the same bottle of hair-remover Tara had smeared on me and used it where necessary before waiting for the stinging sensation which told me it was time to be washed off.

Improbably the process of beautification seemed to inflame my senses as I became aroused to the point my cock went hard then even more rigid when I drew the stockings on my newly prepared skin because by then I just had to.

Once my lower body was covered in finery I just lay on my back and relished the sensation of perfumed skin on luscious nylon or lace and in that moment of indulgence had an almost overwhelming urge to see and speak to Tara.

My head recalled the teasing sensual games and torture the red-haired girl had put me through, but the crude humiliation now seemed weirdly like a mental aphrodisiac as I longed for her perverse rule and domination while rubbing my penis gently though the delicious panties while trying to make the heavenly tension and titillation last forever.

The first climax cleared my head and made me understand I would never lower myself by ever ringing or meeting the young woman again, but then the urge to repeat the routine to orgasm returned with a vengeance and the same erotic emotions tormented my peace of mind with increasing force.

I masturbated in the lingerie for hours, slept late and awoke to find my sister sitting on my bed with the bottle of hair-removal cream in her fingers and a smile on her gorgeous face.

“I’ll buy you some…”

Her palms stroked my stockinged leg.

“…As these feel better far better when the skin in slippery and seamless.”

My impulse was to deny the obvious but then remembered what she had said the day before.

“I do quite enjoy the sensation and…”

She stroked my inner thigh and chuckled as they parted slightly.

“…It is harmless…isn’t it?”

My sibling nodded and rose up and raised an expressive eyebrow.

“I suppose so… “

Her blue eyes observed the plentiful dry but dirty stains on the gusset of the panties around me and laughed.

“…But I guess you are going to be exceptionally busy with your cleaning duties.”

In many ways I felt belittled by her comments alongside my degenerate actions but although I tried to stop this need to wear female underwear I could not deny my inclinations for long and it became a secret subversive addiction on the nights I did not see Olivia.

When I did dine and bed my fiancé I tried manfully to take the male role she demanded, but in spite of her encouragements I could not manage to properly fuck her as she craved, and it was only my oral talents that kept us together along with the fact we knew and liked each other quite openly.

Mary left for London to play the Whore to the depraved Jeffrey Lecher - which was a real shock and blow to lose her sunny presence - and before leaving she pressed me to contact Tara, as my sister could sense my inner turmoil and thought her devious friend might help. 

To stop me thinking about her then the loneliness of being in the large house by myself I busied myself with the estates and duties as the Conservative leader here in the local community but found that after the apparent success of the glamping week I had strangely become something of a celebrity and for the life of me had no idea why.

Offers were pouring in to go to the BCM meetings or to talk to senior members who wanted to meet me for reasons that were not plain until in the end I did not respond to anyone.

It was all becoming too much to deal with and I longed for someone more astute to tell me what on earth I should do.

I tried to speak to Olivia, but she was becoming distant from me and by the taste of her pussy - that I was licking continually - I could tell she had started sleeping with other men which had the strangest effect on me because I did not mind at all but could not tell her such a terrible disgraceful thing.

The weeks sped by and more and more my head thought about Tara and how much unanticipated fun I had shared with her although I would never have admitted it at the time.

Increasingly, when I put on lingerie for bed I oiled my ass and would secretly silently start to remember what it was like to be taken and fucked before impossibly I began to physically ache to repeat the degrading act.

Six weeks after the unforgettable vacation in Devon I was in a bad way and, in something of a frenzied impulse, I spoke to Mary then asked for Tara’s number, but my sister merely listened, said she would talk to her first as the young woman was wary of me and my capricious nature.

I heard nothing for a couple of empty days then found an email waiting for me one late evening; wonderfully it was from Tara, and I opened it immediately then nervously.

Hi, I heard you wanted to speak to me?

Yes, Yes I did are you in?

I waited breathlessly then a communication box appeared.

Yes what do you want?

I typed quickly not wishing to lose the link.

Everything is falling apart. Olivia is about to leave me. Mary has gone off to London while I’m being pestered to organize or supply things from head office but am unsure what they want and...

And what?

I just could not admit it and procrastinated before another message - far more tart and impatient - came through.

Look just forget it…I have already given up on you.

In sudden panic I confessed one single truth that seemed to open a floodgate of admission.

No don’t go…I miss you, what you showed and shared with me and even your…

It was hard to tell her, but I had to.

…Rule over me.

Time seemed to stand still for a moment then she responded.

Well, that is some progress, but I will ask you some questions and if you are less than frank I will know, and you shall lose any chance or opportunity with me which I presume is what you wish for.

Yes it is and I will be honest Miss.

Are you still wearing female underwear and nylons during the day below your clothes?

Yes. I tried not to but could not resist so Yes.

Do you like it?

Yes, and I sleep in them at night.

Does Olivia know?

No

She must if you wish to remain with her.

What should I do?

Invite her to stay over dress up in a pretty outfit and say you want to be her girlfriend.

Won’t she think that’s strange?

No, Olivia will be relieved as she can then be honest about the men she has taken up with and can share it with you.

I pulsed in anticipation, and she seemed to read me.

Are you hard?

Yes, something about speaking to you and these deviant games excites me.

Want me to fuck you?

I shivered at the divisive thought which had entered my mind many times.

Yes, in stockings and suspenders.

That is enough for now but admit that you wish to be my submissive.

For a moment I blanched at the query but quickly succumbed.

Yes Miss…I do wish to serve you.

Do you know what a Sissy Boy is?

No.

In my head I sensed her laugh.

It’s you silly…a cute boy that has a fetish for wearing female finery and serving superior girls like me. Now tell me what you are and mean it and I will put you back on my list of possibles!

I gulped as my throat was dry but provided what she asked for.

Yes I wish to become a Sissy Boy…I long to dress in lingerie and answer to you.

We will see. I am in touch with Olivia and will monitor your progress and if you throw yourself in willingly to my design then we can discuss more.

Thank you.

The electric link was closed, and I looked back at our surreal discussion and surged with sexual energy before climaxing in the cotton panties I was wearing then showering and putting fresh female fancies on for bed before picking up the phone and speaking to Olivia.

I profusely apologised for how I had been recently and asked her to come round tomorrow night then stay over as I had something important to discuss.

She agreed and the following late-afternoon my fiancé appeared with an overnight bag which I took up to my bedroom and had her follow me then sat on the edge of the large bed before I whispered weakly.

“We have been having trouble, Darling, and I don’t wish to lose you but need to explain something serious…”

I removed my suit to reveal a full set of stockings and suspenders and mumbled while she observed me intently.

“…I have a real desire or addiction for wearing female clothes and in truth I can’t be the man you want me to be but…”

My tone was scared and uncertain.

“…Can maybe we be…girlfriends instead?”

As I watched on she lifted up, removed her casual clothes down to her bra and panties then embraced me in strong muscular arms.

“Of course, Percy…I’m so relieved as I thought we were breaking up but am well-aware about your feminine inclinations and…”

She rubbed her warm soft body against mine.

“…Would love to become your girlfriend…”

She held then kissed me passionately and rubbed her pussy against mine.

“…And share everything as girlfriends do...”

I found myself laying with my hips atop hers on the bed as she held my ass and pushed me up and down mound to mound before she whispered a secret.

“…I’ve been fucking Keith again but he’s becoming boring recently so there’s another guy too…”

My body heaved upwards to the barely unexpected news before I ejaculated into the knickers as she sighed.

“…But after watching Mary and Tara I feel I want to use my female charms to maybe help the Conservative cause and maybe myself…with you if possible?”

In answer I worked my mouth between her comely thighs to bring her oral comfort and could sense the essence of another man inside as I muttered.

“Who is it that has fucked this today?”

She gurgled then laughed without shame.

“Well Darling…Girl to Girl I will admit…”

My tongue and her tone burrowed deeper and lower as she gasped.

“…It’s the black trainer at the gym called, Nelson…who fucks me with his deliciously huge cock in the back room after a workout…”

Olivia quivered then spurted over me with womanly juices before we settled into each other’s arm as she simpered positively.

“…Fuck, our relationship is already so much better like this!”

We teased each other all night but the intimacy was merely touching or licking as I could only cum in the panties or over her skin before sucking it off and - after dinner with me in just my stained underwear - in the light of morning and after further teasing in the dim light she helped me choose fresh knickers and nylons under my male clothes and we seemed much closer than we had ever been.

The relationship actually worked better if both of us could accepted we were female friends and as if to test the theory Olivia murmured to me over breakfast.

“If you want me to move in and keep you company I will…”

She sipped her tea and smiled.

“…But I must have the space to bring lovers back as necessary.”

To my shock I sounded enthused.

“Yes of course, Darling, that is only fair…”

My cock was irrationally hard as she continued.

“…And I want you to take me to functions and introduce me to the senior figures in the party because Tara thinks I have hidden talents in that regard and should use them to help us all progress.”

I gasped as her hand slipped inside my trousers and stroked my erection through the frilly pink panties I had on.

“You mean sleep with men like Mary is doing…let them fuck you…use you?”

I juddered to debased bliss as she laughed.

“Why not I find that I like sex with strong rich arrogant guys…”

Her fingertips wiped the semen, I had just produced, on my trembling lips.

“…You do seem to get off on me doing it…so why the fuck should I not enjoy myself.”

She lifted the medium length skirt in expectation before I suckled her wet pussy to completion on bended knees and it appeared we had unexpectedly reached an understanding because Olivia moved in that evening then brought her black new man back the following night to fuck his brain out in the room beside mine before I disgracefully licked her clean when he left.

When I had finished the degrading task she watched me keep sliding my tongue in her slit then exhaled with some gratification.

“I have informed Tara about your co-operative state and…”

She chuckled darkly.

“…If you suck my biggest dildo before sticking it right inside me then she has told me I can provide you her number in the morning.”

As requested I used my mouth to engage with the evocative object and tried not to notice how drawing the large fake cock made my penis pulse against the lingerie I was wearing, before using it to fuck her and then suckling the juices off the pimpled covering of the divisive phallus without being asked to.

It just seemed the complete thing to do under the circumstances.

My fiancé - if that was what she still was - merely watched and encouraged me in this regard and when she was sated I placed the dildo in her fingers while Olivia merely stared at me haplessly because clearly I had a perverse itch that needed to be scratched as I kneeled over on the bed expectantly.

However, she merely patted the warm white flesh on my backside and simpered with regret.

“I’m sorry, Sweetie, but I can’t give what you crave as it seems we are both submissive and enjoy being dominated…”

She pressed my solid prick to create tension which made me cum into the panties as she laughed.

“…Darling, don’t you see that we are girls or lesbians together and, as one horny female to another…”

Her mouth mixed with mine as her breath whispered.

“…When you speak to Tara then treat her as your superior not your equal as it is obvious she can supply what you need and indirectly…”

She squatted over my face and pushed her saturated pussy onto my tongue before groaning.

“…Maybe what we all need to improve our lot.”

It seemed her advice was well-intentioned but what she said seemed extreme but before she left for the gym in the morning Olivia punched Tara’s number into my phone and smiled dryly.

“She is expecting you to ring exactly at 10a.m but would warn you Percy…”

I listened nervously.

“…I want her to lead me as I mentioned and will do it with you as my girlfriend come fiancé or find another way.”

The meaning was crystalised as I stared up helplessly.

“But I love you Olivia.”

She chuckled and walked towards the door.

“I love you too, Sweetie, and will buy you something comfy to sleep in but be sure…”

Her meaning was transparent.

“…Lose the attitude and ego because you’re just going to be a promiscuous obedient girl like me.”

I watched the clock go around until the appointed time then pressed the green button on my phone and heard Tara’s calm refrain at the end of the line.

“Hi Percy, I hear you are making progress and accepting your new role, but can you really bend to my will completely…?”

She was getting straight to the point which made me quake.

“…Understand that I will ask you only once…”

I could hardly breathe.

“…Do you want to be my servant, Percy, for a six-month trial and see how we get on?”

Suddenly all reservations dissipated in an instant as if I had no future without her.

“Please Miss…please…I loved what you showed me and with everything going on now I don’t know what to do…”

I sounded sincere but barely knew my own mind as I pleaded.

“…Please be my Mistress, tell me what you wish, and I will obey you completely.”

Her voice raised a tone.

“You want me to fuck your ass, Sweetie?”

My reply was impulsive.

“Yes…while I’m dressed up.”

Tara sighed softly.

“Good Girl…but it will have to wait, as first we have to get your chunky fiancé on her back and working for the Conservative cause…”

I felt myself getting harder as she laughed.

“…Agreed?”

My lips blew hot air.

“Yes Miss…she wants to.”

Tara exhaled meanly.

“I know…and now you are girlfriends…”

She giggled wickedly.

“…You can listen and learn before it is your turn, now…”

I was soon on the precipitous edge.

“…Cum into the panties you have on, and I will speak to you later with instruction, understand?”

My body surged to climax as I grumbled passively.

“Yes Miss, I have, thank you.”

When my head cleared I realised she had gone but we had a contract now and knew that it was just a matter of hours before everything became much simpler but undoubtedly far more degenerate.

Therefore, after speaking to my new Mistress the following day, I then answered letters and invitations according to her direction then reduced the hours for my cleaning lady we had, as for some strange reason, Tara felt it was vital I became efficient in all areas of domestic work.

Olivia and Tara were in constant communication and my fiancé took pictures of me in the lingerie I liked to wear and then the silken slips and nighties she purchased - with my money - for me to wear in bed and forwarded them.

After a week I felt more content with the situation and at this point Olivia began inserting a small plug in my anus directly to Tara’s orders and in a growing sense of confusion I spoke to her the following morning and grumbled in complaint.

“Why is Olivia bossing me around as I thought it would be just you and me.”

She laughed at my naivety.

“No not at all, Percy…you will submit to her or whatever woman I advise and at the moment it is best if you do not see me as you need to learn this fact…”

Her tone was harsh.

“…Is that a problem, Pussy?”   

Simply speaking to her made me ache in tension as I gasped.

“I just want to see you Miss…and give myself to you.”

She sounded calmer and more empathetic.

“Of course, but with the plug used each day by the time we get together you will be primed for fucking won’t you, Sweetie.

It was hard to contain a low moan.

“Yes, yes, of course…I’m sorry Miss I have no right to press you.”

Her voice softened further.

“Good Girl…you are both to attend this meeting at the hotel in London where our esteemed MP Damian Jones has expressed an interest in meeting you and your best girlfriend …”

She sighed meaningfully.

“…You know what he will expect so make sure Olivia pleases him as this will further help you get a reputation as a man who can get things done…”

My breath caught at the naked perversity, and she chuckled.

“…Rub your little man, Percy…as I know you enjoy this duplicity and debauchery.

I reached sordid heaven as she listened before my mouth grunted.

“Yes Miss…I understand and will endeavour, along with Olivia, to prove our worth.”

A few days later we were booked into in the Savoy where the Conservative meeting and dinner was to take place when - after Olivia and I had dressed in formal wear - there was a light knock at the door, and I opened it to see the famous politician Damian Jones who walked in quickly and smiled at me while I closed the opening to ensure privacy.

“You must be, Percy…”

The man was in the regulation black and white dinner suit and was mature corpulent bald-headed and had a familiar air of arrogance about him.

“…Already I have heard good things, Percy, and that you are one of our up-and-coming young stars…”

Olivia walked into the front room in her lovely gold medium length evening dress, and he looked her up and down as if she was milk chocolate about to be consumed, then murmured softly.

“…And this is your fiancé that wishes to help you get noticed.”

I knew straight away she was not attracted to him, but the accommodating girl took the thick hand he offered and shook it then whispered.

“Hello, Mr Jones…it’s such a great honour to meet you,”

He removed his fingers from the grip then placed a palm on top of her blonde head and gently pushed my girl down onto her knees and smirked.

“I’m sure it is, Olivia…but we can talk about it later as now I need some…”

Already she had removed his long stiff erection and was gently sucking it as he grunted.

“…Attention...”

My dissolute girlfriend proceeded to do an excellent job with her mouth and tongue to get the flesh entirely rigid and I waited for the eruption, but it never came as the plump male grunted, lifted Olivia to her feet then pushed her over until she was resting against me as his fat cheeks grinned.

“…This is far too good to waste…”

As I held her solid arms and shoulders this anonymous Bastard lifted the material of the expensive dress before - by the shocked look on Olivia’s face – he then lowered her panties to the knees while spreading her legs from behind and primitively pushing up inside her in an irresistible thrust while grunting.

“…Don’t you think so Bitch?”

She rested her shaky head on my stomach and pressed back to meet his rude energy until they were moving in base rhythm then gasped.

“Oh yes, Sir…I’m so happy to help and it is indeed a privilege…”

His speed and energy were increasingly frenetic until they both seemed to scream together before the penis on his rounded body poured plentiful warm spunk inside her belly as she whimpered.

“…To serve such important men like you…”

While he shivered in delight my fiancé turned around, kneeled again then drew his wet cock before it miraculously hardened once more as she whispered throatily.

“…Percy, mentioned it is an admirable duty to ease the pressure on important leaders in the party.”

Her head moved swiftly like a living piston which made him promptly climax again before he stroked her fair curly hair and sighed wearily.

Well Percy is a very enlightened young fellow while you Olivia are a truly agreeable desirable lady and…”

His bloated from staggered towards the door to safety and escape.

“…I will ensure that you both start to get the help and recognition you deserve…”

He departed and left a few words hanging.

“…We’ll speak after my address to the gathered.”

Once we were alone, Olivia came to me then kissed my mouth which was full of his thick salty ejaculate and gurgled.

“Fuck I like this seedy game, as you do…”

The detestable taste of him was weirdly appealing and after we had shared the debateable fruits my girlfriend had me kneel then lifted the exquisite dress material over my head and laughed in her diminished state.

“…So, suck me clean, Darling…as he was rude and rough as I require but did not make me cum…”

Her hands drew me in to the wet sexual lips and wiped her sensitive clitoral nub on my wriggling tongue.

“…That’s it just…just…”

A generous wet flow of female ejaculate told me she had reached orgasm before her voice became calmer.

“…There…Mmm…I can see politics is even more interesting than I thought…”

Olivia released me from under the darkness of her skirt then sniggered as if this depravity was funny.

“…Let’s go to dinner and network because suddenly…”

She took my hand and squeezed it as if we were truly in this together.

“…I’m starving!”

The evening of like-minded political Conservatives went smoothly; there was about a hundred people of varying ages who socialised, enjoyed the grand dinner, speeches and made connections that might be helpful in future battles to come.

Either internal problems or with the eternal enemy of the Labour Party.

To my shock and with Olivia glowing at my side, everyone seemed to know or make themselves known to me and when the dancing began my girlfriend proved to be an extremely popular partner amongst the many predatory men who pressed against her rich heavy shape on the floor.

As I watched on into the late of the evening a familiar mature feminine face from countless appearances on Question Time - in various cabinet positions - took a seat beside me as I whispered in awe.

“Mrs Tatum, I did not realise you were here it is such an honour to finally meet you.”

She nodded and crossed her slender stockinged legs below the short black pencil skirt of the dress suit she was wearing and sighed.

“Call me Margaret, and I wanted to meet you as Jeffrey, Damian along with a few others have mentioned you in dispatches and I see it as my job to take an interest in new up and coming talent.”

I went to respond but then saw this Damian Jones walking quickly back to the table where he glanced at the woman at my side then directly at me.

“Give me the room key please as your young lady and I desire a further detailed conversation…”

My complexion flushed up brightly, but I saw Olivia was waiting for him expectantly by the main door and meekly palmed this rapacious male what he wanted before he smirked contentedly.

“…Don’t come back for a couple of hours as I need to release all my tension before wandering home.”

As if to save the day the famous fabulous Mrs Tatum made an unexpected suggestion.

“As you have been so munificent with your fiancé, Percy, then as I have finished here you could come to my room, and we can discuss politics if you wish…?”

It was hard to believe what was happening as she continued.

“…Damian can text me when he’s had his wily way with her….as men of his standing tend to do with impressionable young girls,”

My body pulsed for myriad reasons but by this time the man had left, placing his large palm on my girlfriend’s plump ass to lead her away in the process, and I tried to remain calm as if these events happened to me each day before speaking quietly.

“I would simply adore sharing time with you, Mrs Tatum.”

She nodded then whispered in my ear.

“That’s fine, my room is 504 and for discretion follow me in precisely ten minutes where if you behave then you may remain with me until my debased colleague calls.”

Subsequently, I took the offer to possible good fortune because the woman was at the extreme top of the political mountain, made some brief farewells to the faces I had met then - when the allotted time had passed - I slipped up furtively to the fifth floor and timidly knocked on the appropriate door.

It opened noiselessly and I walked in to find this political goliath pouring a glass of whisky and then gesturing to me.

“Would you like one?”

I blushed slightly.

“I don’t drink spirits, Mrs Tatum.”

She smiled and then took a single-seated high-back antique chair and let me remain on my feet.

“I have heard you are refreshingly pure along with a few other endearing instincts that might be useful because I am always looking for fresh interns and am considering you for the position in the new year if you are willing?”

This news was more than I ever expected, and my head shook in amazement.

“That would be a dream come true, Mrs Tatum.”

She sipped her copper liquid and seemed to measure her words carefully.

“Tara, who you know well, is an admirable young girl…”

The mention of her name made me queasy, but I listened intently.

“…She has become an occasional confidant of mine and suggested the position for you but as you can appreciate I need to have total trust in my personal assistant…”

Her painted red thin lips took some more of the expensive malt then muttered.

“…So, I need to ask you some questions and if you do not tell me the truth then I will understand but will not ask anything more of you…”

It was hard to anticipate what was to come but if this woman knew Tara then she was already well aware of my feminine inclinations, and I stood in silence as she went on.

“…How do you feel that Damian is screwing your thickset Slut of a girlfriend and that other powerful men are lining up to do the same.”

I drew breath and exhaled perhaps ungallantly.

“I like it, Mrs Tatum, to be frank her actions excite me…and Olivia, while you may know from Tara that we are now merely girlfriends not normal boyfriend and girlfriend.”

Her delicate mature head nodded in appreciation that I assumed her intuition or source of information provided more knowledge than she mentioned.

“Show me, Percy.”

Reflexively I removed my suit to reveal the sublime female lingerie below when she sighed pointedly and made her own pernicious confession.

“How delectably sweet you are, and I would declare that I prefer to choose Sissy boys to serve me…does that shock you?”

My head shook.

“No, Mrs Tatum…Tara has already clearly demonstrated I possess feminine and submissive inclinations therefore would be thrilled not ashamed to assist you in this role.”

She changed the subject.

“Come here.”

I stood before her trembling when she placed her longest finger on the front of my panties and spoke teasingly.

“Think about Olivia being rutted like a base prostitute and let me see you…”

I spurted instantly in the gusset, and she chuckled.

“…Cum!”

She downed what was left on her drink then stood up.

“…Would you like to see what your job, if you were offered it, might entail.”

My voice was enthused while my mind was melting.

“Yes, Mrs Tatum please.”

“Then undress me.”

Nervously but obediently, I drew off her jacket then unzipped and removed the tight skirt around her aged but lean form to leave her wearing only divine lingerie with the bright decoration of floral patterns as I gasped.

“They are gorgeous.”

She gurgled in satisfaction as my cock began to pulse.

“I would buy you similar items if you worked for me; now go and hang my suit up and run me a bath...”

In quick time I did so, and she soon followed me into the main bedroom then murmured.

“…Remove the underwear as well and wash them while I bathe…”

My hand unclipped the bra to allow her plump breasts to fall forward before I separated the stockings from the garters then anxiously drew off the divine knickers to reveal a thick mousy blonde bush of pubic hair and inhaled the evocative scent.

The woman noticed my lewd reflex and simpered.

“Tara mentioned you had such strong divine instincts now let me relax while you work…”


The celebrated lady slid into the hot soapy water and gestured to her panties on the floor.

“…Take your items off, and you have my permission to cum in mine as I can clearly tell you want to…”

My fingers removed my lace and finery until she could see my petite erection which I placed over the open crotch of her underwear while she sighed.

“…I do so enjoy pretty boys that make comely malleable Girls, so rub your cute clitoral cock out then clean everything until it’s spotless…”

What semen I had in my balls creamed over the silky satin of the gusset before Mrs Tatum began to slowly lather her skin and settle in the luxurious tub.

“…Get busy with your laundry duties while I chill out.”

The thrill of washing the precious smalls of a fabled revered older but still-alluring woman like this was beyond description, and I paid due diligence to my wonderful tasks before placing the articles on the silver rails nearby to dry before murmuring to my host.

“Is this acceptable, Mrs Tatum?”

She inspected from a distance the fruits of my efforts, nodded politely and then stepped into the huge towel I held out then took it onto the bed where she placed herself face down on the covers and sighed.

“Dry me all over, Percy, and massage my back then shoulders as I need an intern that can sate and soothe me after a busy day…”

I began to gently rub the milky skin as she cooed in fetid pleasure.

“…Harder, more energy, Pussy, if you want to impress…”

My fingers pressed more firmly as she simpered.

“…That’s better, knead my muscles and lay on my back to stretch it…”

My skin was next to hers now and to my horror my penis began to swell as she sensed me then laughed at my dither.

“…You, Bad Girl, Percy, go and put your panties and nylons back on then you may return…”

I obeyed the command then in seconds I was in place atop her fragile bones where she encouraged me to kneel either side of her legs and groaned.

“…If you work for me you will of course be in chastity but until then, Cutie, just rub your pretty little clitoris into the knickers…”

I shivered promptly then contained what semen I had left then continued to tease her rear body with my fingertips before she handed me a small bottle of oil and exhaled.

“…Finish off with this then put some on your tongue and…”

Her bottom wriggled noticeably in expectation of her foul instruction.

“…Lick my ass!”

I followed her commands until she was glistening then finally pressed my salivating mouth to the crease of her backside and grunted without the slightest self-respect.

“Let me work for you, Mrs Tatum…it would be such a marvellous privilege…”

My tongue slowly burrowed into her dark anal crevice then entrance while I spluttered.

“…Please…I would do anything.”

She let me disgrace myself on her rear entrance then eventually turned over to expose the most heavenly breasts and curved soft belly above a pussy with a literal forest of springy pubic hair, before the woman closed her pale eyes and sighed.

“Do my front now Percy very tenderly and gingerly...as this is merely a trial…”

The exotic sight of her laid out like this was intoxicating and without thinking I removed my diminutive erection from the panties then disastrously spurted all over her hirsute mound in my fluster and excitement which made her jump up then place me over her knee with surprising vim as she growled in palpable anger.

“How dare you, young man…I’m not your stupid fiancé to casually spray your fluids over…”

Her palm smacked my deliciously covered bottom with terrible force, but it was the words she uttered that caused me pain.

“…Clearly, you are not ready for such a lofty role or place under my wing…”

I whimpered as she beat me but then was saved by the sound of the phone buzzing when her lips curled in distaste after reading the message..

“…Your sordid girlfriend in ready for you now…”

Her fingertips pulled down the material on the knickers I had on then eased the longest one up my bottom before grunting.

“…Do not despair, Percy…as I am indeed demanding, so study further under Tara’s whip and perhaps when you are fully trained, educated then ready I might possibly grant you another opportunity.”

In seconds I had hastily gathered my clothes and was back with Olivia who was evocatively spreadeagled nakedly on the bed, patently awaiting my oral attentions because she was overflowing with heady aromatic spunk from every crease or cavity she possessed.

Her depravity was unforgivable but equally irresistible as I immediately cleansed and suckled the putrid mess then brought her to an ultimate orgasm before she patted my head and moaned.

“Fuck, Percy…what an evening…”

The vaginal crease was visibly flowing as she pushed it against my tongue and simpered in satisfaction.

“…Tell me when we can do it again!”

As if she was a gifted prophet, that is exactly what repeated and happened because most improbably I seemed to be the decadent flavour of the month - along with my promiscuous girlfriend - because we did the senior, often sullied party-political circuit, over the next few months where Olivia proved to be exceptionally popular with the older men who often had their hands on power then her at the same primal time.

I did run into Mrs Tatum now and then but other than a cursory nod she sadly tended to totally ignore me.

Olivia’s sexual disloyalty had in truth always been discomforting for me, but over time I had started to see us as genuine female friends and was silently taking an interest then even a subversive fetid fascination in her deviance and began to ask personal sometimes detailed questions about her various assignations.

My female companion no longer had any apparent conscience about her many affairs, and I would feverishly rub myself to sexual glory in my lingerie and against her body while she related tales about her lurid liaisons, many of which unbelievably involved her being tied up and taken while she laid there helplessly on the bed.

She would sometimes purposely press my rigidity held in place by the tight panties I often wore and tease me endlessly to masculine dishonour, but all seemed innocent enough until one night she whispered something far more specific when we were under the covers after one of her lewd trysts.

“Sometimes, Percy, I honestly think you get off on this more than I do…”

Her perverse projection or weird ideas made me shake and shudder as she ignored my apparent feigned revulsion and laughed.

“…Maybe I could get my new man Pierce to capture and torture you properly just like he does to…”

Helplessly I spurted fluid into the smooth feminine gusset as she finished.

“…Me.”

Pierce Hanson was a youngish new gun on the political block who seemed destined for great Conservative success, and I was well aware that my girlfriend had been seeing him much more frequently than her other lovers but still felt we safely remained an item as I quickly attempted to pass-over her joke.

“I don’t think so, Darling, this is merely a dissolute phase of mere experimentation I’m going through.”

She slipped fine warm fingers into my wet knickers and gurgled.

“Maybe or maybe not but I can tell you are extra submissive, far more that you used to be when we began this diversion and to be brutal, Darling, although I am very fond of our time together…”

Her voice sighed softly then liltingly.

“…I’m not sure if I’m the right one for you anymore.”

In response I sucked at her full pussy and cried meekly.

“Please don’t break up with me Olivia…”

She quickly noisily climaxed under my tactile tongue as I groaned moronically.

“…I love you.”

We did not discuss the thorny issue further and then slept simply through exhaustion before life continued along the same illicit road for a while, but disconcertingly I was feeling increasingly uncertain of both my fiancé and future therefore was unusually vocal during in my weekly call and progress report to Tara when I proffered up a concern.

“May I ask you a question, Miss?”

“Of course.”

I drew breath for pluck.

“It’s been over six months since I asked then you agreed to be my Mistress and mentor.”

She interrupted curtly as if already riled by any possible complaint I might have.

“And haven’t you progressed during that time?”

The truth was inarguable.

“Yes, yes that’s true…”

My tone sounded wimpish and needy.

“…But don’t you wish to see me?”

Her response was tart.

“Of course, Percy, but I am busy with studies while I am still guiding you towards your future from a distance…I mean look how far you have come in that time and under my watch…”

It was her turn to inhale.

“…You are surely being noticed by all senior figures within the party and have gradually learned to be feminine, obedient and pliable during that time which will in due course help us both enormously…”

Incredibly I was physically hard at her clinical analysis of my situation.

“…Do I detect problems with your Slut of a girlfriend…?”

Perhaps foolishly I confessed what Olivia had said to me about sharing something mucky but meaningful with her awful new admirer then waited for her shock or outrage, but her response was even more unnerving.

“…My, what a splendid, inspired suggestion, as you need to know how to pleasure men as well as women as you move upwards so I would definitely confirm you will dress up then go for a sleazy trip with pretentious Pierce and Olivia as I know for a fact he definitely goes both ways…”

My heartbeat was racing ten to the dozen at her lack of care or concern, but she made the position abundantly clear.

“…Broaden your horizons, Percy, go out and do this, then ditch your Bitch of a fiancé as I sense she’s already agreed to hook up with Pierce but doesn’t want to admit it and hurt your feelings…”

She chuckled darkly.

“…Then drive here and I’ll finally see you.”

The thought of following her orders terrified me as I groaned. 

“Please don’t make…”

Once more Tara interjected pitilessly.

“Do it or we’re through as this vital education is required.”

In panic I gasped.

“OK, OK, I understand…agree…let me talk to Olivia and I’ll confirm.”

Tara merely simpered.

“It’s already set up with her…for Tuesday when you will suck your first living cock then, as I mentioned, tell the Bitch to fuck off after which we’ll have a chat about the next step along the way.”

She rang-off before tragically that evening my girlfriend confirmed what Tara had mentioned was true and that she had sagely realised there was no future for us as a couple because we were too sensually like-minded, while she indeed wanted to move in with Pierce who obviously knew about my not-so-secret fetish and filthily fancied an adventurous evening with us both before our inevitable split.

Subsequently, a few nights later I entered into a hotel bar with a black corset, stockings and suspenders below my suit alongside Olivia who was wearing the same lingerie under her dress and was met by this tall rakish looking brown-haired man called Pierce who bought us all a drink before murmuring cuttingly.

“I must admit that I’ve never had the experience with a couple before…”

His piercing black eyes caught me.

“…So, when this cute piece of ass…”

He slapped Olivia’s bottom and grumbled in rhyme.

“…Told me about your little pernicious personal penchants then…”

Presumptuously his large palm furtively squeezed my rear and smiled when he saw me surge.

“…It was without question too good to pass up…”

In flashing minutes, we were in a large bedroom where my girlfriend and I stripped each other down to the lingerie while Pierce also got naked when I tried my best not to notice how huge his pulsating prick was as he laughed at my apparent interest.

“…On the floor both of you…”

Improbably, Olivia and I were soon instantly tentatively sharing his stiff cock while he palmed then stroked us like comely pussycats before letting me take all of it in my mouth and groaning.

“…My, Percy, you’re a natural…and it’s hard to believe you’re an oral virgin.”

Ignoring his unwelcome comment, I made him rigid with my soft warm cheeks before he put thin rope around my hands then ankles and pushed me haplessly onto the bed to watch him place Olivia on her knees, put a red ball gag in her similarly painted mouth and proceeded to fuck my disloyal girl’s slippery pussy from behind as I leaked semen into my panties and perversely wished it could be me, being taken.

The man seemed to read my deviant mind then sighed softly as he continued to powerfully rut my former fiancé.

“…Don’t worry, Percy…you’ll get yours soon enough.”

Perhaps I was caught in the moment, but I subsequently shared this debased intimacy like a real woman and even bent over with Olivia on the bed to make my backside available, but disappointingly all he did was spank me then screw my girlfriend’s plump ass and deposit more cream before disgustingly making me suckle it clean.

The powerful arrogant womaniser used us to his sullied taste for a few fetid hours then showered before having me worship his amazing erection once more that kept reappearing like seedy magic and murmuring to Olivia.

“I’ll expect you Wednesday next week at the apartment…”

He pulled my hair and ejaculated selfishly down the back of my throat then wiped his drips on my crimson face while laughing.

“…It’s well past time you live properly with a real man like me and dropped this Sissy Girl…”

The humiliation I felt was sorely overwhelming.

“…But she’s always welcome to come and stay overnight and would make a nice addition now or then and after all…”

My head bent in abject shame.

“…Some of my close friends might enjoy her as well.”

The hateful Pierce disappeared soon afterwards, and I lay beside my ex-fiancé and whined.

“You must hate me, Olivia.”

She lay over my skin and our tongues met to share his last load of spunk while her lips curled.

“Not at all as I adore you Percy, but in many ways we want the same things…”

Our delicately covered mounds pressed together in search of a final sensual hit.

“…I need what Pierce - obnoxious as he can be - and his wealthy chums can provide while to be honest…”

She was mock fucking me now as I spread my thighs like a dissolute wanton female.

“…We’ve run our course.”

My very bones shuddered in an ultimate climax as I whispered with rare introspection. 

“With all the success I have had recently, mostly through your selfless efforts, I feel that maybe I’ve used you unfairly.”

My girlfriend merely laughed as if only she could see the bigger picture.

“Percy, in truth we’ve used each other, and I will still look out for you Darling because with Tara’s direction…”

I twisted my tongue inside her flowing female lips as she groaned.

“…I sense you will inevitably find a way to the top.”

She reached her sensual zenith soon afterwards with a guttural squeal before we slept deeply in the warmth of the sheets and finery we had on, then in the morning went our separate ways, as Olivia had her appointment to move in with this rich rapacious Bastard while I had my own date with destiny in Cambridge.

Tara spoke to me during the morning when she demanded that I wear my best stockings and garters below my jeans and to meet her in a designated coffee shop just near the university and I arrived late-afternoon then waited and realised while doing so it had been well over six incredible months since our first meeting.

It was impossible to believe just how much had altered and improved for me since that distant time while I knew I owed it all to her.

She appeared suddenly like a spectacular vision - in a short black skirt and casual soft red sweater - and took a chair beside me before smirking genially,.

“Hello, Percy, have you missed me?”

The sight of her was inspirational as I melted.

“Yes Miss…and I’ve left Olivia as you told me to.”

Tara saw through my misrepresentation of what had passed by.

“Yes I heard all about it and how much you have developed which as I mentioned is very helpful because…”

She sipped the coffee and giggled softly.

“…I have told the office I have a gay friend staying over in my room a couple of days as boyfriends aren’t allowed to stay overnight…”

Her tone was amused.

“…Is that OK?”

All I could do was nod and grunt compliantly.

“Yes Miss…whatever you say.”

We finished our drinks then walked to her block then inside to the small place of her personal residence here where she stared at me.

“Strip then, Percy and let me see you…”

In less than a minute I was in my lacy lingerie when she bent me over her knee and slapped my bare bottom while noticing my erection.

“…Yes definitely you have lost most of your unnecessary arrogance and pride since previously…”

Once my butt cheeks were tingling Tara made me kneel on the small bed, oiled my anus and took her place of dominance behind me then sighed.

“…I know you would have let rude Pierce fuck you but…”

The phallus she was wearing pressed inside me easily before she held my hips firmly and grumbled.

“…It is only right I claim you again because…”

Her despotic rule and the crude motion of the fornication proved irresistible as I promptly spurted into the panties before she rutted me harder.

“…Maybe now you are properly ready for the next steps?”

Tara took her base pleasure of me then had me suck her slimy red pussy to heaven before we relaxed on her bed, and I whispered while she held me from behind.

“I think I am beginning to appreciate that when we met how truly naïve or uninformed I was in the ways of the world but…”

She gently teased my limp penis and flicked the tip of it for fun as I gasped.

“…I feel I am learning that a little devious deception is perhaps necessary now and then to get ahead..”

Her mouth chuckled and she let the male flesh fall as if it was worthless.

“Not now and then, Percy…”

Just then there was a loud knock at the door.

“…In fact, all of the time!”

Tara dressed in a covering white robe then opened the aperture to allow a stocky black youth to walk in who smiled sheepishly at her.

“I’m here as you mentioned.”

She inhaled and nodded to me.

“This is my friend, Zac, who is bi and has kindly come over, especially to meet you…”

She threw off the covers to show me in my silk and finery when to my shock the young man presumptuously leaned forward and slowly licked the wet end of my prick as Tara laughed.

“…So, say hello, Percy.”

Without a polite word the objectionable stranger lowered his jeans then produced an enormous black cock that was immediately pushed inside my shocked open mouth - as he bent lower to suckle mine - before we both twisted then grumbled in perverse bliss then ejaculated almost instantaneously before leisurely licking each other clean, as if merely to be polite, before the mysterious black male muttered politely to Tara.

“Fuck, thanks for that…he’s definitely gay so I’ll confirm that to the office and…”

He kissed my flushed cheek as if I wanted him to as he rose up.

“…Maybe, I’ll see you later!”

When he had gone I spat at her with sperm-coated lips.

“I’m not gay you know?”

She merely chuckled then kneeled directly over my face so I could tease the sodden vaginal line, as if my depravity had excited her while she gasped.

“You are what I say you are Percy…”

The taste of her was magnetic and exotic as usual.

“…But in all veracity…does it really hurt to swallow a bit of semen?”

I could still sense then smell the essence of the ejaculate on my increasingly informed palate and muttered while she began to rise to glory.

“No Miss I suppose not as long as you understand my feelings on the matter.”

Tara ground down on my mouth until she was shivering in further delight and grunted.

“Yea, yeah, I sure understand your sensibilities, Percy, but let me make it clear that if a guy needs his cock sucking or wants to fuck your ass and it suits our purpose then you will let him and…”

Impossibly my cock spurted more juice into the knickers even though I was exhausted.

“…Fucking smile as you do so.”

I grimaced in acknowledgment of immoral obligation before we rested, showered and I willingly put on a new gift from her of a delicately embroidered pink floral lingerie set of stockings suspenders and a long garter then muttered in appreciation.

“Thank you Tara…I do like them, and the materials are utterly divine.”

She nodded as if content with my sensual servitude and took me to the local food outlet where all the many students seemed to congregate and, after some pasta with a bottle of red wine, a tall grey-haired man came and sat beside her then smiled at me.

“You must be, Percy, Tara’s best gay friend and I might mention…”

Her snickered as if he was funny.

“…You are delectable and if I was so inclined then…”

I wondered what was coming next.

“…I could be interested…”

Mercifully, he then lifted back onto his feet but unfortunately had more to say to Tara.

“…But I have to work, and I’ll be at the room about 10.”

They exchanged a meaningful kiss to demonstrate they knew each other biblically and to my relief the mercurial mature male dissipated into the crowd before she smiled.

“Mal is one of my political professors here so has privileges of access…”

Her tone was reverential, as if I should care.

“…Really influential and obviously he’s fucking the ass off me…”

She spoke as if I should be pleased at such obtuse news.

“…And as I need some privacy for a while then I have a little test to see if you have advanced as much as it appears…”

She took my fingers in hers and spoke softly.

“…Which is why I have given you the new pretty precious underwear; now listen and do exactly as I say.” 

Tara outlined yet another outrageous scheme and - as if she was an actual fortune teller or truly a modern witch - after half an hour the female subject of her plan appeared and came directly over to my companion’s call or gesture then turned her mouth up drolly.

“Hi Tara…”

The small slim girl with long curly brown hair glanced at me casually.

“…Is this the posh rich, gay boy you spoke about?”

Tara nodded agreeably.

“Yeah Patty this is Percy…”

My flame-haired Mistress giggled.

“…Patty and Percy you could be an item.”

This made the new female laugh.

“Hardly, as you know I only like girls.”

As if to embarrass me further, Tara put her hand to her lips and mouthed demeaning words.

“He is a bit of a girl, Patty…”

She leaned over and whispered.

“…Percy loves wearing girl’s underwear.”

I thought I saw a flash in the commanding grey eyes of the new young woman but assumed I was wrong as they chatted casually for a while before eventually Tara rose and snarled at me for effect.

“I’ll be with Mal for a good-few-hours, Percy, so wander about and I’ll ring then tell you when to return.”

Tara then ignorantly turned her back to desert me and my heart dropped even lower when this slight mercurial girl called Patty moved away as well, but not knowing what else to do I ordered some more wine and was getting merrily drunk all alone when I felt a warm body slip into the space beside me then heard a low mutter.”

“Are you really gay?”

I turned to see Patty and began to spin the web as per my Mistress’s strict instruction.

“Not really, although I’m not sure…as I do get jealous to think of Tara with another man.”

She corrected me.

“Fucking another man because Mal is a predatory cunt…while I’m sorry to inform you that your Tara is a whore.”

My head swivelled as I complained bitterly.

“I know, I know…but she has transformed me into her docile Sissy Boy over the last six months or so and to be honest…”

If I sounded sincere it was part of what I was saying was true.

“…I can’t get away from her diabolical control of me.”

Suddenly her cloudy eyes stared at me with interest.

“Do you really wear lingerie…?”

My skin blushed as she saw the truth and laughed.

“…Oh Percy…how absolutely adorable…”

Her hand was then lightly placed on the top of my thigh until she could feel the obvious outline of the suspenders then stockings through the jeans before her voice snickered softly.

“…Poor Boy…Tara being so mean to you and taking advantage of you like this…”

She simply took the glass of wine I was drinking and sipped it.

“…Would you like to come back to my room and let me see if I can help you?”

I stared at her nervously and replied in some audible concern.

“Of course, I would love to Miss, but you can’t tell Tara as she is very…”

It was difficult to utter the facts.

“…Territorial over me.”

She slurped the red fluid greedily then used her tongue to lick my lips and smiled warmly.

“It will be our special secret, Percy, as you do weirdly interest me while I sense you might possibly need…”

There was something about her that was undeniably genuinely appealing, and she squeezed my knee without any objection from me.

“…Someone that appreciates and treats you better.”

She walked me silently to her room which was housed in a block beside Tara’s and opened some more wine while I looked at her row of books then noticed that Communist literature and Karl Marx was prominent to the collection along with other socialist materials.

The girl sensed my curiosity and murmured.

“Not the Conservative way I’m afraid, but my friends and I believe in equality.”

I took the drink and exhaled in confusion.

“In truth, Patty, I have always believed in that Conservative political ethos but recently with Tara and her permissive ilk I am coming to the conclusion that maybe I have lost my way.”

In honesty I was trying to appear pathetic, and it was obvious I was succeeding because she removed her jeans then top until the petite girl displayed her small breasts and was only wearing thin white panties as she simpered invitingly.

“Percy, I only allow girls in my room so would you strip down to your lovely lingerie please and we can relax on the bed and chat about things...”

Without another word I took off my male covering until she could see my luscious feminine fabrics below and welcomed me beside her on the covers before stroking my heaving flat belly then the front of the panties before speaking in consideration.

“…My goodness I love this stuff and you are such a cutesy girl…do you mind if I treat you like one?”

My head shook feebly before our mouths met and we fell into each other arms then French-kissed with surprising passion as I gasped.

“Patty, this is so quick…please don’t mention anything to Tara.”

Her fingertips teased my small bulge in the panties then she grumbled.

“I won’t disclose anything to the Bitch, but I do think…”

The taste or touch of her was electric and seductive as I felt helpless before she increased the pressure on my prick then continued to turn my head with words.

“…You need a sharp change of direction and come over to our side…the right side.”

Her intelligent steely eyes spotted the wetness in the knickers from her intuitive divisive touch as my body fell limp and she muttered.

“…Wouldn’t you wish us to work together and take some retribution for how disdainfully she treats you.”

In that moment of physical elation, I almost lost my mind as I whined.

“That sounds so enticing, Patty…perhaps I do need a more empathetic but similarly dominant woman to direct me…as that is my nature”.

She pushed me face down on the bed and lay over my back before pressing her hips against my bottom and gurgling.

“I could definitely do that for you, Percy, if you wanted…?”

Instinctively I kneeled in a show of submission to allow her to mock-fuck me as she sighed in appreciation of my debased instincts.

“…Show you the way…but naturally I need to feel then believe your adoration and worship.”

As if merely to show my intentions, I twisted over as she relaxed onto her front to allow me to massage her back before my lower body straddled over the slight form and pressed then rubbed against her like a tactile wishing stone just as Mrs Tatum had shown me.

But I had learned my lesson well from previous rashness and handled her very carefully and respectfully before speaking lowly.

“Am I allowed to kiss your bottom, Miss…”

Once more I was uncertain.

“…Should I call you Miss?”

She shuffled her hips down onto the covers and murmured.

“Yes, but only if you accept my superiority over you and if you do then…”

Her pert bottom wriggled with anticipation.

“…You have permission to pull my knickers down and lick me.”

Anxiously I tugged at the faded plain white panties until she was entirely bare then sniffed and placed my tongue on the back of her vaginal lips while whimpering.

“You are so beautiful, Miss…is it wrong that I would love to serve you?”

She was hirsute but the moisture from my tongue soon exposed the pink entrance until I was sucking the mysterious - not so much as it once had been - female sexual lips as her bottom was raised up to assist me and her gentle voice sounded.

“Percy, you do this like a girl…deeper Baby…and impress me…”

I demeaned and disgraced myself on her sodden crease before she rolled onto her back then spread her thin thighs wide apart and muttered coarsely.

“…Bring me off, Bitch, and perhaps I might let you in to my female club and world.”

There was spongy black hair everywhere which was weirdly spectacular and although I was erect, once more I had the experience and sense to control my impulse to cum over her while maintaining my masculine weakness as I exhaled in tension.

“I’m sorry for becoming hard, Miss.”

Patty drew my head into the dark mound of Venus and laughed.

“It merely shows your attraction for me as a strong powerful woman, and will subsequently be dealt with to my wish…”

My mouth latched on to the developing saturation as she groaned.

“…Now make me climax as you will be returning to your miserable Mistress soon.”

The girl was so turned on in her head she soon vibrated to my oral touch then closed her legs around my head as my phone sounded and she grunted.

“It seems that Tara is finished to you can go back and dutifully clean the lousy clever Bitch.”

The devious girl she was referring to had foreseen everything up to now, and I mumbled what she had told me to say if this all panned out as she expected.

“May I not remain with you now, Miss.”

Patty laughed icily.

“Fuck no, as if you wish to play your part in our just cause then you will remain with her and hopefully the informed jobs that follow, and as the months go by then disclose the secrets that come your way.”

I pretended to be shocked, and I suppose I was, but it was more by Tara’s ability to read people as I gasped.

“But that is traitorous.”

Once more she inhaled sniffily and wiped her sexual wetness on my salivating mouth.

“No Percy, it’s being on the side of the oppressed workers…on the true side and if you wish to be with me and people that truly care about you…”

I licked her a last longing time in her delicious hairy cunt before she slipped from my grasp.

“…Then you will be here at the same time tomorrow, while your girlfriend fucks Mal as usual, when with my closet friends we will share a small initiation ceremony and…”

Her hand grabbed then squeezed my erection until I produced spots of semen which she wiped on my face and sighed in the recognisable flush of power.

“…Then we will be ever more connected to each other.”

In bemusement at being around these Alpha girls I spoke in concern.

“How do you know she will be with him again?”

Patty palmed the curve of my ass as I placed on the lingerie.

“Because other than politically we are similar and truly creatures of dirty habit!”

I left in the dimness with a range or myriad mixed emotions and walked quickly to Tara’s room where the door was ajar and as expected she was spread enticingly on the sheets waiting cleaning.

She gazed at me, grinned and spoke sarcastically.

“Are you in love?”

I licked the ejaculate from her red pussy and matted pubic hair then moaned duplicitously.

“Only with you Miss…only with you…it all went exactly as you predicted.”

She reached her climax in the gratification of forever being right and then we slept together during which time I confusingly dreamt only of Patty.

The following day we toured the historic revered place of academia while I was introduced to many of her friends and started to appreciate that long term allegiances regarding the political and elite world started early and very much on such hallowed ground.

I saw Patty occasionally, but she looked past me entirely which I found strangely quite unsettling and once dinner had been completed, then more conversation shared with a variety of very intelligent people, Tara went off to meet her lover while I walked - in my freshly washed underwear Patty liked so much - then tapped on the requisite door feeling incredibly alive and most nervous.

When I walked in I had to catch my breath because in the room there were four stern looking women of various shapes, colours and sizes and Patty who looked intimidating in a black body suit and dark silky stockings below.

She smiled generously and murmured.

“Do you still wish to join us and serve me…?”

I had no answer, so she presumed it was a rhetorical question and sighed.

“…Perfect, my friends are here as witnesses so clothes off please, Percy, and they will help you change…”

If I was going to escape the time was now, but the moment of flight passed swiftly as I helplessly removed everything including my underwear before Patty nodded to the items on the bed.

“…Wear these for the ceremony.”

To my horror what she was referring to was a fabulous wedding dress with divine lingerie along with a succulent ruffled underskirt and although my impulse was to resist, when the girls started to pull the white stockings up my legs I dissolved and became erect which an anonymous chubby black woman noticed and pointed out critically.

“Fuck, she loves this…”

There seemed mischief in her dark eyes then on the faces of the other crazed girls as she spoke.

“…Can we taste it?”

Patty gurgled then shrieked and each of the four girls sucked my cock - for a split second - before I spurted over the pale cheeks of the last sallow faced female who wiped the tip of my flesh then placed it in the silky panties and giggled.

“Now that’s better…calm down it’s not every day a Sissy Girl like you makes wedding vows.”

Suddenly I was wearing the heavenly dress and it was difficult for me not to take some delight in the process because my reflection looked wild but felt sorely delicious while the sensation of such delicate materials on my skin made me literally tingle all over.

When my features had been painted and my head was slightly more settled, I watched as if a spectator in my own nightmare as the four women placed a black strap on dildo around Patty’s comely hips before she stood beside me and in front on a tall girl with bright pink hair who adopted a tone of reverence. 

“We are here today to join Mistress Patty to her Sissy, Percy…”

It was already obvious they were all mad but then I realised it was me in the opulent wedding dress with matching finery below and I listened haplessly as she continued.

“…Do you Patty, take Percy to educate, subjugate and dominate to your will?”

Patty gazed with false adoration at me and smiled.

“I do.”

The lunatic stranger playing the priest then glared at me.

“Do you Percy take Patty to serve physical and sexually without query or question then obey her every word and command?”

I glanced meaningfully at my new Mistress and sighed meekly merely to reinforce her assumption of me.

“Yes, yes…of course.”

The young woman with the florescent hair then ceremoniously poured some champagne over the protruding insensate phallus on the girl at my side and laughed.

“You may kiss her cock…”

My legs were like jelly as I fell on my knees then reflexively drew the length with pretend passion as our minister for the day chuckled.

“…Then I announce you mistress and her dutiful Sissy.”

Everyone shouted then cheered raucously and shared the bubbly wine while I was left to show service on the stiff prick before Patty lifted me onto my stockinged feet then kissed me deeply.

“Are you happy, Percy?”

What could I say?

“Yes, yes.”

She stroked the back of the dress as if she had a secret affinity for it then simpered.

“Then change for bed, Darling, as we have little time to consummate our contract.”

It seemed as if I had no say or control at all because the dress and all the lingerie were swiftly removed before my covering was replaced by white hold-up stockings, sheer satin panties and then a heavenly long transparent negligee that seemed to dance on my sensitive skin as Patty smiled.

“The girls are leaving now so please thank them for their attention.”

As I kissed each of their glowing cheeks in mock appreciation I noticed that pictures or perhaps a video of my eternal shame were being taken but at that moment it felt churlish to object as they walked towards the door to provide the necessary privacy.

However, the odious chubby black girl said what they were all obviously thinking.

“Give the Little Bitch a good fucking on the wedding night, Patty.”

My new - I had no idea what she was - apparent wife or Mistress shooed them out genially, patted my backside and murmured as they disappeared.

“You can be sure about that…!”

She placed her arms around my waist and murmured while pulling me to her when we kissed as the hard false cock rubbed against my tummy.

“…You understand that silly wealthy spoiled girls like you need to be mastered…?”

I had no idea what she was going on about as she sat on the edge of the bed, bent me over her knee, drew the delectable materials of the slinky gown up my back and began to spank my bottom.

“…You Conservative precious pampered rich Bitches need to be tamed…”

The flesh on my rear was glowing and smarting by now which caused me to whimper as she pushed me onto the covers, made me kneel then grabbed my erection and grumbled.

“…Cum in my hand you privileged Bitch before I fuck you…”

Just the thought of it made me jerk viscous white fluid which Patty promptly wiped on my anal entrance then slowly pressed and twisted the deadly cock up my bottom as I shrieked in a mixture of agonies while she snarled.

“…You are with the poor and ordinary people now wanting and demanding fairness and justice for all…

I could only push back against the pressure and secretly embraced the sensation of being entirely subjugated while the slight girl increased her primal energy.

“…Aren’t you…Percy?”

She was truly an irresistible force as I whimpered pathetically.

“Yes Miss…just tell me what you want…and I will do it.”

My whole body convulsed as I produced more semen before she turned me onto my back spread my watery nylon-covered thighs and mounted my bones much to my disappearing self-respect and disbelief because such a huge part of me was emotionally and physically with her.

Then the petite but powerful young female rutted me while tugging my limp useless cock and saw the bliss on my flushed face as I was taken.

“Can I trust you, Precious Percy, to do my bidding and walk away from the louche life you once had to create a new and better future for the people?”

In answer I placed my palms on her perfect bottom and followed her raw divine motion which once more sent me over the precipitous sensual cliff as I gaped in fulfilment.

“Oh Yes Miss…. I’ll do anything for you and the admirable ideals you follow…”

In truth I barely knew or appreciated what the real cause or point of their belief system was but was simply converted then won over by Patty’s indomitable spirit and the debauched sex, of course as I whined.

“…Let me try and show you…until you trust me.”

She lifted off my body then looked down on my spent pliable form and smiled in satisfaction, or was it conquest?

“Strangely I do trust you, Pussy…so take off my strap-on, undress me and your tongue can worship me before that Slut Tara calls…”

Her lips sneered.

“…After that selfish prick Mal has used her…!”

Patty finally settled on the bed and let me lap at the pungent saturated vaginal crease as her voice murmured dreamily while her eyes closed.

“…You surely do this far better than most of my girlfriends, Percy…”

Her hand teased my blonde hair.

“…Press harder there, Pussy…Good Girl…”

I was usure if her ability to call me Percy and Pussy in the same breath was simply an accident, but I barely minded as she reached heaven over and over again before my wet chin was resting on her incredibly hairy mound and she blinked at me. 

“…You will let that Bitch Tara tell you where to go and who to serve in her party, but from this moment you will report anything that helps us to me…”

My tongue lapped her like the disloyal hound I had become.

“…Is that clear?”

Her crass expectation seemed crystal to me and when my phone sounded to call me back to Tara, I reluctantly removed the sublime sensual attire, put on my regular male clothes above the divisive but familiar finery below and provided all of my contact details to her.

Patty did not reciprocate my generous show of openness but merely told me she would be in communication with me and that our relationship - if that is what it was - would only blossom in line with the quality of the duplicitous secrets I could find out as I eventually if not hopefully inserted myself in the upper echelons of my party.

It was all undeniably incredibly intoxicating or covert and as I walked back to Tara - with the taste of her cunt still on my lips - I felt more inspired and emotionally charged than at any time previously in my indulged but often sedate cossetted existence.

Tara used me to clean her overflowing pussy as normal before we both slept out of our personal fatigue, and I awoke to find my red-haired bed mate smiling at me kindly.

“Wake up Sleepyhead…you are going home today, and I need to go through your duties over the next few weeks…”

I blinked and tried to work out why I was thinking continually about Patty while Tara grinned knowingly.

“…I think you’re far more accomplished at this political game of deceit than I ever gave you credit for…”

My bemusement must have been written all over my foolish face as she gurgled.

“…It’s quite wonderful that you think you love her…as it makes my job easier but believe me…”

Her lips kissed me gently on the forehead.

“…The rare emotion won’t last because I would declare that cute communist Patty is undeniably as mad as a box of frogs!”

The prospect of returning home was disappointing but also a secret blessing at the same time but I put on my female frippery then male adornments above then packed my case while Tara showered before we wandered over to the nearby town and enjoyed breakfast.

During the leisurely meal, she sincerely complimented me on my improvement in so many ways and then told me that Cloe would be coming shortly to stay at my house and the success I had enjoyed by providing Olivia to the thrusting males in the Conservative clique would be continued; but now using her sibling and many of her ambitious licentious female friends who wanted to ride the rich well to do males and possibly find romantic or financial reward in the promiscuous process.

Surprisingly, this did not shock me at all, but when we returned to her room something did because the slight girl placed a strange clear plastic contraption on the table in the lounge then smiled slyly at me.

“This is a chastity device which you require for your ongoing advancement…”

She laughed at my obvious horror.

“…Don’t worry, Patty will love it as you can tell the left wing Lunatic it is a gesture from you to her irresistible charm …”

As always with Tara I had no option but to comply and I stripped until I was just wearing the stockings and suspenders when she slipped fingers into the silken panties and teased my little erection cruelly.

“…From now on you will only cum with permission from a keyholder so you may ejaculate now before I fuck your ass just to remind you who is in charge…”

Although I tried to resist her barbarism I instinctively spent fluid which she spread into my anal crease then pressed me forward against the wall and gently but firmly took me to hell as I wailed while she grunted.

“…Tell me who is Boss, Percy?”

It seemed that Tara still held the proverbial Indian-sign over me as I climaxed again while she fucked me before I shuffled under her skirt and returned the orgasmic favour and looked up with instinctive admiration when she trembled to hormonal bliss.

“You are Miss…. always you!”

I drove away half an hour later with the Perspex prison around me and three silver keys with slender neck chains to my manhood, one of which would be granted to Cloe when she arrived, one to Patty - if I could further ingratiate myself in her circle - and one spare to be given as and when instructed.

Obviously, Tara retained the fourth key.

The sensation of being corralled or encased like this was beyond destabilising then confounding but bizarrely it made me feel I belonged to Tara on a far deeper level now as I pondered what could be more personal than her wanting to control me so absolutely and intimately.

In some ways my mind sensed it was possibly the ultimate compliment and perhaps the cage was something of a mark of her devotion as well because it surely bound us ever more closely together

When I reached my house in the afternoon it seemed suddenly vacant and lonely, as Olivia was gone and after the whirlwind of the last few days the emptiness and silence was deafening.

Also, the awful gaol around my genitals was becoming uncomfortable and in some panic I phoned Tara and whimpered for some mercy.

“Can I take the device off please…just for a while?”

Perhaps I could have just used the keys I had to do so covertly but I knew she would find out and that such a wilful act of disobedience would incur her wrath which became transparent as she hissed.

“Certainly not Percy, unless you wish to lose my support and break up…?”

I had not fully appreciated that we were something of an item and kept silent as she continued.

“Cleo will be with you in about an hour so make her comfortable and as my sister is a generous soul she may allow you some respite depending on your ability and attitude.”

There was no point debating as I murmured stupidly.

“Is your sister in charge of me?”

She laughed loudly.

“Appreciate that I am your Mistress, but obviously you will bend the knee to whoever I decide can possess the key…and do not forget to provide one to my sibling, Capiche?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Cleo has the itinerary for the political party calendar over the next few months so with my direction you can continue to create a name for yourself.”

It seemed peculiarly that everything being done was apparently in my best interest as I drew breath in appreciation.

“Yes Miss, thank you, Miss.”

I filled the time before she arrived preparing food before unpacking and washing my many feminine undergarments until I heard the distinct sound of a car on the gravel drive and opened the door to welcome my still delicate looking red- haired visitor who was wearing tight denim shorts and a white strappy top.

She glanced at me dismissively.

“The cases are in the boot…so take them to the main bedroom then we can eat before you begin the laundry…”

Cleo had been quite laid back when I had encountered her previously but in the few months since our first meeting she had changed, and her tone was noticeably severe.

“…Chop, Chop, Percy, we don’t have all day.”

I provided cold meat, salad and wine while around the table she told me that her academic course had been completed and that, like my wayward sister Mary - who was apparently doing well through this association with her lover - she wanted to taste the good life in London and see what decadent opportunities could arise for her.

Once the basic meal was concluded I prepared her a bath and while she relaxed I placed what clothes I could in the wardrobe then quickly sorted out from the bags the large pile of washing to be done.

The pile of creased or sticky clothing was taken to the utility room but I sensed that there were more immediate pressing matter and returned to Cleo in the bath then formally gave her a key to my questionable masculinity and whispered.

“This is for you, Miss.”

She placed the chain around her slender neck and giggled.

“Well let me see…”

In some silent despair I removed the male items covering me to show the lingerie below and she could already see the outline of the cage in the fine material of the panties then continued in barely contained humour.

“…Everything off, Bitch. and show me what our slave wears.”

Sensing my utter humiliation, I lowered the wet underwear to display my utter disgrace, but it seemed I could fall even lower as I gasped pathetically to the young slip of a girl.

“Please let me cum, Miss.”

Cloe simply placed her head under the water as if relishing the moment of my unmeasurable fall from grace then came up for air, pulled herself out of the pool and allowed me to wrap her in a towel before grumbling.

“Tidy here then follow me…”

I wiped the antique porcelain dry then went into my bedroom where Cleo had already placed a thin blue strap-on around her naked thighs then grunted to me cruelly.

“…Adopt the position…”

In tragic moments I was on my knees before she used the moisture and soaps left on her to oil my taut anus before gingerly pressing the plastic penis inside me and, when fully inserted, her flat palms squeezed my bottom while she slowly started to fuck me.

“…Tara has such marvellous instincts, Percy, as you know…”

Once more there was confusing pleasure mixed with the unspeakable anguish as my body surrendered to the inevitable and I took the base fornication like a girl while Cloe’s gentle force mastered me when to my disbelief I spurted heated spots of ejaculate - even in my constriction - until the power decreased and I collapsed on the sheet where her hand squeezed my corralled genitals and she laughed.

“…You have cum after all now…shower, put on something pretty and let’s go to bed…and you can do all your domestic work in the morning,”

As usual I meekly obeyed these wild uncontrollable women then slept beside her in a long sheer gown and white panties - after serving her rapacious red pussy for an hour which made her climax multiple times - and although I begged for further resolution, the cruel supercilious female ignored me but merely let me rub my cutting cage in vain on the mattress before mercifully tiredness consumed my befuddled mind.

In the dawn, Cleo rutted me feverishly again - as if to show true dominance over my soul - and by the end of the day I was truly at her beck and call because the power exerted, by my overwhelming craving for the cage to be removed for some relief, was nothing short of diabolical and compelling.

There was much to be completed around the house because I had been away for a while but eventually the rooms were spotless and all of the dirty laundry had been washed, ironed then placed away, at which point in time Cleo shared some lunch I had made then handed me a piece of paper with dates on and whispered.

“This is the diary for the next fortnight so pack my cases later as the first conference begins on the weekend…”

It seemed so unfair that this slight slippery sliver of a girl was ordering me about, but I kept quiet because I recognised that my life was no longer my own and she had actually been fucking me which - to my personal dishonour - I actually secretly adored.

“…Is that a problem, Percy?”

My dizzy head shook.

“No Miss of course, just run through what you wish to take, but…”

I looked at her with wide doleful eyes for some sympathy.

“…Please, may I be released from the cage for just a while?”

She gazed at me with some possible empathy and sighed.

“Tara is against your device being removed too soon, but I mentioned your pain and that I think perhaps you could control your unfortunate instinct for masturbation now…?”

Her tone was disparaging.

“…Which as you know is entirely unacceptable around superior women like Tara and me.

My throat gasped in desperation.

“I will and can control myself, Miss, I will.”

Cloe smiled slyly and then muttered.

“OK, Percy…then after lunch I will remove it and you can spend the afternoon in a skirt and top, but…”

The edge to her voice was again severe.

“…If you climax and foul the knickers without express permission from me, then you will have to return to the cage because, to be frank…”

She seemed weary of me suddenly.

“…You obviously need the discipline…”

Once the food had been consumed and the plates tidied we went to my room where her marvellous key ceremoniously undid my prison - before I removed all my male clothing and normal female underwear - then put on thin cotton white briefs and a flat bra while she clipped a red skirt around my waist then gave me a strappy top to cover me and murmured.

“…We can walk around the grounds or relax here like this in privacy, OK…?”

I blinked in genuine appreciation of my penile flesh being held by the soft comfortable fabric of the underwear as she continued.

“…Now try not to think about how you enjoy wearing such sensual items…”

To my great consternation my previously limp penis unilaterally began to swell and, as she could intuitively sense my arousal, Cleo lifted the hem of the skirt and sighed in mock irritation.

“…Or kneeling down in your little skirt and sucking men off like a Tramp…”

Disastrously I was unbearably hard, and the rigidity was pressing on the soft delightful material of the teasing panties as she gurgled mockingly.

“…Don’t wet your clean knickers, Sweetie…”

Her fingertips ran along my bare backside.

“…Or I am going to have to bend you over then fuck you dressed like a Dirty Girl.”

The whole bizarre scenario predictably sent me over the critical edge as I poured seminal juices into the gusset then - realising my mistake - pressed my hand against the wall to present my pert bottom which she patted while working the wetness into my anus while I whimpered in defeat.

“I’m sorry Miss…I can’t control myself and deserve to be caged and punished.”

My eyes closed in a cloying sensation of my abject disgrace, and I waited expectantly as she tooled-up with the phallus then slowly inserted it inside me before grumbling.

“Don’t fret, Percy, just accept who and what you are and that my devious but brilliant sister knows what’s in your best interests…”

I moved in symbiosis with the fetid motions as she took me to heaven or damnation and made me ejaculate again in the smooth gusset before her busy fingers scratched my skin almost violently and she growled.

“…As you get off on this, Bitch, like us….”

In moments I was crouching then licking and worshiping her red slimy vaginal crease as she stroked my damp hair and simpered. 

“…Don’t you see it is more beneficial for you to just accept your destiny with us then comply and do as you’re told…?”

She shuddered and shivered on me and grumbled.

“…It is definitely for the best.”

The aromatic erotic flavour of her was definitely divine and I sensed she was right because the masculine fight seemed to have long left my soul as I continued to tease Cloe to bliss then groaned.

“I will Miss…and…”

Her petite form trembled magnificently on my increasingly talented tongue.

“…You are correct…”

I retained a slight pressure on her womanly line to ease the girl down from orgasmic delight and spluttered.

“…It is hard to deny that I truly do enjoy this decadence.”

From that moment I no longer fought against the fierce winds of change and accepted my fate along with the hidden prison around me, because without the insidious tool I could not manage the propensity I had for endless masturbation and spurting.

Therefore, with my ever more enlightened mindset, Cloe and a succession of other ambitious frisky young females that wished to take up with omnipotent Conservative men, had a successful if not productive few months within the often-dissolute political London scene where once more my personal star in this filthy firmament seemed to flame and rise in keeping with the fabulous pliable girls I indirectly supplied.

Most improbably I was becoming to be seen as a man that could be relied upon, a dependable character, creator and organiser and almost unbelievably I was getting my name and picture in the national papers as someone that was being earmarked for the brightest future.

If only the trusting public knew the truth which was, while pimping out grasping lascivious girls to lecherous rich older men I was also playing the part of a treacherous spy by forwarding little snippets of information to Patty - supplied solely by Tara - to try and win her confidence but received very little back, as if the intensely intelligent girl still considered me too untrustworthy or bourgeoise for her taste.

I spoke to Tara frequently and she told me not to worry about any lack of progress with the unbalanced female but just to continue like I was and see how things played out as time ran along.

The months subsequently span while I interacted with all sections of the elite society including - obviously - the Black Conservatives Matter group where I attended meetings and then their lauded conference when lofty black Lilly had me stay in her room and serve her like a female which was no longer much of a stretch for my talents.

Devon - who was still very cosy with Tara - also had me suck the exceptionally long thick cock of one the committee members called Leon, perhaps merely to prove that modern privileged white boys like me realised that we had to willingly make reparations for the many sins of the past.

It would be nice to respectfully mention that I detested the sordid event on my submissive knees but - to be honest - I was increasingly able to flit between then perversely pleasure both sexes with subversive ease like the political whore I had become.

Somehow the old values I once possessed of decency or morality had become surely and perhaps eternally lost along the wicked way.

Then, after less than three months had gone by since I had come back on the complicated governmental carousel with Cleo and her devilish ilk, I spoke to Tara one evening who marked my proverbial card once again because she informed me that her sister was about to take up Mistress duties with the just married minister for education and that Mrs Tatum would be attending the next event and what I must do to keep climbing the greasy pole.

That is if I was still committed?

It was not a question that needed a response because - as depraved as it appeared - I knew this was still all a truly incredible series of events and inarguably a once in a lifetime unique opportunity for a less than gifted boy like me.

Therefore, at the aforementioned dinner and dance, I made sure the comely girls under my watch were with - or waiting on - the requisite scurrilous men and when there was a suitable lull in proceeding I softly walked up to the aged but still vital blonde Mrs Tatum and muttered anxiously.

“I heard that you might wish to speak to me, Mrs Tatum?”

Her icy blue dangerous eyes held me fast as the women drew breath and murmured.

“Yes, I spoke to your able associate and mentioned I might give you a final opportunity to serve me in my final years…”

The tone of her was icy cool.

“…As I have seen you are someone who can obviously take instruction and learn because, without question…”

Her glance caught Cleo who was walking after one of the formidable ministers towards a free room.

“…You have been extremely busy and become something invaluable to our vital men who have the need of foolish promiscuous young girls…”

She chuckled dryly and patted the front of her dark evening dress.

“…But that is not my personal requirement is it, Percy?”

My head shook and instinctively but surreptitiously I placed the key with a thin chain to my chastity cage in her palm and whispered.

“I understand more than I did, Miss…and have endeavoured to become better informed to your needs than I was before.”

Mrs Tatum involuntarily squeezed the silver gift I had offered and smirked.

“Well, we shall see….”

She secretly slipped a flat key into my jacket pocket then sighed.

“…Meet me in 662 in thirty minutes…”

The woman turned away but kept talking.

“…Ensure your cute, wilful whores are doing what they are here for and make your farewells because if you prove your worth this evening then I will have you with me full time as my personal assistant and you will not have space in your schedule for these other less than salubrious duties.”

I gasped hopefully after her as she ambled away.

“Yes Miss…I sense that now I am ready.”

In the following short period of time, I did check that the young ladies I had introduced to the powerful men here were on their way towards various assignations - to try and better themselves - until dramatically it was with a clear mind and high hopes I knocked on then entered through the specified door where Mrs Maggie Tatum was sitting on a comfortable supporting chair.

Anxiously I stood before her and spoke meekly.

“I am here Miss, what can I do to show you I am ready to help, in whatever simple ordinary way I can, someone of your reputation and high standing.”

Her painted dry lips twisted together in acknowledgement of my willingness to prostrate myself.

“Take your clothes off and let me see how well you wear the cage I have been told you proudly display as a badge of honour to your superiors…”

Without a moment’s thought I removed my coverings and stood vulnerably naked with the plastic prison over my genitals as the woman observed then sighed meaningfully.

“…So much better, Percy…I know from experience that male servants work much better in such contraptions as it stops them masturbating excessively…”

She could see I was straining against the restriction because for some inexplicable reason I found humiliation more and more enticing as she snickered.

“…It is good you enjoy being subjugated, young man, now put on the uniform that is hanging in the bathroom with all the finery then run me a bath and return here.”

Immediately I entered the en-suite then caught my already heated breath because the outfit she had been referring to was in fact a divine maid’s uniform with the most expensive exquisite underwear in lacy white frills I had ever seen.

There was no time to procrastinate or consider as I swiftly drew on the sensual nylon stockings then garter with accessories and when I pulled up the tactile ruffled knickers for the first time I was grateful for the chastity cage because the impulse to ejaculate was powerful if not overwhelming.

The black dress, pinafore went on seamlessly and once I had slipped on the flat shoes I turned on the taps on the bath then walked back to my new Mistress as gracefully as I could.

Mrs Tatum was now seated opposite a corpulent grey-haired man in a dark blue suit, and she smiled when I arrived then muttered to him.

“What do you think of my new maid, Hector?”

She gestured me to stand beside him where he patted my tight ass and gurgled.

“Lovely, for a nightcap?”

Another nod of her manicured head had me on my subservient knees where I extracted a small but hard cock and dutifully began to suckle it as he chuckled then grunted to my new potential Mistress.

“You were always good at negotiating, Maggie…”

He stroked my blonde hair then held me fast over the solid flesh before grunting.

“…OK you have the funding, and we’ll support your candidate.”

My head was moving in time to his erratic motion - as best it could - before he jerked spontaneously forward and filled my mouth with frothy semen which I swallowed silently before licking and wiping the diminishing skin as Mrs Tatum spoke gently.

“Good, Hector, then we have a deal, but you must excuse me now as it has been a long evening and I need my rest…”

His prick was back in the trousers now and there was thankfully no need for him to tarry as he shuffled over to, then out of the door without a word of gratitude for our combined depravity before my Mistress gazed at me in passing and smiled.

“My Goodness, Percy…”

Almost without further instruction she stood so I could remove her gown then ornate underwear until she was entirely uncovered and simpered.

“…You have indeed come a long way in such a short time.”

She slipped inside the heated tub of water as I fetched her wine before - at her gesture - washing her slim slight body as I understood my purpose was to make the woman relax and meet what requirements she had but was careful not to do anything stupid, and after using a soft soapy sponge on her arms then legs murmured respectfully.

“May I clean your personal areas, Mrs Tatum?”

She smiled kindly.

“Of course, Percy, as behind closed doors you are now my personal Ladies Maid and you will service me, as necessary…”

I used the foamy object on the small breasts and thin nipples then rubbed her flat belly and slowly ran the curved edge along her female line below the blonde pubic hair as she spread her delicate thighs and pointed with her longest finger.

“…There is a small vibrator with bristles in the cupboard and you can gently make me cum because even at my age I enjoy gentle stimulation…”

Instantly I found the sensually inspired toy she mentioned, turned on the vibrate function and ran the three small rough turning heads over her sensitive spots on this spectacularly manicured pussy as she groaned in delight.

“…Good Girl, Percy…”

She sipped her wine and told me a secret.

“…My husband Ronnie, may he rest in peace …was an utterly divine Little Fag and between you and me, loved dressing as a female and a maid and to be frank we both grew to enjoy the private pernicious game over the duration of our marriage…”

Mrs Tatum chuckled then gasped as her body began to rise towards bliss.

“…In fact, I quite liked to fuck the Little Queer in his ass while he was wearing luscious lingerie but nowadays…”

Her vaginal crease spurted excited fluid as the wrinkled body went limp and she laughed.

“…Frankly, I no longer have the vim or energy for such perversion or debauchery so we will leave that to Tara or perhaps your troublesome friend Patty once we find some interesting titbits for her so you can perhaps find out something more meaningful in due course.

My hands washed her all over once more as I spoke with sudden hope in my heart.

“Does this mean you are happy that I can do the job, Mrs Tatum?”

Her azure eyes stared blankly at me.

“Percy, I would declare that once you sucked my colleague of so expertly you truly reminded me of my darling, Ronnie…who I could always count on to supply such fetid but necessary things on demand…”

She stroked my long hair and murmured.

“…So of course, I will grant you a month’s trial on the basis we are now likeminded or perhaps kindred spirits.”

She stepped out of the bath, and I carefully wrapped her mature but still vital female form in a towel then wiped her down on the bed before rubbing oil all over the smooth skin then applying the viscous liquid to her ass and defined cunt while murmuring carefully.

“May I lick them, Mrs Tatum.”

She shuffled on her front, parted the short thin legs…and grumbled rudely,

“Naturally, you Little Fag…do what I demand and make me feel young again then maybe…”

My tongue burrowed its way inside her as she whimpered.

“…I will open up a universe to you that you will barely believe along with all the opportunities such access with bring with you being at my side.”

Worshipfully I suckled at both of her private crevices as she raised her hips to let me lick the female cracks from the back as I sputtered.

“Thank you, Mrs Tatum…let me earn your confidence as you can be assured I will do whatever you ask of me…”

She rolled over to let me suckle her surprisingly liquid pussy and patted my head fondly.

“…A final orgasm will suffice for tonight then you can sleep in the spare room…and in the morning you will return with me to my apartment in Westminster…where you will begin to learn your various duties as my personal assistant…”

With a final flick of my tongue, she vibrated and subsequently groaned in relief.

“…I have left you a spectacular peignoir to wear tonight which belonged to my husband and new lingerie to put on below your suit for the dawn and you shall use his room in my home and what appeals to you from his feminine wardrobe he adored so much.”

Thoroughly sated she wearily then shooed me away with directions to wake her at 6a.m and I retreated to the small available room inside the luxurious suite where I removed the insidious uniform, showered then saw the divine items the woman had mentioned and trembled for myriad disconcerting reasons.

All I could think about was Tara and how through her deviant devilish training I was on the cusp of an actual political career and, almost unnervingly, working for one of the most powerful influential females in the Tory party.

The exquisite material and feel of the delicious gown and the mere thought of this sudden fabulous rise to prominence was truly intoxicating and although I longed to cum to release the divine tension, my head was so utterly overwhelmed and fatigued I was asleep in the sublime silken cocoon draped around me before I realised.  

In the morning I wore the lingerie newly given under my male suit uniform and sat quietly while this political Goliath held a morning meeting with two other parties over breakfast and I felt incredibly proud to be part of the discussion although I barely said a word.

We then took a chauffeured car back to her Westminster home where she showed me my room and provided a brief inspection of the collection of heavenly clothes her departed husband had accumulated over the course of their marriage and I placed my insidious maid’s uniform beside the one that previously belonged to him as she smiled in satisfaction.

“I think you will fit in here, Percy…”

She walked purposefully away as her tone woke me from my dreamworld.

“…You have no time to put on the outfit now but come and help me change and relax as I have a lunch date with and need to leave in a couple of hours…”

I stripped her, placed out what needed to be attended to in the utility area then licked her warm pussy to orgasm before she settled in the bath while I hand-washed her opulent underwear in warm soapy water in the nearby sink as she chuckled.

“…My, you enjoy this as much as Ronnie…”

The woman sensed I was happy and whispered.

“…If you’re a Good Girl then I might let you cum now and then as I generously did with him…”

My expression of eagerness or pain amused her as she wiped her skin and simpered.

“…We will see…now dry me off as there is much work to be done.”

The meeting was with the chairman of the influential 1922 committee at the Savoy and they talked about matters - well above my pay grade - before she concluded some agreement or other then popped into the Commons and we had a drink at the bar when my mind thought I had died and gone to political heaven.

We returned to her apartment in the late afternoon where I then changed into my maid’s façade to complete my domestic work then opened the entrance door when the buzzer rang to let in a silver-haired plump effeminate male who was carrying a small bag and I presumed he was the hairdresser Mrs Tatum had mentioned would be arriving.

He walked into her room - as if familiar with the environment - where my Mistress was sitting at the dressing table and his voice sounded out liltingly.

“Hello, Darling…”

His dazzling earthy eyes glanced intently at me.

“…Who is the maid, I mean…she’s just gorgeous.”

My mentor let him comb her long untidy hair and simpered as if enjoying the rare opportunity to gossip.

“Well, Percy is the latest…as you know no one has been able to take the place of my husband but I have high hopes for him…”

Her voice tittered like a schoolgirl.

“…He is already well-versed in all my vices, Jason…”

She looked at him through the reflected glass.

“…Would you like to see…?”

Outrageously, I was suddenly obliged to kneel, withdraw then suckle the solid perfumed cock of the obviously Gay male as she observed my sullied attentions with interest.

“…Percy, is very amenable and pliable…”

Her voice giggled at the perversion.

“…You like him?”

He took my cranium in his talented fingertips then held it fast before basely ejaculating into the back of my throat and grumbling weakly.

“Oh goodness, Margaret…I think you have undeniably made a find.”

It took him over an hour to design and coiffure her thinning hair before the man left with £500 in his pocket and smiled playfully at us both.

“Don’t leave it so long next time, Margaret…as believe me…”

He waved his wrist theatrically.

“…I am just dying to do it all again.””

In many ways I should have been crushed or humbled by events as they unfolded but merely or meekly accepted this was the price to pay for being in such an elevated environment and - as the incredible days passed - the degeneracy became almost commonplace, and I would sexually service Mrs Tatum or any of her male and female acquaintances simply at her calling and often subtle commands.

It was always oral administration provided on my part, but although I did the occasional man it became more frequent that I would kneel then press my head between the often-thick thighs of some of her older female friends - in the divisive uniform - when they came to see her and discuss worldly matter over wine, whisky and nibbles in the late of the evening.

It was not ever quite how I had expected my social life to go but it would be fair to mention I indeed gleaned an unmentionable subversive kick out of the debased processes because each wanton mature woman was always of quality and good-breeding.

Sometimes it was humiliating to stand and serve dinners that were created by her amazing chef, and I nearly ran away in panic when Mary appeared with her base lover, Jeffrey Lecher, amongst the seven guests around the polished wood table, but my sister merely smiled and kissed me as she left without even mentioning she had become an accomplished whore while I was now a Sissy in service.

Perhaps, when I considered the matter later in my own bed, on reflection it was just a sign we were both growing up.

A month after I had moved in with this Leviathan, there was a rare night when it was just my Mistress and I in the apartment and to my shock she had me stand before her naked in the lounge and muttered unusually kindly.

“Come here, Percy…”

I walked to her and watched in disbelief as she undid the cage around me then had to mentally adjust because it had become almost an integral part of my body in recent times.

“…Occasionally I would allow Ronnie to remove the restraint and let him sit with me as an equal and leak as he wanted to….”

She watched my penis pulse automatically and sighed.

“…Well go and shower but obviously do not masturbate until I permit it…”

In some shock I washed my body thoroughly but extremely cautiously staying away from any rubbing movements and revelled in being able to handle my genitals once more because, although you could clean them in the cage it was not quite the same as having them hanging free. 

Then I walked into my room and found Mrs Tatum waiting when she held open a pair of ruffled pink panties and laughed.

“You can spurt into these, Percy, then put on the layered pink dress and eat the dinner prepared by Omar the chef as a special treat as a reward for being such a good female maid…”

As the silky material slipped over my erect cock I spontaneously spurted and felt delightfully dizzy as I put on the matching lingerie then petticoat dress before taking my place around the table where Mrs Tatum poured me wine and patted my deliciously covered knee. 

“…You are almost my Ronnie reincarnated it seems, and it a shame I’m not thirty years younger…”

Her painted mouth sipped the bloody wine then smacked her lips.

“…Because I would take you in the bedroom and endlessly fuck your cute little ass.”

This unusual crudity made me shudder them emit more viscous fluid before - when my watery brain had settled - we discussed what had happened over the last few months and the strides we had made as a team.

The fact I was dressed like this barely seemed to matter to either of us.

I confirmed that I had heard from Patty - after the supposedly secret information I had passed on - and my Mistress told me to try and reconfirm my position with her and that there would be much more propaganda to follow.

She touched on the fact that somewhere along the line I might be considered at contesting a bye-election, as these were early days, but along with Tara I was being definitely marked or noticed for my outstanding contributions and without question our names were being bandied about between the shakers and thinkers inside this grand old party.

My new existence as her personal servant was crafted or shaped early by this remarkable woman and I became her professional assistant during the days - while she held court - before in the evening I transformed into a servile female maid that ensured the woman’s every sensual wish or desire was taken care of, along with anyone else both male of female that entered her heightened orbit.

In some shame or secret gratification, I was becoming an accomplished courtesan and privately revelled in the depravity and notoriety.

I surely now accepted my lowly place with her which was set off against the high bar I had reached as her dependable right-hand man, until in my own willing wicked way she referred to me as a treasure and that I was becoming indispensable.

Occasionally, on a rare weekend off from Mrs Tatum, I would visit Tara in Cambridge then supposedly secretly with Patty as well - when I would be well fucked by them both in various feminine fashions - but their time at university was nearing the end and they would soon be coming to London to join the political melting pot when my heart sensed that before long I might have to takes sides rather than continue with double life as I was.

In truth I adored being around Tara, but there was something sexually chemical that happened with Patty which was becoming difficult to resist for me because I loved playing the submissive Bitch to her as she took my ass and lovingly teased the little cage which she obviously felt was completely divine.

This was even while pretending it was beyond barbaric that my uncaring Conservative mistress would treat me like that, and she took it as a sincere compliment when I mentioned that my head inventively concluded that my chastity was really a gesture to her.

Also, I pressed the point of how terribly unprincipled and sadistic Tara was with me which she absolutely lapped up.

As I matter of course I provided her with the spare key to my prison which she graciously put around her slight fragile neck and never stopped grinning from ear to ear while doing so.

Patty was becoming increasingly enlivened by the juicy bits of apparent scandal I was putting her way - in all examination it was most conjecture or made up - and mentioned that when she was set up in London then she might call on me subject to my continued usefulness.

Undeniably I had become trapped by my unethical behaviour and duplicity but in many ways I was an enthusiastic victim because I saw what I offered as merely a means to an end, and six months after I had begun work for Mrs Tatum my actual name was put forward for a constituency in the East End - which I had no chance of winning as a Conservative candidate - but demonstrated I had very much arrived.

Needless to say, I was well-trounced by the organised efficient Labour machine in this area, but my senior mentor supported then complimented me on my sterling efforts and that evening of the results when I returned home in my suit and tie she smiled wanly.

“This is just a start, Percy, but you have lost and now please let’s have you back in uniform as I have a surprise tonight.”

It was strange returning to humbling female clothing, as the last few days and weeks I had been in my male pomp, but the sensation of silk and lace was unspeakable pleasurable and not to be taken lightly as I slipped back into feminine routine fairly easily.

To my real shock the mystery guest was no other than Tara, dressed in a smart dark trouser suit and she nodded coolly to me at the entrance door, as if my bizarre appearance was no big deal, but it became clear when I served the dinner that Mrs Tatum had told my petite red-haired torturer all about my surreal life with her.

I stood back then listened quietly to their conversation about the prominent job she had organised for this girl, while the pre-prepared courses were dished out, until they were eventually finished at which point the party Matriarch gurgled at Tara in mischief.

“As you know I grant Percy an odd night when he can lose the restriction then dress up in a luscious outfit and cum as he wishes into the panties he loves so much…”

I was so humiliated to be talked about like some feminised deviant I literally ached against the Perspex prison, but she ignored my dark reflex and went on.

“…There is a whole wardrobe in his room which my husband used to have and wear, and I hoped you would you release then dress him up for me.”

It was clear by the expression on her face - to this reveal - that Tara was not fully aware of everything we did but she readily took in the decadent news then chuckled, as was her way, before adding another dimension to the depravity.

“Come here, Percy…”

I walked softly to her when she raised the hem to my dress then lowered the delicate underwear and undid the awful cage before taking my tiny prick in her fingertips.

“…I want to see your secret selection of lovely items, Percy, then we can have drinks before I put you over my knee and show Mrs Tatum how you like your pretty ass fucked.”

Her measured words made me stretch then harden but she promptly pulled me into my bedroom and had me strip naked before covering my body in a full red dress with lacy ruffled lingerie below and making my flushed face up for good measure.

I was desperate to climax, but she concentrated on ensuring I looked enticingly female then led me back into the lounge where we all sat like elegant ladies drinking wine or brandy before - as promised - she pressed me over her knees, raised the long fabric of the dress and stroked my deliciously covered bottom before murmuring.

“You are a dark-horse, Percy…as you never mentioned this…!”

The first beat of her hand made me cum, and she wiped the viscous liquid into my anal opening then smirked at our host.

“…Let me have one of your strap-ons please, Margaret, as I know you have some…and I’ll fuck the Little Bitch with the very evocative toy you used on your Ronnie…”

The mature woman disappeared then placed a devilish looking object in Tara’s hands who then pushed me onto the floor before removing her trousers and placing the device around her delicate hips and standing over my shaky head.

“…Show me how your cock-sucking skills have improved, Percy…”

I drew the phallus as if it was real and about to explode which made me shamefully spurt continually in my knickers before eventually Tara sat me on her lap made sure my anus was saturated with slippery fluids then bounced me up and down on it with her fingertips while I wailed as she laughed at our benefactor.

“…It seems that we are both receiving some schooling from you, Mrs Tatum and….”

The depravity and deviance was sorely overwhelming as I dripped semen endlessly while I rode her.

“…Not just about Politics.”

Tara stopped for a moment for a break or to let me revel in the tidal wave of humiliation as the older woman stared at us both and sighed wistfully.

“My…it reminds me of just what a perfect life Ronnie and I had living here…”

Once she was done with me I showered and subsequently wore a sheer short negligee, Tara had selected from the many mixed nightgowns, then went out to show-off to Mrs Tatum as ordered when the usually enigmatic woman wiped away a revealing tear from her pale blue eye.

“…How delightful you are Percy, and seeing you like this reminds me that without the love and support from my Ronnie then I would not be where I am today…”

She rose up wearily or perhaps drunkenly from her chair because it was obvious Tara was staying with me tonight and exhaled emotionally.

“…I think every successful woman needs a selfless Ronnie to get on in this duplicitous profession we have chosen.”

Her words were taken as mere inebriated ramblings and in no time I was on my knees with my panties at my ankles as Tara rutted me continually then sat on my face and rubbed her wetness against my tongue, looked down and smiled weakly.

“Fuck, Percy…I swear you have become more perverse in nature than me!”

My flame-haired torturer was gone before I woke, and I only saw her sporadically around the London scene over the next year or so where she traded jobs and men like poker chips and began climbing the treacherous ladder where we all sought to plant our proverbial flag at the pinnacle,.

It was increasingly obvious to me, as I looked on from a distance, that she was far more of an efficient networker or operator than I would ever be.

My life was beyond interesting and being by the side of Mrs Tatum I was privileged to be involved in political machinations of the highest levels, although to be honest I came to realise that I lacked some of the necessary dark character traits to operate like she did.

The woman was indeed charming but in honesty also utterly devious and ruthless when she needed to be.

Mrs Tatum however remained extremely thoughtful and kind to me although she was sorely demanding of my services and tended to relish my tactile or oral soothing in the evenings after one of her many complicated days.

The months skipped along in something of a flash while occasional local or by-elections came and went and during this period the political stars of both Tara and Patty began to steadily if not vertically rise.

Tara had made various associations with influential men and, with Mrs Tatum in the background as well, she ran in the general election, won a closely contested seat in London and became one of the youngest female MP’s in history.

Patty also became an MP in a safe Labour borough as well and I began to see the divine duo both regularly on television, becoming very much part of the new political establishment set.

I still came into contact with them both occasionally when they had the time or inclination to fuck me, but - as always with her - Patty was unsure of my true loyalties while Tara seemed indifferent as she was involved in so many other more important matters.

It might be mentioned that the sex with Patty was also the extraordinary best- as she had a divine authority about her that was sorely irresistible to my senses.

More time and another by-election for me came and went when even though it was a constituency that had mostly voted Tory I did not get my personal message across and after another disastrous loss, a few further weeks later Mrs Tatum undid my cage one night, had me change into pretty lingerie and a long dress then spoke to me quietly around the dining table with unusual purpose.

“You are a person of sound character and a truly wonderful Ladies Maid, Percy, but sadly I have watched you out on the hustings and have come to the conclusion that your expertise and future is as support rather than leadership…”

She saw my face drop and smiled empathetically.

“…You can still be a soldier, Percy, but now you must do so in a different and more clandestine way for the party…”

I listened with some trepidation as she continued.

“…We’re a little concerned about this Patty who is so popular but loud, forward and dangerously very Left-wing and I think it is time you used your connection with her a little more directly.”

In apprehension I gazed at her foolishly.

“How? Even though I have provided her various bit of scandal and secretive information she still doesn’t have faith in me.”

The woman nodded sagely.

“We shall make a new scandal where it will be known that you have left our party after being discovered snooping where you shouldn’t; and you shall take some truly scurrilous stuff to her which will hopefully do the trick.”

My head was still uncertain.

“Trick?”

She nodded purposefully.

“Yes Sweetie, you shall reveal all of your life with me, take up with her and find some dirt on the crazy Bitch as we all want her gone.”

It all sounded impossible or surreal but next day there was headlines in the paper about a mole in the Conservative party and before I knew it I had a dirty dossier in my hand waiting for Patty to meet me at a deserted bar in town.

The girl was late as always but then she turned up in a stylish suit and sat opposite me after buying drinks then murmured as I slipped the envelope of my disloyalty under the table.

“You have chosen sides have you…?”

I recounted in detail - just as instructed - how the awful Mrs Tatum had made me her female slave, used me like some sexual pet and that I now wanted revenge on both her and Tara for how badly or disgustingly I had been treated.

Her slate eyes scanned the document until a sly grin appeared on her lips as she simpered inaudible delight.

“…My, you are hacked-off with them.”

I sipped my scotch - I had developed a taste for it - and muttered darkly.

“They can fuck off…I have removed the cage they placed me in so do what you want with the information as I am finished with politics.”

She sat back in visible surprise.

“Why Percy…I thought you might come over to me?”

My head shook sadly just as I had practised.

“I don’t think you trust me.”

She stretched her hand beneath the slim table and pressed my crotch.

“It takes time to build trust, while I needed to be in a position to look after you properly and now I am an MP with my own apartment here then I might welcome an assistant.”

My instruction was to play coy, and I did.

“I’m not sure, Patty…”

I gazed at her weakly as she stroked my erection..

“…I am so drawn to you I may lose my focus.”

She smiled and spoke seductive words.

“You know how we are when fucking together, and I fully believe now when you were serving those Tory Bitches you really yearned to be under my control.”

Weirdly part of what she had said was true as I whimpered.

“Would I be living as a female.”

She chuckled and was firm suddenly..

“Don’t ask stupid questions as I only like lesbians and you will naturally be serving me as a girl…”

She softened her tone and took my hand.

“…It will be different to your other Mistresses as although I recognise you need a firm more dominant hand…”

Her forced smile was hardly reassuring.

“…But one that is full of compassion and kindness…”

She felt my hardness through the satin panties I had on, and she laughed.

“…I have the afternoon off so let us go shopping as you need some stuff and then I will fuck your delectable ass and you can decide if you really wish to move in.”

To this prediction of my immediate fate, I spurted into the fine gusset, and it seemed my proverbial goose was already cooked.

In some ways it was just like being with Tara, because this young dynamic woman overwhelmed me and within thirty minutes I was inside a hidden shop down a side street in Soho wearing nothing but a small golden chastity device as Patty looked and muttered.

“This shows you belong to me now Percy…not those other stupid women before my era…”

She picked up a slim cane and tapped my naked bottom and seemed - like all these despotic girls - to relish the rush of power.

“…Now let’s have a few other toys and I will take you to a divine lingerie shop I know where the awful pampered rich girls go to dress up for sex…”

In less than two hours she had paid for everything on my credit card, and I was parading around her bedroom in a black-lace corset with delicious lingerie below when she gurgled and teasingly stroked my delicate thong.

“…You will dress like a spoiled promiscuous Princess in my home, do the domestic work while I educate you in politics and how best to please me....”

She gently bent me over on the covers, placed a black ball gag in my mouth then to my shock pulled a black covering mask over my head and laughed.

“…This is a gimp cover for Sissy Girls like you…”

In the sudden darkness all I could sense was the slender thong in my bottom pulled to one side then the appliance of oily mucus before she pressed the cock inside my anus immediately and grunted.

“…You want the job and become my Bitch…Sissy Girl?”

The feeling of degradation and submission was indescribable as I shuddered and dripped in my new cage then answered almost lovingly.

“Oh yes, Miss…fuck yes!”

I was rutted relentlessly until at last Patty felt she had my measure before I willingly placed my now uncovered head between her parted slender thighs and worshipped her leaky cunt with my tongue while her voice wandered.

“Good Girl, Percy…I will take good care of you now then show you how to be a true socialist and my precious personal worker.”

We ate at McDonalds, to perhaps demonstrate my privileged days were behind me, before returning to her small but airy apartment at the edge of Westminster where I stripped then bathed her - I think mainly because I confessed I did that for Mrs Tatum - before I showered afterwards then placed on a long negligee set in which Patty took me basely once again.

There was definitely and tangibly something in the atmosphere with her because when she had finished with me, and I was tenderly licking her ass and pussy with some devotion, I murmured spontaneously.

“I think I love you, Miss.”

The adroit girl said nothing but just allowed me to demean myself until reaching selfish orgasm twice before holding my corralled penis lightly and laughing.

“Of course, you love me, Percy…because I understand you and always did!”

Over the course of the next few weeks, Patty demonstrated that she was probably correct because the worse I was treated by her the more I seemed to crave and adore the precocious girl and indirectly the humiliation that was meted out.

She spent my personal money buying me the most extravagantly feminine outfits, from a playboy bunny to a stripper and even a sexy stewardess then paraded me like some perverse trophy of avarice amongst her often, classless common friends.

The sexual activity we shared was truly intense, as she took delight in spanking or beating my bottom before fucking it sometimes in front of her lesbian entourage who, like Patty, enjoyed the sullied scene of a privileged submissive white boy being punished merely for being born lucky or wealthy.

Occasionally, I was allowed to masturbate, and Patty would again ask her awful pals around when one would unlock me before dressing me up in skimpy lingerie and taking drinking bets on how long I would take to cum or how many times I could provide my mouth to order, which was less appealing than you might think because many of these women were definitely not glamour models.

Therefore, my existence was entirely degrading in many ways because these whacky assortments of females all tormented and teased me continually but - quite bizarrely - I grew to secretly enjoy my endless disgrace in the same but subtly different ways I once had with Mrs Tatum.

Patty - given her standing - rapaciously had many female lovers and I was always included in the feminine intimacy either with my hand tongue or of course my ass as many of her predatory black associates enjoyed the permissive art of pegging young pale-skinned men.

In many ways I tried to resist my tepid instinct of surrender but could not until I simply did whatever the young brash woman told me without the slightest choice or question.

At the beginning of our association, I did discover some interesting facts about the often fractured party she worked for, and passed these on to Mrs Tatum, but as the months rolled by, gradually I no longer took notes and just fell more and more under the evocative spell of this dynamically driven young woman.

I went with Patty around her meetings and travels about the constituency or beyond and I gleaned an honest sense of just how embraced she was by the ordinary people and the youth of the country in-particular.

They liked her style, her look while most unexpectedly the students and millennials bought into her inherent Left-wing ideals and values which most unexpectedly I was beginning to, as well.

Well, who could argue against fairness and equality?

However, although Patty spoke an exceedingly good game regarding this liberal nirvana, she was increasingly boorish and even on occasion almost sadistic in my regard, as the depraved penchant for tying me up and even torturing me during our sexual tryst was increasing exponentially.

It was as though she was trying to punish me for something, but I did not dwell on it because along with everything else she threw at me, I meekly acted as her little political puppy given my loyalty and adulation seemed to know no bounds.

A year into our veritable relationship I barely thought about my old life, Mary, Tara or Mrs Tatum and my days were merrily spent working in the Labour offices then sharing her bed and life as best I could, given the many pressures and obligations on her shapely shoulders.

If she had to go away for any time, Patty would pass the key to my servitude to one of her often obtuse friends who would sleep over then use or abuse me in whatever manner they wished, but by this stage I had been convinced I was part of the winning group of political heroes and contentedly played the rich decadent whore to which-ever females in the Labour fold she generously granted such lewd licence to.

It was during one of these assignations with a plump black girl called Bianca - who made me spring-clean the entire apartment from top to bottom in a clingy blue leotard with white tights - that I made a dramatic fateful discovery.

The information was at first glance simply a selection of cards and pictures tucked inside the bottom of one of her drawers - that I would never have thought to look inside - but when I saw the images then made some basic enquiries on the internet it made me suddenly see Patty in a staggering new light and begin to comprehend this palpable bristling anger that forever seemed to consume her.

However, I had grown to care deeply for this impressive young woman and after satisfying myself that the facts were correct, I merely placed the dangerous documents back where I found them and waited like a devoted dog for my mistress to return so I could embrace then kiss her and proverbially wag my tail.

I satisfied myself that none of us were perfect while I was greatly sympathetic to Patty - and what had happened to her - therefore just treated the relative scoop casually because there seemed no circumstances would I betray the woman I thought so highly of or even loved.

So, for a while our close tender affair continued to blossom, exactly as it had before, during which period she was placed on the shadow-cabinet when there was even gathering gossip about her running for the leadership as the present man at the top was seen as something of a Marxist dinosaur.

If there was ever a need or a time for new blood then this was entirely encapsulated by the energetic Patty who seemed so full of inventive, sincere, revolutionary thoughts.

I began to notice the changes in her a few months after I had found the secret pictures and although I had seen cuttings or heard rumours of her with a young Leninist called Tom Taylor - who was an advisor to many members of the shadow committee - I did not believe it until one evening she brought him back to our home.

That was how I saw the compact place by now.

He was a slim wiry man who dressed scruffily and walked in casually then ignored that I was dressed in white silk camiknickers along with a fine bralette but smirked at me anyway as we ate together.

“You look nice, Percy.”

I looked at Patty for help put she just giggled.

“Don’t be shy, Sweetie…Tom has been bi for a while and is used to being around gay men.”

I went to mention that I did not consider myself gay but in the end just sat quietly then waited for him to leave but unfortunately - after I had washed up - we then settled in the lounge where Patty murmured to me cuttingly.

“Go and suck him off…I want you to…”

She knew I had performed oral sex for other men in the past, but I did not wish to do this for this Creep, but then to my despair she sarcastically insisted.

“…Please Percy, be a Good Girl as I want to see you.”

Coerced as always by her, suddenly I was on my knees as this arrogant Bastard put his huge cock between my lips and snickered at me.

“Be a Good Little Fag and make it special…”

He held then pulled my blonde long hair and laughed at my manipulative girlfriend.

“…Fuck, he does it even better that you…”

It was then I knew she was fucking him, and he pumped my mouth and grunted.

“…Swallow it down, Bitch!”

I gasped then gulped the foul flow while Patty chuckled then made me wipe him clean and kiss the end of this hateful prick before she sighed without any concern for my feelings.

“Obviously, Tom is staying in my room tonight as…”

Her lithe body quivered.

“…Seems I’m unexpectedly going through a man-phase at the moment, so you’ll have to sleep in the spare room.”

To my ongoing chagrin Tom butted in.

“Why not let the Sissy Girl watch me fuck you for a while…”

I had never hated in my life, but in the few minutes I had known Tom, I truly hated him as he grinned.

“…And maybe if he’s lucky one day I might take him as well!” 

My face flushed and scowled but I still showered then changed into a long nightgown set, then stood back as my supposedly lesbian girlfriend was fiercely rutted in every crease or crevice that she had and joined in the mutual depravity with rare sexual female hunger.

After an hour I was dismissed and ached to cum, but the cage distressingly held me fast and my feelings for Patty also stopped me reacting negatively as I tossed then turned and wished him dead.

Sadly, the lousy Bastard became a common irritant over the next few months as he screwed Patty endlessly and demanded my mouth whenever the illicit urge took him which my pitiless girlfriend obliged me to do until I could recognise the essence of his sperm on my tongue or in her cunt when I licked her out after he’d selfishly finished staining and filling it.

It was all unbearable but unforgivable and I was nearing the end of my tether when miraculously one morning he was gone and although Patty did not say anything specific I guessed or presumed that wonderfully the man-stage in her life was over.

This assumption was cemented by her dressing me in a cute frilly babydoll, pressing a white ball-gag in my mouth and fucking my ass wonderfully before I suckled her precious sexual lips and hopelessly declared my undying adulation once more.

It seemed we had survived a small tremor in our special liaison as her female friends came around once more and I was between two or three salacious girls giving or receiving less than innocent pleasure.

Then, on Saturday afternoon, when three of her best lesbian hangers-on were there, I eagerly put on my coral blue Basque, black stockings and suspenders, kneeled on the bed while a gag, then handcuffs - that bound me - were clicked into place, before the Gimp mask that blocked the light but also heightened the senses was place over my giddy head.

Then in the cloying blackness I shivered excitedly as delicate fingers moved the fine thong in my bottom and I heard Patty whisper in low delight.

“Breathe in, Sweetie, you’re in for a treat…”

As she spoke I felt warm slimy oil in my anal entrance then the sensation of thickness as I was invaded then filled but almost immediately I knew something was terribly different as I cried out and struggled in vain.

However, it was already too late for salvation as obvious male hands held my hips and a pulsing living cock unreasonably started to fuck me.

The strokes of copulation were rough and powerful, and I knew who it was before Patty spoke again with uncalled for joviality..

“…Tom’s back from his trip and I thought this would be a lovely way to welcome him home.”

I could hear all the girls laughing loudly as this Bastard took me and although I detested him, the rude baseness of the fornication made me drip sperm before his speed increased and swathes of hot ejaculate liberally poured inside me.

The audience shrieked in puerile glee before he withdrew then came around in front of me, removed the mask, wiped his reducing prick on my cheeks then undid the ball-gag and gurgled.

“…Suck it Fag, and we can do it again.”

He pushed it to my lips before I snarled.

“If that comes any hearer I’ll bite it off!”

The obnoxious Bastard stepped back - as if shocked - and Patty murmured acidly while placing the punishing gag back in my mouth.

“That’s not what I expect from my servant, Percy, and just for that I will make him hard, and he can fuck you again before we all take a turn…”

She spanked my backside extra sharply then kneeled and drew his developing dick with spitting lips while he patted her head and grinned at me.

“Don’t cry Sissy…you’ll get used to it because I intend to be around the fabulous girl for a long time...”

In my vulnerable state he proceeded to take delight in taking me once more, but this time pulled my hair to show off to the watching girls and gasped diabolically.

“…Who’s for fucking the rich Sissy Girl.”

He eventually climaxed before all of the other assembled took their turn in my anal passage with different sized strap-ons, and when they were done I had to serve drinks in my lingerie while they all got sozzled and mocked or degraded me until at last I could escape then shower and wonder how it all came to this.

When Tom left, in the middle of the night, Patty called me to her then berated me coldly as I stood naked before her with my chastity cage still glinting in the dim light.

“I’m very disappointed in you, Percy…”

She stretched out and spread her thighs to show that her pussy was full to overflowing and spoke to me as if I was truly an idiot which - on reflection - given my outlandish behaviour, perhaps it was not such a difficult assumption for her.

“…Tom and I are a couple, just as I am with you, and when he visits tomorrow you will say you’re sorry and let him have you as and when he wishes…”

The woman I had such strong emotions for patted her tummy and smiled without warmth.

“…Now lick me clean of him, apologise, then say you love me then maybe this time…”

My mouth fell on her creamy slit as she finished.

“…I will pardon you.”

As I suckled the gooey mess I managed to spit out timorous words.

“I’m so sorry, Patty…please forgive me…I was being very silly and now naturally see the errors of my ways…”

I found her sensitive spot through the saturation of thick pungent spunk and promptly fondly teased her to feminine bliss.

“…Please say I am forgiven.”

She ground my head in deeper then groaned in delectation before pressing against me like a rubbing rag.

“Of course, Sweetie…but know your place here as after all…”

She gurgled and settled down to sleep.

“…I’m the head of a very large and giving family.”

We slumbered side by side, as if I was still Patty’s much loved and devoted companion, then woke together in the morning when I dutifully made breakfast and compassionately kissed her cheek before promising that the house would be tidy, all the paperwork brought up to date and my re-conditioned head would fresh and responsive for her and Tom when she returned later that evening.

Patty then went off with a visible spring in her step but once she had turned the corner I sneakily gathered the revealing pictures and documents, I had seen those many months previously, removed the hated cage that spoke of my submission to her - with the spare key in the bedroom drawer - and left both together before packing my case with only what I had come with.

In honesty it was more than hard to leave my luscious luxurious clothing behind but given what unacceptably took place the previous night, I did, and literally ran from this depravity to the nearby taxi rank.

Everything had happened so impossibly fast but improbably or amazingly I found myself outside Mrs Tatum’s apartment block in Westminster just before 9.30a.m.

As if at long last providence was on my side the experienced woman was in and alone which was confirmed when she let me in through the security gate then sat me down around the empty kitchen table I once knew so well and stared directly in my direction before speaking with a distinctive edge of pathos.

“We thought you had gone rogue.” 

My face blushed before I buried my dignity even lower then shrugged and confessed.

“I suppose I did?”

Her tone was caustic.

“Love was it?”

My mouth groaned and grumbled weakly.

“Something like that.”

She sat back and inhaled in patent disappointment.

“Well, you better have something very, very, interesting to tell, Percy, if you wish any help now from me.”

I reached in my bag and almost disarmingly threw the brown envelope I had taken from Patty on the shiny surface, which she quickly went through with her dazzling azure eyes that grew larger and more sparkling as she ingested what delights was there before the woman finally began to smile then literally beam.

“Do you want your old job back?”

I did not hesitate for a second.

“Please, Mrs Tatum…suddenly I realise I’ve been away in the wilderness far too long.”

To my real shock the old matriarch leaned over to kiss me on my mouth very gently and chuckled empathetically.

“Your friend Patty must have upset you a lot for you to bring me these incredible pictures and documents…”

She drew back and sipped her tea in relish.

“…Welcome home, Percy…be assured we are going to have a lot of fun with this…!”

It was as if I had never left, and she simpered softly.

“…Now please put your pretty uniform on which is hanging up in your wardrobe and let me have the clever device I stored in your side cupboard to put you back in chastity…”

Her fingertips showed me the shiny key still around her fragile neck.

“…I guess somehow I knew you’d be back.”

That afternoon I massaged and licked her shapely ass and moist manicured pussy, just as I used to, before sucking off one of her mature rapacious male associates after dinner, and most improbably it appeared to everyone I had never ever left.

I received numerous calls from Patty but blocked the number from my phone and tried not to think about my dissolute time with her or the fact my final act towards this undeniably remarkable and impressive woman, I had once confessed unbridled love for was one of treachery.

My mind attempted to place the past year or so all behind me and pretend it simply didn’t happen and I nearly convinced myself over the next few weeks - when my energies were thrown into the torrid world surrounding Mrs Tatum - but then I saw the headlines in the tabloid papers one morning and my recent history returned to terrorise then haunt me as the letters shouted out in big bold type.

“Left Wing Potty Patty…the Real Story of a Radical!”

I read the tale as if I did not already know what was contained but it merely detailed what I already had worked out; that the reputedly Woke liberal working-class Patty was none other than the precocious Patricia Evelyn Stone whose family had a huge estate in Yorkshire and reputedly owned more land than the Queen!

Worse than this for her, it appeared that much of the family wealth had been made out of the heinous slave trade and in the judgemental world of twitter - in which she inhabited - such abject sins were utterly unforgiveable.

There was a picture of Patricia in her divine wedding dress - I blushed in discomfort because it was the same one I wore when I had made my mock vows to her so long ago - but it turned out she had been jilted at the alter by her childhood sweetheart and that possibly the despair and heartbreak had sent her mind over the cliff and set on this lunatic socialist path.

It seemed that her true motives in this regard were merely selfish revenge against the golden affluent boy that had let her down and the Marxist cloak of invisibility she had cast around her slender shoulders was merely just an act.

Without doubt or question the apparently liberal revolutionary Patty was nothing but a fraud.

Amazingly, in the general political universe it appeared that you could be a bounder, cad, thief, liar and a lousy person who possessed the most awful character traits without the slightest repercussion, but in the modern socialist Labour party there was one thing that could absolutely completely not be tolerated.

You could not be pampered privileged or rich; and without question you could definitely never come from family fortune and vast inherited wealth.

Subsequently and guiltily, I watched from a discrete distance as she tried to defend the indefensible or to salvage her capsized boat of a political career that had been riding so high, but other than a jilted duplicitous lover - like me - nothing it seemed was more callous than the revengeful wicked Left who had been utterly deceived and within a pressurised month Patty had resigned from parliament and was safely back home in the fold with Mummy and Daddy.

Although I tried to tell myself she deserved it, my conscience burned or plagued me for nearly two long years until most marvellously I saw the wedding photographs - again in the familiar fabulous dress - of her looking ecstatic and fabulous in the society pages marrying the very most handsome young man that had got cold-feet previously which had pushed her on her unfortunate crazed journey into madness.

That was now how I now saw her liberal socialist antics.

For a while I watched on from afar in some morbid fascination but less than nine months later I saw Patricia had given birth to sweet baby Elouise and I sighed almost in physical relief that - far from hurting the girl - perhaps my devious actions had granted her the life she was originally destined and entitled to.

Anyway, finally I felt better as I did not need to bear culpability about Patty any longer and in many ways her matrimonial and motherly joy helped me sleep much better at night. 

My own existence with Mrs Tatum was well-ordered and undeniably interesting because I was mixing each day in the highest levels of the political or social universes and was pleased and delighted to play my small insignificant part.

Understandably I suppose, after the traumatic experiences with Patty and my lack of success as a Conservative candidate my personal political ambitions had faded to nothing, and I embraced working for my inspirational mentor then selflessly providing whatever sexual services I could to the marvellous woman along with her many influential associates or friends.

Be they male or female.

I took my attachment and submission to her as something of a perverse badge of honour and felt no introspective morality about any feminised dressing up or sexual or sensual gifts that were granted, as everything I did was for the deserving party cause.

Cloe, Mary, Olivia and many of the other young ambitious women I had come into contact with along my sleazy journey had married wealthy, connected men and seemed happy enough but, as I well appreciated, no one knew what actually went on behind four walls although my head or heart enjoyed that they seemed satisfied or fulfilled while I wished them all well.

Tara and I had kept in touch since my return to the true government party and she tended to fuck me for old times sakes when our paths occasionally crossed, but the maturing woman was a true high-flier in the political cosmos, already a top cabinet member and tipped for the main leadership job dependent on whether it was written in the stars.

Given her increasing importance, in all sad truth Tara had very little time or patience for me.

To get to that stratospheric level of governance nothing for her was guaranteed, and I watched the redoubtable girl in silent admiration and tried not to feel a strong pang of jealously when I saw her take up with rugged striking Denzel Harrison who had come out of nowhere to become an important figurehead in the black caucus being increasingly formed in the BCM ranks.

I discovered they had been courting for nearly eighteen months and like everyone else I was waiting for an announcement of their engagement as they seemed perfect for each other, unlike me who was lost in this lowly nether world of servile feminised chastity or submission to dominant women.

In truth I could have escaped, but with Mrs Tatum at my side I actually no longer wanted to.

Naturally, I knew living like this was demeaning or beneath me in multiple ways but after such a long time the fact that I secretly enjoyed this teasing and sensual theatre of dressing up and decadence was inescapable.

So, to me, it appeared everything was finally in its proper place because the adventurous and powerful, were rewarded while I continued in my eventful privileged employment with the eternally impressive Mrs Tatum.

This was until one unanticipated evening when my future took an unexpected turn then improbable twist.

I entered into the dining room to surprisingly find the table already set and Tara sitting there demurely in a smart business suit looking far more unsettled, troubled and obviously distraught than I had ever seen her before.   

Since we had first met Tara was always someone who exuded boundless confidence and suddenly she looked extremely vulnerable.

Her green opal eyes seemed dull as they looked up with uncertainty and glanced at me in my pristine maid’s uniform but other than a genial blink she did not comment nor say anything as Mrs Tatum entered in a heavenly evening outfit - she did like to dress for dinner - and purposely placed herself at the head of the table before inhaling then smiling warmly.

“Welcome, Tara, please relax and eat well and healthily…”

Her look was telling.

“…I understand you need to…”

She glanced unnervingly at me.

“…Serve the first course, Percy…”

The conversation seemed initially strained during the various edible treats on offer, but after the sweet they relaxed with luscious red wine by which time Tara appeared a little more settled and Mrs Tatum spoke to her kindly while I stood in my black dress and pinafore then listened closely because I sensed something was definitely in the heightened air.

“…My dear Tara, I understand you have a little predicament and what I have learned in politics and life is that one person’s predicament is another person’s opportunity…”

Tara went to speak but she waved her down.

“…I know you are pregnant and that the womanising scoundrel, Denzel, can and will not marry you because, as you have recently become aware…”

There was a rare tear in Tara’s now moody green eyes.

“…He is already married and as with what happened to Percy and Patty, sometimes the young mistake lust for love…”

The old woman chuckled sagely.

“…Please Tara, admit the fact…it was not the size of his intellect that attracted you but the outstanding length and girth of his cock, Young Lady…”

Tara sat back somewhat shocked, just as I was, and she continued drolly to a spellbound small audience.

“…Sadly, Dastardly Denzel is on his way out of favour and will be a memory in the party before long, so for you this is a pivotal time, and you must decide quickly whether this will destroy your bright future or perhaps let me gently push you to take a more inventive course.”

My usually arrogant former Mistress glanced down to the floor and cried miserably.

“I don’t know what to do, Mrs Tatum…but I will not lose the innocent child as I couldn’t do that for anything.”

The wise, Aged Bird nodded supportively and took her hand.

“That shows courage and good character, as to be frank I am fond of both you along with Percy and feel it is now my duty to point out the blindingly obvious…”

Tara looked utterly bewildered.

“…Poor innocent child, don’t you see that powerful women like us need a subservient man…?”

Her painted red lips twisted in recall.

“…I had my Ronnie while you have Percy who clearly loves you utterly and completely just as my husband did with me…”

Mrs Tatum laughed lowly.

“…He was entirely content and fulfilled in his worship of me, while I could have or fuck the strong men I wanted then occasionally bear their children and still have a career because he was always there to do the necessary mopping up or domestic work and make everything …”

Tara suddenly visibly settled into the chair and sighed in comprehension.

“Respectable…fuck…”

She gazed in wonder at the remarkable Old Girl.

“…I still have so much to glean from you.”

Our mutual tutor turned to me but addressed us both.

“I am retiring shortly and am happy to let you have my apartment to live in for a while so you have a base and Percy can keep the cute clothes he loves to wear so much…”

Her tone became stern and pointed to me suddenly.

“…Would you like to marry Tara and become her permanent Ladies Maid instead of mine?”

It was without question the best offer of my life and I immediately kneeled at Tara’s feet in ceremonial gesture then murmured meekly and with self-deprecation.

“Please marry me, Tara…in truth I have always loved you, although to be honest I never thought I had a chance as you are so above me but would promise to eagerly devote the rest of my life in your service…”

Instinctively she raised the long black skirt around her legs then had me pathetically lick the scented wet pink vaginal crease between her thighs - once my mouth sneaked past the edges of her tight panties - while our companion looked on approvingly and I whimpered.

“…Please say yes, Miss…and I promise you will not regret it.”

My tongue skilfully found her tender spot and she shivered then groaned.

“I will be despotic and demanding, Percy…treat you like a weak servant girl behind closed doors and fuck your pretty ass to my whim…”

The vision seemed to strangely inspire us both as I suckled her slimy vaginal crease harder.

“…There will be male and female lovers along the way, and you will accept that I expect you to provide sexual favours to others now and then to my command…”

My lips became sodden then sputtered before her sexual lips did.

“…You really want to be my Servile Little Fag, Percy and live forever under my iron will and whip…?”

Her supple mound pressed against the oral tension as she grimaced in the delectation of sensual bliss and an unanticipated path out of her personal nightmare.

“…Become my Ronnie, Darling and lick my ass forever?”

A final flick then lick sent her into the orgasmic abyss as I gasped feebly.

“Oh yes, Miss…that would truly be a dream come true.”

Tara eventually came down from the sexual high, opened her eyes, stroked my hair and smiled at Mrs Tatum then at me before exhaling in an ultimate release of tension.

“Well then, soon to be Precious Percy…under those circumstance and conditions I accept your generous offer of marriage…”

She drew my giddy addled head into her saturated crack as we both seemed to recognise then relish the fanciful fateful moment while she sighed.

“…As there was always something interesting or even spiritual about us being together right from the very start and to be entirely open…”

She started to gently laugh before both Mrs Tatum and I joined in in the merriment.

“…I always did very much like having you around!”

Because of pending but unmentionable pressure of bringing the forthcoming secret production of life into a more acceptable social structure, the wedding took place within four weeks, and it seemed the whole of the Conservative party turned out to wish us well.

Tara walked down the aisle at the local church in our hometown wearing divine white brocade and lace looking utterly heavenly while I wore matching lingerie to hers below my immaculate formal black suit and tie.

Everyone seemed ecstatic - including us - and at the small dinner then dance afterwards toasts and speeches were made about what a power-couple we now were and how this union, would undoubtedly in time set the political agenda going forward for the whole country.

It seemed unlikely to me, but I was not there to argue.

The only bit of scandal to report on our special day was that even plumper Olivia had a loud and crude drunken interlude with the bride’s father in a janitor’s room they found spare during the festivities, as if they could not resist taking a last trip down mucky memory lane.

Fortunately, her equally inebriated and portly husband never even heard or noticed which seemed to be the way with a succession of men that never quite work out what their forever fickle of faithless women are up to. 

Tara and I took a honeymoon which was relaxing but another learning curve for me because she made it clear what was expected; and normal sexual relations in my regard were never going to be a consideration in her pretty head.

In reality this was not news, because I was well-trained if not indoctrinated in female service by now and displayed by new silver chastity cage - rarely asking for release - with secret pride while bending my head to her in every physically foul or conceivable way during the fortnight to prove I was indeed a depraved but principled man of my word.

By the time we returned to England, Mrs Tatum had officially retired and as promised left her apartment free for us - with all my favourite luscious outfits - and my life took on a similar ilk or shape as it had under her thumb, but Tara was younger and far stricter with me in all manner and means.

The worldly Matriarch was still around to be consulted, but my new reinvigorated wife was learning fast and soon any experienced informative words were required less and less by her.

The seasons changed before the baby girl arrived with great celebration when to my delight I was accepted as the father while no one barely noticed that the pretty child had a slight darkened colour to her skin.

Such things were never mentioned in decent company.

It went without saying that the real father, Denzel, had been firmly thrown out the party, as he was under investigation for embezzlement then being chased by his first wife and the last anyone had heard of him, the Seducer or Chancer was seeking a new start in Australia, where the criminals and vagabonds had always ended up.

That was apart from the ones running the country.

Tara continued to prosper in her career on the cabinet and went from one senior post to the next while governments changed but not the ruling ruthless Conservative party and quite naturally she used her brains - or at times her still lithe appealing body - to always keep on the right side of the inevitable events that happened along the way.

As expected I played my subversive and sexual part - when required - because somehow a good massage or blow-job to an elderly woman or male who needed it always seemed to oil the greasy wheels of negotiation and if I say so myself, Tara, with me behind her, were quite an inventive formidable team.

She retained her strong penchant for sexual exploration and took many lovers of both sexes then had two more babies between fucking me continually dressed provocatively in a variety of comely negligees and ensuring that her Precious Percy - as she tended to describe me - was not left neglected, wanting or out in the cold.

They say in politics, “you get what you deserve rather than what you want,” and whether my devious wife was worthy of the top Prime Ministerial job seemed debateable; but given her extraordinary influence and popularity over the many years she had been networking, fabulously or fortuitously that is how things eventually worked out.

This inevitably placed us at a new status level, where we used the grand homes provided by the state and also purchased a country pile for the future while the final rise to prominence meant that we both had to be a little more circumspect or careful in our personal pernicious impulses or fetishes.

It was therefore no longer easy to parade around the home in my comfortable divisive maid’s uniform as visitors were forever coming and in out, while Tara also had to be careful with regard to her sexual liaisons although she still found the time for the occasional indiscretion as to be decadently plain…everyone, both male and female, wanted to foul or fuck the still sensually fragrant leader of Britain.

It was rumoured the Belgium King had rutted my spouse over the cabinet table, but she would never admit this even to me but merely smiled or smirked dryly that people would or could believe something so improper or perverse.

In conclusion to my extraordinary story, from the initial moment of meeting this incredible charismatic clever flame-haired girl, my once insular and demure life had gone into overdrive and either directly or indirectly she had influenced or charted every dissolute course I had taken from our first chance confrontation.

Impossibly, and in an apparent blink of her hypnotic emerald eye, nearly thirty five years had flown along, by which time the children had flown the coop, Tara was on the worldwide, million-pound lecture circuit - still sleeping-around - and in-between working on various high profile committees I would dress in my favourite lacy lingerie in the privacy of our palatial country home then consider what on earth I was going to put in my memoirs because I had taken an extraordinarily large retainer and needed to produce something interesting.

I mean I knew the title, Dirty Politics - which was surprisingly not contentious given what people saw or knew - but from my perspective it was what the uninformed public did not fully comprehend or realise that would have sorely shocked them.

Well how could I tell the real raw truth?

It took a few years to finally pull everything together but in the end I wrote a whimsical or occasionally fictional account of my years with Tara - which was printed in my own name - then a second one which I intended go on Amazon anonymously, because it was simply far too juicy and tawdry a tale not to be recorded for posterity.

You could be certain that what actually took place could certainly never have entered the history books quite as it perversely happened, would it?

Therefore, I sincerely hope you have enjoyed this kindle version of just how dirty, filthy and downright degenerate politics can be to reach the top, and if you find it hard to imagine then that’s fine and entirely understandable…because to be brutally honest I lived every sullied second and can still barely believe it myself.

The surprising thing - in rooting through the past for this literary obligation - was that I realised in looking backwards at the pain, loss of masculine self-respect and unbearable humiliation I endured for endless decades under my wife’s decadent tyrannical rule, that if I had the opportunity to do it all again then I would have without even a moment’s reticence or introspective thought.

Which I suppose says more about me and my once buried base and deviant inclinations, than my Darling wife’s sexual cravings, as she had openly embraced her dark wicked libidinous side long before we ever got together.

Our life and the marriage shared was truly spent at the epicentre of the dirtiest politics possible and shamelessly but honestly perhaps - on sound reflection - it had been the most magical often depraved experience possible and to coin a phrase…I would not have had it any other way!

The End
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