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The Firm

Benjamin

Sadly my father died when I was a young, innocent only child, long before I ever knew him and my haughty superior mother, who I seemed to consistently disappoint - though I tried my best - always told me that I lacked the necessary drive or determination to succeed.

She was maternal and caring in a hands-off, distant sort of way but as time went by became embittered by fate dealing a her bad, difficult hand along with the struggle or lack of financial security the missing, paternal side of my parentage had left by way of no life insurance policy, until eventually I was dispatched to university with the clear understanding or instruction from her that when I had finished the necessary years of learning then I would have to fend fiscally for myself from that point.

My mother had been seeing a local dentist for a while now and this bombastic, mature, corpulent man already had grown-up children but was prepared to offer her marriage and the security she craved as long as I was not part of the overall bargain within his grand scheme of things and comfortable - if not overtly ostentatious - house.

Some would say I grew up unloved but in truth I held no resentment or acrimony towards my mother because, in becoming a budding lawyer my mind was suitably, logically trained and while I matured, fully understood that after providing support and an education for me she was entitled to subsequently or possibly selfishly make her own personal future as rosy as possible.

Therefore I became relatively self-sufficient, stayed in the cheapest, basic accommodation at the university and took a part-time job so I would only ever have to inconvenience my only parent temporarily on holidays although I never remained overnight, which would have caused her innumerable problems, because such presumption would definitely not have pleased this Sourpuss of a new husband.

In many ways I was something of a private, insular soul but had definitely always liked and admired women; certainly my mind or hormonal body lusted after girls and I had enjoyed some brief relationships over time - thankfully I was fair faced and normally well presented - but they tended to fizzle out quickly for no apparent reason to me while my heart simply continued to hope in positivity that I would eventually meet the right female or partner in due course.

I achieved my degree - not at the top level or anywhere near it I would sadly admit - and then applied for an internship to obtain my articles or experience in a nearby small town and eventually, or most fortuitously for me, gained an interview most coincidentally with someone I vaguely knew.

She was a comely, understatedly gorgeous, dark-haired girl that had qualified then left my law school a couple of years before me and was now already something of a senior high-flyer at this company.

My dizzy head vaguely remembered her - though she did not know me - because she was in my eyes exceptionally beautiful and there were rumours that had even reached me in my separation there about her wild sexual reputation on campus and the fact she was possibly having an affair or had become mixed up with one of the senior Deans of this esteemed establishment.  

But in saying that there were multiple tall tales or stories that abounded in one form or another between the envious, avaricious males about many of the Alpha girls and I just simply looked on from afar in admiration of her divinity and privately wondered - in fact I actually dreamed - what it would be like to be close or actually, impossibly intimate with a young woman of such godly perfection.

However, as I stared over the interview desk at her sparkling, magnetic, dark mixed-coloured eyes all I focussed on was trying to get a job with this organisation and answered her queries as best I could until in the end she shuffled some papers together noisily as if for show then addressed me coolly.

“To be frank, Benjamin…I must warn you that there are many more qualified applicants and I doubt I will be able to offer you a position.”

Although I tried I could hardly contain my disappointment or panic as my voice began to creak or break in demonstrable trauma.

“Oh Miss there are so few opportunities around here please is there not something you can do?”

She looked up at me like you would a suffering, wounded animal and sighed pointedly.

“Your law degree was extremely average Benjamin and we need a highly qualified person for the main office but…”

Her voice wavered and I held my breath more in hope than expectation.

“…There is possibly an opening as a legal executive and perhaps I could put you there for a while until another position came up…but I warn you that it is very tedious and mind-numbing work.”

I murmured quickly as I was terribly low on funds and absolutely desperate.

“Please Miss, I would be so grateful…honestly I have to find something to sustain me.”

The young woman muttered as patiently as she could and I appreciated it was not her task to carry my problems.

“My name is Grace Washington so leave it to me, Benjamin, as I can tell you require some assistance so I will help if possible.”

I felt humbled and appreciative as I gushed.

“Thank you, Grace, thank you!”

Her dark eyes narrowed in instant but obvious irritation.

“If you do work here then you will address me as Miss Washington…is that clear Benjamin?”

I bit my lips in a demonstration of my remorse for my mistake and being so rude or presumptuous.

“Yes of course Miss Washington…I’m so sorry!”

She just glared at me in ongoing but obvious vexation before I left the building in something of a lather and immediately but unsuccessfully went after any other job opportunities - as in truth I was not expecting anything from such a prestigious firm – but, when I was about to accept a menial sales job at a local store just to get by, miraculously I received an unexpected call and was sitting smartly before her desk the very next morning.

Grace Washington looked immaculate in a familiar dark suit with a white shirt and masculine small tie - perhaps in keeping with her elevated position - and she made me remain standing as her voice sounded softly but firmly.

“Hello Benjamin…against my better judgement, I would declare, I have persuaded the senior partners to take you on trial and you will begin with the other clerks, Nancy, Sonia and Valerie until there is another opportunity on our regular legal side which may unfortunately take a while…I trust that is acceptable to you…?”

I nodded and her voice became noticeably exasperated.

“…For goodness sake speak up Benjamin…are you content with this role here or not; because you will be our lowest level employee and as such will be expected to do lots of odd jobs…?”

She was terse and businesslike as if there was no time to waste.

“…So what is it to be Benjamin?”

My back straightened before I replied clearly or purposefully ensuring that I did not upset her this time.

“Thank you Miss Washington…I do truly value your help and will surely or willingly do whatever is asked of me.”

The contract that was on her desk I signed quickly before she took me into the legal executives’ office where three well turned out women were busy working diligently and my dark-haired new Boss murmured to the older, tall, slim female dressed in a snappy trouser suit with short, blonde hair in almost a boy’s crew-cut style.

“This is Benjamin…please train and let him help you Sonia, and obviously use him as a runner because that’s what the new girl has to do...”

I understandably privately baulked at being referred to so unkindly or dismissively but as if my Boss could read my dizzy mind she spoke directly as if to test my mettle or resolve.

“…Have you got something to say or add Benjamin?”

Of course I was flustered but equally anxious not to lose this rare and much required chance of employment as I simpered.

“No not at all Miss Washington…just grateful to be here and to help in any way I can.”

Plump, pink-painted lips curled icily as she sneered.

“See you do…”

Her dark eyes caught the aqua blue ones of Sonia.

“…Don’t spare the rod with him…we’re actually doing Benjamin a favour as he has questionable credentials, academically speaking….so he can bring me my coffee and get the lunch instead of young trainee, Valerie.”

The lofty woman chuckled unkindly at my cringing discomfort, nodded and suddenly I was thrown into the working life at this small company and under this experienced Lady’s watchful eye along with two other younger girls that could seemingly run rings around me with their specialist expertise on the legality of innumerable property transactions.

In the very first minute my tenure or position in this small hierarchy was established as my under-Boss murmured calmly and almost teasingly.

“My, Grace Washington likes you…be careful Benjamin or she might bend you over her desk!”

To my humiliation my three new female colleagues laughed loudly at this unnecessary, unreasonable slight to my character or manhood but I sensibly ignored the barb and simply took the coffee into Grace as instructed or due and happily went out for the lunches when ordered until, over the course of a mere few days, I started to learn just a little of the nutritious preferences of my main superior.

Grace Washington, I could not help but notice, was an incredibly driven, slender, beautiful and very intelligent young woman; she liked tuna mayonnaise with salad on rye bread with an occasional blueberry muffin which she ate most leisurely while pouring over one file or another.

I tended to watch her furtively as and when possible, I especially liked the way she would break the sugary cake into little pieces then let it dissolve slowly on her tongue as if she had found a way of savouring or making a treat last an especially long time.

Other than that my Boss was very much a mystery as this enigma was unmarried and even though she looked like the most sublime picture of female loveliness there was no sign of a man or partner and none of my trio of gossipy assistants had ever heard about any romantic involvements with either sex, although it was hard for me to imagine her as a lesbian.

Well it wasn’t that difficult for me to think about her sexually - be it with another woman or not - as with utter secrecy inside my often frantic, unbalanced head and within the shortest space of time, undeniably Grace Washington had started to invade my innermost thoughts or fantasies in every possible way. 

She seemed to be high above such sullied, base instincts or desires such as sex which I suppose made thinking about her like that all the more exciting if not addictive for me; on reflection and in many ways this spoke more about my lack of maturity and manners that hers.

There were three other senior partners at this firm who were all older males that I did not interact with much - for obvious reasons given my junior position - but after a few weeks I happened to be walking past the distant store room when I heard strange whimpering noises and looked in through a small crack in the door to see fragrant, young, blonde Valerie diabolically on bended knees with her radiant head being patted politely as she sucked the aged Mr Garrison off.

The girl looked up unexpectedly, casually caught my shocked eye and cheekily merely blinked while drawing him exceedingly expertly as I quickly ran off and returned to my work but then really suffered in my ignominy when she returned because she announced brazenly or almost proudly to the other women what had scurrilously gone on.

“Benjamin caught me going down on Greg…”

My face blushed up in the brightest scarlet colour in embarrassment as she went on.

“…I think he’s traumatized…Bless!”

They all fell into laughter if not hysterics - as if I was the one that should be ashamed and not her. The Tramp - and when there was a lull in the crying or teasing Sonia sighed softly if not shockingly.

“Don’t fret, Princess…we have all given a few sexual favours in our time to make our lives here a little better. It’s nothing much, only to be expected and…”

Her blue, brightly coloured eyes were full of mayhem or mischief.

“…Maybe you should try it with our precious Miss Washington as I think she could have the hots for you and maybe we might shortly find the two of you in the store room together…!”

They started to go into fits of uncontrollable giggles once more while I seemed to dissolve for differing unfathomable reasons as she addressed us all.

“…Where Benjamin might be the one on his knees!”

I simply tried to rise above such cynicism or sarcasm but in my solitude, privately dreamed that one day the divine Miss Washington and I might actually, impossibly get closer and I happily ran small errands for her if asked, until one morning when I was in an unusually optimistic mood I murmured to my Muse after placing a latte coffee on her grand desk.

“Miss Washington…I can see you’re busy all the time but I would like to mention that if I can be of any further help…then please do ask me; nothing you need would be too much of an imposition.”

She glanced up at me and those dark eyes stared vacuously for a transient moment.

“Do you know a good dry-cleaner…?”

I nodded stupidly as she went on.

“…OK, well mine’s terrible and there’s a navy, business suit in my car…so at lunchtime, as you are so amenable, you can take it to your place to see if they are any good…”

She knew I could not afford a vehicle and with her slight arm and fingers rhythmically threw me the keys.

“…My insurance covers you…don’t be late back for work…and I’ll have my normal sandwich while you’re out.”

The opportunity to assist her like this was genuinely, privately intoxicating and I rushed out during the break, drove her ivory Prius to the Chinese laundry place I knew and left the tailored suit; but not before briefly smelling the luxurious material that definitely still had an intoxicating scent or musk of Chanel all over it.

After getting the sandwich and muffin she expected I even took the car for a quick valet - as it was somewhat dirty inside - then was back in her office a full twenty minutes before the afternoon duties began and stood before her then mumbled contentedly if not self-importantly.

“All done Miss Washington and I have cleaned your car as well.”

Her reaction was unexpectedly terse and equally disturbing.

“Did I ask you to Benjamin? Perhaps I like it messy?”

Once more I was like some silly, puerile schoolboy as she sat back in her chair and glared at me in judgement.

“You must not be presumptuous Benjamin…”

She was silent for a second then lowered the pitch of her voice.

“…Do you enjoy serving and helping me?”

I nodded and whispered in some fear and trepidation of this truly volatile female.

“Yes Miss Washington of course, of course…I am very grateful to you for assisting me in gaining a job.”

Outside of her normal correct manner regarding etiquette in work she then agilely placed her slender feet - contained in patent black high-heeled shoes - on the desk in an obvious display of power and mumbled informatively.

“Well I don’t like surprises…only people that follow instructions …can you do that?”

My skin was visibly shaking; in truth I was truly overwhelmed by her and I suppose I had been from the first moment.

“Yes Miss Washington…I’m so apologetic and sorry for overstepping my boundaries.”

She relaxed for the merest fraction of a second then placed her fingers together as though praying in church

“Well I would honestly declare that I could use some help as I have so much to do so…I may call on you again as long as you have actually learned your lesson…when is my suit ready?”

My mouth almost smiled in sly anticipation or satisfaction.

“Tomorrow…tomorrow, I put it on next day.”

Again she seemed less than impressed as her pitch retuned to more of a low rasp.

“Well pick it up but take it home and ensure it is perfect; I have important meetings as you know…”

Her hand waved me away but as I moved she went on.

“…Use my car tomorrow during lunch and while you are out buy me some pantyhose in sheer black…I go through mine so quickly because I hate to wash them…”

Grace smiled almost kindly but in my frantic state it was hard for me to tell.

“…Let me have the bills and I will compensate you or perhaps give you a small bonus if you have provided suitable service.”

I could hardly speak in my excitement but had to ask.

“What size, Miss Washington?”

She stood up and I saw how petite her body was although the air of authority this girl had seemed to make her appear much bigger.

“It’s a good trait to be thorough Benjamin…but as you can tell I am a small.”

My face was completely beetroot while she just laughed at my admiration of her or sheer general vacillation and I left shaking like a leaf but quickly recovered my composure and next day collected the clean clothing, purchased the tights she required and then closely inspected her suit that evening where happily the shop she had used on my recommendation had done a perfect job even though almost magically there was still just an indescribable, irresistible essence of her fragrant smell ingrained in the dark, divine material.

It was an intoxicating scent of perfume and washing powder that caused my whole spirit and body to surge in primal longing for this emerging woman that I knew was so far above me and this low station or branch in life upon which I now perched.

In the morning I put the suit in her car then provided whatever she required in the few minutes of spare time Grace had between meetings and my Boss gradually seemed accepting of my ways; but in truth I was always uncertain of her moods because there was no space to talk or chat until one late afternoon when I took her some coffee and she smiled then gestured towards another dress suit.

“This needs to be cleaned as well and would you mind doing some shopping for me because I am stretched with oodles of my obligations or endless work over the weekend.”

As usual I was doing nothing on my own free time and nodded my head far too eagerly as she handed me the longest list of items required.

“I would only be too pleased Miss Washington…”

A passing, quick glance at the yellow note saw she had asked for more tights and I gazed at her in real confusion.

“…Why are there more Pantyhose…I bought a few pairs just days ago?”

Grace lazily stretched her arms high above her fabulous, shimmering dark head of hair.

“I did tell you that I just hate cleaning them so it’s easier to buy new.”

My lips then moved before my head came into gear.

“That’s so wasteful…I can clean them for you Miss Washington.”

Her mercurial eyes glared at me and I knew unfortunately I had put my foot in it again,

“You think that’s appropriate Benjamin do you?”

I felt so stupid as I always did around her and then stumbled over my words.

“Sorry Miss, sorry Miss but I used to do it for an old flatmate.”

She seemed almost outraged at such news because she replied acidly.

“Did you clean her panties as well…?”

My guilty face revealed the disreputable truth and her voice suddenly gurgled in obvious if not spontaneous amusement.

“…Oh my, Benjamin…you are intriguing or perhaps genuinely resourceful…give me the shopping note…”

I handed it over with vibrating fingertips and she scribbled something then smiled wryly.

“…As you declare that you are so experienced at serving women then I have added some items I was going to get myself; bring everything over to my apartment on Sunday and we will see if you can really be as reliable or ingenious as you say…”

She guffawed and shooed me away.

“…I will show you where I live before dropping you home and if you keep doing a good job then if you would like to…”

The smile that settled on her mouth was like dappled sunshine.

“…I might even let you to do more for me! Would you like that Benjamin?”

I blushed then gushed at the very same time.

“Yes Miss Washington of course I would.”

My trembling hand shut her door and when I was back in my own office clearly I was a patent, emotional wreck as Sonia read the situation instantly then mercilessly badgered me.

“Has the luscious Miss Washington been taking advantage of you Benjamin…?”

My less than poker face betrayed my mood as all my female colleagues gassed then giggled as they always did around me as she went on.

“..Oh Baby…I think you’re in love!”

Bravely I ignored them as best my empty head could and stoutly did my work, delivered coffee, cake or and fruit as required while the afternoon went on then waited for Miss Washington by her gleaming white vehicle in the car park as arranged but my Boss was late and I was about to leave when at last she appeared with our senior partner Mr Garrison who I had disturbingly once seen making use of innocuous, pretty Valerie so disgustingly or rudely.

He strolled over with her, as if they were a higher form of life, and glared at me with a certain unnecessary arrogance or boorishness.

“Hello Benjamin…Grace tells me that you are being useful and, as you know, one does have to go the extra mile if you want to get on.”

I wanted to quip or snap cleverly at him and ask if that was what innocent, naive Valerie was disgustingly doing on her knees with his stiff, little penis in her mouth but weakly all I could muster was.

“Yes Sir…I’m happy to oblige or assist Miss Washington as she wishes.”

His chubby, balding head nodded in agreement while his words were curt.

“Well see you don’t disappoint and there may be some advantage for you here in due course.”

He walked off haughtily but I did not say anything and merely sat beside Grace in the front seat where my eyes saw immediately the car was a tip once more as she caught my observation then sighed almost apologetically.

“If it bothers you so much then you can take it to the valet on Sunday when you come around…”

She chuckled in self-deprecation as if aware of her failings that seemed so few to me.

“…I do prefer it tidy but just can’t be assed!”

The small, gated apartment block where my boss lived was compact but impressive and she told me the number then code to get in before dropping me outside the cleaners then sighed tiredly.

“…See you at around 10a.m on Sunday…I go for a run and you can do some jobs as we discussed while I’m out…”

She laughed at my barely contained enthusiasm as if we were arranging a date.

“…Don’t be late, Benjamin.”

I took her suit inside the small shop where I left it on a twenty-four hour wash then walked the couple of blocks to the cheaper part of this small town and into my bedsit which was immaculate, as if in visible demonstration that I sadly did not have much of a life inside or outside of work.

My income was extremely limited and I therefore felt unable to venture after girls because of this lack of fiscal freedom so I tended to obsess about other things and more and more was turning my focus or attention to Grace Washington as to how to please her or ingratiate myself in those hypnotic and magnetic eyes.

Obviously I found her wildly attractive but knew without question that a fabulous woman like that would not reciprocate such warm feelings but still merely hoped that if I could prove reliable and useful then perhaps I could share some more personal time with this pure vision of female loveliness.

I slept late and then went to the mall where meticulously I went through her list which to my real surprise included the items she added which were tampons, sanitary pads and various feminine toiletries.

It made me surge in masculine pride to think she would trust me with such intimate purchases and I saw the note she had scribbled about her needing some clothing for business then possible evening meetings or dinners and for me to search or see if I could find anything I thought suitable.

Once I began to look at the possibilities I quickly became obsessively distracted then immersed into a whole world of divine ladies fashion and by day’s-end I had innumerable catalogues or leaflets detailing my ideas for dresses and dare I admit…the exquisite finery below.

The mere chance of seeing her in stockings or suspenders was impossibly enchanting, seductive or in truth enticing and to my shame that night I masturbated silently if not pitifully while my active imagination saw her dressed so luxurious and provocatively as if for my pleasure or delectation alone.

I was at her home before the due time on the Sunday and she opened the door on the first floor with just a towel wrapped around her then scowled in some demonstrable frustration.

“You’re early, wait in the lounge as I have to change…”

She ran into her room and I sat then looked around at the apartment that was expensive but visibly disorganised like her car and the raw impulse or instinct to tidy up was overwhelming.

Grace appeared a few minutes later and I had to draw breath because she was wearing tight black leggings and a red crop-top but she gave me no time to leer, stare or think as she looked through what I had purchased - thankfully for me - nodded in satisfaction and then threw me the car keys.

“…Do the valet as you wanted then come back and wait as I tend to have a leisurely run then will go to the gym later because Sunday is partially an exercise day.”

I nodded as if I already knew these facts but in all honesty there was a lot about her I was ignorant of and that reality was promptly demonstrated by my unguarded words.

“Yes Grace.”

Stupidly, because we were out of the office, I had foolishly or unwisely addressed my Boss by her first name and she turned on me with ferocious force.

“Because you are in my home does not give you the right to be discourteous Benjamin…I must insist you keep the protocol between us as it is important…if you can’t do that then just go right now.”

I shuffled uncomfortably in my supple leather seat.

“Sorry Miss Washington…please, you go and have your run and leave your car to me…”

I glanced at her unkempt home and, remembering my previous presumption, spoke ever more cautiously.

“…If you are not back…would you let me quickly clean up?”

She chuckled mockingly.

“Oh my, what a treasure you are or perhaps pretending to be…yes do what you think is necessary…”

Her eyes were cool, dark and piercing.

“…It was wise of you to enquire but I now formally give you permission to prove yourself half as indispensable as you say”

We left the flat together and under my guidance the car was washed then cleaned promptly at the valet - as they were quiet - and I was back in her home in less that half an hour when I began to start work because the compulsion to put things back in order was irresistible.

There were many items of clothes strewn around the floor and, after checking the small utility room, I sorted them out into piles of what needed to be washed together then whizzed around the main open plan room until it was spic and span then did the same to the kitchen.

My phone rang and it was Grace who informed me she had met a friend, would be another hour and I murmured to her nervously.

“I’ve organised the central areas Miss Washington but may I please enter the bedrooms and continue?”

Her response was stern and I recognised for sure that ever understanding this precocious girl would be something of a living conundrum.

“For goodness sake…I’ve already given you permission Benjamin… I’ll see you later…please do as you must.”

Now alone - because the line was dead - and with clear authority I vacuumed the small, unused rear bedroom and then felt my blood racing as I entered into her private space which was incredibly atmospheric, aromatic but also chaotic, and where my busy hands slowly began to put things into place.

The sheer female aroma of her was indescribable and I placed clean clothes back into her drawer or cupboards without being too intrusive, made the bed that also smelled utterly seductive until there were just the dirty clothes to finalise.

The larger items I put into the machine and then was left with piles of tights and panties which determinedly I took into the bathroom and poured some warm water while adding a necessary trace of cleaning detergent into the sink.

Before I placed the first pair of hosiery into the frothy liquid I selfishly could not resist placing them to my nose because the base smell of this wondrous girl immediately made my penis harden and I inadvertently pressed the active flesh on the edges of the porcelain unit until I had perversely or outrageously cum in my shorts.

As my head slowly cleared and the deserved sense of disgrace slowly diminished I diligently then began to clean the silky items just as I had promised.

There were eight pairs of tights in all - she had told me she obviously never washed them - and then almost brazenly but gingerly my fingers then scrubbed her many pairs of fine, colourful panties until her en-suite bathroom was full of girls’ lingerie drying and looking something like a juvenile schoolboy’s dream.

As I was squeezing then rinsing the last pink and lace pair free of clean water I heard a noise then Grace’s voice behind me.

“My, Benjamin…you are trying to impress me…”

She saw what I had in my hand and laughed smoothly.

“…Trying to get into my knickers are you…?”

I was utterly flustered which just made her snigger more and then, as if to send my fragile mind utterly over the edge, she began to pull her present items off before venturing inside the opaque shower cubicle to fully remove everything else then threw the warm bra and panties over the screen.

“…Put me something out for the gym and leave it on my bed…then you can finish these dirty things and I’ll buy you some lunch for your much appreciated efforts.”

She was smart or bright as a button, had already guessed that by now I already knew where she kept her various outfits and I finished washing the smalls in my fingers, picked up the underwear she had casually thrown onto the floor but then sensibly had to physically resist the sullied urge to smell them because Grace was so close by in the hot, steamy, soapy water.

As mentioned I knew by now that she stored her clothes for the gym in the bottom drawer and I drew out a rainbow leotard, with some joggers over for modesty and with some white pop socks and trainers she would hopefully be suitably well-pleased then presented.

She emerged after the longest while from the en-suite and observed the chosen items on her just made pristine covers but sighed discontentedly which was a disturbing sound that consistently made me uncomfortable and nervous.

“Not the bright leotard….the blue one and I need knickers Benjamin…don’t I?”

I was forever stirred or shaken by her as I gasped.

“I didn’t think you wanted me in your lingerie drawer, Miss Washington?”

Her response was impatient or even scathing.

“Benjamin, please grow up…you’ve been happily handling my panties all morning…so be quick and then finish the other soiled clothes then we can go…I’m extremely hungry and I get somewhat irritable or impatient when I need to eat.”

I put out a thin, white pair of briefs and left her to change while I placed the other clothing in the machine then quickly cleaned the knickers Grace had been wearing and, as I knew she was busily distracted, let the sublime material pass surreptitiously under my nose because inexplicably when I did so my blood seemed to hormonally, deliciously boil or bubble.

Then at last my morning duties were completed and I walked, or in truth strutted with my Boss - as she looked delectably delicious in her tight outfit - to the nearby gym where we sat in the small coffee shop at the entrance and she sipped her water, bit gently into the sandwich then smiled slyly.

“You have been extremely helpful…thank you Benjamin…it is sorely welcomed as I am not the neatest person at home but I would declare that I will not ask you to repeat the process.”

I could hardly chew my own food in the fear of what I had lost because I had utterly loved spending time in her company.

“Why Miss Washington, why?”

She gurgled in kindness and empathy for me.

“You don’t want to wash and clean my dirty laundry for me all the time, do you?”

My words were feeble and craving and did me no glory or honour.

“I have honestly enjoyed it…Miss Washington…if you would only consider or allow me to I would love to help.”

Her dark hair shook decisively and my head then heart dropped because she was not a woman to be turned or persuaded easily.

“No it’s not right Benjamin…we have a clear working arrangement…and the lines must not ever be crossed or blurred.”

My brain was racing and suddenly very inventive as far as she was concerned.

“You could employ me Miss Washington…a nominal sum…but then no one would get the wrong idea.”

Her dazzling eyes stared or glared in contemplation while she seemed to add up what I had said as if two and two came to five.

“You mean as if you were fucking me…?”

My facial skin was gleaming or glowing uncomfortably red once more as she went on.

“…Is that what you want Benjamin…to fuck me?”

I was struck dumb and simply stumbled then stuttered as best I could.

“No, no, no Miss Washington…I would never imagine or think such a thing…”

In truth I had thought of little else recently.

“…Just to assist and serve you because you’re so impossibly busy is all I want.”

The dream or veritable beauty before me shook her slightly curled hair dismissively.

“I will think on it Benjamin…now what about the dresses I asked you find for me…I saw there were some catalogues and pictures?”

My head nodded in ongoing bafflement or confusion while my lips finished the iced coke as I whispered eagerly.

“Yes I have circled what I thought you might like…if you wish then once I know your exact size I can buy what you choose, or if you are unimpressed with my suggestions and ideas then I will go out and look again.”

Grace wiped her perfect mouth and rose up determinedly.

“No…this must stop, Benjamin…it’s definitely wrong; I would need a request in writing from you so there could be no misunderstanding…even to contemplate or consider doing this again.”

She left me with a friendly peck on the cheek before I could coherently respond and as I watched her walk away in the clingy material - that accentuated every curve of her female divinity - I longed and craved with every part of my being to be near her again.

That evening I composed a letter confirming my desire to oblige her, the fact I expected nothing in return and that I would gratefully accept whatever monetary value she placed upon such service.

That night I dreamed depravedly about her sublime body and tried to recreate her heavenly scent in my giddy head but only succeeded in eventually driving myself to masturbation for some much needed respite from sexual tension.

Only upon such sordid, selfish release could I eventually sleep and awoke with a nervous passion which stayed with me as I placed my hand-written note on Grace Washington’s shiny polished desk later that morning.

She smiled dryly and politely but then swiftly waved me away while mentioning she would read it later and I waited all day then the next for her call but to my growing despair my Boss did not make contact and all there remained in my existence was the working monotony along with my own internal misery. 

Other than seeing Grace, when I served coffee or delivered lunch, she had no time to talk until just before I was due to go home the following afternoon when my beauteous Boss called me into her office, made me stand before her and addressed me sternly, as was always her way.

“I have given your request to be my occasional, personal assistant some serious consideration but…”

Again I had this sinking sensation in the pit of my stomach as she threw some of the pages from the brochures I had cautiously selected for her wardrobe.

“…Is this how you see me Benjamin? Like some common whore…to wear such revealing dresses and lingerie…?”

Her gorgeous face was colouring up in familiar impatience.

“…You think I want to make an exhibition of myself to let some man fuck me…bend me over, lift my short skirt and fuck me…?”

I quivered because the tone of her voice was raised and highly emotional.

“…If that’s what you think then I can’t trust or allow you to continue with us at this company…”

Grace’s petite frame shook in revulsion.

“…I work here in this backwater to lead a quiet life…if I wanted to live like some everyday Slut then I would be in another place or job…and you need to respect and understand that!”

My whole body was shivering or shaking - as normal with her - and I mumbled softly because it appeared I was unexpectedly fighting for my very life.

“I didn’t mean to upset you Miss Washington…I was just guessing about the outfits and if you educate or advise me then I will try and adjust my tastes to yours…I just thought…”

I was off balance once more as I sought salvation or the soothing words that could quell this fair Lady and this furious assault.

“…Some of the clothes you would look fabulous in.”

As if by celestial intervention or some other miracle she at last lost the energy of anger then settled in her chair and sighed thoughtfully

“Once more directly against my salient instincts or inclinations I will give you a trial…”

She handed me another list and then unbelievably a key.

“…You may arrive here late tomorrow…do the shopping,  washing, tidy my flat then come in to work…”

Instinctively I blinked and almost beamed in my eagerness or glee.

“…And don’t let the standard of your labours drop or I won’t be happy but we will see and go from day to day.”

My breath spurted in gasps of relief and I took the bright piece paper along with the small metal passport to her private home.

“Thank you Miss Washington…I won’t let you down.”

Over the course of the following days and true to my word I made sure that the completed various tasks were to her exacting standards until on the Saturday I was summoned to her apartment in the morning where I tidied and cleaned everywhere thoroughly and when I was finished she called me into her room.

To my embarrassment she was just in her sheer bra and knickers and I turned away not wishing to cause trouble or offence but she merely laughed at my attempts to preserve her modesty.

“Really Benjamin you are such a prude…I’m sure you’ve seen a girl before…?”

I glanced at her barely covered form and saw she was holding out a tape measure.

“…Take my exact size because we’re going shopping together; but from today, as a probationary arrangement, you will in future buy what I need for me…”

Carefully, as if she was a bomb about to explode at any moment, I measured her slender arms then waist and the length of her legs while she smiled.

“…Around my breasts now…I’m normally a C cup but some of the bra sizes are different fits and you need to know…”

My fingers drew the measure over her curves and then the plain, tight, white bra that held her soft, sensual female mounds in place before she pressed me down to the floor and gurgled as if amused.

“…Now the hips and inner thighs…for jeans and panties!”

I held the fine marked tape around each milky upper leg then circled her waist then hips until my eye line was opposite her thin, almost see-through briefs and I could incredibly see the fine line of her sexuality along with the curly pubic hair that framed it so sublimely.

Her longest fingernail tapped the front of the delicate knickers and she simpered.

“You will see me semi-naked now and then so it is necessary if not vital that you feel relaxed Benjamin…”

My lips were groaning in unbearable tension.

“…Naturally I know you smell my underwear when you clean them and would confess that I don’t mind that you can sometimes taste what you can never possess…”

Her hand drew me into her perfectly formed crotch and I could not help but gasp or inhale as if demonstrating what she had alluded to while she chuckled lowly at my masculine disturbance just being so near to her.

“…I mean you are relaxed…aren’t you…?”

She could see my agitation and the revealing hardness in my trousers causing a strong hand to push me away then her voice to scold me mockingly.

“…Take it out Benjamin…I can’t have you erect around me…quickly now…!”

As bizarre as this obtuse command was, I found that I could not refuse her and my small but aching cock suddenly emerged out of my zip until it was cupped in my fingers as she passed me a tissue.

“…Now jerk off…look at me and you may release this pressure…I must know for certain that I have full control over you for us to be in such intimate proximity …”

My eyes were literally glued to her sexual crease below the sensual material of the panties and in seconds I had ejaculated a thin flow of sperm into the soft paper and subsequently bent my head in dismay or guilt but she only laughed at my indignity.

“…Good Benjamin…now do yourself up, I’ll dress and we’ll leave.”

The shame I had felt soon amazingly left me because mercifully she did not dwell on my male disgrace and I again quickly revelled in her company at the shopping centre where Grace showed me what style of clothing she wanted me to buy and they were mainly smart, expensive dress-suits - sometimes with tailored trousers - along with a variety of medium length dresses in various materials and styles.

She liked long, cotton gowns for bed, sensible slips and underwear that was functional rather that risqué and I began to really gain an insight into her inner nature then understand that although she was surely a temptress to me her true instincts were to be pure while being presented modestly and demurely at all times.

At the end of a long day when nothing had actually been brought we shared coffee and some food while I whispered to her.

“I think I comprehend better now Miss Washington…so in the future I will buy what you need with a clearer eye to how you wish to be seen.”

Fantastically my Boss sighed and handed me a credit card with her name then my name embossed upon it.

“That is positive news Benjamin, this will make your shopping expeditions on my behalf easier; as you can tell I don’t like men seeing me as a sexual object…I mean did you notice some of those revealing lingerie sets with stockings, suspenders and thong knickers they were so obvious and gross…?”

She could sense my involuntary arousal again and snarled dangerously while handing me a napkin under the table.

“…Really Benjamin you are a Bad Boy…rub yourself…every time you get stiff like this then you have to correct this insatiable desire around me…go on and tell me you don’t see me like that…”

My dirty mind swam with thoughts of her delicious skin and private creases covered by such finery which encouraged me to spurt feebly and quickly into my shorts and the white tissue as I whimpered.

“…I’m sorry, Miss Washington of course I don’t see you dressed in such frippery…fuck…fuck!”

Eventually when I had recovered from my further loss of face she dropped me home and spoke almost generously.

“Thank you for a lovely day I’ll see you on Monday.”

She was trying to be thoughtful but my reaction showed I felt slighted.

“Can’t I work for you tomorrow, Miss Washington…please…I have been attentive and done what you expected of me and there are still multiple jobs to be done.”

She seemed genuinely surprised.

“Don’t you want any free time over the weekend…?”

I did not answer and she patted my thigh patronisingly as if she improbably understood that I had no life.

“…OK come at 11a.m and you can take the car for a valet again then labour as you wish but don’t get under my feet.”

Obviously I was thrilled and even though Grace was often short if not unkind with her general manner, simply having the opportunity to see her every day, even like this, was something of a significant achievement for me because I then subsequently often came into her home where I willingly provided every convenience and tried to make myself as indispensible as possible.

The weeks slowly but inevitably ran by and I mentally adjusted to doing her menial and domestic chores and never let it interfere with my legal duties - which sadly the other girls still did better than me - while enjoying the evocative or emotional fruits of continually being around Grace.

The more I was in the apartment the more opportunity I had to see her dressing or undressing and I had quietly accepted the demeaning regime of masturbating if I became aroused and then having her watch my humiliation at my own hand in some separated, private hilarity or passing interest.

For me it was a small price to pay to access her world and everything was going along relatively swimmingly when calamitously I received notice to quit my crummy apartment a few blocks from where she lived.

Rents were going up and up and I soon discovered that all I could afford was something of the far side of town from where there would be no practical way I could reliably perform the same duties for my female Boss.

I kept my silence about this dilemma until one rainy morning I worryingly had to face the issue and told Grace the bad news which seemed to make her most irritated and unsettled.

She had been in a better temper with me recently and I did not enjoy sensing her displeasure once more.

There seemed no easy solution and I drifted in my malaise for a day or so until quite out of the blue Grace called me into her office where she made me stand as usual while her lips spoke accusingly.

“Maybe it’s time for you to leave, Benjamin…I am in truth most vexed because through your endless pestering I have unfortunately got used to your help or assistance…”

She drew heated breath.

“…Your living arrangements or problems have made me realise I need a full time personal PA and maybe I should go back to the drawing board because there are no immediate prospects for you here regarding legal work…”

I was utterly distraught at her in-depth professional analysis and gazed at her pathetically because I could barely explain how I felt and only hoped my abject if not helpless show would speak for me.

Then amazingly it appeared to do so because she clenched her face almost theatrically then sighed and unenthusiastically proffered an outlandish, incredible idea.

“…Or…”

Her hands wrung together as if in torment.

“…And this is really strongly against my common sense because you are very needy Benjamin and I don’t do strays…”

My very respiration was held in suspension.

“…I may be prepared to rent my back room on the strictest of conditions just to see if I can bear having you around all the time?”

Unsuccessfully I tried to contain or restrain my outpouring of joy and enthusiasm.

“Yes please, please…I would do or sign anything Miss Washington…that would be utterly wonderful!”

Her voice was cold and distant at my girlish delight.

“It’s not a relationship Benjamin…you will be at my beck and call and adhere strictly to my wishes or orders…”

In all honesty I did already.

“…If you wish me to truly consider this idea…have a letter on my desk this afternoon confirming your humble, servile place in my universe and if it is sufficiently detailed than I may allow you to move in over the weekend.”

I nodded while attempting to play cool then composed the aforementioned, enfeebled document agreeing to every or any term she wanted from me and, after leaving it with her before the day’s end then hardly sleeping at all that night, the following morning she made me sign a simple contract - that I hardly bothered to read - and I was moving into paradise with a few cases of my worldly possessions on the Saturday with the hugest smile on my face.

In all ignorance or possibly innocence is where dreams or nightmares are mostly formed!

We settled together quickly because it turned out that this arrangement apparently and quietly suited us both perfectly because with me around all the time everything was always tidy or pristine and I would frequently go to my room not to be under her feet or simply to give her space as and when sensed or ordered.

It seemed that she trusted me more and more and one evening Grace called me into her private bedroom where she handed me a key to her always locked top drawer then murmured softly.

“Open it and bring out what is inside…”

I did so and to my real amazement there was an extensive collection of brightly coloured sexual toys and I flushed then became hard immediately which she observed before commenting dryly.

“…I need to be completely open with you if we remain together in this arrangement…I have chosen to live alone and have no boyfriend for myriad reasons I would not divulge, but I would confess that I do like to indulge or pleasure my body and tend to use these toys extensively…”

She could see my fluster and exhaled lowly if not with some undercurrent of ire at what she saw as my childishness.

“…Oh Benjamin, really, you’re a grown man with an obvious sexual drive… now stop dithering…pick up my yellow panties from the floor and take your erection out…”

I groaned and did so because I had masturbated before Grace innumerable times and debilitatingly she saw my masculine flesh pulsating wildly once again as she went on.

“…Use the crotch of the material to bring yourself off…you are going to clean them soon anyway so this can be a small treat to bring you down to earth…”

Grace saw my confusion and took the sensual knickers from my fingers then placed them lightly over my raging cock and just the merest touch of the moist gusset of her underwear on my penile tip sent me into immediate spasm because I spewed blobs of semen onto the fine delicious material then bent my head in shame but release as she promptly changed the subject and laughed.

“…Good, now that’s out of the way we will return our focus back to these objects…I wish you to take over cleaning them…there is anti-bacterial gel or soap also in the drawer and you put them in warm water…”

My head was literally dancing and while I was dissolving her hands used the panties to wipe my cock gently to remove the final drips or drops of spunk.

“…We are adults and I do not wish to hide my sexuality or desire for gratification in my own home…”

Her dark eyes were searching.

“…Have you anything you want to tell me, Benjamin…about a girlfriend or even a boyfriend…?”

I was and felt utterly inadequate and exposed then just listened as she dissected my life.

“…As you know I have made a rule I can’t allow anyone back here but I will give you nights off if you have a physical need to have some fun…and it goes without saying either gender is fine with me!”

It was too late to retain any morality but I tried to retain what remained of my pride.

“I have no girl, Miss Washington and I’m definitely not gay!”

She giggled dryly and unusually slyly.

“Well I have wondered because you do seem to overly like or fuss over my underwear Benjamin…but frankly that in itself is not such an unusual fetish and as we are living like this I grant you permission to wear or soil any dirty items before you clean them if it helps you to…”

She settled back onto the bed languidly and looked sensational with her long black hair splayed over the white covers

“…Relax!”

With that I swallowed my embarrassment or humiliation, put my small, wet penis back in my trousers, insisted that I did not desire or crave to wear her knickers and skulked away but, in spite of my determination not to slide any further down an undoubtedly slippery path, my imagination dwelt incessantly on the divisive toys and in my compulsion I furtively took a pair of her dirty panties in bright pink from the laundry and masturbated wildly into them while I experienced the most lurid, crude and disgusting thoughts.

In the morning Grace saw the stained knickers on me while I was eating - I had stupidly forgotten to remove them - as she walked past on the way to the kitchen but did not comment and given her liberalism or enlightenment about my sordid cravings slowly we became more open about such sexual perversion that became apparent and we increasingly knew about each other.

So I happily cleaned her divine sexual toys - while indulging lurid, rude fantasies about her using them as they were all definitely intriguing on one way or another - as part of my mixed or many other tasks in the house.

For presents or birthdays I would nervously buy her new products or designs from top German suppliers that she thankfully always appreciated quietly but not vocally because Grace was obviously still very guarded about these primal, filthy, sexual urges that we had agreed affected us all but sensibly did not discuss.

After living together in relative tranquillity for six glorious months Grace spoke - if not confided - some interesting news to me over an evening glass of wine.

“There’s a man I knew at university who said he wishes to take me for dinner and I want you to come along…”

She looked unusually stressed and out of sorts.

“…As my fiancé…”

My eyes opened wide in surprise as she went on.

“…He’s a senior law professor that I had a fling with a few years ago and to be honest…he’s an arrogant Bastard…still thinks that I want him to take me to bed and I need to show him I am captured or content…and perhaps foolishly I wish to demonstrate what he’s missed”

Her hand touched mine.

“…Will you do that for me?”

I couldn’t believe she had made such a proposal as I whispered.

“Of course Miss Washington…I would be honoured.”

Her voice was soft then harsh in keeping with her forever changing capricious moods.

“Don’t get any ideas Benjamin…but with regard to this subterfuge you must dress me as you once wanted to…”

Her breath caught in some palpable tension.

“…Like some Slut because I sorely desire to show this man what he’s surely lost!”

I agreed zealously and over the next few days took real relish in buying her the most exquisite, black lingerie, a tiny, red dress with high heels to accentuate her slender but curvy shape although she hardly needed any assistance from me or the clothing.

Grace provided me with a diamond ring to slip on her finger - that had come from her deceased mother - and on the evening in question she sat nervously in her room after a shower with just a towelling robe wrapped around her skin and mumbled.

“As you are my temporary fiancé tonight then I think it’s only fair that I give you some freedom or latitude…”

She removed her covering and stood boldly and devastatingly - for me - stark naked as she whispered.

“…I want you to actually dress me and pretend that my body belongs to you.”

My emotional state was already overwhelmed while my erection was prominent which she noticed then, completely out of her normal character, muttered crudely.

“…Jerk off in your fingers and wipe the juices on my cunt…”

The sight of her sublime body was undeniably, erotically inspiring and as soon as my stiff but petite cock was in my hand I involuntarily spurted semen then subsequently placed my slimy palm on her belly then on the crease on her sexuality as she simpered.

“…Lick it Benjamin…tell me this belongs to you and make me believe it!”

My tongue found her wet, weeping flesh and she swiftly pushed against my lips then juddered or shuddered instinctively as my tongue licked the length of this pink, aromatic crack while I muttered in madness.

“I love you Miss Washington…this belongs to me…no one can fuck it but me…fuck…you are so incredibly precious!”

This slight young woman vibrated further in silent, sexual bliss then pressed my head deeper into her crotch and moved her hips against the slippery oral pressure until far too quickly she came to her senses then smiled.

“Dry, then prepare me Benjamin…I feel so much better now.”

I wiped then powdered her before putting on the bra, garter then attaching the inky stockings that I rolled up her dreamy thighs before pulling up the lacy, thong knickers and as I was about to cover her curly, black pussy I whimpered in juvenile yearning.

“May I kiss it again, Miss Washington?”

She stroked my short, brown hair.

“Just quickly and tenderly so Matthew knows it’s yours not his…”

I pressed my moist mouth lightly to her sexual lips.

“…I definitely don’t want him fucking me…!”

We drifted into a seedy delicious haze again for a few blessed seconds before she purposely drew me away, let me concentrate only on putting on the short, garish dress and then had me leave her to apply make-up until suddenly she looked surreally innocent and spectacular and I truly but misguidedly believed she was betrothed to me.

As if she could guess my mood, Grace twisted her painted mouth wryly.

“…This is just a game Benjamin…I can take your privileges away at any time…now get your head out of the gutter and let’s go.”

The Professor - her former lover - was a burly, bearded, mature, brutish type of man and was waiting in the restaurant of the large hotel where he was spending the night; he rose up politely when we came in and extending his large hand.

“Welcome Grace, thank you for coming…”

His intelligent black eyes turned to me and they seemed to carry some obvious trace of envy which I found privately thrilling.

“…And this must be Benjamin your husband to be…he is genuinely a lucky man to wed a Devilish Maverick like you…!”

He looked her up and down then presumptuously placed his hands over her back then rested it on the curve of Grace’s ass and grinned malevolently.

“...I’ve missed this but I’m sure it getting well used!”

This mature man winked at me knowingly - as if I could possibly understand his outrageous rudeness - and Grace hissed at him to show some respect.

“Please Matthew don’t start…I’ve just come to say hello.”

His hand then slipped furtively under her hem as his voice murmured lowly.

“You always did like to dress like a Whore.”

I butted in forcefully because his tone or attitude was entirely unacceptable and Grace was understandably colouring pink in discomfort.

“Please don’t speak to my fiancé like that.”

He waved his hands apologetically as if buying completely into our façade of a relationship.

“Yes of course…of course, I forget my manners now let’s eat…”

We sat at the secluded table where this overbearing visitor explained he was just passing through and expressed surprise to see her in a small town when she was academically or intellectually capable of so much more.

He did not remember me from university - not that he should have - and tried to be interested in my past or future but I knew it was not genuine although, when Grace left us for a few minutes, he handed me an exquisitely embossed business card and spoke quietly but with real gravitas.

“…If you want more out of life then do some research on this particular company and if Grace is really your bride to be…”

His invasive eyes seemed to see through everything.

“…Which I doubt at this stage …then this might be the unique opportunity that suits you both.”

I glanced at the elegantly printed strip of paper which had details about a firm I had never heard of and before I could ask him about them, my delicious Boss was back, soon the meal was over and he leisurely walked us toward the main entrance.

When we reached the exit, to my genuine confusion then disturbance, Grace looked up at him and smiled coquettishly.

“Aren’t you going to offer us a nightcap in your room, Matthew?”

He chuckled and spoke pointedly.

“Grace…you know if I do what will happen!”

She grumbled unusually weakly and without energy.

“I swore you wouldn’t again…you Bastard!”

He almost then roughly pulled or pushed her towards the empty nearby lift and I followed as if carried along by a huge, devastating, physical tidal wave.

When the metal doors closed the man drew her to him while his hand then forced her slight form right over before slapping Grace’s barely covered bottom barbarically.

“I told you, Bitch, going to have this one last time because you’re too uncontrollably wild or utterly crazy to hold onto even as succulent as you are…”

He grabbed her silky hair and she wailed but as I went to stop him he snarled at me like an aged lion.

“…Don’t interfere, Pussy…just watch or run…!”

He literally dragged Grace by the hair into his room then, even though I wanted to save her, I just gazed on helplessly as he placed my innocent Boss over his sturdy knee and proceeded to raise the dress, lower her silky panties then soundly thrash and beat the revealed pert backside under his Roman nose until the flesh was glowing bright red.

Then, as I watched spellbound, this Brutal Monster lifted her face-down onto the bed, parted her glorious thighs and thrust his huge just released cock into the anal opening of Grace’s bottom and proceeded to disgustingly rut my Love forcefully if not ruthlessly as she whimpered or wailed right up to the sullied point he grunted then obviously spent his male seed inside her.

As he climaxed he glared then stared at me with real authority.

“…Wait downstairs, Pussy…what I have to do now to your supposed fiancé you don’t wish to see…”

This Rapacious Beast’s hands began to undress her and his mouth smiled slyly.

“…Or maybe you do…but fuck off anyhow!”

I meekly retreated then walked slowly out of the room in real trauma only hearing her feeble cries for help or mercy and sadly realised that not only could I not save Grace but, to my building, greater shame, my shorts were disgustingly wet with ejaculate as if I was unintentionally part of this debauchery.

A large brandy in the quiet of the empty bar temporarily calmed my nerves for a while but it was two excruciating hours until Grace staggered to join me and we eventually took a taxi together without saying a solitary word to each other before, when we reached her apartment, she collapsed on the bed while I whispered.

“Are you still my fiancé tonight?”

She groaned tiredly and disinterestedly.

“Yes temporarily!”

With this assurance or permission I undressed her gently until she was just down to her underwear when I spoke again.

“Can I take these off, Miss Washington?”

Her voice was low and completely without the normal brashness.

“I suppose so Benjamin…that is your duty in these strange circumstances.”

My shaky fingers slipped off the knickers to show that her sexual folds were liberally dripping with juices and in my perverse craving I bent my head and began to lick her clean like the foulest dog in heat while she sighed in obvious delectation but did not utter a syllable apart from a weak squeal when my tongue induced an unexpected, silent orgasm.

Soon she was clean at the front before diligently I turned her over then sucked the slimy, gooey mess from her divine backside and only when she was free of this insidious white fluid I took a hand-towel, dried her skin then covered her nakedness and she was fast asleep before I stopped to pick her clothes up for washing.

Once my domestic obligations were complete I slipped into my own bed about an hour later too fatigued or confused to masturbate any more than I surreptitiously already had and slid swiftly into a dream-world to get away from the undeniable conundrums or horrors of real life.

First light woke me early and to keep busy I obsessively tidied everywhere but the sight of luxurious lingerie drying in the bathroom disturbingly reminded me of the unforgettable moment when her lover of last evening had removed them from her creamy skin before so casually fouling both Grace along with the delicates and I placed the now fragrant items back in her wardrobe out of sight or mind as she continued to doze because it seemed my filthy, promiscuous Boss was still exhausted.

Eventually she rose and sat distractedly around the kitchen area then after coffee she muttered pointedly to me; it was clear that the gleaming ring of our facile engagement had been removed and there was no connection between us remaining from the false arrangement of the day before as her lips snapped curtly.

“Put my clothes out, take the car for a valet and you can fucking well apologise to me as well, Benjamin?”

I could see she was irate or obviously fuming and I was concerned because I considered my actions exemplary under the extreme events or pressure of the previous evening.

“What have I done?”

She was quick to put me straight.

“What happened to me last night was undoubtedly your fault!”

I wasn’t sure how exactly but I bewilderingly felt responsible anyway as I whined submissively just to be safe.

“Sorry, Miss Washington, sorry!”

My weakness only fuelled her vitriol.

“It was you that wanted me to wear the revealing clothing to give this old friend utterly the wrong idea about my intentions…”

She shook her head in ongoing, irrational fury.

“…I only went to be companionable and have an evening out with an interesting man because perhaps, as I have surmised, you are taking up too much of my time…”

Her lips were dry and sharp as she sipped her black coffee and grumbled off in a tangent somewhere.

“…Maybe he spiked my drink for me to act like that because I cannot understand what happened…?”

Suddenly it was my life that was falling apart with her wild conspiracy theories.

“…Or perhaps you did just for your own foul, devious pleasure…?”

Grace was utterly inconsolable and unreasonable because none of this was my doing or responsibility.

“…I’m sure you got off on it…didn’t you Benjamin…seeing me used like that? Now just do your fucking job and don’t mention anything about what happened ever again…”

Her face turned away from me but the words she spoke still resonated

“…I will decide in a few days, subject to your work and effort, whether to retain your services and keep you in my home?”

In some despair and anxiety I put out the new, tight leggings I had purchased along with a branded sports bra then placed the necessary underwear and hair-bands on the covers which she changed into after showering before departing for a long run while I did my duties with the car and other bits of cleaning.

We had lunch together later at the gym after she had changed again but there was undoubtedly an obvious invisible barrier between us that existed until the end of the day when we were back at the apartment where I mumbled to her meekly seeking merely to put our universe back upon an even keel.

“I am very sorry Miss Washington…I really am…”

My skin flushed brightly.

“…I recognise it was my fault and will try to make due reparation to you…you know I only see you as a Lady.”

She literally spat at me in the unfortunate demonstration that she was inconsolable.

“Not as a Whore that lets some supercilious, mature guy fuck up her ass…!”

Her observant eyes could see my obvious erection through my joggers and her mouth laughed sardonically.

“…You really are a sick fuck, Benjamin…go and put a pair of my panties on and come back here…”

It was obvious I had no choice but to do so and was soon dishonourably standing before her with my hard cock straining against the taut, delicate material of her cotton briefs as she parted her thighs that were still only covered by her clingy, divine leotard she had used that afternoon for training then sighed evilly in vile temper.

“…Tell me that you didn’t get a deviant thrill out of what you witnessed…?”

My hormonal blood was surging as the dark memories came flooding back.

“…Or tasted…you Pervert!”

The gusset of the underwear involuntarily coloured in slick, white fluid and I felt giddy then noxious as she snickered then sneered.

“…Get out of my sight…you’re utterly disgusting…and if you stay I will become increasingly severe and strict with you from now on!”

Grace - unfortunately for me - was subsequently true to her bitter word and my life became ever more strained under her control until I recognised that however much I adored her, if I remained at this thankless job in this faceless small town I would sadly never have a life or future.

With this in the forefront of my mind, one morning at the office I took the card from my wallet that the hateful, demanding but surely magnetic man at the hotel had given me and began to see if there was any other avenue I could travel.

The organisation he had referred me to was called Earth Industries and the briefest check on the internet confirmed that this was indeed a massive, worldwide enterprise covering a multitude of associated companies all requiring a huge raft of specialist professional vocations or expertise.

I went into situations vacant for the legal side of their operations but there was not much locally available, other than an intriguing note that they were hiring couples either engaged or married for a possible long-term trial or association within this undeniably impressive but mysterious group.

In some foolishness or desperation my fingers expertly filled in the forms - presumptuously if not outrageously with Grace as my partner - over lunch, after my normal coffee and meal duties were complete, then sent the only picture I had on my phone of my Boss along with one of myself, then thought no more about it as I assumed quite understandably this would probably prove to be just another dead end.

It was fair to presume that a large, global entity like this would hardly want a second-rate solicitor such as me that was forced to work in the office with the legal executives simply to make ends meet.

However to my genuine shock there was an answer in a couple of days requesting many far more detailed images of Grace with the explanation that the women in the company - especially in this particular section of it - needed to have a certain female quality to be the universal ambassadors they required.

Therefore that evening I surreptitiously took photographs of my divine landlady while she was dozing, relaxing on the settee or then changing and even a couple of her semi-nakedly going to the shower before disloyally sending them off the next day to this unknown firm for my hoped-for advantage.

Amazingly a few mornings later I was informed that an interview had been arranged for the following week with some of the main directors - along with many other applicants - at a house about two hours drive away and in my excitement I accepted the offer without fully appreciating that the appointment was naturally to be for two and not me alone.

The relationship between Grace and I had surely been fragile or tenuous since that terrible evening out at the hotel many weeks before and my logic soon recognised there was no way I could reasonably explain how furtively or outrageously I had acted without her permission; subsequently with just two days to go before this surreal meeting my concerned, rational head decided that I had to cancel which was far more preferable than suffer her inevitable wrath.

In truth my faint heart did not have the pluck or courage to face her and still weakly obeyed my Boss’s every wish or whim but vowed that somehow I would find another way to escape the dominant hold she undoubtedly had on me.

Therefore I was sitting quietly - out of her line of vision - the very night before I was due to pull out of this unique, mercurial opportunity to improve myself when Grace fixed her intrusive dark eyes on me and spoke coolly.

“So Benjamin I’ve been waiting for you to tell me all about our date or appointment as a couple to be married?”

My eyes looked into her clever, wicked soul and I tried to play innocent or in fact dumb; it was not always such a difficult thing for me to achieve.

“What do you mean?”

It was clear she had a barely restrained intolerance of me as her lips snarled.

“You think I didn’t notice you taking pictures Benjamin then the fact you were making illicit arrangements for other jobs on our company’s time and computer…”

Terrifyingly I could hear acid bile affecting the tone in her throat.

“…It was easy to check and how dare you say I was your intended and fill an application out for me…how dare you!”

My excuse was tepid if not stupid.

“I couldn’t explain to you Miss Washington and I sincerely apologise; what I did was indefensible but I will pull out in the morning and I had already decided to do so.”

She shook her comely head as if she had thought things through more than I had.

“No Benjamin…if you are so utterly driven to leave then this one and only time I will help you to achieve that much required goal and have already confirmed we will be in attendance…”

Her voice was dry, droll or sarcastic.

“…So it seems that we are officially engaged until then…now go and strip, put a pair of my panties on and come back here...”

In my ever more vulnerable situation I did not dare refuse this instruction and when I returned suitably attired with the pink knickers, Grace roughly bent me over her nylon-clad thighs and patted my bottom before pulling the slippery, pale female material down and then slapping the bare, pale flesh revealed until my lips began to squeal as she scolded me fiercely.

“…How dare you sneak behind my back and apply for a job on my behalf…you Stupid Boy…Stupid Boy…!”

I whimpered then pulsated and she flicked her fingers on my weeping cock then wiped the slimy juices in my ass while her breath caught.

“…I should fuck you right now for your outlandish audacity but instead I will just play the role as you wanted and hopefully the sooner you leave the better.”

She pushed me away as if I was something sour or unsavoury on her palate then left and - while shivering in fear - I tidied myself up before hearing her shower hum then in due time the similarly low, unsettling, vibrating sounds of one of her private toys and longed to apologise and become friendly again but feared that our relationship was already fractured beyond repair.

Our appointment was 7p.m on the Friday evening and, other than direct me in various regular matters, we left work an hour early before I feebly placed the same clothes she had worn for our only other disastrous evening out on the bed and after Grace had washed she stood there fully naked then sighed impatiently.

“Well I’m your fiancé temporarily once more so dress me up like some Slut as you did before…that is what you wanted, Benjamin?”

I looked down in abashment, gingerly put the bra over her perfectly formed breasts then the garter and stockings then kneeling between her open thighs and when my fingers began to draw the tiny panties up her legs - but before her fresh fragrant pussy was covered - I pressed my head into her belly and groaned aloud in my all-consuming misery.

“Please forgive me Miss Washington…we don’t have to go!”

My tongue involuntarily flicked her moist, womanly lips and Grace rubbed her sexual line on my wetness then grunted determinedly but with coarseness.

“It’s too late for second thoughts so lick my cunt, Benjamin, like the foul dog you are…and maybe we’ll fill it with spunk again for you to feast on…!”

She quickly shuddered to an unanticipated orgasm then pushed me away in irrational irritation, went to one of her drawers and threw me a pair of red and white frilly knickers.

“…A gift Benjamin…tonight you may present me as your wife to be, but put these on under your suit to remind you who the real woman is between us!”

The silky gusset slipped over my erection soaked instantly because my cock involuntarily leaked semen but I had to leave them in place and felt the sticky deposits dry on me as we drove towards this appointment that I knew would be an absolute waste of time and cursed the foolishness I had shown for ruining the most positive connection I had developed with such a sublime, celestial woman.

We did not converse much on the journey and arrived with some ongoing, tangible tension at a large mansion with a long atmospheric drive before entering through the main door into an ornate, wooden-panelled hallway where a beautiful, long-haired, blonde girl dressed in a tight business suit let us in, gave us sparkling glasses of champagne and then led us into a busy room where there was a small buffet laid out for the many couples in attendance.

There was no formality but while we ate, two of the senior representatives of this so called multi-national firm were mingling - a stocky black male and a tall, lean mature Caucasian man with brown-silvered hair - and I noticed they seemed most tactile with the females much to the noticeable distress of their male partners.

Eventually the black sturdy man came and made polite conversation while stroking Grace’s bottom through her short skirt until mercifully he departed and finally the tall white male left a ginger-haired girl he was fondling lightly but obviously and came over to join us.

We had name badges on and he stopped, read them then generously stuck out a huge companionable hand by way of a greeting and sighed.

“Ah Benjamin and Grace…I was looking forward to meeting you both...”

As he talked his fingers ran through her dark hair and presumptuously without asking undid Grace’s jacket then, while I watched forlornly, placed a flat palm lightly but firmly over her plump left breast.

“…The twosome from the small, local solicitors company looking for improvement or advancement…”

My Boss bravely ignored his rude outrageous touch as he went on.

“…You obviously both want to move up in the world…?”

By now his hand had slipped under Grace’s high hem and it stroked her pert naked bottom as he glared at me.

“…Do you mind me handling your girlfriend…?”

I was dumbstruck but he merely laughed dismissively.

“…Actually, Benjamin I don’t give a fuck if you do…I expect free reign with my staff and on this new insightful scheme we propose…”

He drew her to him and his lips brushed hers as he smiled.

“…My name is Randolph Jones one of the main senior partners…”

Her luscious hips were partially spread against his thick thigh while the man’s tongue licked her softly and mockingly.

“…Oh Grace, Bad Girl, I can feel you!”

He then walked away leaving us both hanging for different reasons and after an hour of food and wine, when all of the potential female employees had being mildly molested, this wealthy male stood up then spoke in a sombre, serious tone to the assembled audience.

“Welcome, we have brought you here today because this revered firm is seeking enlightened couples to possibly join our organisation and be part of a truly privileged lifestyle…”

He drew breath and in some ways we all did.

“…The opportunity will be for the very few as it is intended to be an eternal commitment because my partners and I wish to take and use the girls we employ from the married couples for our pleasure and eventual procreation…”

His dark eyes were gleaming in madness.

“…The children created will be trained within our privileged world, have the best educations and eventually take their roles within the group as part of a close-knit family unit…”

The shock on everyone’s face was visible but worse was to come.

“…The women will of course become our whores and the men will accept their roles as assistants but other than consummating the marriages for purely legal purposes then they will have no conjugal rights past this point and…”

I was outraged and felt myself shaking in anger.

“…We think perhaps it best if they go into chastity as immediate castration seems too extreme…”

The smile that came from him was like poisonous light.

“…We understand this will not suit the majority and you are free to leave at any time if you are put off by our proposals or presumption…”

He glared for a moment.

“…But I would remind you there is a confidentiality clause in the application…”

But then finished his prepared lecture.

“…So do not even think about discussing what you have heard because this is just a floated idea and we do not expect our search for suitable applicants to be fruitful or easy...”

Even before he ended the speech well over half the men were pulling their wives or girlfriends towards the door but as he went on briefly about the incredible salaries and extravagant existences in multiple major cities around the globe some remained - including Grace and I - until the pandemonium had died down then he looked at us all and laughed knowingly.

“…Do not be embarrassed; the lure of luxury or money affects us all, both male and female, and as I explained there is a long way to go before any of you will be employed in such a manner…”

As I gazed around in some bemusement there were eight couples left in the room and he spilt us into four pairs then sighed.

“…Mr Drake Bowen our African director will interview in the rear room and I will see the others in the study; you will be called when ready”

Grace and I sipped wine in some anxiety as the first then second duos went in and, as we were the last to be seen, had to witness two women shortly running out in tears with their disgusted, red-faced men behind them and presciently escaping this asylum as I knew we should have been doing.

My normally inscrutable Boss was utterly silent but affected in some unspoken way; she was obviously just seeing the misadventure through to get rid of me and I cursed myself for placing her in such an unfortunate and most unseemly position.

Finally, after the longest while, one of the female assistants dressed in the familiar attractive suit came to us and smiled kindly.

“Mr Jones will see you now.”

We entered in through the brightly polished door and this man was sitting at the centre of the room in a high-sided tan leather chair while one of the women that had already come in was standing behind him in just her prettily decorated bra and knickers while her husband was on one of the seats at the side, humiliatingly holding in his trembling hands the discarded clothes she had been wearing.

The Monster in the seat of power saw my observation and grinned arrogantly.

“Ignore, Melanie…she and Grant have confirmed their intention to attend a further interview because to gain the job that we offer will take some substantial commitment and this is just the beginning…”

His black eyes stared at the man dissipating in the shadows.

”…Is that correct Grant?”

The object of his enquiry had a weak, wistful voice which murmured quietly but loudly enough to demonstrate he had already surrendered his masculine spirit.

“Yes Sir…my wife and I would be truly grateful for the chance.”

He looked at the blonde, short-haired girl who smiled eagerly and reflexively pushed her hips forward in female gesture and spoke for them both.

“Oh yes Sir…we would do whatever is necessary.”

This omnipotent male then turned his focus on us and one hand directed me to sit beside the other neutered partner, leaving Grace alone and he flicked his fingers to draw her gently toward him until she was standing between his open thighs at which time he exhaled deeply.

“Kneel down let me see you properly…”

To my utter shock my normally pompous, authoritarian Boss seemed to physically dissolve to the floor where this Bastard stroked her luxurious hair, flushed face then undid the covering jacket and white blouse to reveal her lacy bra which his fingertips ran across gently as he whispered his disapproval.

“…Such tacky adornments…I like my Whores to be dressed expensively.”

She whispered demeaning words directed at me.

“This is the best he can afford.”

His palms slipped inside the cups then squeezed the seductively soft flesh and tender nipples as her breath caught.

“Then we shall have to grant you extra funds, now…wouldn’t that be fun…?”

As if she had transformed into someone else, Grace just blinked, nodded while his hands returned to stroke her facial skin then nose and when this Maniac’s fingertips teased her pouting, painted lips they parted slightly and she shamelessly began to suck the longest digit as he chuckled.

“…I surely knew you have good instincts, Grace…”

His body relaxed slightly in the chair while her soft, salivating mouth served his finger in some perturbing gesture of submission and his tone softened slightly.

“…Show me we understand each other…”

Grace looked up at him then between his parted legs before moving her head purposefully between the muscular thighs right before her eyes where she sniffed him like some animalistic Bitch then carefully removed his enormous, rigid cock from the zip she had evocatively lowered and gently began to lick it.

This gross manhood soon stuck up vertically like a huge totem pole and without apparent introspection or pride this young woman, I thought so virtuous and pure, lowered his expensive trousers then silk shorts and suckled his large balls and powerful cock as he caressed her hair and smiled at me as if she was not there at all.

“You are lucky to have such an outstanding girl that wishes to spend her life with you, Benjamin…but it is only fair that she has everything she is entitled to…”

I was emasculated and speechless but could only listen as she continued to feast on his impressive masculinity.

“…This flesh can in time provide the child that will secure both of your futures but, as with Grant and the other partners, then you need to be committed or eager for what is to come…”

Grace was sucking him harder and faster now.

“…If your woman is selected then you must be formally married and if the primitive act of fornication has not been done already then you will be allowed a single night to consummate the partnership for legal reasons but from that moment the woman or wife will belong to me and The Firm forever... or there is a dismissal process but believe me it will not be beneficial to either of you…”

He groaned lowly in expectation and pressed her head tightly on his erection.

“…The females will be Whores and the husbands in chastity or possibly gelded but shall willingly accept an advantaged financial life with these restrictions…”

His conversation was wavering as Grace’s mouth was moving like a living piston.

“…Is this acceptable to you Benjamin? If it is not then you can return to your mundane, lowly paid job right now.”

I heard my self gasp without thinking which was nothing new.

“…Yes Sir…of course…of course!”

He proceeded to press or force the issue as Grace suckled him ever harder while holding his genitals tenderly as if they were precious stones.

“Are you sure Benjamin…?”

My head and shoulders shook or nodded together but I could not comment further in my trauma as this Demon ejaculated generously all over Grace’s perfect features until they were covered with his sick, slimy white essence just before his hand patted her cute cranium condescendingly and grunted without force.

“Remove her clothes a la Melanie, quickly now.”

I rose up and so did my fiancé for the evening who sneered at me while pulling my head close as she then spat in my direction with her smeared, creamy mouth.

“Kiss my lips Benjamin; taste this fetid depravity you have led me to.”

My tongue reflexively lapped at the foul juices and Grace made me go all over her coated skin until she was clear or clean - she could never be pristine again in my eyes - then let me undress her down to the revealing lingerie before I was dispatched to sit beside the other hapless mate who was being equally debased as our new Mentor or possible Master spoke while he closely inspected Grace’s superb body as if she was some mere menial.

“Lovely but you will need to dress much more provocatively or luxuriously to hold my attention and gain the prize on offer…”

She exhaled in confusion or confrontation and muttered insultingly.

“You?”

He laughed in delight at her attempt at effrontery.

“No Grace, an existence of such quality it will take your heavenly breath away…the interesting legal work you only could dream of…all the power and wealth you desire which are the veritable and true measure of independence…”

He gestured to the other girl and suddenly they were both prostrate at his dancing, pulsating cock and balls and working him like the undoubted Mark he was; but their sordid, sullied attentions did not stop him explaining all about this insane immoral scheme to conquer or impregnate the lucky or unfortunate girls chosen.

It appeared by his often heated conversation - as our women expertly served his male genitalia - that Randolph would have full sexual authority or control over his female employees, while the husband would be conciliatory or humble at all times and realise that the offspring created would come under the influence and privilege of The Firm.

Ownership was possibly too strong a word in these liberal times but that is what it meant in any way shape or form.

Of course this was all utterly ludicrous but the vision of having my own office in New York or Paris and living such an ostentatious dream was undeniably intoxicating and made me almost ignore the fact that he had anointed both Grace and Melanie with his spunk a second time before then instructing them to kiss and lick it off each other which they did with disturbingly more enthusiasm than I would have expected.

Briefly he then pressed the girls over his knee, lowered their panties and spanked each of them soundly while letting their voices squeal like silly schoolgirls until - after exploring their bodies almost clinically while subsequently pulling them to their watery feet - it seemed this initial interview was thankfully at last concluded because the Beast smiled at me and the man by my side while speaking with command.

“Dress your women and you can now both thank them sincerely for the opportunity that you would certainly not have achieved on your own merits.”

Grant and I then drew the covering clothes over our vibrating female companions before my sidekick kissed his wife’s warm belly during this process and then the scented mound between her thighs while whispering caringly.

“I do love you, Darling…and will endure...thank you for your sacrifice.”

My own lips however remained suitably muted before we were summarily dismissed then left the house with the understanding that this gargantuan but most bizarre company needed us both to confirm our interest and intentions on the Monday and only then would another further interview possibly be considered or arranged.

On the way back I understandably felt degraded and shamed for dragging Grace through this terrible process and into hell or damnation therefore about halfway into our journey home I murmured sincerely and apologetically.

“I’m so sorry Miss Washington I never realised it would be like this!”

She shrugged aimlessly if not disinterestedly and replied with fatigue.

“I did it to try and help you improve yourself but when tested I saw you disloyally did not repay the compliment…even for effect.”

As normal I could never follow her train of thought and expressed my bafflement.

“What do you mean?”

She hissed and educated me.

“Grant expressed his love and devotion for Melanie, understood her bruised feelings then promised to stand by her where-as you said nothing…nothing at all; it seems obvious that this is just a one-way street between us and it is becoming crystal clear that if this job is not an option then you need to leave.”

I felt distraught for multiple reasons as I gasped in disbelief.

“You mean you would actually consider what they have proposed and…”

In my surprise I could clearly see only one implausible thing.

“…And actually marry me?”

Her body turned away as if to shield her true thoughts or feelings then she bit her lip before exhaling and looking out into the darkness of the night as her mouth spoke wistfully.

“What Randolph said was sadly true…we are all trapped in one way or another and only real wealth or power does indeed bring choices so I would have considered the offer…as humbling as it was, but your reaction as my partner in this matter was sorely revealing…”

The words she spoke were mortally wounding.

“…And you demonstrably do not have the resolve or love for me as you keep saying…”

She was increasingly scathing and scalding.

“…Clearly you do not wish to accept that to truly achieve improvement then we would both need to make certain, sullied adjustments with regards to our normal morality to gain such advantage.”

I tried to talk but Grace was deaf to my explanations, excuses or entreaties and I was desolate when we reached the apartment and in impulse or desperation I followed into the bedroom where, as she stretched out her exhausted but sublime body, went down ceremoniously on one knee.

“Please marry me, Grace, be my wife…I do love you but did not wish you to think badly of me by forcing you into such a poor arrangement just for my personal or selfish advancement…”

My voice was cracking in my dismay.

“…Please forgive me…please…I will do anything to make you happy and will willingly carry the heavy weight of this bargain, as you say we both must, if we could take the risk for fortune together…”

My voice wilted weakly as if in a daze.

“…You already know I am not experienced with girls really, especially ones that look like you so… just advise me what to do…please Miss Washington just guide or tell me.”

She stroked my lowered head, in many ways as Randolph had done to her, and simpered empathetically.

“Poor Benjamin…I fear it is already too difficult for you but if I must and you insist…”

Her hand slipped the jacket then blouse off and she stood erect then sighed in a capricious and unexpected return of confidence.

“…Remove my skirt and jacket then put the suit out for dry-cleaning…”

I put the items on a hangar then returned to her and found myself kneeling between open, milky legs staring blankly at the darkest line of sexuality beneath the thinnest most revealing panties.

“…You want to really prove yourself and genuinely suffer like I will have to?”

It was as if I could finally see the light at the end of the darkest tunnel.

“Yes, yes…just show me…anything.”

She placed firm hands on her hips and spread the most delectable thighs.

“Then remove the knickers and lick me Benjamin and swear on your honour…”

She chuckled ironically as if I already had none remaining.

“…You could live a lifetime only fucking me once!”

My hand gently lowered the saturated panties and my tongue lapped at her female salty, slippery crease as I whimpered.

“I swear that I only want you Miss Washington…just wish to make you mine and if I could remain at your side for all time then simply your blessed companionship is sufficient and I would be content just pleasing or sating you…”

Her hands pulled my giddy head into her warm skin and she wriggled hard but slender hips on me as if desperate for resolution.

“…Believe me…from this moment I would be your truest most devoted servant if you would only agree to share this fabulous quest…please allow me the chance…try me…test me…please.”

Grace pressed her divine, aromatic lower body on my mouth and she quickly began to shiver, shudder then vibrate before becoming unsteady on her feet as she groaned softly.

“Oh Benjamin…your words are seductive…our engagement will therefore continue over the weekend and if you show me you are true and reliable then we can try for the destiny of us both…now lick me again…but deeply as I have a hunger for sensation suddenly!”

She promptly quivered and shook again then collapsed back onto the bed before mumbling curtly.

“Strip me…you can throw the tacky lingerie items away because if you wish me to impress Randolph then I need a whole new wardrobe…”

Her voice was elevated but fatigued.

“…Out of your wages, Darling…so I can be sure of your intent….now do as I wish then come back in just the underwear you have on...”

I followed her direction quickly and reluctantly - as far as disposing of her finery was concerned because it held a certain lurid allure for me - then stood before her pathetically and nakedly, apart from the knickers she had provided earlier, while a smiling Grace sat on the bed with just a short, towelling, fluorescent green covering robe on.

“…Pull them down Benjamin…let me see the state they are in...”

In notable shame I complied because we both knew the gusset was full of my foul deposits due to her sordid actions earlier which she promptly scolded me for.

“…So you do like the fact Randolph is going to make me his Whore…?”

To my further disgrace or horror my penis began to swell again although even when it was hard it was miniscule compared to the roguish man we had met earlier.

“…As you are potentially my husband to be then you are entitled to sleep in my bed on certain conditions…come here…”

I shuffled to her side barely believing my good fortune while Grace’s fingers slipped around my cock as she sighed.

“…You can’t come in with this can you Benjamin…?”

She almost cackled disconcertingly like a wicked witch.

“…Now tell me truthfully how you enjoyed me sucking Randolph’s huge dick and balls and that you adore me.”

My voice whimpered in the most painful recall.

“I do love you oh…Miss Washington…I do!”

Disgracefully I had jerked more sperm in the smooth material and Grace wiped my flesh with the dry parts of the flimsy panties before pulling them off altogether then leaned over to her side-drawer where she removed a small, plastic device which was waved at me excitedly.

“You’re cock is temporarily mine now, Benjamin, so to sleep with me it must be contained or locked up so let me discover with you how to put it on…”

I realised to my utter desolation or despair she had hold of a male chastity device.

“…I have seen the videos but not done this before; although for precaution I had this cage here just for this eventuality.”

Her hands held my testicles as she slipped a large, plastic ring over my whole penis and balls as I squirmed or whimpered like a castrated pet in my torment.

“You thought this may happen?”

Her response was short, sharp and impatient.

“Yes Benjamin of course…honestly…you masturbate all the time and it’s so unseemly or unacceptable in my bed therefore if we are to continue as a couple now I have the ability to provide some measure of control…”

When the back of the device was in place she held the cover for my penis to slip into as she went on with a tinge of exasperation.

“…If you have changed your mind then I will stop immediately but if you wish us to be man and wife then please ask me to put it on…”

Her hand squeezed my sensitive flesh

“…No beg me, Benjamin…in fact I insist you do because this is the minimal price you must pay to have me.”

This command was so surreal, obtuse and unreasonable but I was utterly desperate for her.

“Please do it Miss Washington…please, please…”

She squeezed my penis teasingly then slipped the clear tube smoothly over my thin flesh - still greasy from my climax - as I groaned pathetically as the mere touch of her was thrilling but equally frightening.

“…What if I need to have an orgasm?”

Her voice in response was light, airy and almost generous.

“Then just ask, Benjamin…after all I do not intend to be unreasonable in our marriage…”

Then, improbably as it seemed, I was corralled in the Perspex, although my luscious jailor did not close the small, golden lock but simply grumbled.

“…Now you take it off and put it back on a few times because I expect you to know how to wear it properly without me having to get involved too much…!”


My shaking hands removed and replaced the intricate contraption as instructed - it was actually simpler than it looked - before Grace directed me to use her personal shower along with the scented creams inside the cubicle then put the cage back on by my own hand and finally, formally request an invitation to her expansive bed.

In due time I returned to her smelling sweetly with just my transparent seal of chastity covering me and she took the lock and then waved it sadistically in my direction.

“…Click it into place Benjamin as we need to have total trust between us…”

In a second it was through the small hole as I closed my eyes then felt or heard the sharp evocative snap of metal while Grace merely chuckled.

“…Good Boy…now ask me.”

Finally I was almost in heaven as I hyperventilated in excitement at what was possible now; it seemed nothing was out of my reach.

“Please may I come to bed, Miss Washington?”

She whispered softly, seductively and easily.

“Of course but lay on top of the sheets as I feel especially needy…”

My Boss was already relaxing on the pristine covers in just a short, white, pretty, cotton gown by now and her mesmerising eyes found mine while murmuring ever more lowly.

“…I want to really feel your adoration Benjamin…if I am to give myself to that brute Randolph to inseminate me so crudely then I will require support, tenderness and love from my husband at all times…”

Her dark spheres flashed dangerously.

“…And fidelity along with obedience, naturally.”

I groaned because I felt my penis surged tortuously inside the cruel restriction of the constraint but I still gushed as my body knelt over her limp but sublime form on the bed because my head was completely overcome with emotion.

“Do not doubt me Miss Washington the chance of being offered the lucrative job and to share my life with you is beyond my expectations, dreams or possibly what I deserve…”

I spoke quietly so as not to cause offence.

“…Should I call you Grace now…as we are engaged officially?”

She shivered and gurgled dismissively as if such a suggestion was a step too far.

“No Benjamin…Miss Washington will suffice…and we are not formally connected until Monday because I am still testing your resolve and worth now…”

Her very dreamy skin settled and nestled into the bed.

“…You know I like to pleasure myself but this will be your job when and if I allow you to be with me…you must learn to satisfy and delight my very sensual soul…so lift my gown and look at me…”

My fingers were trembling as I drew the fine material up to her belly to reveal the dark, fine crease of her pink vagina covered by shadowy pubic hair and although I had frequently seen it before in passing, it looked and smelled heavenly with heady, womanly musk as she had not showered since returning home.

“…This pussy will control you now so familiarise yourself with its subtleties and swear loyalty and devotion; for as my husband to be this is partially your domain now…”

Reflexively I let my lips kiss her sexual folds and inner thighs while she closed her eyes and relaxed completely.

“…Just gently, Benjamin and get the tiny, finger vibrator from my intimate collection that you clean so regularly.”

I teased her wetness adoringly and very carefully with my tongue then took the miniature toy from the secret case and, after turning it to vibrate, placed the rounded tip of the white object at the top of her precious slit and watched in fascination as her slender legs then flat belly began to shiver or tremble in appreciation while I spoke quietly barely believing my incredible luck.

“It so wonderful to be doing this Miss Washington…thank you, thank you…”

My mind was terribly enthused or agitated causing the pain or pressure from my male genitals to be excruciating because of the restriction around me.

“…It’s hard for me to believe your generosity.”

My fingers provided and directed the required force for the shortest while before Grace shuddered and a huge fountain of fluid spurted from just inside her precious crease covering my hands when it did so as she grunted animalistically.

“Wipe my ejaculate into my anus and then get and insert the small, black plug using the thin tube of gel for lubrication…”

Her thighs were spread-eagled and I fully saturated her rear entrance, found the slim, dark, phallic-shaped toy and, after putting on some of the slimy liquid, slid it surprisingly easily into her pert ass while her voice grunted dirtily.

“…Good Benjamin now move slowly it back and forward because I recognise that dominant men like Randolph like to fuck their women here and I need to be ready…that’s it just slowly…fuck, fuck…”

Obediently but gingerly I gradually moved the perverse device as instructed for a while until she signed and spat in primitive need.

“…Now use the large black cock…and fuck my cunt with it…I crave hardness sometimes and this man was so incredibly thick...but leave the plug in place…”

Quickly I found the large, bulbous, plastic object; brought it to her sodden, vaginal lips and grumbled nervously.

“Should I push it in now Miss Washington?”

Her response was shocking and brutal.

“Of course you Stupid Fuck...turn it on and let it throb then fuck me as Randolph wants to…fuck me…fuck me…press it tightly, deeply and snugly inside me…”

The girth of the toy worryingly stretched her taut, virginal - so it seemed - cavity as I pushed it with developing rhythm and saw both of her apertures were full and pulsing causing Grace to crazily curse then cry out until inevitably, finally, my Love shook then jerked instinctively as if she had been shot then simply lay there with the devices still murmuring softly but purposefully.

“…Fuck I needed that…you did well Benjamin now remove and clean them both, tidy me up and pass me some fresh panties.”

She could see the craven, glassy look in my eyes and smiled devilishly.

“Oh Benjamin you want to come don’t you? But it’s far too soon and you do need to show suitable discipline or restraint…but kneel between my legs…”

My body took the prostrate position she mentioned and her fingertips held my manacled cock then gently ran the aching tip of it along her sodden, female crease while she seemed to take some secret delight in torturing me.

“…You can’t fuck me, Benjamin…this precious entrance is not for your use or desire but you can imagine the one time you will if we marry…”

Her ivory skin seemed to unnaturally shiver in celebration at my fate.

“…It indeed seems a cruel design or plan as suggested by Randolph but understand that you and I have to bear some pain if we are to succeed and prosper, Darling...”

Her voice almost snickered in mockery but I thought I was probably imagining such an unreasonable reaction as my body trembled while my unbalanced head seemed to swim in the brightest colours.

“…Oh Benjamin, amazing…you have dribbled some semen…lick it up and dry me.”

I slowly bent down in my disorientation but my weak essence was already lost in her luxurious womanly flow and after using my tongue temporarily I simply took a damp cloth to dry her velvet skin, then provided a pair of panties which I dutifully drew around her slight shape and eventually watched Grace get fully into bed as I went off into her bathroom to clean her insidious adult toys before putting them carefully and safely away for further use.

It was obvious already that in due course I would become increasingly familiar and probably then eventually educated or expert with these divisive items.

My partial climax from the teasing had mercifully relaxed me just a little and I fastidiously dried my body from sweat and when I slid in - smelling of scent - beside gorgeous, wonderful Grace, she was already wearily or contentedly fast asleep.

Furtively I moved as close to her as I thought was sensible or permissible while sensing without question, things were surely looking up for me.

Because from pure providence and by the merest chance I had acquired a fabulous, beauteous, clever fiancé along with the real opportunity of an incredible job in one of the major companies of the world and most unexpectedly the future and all it contained was surely, exhilaratingly ahead or before me.

As my head hit the pillow beside the fragrant, creamy, intoxicating skin of my precious girl I felt that for once in my formerly worthless life events were finally turning in my favour.

I woke early and when remembering where I fortuitously was, longed to press my arms around my sleepy, feminine companion but felt unsure she would welcome me be being too tactile or loving and I simply waited for her to open her eyes and then whispered tenderly as if I was actually able to cope with my change of fortune or pace of life.

“Thank you for letting me sleep with you, Miss Washington...”

I was like a schoolboy with his favourite teacher.

“…It’s wonderful and I settled really well.”

She saw the cage as my leg was out of the bed and laughed slyly.

“It’s good that you are adjusting because your masturbation all the time was truly irritating but as you can now see with a little strict routine your mind can exist on a higher plane…”

Her voice gurgled then giggled.

“…Unlike mine…now use the same objects as you did last night…I’ve been having some fiendish nightmares about Randolph and what he will do to me…

Grace spread her legs and soon I had one device up her bottom and was gliding the huge, vibrating black phallus in and out of her fine entrance again as she whimpered.

“…Can you imagine his cock fucking me Benjamin, fouling or filling me…?”

We both seemed to groan or grimace in unison.

“…Tell me you want him to ride then fuck me as you can never do…”

She was thrusting fiercely against the gross thickness then squirmed and bent her thighs to one side in agony or ecstasy before sighing in gratification.

“…Fuck it’s good to have you here to do this…it’s such a rush…!”

Her dark eyes caught mine while her hand took my penis in her fine fingertips and smiled drolly.

“…Does Baby want to cum? Admit you want our possible employer or owner to do so and I might let you…trust me, tell, tell me!”

I saw her take the glinting silver key that was around her slender neck and my craving to release overcame any pride or morality that remained within me.

“Yes Miss Washington sadly to my shame it does excite me.”

Her fingers undid the lock and gently pulled the hard covering off my manhood and when I was free she lay back on the covers, told me to remove the devices humming excruciatingly inside her taut, toned body then spread utterly perfect thighs and looked up almost innocently.

“You may rub it just over my cunt, Benjamin and confirm that you wish to marry me even under these bizarre and strange circumstances.”

I held onto my aching penis then meekly kneeled in the middle of the slender legs and rubbed my erection furiously as I whispered in madness brought on by my primitive if not deviant needs.

“I would be incredibly privileged to marry you Miss Washington…”

Her pussy looked so perfect, mysterious and pink as I surely sensed myself nearing fetid bliss.

“…I understand what is needed and whatever you offer me is enough…”

My passion for her in all ways and purposes was overpowering.

“…Oh fuck…I love you Miss Washington.”

She gently took my shrinking flesh and wiped it on her sexual crease along with the white deposits I had already spurted then simpered coolly.

“Poor Boy…now lick it up, make me cum once more and then you can go shopping to display me for our new opportunity….but the finery or lingerie will need to be racy, lacy and expensive to suit Randolph’s tastes…”

My tongue was licking her sodden slit eagerly.

“….And yours it seems, because you both appear to like me Slutty!”

Grace trembled to orgasmic heaven quickly and after I had removed her toys she made me put the cage back on then left me to tidy or clean while she departed to spend time alone, as if requiring some peace and separation from me to think things through.

The remainder of the whole day was then spent by me buying provocative but classy clothes for her while going through all of my savings in the process and when I arrived home she looked through my purchases and sighed thoughtfully.

“I am still somewhat concerned Benjamin…this is such a massive step and I do need to be certain of you…”

She sipped her rich red wine and whispered.

“…I’ve been thinking all day; it seems so barbaric or inhuman for you to suffer like this and I do of course have a conscience?”

By now I was already utterly sold on the idea of having the enigmatic Grace as my wife and sat by her side then took her nylon clad foot in my hand before squeezing it tenderly.

“Don’t worry about my feelings Miss Washington as I realise we both have to make sacrifices and I confirm that just to be near or with you is enough for me…”

Grace shifted in discomfort on the large seat raising the hem of her short dress she was wearing as she did so to reveal the tights and panties below while I went on in my masculine wonder or veneration and tried to reassure her.

“…Don’t concern yourself about my sensitivities Miss Washington because by now we understand each other…so please just treat me as you wish to achieve the ends we both want.”

Her fingers patted the smooth crotch of her mound in direction and I licked it reflexively as her voice murmured distractedly.

“Then that is what I will do, Benjamin, although I must warn you that I sense I will need to be cruel to be kind to you, but be assured this is only for effect and we must rise above such pettiness…”

She grumbled happily.

“…Mmmm that’s so sensuous and relaxing; would you like to cum over it and suck you juices off me?”

It was not a question that needed an answer and her hand quickly released me to enable my body to press my hips then cock on Grace’s divinely covered pussy until I jerked, slimy fluid on the delicious tights and then lapped it off the smooth, sensual surface like some hound-dog until amazingly even through the sensual barrier she achieved a momentary flutter of orgasmic ecstasy.

Already I had become adept at putting my cage back on - or even applying the sadistic lock in confirmation of my acceptance of how things were to be - and when everything was in place and we were suitably dressed once more Grace smiled kindly.

“I am predisposed to accept the offer of a further interview but have asked Sonia over tomorrow night as she has been something of a confidante in recent years since starting at this company and I need her input…”

She held my hand gently and led me towards the door as I had been promised the treat of a meal for my endeavours and efforts.

“…But rest assured that I will surely remember your confirmation not to spare your feelings or emotional state Benjamin because I realise sexual matters such as these can be difficult or trying but as you said…”

She seemed so extraordinarily perfect to me and I listened intently and privately, blindly swore to follow her delectable lead.

“…We need to do what is necessary”

I was fully contented with our agreement or bargain and the evening continued with fine food and her wondrous company before I put Grace to bed and made love to her with all of the toys and devices in the insidious, magical case but did not press her for my own pleasure or gratification because I wanted to make a statement that I could be generous, selfless and virtuous when necessary.

As if my Boss was sexually insatiable, in the morning she required multiple further attentions and under my pleading, allowed me to rub myself over the sole of her foot which was undeniably demeaning but weirdly delicious all combined and then while she went to the gym I tidied, washed then began to prepare some food for our guest that night as if we were already an old married item.

Other than a few conversations with the formidable, imposing Sonia I had no idea who she really was, along with the woman’s true character or personal life, and it would be fair to say I was definitely amused or intrigued how Grace and I would gel as a host couple in her company.

Sonia was wearing a white trouser suit when she arrived and looked quite elegant and, surprisingly perhaps - because Grace was her Boss as well as mine - the two of them were extremely relaxed with each other and chatted genially over wine before sitting down at the table I had set extremely elegantly, then watched me as I dutifully began to serve the first course.

The tall, slim, blonde woman presumptuously stroked my leg as I passed by and chuckled at my wife to hopefully be.

“So you and Benjamin are in a relationship are you Grace?”

My dark haired Muse simpered and sighed evocatively as I joined them at the table.

“Yes in a fashion but…”

She savoured the pate and gurgled.

“…I wanted to ask you about chastity, Sonia…I know you have some experience of being with a man like that?”

They began to discuss me in rather, reverent, hushed tones - as if I was some sort of inanimate object or freak - while I remembered to my discomfort that I had firmly told Grace not to spare my feelings or sensitivity as far as our living arrangements were concerned and once the main meal was concluded Sonia murmured and turned to me somewhat merrily.

“Well I suppose I need to see what you have on; take the trousers and shorts off Benjamin then stand here.”

I gazed for rescue or salvation to my Grace but her dark eyes were blank and visibly portrayed the carefree results of the alcohol as reluctantly I moved to Sonia’s side where presumptuously her finger began to undo the clothing while admonishing me as I squirmed then fretted like some silly girl.

“Don’t make such a fuss Benjamin…this is quite normal nowadays as lot of husbands go into self-denial as an expression of their love and devotion to their partners…”

Suddenly I was naked from the waist down and outrageously she inspected the device in some detail before taking my restricted penis in her fingertips and laughing softly.

“…Such a Sweet Boy…this brings back so many memories as I used to enjoy this with my men but, as time went by, could not bear their constant whining for release and found being with girls easier and far less of a headache.”

Grace - to my dismay or misfortune - then proffered disloyally far too much private detail.

“He wants to climax all the time as well!”

The taller girl shook her obviously experienced head sagely.

“Strictly you should not allow it, especially at first, and in all honesty they often dribble in the device anyway when aroused…”

To my horror as she was pulling gently at my captured genitals I worryingly sensed my head was about to explode.

“…I presume there’s another man?”

My wife-to-be smiled slyly and confirmed humiliating facts I thought or hoped would have stayed entirely between us.

“Well let’s say there are serious plans afoot that I may tell you about in due course if things develop in the near passage of time.”

Sonia listened in obvious interest or fascination but still rubbed my captured manhood harder and then even more invasively pressed my mind as her high voice simpered enquiringly.

“Some Stud is going to fuck your wife, Benjamin…?”

Shamefully but instantly I immediately dribbled spunk from my limp, aching flesh and her thumb and nearest digit twisted the slippery juices then disturbingly brought them round to my backside as she sighed to Grace.

“…You need to open him up a little with a small anal plug as my men used to love me fucking them.”

Outrageously this woman I hardly knew had already inserted the end of her slimy finger almost into my anal opening then presumptuously pressed it inside me just a little.

“…I’m sure Benjamin would as well soon enough.”

To my eternal relief my intended inhaled happily if not drunkenly then chuckled.

“I don’t think that’s for me, Sonia…but if I have to go away for a while, which is possible, should I leave him in chastity?”

Sonia, to my despair, nodded demonstrably in her position of advisor in such intimate or surreal matters.

“Of course…but it’s polite and sensible in case of any unforeseen problems for you to pass the key on to a friend you trust completely to keep an eye on him.”

They looked at each other in silent, unspoken understanding or possible agreement as I took the opportunity to pull my clothes up then whimper fiercely and most defensively.

“I don’t need supervision and will be fine by myself.”

The lofty woman with the short, blonde hair merely snickered.

“How naïve you are and how little you know, Benjamin, but now for your discourtesy, when I am merely trying to be friendly, if you wish my help in the future about what we have discussed then I will make you plead with me for it.”

I ignored her bluff or bluster utterly as I knew that day would never come and after further unnecessary asides or slights on my embarrassing situation or predicament the conversation turned to work or female matters until, not before time, our inebriated guest left and I busied myself with putting the apartment back in good order.

In bed I provided whatever Grace required, sexually speaking, with the always available toys but did not return the compliment with regards to my needs - as if taking on Sonia’s unwelcome advice - but undoubtedly she had been content with my compliance and humility in accepting her right to have an open conversation with a female friend about me and this new proposed matrimonial role we had started upon.

Therefore, in this spirit of comprehension and compromise, first thing the following morning we sent off the confirmation of our interest to proceed to a second interview with Earth Industries and the diabolical senior partner, Randolph Jones.

When I went to join my female workers, in truth I found it hard to face Sonia given what she now knew about me, but given the immediate, noticeable but unspoken tension she took me on one side when our colleagues were temporarily out of the way and spoke meaningfully.

“Don’t feel badly Benjamin a lot of men are in a similar position as you are so I am here to talk to or help if you want me to…”

She seemed so reasonable to me suddenly.

“…Grace is a brilliant, ambitious girl that needs things you can’t offer so you must not be unduly ashamed because you have to bear the discomfort of her being with another more powerful man…”

I whined quietly in obvious misfortune as she smiled superciliously.

“…You see if you had been polite to me I could now bring you off to ease the physical tension you feel but that is not the case and in the meantime please do not fret or feel uncomfortable as I will not betray your trust or tell the other girls until you ask me to help…”

Her hand stroked my thigh lightly if not teasingly.

“…Or beg me as I stated last night; now please get on with your work as I can’t have any attitude here to unsettle the mood or our productivity.”

Instinctively I muttered in some barely controlled anger.

“It will not be necessary Sonia…we are have a meeting shortly and then Grace and I will surely work through this minor aberration in our romance.”

My immediate superior just glanced at me with some obvious pity then laughed softly but clearly to my flushed apparently foolish face.

“If you say so Sweetie…if you say so!”

We both chose to ignore the incident or large elephant in the workroom and thankfully, true to her word, Sonia did not mention a singular word to my female companions about my plight regarding being in chastity to the lovely Grace and things just drifted for a while as we waited to hear from our potential new employers.

My glamorous fiancé began to demonstrate an increasingly high libido and my duties with the toys were used on a nightly basis but - in keeping with the unhelpful advice she had received - Grace humiliatingly only allowed me a single full orgasm which demeaningly I pulled out with my own quivering hand over her perfect naked thighs before licking the slimy residue off this always sweet, magnetic, wet pussy.

Being with my Boss like this was in all honesty agony and ecstasy at the self-same time and I lived in permanent craving of release because my love and physical ardour for her placed me under intolerable pressure.

Our new appointment or interview came innocuously but not unnoticed over the internet, was to be at a grand hotel about an hour’s drive away and we were told to be prepared to remain overnight if we expected to go forward from that prickly point.

On the evening of this undoubted date with destiny, Grace showered then stood before me nakedly - I was used to her spectacular show by now - as I had laid the provoking clothes purchased for this specific occasion on the bed and she looked at them then me with some pity.

“Are you sure you are prepared for this Benjamin? Because I can release you…and you can find another job or woman and have a normal life…?”

I just stared at her - endlessly mesmerised at this incredible body -in pure worship as she went on.

“..You told me once to have no thought for your feelings and if you dress me in these showy, provocative coverings then there is no way back for either of us and we will have to forever face our fate.”

I was too hormonal or in love or lust to have second or third thoughts as I whimpered and sealed my own future.

“No Miss Washington I want us to be married and embark upon this adventure because in the end I foresee we will be together.

She smiled slyly.

“So be it Benjamin but be told and now confirmed that I will not ask you again…”

She shook herself and smiled.

“…Dress me and let’s go.”

I did so leisurely as if relishing the experience or anticipation of the evening to come and licked her fragrant, vaginal lips for a transient moment but unusually she was too agitated or distracted to notice.

We were soon quietly on the road and arrived at the hotel where the car was valet-parked before we were escorted to one of the main suites by yet another classy blonde in a smart but sexy suit.

Randolph Jones was on the phone as we walked in and he peered then murmured to me devastatingly.

“Disrobe her and let me see…!”

I limply, obediently undid the short, black dress which Grace stepped out of and she stood before him almost boldly in stockings, a tiny, high-hipped thong, silk knickers and a matching balconette bra with a pretty white bow on the front.

She looked absurdly beautiful, stunning and incredibly seductive but this grotesque, rich male just continued with his supposedly vital call while merely observing her occasionally or in passing as if she was something that was readily available at any time for him to amuse himself with.

At last he put his thumb on the red button and walked up to Grace still almost casually then grinned at me.

“Not bad who chose the lingerie?”

She grumbled and seemed to shiver.

“Benjamin did; he’s been very engaged in this venture…”

As if she had already disclosed too much she went disturbingly on.

“…He’s had the chastity cage on for nearly a fortnight now and is truly committed to your company’s proposition!”

The mature man stared at me and noticeably beamed at the dishonourable news.

“That’s genuinely encouraging…you want the job that much…?”

I flushed then nodded as he tested me further.

“…Then please lower the panties to her knees and let me inspect Grace properly.”

As if I was trapped by my words or actions up to date I gently pulled them down then stepped away as she opened her thighs provocatively while he laughed lowly because this experienced man seemed to read her in a way I could never understand.

“Fuck I like you Grace…you can guess what I expect…”

To this prompt this girl I thought so pure or demure - who I so desperately wanted as my wife - strode to him then kneeled, undid his zip and then put her whole, soft, succulent mouth over the huge erection she released and began to suck him while his hand patted her blonde head as he sighed in delectation.

“Fuck, you are so natural, Grace…the others needed some correction and training… but you seem to almost get me...”

She drew him ever more quickly until his gross palm pressed her head rigidly, tightly into his primed, explosive crotch until I could tell by his primal motions that her throat and belly were already awash with fresh, warm semen.

The man then stretched his back in satisfaction and took a seat on the settee before pressing Grace over his thighs and smacking her bottom furiously as he snarled.

“…You do get me, Bitch, don’t you?”

His fingers were outrageously teasing her wet pussy lips and then the entrance to her anal entrance that - to my shame - had been purposely widened by my use of the toys over recent times as he felt the created accessibility.

“Yes Randolph…I think I do!”

He sniggered or sniffed and as Grace slipped off his legs he spoke brusquely to me.

“Tidy her up as we’ll eat now…”

I was undoubtedly, understandably rattled but tried not to show it as I placed the clothes around her sublime body while she helpfully pulled up the crumpled knickers before he asked us to follow him.

To my further disconcertion it was not out into the hallway but transiently into the nearby bedroom where to my ongoing shock there were two young women in their skimpy underwear trussed up tightly in ropes with plasters over their mouth while their respective partners looked on forlornly as he grumbled informatively or with controlled anger.

“That’s what happens if you disappoint me…”

He slipped his hand in the tiny white panties of the nearest girl, that I quickly realised was Melanie from the previous interview, while his subsequent comment was for us all.

“…I will leave them half-way off on you both and let your boyfriend’s lick your asses because…”

His voice chuckled louchely.

“…If you wish to still be up for consideration or continuation of these dirty processes then be sure this will be surrendered and taken in due course.”

As I watched, scarcely believing what was going on, his filthy fingers slipped the pink knickers down on the other, slight girl who groaned evocatively as we left them just before their partner’s solemn faces lowered and demeaned themselves as he had suggested whilst Randolph took Benjamin and I for dinner.

The man explained - as I listened mesmerised over each of the courses - that we would be called for over the next few weeks and only when he felt assured or confident of our suitability for this perverse vacancy and possible calling would a formal contract be offered but in the meantime he admitted that he was relatively pleased with our efforts.

In my personal thoughts or perverse imagination I was not sure to be pleased or simply shoot the Bastard for his audacity.

He also made clear that when he took a girl’s bottom then it was a sign that he had decided in her regard and Grace was wide-eyed in horror or other masked emotions as she sipped her wine and listened equally attentively.

Sadly but truthfully part of me was gratified by his comment or compliments; that was until we returned to the room where - after releasing them both - he callously sent one of the tied up girls home instantly along with her male companion because she was visibly upset and had therefore proved herself unsuitable for the role on offer and, as if things had been pre-ordained, it was once more Grace and Melanie again while Grant and I pathetically looked on from the sidelines

They stripped this pompous Cockerel - this was after we had humiliatingly undressed our girls - then orally worshipped his cock while he relaxed selfishly back on the bed and allowed them to please and pleasure him.

After he had climaxed innumerable times I was forced to simply watch when he tied my perspiring, naked wife-to-be up as if she would enjoy the sensation of helplessness - how little he understood her - and although I wanted to help my Love struggling with the cruel bonds, I recognised that in multiple regrettable ways I was just as impotent as she was.

His hands touched them both crudely, invasively or diabolically and although he could have unquestionably fucked them at will without resistance or question that was not his base intention and he merely smothered them continually with sperm as if to anoint or indoctrinate them ever further into this perverse misadventure.

Eventually I dozed and awoke with a start still wearing my creased suit then looked up to see this undoubted Monster now also fully dressed and smirking down on us then me in-particular.

“We will be in touch but I would warn you there is still a long way to go…”

He laughed in his omnipotence.

“…Go to Grace she needs your specialist kind and tactile attentions.”

My fiancé was stretched out on the bed without a stitch covering her and I instinctively looked for Melanie and Grant but it appeared they had already been dismissed; then I heard the door click shut and realised Randolph had also gone and we were alone as she whimpered quietly.

“Just clean and lick all over Benjamin…That Demon was so callous or rough with me and I desperately need some tender loving care…”

Her thighs opened just a fraction and although she’d not been fucked, there were traces of semen on her vaginal lips as filthily I bent my head and used my tongue to remove them while her voice sounded softly or quite musically.

“…Oh Benjamin…go deeper…fuck he was such a Dominant Bastard…I can’t surrender to him…Oh fuck that so divine…just there Darling…oh fuck just, just…there!”

Grace twisted and turned like something thrown about by a hurricane then finally she shuddered, vibrated and she seemed to almost float then settle down as I continued to lick and lap all over until her face and body were totally free of his putrid juices and she was cleaned then at last sated.

After a while Grace started to dress and I spoke to her as she pulled on the wrinkled stockings then dirty knickers before stepping into the crumpled dress.

“Don’t you want to shower, Miss Washington?”

Her shoulder shrugged and her tone was disdainful.

“What for it’s only an hour’s drive and I thought you’d like to smell what a fucking Whore your wife to be is, because his essence is surely all over me…?”

I groaned in the tortuous agony of this aromatic experience to come and she laughed sardonically.

“…It is good that you are in such unbearable pain like me Benjamin…only then is it fair.”

On the journey back I thought about mentioning pulling out of this outrageous series of seemingly endless, torturous evaluations but the allure of being part of this company and the riches on offer seemed to have stirred our communal aspiration or greed and I tried to use my dizzy head to think laterally.

I worked out by the time we reached home that if we could somehow get through this initial process quickly to gain the formal offer of employment then matters may take a less arduous course and in my undoubted madness, while Grace washed and rested, I changed clothing and decided that I would make my precious fiancé appeal to this man’s darkest and more selfish instincts.

It was clear his promise to take her bottom - when he had fully decided she was ready - was no boast or idle threat and the following day I purchased the most provocative and evocative body suits and even a pink leotard with a soft, white, fluffy bunny tail on the backside as if wishing for Grace to seduce or provoke him in the same subversive way he was doing to us.

My elegant Boss did not comment much on my inventiveness or spontaneity until the Sunday evening when I dropped on my knees and begged her for release from my cage as the need to masturbate to the innumerable memories or visions in my rocky head was increasingly intolerable.

In the end - most rarely - she relented then actually tried on one of the tight, delicious, black bodies I had chosen as if she secretly admired them and after unlocking me, bent over on the bed then childishly wriggled her ass in my direction.

“You think these outfits will do the trick do you Darling…?”

Her voice was elevated as if high on something.

“…Dirty Boy if I release the clips below it comes undone and…”

She quickly undid the sheer tightness around her crotch to reveal her shadowy pink and perfect anal and vaginal entrances.

“…Oh fuck, come over me Benjamin and lick it off my ass…fuck the waiting is interminable and driving me completely mad…”

Most visibly I could barely restrain my own desire because blobs of slimy semen reflexively spurted over the fine womanly creases and crevices before I pressed my mouth to them both and brought her to foul heaven while she groaned then whined just as weakly as I felt in my soft head.

“…Oh Darling you are so right we need to get this over with and let the Brute take me.”

The subsequent appointment with him was a few days later at a nearby cabin on a picture-book lake where we raced off in a huge speedboat along with two other candidate couples where the men all looked on miserably but hopelessly as their women subjugated themselves on his cock or allowed him to explore their bodies barely covered under miniscule costumes.

It was hard for me to comprehend or accept that all these pretty but promiscuous women were highly intelligent and professionally trained but with such a man - and the prospects he could offer - they clearly had no conscience or shame in humbling or prostrating themselves to gain the advancement and money we all craved.

At one point he bent the three of them over in a row then pulled their flimsy bikini bottoms to their knees before running his fingers over the various cracks or female crevices and patting the flesh gently if not patronisingly given his subsequent comments.

“I could fuck you now but I can see you husbands and boyfriends are distressed so we will wait a little longer…”

They all groaned in scurrilous unison but when we reached the quaint wooden jetty from where we had departed one of the men grabbed his wife or girl and threateningly walked up to Randolph before shouting at our depraved host while informing him categorically that no amount of mere monitory gain was worth such endless humiliation and that he could go then well and truly, “Fuck off!”

It appeared to me more and more obviously that no solitary stone was being left unturned to ensure that the right woman and man were found for the treasured role this Firm wanted but luckily Grace and I were still right in the mucky mix and excitingly just a week or so later we were invited to share a private, luxurious flight on a small silver and white jet to New York.

We met him at the exclusive part of the airport - reserved for such privileged travellers - although against my express wishes Grace had not allowed me to prepare her then ill-advisedly had worn one of her old business suits and looked extremely professional but almost mundane as she met our potential employer who looked her up and down in some curiosity.

After the plane had taken off and was cruising, I recognised there were only the three of us in the compact cabin and Grace took his hand then smiled at him pointedly.

“You know I can be a superb lawyer but I want to assure you I can be a professional both in the office and the bedroom as well, Randolph…”

As he looked on Grace removed her jacket then skirt to reveal the pink bunny costume - with the cute compelling tail - I had procured; this was with dreamy white stockings and she looked utterly sensual or sensational as her fingers generously removed his cock while her painted-pink lips sighed as they sucked his hard flesh.

“…Benjamin and I have decided to devote our full efforts or energies to you and this fabulous organisation without introspection or reservation; don’t you think it’s time you did the same…?”

He was sticking up like a proverbial pole and provocatively Grace turned and pressed her divinely covered bottom against his raging flesh then simpered teasingly as if to force him over his resistant edge.

“…It’s time Randolph…we’re ready aren’t you…?”

With that Grace moved over to the seat opposite him - which was unfortunately beside mine - and pressed her gorgeous head into the back of the chair as she waved her sublime ass in his direction and whispered in challenge.

“…Undo the clips and take me!”

Randolph Jones finally could take no more - as if he had fallen inside of his own fantasy - and rose in deadly purpose, undid the silver buttons on the crotch then simply, eagerly lowered the nylon stockings in a flash as Grace squealed because the smooth, pointed head of his cock was already pressing its way through the once impenetrable tightness.

In that instant I was grateful for the work I had done with the fetid toys because he held her hips then gasped as the threatening stiffness invaded her rectum and I realised almost proudly this was in fact a definite product of our combined effort.

“You are right Grace…I knew from the first moment we met…and now you will have everything you want…live like a Lady and businesswoman but be a Slut as well…!”

Suddenly he was fully inside her tightest, internal passage but the shrill screams of female shame was lost in the constant shriek of the engines as he began to fuck her hard and then smacked the milky flesh sharply as he did so.

“…Fucking Slut…Whore…fuck Grace you are indeed perfect for this vocation I have foreseen or invented!”

The Bastard rutted her relentlessly as my precious girl went weightless or limp in the grand chair while meekly surrendering her spirit or female pride to him before at last he surged in masculine energy and released his slippery seed within this foul aperture then sighed in conclusion.

“…I guess you’re both our first employees in this little inspired scheme…welcome aboard…”

He laughed tiredly if not ironically as he glanced at the surroundings.

“…So to speak.”

As if getting into her new position Grace snarled at me meanly as if understanding the new situation better than I did.

“Clean me and bring me off, Benjamin…I’m so fucking horny and Randolph can’t properly as yet.”

While I did as she instructed, using my salivating mouth, to provide relief to both sides of her lower regions this dominant man explained that a detailed contract would be on our desk in a few days and once signed he wanted us married quickly and then - in line with Grace’s reproductive cycle - would promptly begin the primitive processes of producing life in earnest.

My soon to be life-partner sucked him dry for the remainder of the flight in her garish leotard and his ability to become hard then use or abuse her was utterly amazing but completely debilitating from my perspective.

However the mortification I felt soon disappeared when I saw the sublime offices of Earth Industries in New York and then my emotions changed to true, avaricious wonder at the luxurious apartment block where we could be living because materialistically and perhaps misguidedly I convinced myself that maybe giving up my wife for these ends was perhaps not such a bad arrangement after all.

Randolph Jones dominated Grace for the few days we were there, used her pouting mouth or fucked her bottom often cruelly right in front of me although - in line with my promises - I gave my gorgeous Love full support and provided the kindness or tenderness she was sorely missing out on.

She seemed to appreciate my support or devotion and we promptly put our names to paper, set the date for the wedding and our lives seemed to be in flow or rapid flux for many weeks while innumerable meetings were taken and arrangements made.

Then, as if in a perfect dream, I was in a quaint chapel with Grace looking absolutely gorgeous in white at my side, as we made our private vows before we kissed and at long last we were finally man and wife.

My mother was extremely pleased and silently surprised that I had captured such a female prize but, as Grace had no remaining family, the festivities were limited, quickly concluded and in the late afternoon we took a private jet - borrowed from The Firm - to a house on an exclusive estate in the Bahamas and I held her hand and tried to stop smiling.

It was hard for me not to be happy if not ecstatic.

Grace was surely convivial or genial but as always a little distant and as the plane began it’s descent she undid the zip on my trousers and gently removed the chastity device I had reluctantly but unfortunately worn at our recent formal ritual then spoke softly.

“I presume you want to have your only intimacy with me tonight so I suggest you masturbate a few times because when I grant you latitude and this singular occasion to have my body I want the event to last and be memorable…”

Her voice gurgled expressively.

“…You may need it to sustain you!”

She had generously allowed me some licence to find temporary liberation for my sexual urges in recent weeks - because her interaction with Randolph did privately drive me insane in lust or jealousy - and, not unnaturally I was feeling very loving as my lips kissed her cheek and I whispered.

“Thank you Grace, will you hold it a moment?”

Her response unsettled me more than a fraction.

“I have allowed you to call my by my first name prior to the wedding just for convenience or ease but now I must clearly remind you that I am still your superior and in future to refer to me as Miss Washington.”

I went to argue but then saw she was making ready to put the device back on for my disobedience and I swiftly crumbled to her demands once more, not wanting to cause unnecessary fuss or tension

“Sorry, sorry Miss Washington would you bring me off, please.”

She chuckled and held my penis more tightly.

“OK Darling, good, it is best you comply and in these circumstances all is forgiven….now I have to tell you Randolph will be here the night after next as I am at the beginning of my fertile time…”

Her voice sighed almost uncaringly.

“…There is a small house in the grounds which you will stay at when he arrives because I’m sure you don’t wish to see his huge cock mastering or inseminating me on our honeymoon, Darling…?”

As she spoke the words I sickeningly juddered to climax and she wiped the juices on my burning cheeks then snickered heartlessly

“…Or maybe you do so you so you can have the choice because as your new wife I have no wish to be unsympathetic.”

We arrived in the late evening and while she changed I secretly pressed my male flesh again to disturbed glory, as if relishing my temporary freedom, before we sat down for dinner at our serviced house on the beach where I proudly looked at my wife and sighed in celebration.

“Thank you for marrying me, Miss Washington.”

She smiled brightly and we drank wine then ate and finally walked along the beach holding hands while looking up at the amazing, glinting stars or innumerable galaxies overhead in the clear night sky because truly I was overcome and felt very fortunate.

When we returned to our room Grace stood before the bed and murmured.

“You may uncover me Benjamin…”

I began to remove her long dress as she sighed.

“…My, I do like having you around Darling…put out a long peignoir but don’t touch the white satin baby-dolls as they are for Randolph’s delectation…”

My lips kissed her smooth flat belly and moist vaginal lips just before Grace drifted away to shower laughing as she did so.

“…But I am yours this evening until you cum, Darling…so be a Lion…!”

She disappeared and I placed out the beautiful long, lace gown she had referred to and when my Love returned lifted it over her scented skin before I showered and then found her laying on the bed waiting for me.

Her manner was welcoming and warm as her arms embraced me before her smooth sweet voice whispered.

“…Pull up the hem Benjamin and kiss me there as I want to be liquid wet to take you and consummate our bond...”

She smelled of multiple fragrances as I gently lifted the evocative material of the nightgown then pressed my tongue on her vaginal centre until it was sodden until her hand took then held my penis until it was rigid before Grace simpered in womanly need.

“…You lie on the bed and let me mount you Darling…you are so delightfully hard…!”

I whimpered then relaxed on my back and watched as nimbly she crouched over my hips, while holding the hem of the peignoir in one of her hands, before her revealed, beautiful dark pussy found the tip of my rigid flesh and then took it all inside her in a single slide down as she grimaced.

“…Oh Darling how wonderful…hold still and let me relish and feel you…”

I could sense the divine pressure of her taut, internal walls or muscles as they squeezed me for a full minute or two before her voice rose up softly.

“…We have consummated our relationship do you agree?”

I groaned and was desperate to move as I cried out in the joy of conquest.

“Oh yes, yes, yes.”

She pressed me again firstly with her body then more dangerously using slanted words.

“This is lovely Darling but Randolph is so much thicker and longer but let me lift up then you can fuck me to your heart’s content just as he will be doing shortly…”

Her body rose and the merest change of tension or pressure allied to those unfortunate inflammatory facts - she’d just unnecessarily mentioned - sent me over the precipitous, sexual cliff and as my penis slipped out of her hot flesh I shivered and promptly ejaculated all over her outer female folds while Grace giggled empathetically.

“….Oh Benjamin how disappointing but never mind…”

As I dithered her fragile hands wiped me and quickly placed my genitals back in chastity while she gurgled meaningfully.

“…I brought my luscious toys which are in the case so get them and do what you know I enjoy because…”

Her fragrant, aromatic skin seemed to vibrate softly.

“…. I am on my honeymoon after all.”

That night Grace was beyond insatiable and I used every device multiple times before she was satisfied, and that was just the start of the nightmare I had thrown myself into so stupidly, because when our predatory Boss reached our retreat things instantly became far worse.

From the second he arrived the man sexually if not physically dominated Grace and although I took to sleeping out of the way in the side cottage away from the main bedroom, the impossibly disturbing noises of her being soundly beaten along with their raw, primitive fornication were relentless and the days that passed became intolerable.

One morning when he had left for a meeting I slipped into her room where I found Grace stretched out like a cat, with thighs widely apart as if to purposely show me the shiny semen weeping from her red - due to constant use - vaginal lips while murmuring tiredly.

“Don’t be sad Benjamin, we agreed that both of us have to suffer and endure Darling; you don’t think I actually enjoy him treating me like some slave and servant do you…?”

Her fingertip patted the front of this soiled mound and in base understanding I bent my head and began to lick her warmth and wetness as she went on coarsely.

“…It’s much too late for regrets Darling; just think on and soon we will be working from New York…Mmm deeper Benjamin…I do need subtlety sometimes because he is so very rough with my ass and cunt…”

Shamelessly she spread her elegant legs once more giving me full access to these much abused apertures.

“…But I’m sure I’ll be with child shortly then things will become easier to bear…oh Darling just there, there…!”

My Love inevitably trembled to glory and then I looked pathetically in yearning as she shook her dark hair in mock sympathy.

“…Sorry Darling but I can’t release you; it would be disrespectful to our Boss but…maybe when we get back!”

The honeymoon became lengthy if not interminable but eventually it was concluded and as promised we set up home in New York, lived in Manhattan and enjoyed a truly extravagant and rich existence for a while.

Unfortunately Grace did not catch easily and Randolph often lived at our apartment where he fucked and used Grace each and every night - while I slept intermittently in the spare room - purely because I sensed he increasingly enjoyed it

As if to add to my woes a couple of months after our wedding she called me into her office where I found my wife in a meeting with Sonia from our former place of employment who nodded at me amiably while Grace spoke sadly and with a trace or tinge of regret in her tone.

“Benjamin, unfortunately the standard of your legal work here has been…”

She lingered as if trying to choose her words carefully.

“…Disappointing and I have decided to send you back to our old company that we have just purchased where you will restart your career as a legal executive…”

I was immediately downcast but she smiled in some positivity.

“…Randolph and I surely need to redouble our efforts to produce life but I assure you that when I am with child you will be called back to join me.”

Pathetically I tried to persuade her I was indispensible but even I didn’t believe that to be true.

“But how will you manage?”

She laughed unkindly.

“I have arranged for a maid, Darling…”

Grace rose and kissed my cheek and whispered in a gesture of farewell.

“…I have given Sonia the key to our secret and you will be under her authority if you wish release at any time because, as you are aware, she has vast experience I do not and she assures me you will be well looked after if suitably polite and amenable.”

I was aghast and grumbled in exasperation.

“That’s so unfair…I told you I don’t need her fucking interference!”

Grace simply shrugged in ambivalence.

“Whatever, then remain as you are as there is no need to take the chastity device off until I see you but the opportunity is there and as you will staying at my old apartment then she is nearby if you need assistance…”

She waved her wrist in confirmation that the meeting was over and the decision set in stone.

“…I have done what I can to make your life easier; catch the flight in the morning and Sonia will accompany you…”

Her eyes were devastatingly distant and cool.

“…Unfortunately to be frank, Benjamin, you can’t hack the complicated work in the big city and must do something useful until recalled…”

Grace smiled dryly and reminded me of my former naivety.

“…You did say not to have pity, Darling!”

It was clear I had no options or choices and in spite of my pleas I had to bear another endless night of Randolph trying to dirtily, energetically inseminate her as she groaned in apparent camaraderie to his lewd actions before I was standing at the airport departure gate to my old home town with Sonia by my side who patted my hand in some gesture of communality.

“Don’t cry or weep Benjamin…as Grace mentioned I’m here to help.”

On the flight when she removed her coat I saw she had the shiny key to my freedom around her slender neck and when my mind drifted to thoughts of Grace the familiar ache, frustration or tension grabbed hold of me and in barely uncontrolled craving I muttered feebly to her.

“I’m so sorry for being rude Sonia but I would like some relief now and then…if that’s possible?”

She simply stared out of the window disinterestedly.

“I’m not sure it would suit you Benjamin and you did seem determined if not insistent that you did not require my interference…I think you said?”

I bit my lips at the impossible situation I had placed myself in and tried to be strong or rise above the raging needs of my male libido; subsequently, if not determinedly, I did not then debate or argue with elevated Sonia who left promptly when we landed and told me she would see me in the office.

The night being so far from my wife was actually, endlessly worse than being in the next room because instead of having to listen to fair Grace being taken or degraded now I could only imagine what was happening and in many ways that was even more punishing.

In the morning, when I reached work in the bright vehicle that Grace used to drive, I realised that Sonia was in fact in charge of the whole business as the old legal men had left; this was now purely a company dealing with property transactions provided by the multi-national business I worked for and that had taken them over.

I was placed in the same office as before with the other girls I used to labour with along with two other unknown, young, pretty women and in some ways I secretly found the familiar duties a private relief because the legal obligations of New York had in truth tested the limits of my talents way beyond my capabilities.

The thoughts of Grace still bounded around my ditzy brain like a bouncy, dirty, rubber ball and I meekly knocked on Sonia’s private office door over lunch before she opened it then looked at me quizzically.

“What is it Benjamin?”

My lips mumbled a foolish reply.

“I just wanted to talk to you about what you mentioned.”

She flashed back curtly.

“Well get me my coffee and a sandwich as you did for lovely Grace and if you’re back in time before the afternoon session then I will listen.”

I had been excused such lowly duties for a long while now, but my need for what she could offer outweighed any questionable or tangible self-esteem I still possessed and I fetched her food then stood before her while she ate and sipped her drink.

“What do you want Benjamin, spit it out?”

There was no other way than admit the truth.

“I need to cum, Sonia.”

She stopped me abruptly.

“You will address me here as Miss Rosen for I have the authority but the answer is still no…purely because I don’t want to except in an emergency.”

I gasped weakly.

“It is an emergency, Miss Rosen please, please!”

Her mouth chewed the sandwich while her brain span with imprudent thought that seemed to forever form within dominant females.

“It’s not just about you Benjamin…if I have your key and serve you to provide pleasure then in turn you must serve me…that is how it is between and Mistress and her servant!”

It seemed my world was whirling endlessly out of control and I had no traction on it anymore as I whined.

“What do you expect, Miss Rosen?”

Her voice chuckled lowly and her lips smiled.

“You remember seeing Valerie on her knees with the former director in charge…”

She walked out from behind the desk and I saw the same tailored trousers she always wore below her tailored jacket.

“…I’m in the Boss now and Grace has given permission for you to be my little Fag here so follow me…”

Meekly I walked the few yards down the corridor to the dark, empty stockroom where we entered before Sonia pulled the nylon zip down on the crotch of her French trousers and then lowered the expensive material to reveal plain put pretty white briefs.

She then spread her legs just a little in anticipation or expectation and sighed.

“…Remember what you saw Valerie do…now on your knees Benjamin and we will start your education with me...”

I stared at her in resistance or shock as she laughed.

“…Or not…then go back to work and don’t mention this again.”

In abject resignation, because I was indeed trapped, I meekly dropped to the floor in front of her and pressed my mouth to the front of the knickers and began to gently lick the aromatic flatness as she leaned back then gurgled.

“…That’s a Good, Obedient Boy, Benjamin; longer strokes of the tongue and I will teach you how a real Mistress treats her man…!”

In no time I had found my way past the sensual material and through to her bald, subtle, womanly lips that were invitingly soaking as she grunted.

“…Harder and deeper you Stupid Boy; that’s it now you’re getting there…”

She pulled my head close into her fragrant folds and eventually shuddered in orgasmic bliss but held me greedily fast as she shivered before whispering.

“…Power is such an aphrodisiac; now do me up and take your trousers and shorts off…”

Half nakedly I trembled before her as she undid my lock and held my cock lightly as it became wonderfully erect.

“…You are indeed fortunate to have a wife like Grace…she is so gorgeous, clever and plays you like a proverbial fiddle…”

She laughed sarcastically.

“…She’s getting fucked like a Whore and you like it don’t you Baby…Randolph fucking her cunt and ass like you never could…?”

In pathetic response I filthily climaxed into her palm and she wiped the juices on my bottom and let her fingertips slide just inside my anal entrance.

“…Dear, Benjamin…you still have such a lot to learn and all the girls here will help…”

My mouth squealed as her sharpest, longest digit eased in and out of me.

“…As if I’m ill or not in…then the others will have to take up the slack; isn’t that wonderful Benjamin so many willing, pretty females to help you cum?”

It seemed I had gone from one type of nightmare to another as I groaned without will or force.

“Yes Miss Rosen that would be a blessing!”

Over the next few days my state of chastity became common knowledge and although no one else - as yet - had the key I felt such an eventuality was becoming inevitable.

I demeaningly served Sonia on my knees every lunchtime in-between delivering sandwiches or coffee and when she unexpectedly produced a small, plastic, blue cock this Witch quickly, strictly taught me how to place one moulded end of it in the perfectly smooth pussy-lips between her long, luscious legs, then made me suck the tip like a cock as if I had become the weak, wanton girl in the company.

Only when I had become reliant or embarrassingly addicted to reaching my own sordid climax each and every day, one fateful morning she locked the office door, bent me over her desk, pulled my trousers and shorts down to my knees and after rubbing gel in my ass slipped the familiar phallus just inside my vulnerable, anal passage and slowly began to take then fuck me as she murmured in contentedness.

“Now you’re learning, Benjamin and maybe as it’s an all girls office we should dress you in stockings, panties and maybe an odd skirt now and then merely for fun…”

I grimaced as the terrible toy slipped fully within me.

“…Wouldn’t you like that, Baby…?”

Without question by this point I had already lost the masculine soul I had once possessed and merely pressed my head into the desk while she fucked me ever more roughly then pulled my agitated cock at the same time to sordid ecstasy as if it was in insane league with this deviance.

While I trembled, Sonia just rutted me ever faster or harder before I soon fell into the abyss as she simpered.

“…We’ll get something pretty or frilly for you won’t that be nice?”

The sensations of debauchery, submission and subjugation had already overwhelmed my enfeebled senses and all I could do was think about lovely Grace and mumble weakly to her mad suggestion.

“Yes Miss Rosen…whatever you say!”

Grace.

I knew very early on in my life I was not the norm.

In fact I was definitely not what a pretty little girl or then a precocious teenager should be in regard to the fact - or myth - that fragile, delicate young women were made up entirely of sugar and spice and all things nice although to most or sundry I always appeared to be.

From the very beginning and even as the young, cutest child I was invariably intolerant of boys and had seen amazingly that the worse I treated them - on the whole - the more these misguided young masculine souls wanted or desired me.

They would often give up their sweets or cakes at kinder-garden or beyond just for the privilege of speaking to me, holding my hand or - dare I admit - even gain a transient peck on their cheek when it came to their birthdays.

I didn’t initially set out to be devious or mean and even though I never considered myself to be anything special looking, the male of the species seemed to enjoy gathering beside me like bees around the sweetest honey and I quickly found I could pretty much get what I wanted from most of them with actually having to do or offer anything much at all in return.

Subsequently my teenage, developing, hormonal, female life trod much the same unusual path until the opposite gender eventually and disconcertingly became mundane or almost uninteresting - as they were so malleable or predictable - until gradually my salient head began to question the inherent sexuality within me and I was becoming more and more uncertain of the road ahead regarding who I actually was physically or emotionally speaking.

Fortunately I was extremely bright and tended to find refuge and separation in education or books and in the early years had little connection to the other girls of my age that stupidly tended to so easily gift their female charms to greedy, vacuous young men who only graspingly took and offered them extremely little by way of barter or appreciation.

However university was definitely something of an eye- opener as my womanly libido had truly developed by then along with my intellect or imagination and I promptly began to experiment with boys then girls, soon discovering - after losing my virginity at some drunken party or other then having a few unwise, promiscuous, unmemorable flings - that ordinary young men still wanted to place me on the highest pinnacle or pedestal and increasingly the thought of a normal boyfriend/girlfriend relationship held absolutely nothing.

I then found that sensual females with a penchant for other girls abounded and through various tentative, secretive, feminine only affairs I gradually began to learn some of the true, intimate pleasures of the flesh and when in due time I had my first orgasm - I had never yet experienced one with a man - it was utterly mind-blowing because to that point in my quaint naivety or even innocence I had never truly realised the incredible power or libidinous pull of my body.

Things therefore would have been simpler for me if I could have diagnosed myself - it felt sometimes as if I had an illness or condition - as gay or a true lesbian but although I enjoyed my delicious trysts with many adventurous girls there were multiple parts of me that still secretly if not subversively hankered after a penis and in my constant confusion I followed the only method that had always reliably worked for me up to now in finding answers.

That was to read about intimacy - or in truth sexuality - in all its myriad forms and try to simply understand myself because from what I could see, the average everyday woman just craved a wealthy husband and the questionable matrimonial sanctuary of a family where all I yearned for was something…mysterious, mercurial or indeterminable.

As I tentatively explored the convoluted sensual universe I found the research and books on all types of power or control between couples especially fascinating for both of the sexes and realised that in many ways I had been inadvertently playing out a dominant, female role with many of my male suitors for years.

It had felt natural for me to demand and take from my admirers while providing little in return at all but I increasingly recognised a part of my nature that also wanted to feel what it was like to be physically mastered or overwhelmed as well.

The written word sadly it seemed only took you so far, and unfortunately with all of the recorded knowledge at my disposal I still knew very little about my real, penchants or desires and determinedly in the later years at university began to experiment just for my own amusement or entertainment.

Boys - as I had always found - were incredibly easy to govern, and with just a simple smile or a passing gesture I could get them to tidy or clean for me and in time even watched them humiliatingly masturbate to my command right in front of my eyes purely because I wanted or had asked them to.

Some would truly worship me, others would labour and do favours and a fortunate few would humble then prostrate themselves and lick my skin or very pussy if I felt unusually wanton or alive until I began to realise that the thrill of ownership or dominion over another was slowly turning into something of a most dangerous or addictive drug.

So in keeping with my innate sense of challenge or eternal curiosity I took a complete opposite turn to explore the alternate world of being possibly dominated by a man but after wasting my time with the normal, everyday, arrogant, supercilious football players or rich boys - that I foolishly thought might understand such dark matters - I discovered accidentally, through a vibrant, gorgeous, blonde girl called Daisy who was about to leave campus, interesting details regarding an unusual male that might be able to inform or help me.

She mentioned that the distant, mature, academic icon, Dean Matthew Merrick, one of the history professors at the university had a rude reputation for such unspeakable matters with young women - although it was not widely known or spoken about for obvious reasons - and Daisy, even though I hardly knew her, said she would seek him out and have a necessary word, as if fragile girls with our possible, perverted tastes had a private bond with each other.

This enigmatic man then invited me almost casually to his rooms a week or so later - after my new friend had gone - and although I had seen him many times in passing around the school, until I met him in the privacy of his chambers I never realised how devilishly charismatic or understatedly handsome he was.

He had been generally briefed by my passing, former, blonde friend about my sexual curiosity, sensed my base purpose and incredibly quickly seduced then promptly, inexplicably easily educated then induced me into the ways of BDSM or depravity in all of its associated and subversive forms.

Even on the very first night I met him, the revered Dean Matthew Merrick had me kneel weakly then purposely examine my subtle form or intimate creases - as if I was an object of historical interest - and then encouraged me to suck his thick cock as he relaxed in a comfortable chair while stroking my hair as if I was something of a newly adopted, passive, female pet.

After always being the one in authority with my various partners - including women I would add - for so long the private appeal of being subjugated like this was instantly diabolical but also confusingly tempting then promptly inexplicably almost irresistible as I enthusiastically embarked on the first real relationship I had ever experienced in my debatably innocent sexual existence to date.

Matthew undoubtedly became my teacher if not mentor and teasingly or sometimes tortuously had me suffer endlessly, exquisitely or deliciously at his hands then, when he actually fucked me for the first time - after outrageously tying me up helplessly with tightly bound rope - I confusingly vibrated to orgasm like a struck, stretched, resonant drum as if I had unreasonably enjoyed or even revelled in the humiliating sensations and from that peculiar moment was mere female putty in his wayward, wicked hands.

Unquestionably or perhaps ill-advisedly from my perspective, I allowed him to use and abuse me extraordinarily cruelly but equally well and then even depravedly, unforgettably he took my impenetrable anal virginity while I screamed and cursed him as he did so but pathetically - just as with the weak men I had captivated in my time - the worse he treated me the more I relished then adored him until in the end I was like some token female toy for him to use for his personal gratification and perversion.

Matthew, as I soon discovered, was friendly with other men with the same illicit calling or pastime and sometimes he would invite me around and dress my body up in various humbling uniforms before being shown off merely as his provocative plaything then passed around to provide oral favours like some tacky Whore which was utterly degrading but in many ways secretly sublime.

What can I tell you; I just got an almighty, depraved kick out of being submissive and bad under his dominant rule!

On other occasions these subversive males would meet with their own female subjects or slaves, such as me, in tow and we would be communally spanked at various stages of undress, tied up, grabbed, fondled or fucked in both holes which to our combined shame was simply, inarguably degrading but privately also humiliating heaven.

To see other girls endure but also obviously relish the raw debauchery was initially frightening but then enlightening and demonstrated I was not the only female misfit that existed in the world

For many months this endlessly demanding, omnipotent male became the pivotal centre of my universe and in my rash, youthful passion for gratification or glory I thought possibly that I secretly loved him because the primal, degenerate sexuality I endured or we shared was in truth a mere extension of who we were or what we physically craved as adults, although in all honesty our fetid, basic inclinations did not define us as people in the normal, everyday outside universe.

Behind closed doors we acted like the deviants we were but then, when forced into the respectable light of day, showed suitable restraint and affection to and for each other; it was unquestionably a confusing time in my life and muddle of a relationship but made me realise that real mind-blowing sex and mere companionship were entirely differing things.

Then one evening after he had hung me up from the divisive chains in his basement, stripped me of my clothes before rutting my bottom forcefully, as I pulled theatrically against my bonds, I found myself exhaustedly collapsed on one of the chairs in his elegant study where he poured me a strong drink and explained with some grace or gentleness that we had to part because what he was beginning to sense was a dependency or love from me to him or him to me and at his time of life his elderly head could not embrace either.

Also one of the other professors had mentioned in his educated ear that my professional work was suffering and reluctantly I needed to concentrate on the future, accept he was too old to be a subsequent life-partner and I should gradually wean myself off this divisive way of life that had been shown and demonstrated so unspeakably but wonderfully well

I felt upset, stupid and slighted all in the same breath but knew in my heart he was right, as I didn’t want to marry this man who was so experienced and ancient but, although we parted amicably, it was most difficult for me to give up this new, salacious game I was playing or savouring and inevitably there were times where we both feebly slipped back into our debauched old ways before I qualified, as if it was impossible for us to let go of such communal decadence completely.

Ultimately with his extensive education on such sullied matters he explained that I should not be abashed at my inborn instincts for such foul pleasures and that in truth everyone goes through different sensual discoveries or cravings as they matured or developed.

Matthew then strongly recommended that I should not pursue this path in life because he had recognised and felt an appetite for cruelty and sadism within my soul that in many ways matched his own.

Further to this he informed me that from past experiences this was an insidious or dangerous road that I needed to tread extremely carefully and his advice was to try to contain these subversive desires if possible lest they overwhelm me.

We departed as friends and kept in touch now and then but I became increasingly if not irrationally angry with him as time passed by, not only for forever having a new female trainee or comely slave that I heard about or could see, but my dizzy head or bruised heart felt abused or belittled by him and then of course illogically all men in general, causing me to vow I would never allow any mere male - be it superior or not - to crush or overpower my spirit again so devastatingly.

From there I tried to work out my way forward over a much needed few gap-months abroad - after having used then focussed my furious energy or ire towards Matthew to propel me to stratospheric heights of educational success in my exams - when I travelled to try and find some peace, or more philosophically, myself.

The lengthy trip I took to the Far East and then around Europe was educational, interesting but in reality insular or sometimes lonely and I was ever more confounded or conflicted upon returning to the States.

I only knew one thing for sure, that although I recognised my innate sexual nature was unusually perverse and drove me to seek such salacious experiences; because I had no family remaining of my own, a large, far more sensible part of me still craved simply a sedentary or genial arrangement with a man then husband to produce the children my heart longed for and craved with all my womanly being.

However that being said and given my sensual discoveries and recent promiscuous history my logical mind did not see how such a generic male could fulfil both diametrically opposite roles in my imaginary perfect if not disturbed and definitely lurid world.

Therefore, and with this in the forefront of my mind, I did not take the jobs or opportunities that abounded for someone of my prodigious academic talents because to be around powerful men all the time would only have fed the hidden sexual demons I knew were still locked precariously away inside me but literally screaming to be released and set free.

My sexual drive however, through Matthew’s destabilising intervention in my life had been irrevocably revved, was unbearably active and for the sanity of the mind and body I soon became insatiable in the use of delicious, intimate toys in my separation from such temptations of the flesh because without doubt the ideas for submission to a powerful male figure rarely left my active imagination.

Even though cravenly my female senses wanted more, eventually I took up with a respected legal firm in an invisible small town where I felt I could control my darkest instincts and perhaps in time find a respectable, normal man to marry then create the large family or security I surely desired more than anything else.

I was fully prepared to forever corral or sacrifice my penchant for deviance or misadventure to achieve such a moral if not admirable purpose and in due course took dates with occasional, handsome but always rather bland, local suitors who barely raised my low pulse rate or entertained me either in or out of bed.

Occasionally there would be someone I thought might have been passable or a vague possibility but then Malevolent Matthew would ring just to just see how I was getting on and inevitably we would have an evening or occasionally a weekend together where - in spite of previously, presciently advising me to give this wayward, debased way of life up - we found the rekindling then the physical explosion of this depravity and debauchery, from what we now saw as our halcyon days together, much too addictive, licentious or luscious to resist.

Our sessions were always then accompanied by a suitable amount of self- recrimination, regret or guilt almost right after our degenerate trysts along with the earnest commitment never to repeat the mistakes again because, as much as Matthew could not live with me, I certainly did not wish him at my side either but it was as if that most confusingly and just sometimes, for the most primitive reasons, we both had this terrible ache or itch that needed devilish attention.

When I first met Benjamin I had not seen my rapacious and deviant ex-lover for many months and I was privately unsettled once more, meaning my future lingered at something of another crossroads because I had secretly applied for jobs in larger cities where there would be other opportunities to find a better life although in truth I was still most uncertain or undecided as exactly what to do.

In many ways I was relatively happy where I was and with my self-imposed exile away from much of the fast-moving cosmos but frustratingly my search for a mate in such a small pool of available talent was indeed proving fruitless to the point I was considering girls again and, when this uncertain, obviously nervous but well-presented young man came pathetically into my office looking for work, I certainly never saw him as any sort of solution to my problems.

Benjamin had stood before me with such hopelessness and lack of confidence for some strange reason it was weirdly almost secretly endearing to me; in all honesty he had much to be humble about in searching for work because his legal qualifications were poor to unimpressive and even for a small company like us we could get much better employees for all positions and invariably did.

When I told him the clearest truth about his prospects this apparent grown man then looked at me with such wide, innocent brown eyes he reminded me of the cutest, cuddly puppy dog and - in keeping with this metaphor - as my normally hard heart unusually melted just a little, I informed him about the possible chance of joining the legal secretary pool.

At this stage much to my internal entertainment, Benjamin became ever more adorable in my imaginative eyes because he seemed to submissively lie on his back while waving his paws in the air and wagging an invisible tail while doing so as if I was generously giving him a home.

Some chance!

I had met innumerable boys and men in my life that had promised they would meekly lay out and let me walk all over them but never one with as much instant pure love and devotion as Benjamin and I would like to say or boast that I set a clever, intricate trap for him to fall into but in all veracity it was as if he went out and built the fragile pen of his containment, subjugation and service to me all by his own delicate hands and all I had to do was simply open the gate to let him willingly come inside.

Given my character and vices my intention was not to ever take up with any mere man I could control so easily, as it had always previously been uninteresting, but with Benjamin he was surely something of a rarity and revelation.

Most surprisingly, and in the shortest space of time, I realised that I had found someone that took dedication and subjection to my rule to unanticipated, implausible levels or heights and the fact that he loved to enjoy domestic duties and then go on to actually dress me while labouring extensively and diligently over even washing my underwear was utterly seductive and even secretly sublime.

What woman could resist such selfless loyalty and diligence to their personal pleasure or delight and almost naturally when the opportunity came for Benjamin to move into my home in the spare room on merely a lowly menial level - because naturally my rules in this regard were truly strict - I allowed him to do so even though deviously I took some secret glee in putting him through the emotional ringer before this happened.

I had previously read, on many occasions and in some fascination but uncertainty, about the true joys of fully controlling a man or male partner but never really understood how such a relationship could exist in practicality or the light of normality but as the days, weeks then months ran along and Benjamin performed every task or function for me - however basic, humbling or degrading they seemed to be - it eventually came to a point that I increasingly thought about him in only glowing terms and could incredibly almost unbelievably see him in my future.

This absurd thought became ever more possible when he took to cleaning my sexual toys without even a battle or debate and then - merely to test my new powers and his resolve in this regard - even eventually masturbating at my command which I would admit I had achieved with other men but Benjamin did it with a certain assiduous style that was truly disarming.

Unknown to my new live-in pet - I quite liked to think of him on those terms because of the wonderfully expressive eyes – Matthew, my former lover, had mentioned about a world-wide company implausibly looking for professional couples to become somehow bizarrely married to the job.

Supposedly, although I barely believed what had been told to me, the directors wanted to fuck the wife in the absurd process and up until meeting Benjamin I thought nothing much about the chance of finding out more about this apparently surreal but enriching opportunity.

But as previously mentioned I was undeniably becoming bored with my stagnant situation, sorely wished for excitement or adventure once more and with this in mind I decided to further test my companion’s ability to show true, altruistic love or loyalty to me by meeting the dastardly Matthew again.

Of course, given how the evening inevitable panned out, I eventually blamed my enfeebled employee for this mature man fucking and using me in his inimitable but delicious ways and to his credit Benjamin took the full, burdensome weight of responsibility for my filthy actions, some of which he amazingly witnessed at first hand.

Shamefully, but to be brutally honest, there was certainly something about him watching me playing out some of my sordid passions or submissive fantasies that proved utterly, immorally thrilling.

Then, as a little, sadistic twist to my developing scheme, when I pretended he was going to be dismissed because of what he had forced upon me, his malleable nature immediately contacted the company I had mischievously asked Matthew supply to him which of course I knew he would in his desperation for economic survival.

It was callous or cruel in some unsympathetic manner but even I could not really know what was to come from this undoubted watershed moment.

For from that specific point everything suddenly seemed to fit together as if it had all been planned or pre-ordained because - though this was partly my own devious design - I did not know what to expect until that first evening when I first met the enigmatic Randolph Jones and he laid out his wild, wacky and crazy ideas.

My former interaction with the comfortable Matthew had fortunately provided me with some slight insight into the bombastic or domineering nature of some privileged males but where it had been something of a mere game and illicit pleasure to my first ruler - as he had no real wealth or power other than at university - with this Bastard who seemed to be one of the real Master’s of the universe that owned or direct everything around him, it was now incredibly real and divisive right from the start.

Being with such a man was suddenly and unexpectedly no mere reverie or simple diversion any longer.

Amazingly in all of my duplicity or promiscuity, Benjamin still saw me as something of an innocent in his own naïve but endearing manner or mind - as he thought I was demeaning myself simply for his benefit - but from the second I meekly kneeled and sucked Randolph’s fragrant fingertips I knew that I was about to sell my soul and provide the necessary service for my own private, disturbed and sordid reasons.

Without a doubt what was on offer was surely what I craved and wanted; a powerful man to fuck, take or use me while my husband-to-be watched on limply without the strength, wealth or ability to stop the inevitable conquering of my body then simply attend to provide support while obviously taking the bulk of the responsibility for my depraved actions.

The proposal from The Firm was better than I could have dreamed of or ever invented and when I took Randolph’s huge cock into my mouth and then tasted his addictive, warm, slippery seed I knew I wanted him, the immoral but opulent lifestyle he could offer and most certainly the children we were destined to produce.

From that moment it became relatively simple to dominate and directed malleable Benjamin in much the same way my soon to be Boss and lover was dealing with me and - bless him - he seamlessly slipped into permanent chastity and all the other necessary dishonourable duties I expected or demanded, until at last his soft tongue was lovingly licking my ass that had been constantly fucked after Randolph first taking it so grossly but memorably on the jet plane to confirm and seal our contract of new employment.

It was truly supposed to be a degrading experience for both Benjamin and I but secretly or shamefully my sullied soul had always loved and revelled in a man abusing me like that.

The action of anal sex while being forced over in provocative clothing surely appealed to my dark, base nature but poor, uniformed Benjamin thought I was truly suffering and selflessly carrying the heavy weight of my shame for his benefit when it truth he was bearing all of the pressure because privately if not immorally I utterly revelled in the salacious theatre and debauchery of it all.

To my personal lack of charity or possible disgrace I soon began to no longer feel any guilt in my relationship with Benjamin and when we married - as we had to under the terms of our employment contract - took real sadistic pleasure in tormenting him by only allowing my new husband a singular stroke inside me before he was confined to lifetime’s sexual abstinence or chastity.

The formality of our joining was of course necessary for purely legal purposes because it forever tied us together as man and wife - although my body really if not absurdly belonged to The Firm - and I purposely, deceitfully, initially extended by the secret use of contraception, my sullied delight of Randolph’s often sadistic always sordid attentions as I was unsure what would happen once I became with child.

It may appear shocking to those unfamiliar with the insidious, irresistible attraction of rough, raw, brutal sex and physicality but I had long recognised this was who I really was inside my slight but deceptive feminine form, and my head completely embraced the depravity I was involved with while rigidly ruling Benjamin just as my prurient, demanding lover had dominion over me.

I was undoubtedly a grown woman with deep, often unquenchable desires and if Benjamin as a husband to me did not feel at all badly about remaining snared by a demeaning cage of obedience or compliance - while often spending endless time between my legs licking a well-oiled pussy or bringing me off with devilish toys when allowed to - then I could not see why I should carry any responsibility or recrimination for his meek, pathetic character. 

In many unmentionable ways and in all equity we were both getting something out of the corrupt arrangement; given his questionable, masculine inclinations and lack of legal ability I often inventively mused that possibly this situation was perhaps better than he reasonably expected.

He certainly seemed happy enough on the surface and in good spirits, even when Randolph virtually moved into our apartment in New York then screwed, fucked, tied up, beat and abused me so sublimely on almost a daily basis.

I knew Benjamin received a repressed, subversive rush from what was going on often right under his cute, small nose but given what I decadently enjoyed myself, I generously did not unfairly judge him for this perversion although that being said I certainly provided no sympathy or empathy either.

Therefore his annoying, eternal pleadings to me for release from his Perspex prison mainly fell on deaf ears as I had discovered that, other that truly relishing controlling him and having him provide whatever services needed to make my existence more pleasant, I did not actually take any real erotic or female joy in playing the Mistress to his own lurid cravings or to make the effeminate man suffer any more than he was already.

There were occasional times I did take fractional pity then have him pathetically ejaculate in my underwear before he cleaned it - Benjamin seemed to genuinely enjoy the degrading process so I let him carry on - but as the time ran its inexorable course sadly my husband began to very gradually outlive his usefulness because he was starting to regularly grate on my frayed nerves more than a little with his constant cloying manner or nature.

Also, for someone in my elevated position at work, he had sadly proven to be a real embarrassment or even liability in the downtown offices of the big city because Benjamin did not have the agile, mental tools to cope and, given that I had secretly just found out I was pregnant, I decided unequivocally that I wanted Randolph to myself for as long as was possible.

Well he was such an utter Bastard to me in so many ways I was hardly going to be completely honest or stupid and immediately tell him that he had achieved his feverish, fetid goal which could then encourage him to explore new and more nubile females from this maniacal but divine scheme I had taken on so eagerly but in retrospect, at that precarious or vulnerable time, perhaps unwisely.

In all honesty, although Melanie had been temporarily employed on a trial but then dismissed - for reasons I could well imagine - there was no girl other than me that I was aware of that had been asked to take this illicit journey and, bizarre as it may have seemed, I took secret delight that up to now it was only me that devious, deviant Randolph had found and employed to fulfil his foul and salacious desires.

Subsequently, and given that I had laid the groundwork with Sonia some months before as if I anticipated Benjamin and I would need some separation; under my influence the company had recently purchased the local, legal entity I had worked for in the small town - purely for dealing with property acquisitions - while firing the old male guard in the process and I promptly dispatched my distraught husband to them with some apparently fair but actually, insincere words.

Inescapably I knew full well he would increasingly come under my old friend Sonia’s dominant influences because she would now be in full charge of this tightly-knit operation but as usual I no longer held any sympathy for him.

It was as though for me personally there was only so far being domestic and helpful went regarding any emotional feelings for my husband Benjamin.

Frankly I still quite liked him and appreciated his efforts now and then but in truth the dark intimacy with Randolph had truly affected my head or rationale in ways I was yet unsure of and - until the baby was born - I decided to enjoy him alone as the mature woman I was, and only then bring my partner back in due course as or when required to assist me with the child.

It sounds callous and uncaring as I relate it in this manner but Benjamin was truly deviant and seemed to actually obsess in his fevered wish for servitude to a woman - to a much higher level than often suited me - and my instincts felt this was an appropriate time for him to go where he could serve another female that was far better versed in such degenerate, sullied matters than I was.

Selfish to admit but with all the money and privilege I now had at my fingertips having a limp, male maid to sweep the floor and lick my ass occasionally was truthfully far less interesting or enticing than it once had been.

After Benjamin’s departure I soon received reports from Sonia about his incredibly quick slide into submission or subjugation under her stern rule and then about how the other girls were gradually joining in and teasing or torturing him in equal measure with regard to his chastity cage along with this unfortunate compulsion for deviance and masturbation.

She even told me after a few weeks about how my disturbed husband was outrageously bent over her desk and fucked fairly regularly and there were times just for fun in the all-female office when the girls would dress Benjamin up for the day like a real young woman in nylons and a short dress before the more adventurous of them would take turns to milk him in the dark storage room where he would squeal and shriek pathetically to his own depraved but debatable glory.

I did not unreasonably criticise him for these terrible indiscretions because in many ways my own were far worse regarding what I desired or in fact cherished with Randolph, and merely felt gratified that I had provided for my partner a necessary further outlet in the service of other powerful and successful females which very much seemed to be his calling and perfect place in the universe.

All my logic told me that being under Sonia’s strict eyes and regimented hand would inform then mould him and in some ways provide the discipline he needed to blossom or learn so in time he could possibly be more useful to me or perhaps others that may follow in my footsteps.

I surely held no pity for his plight or any trouble he might find because, as we had agreed so long ago, we had to sexually suffer to get by but he seemed to miss the secret, sordid but patent truth that this depravity was part of the sheer thrill for us both.

With Benjamin out of the way Randolph continued to use and abuse me diligently if not delightfully and, although as always there were times when his sadism or cruelty was hard to bear, it was always mere acting or the theatrics that we both craved; in veracity or all honesty I never suffered any real pain or injury and somehow when the sex was complete we always ended the night wrapped tightly almost tenderly in each others arms. 

In summation of our affair the bravado or show of debauchery was always something of a façade; because no one alive could maintain such base energy for long and over the months I got to know Randolph as a brilliant businessman and slowly understood some of his family problems with an ailing, childless wife that had possibly precipitated these surreal actions within The Firm.

We were definitely not in love but it was impossible to share as much passion - however deviant it seemed - or evocative fluids with another person and not end up having some type of connection.

Without doubt by the time Randolph found out then saw that I was carrying his child we undeniably had a deep and discernable understanding.

Once he could comprehend the next part of his obscene, mercurial plan was in play Randolph stood back from me - as if his time or interest was complete - and as promised I had every luxury or convenience to hand but continued to work in the main office of Fifth Avenue because playing the whore to him had not prevented my legal career going utterly stratospheric and stellar.

Nearer the date for this production of new life I called Benjamin back to my side, as I need company or assistance from someone I trusted, and unsurprisingly given the gargantuan size of me, sexual games or depravity were the very last things on my mind.

Quickly I came again to value his watchful company then the wondrous ability to run around to my every whim or need and as normal in my domestic life I had many and varied demands on his time or efforts.

I could see and sense he had changed, because my husband was openly ever more feminised and it was clear that, in spite of his initial protestations, he had secretly enjoyed his prolonged period with Sonia or the girls and strangely enough for the first time I felt a slight twang or pang of guilt, not about sending him away but in fact the opposite thought process; it was in fact the culpability of bringing him home for my own selfish demands or needs!

But my requirements always took priority over his dirty penchants or lewd cravings and when little Charlotte was born he took up the mantle of nursemaid to us both conscientiously because we had requirement almost hourly in quite naturally differing, myriad ways.

I loved my daughter from the magical - if not painful - start but possibly because I had grown up alone I did not have all the maternal impulses that came easily to most women and for the first genuine occasion I was truly glad Benjamin was about because, along with the live-in nurse, he was a dependable treasure and after a difficult first few weeks of breastfeeding and being available morning, noon and night for my divine daughter three months after producing my precious baby I was thankfully back at work.

In no time, and with much effort at the gym, I regained my shape, appetite for life and almost, as if it was already written in the darkest stars, one evening I dressed up in luscious lingerie, put on a dazzling, short, sequined, black dress and went out with Randolph for dinner before he mercilessly tied me up in chains and handcuffs when returning to my bed and rutted me up the ass as if we both needed to complete the filthy act more than we could possibly explain.

Charlotte was in the distant bedroom of the grand apartment and was far too pure or young to understand the primal urges of men and women but Benjamin looked at me like a wounded dog when my lover departed in the morning and in some sympathy - although deviously as always I pretended to be annoyed - he was summarily dispatched back to Sonia for the weekend who would and could provide the sordid things I no longer felt inclined to offer my husband.

In many ways it seemed I now understood poor Benjamin better than he understood himself and definitely far more than he comprehended what his Machiavellian wife debated or pondered upon within her always productive or spirited head.

As expected Benjamin returned in good spirits and almost by accident, Randolph - as I had expected him to go on to female pastures new in terms of his sexual demands or ardour - seemed still drawn to me and a further few years went by during which we stretched the boundaries of what was possible with our fetishes or fevered demands of each other before, after using prevention once more for obviously selfish reasons, I of course again became pregnant.

During all of this time my husband was duty bound to me and my baby but perhaps unreasonably I did not let Charlotte refer to him as Daddy, which I felt was unnecessary in this modern day and age especially in our most surreal circumstances.

My daughter referred to the various men in my life therefore as Uncles and although Benjamin was my husband I sadly did not see him in that role, never had, and I was growing or maturing to the sharpest point where I no longer needed him or the questionable respectability he provided.

I was content in some ways that he played an active part in Charlotte’s development but this was a modern time where I was the one with the brains, the body in demand along with the responsible job and I did not see any destiny with my legal partner and his unfortunate inclinations or working talents, playing a large part within it.

I did not know all of the details - frankly I was less than interested - but it seemed Sonia and the other girls had all but twisted or utterly corrupted Benjamin completely with regard to his feminine bent or inclinations and he had long gone past the point of professing disquiet about returning to his former unchallenging job, to be under the regiment of his alternate Boss at my old stamping ground.

Darling Mason was born exactly to time or order and everything entered into chaos or motion once more as the months then years span by and even though I soon regained my slight figure and energy it seemed that my time with Randolph had regretfully run its murky, often mucky course.

We never spoke about it because, given the spontaneity of our previous interaction, this type of primal passion could not be invented or falsified and from that salient point we became simply companions or colleagues then attended to the best interests of the children we had created and the company we laboured for so diligently.

I missed what we had but did not really have warm feelings for him as I was never sure if I actually liked the supercilious Brute; but the sex between us had been surely unforgettable and my life much richer and more rewarding through his involvement and not a day went by when I regretted the choices I made or the often duplicitous ways I had acted to poor, blinkered Benjamin.

Sometimes, as I was by myself now, I allowed my husband to pleasure me with his tongue or use of the new selection of inventive toys I had accumulated and he was still useful to have around but like my old sexual devices, sometimes I felt he was past his sell-by date as far as I was concerned and needed to be discarded.

Due to boredom I drifted into some casual affairs with other women but although such diversions were always entertaining they were insufficient for my true desires because at long last I recognised what my real, sexual predilections were and nothing else would now fully sate or satisfy me from now on.

Then, after it had been five years since this amazing misadventure had first began - and just out of curiosity because I was not obliged to go - I attended an open evening in New York, with Benjamin in tow, for potential new couples in this ongoing, secretive scheme of procurement or production within this diverse organisation and ran into a thick-set, thrusting, black male called Cesar who it turned our ran the whole of our African and Middle Eastern operation.

Although I had not yet met anyone else that had been part of this most select group of young women, obviously the trial, through girls like me, had been deemed a success and remained veiled but was still in full and active flow.

As with his fellow director Randolph - who was still getting young, impressionable women to suck his fingers to show suitable deference to begin the interview processes - this patently, predatory, dark male pressed me to my knees and, although I was in a senior position and could have denied him, when he offered his longest digit to me I drew it immediately between my painted lips without thought, pride or even transient introspection.

That very same night he took me to his room where I sucked his thick black cock - which was unquestionably the biggest appendage I had ever seen - before he slowly stripped me in front of my hapless husband, spanked my rounded flesh soundly then took my bottom very carefully because, as previously, with that foul action or debased gesture it seemed that a new chapter of my life was indubitably being written.

Within a flashing few days flights were subsequently booked to Cape Town with my precious children for a fresh start or challenge with the sublime Cesar and the spidery business enterprises I was to be part of in that unknown corner of the world.

Sadly by then I had made another definitive decision and quietly informed Benjamin one evening over good food and wine that I did not wish him to join us but instead he should return to the familiar diminutive town along with the compact legal entity that still continued to thrive.

In spite of his tragic tears at my casual dismissal of him I was determined then resolute and sent my husband packing on the uncertain promise I would call for him if and when necessary.

He remained my loyal and legal companion but once more I felt not a twinge sympathy for my former assistant and even though Sonia had long-since left the company, I knew she had passed on the divisive key and mantle of control regarding my spouse to another ambitious, brilliant girl that I knew well and had quietly mentored or assisted in some form or fashion, meaning thankfully his problems, chastity, sexual perversion or sullied demands were mercifully no longer my immediate concern.

My partner and always trusted companion, I recognised would continue to be part of my life in one way shape or form but what had dawned on me and perhaps had not truly found its way into his often misguided head, was that given the improbable, Faustian pact we had made so long ago, there were larger loyalties or obligations that now ruled and shaped our futures.

Benjamin and I were of course married to each other but more importantly, in multiple, unspeakable in not nefarious ways, we were also tied forever to our employers and incredibly generous benefactors.

What I finally understood completely - in many ways privately, perversely embraced - their needs came first and always would because, after my time with Randolph, I would now willingly give all of myself to this new far-flung office - along with the dusky Cesar in-particular - and felt sure in the shortest time, given my tangible lust for him, new mixed-race additions or opportunities would be produced from our time together to ensure the futures of both myself, my children and of course The Firm that served us, just as we surely did them.

Benjamin

The time I spent under the regime or direction of the lofty but elegant Sonia and the girls that worked in the company where I first met Grace Washington was something of a steep, slippery and always disturbing learning curve.

I originally thought that I could only give my submissive service or humbling devotion to my new wife but suddenly and most dramatically it increasingly seemed to me that whoever took ownership of the devilish little key to my various chastity cages - by now I had a selection - they also seemed to then hold unlimited power over my loyalty because without question, the dark craving and compulsion for sexual release, that was inflamed ever further once I had been allowed such blissful latitude, soon became the sharpest most brutal whip by which to beat and control me.

Of course I had tried to resist and be strong or faithful in my own way to Grace but the visions of what Randolph was doing to her on an almost daily basis were forever torturing my enfeebled head and within the shortest space of time I had pathetically capitulated to Sonia’s total dominance of me along with my weak and always needful body.

The surprising thing for me was that once my questionable rationale had accepted her growing authority I gradually if not seductively began to get hooked on this accursed, addictive release of tension and then even discovered some developing sense of discovery regarding this new level of illicit pleasure that in truth I had not previously found with my legal partner .

Therefore I took my place in the working office as instructed and like some mere beast of burden would in time allow any of the girls working there to furtively escort me into the stockroom, use the magical key - that was readily available from Sonia’s elegant neck - to unlock my manhood and then let me utterly demean myself before their amazed eyes as if I was some type of abnormal freak.

Maybe I was but mostly the young women just liked the quick, transient thrill of power over a grown man and simply watched on in fascination as I frantically rubbed my forever aching penis to sticky orgasm in my fingertips although gradually some of them - including the malevolent and duplicitously deadly Sonia - soon became far more adventurous with me than just that.

This was especially true of young, ditzy, blonde Valerie who I had once seen being sexually used or screwed by one of the old male Bosses on her knees in this very room; this mere slip of a girl soon had my measure and spoke to me one lunchtime when Sonia was out for the day meaning she was unfortunately, temporarily in charge of the divisive key for the afternoon.

“Come with me Benjamin….if you wish a treat…?”

They all knew I could not resist or deny any offer of climactic relief - however it was intended - and I meekly followed her in the cramped, gloomy room where she chuckled while waving the tiny, shiny, glinting metal passport to some shameful pleasure at me.

“…I have rule while the Boss is away…”

This slight almost childlike young woman then promptly but assuredly lowered my trousers and pants then slid the restrictive cage off easily or expertly before gently but firmly pressing me down onto the tiled floor.

“…And you’re the Bitch now, Benjamin…so suck me off…!”

Of course I could or should have denied her immediately but with the basest, primitive instincts my slimy tongue slipped past the silken, delicate knickers and onto then into her subtle, blonde, liquid pussy causing the girl to writhe then shiver visibly while her voice scolded or cursed me as she reached out with arms held to the ceiling as if she was getting ever closer to heaven.

“…That’s it…Bitch…I’m the Boss today…!”

I could clearly tell that the apparently fragile but actually energetic and radiant Valerie surely got off in being the one in charge as she ultimately trembled, shook like a dog then took my full but diminutive cock in her palm and sniggered dryly.

“…Cum then Benjamin like a Good Little Girl should.”

The sadistic mockery from someone I had always secretly seen as a lower status person than me - it was a little judgemental I would admit - was truly belittling or tortuous and sent me instantly, hopelessly spinning over the prurient edge because I promptly ejaculated viscous sperm in her fingers before somehow in my dither then replaced the transparent cage back on my weeping genitals as she silently observed the process with the slyest grin on her pouting lips in the dim light.

I thought with some relief we were finished but the petite, young woman finally placed a dangerously moulded plastic toy in her warm, wet vaginal folds which miraculously made a thick, plastic penis purposefully stick out from her hips.

This diminutive girl then made me suckle it for the longest while before at last demandingly pressing me over the only desk and diabolically smearing the gooey congealed spunk on her fine skin into my anal entrance as I whimpered like a captured animal.

“No Miss please…don’t fuck me…don’t…”

My words became immediately muted, muddled then lost in the stillness or tension as already the brutish device was past then through my permeable rear barrier and all I could do was grip it hopelessly with my inner muscles and limply accept this outrageous humiliation as Valerie gurgled in the thrill of possession.

“…Oh Benjamin, don’t be coy…because I know Sonia fucks you like this…she boastfully told me…and how you secretly like it…”

I was moaning now because the divisive object was tightly, surely or snugly wedged within my bottom making me ever more vulnerable and reactive to her slightest sexual motions.

“…I mean you do enjoy this don’t you, Baby?”

Her lithe body and slender hips were moving increasingly brutally now and I felt beguilingly overwhelmed as I whispered without realising what I was saying.

“Yes Miss…yes Miss.”

Her pace then slowed just a fraction, as if needing to draw breath, while tender, heated hands stroked my rear flesh while she sighed.

“I’m going to suggest to Sonia because she has mentioned it in passing, as it’s an all girls office, then it might definitely be fun once in a while to adorn your milky skin with pretty lingerie and maybe a cute, short dress…?”

As if I was crazed my whole body seemed to surge then unreasonably tremble at the insane but divisive idea while she pushed the foul dildo back inside me once more and began to take me forcefully again.

“…But if you don’t want to I understand?”

Suddenly all I could think about was physical sensation in all its forms because, after cleaning and washing female finery for so long, I was surely curious how such salacious materials would actually feel worn against my skin and when her hand gently cupped my balls - even though I was fully captured - my penis liberally flowed with drip or drops of semen in reaction as my voice squealed tiredly.

“I don’t mind…I mean just for some diversion now and then Miss.”

She held motionless and the solidity in my anal cavity sorely drove me wild while her mind seemed to move imaginatively and much faster than mine.

“I could take you shopping Benjamin…dress you and really make you my Bitch and Slut?”

Her hips returned to fucking me a final, inglorious time with debased, fevered force and inexplicably I vibrated involuntarily to disturbed glory before mercifully we collapsed then dressed separately, without barely speaking a word, and returned to work as though nothing much had occurred at all.

In the brightness of the regular office environment it was truly hard to recognise that this lissom, golden girl was such a perverse, duplicitous demon with such incredible sordid appetites or inclinations for domination but, there again, with my smart suit but sadly less than brilliant mind it was often impossible for me to understand myself.

The weeks ran by with me living by myself in Grace’s old apartment and although Sonia visited now and then, often bringing with her some temporary welcome relief from my sexual urges, she had her own separate personal or private life - that I was not involved in - and in truth I was isolated or lonely most of the time.

Therefore the sexual experiences in the office were in many ways my only diversion and release - that I always privately welcomed - though Sonia was sorely developing into a strict, sometimes severe Mistress and I slowly understood that a man could only have one at a time, even if she occasionally chose to share me with others.

Therefore my Boss was circumspect at to what was allowable for the other females on staff, regarding me and my fetid cravings; any of them however could undo my cage and milk me with her express permission.

However Sonia soon found out that young Valerie had mischievously fucked me when she had gone out and perhaps surprisingly her normally stable head was quite put out about it.

In saying that she did allow as once mentioned in passing - on one singular but spectacular occasion - this slight, blonde imposter to dress then parade me in black stockings suspenders and a beige business suit with a short, pencil skirt for the day as if encouraging Sonia to then commandingly fuck me foully during the lunch break over her desk with my hem demeaningly hitched around my waist while the flimsy, frilly knickers I had on were wrapped almost comically around my ankles.

As if to make the salient or sharp point about ownership, my dominant Mistress insisted lowly Valerie simply watch on while her lips grunted purposely and meanly to her as her body forcefully took mine - with a bulbous, red strap on - and grunted breathlessly to her junior colleague while doing so. 

“Don’t get any ideas with my Bunny here, Valerie…I’m in charge and Benjamin is my personal, sweet perk of the job…”

I groaned in the abject mortification of what was being done along with the fact that these women were bickering about their rights over me but the feminine coverings were confusing my senses, lowering my pride and I merely murmured in private, unworthy gratification as she abused and used me demandingly and hissed in the foul process.

“…I’m the only one that has the authority to fuck him…!”

The phallus slipped in and out of me so disturbingly easily causing me to revealingly leak fluid while it did so as she gurgled.

“…But dressing Benjamin up was indeed fun and if or when I give you permission you can show him off again and, to prove there is no hard feelings, the company will provide a small budget towards this end.”

My unquestionable dishonour under Sonia’s brutal reign increased exponentially over the days or weeks as the girls would jokingly debate what comely female outfit I should wear for her to screw me in until, almost as an escape from some debased prison, I was thankfully called back to my wife which was much better and far worse all at the same bemusing time.

My circumstance was improved immediately because I was once more with the lovely Grace but my life was also made unbearable because she was obviously, heavily pregnant, had little time or patience for my sexual cravings or needs and treated me pretty much as a menial.

Not that this fact was much altered from before.

It was then I realised that, as insufferable as Sonia and the other girls had been in many ways, I soon secretly longed to be back with them for purely personal, selfish reasons of sexual bliss or gratification and, as if Grace could read my grubby mind, once gorgeous Charlotte had been born then was settled with the dependable nanny she allowed me some days away each month for such primal liberties.

This in practical terms was probably or purely as she needed space from me and clearly - if not regrettably form my perspective - wished for some one else to provide the relief she no longer wanted to consider as far as I was concerned.

Part of me hated the fact that I craved what Sonia could diabolically offer but there was something intoxicating being with a brutish, dominant woman that took real, dark pleasure in my sexual depravity rather than look down upon me almost judgementally as my wife was tending to do more and more nowadays.

This was not what we had agreed but I just kept obediently quiet then simply hoped this was merely a fleeting moment in our relationship and we would - as a couple - rekindle the frisson that once existed between us. But Grace swiftly regained her marvellous figure before, to my real disquiet then dismay, beginning intimacy once again with the devilish Randolph, which made living at the apartment - as luxurious as it was - even more discomforting and uncomfortable for me.

Their unquenchable passion and hunger for fornication was most unsettling while the noise of their deviance proved doubly agonising because of my ongoing, endless chastity now without the faintest chance of mercy or release.

My wife was always severe or controlling with me - subtly different than before as it seemed to me like she had lost patience - but unnervingly compliant where Randolph was concerned which confused and always drove me crazy until in the end I began to openly look forward to the times with Sonia and the small firm where I could take actual refuge and find a little sanctuary for my prurient, physical needs.

Subsequently I became ever more humble and docile with her and the other girls - not wishing to lose this only port in my storm of an existence - and reached the precipitous point where my head would endure any sufferance or humiliation as long as my hateful cage could be removed now and then.

The months then years seemed to fly by; Charlotte grew up and darling Mason came along then did the same which had in turn placed always more demands on my available time meaning that the opportunity to return to my old company became frustratingly limited.

I went when possible but fragrant Valerie had long departed and left no message of farewell while malevolent Sonia seemed to have lost more than a fractional amount of interest in me; I was therefore soon being passed off to other members of staff along with the cruel key of incarceration as if I was something of an amusement or even worse, dare I admit, an inconvenience and embarrassment.

Then, when Charlotte was five and Mason just a year or so behind her in age, Grace most unusually took me to her bed one night, pressed my giddy head between her still slender thighs and simpered almost disinterestedly in my direction.

“You may kiss me, Benjamin…it has been a while and this is unfortunately in way of another adieu…”

I had long foreseen - given her ambivalent attitude towards me - what was coming and my tongue licked her precious pussy that was still vital but less pristine than my lips once remembered which was understandable with all the use in recent times.

“…You know Randolph and I were over long ago and I have since been searching for a way to serve the company and…”

Her hips shivered as I found an erogenous nerve.

“…Cesar and I, as you saw recently, seemed to have found a certain frisson or connection; he has asked me to join him and I have accepted therefore will leave along with the children on Friday…”

She groaned as I pressed my mouth to her clitoral point as her fingertips kneaded my head in delectation.

“…Oh Benjamin I’d forgotten how useful you were but in saying that you can’t join me as I have decided to take this further adventure alone…”

I suckled madly in the blinding fury of her hurtful rejection until Grace shuddered then held my face tightly into the aromatic wetness until she eventually settled into the covers and only then did her pert lips sigh in satisfaction.

“…Oh, how wonderful…now use the big black dildo and turn it on vibrate as I need to get used to something large and throbbing within me again…”

The look on my puerile face must have spoken a thousand words because she just laughed at my obvious pain then undid my cage before speaking soft words of remorse she obviously did not feel.

“…Poor Benjamin but this is what we signed up to and we must do what we can for The Firm; I am sending you back to our old familiar company for a while as there is a new manager starting that is possibly prepared to offer you a position...”

I thought about my recent experiences there in erotic, mental flashes or filthy memories and jerked hopelessly and shamefully in her palm; Grace then exhaled in some impatience, wiped the juices on her belly and then lay on her back as I slid the huge toy in and out of her magnetic pink and blonde pussy.

“…Sonia has left as you know, this new girl is something of a high-flyer and if she likes you then who knows, it may be a way forward…?”

Her eyes closed and she groaned reflexively in her foul reverie.

“…Oh Cesar…fuck me…fuck…”

My wife’s creamy skin vibrated for an agonising while before she descended down to earth and whispered lowly.

“…Fuck that was good…now just move the cock nice and slowly for a while; your flight is on Thursday and if you get the job then you will stay but if not I will organise other opportunities although as you understand with your working, legal abilities…”

Her voice grimaced in delectation as she went on cuttingly.

“…The options are somewhat limited.”

Dutifully I finished my sordid, tactile service to her then put on the brutal device of my obedience or subjugation by my own hand while I cried, begged and pleaded for my wife to change her intransigent mind - which was never likely to happen - before reluctantly accepting the inevitable and taking the Thursday flight to find another place in this company as if I was starting out all over again from scratch.

By then I had made my goodbyes and although the children were vaguely concerned at my disappearance, in truth I was just another Uncle, had sadly, ignominiously played no part in their creation and they were already being looked after far better by Grace and this monumental conglomerate than I ever could have by myself.

It made me privately sick to admit it but in the loneliness of the lofty journey at a rarefied, elevated atmosphere I could privately, grudgingly accept that in many ways I had achieved more for my wife and our children by playing second, sordid fiddle to Grace than by taking the masculine role I was never honestly designed for.

It was an utterly demeaning realisation but they were all happy, had found the positives in this debauched minefield of a contract we had unexpectedly fallen into and, if it now meant that I would have to suck it up a little more, then it was perhaps well worth the price I had paid to date, even as humbling or debasing an experience as it had been.

When the plane arrived I took a taxi into the offices of the company where I had worked or suffered so many times recently and could see from the change of name and the internal décor which was brighter and more modern there was definitely a new broom in town.

A lively - unknown to me - young girl was the pretty, dark haired receptionist who genially told me that Ms Marshal would be with me shortly and that I needed to sit and wait until called.

I took coffee with cream which swirled in the dark liquid and absentmindedly saw that there was a definitive, tangible new aura of professionalism that had pervaded this establishment and in that moment suddenly doubted that I would fit in.

In many ways I was the eternal square peg in the roundest holes of all sizes and began to have the severest attacks of nerves or confidence issues while I silently shivered and shook then waited as I had once before when I felt there was nowhere else in my life for me to go to.

Finally the comely, agreeable girl behind reception smiled then waved her pink-painted fingernail at me.

“Ms Marshal will see you now.”

Anxiously I walked in with shaky legs and then waited in front of a shiny silver desk where my new Boss was half turned away from me but I could clearly see a pair of glamorous, slender legs covered in the sheerest black stockings and irrationally flushed as she finished her conversation into the sleek phone.

“Yes I understand…I will…best of luck and I will be in touch…”

This mercurial woman remained partially in the shadows while the tone she addressed me with was the merest, almost inaudible whisper.

“…So Benjamin this is a woman’s only office and I see from the detailed files that you have been here many times to work as a legal secretary because you can’t cut it in the real world as a lawyer…”

Her words were icy cold and glacially pointed but unfortunately pertinently accurate as she continued to demonstrate that she seemed to know much more about my debateable abilities than I wanted her to.

“…But you seem to have other dubious callings or qualities that have been overly indulged if not encouraged here.”

I seemed to have already been trapped by my nefarious past and whimpered as if I was already in some agony.

“Yes Miss but that’s behind me now…and be assured nothing will occur in the future like that; I just want to work and be useful.”

The mystery girl threw a familiar silver key on a slender chair onto the top of the mirrored desk that seemed to sparkle because it picked up the reflexive light all around us and then - as if this was not enough of a shock - a pair of black nylon stockings and panties were put beside them as this mysterious young lady then cooed.

“It is frankly disappointing that your recent past will not be repeated because I do require an assistant with certain, special if not subversive talents; now put these on and maybe we can discuss whether this can be you…?”

Her head came into the light - as if it was travelling in the slowest motion - and I then of course recognised her immediately; it was divine Valerie looking older and more mature than I remembered although still incredibly blonde, young and beautiful but now full of discernible confidence as she explained coolly.

“…Encouraged by my mentor and benefactor, namely your wife Grace, I have made it through university in rapid time at the very top of my class and am looking to better myself but now discover that I need a man with a rare, feminine and submissive bent that knows the slippery ropes in this amazing, world-renown company…”

As she looked on I meekly - almost involuntarily - removed the trousers to my suit then shorts and slipped the dark nylons on my smooth, hairless legs then slid the sensual panties around my captured genitals before standing and obviously trembling while she took some delight in my patent dither.

“…Oh Benjamin how adorably cute…I’m definitely Top Dog now and if you want to work here then you must accept me as your Boss but also your Mistress as well, and we can live in the old apartment where you can provide everything a la Grace…”

She chuckled wildly and wickedly.

“…With a few other things she has confirmed to me privately that her head was really not into as far as you were concerned…”

Valerie rose from her chair, came to my side and handed me a plastic phallus the shaped ends of which I knew wedged tightly into her pussy for the necessary traction.

“…However let us see if we understand each other…?”

In comprehension I immediately raised her short, black skirt then, after a hand-gesture of permission, licked her perfect vaginal lips though her fine, blonde, pussy hair before sliding the base of this worrisome object into her taut, sexual entrance then licking the tip of it for effect as she stroked my hair and preened in gratification.

“…Dirty Bitch…you suck it…then bend over the desk because I need a partner accompanying me to the new interviews regarding joining this innovative scheme Grace has told me all about and the enlightened fact they now accept applicants from suitable, presentable females within the group as long as they have a reliable company man in attendance…”

My lips were sucking her harder now as she arched her spine and then lifted or guided me until I was pressed down over her desk where she undid my cage and held my aching penis in her sharp fingertips and hissed.

“….She said you are perfect for the role; so do you want to begin again, Bitch, while I find my filthy way with this Randolph or one of the other depraved directors that may take a shine to me…?”

Dreams or nightmares flooded my mind causing me to swiftly, sordidly ejaculate into her hand as she quickly rubbed the slimy juices into my vulnerable, available ass and pushed the plastic toy to the accessible entrance then sighed.

“…You want to take your place at my side Bitch, because be assured that I will treat you much better and worse than your wife ever did…?”

In a dominant rush she was improbably inside me now and I whimpered as she grunted and pressed or pushed harder.

“…You know what I mean Bitch? Suddenly I want it all…the position, power and the filthy sex and if you pledge your allegiance and take the ride Baby…”

Valerie was fucking me now and the sensations of my weak submission were utterly overpowering an already enfeebled mind.

“…Then maybe you’ll just never want me to let you go…!”

Valerie’s hands gripped my hips while I lay my head on her cool desk and utterly surrendered to her as if she was an irresistible force of nature.

“…So what’s it to be Bitch; you want the fucking job or not?”

My brain wavered and meandered as I weighed up if I truly wished to go through the whole convoluted, humiliating process once more now with an even younger more dominant, dynamic and divisive woman that would surely treat me terribly or was it wonderfully?

At that specific moment it was hard to know the way forward, but then almost instinctively the answer became as clear as day and it was as if I had impossibly found my destiny or wayward place in the universe combined because I responded pathetically, although with due but pure purpose, while she continued to rut me with some significant force or rhythm.

“Of course Miss Marshal; I am after all a valued employee of The Firm who will surely commit to provide whatever you need from me to assist in gaining your place in the upper echelons of this amazing organisation…”

The pace of our joining was truly dizzying and to my shock I came again almost violently as she held my cock in her warm palm while fucking me; causing my mouth to grumble or gasp in fevered confirmation of my devotion, diligence and of course our irreversible pact.

“…I understand we all need to play our part and follow our duty; it seems that mine, at this moment and your pleasure, is firmly under your dictate or direction.”

Valerie patted my bottom in contentedness then withdrew and made me devotionally if not ceremoniously suckle her pussy to orgasmic glory as she stood over me before making me ceremoniously pull the flimsy underwear up and her skirt down then retaking the chair behind the gleaming desk of power while beaming happily.

“Good Benjamin…somehow I thought you would comply and it is agreed; leave the lingerie on because I like to know you’re wearing it under my command, take your place with the other girls in the office and begin work while I confirm our application to join this exclusive, secretive club then meet me by the car after work…”

She shivered slightly perhaps in anticipation or perhaps we both did because I knew more than something of what was to come.

“…As I sense we have an adventurous road ahead and I’m eager to begin.”

My new Muse, Valerie, looked utterly, confusingly innocent or divine and in that specific moment I loved the girl for her natural beauty but more importantly her base depravity that in so many ways mirrored my own instincts in the strangest most complete manner, as it never previously had with Grace.

Most unusually my head sensed I had come home and I foresaw that even if I was disposed of in due course, as had just transpired, then there probably would be another gorgeous woman I could now assist with this company scheme in due course - which was appealing or in some ways comforting to be always needed - and encouraged me to murmur in genuine realisation, relief and gratitude to her as I reached the frame of the door.

“Thank you Miss Marshal for the opportunity and you can be sure that I fully understand my place and position under your wing and…”

Her lips turned up into the driest smile and in reflex mine did the same.

“…As long as you have need of me…I won’t ever let you down.”

The End
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