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Groomed

to Surrender my Wife.

Nathan

Thinking back, I recall quite clearly that I had always been ambitious.

In saying that I would admit that in many ways my background had been privileged given Daddy had money - unfortunately, my mother had left us forever when I had been a child - and I was to inherit a small trust fund, upon turning twenty-one.

Schooling unfortunately had been something of a trial considering I was no star on the sports field, in the arts or even gifted academically come to that but possessed the internal will to succeed through sheer grit and determination.

Indeed, if nothing else, I was a trier and that got me onto the bench of the football team and helping with costume changes at the school theatrical performances where I was lucky enough to catch sight of more than a few of the more lissom girls changing - before returning to the stage - while trying not to stare because quite rightly leering males were not appreciated or tolerated.

The young women - by and large - were always polite and genial to me but sadly had their glinting eyes, voluptuous forms and dazzling sights set on the more buffed young men that abounded inside all this energised bustling life although it would be fair to say that I still managed to date a couple of the more ordinary of the girls and wonderfully lost my virginity with one of them just before turning eighteen.

We always broke up as a temporary item shortly afterwards but, sagely, I saw these transient first sexual encounters merely as a first step on the pathway to bigger and better things and secretly promised myself that one fine memorable day I would find and conquer one of these gleaming Alpha females that appeared forever out of my grasp but surely not my wildest erotic dreams.

I sensed that this was undoubtedly how all successful men acted and thought, as whatever the challenges ahead for me then one way or another I would become independently wealthy and successful while eventually displaying and owning a wife that everyone would covet.

As I mentioned at the start aiming for a stratospherically high bar was simply an inherent part of who and how I was.

My guiding father seemed relieved then delighted when I passed to a decent local college in the heart of the city where I could study law although this deserved glow, I received from impressing him, was tempered when his new lofty much younger and superior blonde wife Helena demanded that I should take a government loan rather than him paying the hefty fees which is what I naturally expected him to do.

However, and most unfortunately, I had no say in such marital matters and not unreasonably felt sorely that his new bride and apparently perfect woman was meddlesome and demanding but now had little to do with them as I had taken up a room on campus to experience and enjoy college life along with all the local female talent that was available, to the fullest extent possible.

If you catch my drift!

For the first couple of years, I partied then played hard, had a couple of passing physical flings and with decent results sensed I was undoubtedly moving in the right direction with final exams coming in a less than twelve months’ time but instinctively knew that I needed to socialise and start purposefully networking to try and find an unspoken edge because competition for places at the leading legal firms was truly intense.

This was understandably on my busy mind when I accepted a rare invitation for dinner at my father’s large recently purchased home where his new comely love Helena pecked my rosy cheek then sat me down beside my only contactable parent and sighed dryly at the end of the starter.

“And how are you getting on Nathan my Darling Boy?”

My response was slightly tart for good reason.

“Fine but it would have been better if my father could have helped out financially.”

She ignored the attempted barb entirely, then stroked my fair hair to confuse the usual straight style and laughed at my obvious irritation.

“We both explained that you need to stand on your own two feet Nathan, if you wish to truly become someone of stature like your dad, and eventually find a glamorous girl just as he has to display proudly to the world…”

The infuriating but attractive woman took his hand theatrically and smirked.

“…Isn’t that right Martin?”

He leant over and kissed her plump red lips and whispered worshipfully.

“Yes, Helena, I consider myself indeed lucky to have found someone so special like you.”

Their tacky sickly show of affection left me cold because I could tell she was insincere if not patently false but because this was supposedly a family evening, I did not wish to make unnecessary waves as my aim was to be polite then convivial in attempting to befriend her and subsequently spoke accordingly.

“I suppose you are not wrong Helena as without question I do have grand plans ahead and crave fame and fortune along with a perfect woman on my arm such as you.”

My stepmother seemed to preen then glow at the unexpected compliment before her slight bobbed blonde head tilted to the right then nodded.

“That’s very admirable Nathan, but you will need to think seriously about talking to important people to book a place in a prestigious firm as it’s not always the brightest that get in…”

Her glinting green eyes held me for a steely moment before she simpered.

“…So, you definitely need to discover a way forward and if I may be so bold…”

Unexpectedly she had my attention.

“…What about if I could get you into the Wolf Club for a trial period as a Whelp which, as you appreciate, is where the leading businessmen of the entire state come then roam and I feel it is the place for you to make a mark if you can?”

Naturally, I had heard about this famous if not infamous institution reserved for the revered pulsating Lions of the land and commerce as I gasped with disbelief.

“Really, how can you do that?”

Helena giggled in mischief.

“I have my ways Nathan, so I can get you in as they are always seeking new well-educated young men to be Whelps and learn the ropes so hopefully, I can provide the chance of progression, but the rest will be up to you.”

Before I could accept this unanticipated generosity, my father foolishly butted in then whined lowly in a cautionary tone.

“I don’t think that a good idea Helena not there…”

She turned to him directly and his face became instantly drawn then pale, but he still bravely finished his sentence.

“…Please leave it.”

Her painted red mouth snapped and snarled at him angrily.

“Why, because I have a brief history there, Martin, are you ashamed of me?”

His head began turning then shaking as if it would fall off before he spoke pathetically in apparent real fear of her.

“No, I didn’t mean anything…really I didn’t.”

Helena dramatically and noisily pulled back her chair then meaningfully patted her thighs which were covered by a luxurious long black skirt.

“Over Martin, as you know full well, when I agreed to the marriage, I will not have you contradict me under any circumstances…”

He glanced at me in perturbation then back at her as she continued.

“…Or all privileges will instantly stop.”

My father suddenly seemed so timid, small, and insignificant as he whimpered.

“Please, not in front of my son!”

She merely pressed her hand more aggressively on the velvet skirt before - as I looked on aghast - my distraught father, who I had always held in such high esteem, prostrated himself over her bended knees before she purposely spanked his covered backside extremely firmly many times and muttered fiercely in blunt explanation of her actions.

“Is Nathan not your son with many of the special inherent qualities you possess and isn’t he entitled to his only chance at such an exclusive austere private world within the Club?”

He capitulated immediately to her verbal and physical assault and cried out feebly for forgiveness.

“Yes, you’re right…you’re right as always Helena please I’m sincerely sorry and apologetic to try and correct you therefore please excuse a silly old man.”

This grovelling excuse seemed to placate her temporarily as she eventually allowed him to rise then retake his seat, on presumably an unseen glowing backside, before she shook her manicured blonde head thoughtfully and mumbled to me.

“Maybe after your father’s negative reaction and on sage reflection perhaps you’re not ready Nathan, for there are various unusual rituals that you might find testing and humiliating at this organisation and as Martin mentioned maybe it’s best leave it rest for now as we don’t wish to upset either of you.”

I countered immediately because I desperately craved to have this unanticipated opportunity as such a prestigious environment and cuttingly showed my resentment to my father’s interference by exhaling in exasperation.

“Please Helena, I understand there are often weird initiations and rules in such institutions, but they have them even at some of the various clubs at college where youngsters like me simply have to fight to show themselves.”

She stared through me.

“I must therefore point out to you as I am sure you’ve surmised that Whelps are the lowest male form of life at the Club and to start with you will have to treat the beautiful girls there with utter deference, call then Miss and often do as they are told however ignominious or humbling it may seem to be...”

Her opal eyes seemed to glimmer brightly.

“…As everything there has a purpose and been formed then developed over innumerable years.”

My breath was catching in audible yearning.

“I fully appreciate what you say, Helena, but please I beg you to just give me a chance to go and let me prove I can survive.”

My fair stepmother sat back theatrically and inhaled in contemplation.

“Are you really truly certain Nathan…?”

My head wobbled in confirmation as she smiled dryly.

“…OK then call me Miss for practice then I will provide a small test and if you pass then I will promise to book an appointment next week.”

Once more I blinked anxiously before whispering in confirmation.

“Yes Miss…I am utterly determined to attend the Wolf Club and begin my journey there as a Whelp given the opportunity.”

Helena instantly grinned.

“Perfect…now trousers off Darling then lay over my knee because, merely to prove a point to your silly father, I must now gently spank your cute ass in front of him as a strict lesson to you both…”

Without thinking of her foul indecent cruelty, I instantly took off my jeans before settling across her lap when she delicately and diabolically lowered the blue shorts I had on to my knees and began beating my bottom lightly but rhythmically before her finger presumptuously reached under my crotch and held my unmentionably inflamed penis when she chuckled knowingly at my distressed watching parent.

“…I knew you and he were very similar, Sweetie…”

Haplessly, to this barbarous treatment, I spurted ejaculate erratically into her palm before she slowly wiped the greasy seminal cream over my mouth and smirked as I filthily involuntarily licked it clean.

“…And now feel sure if not reassured he will inevitably find his way at the Wolf Club…”

Her hand then callously pushed me off her before she walked over to my father and licked his salivating lips before gurgling.

“…As you have under my wing, Darling.”

Ignoring my abject shame - and after respectfully thanking Helena in the faint hope of her assistance - I left the house soon afterwards while barely making eye contact with either of them then tried to put the whole surreal ignominious incident to the back of my muddy mind because when I dwelt on that had happened my unstable cock became irrationally hard as though depravedly, I had mysteriously enjoyed the perverse process.

Obviously, I was understandably unnerved or distracted but soon put the matter to the back of my assuredly crazed head and concentrated once more on my studies, sensibly assuming I would not hear anything further about this aberration or my aspirations of attending the legendary institution Helena had mentioned so pointedly, but then my phone went late one evening and I heard her soft high voice upon answering.

“Hello, Dear Boy…”

The line went silent as I held my strained respiration before she carried on.

“…Would you still like an introduction and trial at the Wolf Club?”

My throat was dry as I gasped.

“Yes, please Helena…”

Her voice interrupted sharply in temper.

“I told you to call me Miss from now on when you see me, if I am to put myself out like this, and because unknown to you I am a secretly respected member of this male bastion while you are merely a potential Whelp.”

My lips twisted in earnest.

“Sorry Miss and yes please…please Miss.”

I could instinctively sense her pulse with intuitive delight at my obvious weakness and desire but presumed it was merely my imagination as she sighed.

“OK, you should go the main entrance at 8 p.m. on Thursday then ask for Dianne…and…”

Once more time stood eerily still as she granted me a shiny sliver of her wisdom.

“…Do exactly as you are told, Nathan, don’t let me down because this is unique opportunity for a boy like you to learn and mix with powerful men that can, with your diligence, provide the golden road to a prosperous future while any refusal to comply with instruction will lead to immediate exile.”

The conversation ended abruptly, and my brain was so excited I could barely sleep but eventually dozed off then lived inside a twilight cosmos for a few days until at last I was inside the entrance doors of the legendary Wolf Club and waiting at reception for a girl called Dianne to come and speak to me.

Nervously and metaphorically, I trod water as men and gorgeous girls wandered in and out before a tall dark-haired young woman in a covering black robe came out of a side door and murmured coolly in my direction.

“I take it you are Nathan Jones?”

She literally towered over me which I found intimidating along with everything else in this place as I responded meekly.

“Yes Miss.”

Her inky head nodded with unspoken appreciation of my instinctive good manners.

“Follow me.”

I gingerly walked in her dainty footsteps through to a small office where the lovely girl sat behind an ornate wooden desk and passed me a sheet of paper.

“Fill this in with your details then I’ll explain the initial format here for bright young men like you.”

Attentive eyes ran through the questionnaire to record my personal information and confirmed I had no diseases or illnesses before she placed the paperwork in a thin flat file then removed her wrap to reveal a perfect figure covered by the tightest light blue leotard with white silky tights below which made me visibly surge for obvious reasons.

My basic instinct was ignored as her voice rasped.

“On your knees Whelp….”

My legs were spongy which meant I obeyed readily before she stood directly over my head and tapped the front of her smooth flat spandex crotch and grumbled.

“…Senior females such as me service the Wolves in this esteemed place while trainee Whelps like you have a reverse and equal duty to serve us…”

Her earthy eyes perused me as I dithered.

“…Is that understood because, be assured at this moment that you are nothing here…”

Emotionally I was literally already reeling from the girl’s heady feminine scent as her hand pulled my cranium to the centre of the crotch of the uniform and she sighed crudely.

“…Press your lips to my cunt and swear obedience because if any woman here stands near then ask you to show respect… this how you comply now… kiss it…”

My mouth and tongue pressed then almost lapped at the female smoothness of the material as Dianne moved against the slight pressure until she pushed me away and murmured.

“…Clothes off and I’ll provide your uniform here…”

It was hard to manage then control my emerging raging hormones as I stripped before standing in only my shorts when the girl commented tartly.

“…Everything, as you can be assured that I’ve seen a penis before…”

Miserably, I slowly drew the underwear down then off my ankles and gulped as I watched her chuckle.

“…Very cute Nathan, now please put on this outfit.”

Dizzily my eyes looked at the items on the desk and gasped out loudly in horror.

“Those are girls’ panties, and I can’t…won’t wear them.”

Dianne nodded sagely then whispered acidly.

“Then you know where the door is.”

The cloying fear of leaving this rare Club was stronger than any tangible sense of humiliation as I grudgingly drew on the tactile white briefs with a small ornate white bow of the front then the similarly coloured unisex top and felt utterly stupid as my cock swelled and I whimpered feebly.

“Sorry Miss I know I should not refuse or argue but this is all so intense.”

Dianne chuckled mockingly then firmly pressed me face down over the desk.

“You shall pay dearly here for your lack of respect, Nathan, and I suggest you don’t cum in the knickers or I will make you suck it up as any girl here will do because any unwarranted ejaculation is seen as an insult and severely frowned upon…”

Sharp fingertips tugged down the fine panties from the back before her warm hand stroked my rear tingling flesh and she sighed in warning.

“…Breathe in Sweet…”

The first stroke of something flat and hard made me reflexively squeal in pain before a second then a third flail of a cutting wrist made my throat rattle, at which point I felt her hand reach into the gusset of the panties to discover I had disgracefully spent male fluids there causing her to laugh.

“…I did warn you Nathan now on your knees once more…”

Pathetically I collapsed into a prone position when she leaned down to gather the creamy white sexual fluids in her fingers and purposely wiped then all over her magnetic crotch and grinned.

“…Lick it off Whelp…then remove the soft panties and suck them fully clean of any messy stains or I will thrash you again more achingly this time.”

My tongue moved in confused lunacy over the scratchy material until the slimy mess was entirely gone before taking off the saturated stained underwear and ensuring the crotch was shortly back to pristine when I stood before her with the wet knickers in my hand and inhaled in overpowering shame.

“Is that OK, Miss?”

She nodded while slowly moving her glamorous head.

“Yes, Nathan, so get dressed and let me take you through to the lower lounge where you can now relax and have a drink but remember what the severe code is at the Club, as I explained, because any further mistakes or infractions…”

She strode towards the door while I pulled the sodden knickers back around me and skipped hopelessly after her.

“…Will mean dismissal or at best have more onerous consequences.”  

I did not answer or argue because her behaviour towards me had been intolerable up to now and I did not wish to make things worse, so I merely followed her lead until we arrived at a grandiose large room where many young men dressed like me were relaxing in high backed leather chairs while innumerable pretty girls paraded or served refreshments in the same provocative uniform as Dianne.

She ushered me to a free seat around a small, lonely table and then fetched me a generous glass of whisky before smiling in an almost motherly fashion.

“Feeling better now Nathan?”

I nodded in bemusement because everything that was happening apace seemed to unsettle me but still felt a slight surge of indulgence by being in such a heightened environment.

“Yes, thank you Miss and I’m truly sorry for my anxiety.”

She merely gurgled softly.

“That’s fine but try and relax then not cum in the panties with what you may witness, or you will be surely punished.”

I blinked vapidly because I barely knew how to respond to such an absurd warning and merely sipped my strong drink then furtively observed this secretive privileged male universe all around me while attempting to remain as calm as possible.

It was not easy to achieve such mental state of separation because the provocatively adorned females were outstandingly beautiful and untouchable while most of the boys that abounded seemed quiet and obviously intimidated by such exotic luxury.

Young men like us were clearly not in control of events and therefore I just drank then began having a privately merry time when I looked up and saw a striking young black man, I knew from college called Theo ambling through.

He stared then glared at me in passing as I grinned up without warmth or meaning because this academic colleague was no friend of mine, given he lived in a nearby apartment block and was something of a dark predator that feasted on the luscious girls there including, most unfortunately, a recent secret love interest of mine.

My lips spoke before I could reason.

“What are you doing here?”

His voice laughed in self-deprecation.

“Many of the guys received an invitation to this spectacular site and as my interest was naturally piqued, I wanted a look around to see if it was for me…”

He raised the covering shirt to reveal the same panties as mine below the T shirt that were literally shockingly bulging with his proud male equipment -completely opposite to how flat I was - then continued in audible irony.

“…But most definitely, I like the outfit as it’s outrageously good fun and hot…hey?

In abashment I recalled the fuss recently made about the feminine clothes and meekly nodded in feeble agreement before two glamorous young women approached and spoke purposefully to him.

“You’re Theo…?”

He nodded and smiled with a strange but palpable confidence and let them address him further.

“…We wish you to show respect please.”

In an instant he was willingly on his knees and gently kissing the evocative scented mounds of each female over the colourful tight material on the body as they stroked his virtually shaven head and whined while his mouth sputtered daringly.

“Would you like me demonstrate respect properly as I understand these leotard coverings have a convenient hole in so the Wolves can fuck you if they desire to…?”

They seemed to temporarily swoon giddily in unison before his fingers presumptuously unclipped the moveable material covering their hidden pussies when he slowly started to suckle their soon exposed visibly bald mounds below with gentle purposeful flicks and licks as he gurgled.

“…Is this more satisfactory Ladies?”

To my shock and private despair both girls quickly quivered, gasped then shivered to orgasm on his skilled tongue before the taller female with shiny blonde hair whispered weakly.

“I’m Maddy and although this is unusual to ask a Whelp…”

She exchanged glances with her shapely friend.

“…Can we show reciprocal respect to you now Theo…for a job well done?”

He smiled smugly then stood up like a sculptured ebony statue while both feverish females fell to the floor and kissed the covered gargantuan bulge in his panties until the smaller girl with garish pink stripes in her brown hair exhaled defensively.

“You’re not allowed to fuck us Theo, as a potential trainee Whelp, but should we be impressed then we are permitted to suck someone of merit here…”

Without waiting for his permission, they tugged off the soft knickers that could now barely contain him then attacked his huge erect piece of manhood with their greedy salivating mouths until I could literally feel the man was on the climactic edge and - at that pivotal point - he placed them both in a chair beside me and let their grasping hands bring him off all over their smooth sensual female lines.

Then he held onto another chair for physical support as Dianne reappeared suddenly and stared at my flushed face accusingly.

“Lift the hem of your top and let me see.”

Embarrassed, I reluctantly obeyed to reveal the incriminating greasy spunk in my panties as she scowled with irritation.

“I told you that masturbation or ejaculation without permission is strictly forbidden…”

I drew back and had no choice but to take the scolding.

“…Get down on your knees and lick up the mess made by Theo who I might mention was quite within his rights to climax because Maddy alongside Clare are young, horny and invited him whereas you had no permission, so quickly now.”

To my double horror Theo took a seat opposite and quietly observed my abject disgrace while I miserably if not disgracefully used my mouth and tongue over the slippery creases of the girls until their skin was pink, clean and clear of the obnoxious male’s thick heady essence again but by this time Maddy held me tightly against a mercurial hidden spot at the tip of her line and groaned angrily in what I took to be desire.

“Harder you stupid Whelp…flick and suck it harder.”

Unexpectedly a stream of rich hormonal fluid poured from inside this subtle sliver to soak my ruddy face when she reflexively rocked back, as if felled, and settled in dead weight before I performed the same inglorious sexual act with Clare until both girls were marvellously and basely spread with their thighs asunder and sublime smooth pussies glowing while they beamed in obvious satisfaction without a decent trace of abashment.

Theo then lifted and stretched his arms like a sensual athlete as the two girls began to gradually make themselves presentable if not respectable once more - which seemed unlikely - and murmured contentedly.

“This is definitely an exceptionally interesting place Nathan and by the way…”

His dark eyes were cold, untrustworthy, and callous given that I had just cleaned and ingested his awful sperm from the slick cunts of the promiscuous young females.

“…Harper and I are getting on very well and I’m sure she sends her regards.”

The two demanding women I had somehow mysteriously or miraculously served so ignobly with my tongue, and improbably brought to orgasm, mercifully led this black Bastard away from my sight when Dianne then silently took a place beside me and expectantly patted her thigh.

In a sense of deserved culpability, I pressed myself over her firm nylon clad legs when she pulled down the wet knickers a fraction and proceeded to spank me brutally and shamefully in front of various interested viewers until irrationally, I spurted even more drips and drops of white slimy sperm as her voice simpered.

“I’m sorry, but you know you did wrong Nathan and…who may I ask is Harper?”

My lips whined then cried in the pain and utter indignity of what was taking place.

“A girl at college I felt could be the one, but recently I am led to believe Theo is trying to muscle in.”

Her questions tormented me.

“Is she pure and chaste?”

I grimaced and grumbled.

“I think so but am not sure.”

Diane spanked me brutishly in a final flourish then pulled off the panties with a sudden manic motion and brought them to my nose where the smell was instantly pungent.

“Lick them clean Whelp and put them back on while I get you another drink then consider that girls secretly like a man to lovingly serve them with their tongues because it’s clean, safe and preserves their youthful dignity for a while.”

As if I was living in a salacious porn movie, I suckled wildly at the sodden wetness in the crotch of the saturated knickers and exhaled childishly.

“In all honesty I don’t know what I’m doing in giving this oral act as the situation with the two girls climaxing here was mere luck.”

Dianne wandered off then brought me back another double scotch and whispered in my ear.

“If you stay the course here, Nathan, then that is part of what you will learn and who knows, it might do the trick with the undoubtedly lovely Harper or perhaps another sweet girl in the future that you wish to impress?”

Her words and the sharp recoil of the alcohol settled me down a little as I calmed then looked around and realised that all the Whelps were being magnificently abused or maligned in one way or another because the girls made it clear they required respect from us all, although the only other men that I saw enjoy their mouths were a couple of older males who wandered in wearing the furry hats of senior member of the Wolf pack.

It was clear they belonged to a superior masculine breed and had special privileges with the lively and luscious women which made me promise myself that one day I would reach the upper echelons of this revered organisation and enjoy the same feast or good fortune.

While I indulged in liquor then dozed or observed, my woozy brain began noticing that some of the other Whelps were perusing computers with some intensity and when Dianne walked by, I muttered to her with growing interest.

“What are they looking at?”

She smirked teasingly and sighed.

“That answer is only for the young men that are invited back and truly want to be educated to fully play their part here.”

My head - giddy from the alcohol - was sorely racing because I assumed I could return but then had to ask the burning question.

“Will I be asked to enter again, Miss?”

Her wide hazel gaze was telling.

“Do you want to Nathan, because I sensed you react negatively more than a few times against the harsh regiment here?”

I shook then nodded my cranium, slightly and whimpered desolately.

“No Miss I have already learned a lot and long to come again to discover more.”

Dianne giggled softly and took me to another table where there was a free laptop, then sat close beside me on a large red leather chair with ornate golden arms and turned the device on before, with a few light clicks, I saw her pretty face on the screen when she turned and spoke informatively to me.

“All girls that have worked here leave a detailed photographic and video record of their experiences which the Whelps are free to discover after a period of time if they adapt then behave…”

She asked a rhetorical question.

“…Would you like to have a brief sample?”

Her finger immediately clicked on her face to reveal a grainy image of a slightly younger Diane on her bended knees holding a large erect cock and looking up with excited brown eyes as a large male palm stroked her dark head when I heard the manly voice murmuring condescendingly.

“Good Girl, let me anoint you so your lucky husband can see what an agreeable and needy whore you are…”

Suddenly the stranger’s huge prick erupted quickly and almost violently covering her sweet mouth, nose, and lips with swathes of warm slimy semen which she licked off as best she could before he tapped her face with small slaps and hissed.

“…You do want to be my whore Dianne and suffer exquisitely?”

Her tongue drew the end of his pulsating dripping penis and she simpered weakly.

“Yes Sir…I am nervous of course but undoubtedly crave to become a willing student under your licentious wing.”

The computer was then unreasonably turned off when she grinned then gaggled at my visible tension.

“That was the beginning of when I had my unforgettable time with Wolf Master Mason Alexander, and I might mention this was a truly formative experience which is why I am still here along with many of the other girls.”

My throat gasped in confusion as she spread out on the chair like a lazy cat and opened her long, luscious legs.

“Are you married, Miss?”

She snuggled on the cushy red leather and simpered.

“Undo me then lick my pussy Nathan, as the sullied memories of the past always makes me feel seedy or greedy now, while you need the practice in this precious process, so open the crotch and if you do a good job, I’ll tell you all about it…”

Shaking fingers undid the silver buttons on the hidden part of the tight leotard as I kneeled to expose a perfect mound of Venus surrounded by black down when instinctively I tenderly suckled at the giving liquid centre while she closed her eyes and inhaled expressively.

“…In truth there is not a woman I have met that can refuse Master Mason or what he offers in making a girl suffer deliciously and would freely admit, like the rest, I was no exception and loved every titillating torture and abuse he put me through…”

Dianne’s thighs parted ever wider while her hand stroked my straight blonde hair before she cooed and pulled my mouth more tautly against the slippery crease with a divine touch of dark pubic hair then sighed gutturally.

“…What he does to uncertain unaware females is quickly addictive then irresistible along with the louche rich lifestyle which becomes hard if not impossible to give up.”

My tongue was inside her now as I spluttered in wonder.

“Doesn’t your husband mind?”

She laughed dismissively and directed the tip of my oral spear to the invisible nub and the top of her female crease then grumbled abstractly.

“Patrick has merely learned to behave and accept the reality because, after Mason Alexander I simply need a Wolfman to take, fuck and use me now because only this physical attention makes me fulfilled as a sensate woman and often feel filthy but entirely…”

She shivered and spurted me with female ejaculate and fell back in mental exhaustion.

“…Fabulous.”

Her story sounded entirely unbelievably deviant and deranged, but I merely continued to lick her leaky invert before enquiring noisily.

“How can he accept what you do?”

Dianne laughed and simpered in gratification while patting the smooth peak of my head.

“How adorably naïve you are Nathan, but to answer your query Patrick had no fucking choice but to accept how things are because my position here guarantees us an affluent life, as he only has a good job through the multiple business connections and…”

She exhaled giddily like a juvenile.

“…Unlike some husbands that ultimately leave or divorce their wives after they have been sadistically sampled here by the Wolves, Patrick has admirably managed to reset his marital expectations completely and in fact increasingly gets a subversive kick that his wife is so admired by such laudable successful men who definitively know how to make girls like me perform to their undeniably tawdry whims…”

I drew away slightly to ask further queries, but she purposefully wiped the saturated vaginal crease on my sticky lips, did up the clips and shook her bones wearily while I found my feet once more.

“…No more questions Nathan, because you will discover more along the way if you are so inclined, I might mention most young boys drop out because of the initial submissive nature of their lives here and only the most committed and dedicated last for long but…”

Her hand pointed aggressively to the door.

“…You know the way out and I will see you next week or if you get cold feet then please inform Helena and we will give your valuable place to another young man wishing to make their way in the world….”

Her smile was slick and condescending.

“…Leave the top and stained panties in the washing basket and I’ll make sure they’re ready next week at the precise same hour…if you appear?”

To leave no shadow of doubt regarding my total commitment to this task - whatever it was - I spoke up quickly.

“I will definitely return Miss, as although you are aware I have found many things initially difficult to deal with, this had been undeniably a wondrous time.”

The walk of relative disgrace to the changing room took mere seconds and after swiftly removing the surreal uniform of my apparent ignominy I put my own clothes on and was strangely walking on air to the subway in less than a few minutes.

By the time I reached the rooms on campus I realised that I had just experienced a most unanticipated outrageous escapade in becoming even a small temporary part of the salacious cosmos at the Wolf Club and my determination to reconnect with the place was literally surging inside me.

It seems that I had received a small already compulsive bite of the illicit apple of existence and distinctly had the taste for so much more.

College seemed strangely mundane in the wake of what had transpired, but I went through the motions and nodded coolly at blonde Harper during or between lectures then wondered absentmindedly how I would go about wresting her from Theo if she was even seeing him - as I was not quite sure - but everything seemed complicated and, in all reality, I recognised that what I thought was a relationship in the making with her was perhaps only inside my overly hopeful imagination or aspiration

In all honesty, I had only ever been out for a single drink with her, and Harper Lesley was undeniably an Alpha girl who seemed - in all veracity - well out of my league.

I tried my best to put any misguided plans to the back of my mind because when I thought about Harper, an irrational active often deviant head began to drift with what Theo might be doing to her body, which disgracefully made me erect at which point, I then absurdly yearned to taste the juices between the girls’ perfect milky thighs until I was forced to masturbate to orgasm merely to lose the instinctive disturbing sexual urges.

Subsequently, my nights became long and restless but eventually the week rolled around until I was waiting for Dianne once more at the reception to the Wolf Club like an enthused schoolboy then meekly followed her through to the small changing room where I noticed she was wearing a completely different outfit when she took the covering wrap off.

It was a small black Basque - to hold in a tight waist and reveal the provocative shape of firm milky breasts - with a long intricate garter, black silky stockings and suspenders with lacy black and red panties which made me gasp in genuine admiration.

“You look so beautiful, Miss.”

She chuckled then laid out my uniform from last week and sighed.

“Put them on Nathan and if you cum then be sure I will have to spank you immediately, so please make an effort to show some reserve.”

Try as I did, when my pulsating penis felt the brush of the luxurious fabric of the knickers, I spurted watery blobs of semen into the scented gusset then weakly lay over her thighs as Dianne sat, before I felt her hand begin to beat me smartly as she simpered.

“We will soon have to do something about this annoying proclivity to ejaculate to everything Nathan, all boys here are suspect, but you are unusually extra inclined in this regard …”

The open palm slapped me rhythmically until the flesh was glowing then she wiped up the gooey grimy fluids on sharp fingertips then pushed me away and stood erect while wiping the grease on the inside of her panties and smirking.

“…Pay your respects to me Whelp and demonstrate you have remembered the subtle instructions from last session….”

Understanding my lowly place here already, I kneeled then meekly lapped at the front of the black lacy knickers before she purposefully drew them back fractionally and pushed the divine womanly centre against my lolling tongue while grimacing.

“…Get me off, Nathan, you silly little Whelp…”

It was obvious I had forgotten quite where to suck, lick and flick causing her to snarl with clear frustration.

“…Fuck you are useless, at the tip…wriggle you tongue on the small hard point…”

I continued to search then struggle for the reactive nub but eventually found the tender spot accidentally when she leaned back and drew my head tightly into her crotch and grunted.

“…There you useless Boy…right there…”

Her orgasm when it inevitably came, arrived with unexpectedly sudden force before the tactile pressure on my cranium slowly eased and she rubbed her pussy against me as if I was an inanimate object.

“…You definitely need a lot of work to be a good Whelp, Nathan…”

Her intuitive light brown eyes noticed I had spurted more seminal cream into the white panties I was wearing before she leaned down to take the drip and drop onto sharp fingertips then deliberately wiped them onto weeping sexual lips before sighing.

“…A few sucks will do it then take the knickers off and lick them clean and we can then enter the main lounge to try and educate you further about what is expected in becoming a successful Whelp at the Wolf Club.”

Disgracefully, I obeyed this direct command and once I had transiently licked her pussy then the slippery white juices off the mucky gusset, I put my wet panties back around my shrivelled penis and ambled with Dianne into the luxurious lounge where, once I had been served then sampled a divine glass of scotch, I was back to feeling perky and full of positivity once more.

As before, there were many young men in the same humbling boat as me but in truth, we all had accepted the obligation to suffer silently as necessary in the centre of this luxury then take the abuse which would show our commitment here and as I began to relax, I felt a sudden rush of adrenaline upon realising in my growing elation that the awful common Theo was not obviously around.   

I did not get my hopes up too high but as the minutes swiftly span around, he still did not appear and when catching sight of the blonde girl from last week I called her over then whispered my query politely.

“Is the man Theo from the previous week here or expected?”

She stood up with the legs apart and exhaled as if she was angry with me.

“Show respect Whelp….”

I prostrated myself before her and kissed the front of the panties that matched what Dianne had on before she tugged the material back and hissed almost with irrational temper.

“…Suck the poison out of me as I have just serviced Wolf David and he’s a real cummer…”

Drawing back in developing horror, because suddenly her revealed bald pussy was visibly smeared and covered in slimy white cum, but then remembering my subservient role here I merely lapped at the gooey mess as she teased my blonde hair and groaned.

“…And to answer your question, unfortunately the handsome well-hung black male from last session, as we expected, did not make the grade as a Whelp…”

Her blue eyes looked down to watch me emptying her aromatic cunt with my mouth and grumbled in gratification.

“…As you need a certain amount of duty or resolution to be a good Whelp and…”

Her lower body writhed on my tongue until she trembled over the sensual cliff then exhaled wearily.

“…Undoubtedly and definitely, he did not have the meek attitude or staying power for such a dedicated position which is reserved only for the very few boys here who can show the necessary steely resolve…”

Maddy bent forward and placed two hands on the edge of a classical high-backed armchair for support and whispered.

“…Now lick my ass because that’s also teeming with spunk as well and show me that you have the hardy stuff inside to eventually make the grade here…”

Obediently and ignoring my revulsion at this order, I tugged her pretty panties slightly lower than set my mouth to work on the filth musky crack in her backside which was leaking plentiful sperm while she cooed softly as I laboured orally and diligently until it was eventually free of ejaculate when the girl twisted herself into the leather seat then looked up with glazed blue eyes.

She observed I had indecently spurted in my knickers once more and quietly called her tall red-haired friend from last week who sat in a nearby chair before she took the tacky fluids from my slippery panties and wiped them on Clare’s now exposed open pussy and muttered purposefully.

“…Make amends to us for your lack of respects by cumming without express permission.”

My head moved between the parted thighs to comply before I rediscovered the hidden sensitive spots that were upon every girl and then teased and suckled them while Maddy pushed me in tightly until the subject of my efforts shivered to climactic delight, and I groaned in concern because it was definitely not easy to read the female signs.

“Am I doing all right Miss…?”

I licked Clare gently as she slowly settled before I whimpered nervously once again.

“…I’m not going to be dismissed, am I?”

Both girls giggled at my patent insecurity before Maddy smirked almost kindly.

“Be assured Nathan, that in spite of your obvious limitations, Clare and I will speak up glowingly on your behalf…”

Her hands drew me over to her panty covered mound where I pecked at the perfumed front of the crotch like a timid bird while she sighed deeply.

“…As we think you are well on the road to be a successful Whelp and if you listen to Dianne and girls like us, will eventually fit in here just perfectly.”

They departed soon after their unexpected compliment when I was granted more drinks and after showing due respect to a few other desirable young ladies - with merely a kiss on their underwear - then took to a free computer and the company portal where I started to examine some more about the erotic history of Dianne and specifically her special time with the Master Wolf Mason Alexander.

I shockingly witnessed a close-up of her pert pink mouth around his huge cock and testicles which she literally savoured and sucked as if it was candy before it erupted volumes of white seminal cream over pink skin then a longshot of the girl being crudely taken from behind before the camera focussed in on her fabulous face to show the mesmeric agony or ecstasy the debauchery or perversion was causing to her visible aching desirous state.

By the end of this debased second act, I had secretly and disastrously spurted into the panties multiple times then had to suckle at Diane’s vaginal line as she relaxed in a luxurious chair and mumbled softly while I sought only to make amends.

“This clearly all inflames you Nathan and if you are officially made a trainee Whelp then you will have full access to all the video files of every gorgeous but promiscuous girl that has been through this wondrous place.”

This sounded like a sleazy dream come true as I teased and eased the clitoral nub - I knew where it was unexpectedly - until her pristine pussy showered me with more excited fluids to soak my flushed facial skin as I groaned pathetically.

“That’s what I wish for more than anything, Miss.”

She allowed me to tenderly worship her some more before her voice sounded very quietly.

“Well, we’ll have to keep working at it and perhaps in a few weeks you shall ultimately pass the initial introduction and prove you are worthy to be an official Whelp trainee.”

Everything seemed to be moving in the right motion and once more, despite the many subversive trials and tribulations I endured at the guiding hands and slimy vaginas, of these salacious females, I finally sauntered home with a distinctive click to my stride before over the following days I physically craved for the adventure at the Club to come and repeat all over again.

The long days then weeks waiting between my assignations seemed interminable as although my time spent there was unquestionably tortuous and unedifying in many ways, just to be around such palpable power, sexual indulgence, and beautiful women in general, I found well worth any sacrifice to my ego or missing self-respect because this was surely all simply a severe test to establish myself in such a vaunted establishment.

Dianne was certainly an expert instructress as were many of the other comely young women there and within another fortnight I had become well-versed and schooled in certain nefarious arts then proficient at using my mouth between the multiple desirable thighs of the fabulous females and started to feel a gradual sense of accomplishment when I could make them shiver then tremble on my increasingly educated tongue.

I ignored any passing pulse of abashment in purposefully cleaning the promiscuous girls that were patently overflowing with sperm - they were forever being foully taken by one or another of the malevolent Wolves that roamed around but never spoke to any of us anonymous Whelps - as this was part and parcel of their job or duty in this hierarchy which the remaining hopeful boys like me took in good part.

It might mentioned that initially from the opulent room - we were not allowed to roam - being full of prospective Whelps from when I started here, with each week that subsequently passed by there were less and less of us that remained, meaning I felt secretly elated that I had outlasted most and especially the awful Theo who had been unsuccessful and mercifully never returned after the initial unnerving occasion our paths crossed.

Marvellously, I was gradually allowed to use the compulsive computer a little more to silently observe Diane’s journey here from the first then multiple splashes of evocative semen over her heavenly face to eventually viewing some unseen dark brutish figure in the shadows fucking the girl crudely against the darkness of a deserted wall in some nameless back alley which always brought out a visible expression of confounding shame or base pleasure.

Each time I watched her unedifying abuse, unconscionably my unstable body reflexively spurted endlessly into the white sensual panties and when my fifth weekly session at the Club was nearly ending, Dianne smiled at my obsessive voyeurism in quietly reviewing her sullied history here then murmured as she tugged the soaked panties off and smeared the generous traces of frothy semen over the now familiar vaginal lips.

“You unequivocally do enjoy it here Nathan don’t you…?”

In answer I meekly kneeled then licked at her glorious female line with the residue of my juices over them as she stood over me and clucked in audible gratification.

“…I am pleased to say that all the girls, bar none, think you have shown enough fortitude to become a formal Whelp for a year and that if you accept the chastity cage of your esteemed position then you may visit here many times a week so long as if doesn’t interfere with your education…”

Her body shuddered as I hit the clitoral spot and she cried sweetly.

“…We naturally expect our members…even our junior ones to succeed at all levels.”

In confusion I stopped sucking for a moment and spluttered.

“That’s sounds absolutely fantastic but what do you mean by…a chastity cage?”

My mouth became covered with her orgasmic fluid as she stroked my blonde hair and slowly trembled in female gratification then purposely kneeled and took my diminished penis in her slight fingers.

“Nathan, you must appreciate that you can’t go about ejaculating everywhere, as we girls belong to the Wolves, and they are not unreasonably protective of their property therefore demand this small sign of respect to them and us.”

All I could think about asking was.

“Will it hurt?”

Dianne just snickered as if I was surely dim and adorable.

“Not at all Nathan in fact take a seat and I’ll show you.”

As I flapped and shivered the young woman fetched an innocuous looking plastic object which she magically separated in her fingertips then placed a transparent ring expertly around my diminished penis then genitals before sliding a plastic pouch over the small cock then linked a silver lock through a tiny hole and it seemed I had been easily gelded then caged as I groaned helplessly.

“This is barbarous and unacceptable.”

Her lips merely grinned broadly as she started to casually undo the cruel prison, I was in.

“You say that Nathan, but you are not experienced yet and in truth many women actually admire then adore a man that is brave and confident enough to willingly enter chastity as it makes them feel secure and safe with him…”

The device was thankfully off me now, which brought temporary relief mixed with uncertainty in equal measure while she went on.

“…All the girls here hold an accepted Whelp in the highest regard when they gain their golden cage because it makes them an integral part of the team, entitles these winners to full access to the videos of all the desirable women that have passed through the Club.”

My ears pricked up and I mumbled circumspectly.

“How many are on the network?”

Dianne chuckled knowingly.

“Hundreds Nathan, all awaiting your peeping personal viewing pleasure but if this seems strange and too dissolute for you then of course I understand, and we will still be able grant your invitation to someone deserving…”

My head shook in madness as I saw a passing gorgeous girl in another delectable outfit then immediately wondered what her steamy images would be like on the deviant but blessed computer files as my conflicted penis jumped in reaction and Dianne just smiled.

“…You see why the cage is important and needed given it provides the necessary discipline and restraint young Whelps like you need.”

Pathetically I looked into her sparkling brown unreadable eyes.

“Could I try it on once more so I can feel it again, please?”

Teasingly she held my developing erection and scolded me.

“Are you sure, Nathan?”

The answer was borne from the determination not to lose what I had gradually gained with diligence and great difficulty.

“Yes, I think I understand and recognise that maybe I do need to control these basic instincts.”

She nodded and sighed.

“OK, but let’s get rid of this little stiffy first then I’ll show you how to put the clever device on and off, so you appreciate it’s basically harmless and just a means to an end…”

Dianne moved nakedly in front of me then bent forward and inhaled with expectation.

“…Rub it on my ass then lick it off and we will go through the process a few times until you can remove the object yourself, so it does not seem like such a horror or trauma.”

I jerked to climax in seconds on friction formed by the evocative crease of her backside then lapped up the slimy wetness while starting to fully appreciate that the special women could not have silly boys around them constantly spurting and let Dianne inform, then slowly demonstrate, how the cage could be worn and removed simply until I stood almost gladly before her, showing off the Perspex prison while grinning vapidly.

“Now you’ve laid matters out in such detail Miss, I feel suitably advised and more informed because you are right and of course I would love to become a formal Whelp for the next year and shall hopefully willingly wear the cage as a shiny badge of honour.”

To my shock she suddenly hugged me closely to her buxom chest and simpered.

“Wonderful Nathan and I’m so pleased…”

She handed me a gleaming key to the plastic gaol and exhaled.

“…You can remove device I have fitted and take it home then practise with it as you will be granted the golden cage which will be presented to you and the other successful Whelps in a ceremony at the beginning of next week before you will become a recognised member and can go full time from there.”

This sounded utterly wonderful which made me whimper in gratitude.

“Thank you, Miss, but…”

I whispered sheepishly.

“…Can I keep it on as it unexpectedly makes me feel as if I belong here?”

The girl laughed and spontaneously kissed me softly on the lips.

“That would be a great idea as it’s basically innocuous after all and the more relaxed you are with the device on your manhood the better it will be for your glowing future…”

Her hand patted my bottom almost with affection.

“…You can go to the changing room then leave with my admiration, and I’ll see you next week which will surely be a new amazing beginning.”

Once again, I was gliding on mucky fluffy clouds during the slow journey home where I felt bizarrely courageous with the insidious cage below my normal clothes, as if I had incredibly become a vital part of the Wolf Pack universe that I coveted so much.

My mind seemed to be in overdrive over the next few days and perhaps because I was on something of an emotional high, unusually I gathered up the pluck to move beside Harper when I saw her blonde gorgeousness sitting alone at the popular nearby bar then murmured warily into space.

“Hi, can I sit for a minute?”

She nodded with a slight movement of her glamorous head and tousled gleaming flaxen hair but then sighed meaningfully.

“You’re not going to press me on nonsense are you Nathan, because I’m waiting for a girlfriend, and I’ve explained that I quite like you and your company but I’m going through an off men time at the moment.”

I ordered a small beer then a glass of wine for her when she nodded in acceptance to my minor gesture of munificence before I sipped the cold brew and sighed thoughtfully.

“Surprisingly, I have undergone a bit of an epiphany lately and now enlightened, understand some of what you mention but would add how much I appreciate you as a person and merely wish to be friends and for you to give anything else a chance…”

Her blue eyes blazed engagingly before she chuckled at my impromptu speech.

“…If only that ideal were true Nathan but, in my long experience, however good the initial intentions of a man are at the beginning, they normally and swiftly end up with him doing everything he can…”

Harper’s perfect features became ashen and hard while her lips twisted into a snarl.

“…To use and fuck me crudely which is why I have pulled entirely away from the dating scene for the foreseeable future.”

I sensed this was my chance to learn more as base curiosity got the better of me.

“Have you split with Theo?”

There was an acidity and ice to her response.

“We were never going out per se, but he is the epitome and perfect example of why I’m sorely sick of untrustworthy neanderthal men as all the Bastard wishes to do is fuck as many unwary girls as he can.”

The fact that Theo had failed so spectacularly with her was privately and undoubtedly great news as I pressed the delicate point.

“But not you…?”

She childishly stuck her tongue out.

“…You are obviously and definitely juvenile and very nosy Nathan, but to put your mind at rest he has not mounted or invaded my flesh which will be exactly the same position with you going forward if you honestly wish to attempt to prove you can be content with just friendship with me as you propose…?”

My brain was working overtime while she addressed me as a devious debased germ of an idea entered it.

“…Which I seriously doubt by the way.”

I whispered more in hope than expectation.

“What if I could demonstrate my patience, pure intentions and devotion, would you hear me out and perhaps come for dinner one night?”

To this direct request for an audience with her, she merely laughed out loudly then waved at another Alpha girl who came and stood directly beside me as Harper mumbled a droll introduction.

“This is Bev…Nathan…”

The statuesque girl with long straight red hair shook my hand lightly as the potential love of my life continued in the same sarcastic vein.

“…Who says that he wishes to only be my friend and wants to somehow demonstrate I can fully trust him to remain in the friendzone until I declare otherwise.”

The aloof unreachable lofty flame haired girl then giggled divinely and ordered a drink before turning to me in patent amusement.

“How marvellous such an idea is Nathan, because I must say that would truly be an impressive trick.”

My drink was subsequently downed and done before both luscious women genially kissed my rosy cheeks in way of informing me my company was no longer needed when Harper mumbled dryly before my departure.

“Nathan, I permit you to speak to me next week and if you can honestly convince me of your purity in my regard then I will indeed consider dinner and a possible companionable relationship because I do find you convivial and almost agreeable in many ways while it might be interesting to have a dedicated male friend.”

As I wandered away there was a discernible spark of achievement inside me because I recognised that without what I had recently learned at the amazing Wolf Club, I would never have had the gumption to engage with such divine young women and, as mentioned, there was a seedling of a devious plant or a plan in my mixed-up head to progress with Harper to the next level.

However, many other things were pressing and after a few days of diligence with my academic work, while impatiently watching the time tick, by I eventually stood nervously in line with eight other young men wearing our white panties and matching unisex tops which just covered our slim hips while the many girls - dressed in divine leotards and tights - who had trained us stood directly opposite.

Then, in my gathering excitement and disbelief, the most senior of the women at the Club called Louisa - tall athletic and superior with short white cropped hair - spoke quietly and considerately to us.

“Well done, Boys, as you all have passed the initial rituals and are about to be rewarded and presented with your golden cages of acceptance here…”

Her pretty angular head and slender wrist gestured to the door to the main inner sanctum of the building which we had never been allowed to enter before.

“…And here to officiate and complete the ceremony is our much loved and revered Wolf Master Mason Alexander so please can we have a loud round of applause.”

Spontaneously, everyone put their hands together to make an enthusiastic drum of approval as a stocky mature man with greying black hair and black piercing eyes walked in wearing an immaculately tailored navy suit with a bright blue tie then stood beside the lofty woman and smiled broadly in our direction.

“Welcome Boys…”

He looked at as all as if he was extremely proud of us.

“… You are all to be complimented as our new intake of Whelps and as you appreciate it is the first step on your road to hopefully success which can be found here for the thrusting young men with the right mixture of respect and fire inside them…”

His large palm stroked Louisa’s pert ass as if he owned it before she submissively kneeled then carefully extracted a huge erection which quicky became longer and harder as her moist mouth licked then suckled it gently while the man sighed.

“…Anything is possible, but to command the complete respect from such delicious young women a man has to surely earn and deserve it although if he succeeds…”

While us mesmerised group of simple Whelps watched on in silent disbelief the other dozen young women each kneeled one by one beside Louisa and orally drew transiently on his now gargantuan cock in a clear show of devotion and regard before the masculine prize was back between the senior girl’s pink perfect lips when his fingers tapped her head to be still before he muttered in command to us all.

“…The young woman that educated each of you to this marvellous point will now pull your panties off and those of you that have not yet cum may rub your pricks off over their lovely faces…”

Dianne took her place before me then almost ceremoniously removed my feminine underwear to expose a pulsating cock which sadly was dwarfed by the size of the Wolf Master’s, but the other boys seemed the same apart from two who had already wet their knickers to the unbearable tension and stood meekly as our clever benefactor smirked at the rest.

“…Now jerk it boys and graciously thank your teacher as there is still much to learn…”

Dianne and all the girls kneeled then gazed up with anticipation before my fingers took hold of my stiff pecker and in feverish seconds, I had grunted in an foul expression of my genuine appreciation then immediately erupted what sperm I had in the full sacs over her cute features then opened my eyes to realise that all the men had climaxed and giddily then stood there shaking while the Master stroked Louisa’s short white hair and sighed contentedly.

“…Very good Boys, now watch how these girls serve a Wolf…”

Her compact striking head began to move ever faster on the enlarged rigidity as the man murmured in pleasure then eventually arched his back and gripped the bright cranium below him tightly before crudely holding the luscious girl over the powerful sexual tool as he grumbled sordidly in completion.

We then saw the most superior woman in this revered establishment gulp then swallow noisily but eagerly before she let the reducing weapon plop from between sodden lips when her tongue licked it clean while his open palm patted the peak of the woman’s body approvingly and he exhaled in satisfaction.

“…If you desire such power then…”

He deliberately pushed the girl away - after she did up his trousers - then rose on solid feet before walking to the line of us then handed each of the girls a golden chastity cage with the words Whelp on the shiny cover then exhaled as he reached the last of us.

“…Let the girl, who tutored you so well, now delightfully imprison your manhood which will mean you now officially belong here and grants you full access to much secret information and many reserved parts of the historic establishment.”

In less than a couple of minutes all of us were duly contained inside these gleaming cages at which point the girls rose and Dianne grumbled to me meaningfully.

“Lick the mess you made off my face then kneel and make me cum because this illicit theatre of Whelps always turns us on!”

I did so instantly before improbably, all the young men including me were then prostrate before their female mentors and - after swiftly unclipping the crotches of the taut outfits - were subsequently licking or sucking the available moist pussies before my educator in such perverse practices promptly quivered in physical gratification when I eased her down with slow movements with my tongue as our Master in depravity clapped his hands approvingly.

“Well done my Whelps and for those of you who are struggling to make your Mistress find heaven then I suggest a brief whipping and more practice otherwise you will soon be put on notice and disposed of…”

Mason Alexander appeared to be bored suddenly as he whispered in summation.

“…For the young men who are determined to continue and flourish here then I might mention there are parties now and then when I might get to meet your partners, subject to your mistress’s permission, although that is a way off but perhaps something to strive for.

Louisa, the clear female authority here, had rediscovered her questionable grace, charm, and self-respect - after sucking the master off like a whore - then called us all to attention once more.

“A big thank you and hearty cheer for Master Wolf Mason…hip hip…”

Everyone then chorused loudly as if we were in a cult.

“…Hurrah and thank you, Sir.”

He walked through a special door into the unknown bowels of the mysterious edifice, before the newest members took seats around the familiar room where the girls served us champagne by way of a celebration then allowed us full access to the computers and all the hidden visual treats inside them.

This was a virtual treasure trove of the sordid sexual history of every sublime woman that had worked here but I went through the full video store of Dianne first and watched as she went from receiving endless sperm over her comely face to being used or abused in indescribable ways always by an unseen powerful, forceful, and virile man.

The images were truly extraordinary and promptly proved excruciating because reflexively I longed to become hard and then find the personal physical relief my body needed, but the awful restrictive gilded prison prevented me from doing so until I simply had to turn the computer off at which provocative point, I noticed Diane hovering over me with a slick knowing grin on her features.

“Not so much fun or easy to watch when you can’t masturbate is it Nathan…?”

Her fingertips tapped the front of her crotch and sighed.

“…That’s why you are in the little prisons because it is not reasonable you should view our indiscretions for mere selfish indulgence, while this device acts as a way of demonstrating true reverence for a woman or in fact women in general.”

The time was running as it had been an extremely busy evening therefore, she led me back to the changing area when her hands skilfully removed the golden cage before I tugged off my top and stood nakedly and feebly before her while she placed the items in my small locker for my next visit then gulped.

“May I ask you a question Miss…?”

Her hazel eyes blinked while the tip of the dark fringe on her head nodded so I went on.

“…There is an Alpha girl I mentioned who I think could be the one for me and although Harper is out of my league in many ways, I think I have a chance of forming a relationship if I can prove that I have only good intentions and she can trust me…and…”

It seemed I had her interest as I mumbled with uncertainty.

“…I was thinking of showing her my plastic cage then promising I will wear it to be in chastity around her, so she feels safe and secure at all times.”

Dianne sighed thoughtfully to my deepest romantic hopes and dreams.

“May I see a picture of Harper.”

I remember I had one on my phone - which I had taken furtively when she was not looking - and I found the lovely image of her just walking in the street looking sumptuous and classy then passed it to Dianne before watching her expression change to one of mild approval while she grinned.

“My goodness, Harper indeed looks like a keeper and as a reward for finding such a potential prize then…”

She unclipped the cover on the smooth crotch of the leotard to reveal her flat perfect pussy and then gently helped my pulsating prick and drew the tip of it to the centre of the crease and murmured rudely.

“…You can cum over me to release your obvious stress and maybe one day, if you are lucky, you will do this for her…?”

The illicit thought of seeing Harper like this span in my watery brain which, along with everything else, made me ejaculate dizzily before I instinctively fell to my knees and began to suckle at the wet white juices on this feminine sliver as she inhaled.

“…Wouldn’t you long to show Harper how clever at this act you have become and tenderly worship her sweet cunt?”

My tongue licked feverishly at this mercurial womanly realm as if I was possessed while mumbling in a fantasy world.

“Yes, yes…I adore Harper would sorely crave to suckle and pleasure her in she would only give me a sign and allow me.”

Her lower body pushed against the divisive oral pressure until she began to gently roll then buck to my teasing before grumbling.

“Then I might help you Nathan, should you wish, because rest-assured that classy girls adore a man that has hidden potential like yours and can prove themselves reliable…”

Dianne selfishly rubbed her pussy harder and faster against my mouth before she released a stream of warm pungent ejaculate over my face then relaxed and laughed before wiping the rich fluids into my flushed skin.

“…Definitely show her the cage should the opportunity arise, and I suggest you can also tell her how you have been taught to respect superior girls but then let her ask you to physically demonstrate if she is curious …”

Her lips twisted in humour.

“…And be assured most girls are curious beings by their very nature.”

She reached purposefully into nearby cupboard then placed something small, tactile, and silver in my shaking hand.

“…This is an extra key and chain to the device you have already, and I suggest that you offer her this as a mere token of your regard and if she is indeed intrigued, declare that you fervently wish to grant her the power to control your basest male urges which will provide the security young innocent girls often wish for in a partner… “

My mouth lapped at her crease in gratitude as she groaned in delectation.

“…I take it she is innocent?”

Her hand pressed me back and I wiped my lips then whispered in what sounded like a prayer.

“Yes, yes, yes, I think so as I have serious hopes for the future with Harper.”

Involuntarily I brushed my face free of sexual fluids before we covered ourselves back up and when I had my male clothes on once more, Dianne kissed my glowing cheek gently and spoke with encouragement.

“Best of luck with your possible soon to be girlfriend and if it goes well then I will continue providing assistance if you would like me to?”

This sounded almost too good to be true as I responded.

“That would be a real help Miss, because to be entirely honest I’ve never known quite what to do with such special females.”

Dianne took my phone then pressed some buttons and gave it me back.

“If my suggestions prove positive then perhaps you could send me some more revealing pictures of Harper to show me her figure, as she sounds the type of delicate young lady that might help you progress here should it be decided that you can bring her to one of our little parties Wolf Master Mason Alexander mentioned, we enjoy every few months.”

My lips touched hers momentarily as I whimpered.

“Thank you Miss and I am beyond grateful for your input.”

Dianne smiled like sunshine and sighed.

“Then boldly do as I tell you and if Harper proves to be what you expect then she might truly provide the catalyst you need here to progress to another level.”

It seemed as if the whole experience and atmosphere of the evening had been thrilling, especially as I was now allowed to visit the Club four days a week subject to permission from my mentor and I went to my bed that night happier than ever before.

The spare key and fine chain to the Perspex chastity cage was placed in my underwear drawer and weirdly I had an impulse to place the device on even though I did not have to, but put the irrational thought down to what had undoubtedly been a wild intoxicating night.

My whole spirit was fatigued suddenly, and I slipped nakedly into bed when my mind dwelt momentarily on Harper and how I would talk to her about the surreal proposal discussed with Dianne then became fearful that perhaps she might see such bizarre daring as bordering on sexual deviance.

Clearly, Harper had a tangible trace of purity about her, and I did not wish to shock the sweet girl with my absurd plans or surreal schemes and what I had learned up to now at the Wolf Club before only a sordid bout of masturbation while fantasising about serving her secret places released my inner demons enabling me finally to settle then sleep.

She was however nowhere to be found the following day when I became lost in the college universe before subsequently visiting the Club more frequently where I eagerly wore my golden cage and spend my time between the original room and a more extensive lounge where the demanding Wolves lurked and feasted openly on the deliciously adorned girls there as and when the rapacious urge took them.

Each time a young woman was fucked then soiled she selected a suitable Whelp and took him to a rear area with small beds where she would lay while the male in service slurped then suckled at the viscous hormonal deposits left by the senior men here until they were pristine and ready to return to duty.

During the quiet times, all of us Whelps would visibly devour the innumerable videos on the private Club collection and became aroused then frustrated at our inability to climax to the visual degradation given we were all in cruel restrictive chastity.

Emotionally, it was difficult to fully come to terms with because watching the innumerable erotic images of girls - many of whom we knew - being endlessly used and fouled became compelling but excruciating for obvious reason and although sometimes the divine agony was too much to bear all the Whelps went back for more because the sordid sexual records there were indeed utterly addictive. 

Dianne kept her intuitive almond eyes on me merely to ensure I remained on-track and politely asked about progress with Harper but did not press although she seemed slightly disappointed that I had not tried to seize the day or grasp the nettle with her which eventually drove me to finally and formally approach this virtuous goddess, when I saw her in the familiar bar a week after we had spoken.

This female deity was looking suitably gorgeous wearing skinny jeans with a strappy cream top and fatefully alone as I walked up when she murmured pointedly.

“Hi Nathan, what is the story today… and if you are here to ask why you have not seen me about, in truth, I have been avoiding you…?”

The words were dry or droll while her blue eyes seemed bewitching.

“…As on reflection I barely see how anyone could prove they would be so different than any other lusty men that continue pursue me purely with a primitive purpose.”

Unusually for me I had presumptuously brought her a glass of wine and a designer bottle of beer for me to appear cooler than I truly was then muttered playfully which I felt might suit the casual mood she had created.

“Wait here for five minutes Miss, please, and I will try and show you how it can be done with an open mind and your cooperation, naturally.”

She exhaled with faint irritation and muttered reluctantly.

“Fine, fine, Nathan, it’s your funeral but I warn you that I’ll only be here for five minutes then I have to do some work….”

Immediately I rushed off like a scolded rabbit, found the chastity cage along with the extra key and chain then literally ran back to the bar where Harper had just finished a conversation involving a tall handsome man from the football team who she pecked genially on the cheek as an adieu before unsettlingly focussing on me.

“…OK Nathan I’m now all ears which enables a detailed explanation of how you can be so unique against all these other rampant boys here.”

In response I sipped my warming beer for courage and moved closer to her than perhaps I should have then whispered quietly because I did not wish to be overheard for obvious reasons as I innocently placed the Perspex cage on the table and muttered in some understandable abashment.

“I would wear this as a gesture to show my respect and pure adoration for you.”

Her fingertips picked up the small object then slowly almost theatrically examined the mercurial transparent device with dazzling large blue eyes before shaking her head in bemusement and more than a trace of sarcasm.

“Well, it’s not an engagement ring so if I may ask, Nathan…”

She sipped her sweet wine and laughed out loud.

“…What the fuck is it?”

Once more I spoke very quietly and nervously in reply.

“It’s a chastity cage, Miss…”

My eyes hopefully reflected my commitment to her.

“…And I would be privileged to wear this around you at all times which would demonstrate my genuine admiration for you and ensure nothing untoward would happen between us without your express permission because you would have the key at all times…”

Stupidly I waved the chain and the shiny small vital metal part at her then stuttered.

“…I would or could not try anything physical without your express permission.”

As I looked on in growing concern her azure gaze seemed to glow with more intensity before her lips parted and to my chagrin she began to giggle.

“Fuck, this tiny thing is to corral your penis and I presume grant me control of it during a possible friendship…?”

Her gorgeous long blonde hair shook and flowed in growing hilarity.

“…How utterly deviant and decadent is that…and…”

The previously amused expression became concerningly stern then unfathomable suddenly.

“…What do you take me for Nathan…some silly pervert that actually wants to own your presumably little cock?”

Her cheeks began to noticeably emit a developing redness and it dawned on me that I had made a terrible mistake as I whined in limp explanation.

“I’m sorry, Miss…I just thought this gesture on my part would make you feel safe and trust me because I genuinely merely wanted to spend quality time with you.”

Harper downed the wine in her glass in a few audible gulps then rose dramatically and tempestuously like a whirlwind as she instinctively grabbed the cage in her hand before literally spitting in vitriol at me.

“Give me your number Nathan because I need distance to think then decide whether to report you for gross indecency and I will ring you when I am ready to return this sleazy item back to your care as I think these actions and intentions are…”

My skin was shaking at her unexpected verbal assault.

“…Depraved…”

In panic I could visibly see she was also trembling in barely controllable rage which made me fearful as her lips scorched me.

“…Utterly depraved, Nathan!”

In a show of self-preservation, I merely gasped for pity.

“I’m sorry…sorry, please understand that my intentions are meant honestly and at all times only for your protection and satisfaction.”

My words of regret then remorse appeared to unfortunately fall on deaf ears because Harper had already gone like the wildest wind to her room nearby and in despair I sat, had another drink or two then cursed myself for such foolishness and began to privately question whether the Wolf Club was such a good idea after all and moreover listening to Dianne, who supposedly but questionably knew so much about women.

She clearly did not understand an innocent and moral girl like Harper Lesley.

After having a final beer in my misery, I wandered towards my residence with passing thoughts of dinner but the meeting with Harper had sorely dulled my appetite and I felt melancholy if not dejected when I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket and pressed a button to hear Harper’s soft voice when I spoke automatically.

“I am so deeply sorry Miss, and entirely distraught that you think badly of me when all I was doing was to provide what I thought you wished for.”

She seemed to draw breath while my stomach was turning somersaults and cartwheels as she began to talk in slow low tones.

“No Nathan, it’s actually me that should apologise because on reflection I realise you were simply trying to be creative for me and should not have overreacted as I did…”

There was a brief pause when I could literally hear my heart beating loudly.

“…Perhaps when you examine things laterally, it is a positive trait to embrace unusual even decadent ideas and if you come to my room then we can talk about what happened when if you convince me of your sound purpose then maybe we can grab a bite to eat and go from there.”

I knew the location of her block and in less than a few minutes I was knocking on the door of a private room before the sublimely blonde Harper still in jeans and a top opened it then asked me to sit at a small table in the kitchen area where she provided some coffee, before I whimpered pathetically.

“Sorry again Miss…thank you for giving me a second chance.”

She shrugged ambivalently and purposely placed the chastity cage on the table then held the fragile chain and key in her palm before murmuring firmly as if wishing to get past the misunderstanding.

“I have already mentioned that no more apologies are necessary Nathan, but now I might have slightly warmed or adjusted to your surreal suggestion, pray tell me more about this Wolf Club before we go any further….”

Almost boastfully, I explained the reputation for influence and business at this revered prestigious place while Harper listened attentively as I mentioned in general but vague terms about the powerful men and spectacular girls before hinting towards the unusual rituals while sensibly leaving out the more perverted parts and especially how I had managed to make the grade as a Whelp before she sat back and nodded pragmatically.

“… Thank you for that as I am more versed and understand a little better now, therefore am cautiously prepared to share dinner with you and have a further discussion about our possible friendship…”

It was noticeable that her face was blushing ruby red as she smirked.

“…Only after you keep your promise.”

Her watery aqua-blue eyes gestured to the chastity cage and, as if trapped by my own imagination or lunacy, I stood on shaking legs then mumbled weakly.

“You want me to put it on, Miss?”

She nodded and exhaled.

“Of course, Nathan, please show me how it works as I’m surely fascinated?”

In some embarrassment, but accepting the obligations of my own design, I lowered my jeans then shorts to become half-naked when I took up the divisive object in my fingertips and then held the ring part of it first and muttered feebly.

“This goes around my scrotum, before sliding the penis through like so…”

I diligently went through the demeaning motions as she looked on enrapt before my dry mouth continued.

“…Then the cover goes over here…before sliding the hard connections into place and then all we need is the top of the lock to go through the small hole…”

I did everything necessary until my male package became utterly captured when I formally handed Harper the key and chain then sighed pointedly as if my grand gesture was nothing.

“…And, if you slip this around your slender neck then I am completely in your luscious, perfumed hands.”

Her sweet face was glowing like a flickering candle in the gloom by now and she stood beside me before cupping her hand gently around the cage then my enclosed manhood before chuckling.

“My goodness Nathan, I was wrong at how extremely interesting this is…”

She squeezed my covered genitals very lightly which made me whimper then gasp as her voice lifted.

“...And you’re exactly right in what you have mentioned because suddenly I do feel extremely safe and secure with you.”

With this said I pulled my clothes back on for some sanity and muttered anxiously.

“Can we go and have some food now, Miss?”

Harper kissed my ruddy facial skin and laughed gaily.

“Definitely Nathan, as I have so many questions about this extraordinary inventive way you have of courting a girl which I might mention…”

Harper seemed to be almost laughing at herself.

“…Is really quite ingenious!”

We walked away from her compact living space when the indignity I had felt at putting on the cage in front of Harper changed weirdly to an emotion of mild euphoria because undeniably, without wearing the cruel device, I doubted I would have been spending time with a fabulous girl like her.

The two of us did not really converse much until we sat around the small restaurant table eating burgers and sharing beer or wine when Harper eventually grinned at me.

“Have you worn such an object before simply to get a date, Nathan?”

I blushed brightly and whispered.

“No Miss, before I was given the wondrous opportunity at the Wolf Club, I never even knew what one was but… “

She sensed my trepidation and sighed.

“That’s OK you don’t have to tell all the degenerate details as you did mention they were a little extreme which might be a bit much for timid old me.”

As I watched Harper absentmindedly placed her pouting pink lips around a long French Fry it made me wince in discomfort then blurt out foolishly to distract my filthy mind.

“I do honestly wish and long to tell you but don’t want you to become annoyed or disappointed in me.”

Her shoulders shrugged aimlessly as seemed to be her reflex.

“That’s cool, I understand but am fully aware that some things between boys and girls can be a little deviant or surreal and you need to know I would not judge you or…”

The flat of her hand patted my knee almost maternally.

“…I certainly would not be here now as I have proven…would I?”

I tried not to let my mouth then mind run amok as she ate because it made me surge then painfully ache in equal measure before I muttered out quietly.

“The young women that work there, require the new Whelps, as we are called, to eventually enter chastity around them at the Club mainly as a sign of respect.”

She nodded sagely and sipped her wine while I tried not to combust because just being around her was unnerving then arousing which Harper seemed to understand instinctively as her mouth sighed.

“Is that why you call me Miss…?”

I blinked and nodded inanely.

“…And I presume you weren’t wearing the device at the start of your decadent education there?”

The compulsion to confess my soul about what had gone on was beyond powerful as I groaned with uncertainty.

“Yes, I have gradually learned how to revere beautiful women such as you and suppose I call you Miss due to my intense training there…”

Her eyes seemed so large and mesmerizingly blue which made me feel hypnotised enough to admit something personally shameful.

“…And part of our original uniform was soft white panties, but all the Whelps spurted into them continually before we were eventually caged and now that I have passed the initial trials meaning I am an official member have been given a golden cage that I wear openly under my covering top when visiting.”

Harper’s face was a flaming picture of shocked blue eyes and bloody cheeks, but she remained mildly outwardly phlegmatic at my tawdry tale then held my hand warmly.

“Thank you for trusting and confiding in me while being assured that this will just be between us, although I will need to dwell upon what you told me because this organisation sounds pretty decadent and I’m not sure if I wish to know any more about what goes on?”

My head nodded at her obvious decency and good virtue before I paid the bill after which we shared a slow walk around the general area then stopped for another drink when I noticed her audible silence and spoke in concern.

“Have I upset you, Miss?”

She grinned unexpectedly.

“No not at all, as you are undoubtedly full of surprises which in some ways is in your favour while confoundingly, I do quite like you calling-me, Miss, as so few men show the respect due to a girl like me…”

Her mouth tortuously - for me - slavered over the wine in the fluted glass and then spluttered in dry comment.

“…But I’m not going to give you any of my panties for you to cum in…”

Harper laughed loudly in humour as she saw the agonised look on my face due to my incarceration and inability to get erect.

“…Unless you wish me to?”

It was impossible to know how to respond to such a taunt, so circumspectly I said nothing at all before we swiftly finished our drinks and then meandered back to her room where she let me in without a second thought then stood at my side and snickered.

“I’m sorry but a kiss goodnight must only be a peck for a while.”

In that second the building frustration of the evening overpowered my raging head as I dropped to my knees then placed my mouth on the softness and flatness of her magnetic crotch covered by impossibly tight jeans that highlighted every nuance and curve of a truly fabulous body, then whimpered.

“I didn’t mention but I have also been schooled that this is another meaningful way for a man to show their veneration and respect for his superiors…”

My kisses were light and feathery and after initially stepping back in temporary surprise her hand then took my cranium and pushed it more closely against her mound instinctively while I exhaled nervously.

“…Please don’t be upset, Miss, but I need to express my devotion in the only way I can with the cage holding me.”

She leaned back and eased her lower body against my slight applied tension then murmured.

“This is yet another unexpected turn, Nathan, but please be assured that I am not offended and if you ask to respect me again in this way, I may allow it merely to be polite…”

Improbably her fingers suddenly held me tightly against her scented female centre and pushed ever more firmly before trembling suddenly then falling back in visible disbelief and shock before gasping.

“…My goodness, Nathan, I might definitely allow you to do that once more…”

She left me and took a seat on her bed in the corner of the room, crossed her arms defensively and stared blankly at me.

“…It’s obvious you are in some discomfort and if you need to cum then, because you have treated me like the girls in your Club then perhaps, I should reciprocate and demonstrate the same favour and…”

Her hand opened the top drawer on her dresser.

“…If you wish to put on a pair of my panties then relieve yourself then if you ask me respectfully, I will permit you to take a pair from here.”

The terrible craving to ejaculate overrode everything else that would be far more sensible as I squirmed.

“Please Miss, I am truly desperate.”

She let me rummage through the panty drawer when I extracted a plain dark cotton pair before undoing my jeans then shorts and carefully unfastening the chastity cage with the key she provided and stood before her nakedly again showing my tormented penis while she smiled and held herself up on the bed with her hands as if to enjoy the perverse view or impending show.

“Pull them on then Nathan and let me see…”

The material felt so comforting as I slowly drew it around me until my cock began to pulsate then grow while Harper simpered.

“…I have an intuitive feeling you have learned something else with these whores at the Club so spit it out and tell me?”

All I could focus on was the provocative rise between her thighs and I groaned in mental mayhem then physical madness.

“I know how to make you cum with my tongue Miss…”

Her legs opened instinctively as my hand reflexively found my masculine rage as I swiftly spurted into the gusset and exhaled in embarrassment.

“…If you would ever allow me to do such an extreme act with you?”

We both seemed unnerved by unanticipated events for a moment before Harper took command of the strange situation and lifted from the mattress then looked at me curiously.

“Enough for one evening which I might mention…”

I was beginning to realise that she possessed a devilishly hidden sense of humour.

“…Was certainly an unanticipated diversion but I think I need a small step back to reality as this has all been almost…”

She seemed to search for an appropriate word then inhaled deeply.

“…Indecent.”

I felt so foolish in her now sodden underwear and with the awful cage on a chair as I looked for her guidance.

“What about the panties Miss and the device?”

Harper waved me away as if I was dirty.

“Take it all away and you can clean the knickers and keep them…”

Her eyes seemed to swirl in amusement then suddenly twinkle in mischief.

“…Because if this insanity continues, I may insist that you only ejaculate with my permission, and you can use the panties solely for that calling...”

Her attentive gaze noticed my penis gently pulse back to life and she scolded me sharply.

“…Oh Nathan, that’s clearly what you want… for me to be in charge of such sensitive sordid matters isn’t it?”

All I could do was to shiver and try not to become more turned on than I already was.

“Yes Miss…I think I do desire that.”

She shook her head in genuine wonder and opened the door while I dressed then whispered as I escaped her divine clutches.

“If you want to relieve yourself in the near future then text me for my permission and I will decide if I wish to continue playing this bizarre game.”

When I reached my room, there was mixed feelings about the extraordinary night out with her as I sensed she had been privately horrified by my lurid revelations and the way I had acted but in thinking that, the hours spent with Harper surely made my heart race then run as never before.

It seemed as if my emotions were overflowing in many and undecipherable ways, but I was weary and simply collapsed onto my bed in exhaustion without even taking a shower or removing any of the clothes I had on.

The morning brought a sense of realisation then trepidation that Harper would tell everyone about my deviance, but everything seemed the same at lectures while the universe definitely was not altered much by what transpired between us, as maybe in truth it had not much mattered to anyone.

The sensation that Harper had disowned or abandoned me to my lonely fate festered then lingered and when I saw the glamorous backside from a distance in the hallway, I went running to her side then muttered breathlessly.

“Is everything OK Miss?”

Her aqua eyes stared then glared at me and gestured for me to follow and led me to a small alcove where she smiled.

“Show respect quickly…”

I kneeled then pecked her perfect mound before she sighed childishly.

“…Have you really got a talented tongue…?”

Her hand lifted me to my feet where she eyeballed me once more.

“…And can make me cum!”

My reply was immediate and hopeful.

“Yes Miss…of course and if you give me the opportunity, I genuinely believe I will impress you.”

Harper laughed and made to walk away.

“Clean my panties thoroughly then text me when they are done when I will tell you what I wish you to do next.”

Suddenly I noticed she had the key to my cage around her swan-like neck and I gushed excitedly but silently.

“If you wish me to wear the cage at any time then please give the order and I will because if you are wearing the key that I gave freely then somehow it make me feel we’re together.”

Her lips twisted wickedly.

“Then, that being the case, go and put it on then Nathan and speak to me when the underwear is perfectly clean as I asked.”

In response I scarpered to the room then promptly placed my genitals back in their prison before returning to lectures feeling finally that I belonged to someone special because the restriction seemed more like a reward than a gaol if it could help me woo such a spectacular girl like Harper Lesley.

I sent her a message when I had hand-washed the underwear in soapy warm water, and it was drying off, but heard nothing from my Love during the study period and wanted to ring but knew that was not advisable because I was sure she was testing my ability to be obedient and reliable.

The phone mercifully sounded sharply around 10p.m when I picked up and heard her lovely lilting voice.

“Are you in the cage Nathan and are the panties truly clean?”

“Yes Miss of course.”

“Do you wish to take it off and put them on?”

My penis pulsed against the cage as I groaned.

“Please Miss…please!”

I heard her laugh throatily.

“You have my permission…do it.”

In a flash of my agile fingers, I was wearing her tactile underwear and lying face down on my bed as she simpered.

“Press the lovely little cock I’ve seen but don’t cum Nathan and reveal how you would love me with your mouth.”

I whimpered to the delicious pressure and closed my eyes before whispering.

“With your agreement I would kneel then remove the tight trousers you like to wear and slowly kiss the front of the panties before pulling them back and…”

My lips exhaled nervously because I sensed I was about to overstep the mark with such a visibly virtuous girl.

“…May I say, Miss?”

Harper hissed impatiently.

“Yes…tell me, tell me…I demand to know.”

Time stood just for a moment then I spoke because I had to express these increasingly demeaning urges that tormented my soul.

“I long to savour the first taste of you and…”

I could sense her female tension but continued.

“…Would unpeel the knickers then let my soft wet tongue explore every precious part of your secret place until discovering the most sensitive bits when I would perform oral magic with my tongue until you reached…”

My penis exploded and she heard the audible tell in my respiration and mumbled dryly.

“Naughty Boy Nathan…but I forgive you and I might mention I am completely naked here with my busy fingertips on my slit merely waiting for your watery skilled tongue to suck and lick me until, as you promised, until I found…”

As she felt with me, I could also pick up on her own orgasm because she lowered the intonation in tone and exhaled weakly.

“…Heaven…that was fun, and I might be ready to play properly soon but am overloaded with work for a few days so wear the cage for me around campus because it weirdly appeals, and I’ll speak to you in a few days…”

She giggled tiredly in summation.

“…Or maybe before.”

The ejaculation had surely made me sleepy, and I fell onto the bed then entered a dormant state before I was awoken by the alarm then realised that I was nude apart from her sticky knickers around my genitals before leaning back on the mattress and secretly luxuriating in the sensation of Harper’s underwear against my skin.

I rubbed myself to glory dirtily thinking only about pressing my head to her female centre then felt guilty as I spurted more juices into the fine fabric which made me shower then put on the chastity device in way of punishment for my impure impulses, but also could simply not disguise the surreal sense of wearing the cage somehow made me feel tightly connected now to Harper.

The obligations of academia kept me distracted all day and I only caught sight of my muse in passing before our paths crossed later in the evening when she was in the bar with a tall well-built male as I approached her timidly and muttered.

“May I speak to you Miss?”

Her response was curt but diplomatically quiet.

“Are you wearing what you said you would for me…?”

My flushed face revealed the truth, and she smirked in satisfaction.

“…Good…wait by the bar and I’ll call you back when I’ve finished with Tony.”

I purchased a beer and tried not to stare as the two of them exchanged knowing looks then held hands for a while before, excruciatingly, they began a long slow French kiss that seemed to take forever before the handsome man gave her a parting peck and walked away when Harper gestured for me to join her.

As I sat, she grinned pointedly.

“Was that uncomfortable, Nathan?”

My balls were truly agonised in the cage, and I whined.

“Yes Miss of course because I am cruelly restricted as I told you, and it was sorely unnerving to watch you with another guy.”

She sipped her wine and laughed as if caught up in our pernicious diversion.

“I don’t even like Tony, but he’s a good-looking tool to demonstrate that I belong to no single male while you need to understand that we are merely friends as you stated you wanted us to be because if I wish to date anyone else then I will.”

Automatically my addled head nodded in capitulation because in truth that is precisely what I had asked for.

“Yes Miss of course, although it is difficult to watch you flirt with someone else, but I am resolved to prove myself as a reliable genuine friend that just wishes to support and please you.”

Harper beamed widely and parted her thighs slightly before tapping the tautly covered crotch.

“I am thinking seriously about your offer, but at the moment please remain in chastity for me during the day and let me continue to mull things over.”

My head was understandably off-kilter and I sighed uncertainly.

“Are you still in charge of my orgasms?”

She giggled at such absurdity.

“Do you want me to be?”

My look was strained.

“Yes, Miss please.”

Her angelic face lit up in humour as she simpered.

“Are my panties cleansed yet?”

I did not wish to reveal I had unfortunately and filthily put more messy sperm in them that morning as my lips gushed inanely.

“No Miss but I can wash them now if you can wait up for me.”

She nodded and I rushed back to my room then quickly rubbed the stains out in soap and warm water before drying them with towels and when they were pristine but damp, I put them back around me and rang Harper to repeat the same teasing verbal drama of the previous evening when we both made each other tumble over the precipitous sexual edge.

I wore the divisive cage the following day but sadly did not catch sight of my new best friend and had no time to look in the evening because I went to the Wolf Club where I displayed my gleaming cage of belonging and played a servile part in the main lounge where the big beasts roamed, chatted, and drank then took the girls at their primal leisure.

The Whelps job was to help deliver drinks then serve or clean the girls after any of them had been fucked or fouled by the Wolves which was sometimes in one of the rear rooms or daringly even inside the opulent lounge where the young women would prostrate themselves and eagerly take the seminal blessing of one of the superior men.

It was partially degrading to then kneel and suckle up the slimy vaginal messes while the promiscuous females relaxed in high-backed leather chairs, as if we were merely a sensual accessory, but there was also an unspoken perverse magnetic delight in the process at the same time which was tangible.

Towards the end of the night, I was finally relaxing in the more deserted smaller room viewing one of the computer records of another luscious girl that had been through the Club when Dianne came over wearing yet another fabulous outfit of tight white shorts and a while halter neck top to reveal her full breasts when she casually asked me how things were going with my prospective love Harper.

I regarded Dianne as more of a friend by now and readily recounted our unusual arrangement and how I was now entering chastity for her as she counselled, before my advisor in duplicity smiled and assured me that before long I would be showing Harper what I had learned here and that if I still wished for any further help then she insisted seeing some revealing pictures of my girl to discover if she might be suitable for the important events to follow as previously explained.

In response, I kissed her soft scented mound out of appreciation then respect and promised I would, but then unfortunately study and further evenings at the Club ensued quickly and when Dianne mentioned Harper again, she merely reassured me that my chance would come and when it did, I should seek to express my absolute worship to her just like I did to the sensational but salacious females here.

The following day around midday I was once more mentally inside the disturbing incarceration of my duty if not obsession with Harper when I saw her in one of the corridors and she stopped then used her finger to direct me into a small empty area when she inhaled provocatively.

“Are you still in the cage…?”

I blinked and nodded before she pushed me to my knees and grumbled.

“…Pay your respects…”

My mouth puckered then kissed the front of the evocative rise through the denim as she gasped.

“…You have shown you are a man of your word so how about dinner tonight and I might let you prove your worth…?”

Unbelievably her finger undid the shiny button of the tight jeans, and she pulled them down a fraction to reveal panties with pretty, colourful flowers on the front flat gusset which I licked instinctively before she swatted me away as if I was a pesky fly and laughed gaily.

“…Later Tiger, later…be at my room for 7p.m.”

It was subsequently impossible to concentrate on the lectures that afternoon with the enticing prospects of the evening assignation to come while the ongoing physical pain caused by thinking about Harper and what might happen made my head then penis push erratically against the cruel device capturing it.

Therefore, when lessons were finally concluded, and I could shower, my fingertips easily removed the prison then soaked my skin in cool water while attempting to focus on something else other than Harper’s body which was not an easy thing to do.

I did not put the object back around me, given Harper only mentioned I was to wear it during the day, and I knocked on her door exactly at the appointed time when she opened and led me into the centre of the room before smiling.

“Let me see the cage as do I like it on you.”

In gathering panic, I grimaced then gushed.

“I took it off Miss as I thought it was just to wear during school hours.”

Her face hardened and she snapped aggressively.

“Then dinner is off as I obviously expect you to be corralled when with me so let’s call it a wash tonight. and maybe altogether.”

My added mind tried to find a way out then thankfully recalled Dianne’s advice to be honest and submissive with Harper as I whispered apologetically.

“It was an error Miss, and at the Club if I made a mistake the girls would correct and bend me over their knees then spank me which invariably makes me cum.”

She stood back, as if further baffled and bemused by another one of my titillating tales, then exhaled deeply.

“You wish me to slap your bottom, Nathan?”

I responded pathetically.

“Yes, please Miss because I deserve it…and will willingly undergo any future correction or discipline if I make a mistake as I am obviously unsure around someone as beautiful as you.”

Harper went into her knicker drawer then passed me a white pair with pink lace frills on and sighed tartly.

“Put them on and then lean over my knees and we’ll try your suggestion merely to discover if it appeals to me.”

Ignoring my utter disgrace, I removed the shorts and jeans then drew up frilly panties and prostrated myself over the covered legs as she sat on the mattress before a curved palm stroked my backside through the fine material and her lips gurgled.

“Considering your frankness and confession I will forgive you this time Nathan, but if you take me out again then…”

Her hand slapped me firmly then repeated as she groaned.

“…You will be caged unless I grant you permission not to…do you understand?”

The blows kept falling as I whinnied and inadvertently rubbed my erection against her thighs.

“Yes Miss…yes Miss.”

Harper could feel my patent impulsive arousal and snarled tersely.

“Fuck, you like this Nathan…like me spanking…”

I spurted haplessly in the clean knickers as she gasped breathlessly in obvious confusion and disbelief.

“…You…”

Suddenly her hand pushed me away then stood up with her legs apart and she growled.

“…Show me what you can do on your knees…do it...now!”

Trembling hands undid the silver button on the jeans then pulled them down and off before I was licking the front of black cotton panties when inevitably the tip of my tongue eased past the edges of them and soon found her moist female sliver as she shivered.

“…Nathan, what are they teaching you at this Club you go to…?”

Improbably I found her clitoral point inside the increasingly watery smoothness of her pussy as she spread her knees and grunted.

“…Dirty Boy…fuck yes…just there…harder…faster…oh Nathan you…”

She reactively ejaculated hormonal juices over the fabric and me when improbably she lost any sense of propriety and lowered the wet underwear to kick them away before easing the saturated vagina against my flushed face and wet mouth then cooed in wonder.

“…Are indeed full of surprises!”

I remained worshiping her female crease for a while longer to let her wallow in the tension until I eventually and carefully wiped it dry with a tissue then watched as she put on clean panties and her jeans then looked at my lowly position still shivering on the floor before sniggering with a glowing face.

“Leave the wet knickers on and let’s go….”

Her mood had changed like the ficklest of winds because she was unexpectedly bright and breezy as we made ready to leave.

“…Because you have certainly earned to rights to take me for dinner while I would admit…”

She began to laugh capriciously.

“…I do enjoy the way you apologise for your oversight.”

We walked out hand in hand - which felt utterly divine for me - before going to an Italian restaurant I knew where we ate heartily and drank too much wine while speaking about not very much although Harper was continually curious about the Wolf Club but members like me were encouraged not to disclose too much, and I felt I had perhaps already revealed far more information than was allowed which meant I deflected further questions.

She seemed thankfully unconcerned at this reticence and after I paid for our food her blue eyes gazed at me pointedly.

“Would you like to stay over tonight?”

In anticipation of her next query, I smiled feebly.

“Only if I can wear the cage because I am truly sorry that I betrayed your trust.”

She merely blinked and inhaled in drawn breath.

“Well, I wish to spank you again and when you cum in the panties you can show me how to put the device around your little man as I want you to get it on the way because I find the contraption definitely very cute.”

There were more positives and negatives in the offer, and I ran to my room to get the chastity cage then returned to her room to find she had showered then changed into soft cotton pink pyjamas and had me lay over her bare legs once my trousers had been removed where she vigorously slapped my bottom and sighed.

“This is so much better than having crude base men trying vainly to fuck me Nathan…”

Her palm was sharp as were the critical words she used.

“…These guys would never let me do this which is why you’re in my room and well on the way to becoming a special friend….”

Harper lowered the back of the panties a little to hit the raw flesh which made me spurt to grubby glory after which she made me stand and then took the cage and murmured while wiping the tip of my penis with a tissue.

“…Show me how it works again…”

I guided her through the easy process of sliding my genitals through the ring then attaching the other part of the surreal puzzle before she slowly slid the cage over my wet pecker and clipped the lock tightly shut then observed in the hormonal rush of her ability to adapt to such deviance.

“…Oh, how adorable this is Nathan…”

Her hand cupped the whole of my corralled manhood in a light grip before she exhaled in breathless spurts.

“…Now come to bed when you can provide me slow respect as before.”

The small lamp was left on as I eased beside her on the covers then slowly lowered the tactile shorts to expose her almost bald pussy before I kissed it tenderly and groaned.

“You are so spectacular Miss, and this is more than I could ever have hoped for with you.”

My tongue began to suckle at the slippery vaginal crease before she opened her thighs wide and encouraged me to go deeper then relaxed completely as I teased the most sensitive invisible point while her voice simpered.

“…Gently, Nathan, we have lots of time and I wish to revel in this decadence….”

Immediately I eased the pace on her clitoral nub and explored this mysterious womanly realm then I sensed her building and building when annoyingly the phone went and she answered then whispered.

“…Hi Trey, how you doing? Not much, just chilling…”

She giggled unexpectedly then held my head tightly into her pussy before murmuring.

“…No, I’ve told you that I’m not coming out to any party as I have seen how you treat girls and don’t wish to be another notch on your bedpost…”

Her hips began to grind against my mouth as she gasped.

“…Look, let me make it plain that I don’t fucking care how big your cock is Trey, because I am sorely off all men at the moment so…”

Suddenly, she shook like a rabid dog and sprayed my facial skin with excited sexual juices then used my sodden lips to ease the tension as her voice spoke softly.

“…I’m sorry but I will have to decline…”

The phone went quiet meaning her conversation ended before she stroked my head - while I feather kissed at the female crease - then gurgled.

“…You see Nathan, that men ask me out all the time to try their luck and I’m so glad you suggested this clever arrangement because I’m not made of stone but do not wish to just become a whore like the rest of the girls…”

Harper let me leisurely and tenderly dry her sexual lips then turned onto her front and muttered into her pillow.

“…You can lick my ass which you mentioned you have done in passing and confirm that you are also delighted with our tentative agreement.”

Her bottom looked so pert and peachy all I could think to say was.

“Yes, Miss thank you for so much giving me a chance as this is really better and more fulfilling than I expected…”

My tongue started is journey inside the puckered entrance as I mumbled in wonder.

“…I hope this is OK, because I have not had much practice this side.”

To this statement she simply sighed in light droll humour.

“Well, if it is disappointing then maybe…”

She grumbled in satisfaction as I probed deeper.

“…I’ll place you over my knees and spank you again in the dirty knickers.”

It took some work and effort before she climaxed again and again, as I fortunately discovered what made her hot, until finally Harper found separation from the world which gave me the opportunity to settle at her side but then recalled the firm instruction from Dianne and cheekily kneeled over her legs and took some pictures of the naked divine backside then some that showed just the outline of her shape as she lay dormant on the bed.

Then I turned off the lights and settled behind her back to smell the scent of such an Alpha female and longed to softly touch then hold this feminine treasure but knew such impromptu actions might be seen as presumptive therefore merely pressed against one of the long legs and kissed the nape of her back before drifting off into blackness.

I was woken by a shove when I looked up and saw her dressed only in an open white man’s shirt above a just washed body meaning she looked and smelled sublime as I whispered desirously.

“May I show respect before I go?”

She beamed expressively and suddenly I was licking her fresh womanly crevice to climax on my bended knees as she pushed then rubbed against me before shivering to climactic fruition while groaning in confusion.

“You need to run off now Nathan, and I’ll see you very soon.”

Harper looked so utterly delectable as I whimpered in trepidation.

“Can I take a photo of you like this because you are beyond beautiful.”

The girl shook her golden tousled head and grinned before taking an image of me naked with the cage around my genitals and grumbling in clear warning.

“You may Nathan, but be certain if you show it to anyone without my permission then be assured this picture of you will also go around the college…”

She began to laugh as I quickly took a couple of images on my phone which marvellously completed the set that Dianne had requested of me.

“…But given how they are around here then it might just make you popular because I will have to mention….”

She walked over to me and kissed my flushing cheeks.

“…You certainly do know how to tempt and treat a vital sensual girl like me!”

I kissed her back on the same opposite cheek then rushed off to my room in the darkness of the early dawn then undid the sadistic cage and showered in the cubicle where I masturbated fiercely to mixed and mercurial emotions about the evening just spent with Harper and only when I had released my tortuous pressure could I sensibly question whether this insanity was what I truly wanted?

This conundrum was answered almost involuntarily because I placed the devilish device back around me then washed the panties I had worn in her room and realised in bemusement that I now possessed two pairs which absurdly made me surge in definite pride that I could possess something that had been so intimately on her precious skin and private parts.

It seemed that without any real denial I was very pleased with the way my illicit bargain with Harper was working out and wanted to share the good news and pictures with Dianne who had advised me so selflessly.

I saw her immediately upon visiting the Club the next night when I transferred the divine images of my girl to her phone and revealed in some detail what had happened between us and even how I had meekly let her chastise me on the bottom in her panties for my unfortunate mistake at which point she merely nodded and sighed.

“That’s wonderful Nathan, but when you go onto the computer after your work in the lounges then I suggest you look at some sites I recommend then buy her some lingerie as a gesture for losing her pretty knickers to you…”

She placed the golden Whelp cage upon me before I could harden and exhaled softly.

“…And obviously I will expect you will provide me with detailed pictures of what she looks like in such finery…”

Her fingertips inputted two exclusive female underwear online outlets in my phone then simpered.

“…You are doing so well Nathan, and as a reward then Master Wolf Mason Alexander would like you to put the fee for the gift onto the company account but on the condition, you buy her something exquisite.”

Dianne left me to meet my seedy duties within the Club and it was only later did I have the time to explore the aforementioned sites on one of the company laptops where just the pictures of gorgeous models in the flimsy clothing made me ache in agony at the surreal thought that I was purchasing such items for Harper’s divine form.

Eventually I was caught between choosing flaming-red French knickers with a matching brassiere and a more traditional lingerie set of a long black garter, silk inky stocking frilly suspenders with a cute lacy bra.

In my dilemma Dianne reappeared when I naturally asked her opinion of the merits of my impending decision, and she inspected the designs then mulled the question over before whispering softly.

“They are both lovely but as the Master Wolf is buying then he is more of a traditionalist with women and would prefer the darker set…”

She noticed my acute angst and smiled kindly.

“…Let me undo you Nathan then you can cum over my pussy while thinking about heavenly Harper dressing up for you…”

In seconds I was standing as the girl skilfully used her golden key to remove the gleaming prison then had me pull down the soft panties that she had on underneath a Basque that was yet another one of the lascivious outfits here before she took my diminutive but pulsing penis then sighed.

“…Promise that you won’t mention that the Master has bought her the sensual gift otherwise she might just be tempted to open her legs and let him fuck her in an impromptu token or gesture of gratitude…”

She had brought the tip of my now erect cock to her subtle female folds just as I ejaculated what sperm I possessed over the pink crease to what she had suggested when she laughed and pulled my addled head towards the greasy mess and made yet another diabolical suggestion.

“…When you might want to lick it clean as with the other girls here because you have learned that can be very rewarding in its own way…”

My tongue was sucking the wetness furiously now as she pushed against the oral tension then growled.

“…Haven’t you Nathan?”

Dianne’s whole body swiftly vibrated divinely on my active mouth before I gabbled.

“Yes, Miss that is true, but fortunately for me regarding Harper, I might mention she is not built like that and is someone entirely innocent, virtuous and with the highest moral fibre which is why I wish her to become my wife.”

Dianne merely chuckled then let me lick her softly and dry the slippery sliver of delectable flesh before her voice sounded in self-deprecation.

“Unlike me and the other whores here I presume who only enjoy the virile attentions of the Wolves and what they can supply for our libidinous and financial needs…”

She pulled up her knickers then walked over to the computer where she looked at me inquisitively.

“…Which outfit for her is it going to be…?”

I pointed to the black one and she pressed buy button and simpered sweetly.

“…It’s waiting for you at the shop in the city so maybe pick it up tomorrow and be sure you dress the pure Harper in the present and rest assured she will inevitably let you service her precious places with your divine tongue again.”

Once more when I departed the amazing venue I was on a stratospheric high while the idea of placing such delicious clothing on Harper seemed intoxicating because I was hard all the way home and only after some frantic masturbation in her recently cleaned black panties enabled me to find necessary rest and relaxation.

Study was all encompassing for the next few days, but I did find time to fetch the present for Harper that was delightfully wrapped in a square black box with golden silk cord and bow tied around it and I placed it safely in my room to await my first opportunity to gift it to my special Love.

Fortunately, we met by chance next evening in the student bar where - after waiting for her to finish with another handsome boy that trying to muscle in - I sat and whispered to her nervously.

“I know we’re under pressure with our courses, but I have bought you something special and was wondering if I could come and give it to you…?”

Before she could answer I passed her my phone where the outfit was on the screen and spoke nervously in explanation of my presumption.

“…As I took your underwear in the way I did I wanted to replace them with something wonderful and personal between us…”

Immediately, as she perused the lingerie intently, I surged against the plastic cover of the cage and waited for her response because the girl was forever unpredictable as I finished my plea.

“…And would deem it a great honour if I could dress you in the divine outfit then take you to dinner.”

Her blue eyes widened in visible surprise before she smirked dryly.

“Is this how you see me Nathan, as some promiscuous Tart…?”

My face glowed in growing colourful fear at her initial reaction before she giggled unexpectedly to ease my concerns.

“…I never wear such frippery, but it looks very expensive and maybe it might be fun to let you tease it on me, but you will have to prepare my skin first as I will definitely need to be soft and smooth to appreciate something so delicate, and you can assist, so be at my room in twenty minutes.”

When I excitedly entered her lair with the luxurious lingerie box in hand, she was wearing a white silk robe and after I had stripped to reassuringly show my cage, Harper slipped into a hot bath and let me wash a perfect female body by hand before laying on the bed where I dried her uncovered cool skin before she handed me a small pair of scissors and smiled while parting delectable milky thighs.

“Just trim any stray hairs please as the panties look very tiny and I wish them to be fully contained…”

I paid respect with a gentle peck of my lips on the scented crease then gingerly clipped any golden stands away from the perfect vaginal mound until she looked like a celestial goddess when her fingers placed a bottle in my hand and sighed deeply as she turned onto her front.

“…Now cream my skin and ease the fluids into my ass as well then you can do the front, when your tongue can do the teasing on my pussy to bring me off because this is all strangely stimulating…”

I kneaded the viscous juices all over her rear flesh and licked her rear crease momentarily before she rotated over, when suddenly my mouth was sucking at the sublime fluids from her sensual slit as she began to gradually rise to sexual glory and groaned.

“…You are indeed so inventive Nathan for a friend, because normally this is what a man buys a girl when he wishes to fuck and conquer her which as you know would sorely offend me….”

I thought about Master Mason in passing but did not say a singular word about my small anodyne deceit before a subtle flick and twist of my tongue had her shudder then reactively hum as Harper exhaled on the emotional way down.

“…But from a mere companion who I trust absolutely I will accept the offering in good grace, and you can now dress then take me to dinner.”

She stood up slowly before I opened the box and clipped on the bra first then helped her step into the garter before placing the tip of her toes in each smooth stocking and drawing then slowly up her perfectly tactile silky legs when I could attach then to the hanging frilly lacy suspenders on my knees and exhaled in wonder.

“You look sensational Miss…”

She grabbed her phone and let me pull the sublime black lacy panties around the provocative mound before gasping in veneration and pressing my lips to the perfumed crotch.

“…I am so incredibly fortunate.”

As I instinctively worshipped her, Harper took various images of me prostrate and in demeaning chastity then gurgled.

“…This is a picture to hang on to, and yes before you ask, you can now record one of me should you wish…”

The girl posed artistically in the lingerie as I snapped my own sensational record for posterity then winced as she grinned.

“…Although I did think when I wore something delectable like this some wealthy male stud would make me pay for it with my body but…”

She walked over and cupped my pulsing genitals in the cage and snickered.

“…That’s not going to happen with this is it…?”

Once more my mind accidentally turned towards Master Mason as I feebly dribbled white creamy spots of semen from the end of the strangulated penis which she decadently removed with her fingertips and slipped them inside the knickers as she inhaled.

“…But thank you sincerely for the gift Nathan, as I adore it and as a reward you can lick the ejaculate, you made so inauspiciously, off me later.”

Ironically, and merely to demonstrate nothing had changed in her attitude to expensive lingerie, Harper put her jeans, tank top then trendy jacket over the heavenly underwear then joined me for Thai food as if nothing else had occurred that evening, before we returned to her room where the perverse sensual rituals we had previously enacted before followed in the exact same surreal but delectable pattern.

In the early morning I left with a couple more furtively selected images of her sleeping and another pair of her creased and stained panties - in pastel blue - which I had used the night before to release my male passion and felt once more as if I had surely been blessed.

The relationship with Harper was bizarrely becoming more secure and over the next few weeks I stayed over with her one or two evenings a week, when we continued our surreal little affair and unusual sensual intimacy, which left me time to continue a couple of nights at the Wolf Club which was always something of an ignoble test and an ongoing pleasure combined.

This was because I did increasingly recognise that the role of a Whelp was surely demeaning but entirely compelling because I privately adored serving the sublime girls even when they were overflowing with the hormonal gifts from the randy rapacious Wolves.

I had noticed that the numbers of my fellow Whelps had fallen by more than half and nearly two months after gaining my cage of honour I was sucking spunk out of the slimy vaginal lips of Dianne as she rested on a chair when she posed a strange question.

“Do you wish to quit Nathan, because as you can see many of the other young men cannot handle the pressure of their servile duties here and have long since departed…”

Her hand stroked my fair tangled head and she purred.

“…You are getting extremely good at this and it’s so wonderfully soothing after being rudely taken by one of the Master Wolves.”

I muttered as my tongue teased her clitoral point.

“No Miss, I love working here and to be honest without the training I have undertaken in this place I would never have made any progress with my girlfriend Harper.”

Her lower body rubbed against my mouth as she groaned.

“Is she really your girlfriend, Nathan, and have you fucked her in the divine outfit Master Mason brought?”

In answer I licked her more deeply and exhaled feebly.

“No Miss not at all, in honesty my connection with Harper is far above such primitive actions while I remain in chastity, and she only lets me cum in her panties in keeping with the established pattern here when I first began….”

Dianne surged then shivered suddenly and then held me fast over her saturated crease while I searched for respiration.

“…Harper remains entirely pure and untouched, and I feel there is ample time for that kind of personal connection when we are married.”

She fell back on the back of the chair and sighed contentedly.

“Well just to help, the Master wishes to assist in your romantic development with this worthy girl and has chosen some new outfits for you to give her…”

Her thighs parted a little wider in gesture and the expectation that my oral attentions had not been completed before groaning.

“…As long as you are content to continue taking his generosity and naturally keep it a close secret between us all.”

As I served her delicious pussy I whispered in gratitude.

“Oh no Miss I think that’s a wonderful idea as she was delighted with the last offering, and I would welcome Master Mason’s input because he definitely knows far more about what women want than I do.”

Her legs were splayed apart now as I used my oral skills vigorously before she trembled once more to bliss then simpered.

“That’s intuitively true so let me show you what we have picked…”

Dianne then brought up a delicate pink body - on the computer screen - adorned in decorative white lace frills around the hips like a skirt and pressed purchase before smiling.

“…There will be something most weeks now, but understandably I wish to see luscious images of her in the presents, as if you are to be invited to our next guest evening here, then Harper will need to become your fiancé given that is one of the conditions for a lowly Whelp to bring their female partners to this illustrious venue…”

She held my testicles in the cage as if they were living toys then muttered.

“…And pass your exams of course because we can’s ultimately assist with your career progression unless you are suitably qualified.”

I agreed of course because this was nothing new, and merely hoped Harper would adore the new silken indulgence as much as I did but needn’t have worried because swiftly after spanking my panty covered ass for such impropriety, she tried it on and had me ease her slick female folds with my tongue after unclipping the clever crotch for access.

Once the initial reticence of me providing such sensual offerings had passed, Harper freely took the various camisoles, slips, Basques, and other intimate luxuries with barely a second thought and visibly took delight in wearing them or allowing me to take the succulent photographs Dianne demanded of me.

Inevitably, there had to be a break and these bouts of extravagance which came with brief college holidays and then exams when we had to stay apart then study religiously and I was even forced to take leave from the Wolf Club because it had been made clear that educational failure was not an option if I wished them to assist in my future.

Over eight months had passed from my first entrance into the Wolf’s Lair by which time Harper and I had marvellously passed our respective courses and the end of college life was looming at which point Dianne called to me at the Club after another sordidly eventful night when she whispered softly.

“There is an open evening here next week on Saturday and as you have done well in all your tasks and exams then we wish to invite you and your fiancé to attend…”

Her gleaming hazel eyes glowed brightly in query.

“…She is your fiancé by now, isn’t she…?”

I nodded falsely and stupidly as Dianne took me to my locker where there was a gorgeous white - off the shoulder - medium length dress with a lingerie bag attached to the hangar.

“…Be sure she comes in this as all the girls with Whelps that night will wear the same clothing which is only equitable.”

Her remarks were enticing but confusing as I grumbled.

“What do you mean equitable?”

She chuckled lowly.

“Well on these rare occasions the Club opens its doors to strangers, Master Mason occasionally chooses one of the girls to personally educate for three months and as they all wish to succumb to his primitive interest then he thinks it only sensible that all should be weighed and judged on the same presentation, because his input and help is considered the ultimate prize indeed for any girl.”

The audacity of what she said was not lost on me as I countered fiercely.

“I can assure you that Harper would not be interested in a serial lecher like him, and as mentioned many times she is above such seedy practices and Master Mason definitely needs to set his furry cap elsewhere.”

Dianne merely moved her blonde head agreeably.

“Yes of course Nathan, but given this fact you have little to concern yourself with and need merely to bring her out of pure respect for the institution here, confident in knowing fully about her undoubted virtue and the probability that Wolf Master Mason is barely going to be interested in her anyway is he…?”

Her look was scalding.

“…So, all you have to do is deliver Harper as your fiancé in the lovely outfit I have provided and that will probably be all that is required to continue your journey with us in gaining valuable assistance in taking you and maybe your partner vaunted places with those shiny new degrees.”

This sounded plausible and wonderful as I muttered for confirmation.

“Wolf-Master Mason would help us both?”

She smirked dryly.

“Who knows, but he assists all the boys and girls that deserve it.”

Her words of encouragement were so appealing to my ears that I dared not mention that Harper was not my betrothed and that we had never discussed such an important issue but now I was stuck, and - after taking the dress and accessories back to my room - two days afterwards I had still not found the pluck to broach the prickly subject with Harper.

Then on the Thursday evening before the event at the Club - I had insanely already accepted the invitation - my concerned head was between her thighs providing the gentlest oral pleasure, as she aimlessly chatted to one of her friends, when I felt a sharp tap on the tip of my cranium before she then put the phone down with the other hand.

“What is the matter Nathan, you have been distracted for days now and especially tonight and it is affecting your performance because you know I rely on you for getting off rather than fucking nameless men who pursue me…”

She jumped up then removed her clothes and put on the sensual black body suit before undoing my cage and then passing me a small pink pair of briefs that barely contained my erection before sitting on the bed and slapping her thighs,

“…I decidedly think punishment is required until you disclose fully what is running through your grubby mind.”

There was a dramatic flail of her wrist which made me squeal before the beating became more intense and she hissed.

“…Now what is it and be quick or I will pull you panties down and smack you till you’re red and raw?”

There was no way out now as I wailed.

“You know I am a member of the Wolf Club and I …and I mean we have been invited to an open evening on Saturday night at 7p.m…”

She scratched my rear skin with her fingernails as I stopped mid-sentence which made me groan in pain and panic.

“…But it depends on you wearing the lovely outfit in my room all the girls the Whelps are bringing should display and…”

I knew she was angry which was confirmed by the next hammer blow on my buttocks and the sound of her tone.

“And what may I ask Nathan?”

My lips snivelled miserably.

“You need to become my fiancé for the night.”

The blows stopped falling for a moment as I heard Harper catch her perfumed breath before exhaling in disquiet.

“You wish to dress then merely place me before some lecherous men, Nathan, when you know full-well they might wish to desire or God-forbid, fuck me…?”

I squirmed irrationally on her knees as she pressed my bottom down against her firm legs and sighed in building amusement.

“…I can see this makes you aroused you Bad Boy even though you know I am not in the least bit interested in anyone like that and especially this supposedly wondrous Wolf-Master, but I admit that I am deeply curious if not intrigued by this mysterious place and the salacious snippets you have revealed over the last few months and…”

Her shoulders drew back in passing thought before she smoothed her hands on my smarting backside and smiled.

“… If you promise to prepare then dutifully decorate me in what I presume are exquisite clothes merely to impress your betters…”

Harper felt the wetness in my panties and laughed at this indecent impulse before rolling back on the covers, unclipping the crotch of the body and removing my sticky underwear then wiping the sodden gusset over her smooth bald pussy and grumbling.

“…Then if you make me cum twice then I will agree to be at you side and as your fiancé but just for the night...”

To my shock at the slightest first touch of my tongue, Harper shivered and ejaculated volumes of warm pungent female fluids then settled back on the bed as I worked on this divine crease while she whimpered.

“…While I prove that I’m far better than all these lecherous Wolves and promiscuous petty whores you choose to hang about with there.”

I felt her physically shiver to sexual glory once more then demand extra oral devotion and attention before stopping momentarily, while she pulsed in strange unreadable desire, when a wet mouth whispered lovingly in explanation.

“I made it clear originally that the passport to my or maybe our success is for me to prove myself in this influential place so please understand and be assured it would make me proud Miss to have you as my potential wife even for a singular night because to be honest I do want to show you off…”

Her hand pulled my head back into the slippery flowing crease which left me little time to finish my sentence, but I did anyway.

“…And demonstrate that not all women can be coerced or bought by mere power, position and vast riches and am certain that together and with you as my prospective bride to be we will surely teach them a lesson they will never forget.”

Subsequently, and as if by mercurial magic, on Saturday night Harper was wearing the gorgeous white dress and lingerie I had tenderly covered her in and stood incredibly close by my side when we entered the Wolf Club when - after I had given my name to the girl at reception - Dianne came out to wearing a black silk robe and led is to the changing room when she removed the golden cage from my locker and handed it to my fiancé purposefully.

“I presume he is uncovered but he is one of the remaining ten Whelps here for this event with their girls and the unbreakable rules are that they must always be in chastity on the premises.”

I went to complain or argue that I was unaware and how unreasonable and embarrassing this was in front of Harper but my consort for the evening took the news pragmatically.

“Don’t make a fuss Nathan, it’s nothing you have not done before with me…”

Her tactile hands promptly undid my trousers then took them off along with the shorts to reveal my cock was surging as she smiled sweetly but condescendingly at Dianne.

“…He gets excited, bless, when I am around powerful or handsome men for some unfathomable reason, and I understand he has white panties to ejaculate in if you could pass them and let him relieve his misguided thoughts so we can move on….”

Dianne smirked and passed her the fresh underwear on the top shelf of the small locker before Harper brought the gusset to my hard prick and sighed kindly.

“…Imagine that one of these men puts his hands over me then forces his thick erection between my lips before…”

My lowed body juddered and spurted instantly and ignominiously as Harper wiped me dry then placed my diminished genitals in the shiny metal cage and laughed playfully.

“…My goodness this is all definitely exceptionally weird but…”

As I pulled the trousers up and over my shimmering shame, we both watched Dianne remove the dark robe to leave her utterly naked - apart from high waist black panties - before she shook her long black hair for effect then grinned confidently while Harper gasped.

“…Definitely decadently fascinating.”

Dianne clucked pointedly.

“All the girl that work or have had time here are obliged to display our wares on these open evenings to serve the Wolves and their influential friends in any way they wish and show that we retain the female grace or feminine goods to do so…”

My mentor momentarily admired her slender shape in the mirror and the perfect balance of the pink breasts and minute teats were making before tapping the front of her wondrously covered mound and winking at Harper.

“…May I?”

While I watched in trauma my supposed fiancé naturally understood the query and snickered meanly.

“Sure, whatever is expected of him in this crazy Club as this is entirely his ambition not mine.”

Helplessly I kneeled between Dianne’s toned milky thighs as she stood, then kissed the front of the delicious panties while the divine girl whispered to Harper.

“Nathan is such an agreeable and compliant Whelp and remember if you ever walk in my shoes here then feel no pity for them, as this is only what they live for and enjoy.”

Before Harper or I could answer and mention that was never going to happen in any known universe, Dianne walked us slowly into the main lounge when I secretly admired her bottom as it swayed and where a substantial crowd of people were already mingling because the party had begun.

The group, which consisted of many mature and elderly men in dark business suit and black ties - some of them with bizarre fur wolf capes and ears around their heads - ten Whelps including me in slightly lighter suits with yellow ties and innumerable girls all uncovered like Dianne, apart from the young ladies like Harper that wore the pretty white off-the-shoulder dresses in demonstration that they were temporary special guests.

I watched as Harper gracefully took a glass of champagne from one of the silver trays being carried out by the almost nude working girls but barely muttered a word between bites of tasty canapes before she finally exhaled in a whisper.

“What have you brought me to Nathan this is…”

Her blue eyes were wide in unreadable conflicting emotions.

“…This is all so unbelievable and seems like the Devil’s pit itself.”

As she finished talking, a malevolent presence joined us emitting the strongest essence of expensive aftershave and took her hand before smiling with predacious dark eyes under his absurd furry headpiece.

“More of a Wolf’s lair my Dear, where virile men attend to corrupt pretty girls while amazingly these same young women revel in the divine game of being corrupted….”

He stood back as Harper looked up at his glassy inky gaze before he sniffed her female fragrance like an animal in heat then muttered.

“…And who may you be?”

I answered for her because she was visibly overwhelmed and intimidated by him and what he’d said so outrageously.

“This is Harper Sir, my fiancé.”

His unnerving stare turned to me, and he sneered.

“Remind me who you are?”

Feeling entirely invisible and anonymous suddenly in his presence I spoke softly not wishing to incur his infamous wrath.

“Nathan, I’m one of your reliable Whelps seeking a better life within this elevated environment and hopefully with your assistance.”

He ignored me entirely then moved too close to Harper for comfort and took then kissed her hand before grinning openly.

“How charming you are my Dear Harper, and my name is Wolf-Master Mason Alexander and would mention thar your future husband is most fortunate to have a sublime girl like you on his arm, but I think it is time that we meet all the young ladies brought by our valuable Whelps…”

He snipped his fingers gently before the senior woman there Louisa clapped her hand sharply and theatrically which made the luscious woman’s large creamy breasts tremble when I stopped along with Harper at the rear of a developing line of ten couples as the omnipotent man waited for everyone to be in place and respectfully quiet then addressed a captive audience.

“…We welcome our newest members with their future wives and invite them to formally become a temporary but important part of the Club…”

The first in the queue went forward where he ceremoniously shook the hand of the nervous Whelp then placed his hand on the top of the dark hair of his beloved beside him and smirked.

“…I’m sure he’s explained how my girls show respect here and if you wish to ever contribute at this Club and become a more important part here…”

Without a further word the cute female immediately blushed brightly but then kneeled and politely kissed the front of his crotch before he chuckled.

“…Good Girl, as respect is important at the Club and is the reliable cog that drives the wheels; now each of you in turn can show your allegiance to your man and the revered organisation he values before the evening can commence properly…”

The line of couples or items then moved slowly forward when each girl eventually but willingly provided the brief unreasonable cost of admission here before only Harper and I remained when he took my fingers in a cruel fierce handshake and glared at her.

“…Your turn and please appreciate this is just for propriety and means nothing.”

Her azure eyes misted over then blazed at me in fury before she slowly sank to the floor and growled at me.

“This is just to protect you here, Nathan...”

As I stared on in horror her precious painted mouth pressed on the outline tip of a bulge in his trousers then drew back as if it had been bitten by it before the man exhaled in delight and spoke loudly.

“…Wonderful, and as the ritual of affirmation is done, now we can eat drink and be adventurous while if any of the new young ladies are easily offended by a touch of decadence which we delight in here then now is the time to leave because…”

His voice snarled like a carnal beast.

“…The Wolves surely know how to party.”

Harper was rocked back on her heels now and I took her hand to hold my girl steady and whined weakly.

“Let’s go, this wasn’t my intention, as I don’t want you being part of this deviance and wouldn’t have brought you here if I knew this would happen…”

To my shock she firmly stood her ground and stared directly at one of the fresh girls in white dresses who was prostrate before a tall man in a wolf’s hat sucking his large cock while her future husband beside her merely observed which made me gasp in fear.

“…Please let’s go!”

In-spite of my desperate plea, she remained transfixed as most of the large room degenerated into mild debauchery before I saw Dianne being bent over a chair where another elderly Wolf fucked her roughly like some dog and left her to hang before she called out to me softly.

“Lick me out Nathan as I need to be cleansed.”

I turned to Harper who merely wagged her finger to do as she demanded then laughed acidly at my apparent reticence.

“Don’t be ashamed Darling, she obviously needs your oral talents and as you mentioned it’s merely part of the many absurd perverse practices here.”

Along with my fellow Whelps we used our tongues and mouths to suckle at the endless messy vaginas - I was directed to other females to perform on - and when I finally returned to Harper. she was with two other girls in white dresses and casually chatting to the Grand-Master Wolf as if this all-consuming perversion was benign.

He smiled benevolently and mumbled at me while patting Harper’s cute bottom lightly through the pretty white dress.

“I am inviting your girl and two of the others to dinner this time next week in the upstairs restaurant given one of them will win the good fortune of being my personal assistant for three months and receiving every privilege this influential organisation can provide from that fateful point.”

It appeared Harper, although projecting a cool facade, was as traumatised as I was when she spoke and snapped bitterly.

“What about the other seven girls that we came with?”

His reply was dismissive and gestured to two of them physically sucking the cocks of different Wolves who were seated and stroking their shiny hair as they communally sought sullied bliss.

“They have come to an accommodation of sorts at the Club and will become working girls along with their Whelps, as is the way of things here.”

My fiancé’s tone was combative.

“And If I don’t wish to attend?”

He shrugged ambivalently.

“Then don’t come; there will be no consequences to your man as nothing here is obligatory until you entirely commit to the process.”

He brusquely walked away and was accosted by one of the already conquered girls who kneeled and tried to release his cock, although the man merely stared over at Harper while she did so as if enjoying some personal unmentionable connection between them, then disappeared through a side door.

Eventually Harper and I made our way back to the changing room where Dianne had me remove my trousers before uncaging me and then glancing at my girl who was leaning back limply against the wall as we were both extremely unsettled by what had transpired so degradingly.

My dependable friend here then walked to me, presumptuously raised the hem of my fiancé’s dress who simply stood there frozen before calling me to her and smirking.

“I think your lovely bride to be needs some attention as the surreal evening has naturally engaged then enraged her…”

Dianne tugged the moist dark panties down then held my hard cock and rubbed it gently against Harper’s sensual line and simpered crudely.

“…Cum over the sweet cunt and lick it out as you will be doing continually once Wolf-Master Mason subdues and subjugates her…before she becomes a working girl like the rest of us.”

By now I had already involuntarily fouled her smooth aromatic crevice and was licking the saturated entrance as Harper groaned in agony.

“You’re all fucking insane, and I’ll never become a whore for him or anyone or return here ever again to become part of this disgusting den of iniquity…”

She held my head tightly and pulled the wet blonde hair.

“…Never…never…”

Her lower body ground filthily against me before she exhaled weakly in reaction to the orgasm that rolled through her bones like an unstoppable tsunami.

“…Fuck, fuck…oh fuck…what is going on…?”

I wiped her free of fluids before Harper drew up her panties then lowered the divine material of the dress and shook a giddy head.

“…I’m never coming back!”

Dianne let us recover then gather our collective breath and kissed me softly on the cheek before licking Harper’s tongue then trembling spitting pink lips and smiling at the state my supposed fiancé was in.

“That’s your choice but I have a hunch…”

She pointed to the door and our potential liberty.

“…We’ll be seeing each other again very soon.”

Harper never spoke in the complimentary taxi home and as we reached the campus, I murmured in exasperation then despair.

“I screwed up and am so mortified please can we talk about it…”

It seemed my mind was on a one-way dirt track.

“…We did already discuss that if I make a mistake then I deserve a beating at your hands.”

Her blue eyes shot a wrathful spear of visible light in my direction before she scowled.

“You know what you’re right Nathan, and I’m going to beat your ass for making me suffer the most humiliating evening of my life…”

Within minutes we were in her room where she made me remove the dress to leave her in just the lingerie before sliding off the panties and passing them into my hands.

“…Put them on and tell me you didn’t intend to provide me as a sacrificial lamb for the fetid appetites of the Master Wolf or the other greedy animals there that were feasting foully on the girls…”

Harper saw I was hard, and it made her ever wilder.

“…Swear you don’t want him to fuck and use me just for your selfish ambitions Nathan, because I know he wants me to suck his big cock on my knees while you stand and watch me perform the filthy act…”

Unforgivably I climaxed in the tactile lacy knickers before she bent me over her knees and spanked my bottom furiously through the prickly material of the knickers and groaned while I squealed in mental and physical agony.

“…You’re just a deviant like they, are admit it…?”

I could barely reply to such an absurd query and merely took the censure silently before Harper quickly tired then lay on the bed where the girl’s dreamy thighs opened before her fingertips tapped the visible vaginal crease in expectation.

“…Make me cum Nathan…swear you don’t expect or wish me to fuck him…”

My mouth fell upon the female saturation ravenously as she shut her eyelids then seemed to enter an ever more unbalanced state of mind.

“…Or work at the Club with just my panties on where who knows what deviance would find and disgrace me…”

I could almost taste her fire and fury as her pelvis rocked back and forward.

“…And where I would be under the nefarious sordid influence of Master Wolf Mason Alexander who will undoubtedly seek to teach me things decent girls shouldn’t ever know.”

She shivered to climax then squirted my face with powerful hormonal juices before Harper’s eyes opened and saw I had stained the divine panties even more in my utter degeneracy when her head fell back, and the traumatised girl sighed wearily.

“…Oh Nathan…I am desperately disappointed in you but suckle me off a while longer as I need to recover my questionable sanity…”

As she began to doze, I teased and hopefully eased her emotional pain to another two gentle vibrations before she turned over and whispered dismissively in audible exhaustion.

“…Leave, close the door and don’t speak to me or come back because…”

Her voice began to drift off into the ether as my own prospects with such an Alpha female disappeared completely.

“…I don’t wish to be around you anymore!”

At her cutting dismissive words, I withdrew to the relative safety of my room where I felt the desolation of loss and regret for what I had done but then realised privately that even without Harper I somehow did not feel badly enough to leave the Wolf Club, as if this breakup with her was merely part of the heavy cost of getting ahead.

However, I did adore the delectable young woman and the fallout with her was truly disquieting meaning I could barely sleep and suddenly wanted to leave college as soon as I could because it seemed utterly desolate and empty without this gorgeous girl at my side.

Eventually, I found some refuge in fitful slumber, but the morning brought a strong dose of reality then depression because l longed to go and find my transient fiancé to try and make amends but given what she had seen and obviously concluded how could I because this was the environment of my choosing and mistakenly had tried to taint her with my slow slide into depravity?

There was not much to do on campus now as the students remaining were whiling away the time with excursions or parties but I was in no mood for frippery or celebration and tended to withdraw into myself then drink a little more than I should have before, after a couple of difficult days, I was actually pleased to visit the Wolf Club where Dianne put on my chastity cage - I strangely missed wearing it - and inquired about how things we hanging with  lovely Harper?

I informed her that sadly we had broken up and how insulted and horrified her sensibilities had been after the perversion in this place then winced as her hand squeezed my captured genitals before she smiled in consolation.

“Give her some time, Nathan, and maybe your lively, pure and luscious girl will come around and if not, then perhaps Harper is not the one for you, although I deduce, she just may be given what is going on inside the minx’s comely head.”

My voice sounded out in bemusement.”

“What do you mean, as Harper is entirely innocent as I have told you many times?”

Dianne undid the clips on the gusset of her magnetic leotard and had me kneel then suckle at her moist female crease before muttering.

“All females start out as nervous virgins even me…”

Her lower body wriggled on my tongue as her lips exhaled in wonder.

“…But secretly have the innate desire for the sensually erotic and many acquire a taste for a little deviance in their sexual proclivities…”

I pressed my tongue deep inside her cunt and enjoyed the warm wet sensation then taste of her but detested what she said.

“…I think you might quite like the divine Harper sucking Master Mason’s big cock before jumping on it while becoming just another one of the desirable whores here...”

Her voice cackled like the witch she clearly was.

“…And maybe in time she will love it too…?”

My mouth licked her clitoral point feverishly until she needfully shuddered and climaxed then looked down to see that I had produced revealing drops of sperm even in my servile captive state and laughed.

“…Don’t get stressed, Nathan, you are both very young with much to learn and if you wish to progress here then take satisfaction in what you do, just as I am believe it or not, however depraved it may appear to others…”

I licked her saturation softly as she began to slowly calm down before Dianne exhaled in finality.

“…Or if this is not for you then quit, as only the committed and brave, make it through the growing stages of being a Whelp at the Wolf Club.”

Dianne wiped my caged penis dry before I went to work in the main lounge of this large building and at the end of my shift, Dianne presented me with a large suit-carrier bag before removing my chastity device then whispering.

“This is the dress that Master Mason wishes Harper to wear to the dinner here on Saturday at 7p.m and if you wish to progress then please ensure she is here in the outfit…”

Her brown eyes had devilment in them.

“…Because Master Wolf Mason is very interested in her and as he rarely finds someone that ignites such primal passion this might be a unique opportunity for you both.”

She opened the square transparent carrier to show me a superb designer black evening dress with the most beautiful lingerie inside as I wailed weakly.

“It’s obviously sublime but she’ll never agree.”

Dianne spanked my naked bottom playfully in passing and grinned.

“Then ask or beg and make her as if your future depended on it…”

She slapped me smartly once more on the ass as if for luck.

“…Which it probably does so I’ll see you on Saturday with Harper rightly and tightly at your side…”

My erection betrayed my unacceptable reaction to her words causing her to chuckle.

“…In this business she’s a lucky girl to have a devoted boy like you so if you want her support then be aware you must learn to appreciate her desires as well.”

The conversation with Dianne span like a dancing roulette ball in my head to make me dizzy before I desperately found myself outside Harper’s door then knocked tentatively never expecting her to answer but then she did, wearing a succulent silk white camisole I had bought through Wolf-Master Mason, as I whispered before she could scold me.

“Please come to the dinner with me on Saturday…just dinner as I have bought you a fabulous outfit for the occasion.”

She looked at me accusingly with intoxicated blue eyes.

“You mean Master Mason gifted it merely to induce me to become a Whore…like he did with the other presents you gave me on his behalf…?”

I went to explain the unforgivable deception, but her hands waved me silent as she slurred her words because it was clear she had been drinking to excess.

“…I’m not stupid Nathan as I have worked it out, while it is patent you have no moral centre or decency whatsoever, now go and put on your cage then return here and if you do precisely as I want then maybe I might be persuaded to come because what you showed me the other night is literally driving my sensual senses mad and I yearn to do something dirty…”

Her tone became terse.

“…Quickly, as I will invite a friend to come because I want you to witness the consequences then results of your inane depravity…”

Confused and concerned I ran to my room to put on the insidious cage then felt anxious but excited upon my return when she stripped me naked then placed my naked form inside a large cupboard in the bedroom and hissed sternly.

“…Observe and fucking suffer Nathan, because you, above any other man I have met deserves to suffer taking me to that sordid Club and making me outrageously witness what I did…”

Before I could respond, there was firm knock on the door, and I crouched deeply inside the dark refuge then held my breath then witnessed through a crack in the door none other than horrible Theo walking in when Harper took a large swig of wine and gurgled drunkenly.

“…Theo, I know you’ve wanted to be with me for so long, but as you are leaving College tomorrow, I am willing to let you explore my body as long as you promise and swear not to fuck me….”

He laughed softly at this bizarre proposal but still pressed her plump creamy breasts and hard thin pink teats through the sensual silk before easing his hands below the high hem.

“…Harper you have no panties on but given your unexpected request, I promise not to fuck you….”

I watched transfixed in developing agony as he released an enormous black erection and placed it in her fingertips which squeezed the hardness instinctively as the foul man drew her to him and engaged with a passionate kiss before whispering.

“…Are you sure Harper as this would fit so snugly in your wet cunt.”

Their kissing became deeply disturbing, but Harper knew what she didn’t want from him even in her apparent malaise as she grumbled.

“Like you did with all my friends you Bastard so no fucking but…”

She fell back on the bed and lifted her smooth sublime top and sighed.

“…I feel the urgent need to be liberally covered in your thick spunk.”

Theo leaned over her and placed the tip of his enormous cock to her lips and muttered darkly.

“Then show respect and I will cover you back and front.”

Harper pecked at the gross phallus inadvertently before Theo roughly turned my Love on her perfectly shaped back, raised toned legs and thrust his big prick between the darkened crease of the ass then and moved it forcefully back and forward to create the necessary friction and pressure until she was swiftly and inevitably covered with thick swathes of creamy sperm.

Harper then dropped her heels on the covers and opened wonderful warm thighs wide to show him what was forbidden then took his penis in hand and eased it over the subtle smooth folds of flesh and groaned miserably.

“…No fucking you promised but let me know what a proper erection feels like and let me rub it out as I need to feel utterly degraded and filthy…”

She teased it along the womanly bald line before inevitably it expanded to the slight friction and slid silently but dangerously along the slimy slit as she groaned for sanity.

“…All over me you Stud…I want to be literally dripping with semen.”

The erotic pornographic drama played out over the next half hour until every erogenous part of her was glistening in gleaming viscous ejaculate but Theo - to his great credit - admirably did not taken her purity even though she would have been too disoriented and weak to resist, and quietly accepted that she did not even wish to put his impressive manhood between her pouting lips.

In the end once he had sprayed his slimy seed everywhere, like some randy Lion impressing a female pride, he just rose calmly and looked at her with a strange affliction or affection then sighed quietly.

“Maybe one day I will have my way with you Harper and make you dance to a different rhythm…”

Theo stroked her moist blonde hair and then planted kiss firmly on Harper’s sweet mouth before smirking.

“…As I have big plans.”

Harper grinned without energy and spread her arms and legs wide to demonstrate that she had received exactly what was required from him and mumbled distractedly.

“Sure, you do Baby, but thank you anyway for the plentiful abundant masculine offering over my skin and have a good life after college and…”

Her eyes looked down in fatigue as she simpered sweetly and apparently drew him to a conclusion as well.”

“…Please shut the door on the way out!”

His head shook with irritation at her, and he grumbled.

“You always were a teasing Bitch and the one that got away!”

With that said he departed ignominiously, and I waited in the darkness with equal shame before in short time I heard her call.

“Stand before me Whelp…”

I did so as she removed the flimsy sodden slip to leave her entirely nude and glistening everywhere in thick spermicidal glaze.

“…Your penance for what you did is that you can lick Theo’s slippery cum off every crease and part of me and make me climax so much that I fall asleep from glorious pleasure and then maybe…”

Ignoring my abject humiliation and without any further invitation I fell ravenously between her parted legs and lapped disgracefully at the congealed hormonal white mess over these precious places as she silently dozed off and exhaled in anticipation.

“…I might forgive you and attend this dinner date to show this supposed Master of the universe that…some things of value…”

I found her special spot and she began to build towards sullied heaven then sighed to confirm I was moving finally in the right direction with this unfathomable Alpha female.

“…Are beyond even his informed, entitled, predatory grasp.”

This was unanticipated music to my ears as I quickly brought her over the sexual cliff then continued because Harper seemed insatiable and greedy for more before I brought her to a second cumming then sighed in building hope.

“Does this mean you will come with me on Saturday?”

She spread herself out so I could suckle at the sticky semen I had not yet ingested and murmured as if in debate with herself.

“That is still under consideration, but if and when we get to the Club, I will put you in the golden cage personally as if I was your fiancé for real because then I suppose this duty would be my responsibility?”

My lips gushed eagerly in reply.

“Oh yes Miss that would be a dream come true for me.”

Her manicured blonde eyebrow raised slightly in curiosity.

“To be servile and at my beck and call…?”

She noticed I was straining against the chastity device.

“…And lick other men out of me if the desire takes my whimsy?”

My tongue returned to her sensual groove as I whispered.

“Have I not proved that, and that I am truly content to obey and worship you as you want until you become my fiancé and wife forever?”

Harper finally settled back and allowed me to press my mouth to her pussy once more until she began to grumble and wriggle then press up against the divisive pressure before she juddered and laughed wearily.

“That sounds unlikely but if you bring me off then I will release your sweet harmless cock and you can cum over my bottom then lick it off before leaving and…”

Her lower body vibrated to glory and after she had slowly removed the cage, I humbly rubbed my extended prick to climax over her ass and after feverishly cleaning the spots of fluids up she giggled insanely and spoke in fatigue because the last few hours had indeed been testing for us both.

“…If you dress me like my personal manservant then I might condescend to be at your side for our appointment with this Wolf-Master Mason when he might finally learn the salutary lesson that…”

Just to be delightfully wanton she allowed me to start adoring her spectacular pure vagina all over again and simpered.

“…All girls are not the same and he will certainly not…”

Once more her temperature began to rise inexplicably.

“…Be adding me to his perverse harem of slutty She-Wolves!”  

On the appointed date and at the given time - and after me dressing Harper in an exquisite medium length black evening dress with succulent lace lingerie below of stockings, garters, bra and panties - we arrived at the Wolf Club where Dianne escorted us to the changing area before my fiancé placed the golden cage around me just as she promised to do with her living property for the night.

Then we were taken into a previously unseen upper restaurant area inside which many men were eating and being served by delightful young ladies all dressed as sexy schoolgirls when the two of us were escorted to a table in the corner where Master Wolf Mason Alexander was seated with two gorgeous women from the previous Saturday with their silent male partners.

Strangely, the comely girls were wearing the same white dresses as of the other evening and when we approached, the leading male within this institution rose genially and kissed Harper on the cheek before shaking my hand and smiling.

“Please be seated…”

My fiancé - if that’s what she still was - had her place reserved beside this bumptious man while I was on the next seat and, as we all settled uncomfortably on the chairs, he directed his words to the attentive females.

“…You are all to be congratulated ladies as you have reached the last three for the unique chance to spend time with me and assist yourselves, along with the Whelps who adore you, in the ongoing search for success in life which as you know I can partially grant…”

It was hard to believe his brassy crass arrogance and I noticed how Harper glared at him in controlled anger and revulsion which was not apparently shared by the eager faces of the other females vying for the questionable prize of his nefarious interest.

His dark eyes evilly watched all the young women including the one that I had prepared so personally before, ironically, he smiled wolfishly showing sharp white teeth.

“…Please relax and eat and I will inform you of my decision shortly.”

Naturally, he knew who we all were by now and made conversation with the two other girls, blonde Catherine, and raven-haired Claire, then Harper as the food was professionally served by the glamorous young women that worked here until only dessert remained.

It was at this point he drew breath then tapped the table for attention and addressed us all quietly which seemed to be his condescending manner in dealing with everyone.

“Given that I have chosen to have Harper here dressed in a lovely black evening gown then obviously she is the one that has piqued my interest if she wishes to take up the opportunity…?”

He gazed at the other two females who looked mortified and seemed to take delight in his ability to cause distress.

“…And even if she doesn’t, because we do not make demands that anyone should feel obliged, then sadly as you have not reached the level to sensually intrigue me at the moment then unfortunately you must leave and take your partners with you as they will no longer be Whelps unless…”

Flaxen haired Catherine gasped throatily.

“Unless what Sir, because we already like it here and…”

She glanced at the man beside her,

“…Harry surely needs the introductions you can provide so please tell us what we can we do to remain as we are open to any suggestion.”

His black eyes glistened.

“Then my Dear simply sign a year’s contract to become one of my working girls with all that entails. and you and your partner will have an income and our full support going forward.”

The couples glanced at each other in obvious circumspection before Claire whispered quickly.

“I’m game Sir where do I go?”

Catherine also mumbled throatily.

“And me Sir,”

He glared at their men.

“Are you Whelps content that your girls pay their part in your advancement…”

His word seemed like daggers to the heart.

“…Because they will be well-trained and well-used which of course you appreciate after toiling here with the other ladies.”

In acquiescence they merely blinked and nodded silently before he gestured to one of the gorgeous waitresses who took the two females away as Harper stared with scared pale blue eyes before the females returned a few minutes later wearing the sexy school uniforms - with short pleated red skirts and long white socks - when he looked up at then down as they stood to attention.

“…You both appreciate your roles?”

Blonde Catherine shivered and giggled like the feminine juvenile she appeared now to be.

“Yes, Sir may we show respect?”

He chuckled then sat back and parted his thighs on the comfortable leather chair before putting his phone on record and giving it to the girl.

“Of course, but please let your companion film because as your men well know we like to have an extensive sexual history of the young women that work here.”

Suddenly the one male partner that had been sitting and obviously raging quietly leapt up and complained bitterly.

“I forbid this and will not play any further part in this decadence.”

Claire then turned on him angrily.

“This was all your idea Danny now do as you’re fucking told, or I will never release you from chastity and you can leave.”

In obvious trauma at the untenable position that had appeared through his foolishness, and after this sore scolding, the concerned man put the phone to his eye then memorialised the sordid scene as his girl and the other one - now kneeling together - withdrew the Master Mason’s enormous erection then began to slowly suckle and lick it while his open palms stroked their hair and he sighed contentedly.

“It’s often difficult for the males to accept their women are available to others and invariably relationships break down, but my girls are not forced, and all enjoy what we offer and can do for them…”

Busy lips and tongues adored his immense genitals before he eventually grunted and covered their flushed faces with rich swathes of white ejaculate before waving his wrist aimlessly and murmuring.

“…You have had your sweet now Girls, and you may go and serve my fellow Wolves who may wish to sample your mouths but no fucking until you have the medical inspection as detailed in the contract…”

His stare descended on the men.

“…You two return to the rest rooms and clean the dirtied girls which is part of your regular duties here as a working Whelp meaning life will remain the same or…”

His tone was diabolical.

“…Leave and don’t come back…!”

The questionable young ladies went to offer their obvious charms within the dining room in their delightful new uniforms while their men skulked off with proverbial tails between their legs until all that remained at the table was the Wolf-Master and us as he took Harper’s trembling hand and guffawed lowly.

“…It is time for your prize and dessert now Harper…”

He handed her a box which she opened to reveal exquisite white shimmering pearls and then sat stunned while the man placed them lightly around her slender neck and simpered.

“…You do look utterly divine my Girl, now come with me and let us have a moment together.”

I felt this was my time to show my metal as I spoke fiercely in her defence.

“Please Sir, she is not like any of the other regular girls here and will not be twisted or bent to your or anyone’s will.”

He merely eased backwards then forwards in his chair and looked at me with his angular lean and handsome visage.

“You think I don’t know that Whelp; I am rarely enlivened by any female given I have so many at my disposal, but Harper has visible grit and fire that I admire because more and more I crave a fight or battle which must be won to defeat and subjugate my prey and…”

He took Harper’s fingers once more and continued.

“…Sense in hope that we will both benefit from the struggle to come.”

She stared at him as if he was a lunatic and whispered weakly.

“I will never be like those other stupid young women that you disposed of and induced so easily…”

Her blue eyes blazed in self-preservation.

“…Never, never will that take place.”  

He leaned over and whispered silently in her ear before she went ashen then turned to me while allowing him to reluctantly lead her towards a rear door.”

“I’ll be just a minute, but rest assured I’ll be safe because you know how I feel about this perversion…”

His hand twisted the handle and Harper muttered on the way through.

“…Don’t worry I’ll be fine.”

Suddenly I was alone and wanted to rush and save her from his predatory grasp but had to trust the virtuous and clever resourceful girl I knew and could only sit and drink too much wine before after less than ten minutes they returned when Master Wolf Mason took his seat - while my girl stood upright with glowing raging cheeks - then pressed a button on his golden phone and passed it to me.

To my utter horror I saw Harper on her knees with her eyes covered over by a black scarf and with a wet pink tongue lolling out before impossibly large spurts and blobs of hormonal white male fluids were unfairly ejaculated and spread from an unseen source onto her visibly shocked face.

Instinctively I rose to my watery feet to flee because what I was viewing seemed disgustingly impossible but then it became worse as a solitary male finger wiped some of the juices soundlessly into Harper’s sweet mouth which she sucked momentarily then stared lifelessly in shock into the lens as blindfold was removed and this was all some terrible nightmare.

The silent movie then ended but I had to review the depravity once more just to remind myself how incredible awful it was before I heard her low voice cry out angrily to me.

“Haven’t you seen and done enough Nathan, as he audaciously tricked me into the video, but I now have the official written offer from your Master for me to be his personal whore…”

She raised a small carrier bag like some murky trophy of her imminent promiscuity.

“…But that will never happen as I am utterly undone, humiliated and insulted and need to get away from this madhouse right now…”

I noticed there was a slight trace of tacky whiteness on the side of her perfect mouth and, as if catching my accusing eye, she swiftly licked the sticky residue of her shame off with a flick in her sparkling tongue and growled in palpable fury.

“…And I am never coming back…!”

She took my hand and forcefully led me out of the notorious decadent Wolf Club and snarled angrily at this awful Wolf Master Mason Alexander.

“…Never ever…Never!”                          

Harper

Ever since having been the sweetest and youngest of girls I felt that I had portrayed a certain style, grace, and feminine charm that most people mistook for boundless confidence.

Even my peers and fellow females thought of me as someone who had been literally blessed with the envied advantage of good looks to inevitably help me make my way through life although in all truth they should have known better, because simply being a girl was always confusing and had been from as long as I could recall.

This was because I soon discovered that all young women - almost without exception - possessed similar angst because however beautiful we appeared to the entire universe on the surface facade, inside our souls there was always something about our faces or fragile forms that made us constantly fret or worry that we would be short of the physical perfection that every girl strived for and which every judgemental man reputedly desired or deserved.

Almost automatically, boys played a divisive role in our developing girlish lives from the earliest days at school, or perhaps long before that, and to be honest we really, barely understood the eternal reason why.

Therefore, each young, confounded child and eventual maturing woman that I knew had slowly created her own little personal cosmos in which to exist inside the real one, and most established differing sets of personal rules or values to get them by, that subtly altered as we became older then especially upon reaching puberty.

That’s when things really became scary and increasingly complicated - especially with me - given I was always considered one of the Superior or Alpha girls and from my earliest teenage years the interest and pursuit of eager hormonal boys became something of a perpetual nuisance and mysterious secret badge of honour with my fellow schoolmates all combined.

The shiny medal came from being pursued then going out with the cutest or most enigmatic young males that everyone fancied the pants off, simply so you could display him like some shiny living trophy while the rest the group could be covetous although the stark realities were that most - if not each example of the apparently fanciable young men - were sadly barely interesting or passable company while of course all wanting the same sordid thing to inflate their uncertain egos.

Which was to get into my fresh perfumed knickers and tease then take my innocence thereby gaining illicit kudos with their stupid pals in doing so.

Sadly, it was all so very tedious and disconcerting.

Therefore, behind the cheery melee of drunken parties or various dates where both sexes were determined to have the best and most memorable of times - for me personally - this mainly involved fending off grasping youths mainly in houses, cinemas, or cars where most were keen to discover the debateable joys of teenage intimacy and intercourse.

As I said, simply being a desirable girl brought with it innumerable pressures and obligations of looking cool while trying to appear alluring from the get-go but the frightening addition of growing up to almost touch maturity where actual sexual deviance reared its fiery primal head created a whole new level of consternation and contradiction.

If you ignored boys in general the rumour began to fly that you were anti-social, or worse frigid, while if a girl slept around, she quickly and outrageously became labelled a Slut which was entirely unfair because that did not seem to apply to the boys who treated any such incident like valiantly winning a famous sexual battle.

Then there were the scheming young men that just wanted to say they had made it with your precious body then disgustingly boast about the conquest to their juvenile boorish friends until in truth the whole grubby emerging bustling social scene became almost overwhelmingly antithetical to my sensitive nature.

Eventually, I did choose what I thought was an admirable presentable male that other people found dreamy and subsequently lost my virginity because the pressure to do so from my schoolmates was immense.

Unfortunately, and merely to add to my confusion, despite my admirer being seen as a local heartthrob while appearing to be utterly devoted, the physicality of our coupling and lack of passion was clearly missing meaning he did not last long or subsequently the other young thrusting men that followed until I thought there was something wrong with me because tragically, I privately barely enjoyed teenage intimate relations at all.

In the last years at my junior high, I began to gradually rebel in my giddy brain against all this trivial theatre between the genders and almost accidentally teamed up with a striking flame-haired tall girl called Jo - who had a bad reputation of being weird with my elite female friends - because she was a non-conformist and tended to follow her own mercurial path.

It was adventurous Jo who initially introduced me to drinking in clubs and bars in town that were away from the relative safety of pedestrian high school romance until, as I started to test the waters, it suddenly it dawned that I was in a brave new world of older men with money who knew what they wanted from naive innocents like me.

My first scurrilous affair was with a stocky business guy called Ray who took me to dinner then an expensive hotel where I discovered for the first time that I amazingly enjoyed an experienced man’s hands upon my sensual milky skin.

There was never any talk of love or how our brief encounter would have any affect to a glowingly pure reputation because they were adults and merely looking for sexual satisfaction but not any relationship because most - if not all the men that came along - were married even if their lying lips swore on the bible they were not.

It was a treacherous learning curve because I realised then how untrustworthy and unreliable the male of the species appeared to be.

That fact, to be frank, never really bothered me as I desired nothing from any of them other than a good time but then Jo - watching my development with interest - asked if I wished to go to a most unusual party one night which I found intriguing coming from her, and when I took her up on the offer it literally and immediately blew my naïve mind.

This was because the lively event - with Jo at my side and my guide to encourage my sensual education - proved to be an initial entrance into a unknown world of BDSM mixed in with domination and after some wine, the plentiful pretty young girls - who obviously got-off on this depravity - were politely stripped to their cutesy underwear then gently tied up by the mature men in mostly generic dark suits, as if they were simply feminine toys.

Some of us were laid on beds while other attached to post or walls like breathing ornaments for the voyeuristic males to casually stroke or lightly touch until quite bizarrely I began to sense a spiritual awakening or excitement I had never experienced before.

All the girls there apparently felt the same exotic then erotic spark and I soon watched as Jo grumbled to climax as one of the anonymous males eased his investigative finger inside her fine frilly panties while she was bound helplessly until impossibly the same presumptive and invasive act was done to me as I weakly gasped and twisted to my own smutty bliss.

At the end of the surreal evening each girl had to suspend herself half-naked over the legs of one of the dominant men and then be firmly patted then spanked on our naked bottoms before I went home that unforgettable night with a raw backside and an inkling of an unusual taste or possible penchant for the sexually bizarre.

Jo calmly complimented me on my pluck and although what happened in invasive ways was actually physically less than I had shared with a man before, I confirmed that I had quite enjoyed the strange deviance and when she offered me the chance to return a couple of weeks later, I did so willingly and out of mere curiosity because this was so much more fun than dating boring boys that were more ignorant about such perverse matters than I was.

Over the next month or so I dipped my pretty toes into the decadence where unusually the men did not desire to fuck me but took their sexual delight or pleasure in merely teasing and tormenting my skin alongside the other girls with a whole retinue of divine titillating torture until late one evening I found myself being suspended with just my flimsy bra and panties on while an older man with grey hair whipped me lightly with a six-string flail.

After beating me salaciously but seductively softly suddenly he was at my back when he gaggled then grumbled pointedly.

“I’ve watched you play here young lady but now it’s not going to be a game…”

I went to cry but he quickly placed a black plastic ball gag in my mouth to scare and silence me then laughed at my visible fear and gurgled.

“…No one can hear me down here in the basement so maybe I’ll…”

His fingers pulled down my damp knickers before easing the wetness from my leaking pussy into my anal cavity and growling.

“…Fuck your ass like the Whore you long to be…”

His longest digit pressed and probed inside my impenetrable place before he reduced the tension on the rope holding me aloft then started grunting.

“…Spread your legs and bend over if you want fucking then, Bitch…”

Despite my real panic, inner physical cravings kicked in, as I leaned lower instinctively until I felt the peak of his erection slide dangerously along the dark crease of my anal line before he removed my gag and murmured darkly.

“…Beg me to fuck you Bitch and maybe I will.”

It was as if the decent side of my brain could not manage my internal primitive needs, given I whined then whinnied like a frisky pony without a trace of pride that had protected me all my days.

“Please fuck me Sir…fuck my ass like a Slut because I deserve it….”

The smooth hard tip of his masculine length was now tightly pressing against my puckered entrance as I wailed.

“…Take me, have me just like…this!”

He monstrously moved just within the virginal crease of me with increasing speed and tempo before ejaculating all over my pert warm bottom then teasing the fluids into my vaginal sliver when, with a flick and twist of his clever fingertips, I was sent over the orgasmic abyss when he laughed sarcastically.

“I can tell that you delight in the illicit power of this diversion, Harper, and in time with training you will definitely be used and abused like this if you return to the house, but our initial aim with young women like you is only to educate them into a new form of divisive pleasure which we hope your senses find entertaining as we have no other ulterior motive…”

With the rope now released and limp I dropped to my knees when he stood over me and held my unbalanced head.

“…As both parties need to find their own personal delight but …”

My eyes looked up as If they had been hypnotised.

“…If you wish to provide some gratification to me then open up…”

My lips parted involuntarily to allow his soft cock between them until I began to slowly suckle the warm slimy flesh as though I wanted to although I had never done this awful filthy act before in my life.

Improbably but enticingly, I started to feel his penis gradually pulsing then growing in my mouth and clamped down harder in anticipation as he smiled wickedly.

“…A good Little Slut has to enjoy this because perhaps you will be doing this for all of us very soon…”

The anonymous man - I did not know the name of anyone here because privacy came before everything - was like iron now as steely fingertips held my cranium while he moved his strong hips and powerful cock against me with divisive rhythm then exhaled.

“…Fuck you Dirty Little Girl….!”

A stream of seminal fluid inevitably poured into the back of my gagging throat making me gulp and swallow, but he did not release his grip until the penile pump had stopped entirely when it withdrew before his face smirked in satisfaction.

“…Dry off then dress and perhaps you will develop this advancement next week…”

His words were unconscionable.

“…We me or one of the other men here!”

What happened that evening with the immoral male -who had merely been toying with me - and what I shared with devilish Jo inside that place of ill-repute alongside these deviant masculine companions, was possibly merely a passing harmless distraction for few months before I left to go to college because, after the disturbingly perverse last lusty night when this crude beast threatened to take my bottom, I never returned for what you would have thought were obvious reasons.

However - as I deduced to myself over the next few days after the unsettling event - the real and genuine explanation for my swift flight to freedom or respectability was that I secretly and unrepeatably enjoyed the depravity much too much and had possibly unspeakably ached for the crude base man to disgustingly fornicate with me in the foulest of ways.

Sanely I then recognised the need to be very cautious as I was undoubtedly treading a precarious line because it became strikingly transparent to me that such insidious primitive appetites for a virtuous young woman setting out to make her way in the world were more than unacceptable.

In all veracity, my tangible growing promiscuous urges for privately discovering more about this unusual perversion were becoming sorely unwise and could be considered increasingly dangerous.

Subsequently, as I set out on a new more puritan and sensible road at college, I decided to reset or reinvent myself and make a fresh more innocuous and informed adjustment while promising the decent side of me that I would tread far more carefully in the future because - after all - my true female desire was to become successful, happily married with a growing glowing family.

Ironically, this was just like all the fellow other schoolmates I had increasingly frowned upon for their soporific romantic instincts and confirmed the fact - exactly as I stated at the very start of my lurid tale or confession - being a girl was surely never meant to be easy!

Was it?

Over my first couple of years at this bastion of higher education I became something of a born-again virgin appearing almost virtuous and untouchable to all while ensuring that any involvement with the plentiful selection of men there never resulted in anything more than a friendly kiss of the tiniest explorative adventure if I was ever feeling needy or, dare I admit, randy.

And to be honest I was sensually alive most of the time because since that unforgettable short period at the house of indecency - which I unsuccessfully tried to erase from my errant mind or imagination - if ever such illicit thoughts wandered about debased things I knew so little about, I privately masturbated on skilled fingertips merely to retain some mental peace or sanity and to preserve this enjoyable veneer and aura of tranquillity and purity I had worked so hard upon.

My excuse with most boys that pursued me along with every other fanciable girl was that I was off men or taking a break from relationships and this laudable tale worked well because I had learned many moons before that boys did not enjoy the loneliness and desolation of becoming trapped in the dreaded friend zone.

I presumed this was worse than the horrible mythical Phantom Zone - which were in the superman comics my brother used to leave around for me to look at - but like much in my life I knew little about such isolation, because on the face of it I was always at the social centre of things and having a great libertine time.

Although in truth that was never how it felt to me.

Nathan Jones first crossed my path early in my last year of my degree when I had a small course on business in combination with my arts studies and I was strangely drawn to him as you would to a desperate friendly pet.

The young man was affable and attractive in the same way that a still black and white portrait on a blank canvas of a handsome face could be, but for me he lacked personality or depth and although he asked me out nervously and I went with him once just to be sociable, I naturally told him about being men being off my menu which brightly illuminated  the prospect of the friend zone which as always cooled any obvious male ardour towards me.  

To complicate matters however for the first time since my past temporary aberration with a wayward life I started to become vaguely interested with an impressive and striking Black man called Theo who was clever, irresistibly charming and good looking while having the advantage of being an exceptionally good kisser.

There was a strong part of me that wanted to throw of this cloying aura of morality I had cast around me like a sanctimonious veil, along with my clothes, and grubbily fuck him but unfortunately for me I knew he was already doing that with most - if not all - of my stupid friends and once more for internal self-respect and to maintain this impression of decency I had re-established, I wriggled from his nefarious clutches before he had his wicked way simply to ease this feminine ache I seemed to carry about all the time.

It was within this period of emotional confusion that Nathan - who I had successfully ignored for many weeks - sat beside one night and explained quite bizarrely that he was the one man in the universe that wanted to be my boyfriend while remaining content to remain so only a platonic basis.

To this news I laughed suspiciously - as you would - but then Nathan said he could prove it and after giving him the chance a few days later merely for entertainment he did so in a most unexpected and unusual way by presenting me with a most bizarre small device before eventually wearing it while promising that he would remain in chastity to show that his devotion and love for me was entirely genuine and pure.

In truth I should have made light of his grand improbable gesture and sent him packing, as any respectable girl would have, but unmentionably there was immediately something about the compelling mask of decadence regarding his offer that secretly appealed and brought illicit traces of my briefest foray into the shadowy world of submission and domination that still played inside my head like a twisting, evil, poisonous snakes.

As the weeks passed along, Nathan began telling me juicy anecdotes and wild rumours about this mysterious Wolf Club he belonged to that sounded desperately deranged - which I barely believed - before one wayward wanton night when I crazily allowed him to kneel at my feet and lick my pussy until I anointed him with orgasmic female ejaculate.

By this point I had even allowed if not encouraged him to start wearing my panties to relieve his primitive male urges into and subsequently, very slowly, began to embrace this weird erotic odyssey he was embarked on as if it had improbably become my very own.

Naturally, I pleaded goodliness or occasional trauma to what was developing but as Nathan began to buy me sublime expensive lingerie and then take secret pictures of me - as if I would not notice - there was a secret surging part of my libidinous spirit that longed to find out more about this mysterious place where he worked so immorally even though every sensual bone I had, was sounding shrieking alarm bells.

When, after a few months of my association with Nathan, he took me to an open evening for this mysterious Club along with other girlfriends or supposed fiancés of the Whelps - that was insultingly how they were known - and we were formally presented to the Wolves like sweet fresh meat to possibly replace the spectacular young women that paraded about virtually naked, without question the entire unedifying experience literally blew me away.

What happened so outrageously that surreal night caused me to run and break up with Nathan straight away, because suddenly it became transparent that I was not the only girl that enjoyed being subjugated or submissive to strong rich men and found what they could provide appealing while the whole subversive heady ambience of this entire opulent building and enterprise was alike a proverbial mythical siren call to my re-emerging but barely contained sinful side.

Disgust then denial worked for a few long days but then Nathan provided a lovely black designer evening dress alongside an invitation to have dinner with the Master Wolf Mason Alexander - who literally exuded wealth and absolute power - which became impossible to resist then refuse although I agreed only on the apparently munificent basis to help Nathan for his future and demonstrate that this supercilious man could not have his proverbial female cake and eat it as well.

Not with me anyway!

The reason I gave however was all a ruse because I barely knew what I was doing but could not ignore going into the Wolf’s den a final time - especially when we were provided with a luxury hire car for the night - where bizarrely I personally caged Nathan once more in his metal prison and when I could barely eat a morsel during dinner because I was so nervous about so many mixed-up things at this surreal Club.

Then, to add to the palpable drama, Master Mason announced that I had somehow won the questionable prize - although never wanting it - of becoming his personal assistant or probable whore in training for three months during and after which time both Nathan and I would be assisted in gaining excellent jobs and provided with the brightest of futures.

The other girls that had been fed at the debatable winner’s table had already fallen over into the dark side by signing to become just another female working at the Club - with all that obviously disgustingly entailed - and ultimately demonstrated their commitment to serving the Wolf cause by together sucking his huge cock to fruition while their overwrought partners fled or merely looked on in horror but soon realised they were helpless to stop their girls descending into sexual servitude then hell.

Then terrifyingly it was just Nathan and I with this obvious mature Monster because once the other feeble promiscuous females had been dispatched to other duties and before I could declare that the evening was over for Nathan and me - as we had already seen enough - the man leaned over and whispered gently then persuasively in my ear.

“I know this sounds strange, Harper, but I want you to trust and follow my lead because I will not attack or coerce you into anything but merely wish to explain things that are understandably unclear in your muddy mind or imagination…”

I looked haplessly into his dark magnetic eyes then quickly melted because I knew he was correct and that my female inquisitive nature indeed craved to comprehend what was happening inside this patently mad world as he exhaled and took my hand.

“…Please be assured that you will be fine and do not need to provide anything or make the slightest commitment today….”

My lips then gestured and murmured to Nathen’s shocked face that I would return shortly then went with this horrible man behind a door leading to a small room where he offered me wine - which I drank simply to sooth my raggedy nerves - and sighed.

“…It is rare that a new girl sorely ignites my interest, but I would admit that you do, Harper, and I long to torment, torture, seduce and utterly corrupt you as I mentioned at our last meeting, although you must eventually desire me to do so.”

In growing temper at my inability to think straight I hissed at him angrily.

“There is no way I will become your whore and….”

I barely knew what to say so I grumbled something that sounded plausible.

“…Nathan would never allow it.”
He chuckled lowly and stroked my ditzy head.

“Oh, my Darling Girl…how deliciously unaware you are because in truth that it is precisely his most earnest dream for you to succumb to me and my devilish desires; and for your fall into depravity while being recorded every perverse step along the way so he can view it over and over again…”

All I could do was glare at him aghast before he went on.

“…Surely you know it was me he provided revealing pictures of you merely to tease then tempt me to buy you more luscious finery that he also kindly also provided images for, and which will be the initial photographic record of your imminent beginning here…”

I went to speak but he smiled wanly and applied firm pressure on my confounded cranium until weak legs had me on my bended knees as he laughed.

“… In your heart you know what I say is true while don’t you want to help Nathan and yourself on your way to a glorious life because I can arrange a fabulous job for you at a prestigious gallery here and a position for your man at a fine law firm to make his way into a career…?”

As I stupidly blinked his fingertips softly placed a smooth cover over my eyes to unfairly blind me as he whispered again like Satan himself spreading sullied irresistible ideas as if he knew the secret debased side of me.

“…Trust me, Harper, as I wish you no harm just long to assist and degrade you which I believe you desire as much as I do…”

While I shivered in darkness, I felt him place thin cord gently around my wrist to ceremoniously hold my arms behind my back - because I could easily cast them off and escape if I wanted to - then sensed him tower over my prostrate form before speaking softly.

“…Tongue out…please…now hold it…that’s a Good Girl…!”

My addled mind then recalled the unknown man from a few years ago that had tied and scared me so subversively and I held my breath then waited for his cock to enter my mouth but then jumped in alarm when cold wet fluids covered my glowing skin before the blindfold was swiftly removed and his one inky eye smiled down on me while the other was blocked behind a camera phone over recording my obvious disgrace.

“…Harper, I did tell you it was time for a dessert….”

I flicked out my tongue instinctively in dismay to taste the gooey creamy essence all over lower face and nose - that I presumed to be sperm - then looked at him in utter perplexity as his longest finger teased and eased some of the froth between pouting lips when I sucked the hardness involuntarily as he laughed gently to share the joke.

“…I trust you enjoy vanilla?”

His trickery, crudeness and audacity were beyond decency, reason, or acceptability as he unwound the slight ties that bound and continued making a video of me slurping the ice cream that everyone else watching this video would naturally presume was thick wads of ejaculate before I finished the sweet white deposits to clear my palate then snapped at him in fury.

“How dare you treat me like this?”


He shrugged ambivalently then casually lifted me onto shaky feet where his warm palm covered my left breast and felt my nipple harden and the beating heart of me running at ten to the dozen before inhaling with confidence.

“Because it makes our collective blood race, Harper…”

The seducer picked up my phone and presumptuously entered some numbers then passed me a compact carrier bag and spoke warmly.

“…I have placed my contact details in your device and items inside the bag you might find informative because when we return to the table, I will show your anxious fiancé the silent movie we made when you shall demand to leave then on the basis never to return but I wager…”

His finger teased the outline of my stiff teats which made me wince.

“…You will soon see clearly that he secretly aches and craves you to, although obviously the decision will be ultimately yours.”

Needing separation, I pushed his hand away and scowled while fighting for breath.

“I will not come back to a Brute like you and if I did it would be reluctantly because I would never willingly surrender to such an odious obnoxious man.”

Surprisingly, he merely grinned.

“That would be truly wonderful, as I am increasingly discovering sex for its own sake is becoming almost pedestrian whereas the challenge for a woman to detest or truly deny me, I find sorely irresistible…”

He held my arm momentarily as if to help me settle then led me to the door and sighed.

“…You have two days to agree to the terms of the document inside the bag and become my personal assistant for three months after which time the offer is forever rescinded.”

The protective motherly side of me was coming out.

“And what about Nathan if I refuse?”

His huge shoulders shifted meaningfully once again.

“I’m afraid Harper that without you he no longer has a true calling or purpose here and will leave in short order.”

I hated him suddenly and spat to show my instinctive emotions in his regard.

“You really are a hard-hearted callous Bastard!”

In answer his lips kissed my red cheek gently as he laughed like a much younger man.

“I’m a predatory Wolf, Harper, and I’m here to capture, beat and eat you…not provide romance and…”

He kissed the other cheek as if for luck, but in my perilous state I reckoned I needed that spot of fortune more than he did.

“…If that’s what you really wish for then you remain just as complete as when I discovered you, and should it take your fancy you can simply stay with dependable Nathan although…”

His fingers unfairly pinched the soft flesh on my ass as he pushed me through the door then towards my temporary fiancé and mumbled softly.

“…I wager that is not what you honestly want?”

Nathan was wearing a strained and worried look on his red face like a raging beacon before we were all seated again which is when almost instantly Master Mason’s spoken perverse plan of showing him the surreal video went into instant motion and - before even appreciating - I was then doing precisely as he instructed.

Because in understandably uncontrolled vitriol my scathing mouth snapped at Nathan that we needed to leave and never return and before hardly drawing needful air had left this despicable male bastion and deplorable place when we were sitting for recovery within our large, borrowed car in the darkened underground parking area when my companion whimpered pathetically.

“I still have the golden cage on and don’t have a key…”

He gazed at me as if he was dying.

“…Please will you get it as I fear there is no way back to get it now as I obviously would not have it on my conscience for you contemplate surrender to that devious odious man.”

The inflection in his wavery voice demonstrated he was unnaturally excited as I spoke circumspectly just to test the deeply uncharted dirty waters of his mind.

“If you wish me to let the Bastard use and fuck me for three months then should you ask, Nathan, maybe I might consider it just to assist you.”

His skin went the brightest shade of crimson I’d ever witnessed as he whined.

“No never…I won’t ever agree or condone such a thing whatever the advantage might be for you or me but…”

Nathan really was suffering at the prospect of not being able to escape his cage.

“…Please, I have to get this thing off me.”

With no other option available I grudgingly returned to reception then asked politely for Dianne who came straight down before smiling in amusement at my request and took me into the changing room where the girl emptied Nathan’s locker and gave me the panties - she told me he once wore - along with two shiny keys before placing them in my hand while grinning broadly.

“Can I kiss and welcome you…?”

Dianne pulled me to her luscious body when unexpectedly our mouths met before hard investigative fingers went below the dress and found my feminine wetness past the thin underwear when she exhaled in explanation.

“…Master Mason wanted to know if you were comfortable around other girls…”

She was obviously expert at knowing exactly where to titillate or touch for maximum effect and laughed at my concern.

“…And will expect you to eventually share his bed with them then sexually perform…”

My body inexplicably instinctively shivered then shuddered to orgasm at this audacious news but when Dianne undid the silver button on her crotch, I kneeled then instinctively and reciprocally suckled at the magnetic moist crease of it as she groaned.

“…Oh Harper, just there…fuck…this is definitely the life for a beauteous and adventurous girl like you.”

Her divine body amazingly convulsed to heaven before I rose and exploded like a burning Catherine Wheel whirling out of control.

“I just needed the fucking key and please understand despite what you think I am not coming back to become a whore like you.”

Dianne snickered as if I was a comedienne and kissed my slippery mouth.

“Course you are Baby…sure you are…but a bit of advice…just take his cage off and put Nathan in these pretty panties then merely ask if he wants Master Mason to make a visual history about your sexual downfall, because he’s literally pored over the sexual records regarding rest of us on the computer at the end of each visit here….”

Her hands held me tightly and she whispered like an insidious brain worm in my ear.

“…And he longs to film you being taken, Harper…but if you’re still unsure then just watch Nathan closely because given what has happened this evening will definitely make him masturbate and ejaculate constantly…”

I began to walk away, as my mind desperately needed space or perspective to find my feet once more, while she called after my swift footsteps.

“…If you wish to see his real desire then don’t put him back into chastity until you fully decide to take up the contract and…”

Her voice literally hung in the air for a moment.

“…Resist being empathetic or even kind to him as Whelps don’t appreciate it because they crave…”

She giggled skittishly.

“…Divine sufferance!”

My blonde head by this stage was unbalanced and literally falling off to this audacious deviant maelstrom but the climax with Dianne had weirdly relaxed me a little meaning I returned to the car in the dimness of the underground where Nathan was waiting with a flushed and glowing face as he groaned weakly.

“Have you got the key?”

I nodded purposefully.

“Yes of course, both keys, along with your cute underwear you used to wear here as I explained to Dianne, we will certainly not be coming back under any circumstances so trousers off and let me assist…”

My fingers slowly turned the golden lock and then undid the intriguing jigsaw of the device as it was relatively simple and I had seen then completed the process many times, before presenting the demeaning cage to him as if it was a prize then sighed.

“…Put the panties on as I wish to see you wear them…”

He did not argue - given he was used to parading in my knickers - and quietly drew the sensual cotton up his thin legs until then around the small genitals that were becoming visibly erect and therefore held tightly by the smooth material as I spoke pointedly.

“…Why are you so hard, Nathan…?”

My lips scowled at him as his hand moved down to the stiffness.

“…Don’t you dare fucking touch it Whelp after what I have been through…it seems that the base video Master Mason took excited you didn’t it…?”

His cranium shook involuntarily in denial of the perversely patent, but I could see the truth written all over his foolish features that glowered then glowed guiltily even in the gloom which made me press the provocative point.

“…Would you truly like me to become a whore and make a living lewd history of my descent into depravity so you can watch for personal pernicious pleasure as I understand you have with the other louche girls that work there…?”

To my shock the front of the knickers became instantly and revealingly saturated due to his inner demons as I inhaled bitterly.

“…Perhaps you secretly yearn to video me yourself while I perform degenerately for Master Mason and the other Wolves if that is expected as part of my potential role…?”

Improbably the visual pulse in his just released penis was apparent once again as I muttered on coarsely.

“…Maybe on my knees or my back as they fuck my mouth then perhaps eventually my virginal ass…”

I watched in disbelief as his fingers reached down once more to diabolically rub the growing male extension as I whispered sarcastically.

“…That’s it, Nathan…you push and press like some degenerate to the sordid vison and show me how you get off on this depravity…”

In seconds, the pure fabric of the panties was utterly soaked again before I fell back onto my padded leather seat, pulled up the lovely dress and hissed fiercely.

“…Between my legs Whelp and make me cum because I am suddenly desperate to cum and lose this raging tension inside me…”

Instantly his golden head moved below the long hem before the blessed mouth pushed directly against my slimy vaginal sliver as I secretly wallowed in the invasion of his warm wet lips before sighing.

“…Be honest Nathan, and I promise not to be upset…would you truly like me to agree to Master Mason’s offer to become his personal assistant for a while…?”

He did not reply to such a provocatively charged question, but I could feel the illicit desire in the urgent movement of his tongue as I groaned softly if not persuasively.

“…Just tell me how you feel Nathan, so I understand your viewpoint…try and be brave then sincere and maybe I will not become unfairly unhinged which might surprise you.”

My rattled consciousness was precariously perched upon the climactic edge when he stopped sucking me for a moment before spluttering with smeared sticky lips.

“I don’t know Miss, but I am indeed reluctant to leave this unique place after my all my efforts, trials and tribulations here and would readily accept any pain or indignity in observing you suffer under his rule if it provided us with the wondrous opportunities we need to move forward to the productive destiny and jobs we deserve.”

His weasel words were utterly astonishing and resulted in me drawing his insipid head back into my crotch ever more tightly and exhaling tersely.

“If that is the case then I would have to treat you like a personal Whelp Nathan which means becoming firm and distant with you.”

His oral soft flesh began to wriggle crazily inside me as he gasped cravingly.

“Oh yes Miss that would be….”

My mind and desirous body could patently handle no more flicking, licking and indecency as I vibrated in madness then ejaculated hot female fluids over his salivating mouth while it grumbled.

“…Perfect.”

We were in some type of silent trauma for a few confounded muddy minutes and remained still before both taking a while to gradually recover what senses we had remaining then slowly made ourselves respectable - it seemed as if such a state was improbable - while I watched Nathan shaking his golden head to clear it then drove the vehicle very tentatively back to the college campus where it would be left for collection as arranged with one of the security officers there.

In veracity I had no idea at all what to say to him or myself regarding the deviance that had gone on during the evening in so many mercurial and decadent ways, and when we reached my room, I kissed Nathan on the cheek then whispered wearily.

“I need to sleep so I can think straight because this has all been…”

My imagination tried to find the right adjective, but it was beyond me to place how I felt into mere words, so I changed the tricky subject which was an easier fallback position.

“… Although I cannot, in reality or good conscience, feebly go to that pompous predatory man and have him seduce and degrade me….”

Nathan’s misty hazel eyes continued to betray him and incense me.

“…Even though you appear to unacceptably want me to, so let me call you tomorrow when I feel we will have to break this absurd dalliance and go our separate ways.”

His face dropped to the floor as he instantly pleaded for help or pity and made me recall what Dianne had mentioned before I left.

“Will you put the cage back on me please, Miss, because I desperately wish to remain under your domain until the very end.”

He was so miserable and wretched it was strangely, personally, and unmentionably intoxicating, as I led the relative boy inside my private space then had him strip before wiping his penis dry then almost casually placing the small piece of flesh safely into the gleaming device before sighing acridly.

“Better now…?”

Impossibly I felt an unmentionable twinge of desire as I muttered.

“…And maybe you have changed your mind about still wishing to be my personal Whelp?”

He stood then naked apart from the golden twinkling prison and grumbled submissively.

“No Miss I still long to do that of course and serve you while I can.”

My response was quick and instinctive because with only two days to provide an answer to Master Wolf Mason’s proposal, the pressure was on if I wanted to make a deadly decision.

“Well maybe let’s try it Whelp…remove my clothes and hang the dress up…”

Nathan unclipped then unpeeled everything then placed the divine evening dress in my cupboard and put the lingerie on the back of the dresser then fell to his knees automatically as I allowed him to serve my most sensual spot which made me groan.

“…Make me cum then Whelp, wash my and your underwear and perhaps I will allow you to sleep here because…”

The gradual sensation of power over his tortured soul was becoming ever-more intriguing if not addictive.

“…You certainly can’t harm me with you cage on…”

I was spiteful because Nathan seemed to deserve it.

“…Or off come to that…!”

Once more his delightfully attentive mouth took my inflamed libido there promptly which enabled me to vibrate in sexual resolution and eventual peace then chuckle while running to the shower.

“…And I am simply much too exhausted to think about anything else tonight!”

After washing I put on a comfy cotton pyjama set and was asleep in seconds as I heard him cleaning the items I requested, then did not recall anything else until I awoke in the early dawn with Nathan at my side proudly displaying his glittering cage while lying atop the bed as if it was a shimmering prize.

In unusual impulse I took the package in my hand and felt how warm and limp it was which made me once more remember the counsel from Dianne not to restrict him until I had made up my mind about entering this wicked offer with Master Mason - presumably with a weak Whelp like Nathan at my service - because most clearly this diminutive penis betrayed his innermost disgraceful thoughts.

Subsequently and very quietly, I undid the shiny constraint then removed it which made him stir and whine.

“I thought I was keeping it on Miss?”

I ignored the question entirely and muttered.

“Use my shower then put on the panties you cleaned last night and come back.”

In less than five minutes he was fragrant and fresh with the comforting underwear around his diminutive masculinity and stood anxiously before me then mumbled.

“Are we over, Miss…am I to be dismissed?”

My eyes focussed intently on his forming little bulge as if it might become a living signpost to guide my way and I sighed with uncertainty.

“I’m not sure, as I feel I am letting you down by not agreeing to his offer…”

Nathan went to talk but I waved him mute and continued.

“…Now tell me frankly…did you enjoy the illicit video of last evening that he unreasonably showed you…?”

He went pale then tongue-tied and appeared dumb, but I saw his little but expanding cock twitch before snapping in ire.

“…The one he made of me on my knees with a mask over my eyes while my hands were tied fast to enable him to degrade and ejaculate all over my…”

Before I could finish the sentence, he unacceptably spurted drops of semen into the gusset as I smiled pointedly because the truth of his illicit desires seemed inescapable.

“…Lips and face then had me eat it…”

My voice sounded angry, but I wasn’t, because Nathan did not know that the semen had merely been vanilla ice cream, and this all remained still a subversive gambit as things stood.

“…Your miserable tiny prick tells me it inflamed you so let your feeble mouth confirm the same.”

Nathan seemed to tremble in concern and abashment before groaning as if he was in pain.

“Yes, shamefully I did like it Miss…I’m sorry but to see you in that way was…”

Unbelievably I could witness him becoming hard again as if he could not control his patently mucky mind resulting in me patting my knees and then had him lay over them when I stroked his divinely covered bottom then spanked it firmly as he groaned in confession.

“…It was absolutely mesmerising.”

I pushed then pressed his lower body down against the firm thighs which made him wriggle before smacking him harder, then muttering darkly.

“Tell me you wish to record and observe my fall from grace and eventual seduction at the Wolf Club while becoming this man’s Slut merely so you can gain advancement…”

His erection through the panties was pulsing with hot blood against my warm creamy skin as it began to indecently rub against me before I scolded him.

“…Oh Nathan, how you crave for me to suck him then bend over and let the Bastard take my…”

My knickers received more crazed white fluids as he gulped, and I exhaled in giddiness.

“…Cunt then ass…let him fuck my tight impenetrable ass!”

He went utterly soundless and still then tried to run from the evidence of his body even though I had just seen how Nathan’s needy libido and perverse actions betrayed the unacceptable inner spiritual deviance until finally a low voice whimpered in false explanation.

“I’m sorry Miss…obviously I don’t want him to but…but…”

I laughed sarcastically and completed his indecent thoughts.

“…But you do Nathan…you most definitely do...”

My body rolled over as I tried to cleverly hide how sexually alive this degeneracy made me feel and sighed meaningfully.

“Leave me now as I need to have time and solitude to consider what to do.”

He mumbled stupidly.

“Am I to be dismissed forever, Miss?”

“No go to your room put on one of the clean pairs of my panties you have taken over recent months and try not to think about what could happen to me with Wolf Master Mason and at the Club if I become one of the base promiscuous girls there…”

Nathan drew on clothes to cover his shame as I smirked.

“…But if you ejaculate in them then text to inform me and change again because we shall have dinner tonight when I will come to a decision about our immediate future.”

In all seriousness I was pleased to see him vanish because I surely needed some time then distance to examine if I was the same sensible, cautious girl that I used to be then quickly concluded that I was, but the suppressed shadowy parts of me I had kept hidden from view had somehow unexpectedly escaped their mental shackles to subversively flower then grow most disturbingly in the bright light of indecency.

I sensed that this illumination could be possibly imprisoned once more if I truly set my mind to it, but without doubt the secret libertine girl in my soul hungered and yearned for this decadence for reasons that were entirely beyond my ability to fathom.

Given what had happened that night and the salacious interaction with Nathan before he departed, I was mentally drawn and physically exhausted meaning I dozed for a while because with exams and results concluded my time was virtually free.

Most bizarrely, my confounded head immediately drifted off into some lazy hazy dream where I was being sensually abused then diabolically violated which made me become fully awake before surrendering to teasing titillation which cleared my brain momentarily but left me with the conundrum of if I truly wanted to play the whore for Wolf Master Mason and his devilish ilk.

I had breakfast in my room then pushed around the small file containing the contract the malevolent Wolf Master had supplied but did not open it until lunchtime where I read it numerous times over a slice of quiche and a couple of glasses of wine because the contents were utterly degenerate and outrageous.

The documents laid out in simple terms that should I sign then I would become the property of Wolf-Master Mason for three whole months during which time I would submit to sensual training to become one of his girls at the Club which was an option once my personal spell with him had been successfully completed.

There was no mention of my sexual servitude, but such words did not need to be written down explicitly because the underlying meaning of such a Faustian bargain was clear as pure white snow which I certainly would not be if I foolishly placed my neat signature on the bottom line.

These demands were bad enough, but the enticements were even worse because it stated that I was to remain at his penthouse on top of the Wolf Club building with my fiancé, when we would both be paid an exorbitant amount of money and be eased into jobs that were far beyond our aspirations or perhaps abilities.

And there was even a long-term plan going forward to complete a first year working at the Club, but I barely took much heed of the position or bribe because I knew that prostituting myself in this wilful sinful way was entirely beneath me.

I might mention there was also an escape clause at which point both me and Nathan would be stripped of any benefits that had been provided before being cast out from the Wolf’s lair with no possibility of recall or redemption.

Soon, my small, lonely meal was concluded I had heard from Nathan three times that he had dirtied my panties then changed as my mind became utterly conflicted because the sensible careful and respectable part of me knew this offer was entirely wrong and contemptable while the secret primitive side of my nature and personality was running around my head like a maniac screaming, “Let me find out what I’m missing and been wondering about for so long.”

My legs tried to walk off the insufferable tension but after an hour I gave up then returned to my room and tried not to touch myself because my vagina was literally humming or pumping to so many mixed-up maniacal thoughts that I could not control no matter how I tried.

Ultimately the primal itch became too irresistible to deny, and I undid my trousers and slipped comforting fingertips to torment my clitoral point then secretly recognised that I had wanted to be a bad and dirty girl for far so long but frankly never really knew how to, before concluding that maybe surrendering to a mature experienced man that knew about such subtle debauchery was degrading but understandably unconscionably compelling.

As I kept myself deliciously tipped on the sexual edge, I had to privately admit that there was a buried part of my psyche that was desirous of this wild opportunity but was simply if not reasonably much too scared to grasp it firmly or with any purpose.

My brain weaved and wandered as I ached to find release but strangely took increasing delight in the vibrations from my slight light teasing then longed for the courage to just test the water considering the contract stated I could run if I needed to.

Perhaps all I needed was an excuse when fatefully the phone rang, and it was Nathan who was breathless as he gasped.

“I’m sorry I’ve climaxed again and wanted to ask if you are, OK?”

The impulse to torment or punish him for what I wanted to do was irresistible.

“No, my fiancé wishes to whore me out to rich men so they can…”

Instinctively, I knew he was playing with himself as he groaned.

“No don’t say it please…please Miss.”

My lips curled spitefully.

“You want to stay at the Club, don’t you?”

His response was expected.

“Yes…forgive me but even with this problem and dilemma it still remains such an opportunity.”

I laughed accusingly.

“For you to observe and record me being dishonoured then sexually humiliated and become another mindless plaything for these devilish males…”

Instinctively I knew he was there before driving him over the abyss.

“…To suck them and fuck them to order and let the malevolent Beasts take my ass!”

His respiration audibly rose then fell swiftly and I knew he had cum into my knickers yet again as I grumbled angrily.

“That’s the last ejaculation you will have if you wish me to go through with this, which I might be prepared to do if you are in my room in five minutes when I will inform you of my demands.”

Nathan arrived in a flash when I had him strip and instantly placed the flaxen cage around his limp genitals, settled on the bed just wearing flimsy pink panties and smiled blankly as I picked up my phone then sighed.

“Lay between my legs and serve me Whelp then tell me you wish me to do this, and perhaps I’ll speak to Master Mason and provide a few informative rules of my own …”

His warm slippery tongue began to suckle my crease through the sheer fabric which was already well past moist, and I sighed.

“…Is that what you really want Nathan to become my slave and Whelp and have me surrender myself?”

Unbelievably he countered promptly and without integrity.

“It’s just for three months and I will be by your side every…”

My hips pressed up against the oral compression and I shivered and spurted to orgasm before he exhaled to finish our pact.

“…Sullied second.”

I kept his head locked between my thighs then pressed the number the Wolf-Master had put into my phone and suddenly heard his low gravelly voice.

“Hello Harper…are you ready to be corrupted?”

The question seemed so innocent in a strange sort of way as I sought to hold onto my sanity and pride.

“You were right.”

“The Whelp wants you to?”

“Yes.”

“And you?”

He laughed at my dither, and I groaned.

“Maybe, but will I have no rights at all?”

Once more he seemed mildly amused and spoke bluntly.

“No, I shall own you and your body in all ways but will not penetrate your mouth, cunt or ass unless you ask me to.”

I kicked off my knickers then drew Nathan’s mouth closely against my sodden vaginal line to heighten the delicious tension that was building before grumbling into the speaker.

“I will never willingly let you do that.”

The man merely snickered.

“Oh Harper, that is precisely why I chose you, because I find that most girls are much too easy for a man like me and I long for a significant challenge therefore hope you rebuff and resist me for as long as you can…”

His tone was condescending if not diabolical.

“…Because inevitably resistance is futile especially as I know, like the other girls, exactly what your privately crave and that without doubt… it is not decency or kindness…is it…?”

My brain exploded in disorganised lust as I climaxed all over foolish Nathan’s face and shivered as he went on.

“…So let us meet for dinner at the Club tomorrow night after a medical examination which one of the senior girls will contact you about shortly…”

His arrogance was insufferable.

“… Which after you pass, I will generously cum over your sweet face to seal our arrangement and we can find a suitable date to begin your intensive training.”

His bass tone seemed hypnotic and weirdly irrepressible as I searched for some reason to continue.

“And you will not force yourself inside me?”
Once again he merely chuckled.

“No Harper, not unless you beg me to suck my cock with your sweet mouth and let it fuck your tight firm body until it finally knows the fullest extent of earthy pleasures concerning the total remit of depravity…”

Absurdly I was on fire once more.

“…I’ll see you at 8p.m. tomorrow evening and bring the contract which I gave you when we can both swiftly sign it.”

I fell back totally exhausted by the unfolding drama then put my phone down and let Nathan suckle me a while longer before he spat lowly.

“Should I dry you Miss as I do for the other young women at the Club?”

The impulse to be intemperate was overpowering as I simpered.

“Of course, Whelp, as if you wish me to eventually become like Dianne and the whores there then you shall treat me as you do with them while naturally…”

The sensation of sullied excitement with a tinge of anticipation was palpable as he cleaned and wiped me dry with soft tissue before I exhaled.

“…Shall in turn treat you in the same supercilious vein…”

My hand pushed him up and I sighed.

“…Run me a bath and put out that evening dress with all the trimmings for tomorrow because I wish to suitably engage the tease Master Mason, given I am not fully convinced this is the path for me…”

The concern in Nathan’s expression spoke volumes as I patted his naked ass and smiled.

“…Therefore, be sure not to do anything to upset me Whelp as if I eventually do go ahead with this madness…”

He stood and trembled before me naked literally straining against the gilded cage as if I held all the power between us suddenly and muttered to confirm his lowly status in our developing relationship.

“…It will only be because you yearn for me to do so.”

It took a while to recover my rational head but in time I bathed and changed into casual clothes then let Nathan take me for a fast-food dinner because I felt the need for something sweet, energy rich and cheap and we ate in silence before my phone rang and I heard Louisa, who was the striking, white-haired senior woman I had seen that unforgettable social night at the Club, barking orders on the end of the line.

“Be at the reception here at 10a.m tomorrow and I will take you round the corner to the doctor’s clinic we use.”

I whispered in response because there were people around me.

“Do all the girls have to undergo this?”

She mumbled dryly.

“Of course, even the men are tested monthly to ensure everyone is completely safe and clean while us girls need to be on contraception as well because no-one wants pregnancy and obviously your pretty little cunt will be filled continually by Master Mason and whoever he decides to share you with…”

The experienced woman could sense my understandable horror which she audibly found entertaining because her vocal pitch became alive.

“…This as I am sure you agree is a sensible precaution.”

I muttered defensively.

“You say that, but I have been assured by him that he will not penetrate me without my permission.”

Her subsequent words were less than reassuring.

“Yes, yes, yes, I know Harper, but he says that to all the new girls hoping for a female to reject or deny to his dominance, but my fellow feminine friends here have had a pool and I say that you will be on your knees sucking cock then on your back taking it inside your pretty pussy within a week…”

Once more her outrageous lack of faith in my ability to resist the lewd life she had so ill- advisedly fallen into showed through.

“…As it’s obvious you’re gagging for everything he can do for you both emotionally, physically and financially …so be there at 10a.m.”

She rang-off brusquely as I sipped my wine, quivered then glanced at Nathan’s red face and spoke angrily for no reason at all.

“You can come with me to the doctor’s tomorrow as it seems I need a clean bill of health to get fucked at the Club.”

His head wobbled and he muttered feebly in response.

“I did as well, Miss, and as you know I’m not allowed to have intercourse with any of the girls as of yet.”

My lips teased the rim of the glass devilishly.

“And if I sign that will include me Whelp, even though that was never on the cards before anyway.”

Nathan sat like blank stone for a while then inhaled hopefully.

“It will just be for a few months, Miss, and once we have the positions promised perhaps, we can become a normal couple?”

Even as he made his inane prediction, we both doubted it and I smirked meaningfully.

“But in the meantime, you can continue to lick my pussy and if you wish me to sign then tell me now and I will allow you to cum in my panties because after I do you will remain in chastity throughout.”

His voice sounded strangled.

“You know I think this is the right move, Miss, and I hope you agree to his terms then show the Bastard that finally there is a decent, moral girl that will not simply surrender to him or his diabolical demands.”

Despite his apparent words of courage or resistance in my regard, Nathan sucked my vaginal lips feverishly that night and ejaculated countless times in a grey and white lacy pair of my panties to patent perverse ideas running around a debased mind of observing my possible slide into sexual submission which almost everyone but me felt was inevitable.

In truth my own whirling brain was full of more than a trace of inquisitiveness towards this depravity and only after I had orgasmed multiple times on his talented tongue, did I send Nathan back to his room, so I could rest and decide once again what on earth I should ultimately do.

However, such a valid question seemed immaterial by now because in the morning Nathan and I duly attended the reception at the Wolf Club when Dianne took us around the corner to a nearby private surgery where I was examined thoroughly to reveal my warm creamy body was in perfect health - sexual or otherwise - before the mature lady physician in a pristine white coat addressed me empathetically. 

“I am happy to pass you Harper, and subject to your signing the form I shall provide an injection against pregnancy which will need to be repeated each month as naturally…”

Her tone lowered as if she was revealing a secret.

“…Many of the girls under Master Mason have husbands or boyfriends in attendance…do you…?”

My head nodded and she smirked.

“…Well bring the little Whelp in as he will be fully involved from now….”

In moments nervous Nathan was sitting in a chair beside me as she passed me a form which I put my signature on before she simpered.

“…Lay back on the bed and let me inject you…”

I only had the surgical gown covering me and settled on the black leather of the examination bed, lifted my legs to allow her to spear my bottom with a sharp needle before she spread my knees then thighs apart and patted my mound gently before passing a less than professional observation.

“…Such a tight pure pussy my Dear which will be surely used and invaded very shortly so I suggest….”

She placed tubs on the desk then displayed and small white dildo in her hands and grinned.

“…Cream your vaginal crease daily to keep it soft, pink and moist or get your Whelp to do it along with lots of licking as the saliva is most helpful to regeneration…”

My eyes were wedged wide in surprise at her practical approach to what I was possibly agreeing to as she continued.

“…And get him pressing then easing this clever toy into and out of your compact anal cavity to expand it so the slight passage can take the pounding these virile males will surely provide…”

The doctor then directed Nathan to tease viscous cream into my tight, puckered anal entrance and showed him how to lightly turn the twisted tip of the divisive object to gain the maximum effect then murmured.

“…And I strongly suggest you rigorously prepare your rectum for the inevitable assault to come because surprisingly perhaps, in time girls enjoy this type of fornication as much as the men.”

She left Nathan to lick, oil and orally treat me as I gasped - to no one in particular - for my dissolving self-respect or possible means of escape.

“I am determined to refuse him entrance regarding my special places and especially, will outright take my anus out of harms ways as I do not want to be bent over and…”

Unexpectedly the tip of the dissolute toy slipped just inside my rear passage which made me instinctively spurt warm, excited ejaculate over Nathan’s busy fingers and my throat to rattle.

“…Fucked like some low dog.”

The doctor politely passed Nathan some soft cotton pads then whispered calmly if not with a trace of sarcasm.

“I must say that’s very admirable Harper, although I would let him work on it nevertheless as you never know what might happen, but now have the Whelp dry you off completely, get changed and…”

She returned to the clinical side of her desk and beamed.

“…I shall be here for any health issues you might have at the Club, and be-assured, I will tell Master Mason your fragrant virtuous form will be with him tonight as arranged.”

Nathan and I left the clinic soon afterwards both unnerved and shaken in different ways before arriving back at my room on campus when Nathan spoke miserably.

“I think we should stop Miss…”

I removed my clothes as his hazel eyes watched me intently then lay on the bed just in my underwear as he visibly surged and groaned.

“…On reflection I will surrender my place at the Wolf Club and leave as me staying there puts you in danger.”

My bottom wriggled provocatively, and I sighed with a weird calmness as if I was suddenly up for the battle to come.

“How very admirable, but I fear the decision has already been made, now strip then I will release you from the gleaming prison and you can pull my knickers down and rub your little man over my backside…”

His clothes promptly fell away before I uncoupled the cage while laying on my belly and gently blew on his shrivelled penis.”

“…Doesn’t this little cock want to watch me being taken by these dastardly males, Whelp…?”

He purposefully tugged my panties off then straddled my back before pushing his insignificant erection on my anal crease and began gulping loudly while I muttered.

“…Just imagine it…your future wife becoming a Wolf’s Whore…just tell me you truly don’t you want to see me humbled then humiliated, and we simply won’t go….”

Immediately I felt his warm wet fluids between my soft rear cheeks, and I exhaled in pathos.

“…There’s your answer Whelp now use your mouth to lick me clean and work on that weird little dildo the doctor gave you…”

In moments it was pressing against my virginal crease as I slid a supple pillow below my hips and rubbed my watery pussy against the gradual force as the insidious phallus sought for a deeper way inside my rear passage until inevitably, I spurted into the cotton cover and closed my eyes in deviant bliss.

“…Inevitably the debased die is already cast so put my clothes out then leave me to rest as I realise now there is no escape from this malevolence and corruption you have led me to…”

My eyes closed involuntarily to block out the world temporarily.

“…Put your cage back on the return here at 6p.m when you can prepare me delectably well for Master Mason because under the terrible terms of our contract…”

My head felt light and fluffy.

“…He is going to get more than he bargained for!”

We arrived at the Wolf Club at 7.30p.m with me displaying the glamorous black evening dress and traces of divine lingerie below while Nathan wore a smart blue suit with the restrictive cage covering his debateable manhood out of sight.

Dianne met us in the usual clingy blue leotard uniform then took us by private lift to the upper reaches of this building and into a small, recessed area inside the opulent restaurant we had visited before.

We then finally sat at the reserved table as Dianne addressed us genially.

“Have an enjoyable evening and…”

She leant down and kissed my lips full-on then whispered.

“…Welcome to the Club.”

I looked up weakly.

“I am not here to be subjugated and will defy him.”

She sniggered quietly.

“How adorable you are but I have said and gambled, less than three days, so don’t let me down.”

Suddenly Master Mason Alexander appeared in the frame of a door when he saw Dianne with her face beside mine and smirked in approval.

“Well kiss her properly if she wishes, as I always expect my girls to be friendly.”

My tongue instinctively mingled with hers as we shared a momentary passionate kiss that unexpectedly made me catch my breath before she gently pulled away and whispered to the man.

“Shall I stay and witness the document, Sir?”

His head nodded in confirmation as he placed the contract on the table then listened before sighing deeply in apparent contemplation.

“Have you read and completely understood the details?”

Nathan went white as I inhaled then mumbled with uncertainty.

“Yes, my body is yours for three months as long as it’s clear I can refuse any unwanted penetration…”

His dark eyes glared as if he was instinctively angry with me.

“…Is that correct Sir?”

In reply he suddenly grabbed then pressed me over his strong legs, raised my dress fractionally and stroked my backside disturbingly softly before growling.

“I have already confirmed this fact twice… do you doubt my word, as if you do then be assured the deal can be made void?”

The slightest roughest touch of him was electric and made me quiver and gasp feebly in response.

“No Sir, I merely wanted to be sure.”

He brushed me off him like some unwanted burden and scowled pointedly.

“I will own your skin and soul for the duration of the term, but you will have dominium over your inner body until you surrender everything to me which I have mentioned will surely come to pass …”

He patted the papers on the table as my sensual line began to pulsate wildly.

“…Now sign or leave…”

Swiftly I made my mark twice before this Monster and Dianne ratified the agreement when he finally smiled coldly and then shockingly pressed me over his firm thighs once more when his fingers raised the material of the dress much higher and spanked me sharply in apparent correction.

“…Never ever dare to question my word again do you understand; as you are now entirely under my domain…?”

His palm beat me firmly as he snarled.

“…Do you truly appreciate your position here, Harper?”

I felt his manicured nails slowly slide over my female flatness and could sense the developing dampness there, but they did not invade me while the tactile touch merely spoke of his authority over my external skin which made me whine pathetically because I felt devoid of any real power to resist.

“Yes Sir…I do…I apologise for doubting you.”

He lifted me off him then stood up and muttered commandingly.

“On your knees…”

I prostrated myself until my mouth was opposite his crotch then jumped as Dianne clipped handcuffs around my wrists and had me trapped like some hopeless servant as he lowered his trousers then black silken shorts until a huge erection was exposed with the curved smooth apex pushing against my chin as he laughed at her.

“…Rub me off over her sweet face as she needs to get used to cum because in the shortest time many men will covet then cover her…”

I looked up for help or mercy as he brought a phone to his eye to record the formal start of my fall from grace because Dianne was holding his solid cock now and brushed the circumcised end of it on my closed mouth as she giggled.

“Open up Harper and ask him to let you suck it…and swallow…”

She stroked my golden hair as I turned away and physically or metaphorically glued my lips together as I was determined not to give in, especially as her voice goaded me.

“…Just a little apart Baby, as I know you will love it.”

Master Mason began to pant slightly and grimace lowly.

“No, no don’t coerce Harper, as I do enjoy her token sufferance and apparent innocence before I despoil her absolutely…”

Her hands moved faster over the girth and length before he jerked involuntarily and exhaled in selfish male gratification.

“…How divine these unworldly virtuous girls are at the dawn of this process…”

Shockingly his erection had exploded swathes and spurts of hot pungent ejaculate all over my facial features which forced me to clench my mouth ever tighter causing him to laugh at my protective impulse and whisper rudely.

“…Remove the top part of her dress then bra and let me run the cream onto these firm plump breasts….”

Dianne slipped the slender straps off my shoulder then unclipped the pretty black support bra to reveal my feminine mounds with tiny pink nipples that were rock hard even before his hands spread the male milky wetness onto them then diabolically twisted the sensitive teats cruelly as he gurgled.

“…Now doesn’t that feel good Harper, and isn’t this a wonderful beginning…?”

I gazed at him with mixed and raging emotions as he chuckled then nodded to Nathan.

“…Lick her clean Whelp and make her cum if she desires to….”

His icy cold black eyes found me momentarily.

“…Do you want him to ease the pressure?”

Nathan’s tongue was already licking my warm soft skin to ingest the heady spunk covering me and when it reached my soaking breasts I could only murmur weakly but intensely in need.

“Yes, yes, yes…lick my pussy you stupid Whelp for getting me involved inside this degeneracy.”

Once the viscous fluids had been suckled and ingested by him, I collapsed on my chair where Nathan kneeled obediently then wriggled under my dress and began to lap at my watery crease while I stared glassy eyed at the odious man still holding the camera-phone then smirking contentedly at the perverse effect he was having.

“Let it all out Harper then we can eat….”

My eyes closed because I was already sexually past the point of no return as I stared at his beaming face without the slightest vim but with the glow that only an impending orgasm can provide.

“…Because finding ejaculation and exultation always makes the body hungry.”

Despite my understandable revulsion of him, Nathan’s excellent trained mouth had me grunting to climax in mere minutes before he wiped the sensual crease dry, put my panties and dress back around me but placed the bra in his pocket to quickly allow me to regain some sense of propriety then sit beside Master Mason who took my hand gently and smiled drolly at the visibly disturbed state I was in.

“A proper welcome to the Wolf Club, Harper, which I feel sure will be a positive experience for you and your partner.”

I glared at him as if to argue but then pragmatically decided that perhaps nourishment was far more important as I ordered steak for strength and tried to settle because my dizzy brain was whirling and swirling in dangerous tides.

Nothing much was said for a while as we drank wine and were eventually served by the divinely uniformed serving girls and only after a sweet of vanilla ice cream - when he winked to assure me our secret was safe - did he sit back then start to converse with more intent and purpose.

“I will show you around my apartment in a few minutes and given you have a few loose ends to tidy up, would confirm you will move in this coming Wednesday…”

His hand squeezed my leg through the fine material of the dress to confirm his ownership of my cooling blood and bones then continued.

“…I will arrange jobs for you both…the Whelp with a position at one of the revered legal firms and…”

The hand was moving higher on my thigh now and I involuntarily bit my lip in distraction as he went on.

“…You will go to Collins Fletcher fine art auction house to develop your academic talents under one of my colleagues Henry who I will introduce you to in due course…”

I watched Nathan look on haplessly as he went on.

“…The Whelp will remain in chastity during your period with us and serve you along with the other fabulous females here as necessary…”

He had by now fully raised the hem of the luscious dress and was presumptuously stroking the front of my smooth silken knickers below the tablecloth.

“…Any questions?”

The fact he could openly tease and touch me without permission was sorely disturbing but equally magnetic as I grumbled distractedly in a search for survival.

“Are you to going to endlessly prod and paw me without my agreement as if you do then I will not respect you.”

Master Mason merely slapped his strong leg then spoke coarsely and unnervingly found the wet sliver of me through the lacy crotch of the panties.

“I don’t give a flying fuck if you respect me, Harper, because we both know the terms of the contract and I will not take…”

One of his digits went outrageously into the knickers but only rested lightly on my sexual line.

“…These heavenly places unless you beg me to but other than that you will be at my personal beck and call…if that is a problem then tell me now.”

The assurance and confidence he exuded along with the gentlest caress of him was strangely seductive and unnerving as I sighed weakly and changed tack as if noticing the wind had altered course and I had to adjust.

“No Sir, I understand, and I just wanted to thank you sincerely for finding me such a wonderful dream job.”

My hips instinctively pressed gently against the divisive pressure of his fingertips as he smiled.

“Henry will expect to cum over your face now and then…”

Impossibly to this diabolical demand I immediately shivered to orgasm, and the assured man felt my liquid reaction then sighed.

“…Which I am sure you appreciate he is due as a token gesture for his munificence.”

I was nonplussed but exhaled with sweet breath.

“Yes Sir, I will comply as agreed but be assured I will not enjoy it.”

His hand withdrew to allow me to lick the last traces of ice cream from my plate then sip more wine as his inky eyes twinkled as if he knew me much better than I knew myself.

“Of course, you don’t wish to be covered by wads of heady semen, Harper….”

His tone was sartorial.

“…That much is obvious, but we shall see.”

Suddenly Nathan spoke up pathetically.

“Can’t I cum…at all…?”

It seemed impossible for him to sound feebler than he did.

“…The other girls allow me to do it in their knickers occasionally and I need some relief, or I will truly go mad.”

Master Mason glanced with irritation at me as if to deal with him and I turned my head slightly and snapped.

“We will see about such unseemly things Whelp because I am sure Master Mason will leave it to my discretion depending on how obedient and amenable you are because as you knew before I signed…”

I felt so weirdly empowered.

“…It will not be easy for either of us in the coming months.”

The meal was soon concluded before the superior male took us inside a private lift to the pinnacle of the building which opened into his luxurious penthouse suite before he walked us around the many rooms and bathrooms before taking my hand and pulling me gently.

“Do you like it here…?”

I nodded and blinked as the question was rhetorical before he gurgled.

“…Good, now let me reveal where will be spending a lot of time together…”

He guided us both through various doors then upstairs to a large, covered area on the roof which was illuminated in soft red lighting which made the insides look ever more decadent and deviant as the man laughed.

“…This is my personal dungeon where we shall explore each other now and then.”

As I stood in utter horror, he undid the rear zip on my dress and pulled the top to the waist before placing my wrists in metal cuffs then yanking a thin chain that lifted me onto my toes when his hands drew the covering off completely as I hung helplessly and wailed.

“You said you wouldn’t force yourself on me.”

I heard the swish of the cane on my bottom before his hand grabbed my long blonde hair forcefully and he grumbled.

“I warned you not to doubt my word and now…”

He lowered the tension that had me on flat feet when the tip of the cane tapped at the sensual smoothness between my thighs.

“…Bend over let me see your ass…”

My body shivered in fear but leaned forward in compliance before he came around to the front and pushed the end of the bendy thin piece of wood against my mound and smirked.

“…Now your sweet cunt…”

The panties were swiftly removed leaving me naked apart from the decorated garter and silky black stockings before he kneeled and sniffed me and growled equally animalistically.

“…So perfect and pure Harper just as I like before I have and disgrace it….”

The sharp point of the cane ran along the invert of me which made me twist then jump as he made a devilish prediction.

“…And I will take it when you ask me to….”

A flash then slash, of the slim birch, slightly wounded my buttocks a couple more times as he hissed evilly.

“…What have you to say to that Bitch!”

My body swung limply on the chains that bound as I shrieked in defiance.

“That will never happen…I will never bend or beg to you!”

Before I knew what was going on he released then dragged me by the hair to a bench when my arms and legs were manacled to low restraints and Master Mason came around to face me stark naked and displaying a huge erection while grinning with a phone to his malevolent eye.

“I must declare that your obvious alarm if not terror is like an aphrodisiac, but I will still not break my word just cum over your bottom then warm wet cunt…”

With that stated he moved out of my sight until I sensed his prick at my rear entrance then driving lightly against me as his low smooth voice muttered.

“…Wouldn’t you love it within you Harper…deep inside so you can truly sense then discover what you thirst for…”

My hand shook against the unbreakable bonds to no avail before the man released, turned me over with my arms then legs captured and spread unnervingly wide in womanly vulnerability before he rested his balls on my face and sniggered.

“…Smell me…taste me Bitch…”

He placed the curved head of the cock on my lips, but I held them fast and turned away in denial as the Bastard merely snickered like a schoolboy.

“…Wonderful…fight me…resist me…deny the rampant female urges inside your body…”

Then he was between my legs as I squirmed as the hard living spear of him ran along my vaginal crease and his tone became dirty.

“…Just the slightest push and I can be up and inside…fucking you, Harper…filling your belly with rich slimy sperm…just as your secretly desire…”

The developing illicit friction made me helplessly shiver then shudder to climax just before my mound of Venus was smothered and covered with plentiful white milky spunk when he drew back, as if to admire his disgusting handywork, and exhaled.

“…Tell the Whelp to strip and clean your dripping flesh…”

He wiped the end of his reducing prick on my mouth then began to dress as if the degenerate evening was complete.

“...Or go home with my mark upon you.”

As I mentally became undone, Master Mason silently and ironically removed the shackles holding my ankles and wrists, but I remained entirely still then grumbled to Nathan.

“Do as Master Mason commands, Whelp, cleanse me because I definitely need soothing.”

I observed Nathan immediately slip off the suit and underwear below to expose his shiny cage then settled deferentially between my open thighs and started to meekly suckle at the viscous gooey mess while I looked up to see our tormentor filming but was too disoriented to really care.

The sheer depravity and decadence had surely overwhelmed my surging senses as I reached climax quickly then wallowed in Nathan’s soft watery tongue to make my anus and pussy pink and peachy once more before finally putting my lovely dress back on when he escorted us both to the lift and kissed my cheek almost caringly.

He then placed a couple of books in my shaky hands and whispered.

“You can still flee and never return but I already know you Harper…”

His black eyes seemed mesmerising to me suddenly.

“…Read these educational volumes which reveal what I will do to you is not so unusual as you may think and after all…”

He pressed my lips gently and licked them with a lolling tongue to remove a visible trace of his dry semen that remained there.

“…You do wish me to educate and corrupt your luscious form don’t you…?”

He patted my warm slippery bottom as I struggled to answer then manoeuvred me into the lift as he smiled like the scheming clever wolf he was.

“…One of my girls will make the arrangements for Wednesday.”

The taxi back to campus came then deposited us promptly while I held on tightly to what remained of my reason along with the books this mischievous, predacious man had provided as best I could, before speaking wearily to Nathan.

“I need to sleep…as I am somewhat disturbed by all of this terrible intrigue, and I will see you at some stage tomorrow because if we are moving into his apartment so soon then I have much to organise…”

He stood back as if surprised that I was still on-board towards the deviant malarky and I muttered to him testily.

“…Which I presume you have as well Whelp, so let us try not to dwell too much on the debased aspects of what I have committed to before…”

My very skin shivered in a mixture of revulsion and unmentionable excitement before I sighed at him sardonically.

“…I change my mind as I wouldn’t wish to disappoint my personal Whelp…would I?”

Nathan blinked at me blankly then opened his mouth like a dying fish but realised he had nothing to say or add because sullied events seemed to have taken on a perverse unavoidable life of their own.

He subsequently ran off to rest then organise what he needed to be done because we had both planned to return home prior to this surreal arrangement and who could have predicted such an absurd eventuality which seemed utterly off-the-wall but still devilishly entreating all combined?

Once I showered and could regather my rational mind, I secretly accepted to myself that what was available with the arrogant and odious Master Mason was indeed compelling for me personally, because I had always fussed then wondered about the mysterious decadent side of sexuality or sensuality - along with the money and amazing job prospects - and this scenario provided me with a unique possibility to explore myself.

While naturally letting dependable Nathan shoulder the blame for my carnal crimes, because I never would have ended up in this bizarre situation without his stupidity, naivety, and blind ability to bravely try the unknown merely for his own greed or blinkered reckless ambition,

Therefore, I was entirely relaxed inside my bed wearing comfortable white cotton pyjamas and although undoubtedly fatigued then picked up the books lying on the bedside table and casually read the titles out of mere curiosity, as if I was already clever enough.

Unexpectedly, what was written on the covers immediately piqued my primitive female interest, “A history of sexual experimentation and deviance” then “Sensual Games for Adults,” and I placed the hard covers in my fingertips before starting to scan my focused eyes over the first few pages.

Almost reluctantly I understood that this preponderance of written words, were the most formative introduction into a deviant universe I had only ever wondered about - in the vaguest terms - and perhaps represented the beginning of a passport to knowledge about dark intimacy that had always been magnetic for me personally but frankly always far beyond my appreciation or reach.

Over the course of a couple of days and along with sending what clothes and goods I no longer needed back home, I metaphorically devoured these addictive volumes and discovered lurid and wild revelations about dominance, submission, and the most decadent power plays between the sexes in innumerable fashions and forms.

In truth it was all surely intimidating, fascinating then educational and on the Monday evening - before the Wednesday we were due at the Wolf Club to begin my salacious stint - I called Nathan to my mostly empty room, generally far more informed than I had ever been previously and especially with what was happening between us.

I had seen Nathan quickly in passing to ensure he and his precious cage were still in place but now, in keeping with what I had read, I made my fickle fiancé stand before me then hovered over him physically and verbalised what needed to be said.

“Are you still committed Whelp because I am beginning to comprehend that you need my firm if not severe hand…?”

He stared uncertainly as I removed his trousers and lowered a pair of my white panties below then silently undid the golden cage and sighed.

“…Would you like relief?”

His voice gasped because he had been in continual chastity for quite a while.

“Yes, I sincerely enjoy your benevolent influence over me Miss, and will entirely support you as promised in our travels forward however difficult it may prove to be…”

He was small but solid now and I lowered my own jeans then took the tip of the stiff diminutive cock and teased it on the front gusset of my flower pattered panties then teased them past the edges and onto my vaginal sliver as he groaned.

“…Thank you, Miss…thank you I was desperate to….”

His thin body involuntarily shivered before Nathan ejaculated what messy spurts of semen could be mustered over my female sliver then fell to the floor when his mouth suckled the wetness and exhaled in the welcome release of pressure.

“…Cum!”

My hand took his muddled blonde head and drew it urgently - in my horny state - against my agitated crease then grumbled.

“I will have to be sorely strict and distant with you because being with Master Mason I am now a senior female at the Club while you are merely…”

My lower body pushed against his tongue as I noticed how I enjoyed this rush of dominance over him that I had read so much about.

“…A lowly Whelp.”

The perverse thrill of his submission and worship took me over the edge to orgasm before I pressed hard against the luxurious tension as he stayed fast between my legs and groaned softly.

“I understand Miss. but I have been sorely schooled for this purpose and serving you even if you have to be indifferent or even cruel…”

His obvious infatuation with me and what we were about to embark upon made my blood run hot once more and I allowed him to take me to bliss as he finally exhaled in surrender.

“…Is my mission and possibly what I deserve.”

The briefest discussion set the necessary new boundaries between us when I caged and did not release him before we formally and finally left the campus and college ground then turned up in the early evening at the Wolf Club as had been arranged by phone with the striking white-haired leading female there called Louisa.

She met us at the familiar entrance area then purposefully escorted us up by the private lift to the top floor where Master Mason was waiting and who took stern command and ownership of me from that point as he spoke with a gruff tone.

“You may leave Louisa, and inform the chef I will be down for dinner with two guests in an hour and a half…”

To my concern, before she departed, the striking woman bent down then removed his already gross penis which she suckled to further extension as the man gazed then murmured to me.

“…You kneel as well and let her rub me over your heavenly pure face…”

It seemed obvious he was merely and already asserting his new rights while, given there was no other option, I took my submissive place and looked up into the camera phone he was holding but pursed my lips to ensure this depravity did not escalate as the man chuckled at my visible instincts.

“…Just relax as this will become a regular occurrence for you.”

Louisa kept pressing the smooth tip of this giant cock onto my cheeks then face while smirking at my admirable gritty determined denial before dramatically the living male appendage exploded swathes of warm sperm all over me as I groaned and gasped in confusion before she murmured politely to him.

“Can I lick it up, Sir, as you know we all adore the texture and taste…?”

His head nodded slightly before her luscious tongue began to slide and glide on the soft skin until the wetness was on my coated lips as she giggled.

“…Open up as you can refuse him as you will but surely you won’t be so selfish not to share the spoils with me…”

Almost accidentally my mouth parted a fraction before our tongues impulsively caressed intimately meaning I could outlandishly taste this male Devil on my palate and began to lose control as Louisa started to strip me then licked my stiff nipples once they were revealed to drive me insane before simpering.

“…Your body is so delicious, Harper, and I want you to invite me to come to his bed, as he does so…”

Impossibly I was on the critical edge of climax as she removed the jeans then unpeeled blue cotton panties then expertly slid her tongue over my soft wet female crease and exhaled.

“…Likes his girls to share and get on…”

My whole sensual being vibrated into orgasmic bemusement as I she looked up from the prone position.

“…There were still traces of his ejaculate on my tongue which I thought you might enjoy, and I look forward to doing it when we are both full of fresh masculine cream…”

She lifted up to her full height and gestured directly to Nathan with a nod of her lean perfect head as her fingers raised the hem of the short red dress to revel tiny black panties and patterned stockings below.

“…Make me cum Whelp…as I desperately need to…”

He dropped to the floor and wormed his tongue past the underwear then performed like some menial with his twisting teasing mouth before she began to quiver to exotic glory.

“…Cum!”

As she found grubby bliss, Master Mason moved to my side and placed a tissue in my fingers then sighed.

“Dry me Harper, as I am dripping.”

Given what was happening it felt churlish to refuse the demands and I crouched then noticed a small blob of pale semen forming at the peak of him then automatically ran my lips over the fluid as I had already sampled the questionable nectar but grumbled defensively.

“This act changes nothing, Sir, as I will not give myself to you but…”

A rogue tongue lapped at his soft prick then heavy balls and spluttered.

“…I don’t wish to appear difficult.”

Louisa had already left Nathan on his feeble knees and gurgled at me before leaving when I realised Master Mason was becoming hard again and secretly desired to suck him properly when he leaned back and let me tenderly wipe him before speaking softly.

“That was a lovely introduction but now let me show you your room…”

Ignoring I was entirely naked he led me by the hand - as Nathan picked up my discarded clothes - through the lounge and into his master suite before walking down a small corridor and into another grand bedroom when he tapped my bottom and sighed.

“This is where you and the Whelp will stay.”

His penis was still at half-mast a I complained stupidly.

“I thought I would be sleeping with you, Sir?”

His handsome older head shook enigmatically.

“Not after you expressed such reservation about your position here, and only when you prove yourself then beg me might I be persuaded to allow such a memorable event …”

His wrist waved towards the array of cupboards.

“…Your wardrobe is in there and wear something fetching tonight as I so enjoy seeing what is above and below…”

He walked away and stood in the spotlessly white frame of the door.

“…I will be back in an hour so be perfumed and ready!”

Once alone with Nathan he whimpered to me.

“Will you let me cum Miss…please?”

Ignoring his inane request, I snapped tersely.

“Turning you on is it Whelp…?”

His face was a contorted picture as I scowled.

“…You wanted me to suck and fuck him…admit it…?”

I had him strip then took the end of his diminutive, locked cock in my fingertips and grumbled.

“…You’re a sick fuck and maybe I will, because I bet just the idea of that eventuality will make you cum in your…”

As if to order small, strangulated spots of ejaculate flowed from his tiny man as I squealed.

“…Little golden cage…!”

His body went limp before I released the device and snarled.

“…Go and shower then fill me a bath and I will place it back on so you can select something appropriate for me to wear tonight as I sense he lusts for me but…”

There was an assurance in my voice that belied my inner uncertainty.

“…He will be most disappointed.”

Eventually I wallowed in the hot pool entirely in isolation - because I craved some isolation from Nathan - where my tricky fingers masturbated against the clitoral point because I desperately needed to lose this craving that had emerged since the lascivious interlude with luscious lithe Louisa.

It took skilled touching then teasing to achieve two orgasms that mercifully sated my affected brain and allowed me to emerge back almost calmly into the main lounge of the suite in a sparking grey evening dress with divine black lingerie below when Master Mason held his hand out and simpered in admiration.

“How divine you are Harper and if I may say so myself…”

My face flushed at the compliment because I was flattered but then realised it was slanted like everything in this awful sordid organisation as he went on.

“…What an exceptional taste in beautiful girls I have…”

The comment only reinforced my disdain and dislike of him but then buried such feelings because the subsequent food and wine were excellent, and I was almost at the point of enjoying the evening when, at the completion of the meal, a stout middle-aged male with a balding head came to join us and while standing was formally introduced by my Master here. 

“…This is Henry Fletcher who is one of the partners in Fletcher Collins and a valued member of the Club here so please show necessary respect.”

I knew this was to be my new employer and nodded with barely a movement of my cranium then reluctantly leaned across to peck transiently at his crotch as demanded before he took my hand then sat beside me and sighed towards us both.

“Lovely Mason…a real delightful treasure and hopefully she will prove to be a business asset and more than just another cute face …”

He grinned unappealing suddenly and made a sick joke.

“…And I can’t wait to cum over it before she starts in the morning.”

His tone was crude if not patronising making me retort firmly.

“I am entirely qualified Sir and will seek to impress you.”

He chuckled and winked at the senior man here.

“Sadly, I have been told by Mason that other than being able to release copiously over your divine features everything else is forbidden…”

His shoulders shrugged in mock disappointment.

“…Which I can’t do now…”

Chubby hands then waved towards two sublime girls wearing heavenly schoolgirl outfits.

“…Because I have other matters to attend to…”

The man’s beady grey eyes focussed on me.

“…Your uniform for work is already in your room and I will see you in my office at 8.30a.m in the morning.”

Instinctively, I sensibly remembered exactly who this man was and the surreal opportunity with this renown company that he represented causing me to whisper throatily as if interested in him where all I wanted was the vaunted position at the firm.

“I will be there early and will not disappoint you.”

Once more his piggy slate eyes flickered at Mason before he exhaled then turned to amble away.

“See you don’t Harper!”

We stayed around the table for a while after his departure during which time other girls came over to chat or show transient respect before a tall blonde girl in a white dress - who I had not noticed before - sat at Master Mason’s opposite side before she eventually left the room with us and rode the executive lift to his penthouse.

Once inside the opulent lounge we were provided with drinks before Master Mason murmured to me.

“Harper, this is Celeste one of my former girls here who left to get married but in truth most if not all of my feminine flock like to come back to visit now and then…”

Her hand took mine in communal gesture as he went on to show his blind conceit.

“…And I try and accommodate them as I can because that is who I am.”

Her green eyes looked me up and down while she smirked at him.

“She’s utterly gorgeous, are we sharing?”

His mouth twisted drolly.

“Oh no Celeste, pure and pristine Harper does not wish to succumb to my earthy ways so I will strip, beat, subjugate and cover her luscious places before she is tied in my room to watch us have lots of fun!”

Before I could answer or argue he tugged me towards the dungeon where my dress was promptly removed, and I was once more suspended on chains to endure the cane then lash when - under this Bastard’s diabolical direction - Celeste placed a ball gag in my mouth, captured my ankles and wrists to leave me exposed and face down on the demonic leather bed when she patted my ass patronisingly.

“How exceptionally lucky and cute you are, Harper, because being trapped and captured was always such a turn on for me…”

Her fingers tugged down my sodden panties and I groaned as her cool palms ran along my anal and vaginal crevices before she mumbled.

“…But by all means continue to run from him Darling if you must and let me draw the cock over you as the essence and scent of semen from a virile man in never to be underestimated…”

Outrageously I felt the tip of his huge powerful erection pushing and pressing me before she started to move the living flesh quicker and faster until finally my backside was smothered or smeared at which point, I was smartly turned over and looked up at her in despair as she eased my knickers entirely off then shackled hands and spread watery thighs before doing the same to my feet while observing then smiling.

“…What a divinely tight cunt you have…”

Her head moved down and licked the entire length of my sexual line and sighed.

“…I must assist you Darling…”

As I stared up in my muted imprisoned state she kneeled and sucked his leaky penis back to solidity until the peak of it was being held dangerously at my sensual entrance when she inhaled pointedly.

“…And cover this lovely blonde pussy with warm wet spunk which I will feast on because unlike you I do enjoy his spectacular cum…”

In a sudden flurry of sexual motion Master Mason erupted over my smooth mound of Venus as I writhed against the unseen bonds before she undid the gag in my mouth and brought the tip of his flaccid cock to my lips and sighed.

“…Lick the drips up Harper…as I understand that at least is not an issue for you…”

My longue lolled over the insidious white fluid at this silky edge of him when her cultured hands pressed over my female mound then clitoral point, and she laughed at my obvious craving and weakening resistance.

“…Why not ask him to fuck you Darling and you can lose the madness.”

I could tell she understood my supressed and unfair arousal or desire, but I bit my lips and hissed bravely.

“Never…never…I will never succumb and become a mere whore like the rest.”

Celeste merely giggled and moved towards the door with Master Mason.

“Then agonise divinely and I’ll be back soon….”

Her emerald eyes glanced dangerously at Nathan.

“…And the miserable Whelp is not permitted to touch you, or I will personally castrate and geld him!”

All I could do was lay there hopelessly with my legs and arms asunder displaying master Mason’s slippery semen all over my ass and cunt, while literally aching for physical resolution because the womanly wanton part of me was absolutely ablaze.

I glared in hatred at Nathan hovering over me with a flushed gaunt face and wanted to murder him for not licking me to sanity, but he had his clear orders and all I could do was wait and endure insane and endless frustration before after what seemed like an eternity Celeste returned in just her lacy stockings and panties and smiled theatrically.

“Want to cum Bitch…?”

She did not wait for a response as her tongue explored my stained creamy ass and slimy pussy while Master Mason filmed from above until I climaxed loudly then dramatically before she slowed her oral pace to let me wallow in a further less obvious orgasm then spluttered with sticky lips.

“…Harper, why not admit you enjoy this as much as we all do?”

The physical tension had been thankfully lifted for the moment which allowed me to moan with anger but audibly lacking any real force or intent.

“Fuck off…you are all Tarts and Bitches to allow him to have you at his will or whim!”

The delightfully adorned Celeste laughed gaily and undid my bonds then passed Nathan a towel with some clothes.

“Dry and dress her Whelp and put her other coverings away before coming into the main bedroom when her punishment for being a silly girl shall continue.”

I remained comatose on my back as my fiancé carefully brushed then patted me dry before I sat up, had some water and wine that was on a nearby table, then put on fresh white panties, sheer black tights but nothing else which I felt was quite a strange choice of outfit.

However, the reason became clearer because when we reached Master Mason’s luxurious boudoir, he promptly but expertly bound my arms behind my back, then legs together and left me at the bottom of the expansive bed while gurgling softly in amusement before putting another gag over my mouth but this time in red.

“As you are so opposed to participation then you can be the voyeur and perhaps learn how my other girls enjoy my valued company…”

His long fingers cupped my open plump breasts and saw the teats harden in some clear gratification before he settled closely beside Celeste on the upper part of the covers then groaned as she stripped him naked and slowly licked his pulsating cock as if it was a sweet delicacy.

Once more I turned, grimaced and twisted in my imprisoned state while sensing my vaginal slit leaking madly and ever more so as the sounds and sight of their base intimacy developed over the next few hours when he fucked her in every conceivable position until - after miraculously hardening for the umpteenth time - she was riding his steely cock athletically and mumbling in audible fatigue.

“Thank you, Sir…I have desperately needed this outing and Clark appreciates it as well because…”

She ground against him with electric speed before he surged and dirtily filled her smooth bald pussy again when Celeste arched her perfect back and grunted in exultation.

“…He does so like to see me full and happy then lick you out of me Sir…”

Her bright green eyes seemed to glow in the gloom of the darkened room.

“…Unless someone else would like the job instead tonight…”

Celeste lifted off him then shuffled down to me and gently suckled my stiff nipples then teased the steamy crease between my thighs through the nylon and felt how wet I had become before snickering like a naughty child.

“…Any takers Harper?”

The previous fight had long evaporated from my brain or bones, as I weakly blinked acceptance before Master Mason untied me quickly then filmed while I collapsed between her toned warm thighs and repaid the dirty debt I owed from before by performing the same sensual motions with my mouth and clever tongue to cleanse her creases and crevices and ingest the plentiful sperm I had seen foully deposited there over the last few hours.

The girl climaxed quickly - as if after the crudity of a male assault on her body she appreciated the lightest slightest expert womanly touch - and once she was becalmed, we kissed spontaneously before her head rolled between my watery legs and made me find sullied heaven a final time because the experienced woman recognised that I undoubtedly needed further perversion.

Then, unceremoniously, Nathan and I were dispatched to our room where I allowed him to clean me in silence because I was agitated then furious for understandable reasons and once again, wanted to blame someone other than myself for the disgrace at the pervert Wolf’s powerful hands.

Well, none of this was my fault, was it?

We fell into bed in the same mood of quietness when exhaustion took me naturally before quite bizarrely, I had the strangest dream or subconscious sensations of contentment as if inexplicably I had improbably gleaned some unspeakable pleasure from the depravity which I dismissed for good reason when the sparkling light of day came to call.

The tepid water from shower brought me round when I put on the clothes that I needed for my new job at the art gallery which was a smart cream dress suit - it had a tight pencil skirt to show off my pert ass - with a white blouse and the same colour lingerie below then sat across from my fiancé over the empty breakfast table because the luxurious apartment was now deserted and I grumbled at him in his own generic new blue suit for the work at the law firm.

“Are you happy at this mess you have put us in…?”

He looked away sheepishly which only made me more irrational.

“…You really are pathetic, Whelp.”

In response he could only whisper to confirm his patent lack of character.

“I can only say you were magnificent Miss, denying him as you did…”

His hazel eyes seemed to glaze over.

“…That Celeste was a shameless Slut, as I had seen her from time to time at the Club when various Wolves took her with a sly smile on her face…”

He sounded hopeful rather than assured.

“…But that won’t happen to you.”

The grin on my lips was warped if not twisted.

“But I think maybe you’d like it to…?”

I could tell by his involuntary shudder and flushed complexion that he had climaxed even in the cage, and I shook my head critically and stood up.

“…Have a good day Whelp as I need to get off to the auction house where my first job is to bring my tubby boss off over my face because that fetid reality is part of the debauched deal you forced me into….”

My voice sounded of revulsion that I did not really feel but turned the knife with Nathan anyway because I bizarrely craved to hurt him.

“…So, think about that on your travels!”

A luxury courtesy car was provided to the famous gallery and upon arrival I was escorted to Henry Fletcher’s grand office where he made me stand and wait before locking the door then returning when he lightly ran his small presumptuous hands over my divinely clad body while sighing in audible envy.

“I understand Mason has you on his personal staff for a while, but I hope you stay on as I would simply adore to see more of you Harper…”

His fingers rested momentarily on the low hem of the skirt and whispered as if in prayer.

“…As I can ensure you receive every advantage here.”

Surprisingly, in reaction to his odious bribe or prediction I merely dropped to my knees in servile acceptance of my lowly position in their universe, removed his obvious masculine bulge then held the small but vibrating hard flesh in my hands before rubbing the curved end over my mouth which mumbled politely as this was my first day and I wished to make an impression.

“Thank you Sir and I am indeed delighted to serve and sincerely thank you for this marvellous opportunity and rest assured if I decide to remain after my initial tenure with Master Mason…”

Unnervingly I noticed how I was starting to become accustomed to handling a man’s base penis and kneaded then teased it gently before blowing seductively on the tip and simpering.

“…I will be sure to let you know.”

He ejaculated urgently and generously over my flushed features while I pressed the reducing flesh to release the last slimy fluids out then licked any remaining drips and drops before doing the same with the stickiness on my skin, drying him off and placing the now flaccid prick back through the zip of the trousers after a providing a passing peck to show suitable respect.

The mature man then looked down with giddy granite eyes and grinned.

“My goodness Harper…I can see we are going to get on very well indeed.”

After this initial temporary diversion into depravity, I subsequently entered the flow of this amazing place as if I belonged there, and by the end of the incredible day had experienced the most wondrous time in a privileged creative business cosmos that was beyond mere fantasy or expectation.

I did not run into Henry again during the whole of that experience as real business was the priority after all and arrived home in the early evening on a definite high where I saw immediately that Nathan had also experienced an exceptional time because he was literally buzzing as well.

Master Mason had left instruction for us to join him for a trip to the theatre then dinner, along with what he expected me to wear and after bathing I put on a short blue dress with a slinky satin slip and lingerie below then excitedly met him at the base of the building when his elegant chauffeur driven car took us into town.

He seemed strangely indifferent to me, but I sincerely thanked him for the introduction which he utterly ignored before we took one of the private viewing boxes in the upper stalls of the opulent theatre along with other girls from the Club before his hand inadvertently stroked my hair when the lights went down.

“Hold my cock Harper, if you truly wish to show appreciation…”

I obeyed him immediately as unusually I wanted his approval then weirdly revelled in the rugged sensual feel of him but resisted the urge to suck the large masculine extension before another girl sat at his side and placed her sweet lips over the pulsating head of it as he exhaled.

“…And please lick my balls while Anna performs admirably as is her special way…”

Kneeling in the blackness I did precisely as he commanded and watched in some unanticipated sense of repressed jealousy while the glamorous dark-haired girl leisurely drew him then finally extracted the seminal treat which she generously shared with me in an intense kiss before we swallowed then smirked, as if I was learning this was the bad girls tell of enjoying themselves.

She then returned elegantly to her seat to watch the spectacular opera while I dutifully licked the length of him and ensured any stray drops were ingested before he was dried and safely tucked back into his clothes.

I had never witnessed the unique drama of this surreal type of musical show but could definitely feel the stark raw emotions expresses which barely compared to my own inner turmoil of how to continue denying him when in truth I was beginning to think that I was in fact penalising and restricting myself.

Another dinner followed where he gently tapped or touched me to set my inner fires alight before returning to the penthouse where I was stripped and whipped nakedly and erotically left suffering divinely on the rack when both sides of my lower sensual areas were utterly covered and smothered with his heady hedonistic sperm.

Nathan then cleaned and brought me some respite with his skilled oral touch before I was bound by this Wolfish Bastard and left tied vertically against a silver pole in his room where I writhed and hatefully watched as two other gorgeous girls kept him company but denied me the regular taste of him because the hot sexual fluids were managed between them most decadently and indecently.

Everything that occurred seemed to be recorded, and once more when I reached my room shared with Nathan, I released his golden prison temporarily and made him cum over my vaginal line then lick me to slumber because I longed for more respite from this terrible insatiable urge that lived like an unwanted friend inside me.

The following few days continued along the same illicit depraved tortuous vein with me being cum over by my corpulent Boss at the art gallery in the morning then sensually abused by Master Mason in the evenings in ever more diabolical and inventive ways that always fell frustratingly short of penetration.

This treatment was disconcertingly causing me to lose sight of the formerly sensible mostly virtuous person I used to be because the silent mild attention I was receiving from my miserable Whelp - who was masturbating endlessly to my subjugation - was proving sadly but sorely insufficient to sate my increasingly rampant physical needs.

Everything seemed to come to a head on Saturday night when a tall blonde woman appeared at our dinner table inside the Club called Helena who unbelievably turned out to be Nathan’s stepmother, and I soon found out was in fact the devious person that had introduced him to this demonic place with everything that flowed from that fateful point.

The strikingly attractive blonde woman proved instantly insufferable, as she was constantly droll and condescending which I initially ignored as best I could until Master Mason left the room temporarily when she smiled icily at her stepson.

“I predicted you would progress here Whelp, and I can see in Harper you have a superior woman to be proud of just as your father is with me.”

It was all proving much too much as I spat at her in unstable fury.

“I’m not like you Helena, and I might mention it’s utterly horrible how you are making his poor father suffer.”

She merely laughed to my flushed face.

“How little you understand my Dear, as men like him and obviously Nathan, who has the same simple genes, clearly enjoy their precious women being fouled and filled by powerful arrogant men and be assured Martin is looking forward to the fluidic present I will soon be taking home between my legs, as I have on a regular basis since we met.”

Her attitude was unacceptable and incorrigible as I snapped in ongoing disbelief at her brazen faithless comments.

“I have morals unlike you.”

She took my hand and squeezed it then murmured sarcastically.

“And how’s that working out Harper because to me…?”

Her fingers slipped under my short showy dress and immediately felt the wetness in my French silk panties before chuckling.

“…You look like a desperate sexual junkie craving a fix!”

I stuck my tongue out at her childishly because secretly I felt she was right, but then kept sensibly quiet before she walked off to talk to another Wolf just as Master Mason returned when I sided up to his chair and whispered without side because my unhinged mind seemed like quicksand.

“Can I suck you off please Sir…but on one condition…?”

He sat back in his seat expectantly as I went on.

“…Please get rid of Helena as she is outrageously horrible and promise not to tie me up and I will surrender…”

My hands undid his zip then as the huge erection appeared let it spear my mouth until I starting to draw it and sputtered in hope for his co-operation.

“…I would mention that I surely love and relish the job you provided and for a while have genuinely wanted to thank you properly.”

His fingertips pulled my radiant hair while I drew him dutifully until wincing as his voice cooed.

“And now you have begun to repay my kindness…”

The force of him was destabilising and only made me sense further listlessness as he unexpectedly scowled in disapproval.”

“… But be assured, Helena will remain this evening while you shall still be tied up and demeaned because that is my wish…and I did say that my purpose was to corrupt you and would enjoy doing so my own way…”

He held my head tightly over his pulsating cock then exploded the frothy warm ejaculate into the back of my throat and grunted while doing so.

“…And this temporary show of compliance is merely the introduction to your demise.”

He withdrew before I felt a warm sodden mouth over mine then realised it was Helena’s who obviously craved to share the earthy salty essence of him from my palate as I previously had from others before she gassed and gargled in rich wet spunk.

“Welcome to the Club, Harper…”

Weirdly I kissed her back lightly then more deeply as if we were suddenly intimate friends.

“…And I must surprisingly compliment Nathan on his exquisite find, because I am certain you will prove to be a perfect partner for him just as his feeble father is for me…!”

We teased tongues for the longest while before the two of us kneeled and licked Master Mason’s large genitals back to prominence and when he was fully primed, she stared at Nathan who was filming, as he often did by now, and murmured softly.

“…As with my husband, it is a constant delight for your submissive Whelp of a man to observe you providing pleasure to rich omnipotent men who deliver what they cannot…”

She slowly guided my mouth to the tip of this cock and exhaled in expectation.

“…Now perform as if you mean it and let him capture the moment because, like my Martin, he will eternally watch then rewatch the sullied memories and videos to satisfy his own obtuse dissolute needs.”

In reaction to her unlikely tale, I glared at him and directly into the glinting phone camera he was holding then purposely smiled while savouring Master Mason’s divine prick.

“I know that’s true so take the pictures Whelp because undeniably I detest this supercilious man but…”

My unstable head began to move ever quicker on the shaft and felt my vagina flowing while doing so which caused me to groan in a gathering sense of helplessness.

“…Can’t resist his huge cock…”

He was on the edge now as I waited quietly to be anointed with my seminal prize while gasping.

“…Although I have tried not to, I declare that I do love a big cock.”

His voluminous seed erupted inside my mouth and this time Helena let me swallow it all then licked my lips subversively as Master Mason caught my mood and muttered.

“Is this at last the end of your stupid pathetic token rebellion against my rule of you Harper?”

The reducing penis slipped innocuously from my mouth as I exhaled and answered with white slimy lips and spermicidal breath.

“No, it’s the beginning of my tuition at your hands and thick penis, Sir.”

The man merely grinned at my ability to be absurd and allowed Helena to lick me clean then dry before sighing.

“No Harper, that particular procedure for both you and the Whelp, started long before you arrived.”

My muddled mind was too dazed or ditzy to think straight and returned to the meal with new vigour and fresh appetites and listened in fascination as Helena provided a potted history of her association with Nathan’s father.

It turned out that he had been emasculated and enslaved to his first wife who was something of a promiscuous tart before she eventually absconded with another man; but made her wealthy husband’s predilection for dominant woman well known prior to departing, which came to Helena’s attention while working in the Wolf Club as the grasping girls were all looking for a servile man with money.

Then, with a fateful meeting through a friend - that was in truth less than a chance encounter - both Helena and Nathan’s father found what they always wanted which was a reliable devoted rich man for her and a glamorous superior and dominant woman that rubbed his small nose in her sexual history, exploits and lascivious seedy exploits, for him!

I had heard from Nathan how much in genuine love he was with Helena and now began to see and sense things from a far more adult and less prejudiced perspective than I had previously.

Women - not just me - enjoyed sexual relations with a dominant man who took then knew how to tease and tame them while many less that able or successful males simply were forced to accept that this was the way of things and perhaps always had been for longer than eternity therefore was certainly nothing to feel guilty about.

From that insightful moment I no longer felt ashamed - because the girls that abounded here all felt the same way - or sorry for Nathan as somehow just rushing to become a miserable Whelp here had somehow adjusted his moral compass regarding a meaningful relationship and even marriage.

Or on reflection maybe - like his father - that was to be his inevitable and ultimate destiny.

Therefore, inside the dungeon I took the tantalising beatings in the overhead manacles with a new mindset and shy silent sense of appreciation for how the cruelty made my female spirit race then run.

This was because, as the tension of the chain lowered and the restraints released, I willingly capitulated on bended knees before my cruel Master, then removed his hard cock and suckled the curved smooth end of it while mumbling pathetically.

“Please fuck me Sir…I have waited and watched for far too long.”

He smiled and lightly stroked my shimmering hair almost tenderly then insulted me which I found slightly endearing.

“I did mention that you were a little Slut, Harper…”

As I shivered with mixed dark emotions, he purposely placed a blindfold over my eyes and spoke as if I were a dog.

“…But in truth I hoped for longer denial and resistance, but we are where we are, so lift your bottom as I presume the Whelp has been easing with the toy as instructed?”

I glanced at Nathan’s red and excited face in some anger because he had done so religiously as if desperate for this event to develop merely so he could memorialise the event.

“Yes Sir, we have done what was instructed.”

I heard a muffled phone call then whispered voices before sensing a man in front of me when my head was tapped, and Master Mason’s voice sounded out commandingly.

“Open up…”

My pert lips slowly parted when a hard cock was degenerately inserted between them which I knew immediately did not belong to my mentor here but sucked it anyway, as if such niceties had become irrelevant, and barely baulked when I smelled or felt another man behind me then the subversive pressure of something dangerously stiff against my virginal puckered anal entrance.

I drew down impulsively on the erection in my mouth then braced myself for the impending invasion and was now surely thankful that I had made Nathan use the seedy toy to expand my rear passage especially when the peak of the man’s prick was at my anal gate, and I heard his voice and knew then for sure it was Master Mason who would take my innocence there.

“…Ask me again to fuck your ass and cunt, Harper…”

His masculine force pushed until it was just inside the taut aperture as he grunted.

“…In fact, beg me…”

His hand squeezed the golden strands of my head, and I whinnied while he went on sadistically.

“…Just as I prophesied you would.”

The devilish pressure, lust, and continual tension of the last few endless, arduous days under his will and whip had dulled, diluted then defeated my former female ego or pride and I suckled on the stranger’s cock and gasped.

“Please Sir…take and have them both…”

He pulled back for a second as if to purposely release the energy which made me utterly dissolve.

“…Please…I need to be like the other girls and find…”

The man in my salivating mouth stopped as if awaiting my confession.

“…Resolution…and completion.”

In a sudden urgent motions Master Mason pressed his cock inside my vaginal walls to stake his masterful claim then fucked me momentarily in my pussy before instantly withdrawing then forcing the slippery length slowly but irresistibly within my rear passage until, with a final surge, he was embedded when he crowed like a cockerel in conquest on the emerging new day.

“And now you shall Harper, discover all the sensual wicked wonders you have denied yourself while your Whelp records the events to add to our decadent history here…”

He drew back then forward and gradually increased his pace until one cock was fucking my mouth and the other taking my slimy ass while he slapped my rear flesh as I improbably found orgasmic bliss while his mouth laughed.

“…I did mention resistance was futile and now you are truly mine to corrupt just as I had anticipated and promised.”

The penis between my lips exploded first before the one in my anal crevice ejaculated its hidden fluidic treasure when I heard Helena whisper softly before mixing her tongue with mine.

“Kis me Bitch, and I’ll lick you out then we’ll bathe together and dress up before Master Mason takes us to his grand bed…”

She could still taste him on my breath, and we shared the oral embrace until I was fully free of his salty earthy seed, and I heard her move to the back of me, then lick the saturated crease of my bottom softly and sigh.

“…Would you like that Harper, instead of being eternally on the sidelines?”

Her tongue lingering on, then-inside, my anus was instantly soothing and strangely divine as whatever remaining revulsion I had to this degeneracy evaporated into the ether while I whispered weakly/

“Oh yes, Helena …I’m sorry for being unfriendly.”

She chuckled and salaciously slurped his insidious deposits as it eased out of me before expertly applying delicious pressure to my sexual line and gurgling.

“That’s fine, but understand that girls here are dissolutely enlightened and appreciate we are celestially designed for decadence and sex while even relishing the supercilious men that can supply what we need because, like my husband and maybe yours, if you marry Nathan…”

A final flick and lick made me tremble then shiver to completion as she spluttered.

“…They are fine for reliable support and company but honestly and sadly…lacking between the sheets….”

Helena giggled as her fingers undid the cover over my eyes and then picked me up while smiling into the camera phone Nathan had to his eye.     

“…Apart from with their tongues which is why I like to go back to Martin with my well fucked cunt full of cum because the Little Dear…”

I saw the men had long departed and she pulled me downstairs towards the master bedroom where we moved to the En-suite then shared an indulgent hot bubble bath and teased then played with each other like nymphs while Nathan continued to record our misadventures before Helana murmured to him.

“…Put out something racy, lacy and suitable for us both Whelp from the closet in the main room that will make Master Mason want to pound us to dust… “

The visible ecstasy or agony on his face was obvious as she tormented him.

“…Don’t be coy as this is what you wanted all along and I’m sure you appreciate already you do have to stomach more than a little discomfort here to get on...” 

I emerged from my soak in a white towelling robe to find a heavenly black satin slip with tiny panties on the bed while Helena stroked some lacy French kickers and a pale pink camisole then spoke to Nathan tartly.

“…Take your clothes off then dry me…”

Her emerald-green eyes sparkled at me as he undressed.

“…You don’t mind me being stern with him because he has occasionally been almost rude to me during my association with his father.”

My head shook as I whispered acidly.

“No, I think he warrants it.”

She smirked then let her covering-robe slowly fall to the floor before Nathan took a hand towel then patted Helana’s dreamy creamy body dry and generously sprayed perfume with fragrant talc over white milky skin before her finger tapped the sexual line between perfect thighs and she sighed.

“Show respect, Whelp and thank me for the improvement in your formerly bland and miserable life…”

His mouth then tongue suckled gently at her scented gate as she pressed against the slight tension and groaned.

“…With Harper’s express permission you shall serve me now and then, because your father does his lascivious job well but…”

She rubbed herself feverishly on him to evoke a climactic reflex then pushed him away so he could dry, dress and re-perfume us both as Helan looked on approvingly then exhaled softly.

“…It’s always good to have a spare.”

My azure eyes looked at myself in the dress mirror at how alive and vital I appeared after the sex and pampering then moved towards my fiancé and took the tip of his caged penis then balls, in my cupped hands, and squeezed the genital package gently before simpering.

“Is this all you imagined of and hoped for Whelp…?”

The tiniest friction on the tip of his penis caused it to dribble white slimy spots of sperm and made me privately smile at his apparent fascination or addiction to watching my ongoing descent into depravity.

“…Or is it far more than you ever thought possible?”

My hapless fiancé had no time to answer before Master Mason came in when Helena and I unpeeled him as if he were the juiciest piece of fruit then lay closely by his side on the expansive bed when Nathan started to film as the powerful man spread toned aromatic thighs before our rapacious mouths set to work of his ever-ready cock.

He revelled in the sensation of warm willing lips then softly chuckled as I visibly savoured his stiffness.

“You, getting into it, Harper?”

My burning blue eyes glared at him as I drew the living phallus harder.

“In truth, I fucking hate you, Sir, but love this long thick cock…”

As Helena suckled his testicles, I took him to the back of my throat and gabbled in confusion.

“…I love thick hard cock for its own sake and never really knew.”

To prove the pernicious point, over the next few hours Helana and I shared Master Mason in every imaginable sexual way then licked the seminal spoils out of each other’s mouth, vaginas, or slippery bottoms until we were all on the edge of exhaustion when our host for the evening finally murmured lowly. 

“Enough, enough you Whores, let me sleep.”

In response Helena straddled over his hips and murmured cheekily like a greedy little girl.

“But Daddy I need to take some spunk over my womanly box for my husband as he does enjoy it so…”

She took the masculine limpness in her hand and then rubbed it hopefully as if providing a tactile kiss of life and gabbled cutely.

“…Please Daddy, cover me with sperm or little Martin will be disappointed!”

As if to help my new best friend I licked and suckled his balls before magically his cock slowly but impressively started to expand while I worked the end of him against her subtle crease then sighed.

“I do want you to corrupt me Sir…I will be your dirtiest girl…suck or fuck whoever you tell me to because I crave semen over me just like Helena does…”

The sound of my verbal submission seemed to spark him into action because the flesh became amazingly like iron as I pressed it and drove him on.

“…I am entirely yours Sir…my mind and body…there to serve just as you promised I would…”

He spurted erratically all over her flat saturated mound before she instantly put on panties to capture the questionable treasure then kissed his lips as way of a parting greeting while I slipped out of bed and exhaled.

“…I am leaving as well, Sir, to let you rest while my fiancé sucks a much better man out of me but if you need anything please just call.”

All he could manage in reply was a weary grunt before rolling over for respite to allow our escape when Helena and I hugged closely in the main lounge while she dressed and snickered at Nathan.

“Pay respect Whelp…”

He kneeled and kissed her wet panties under the short dress while she simpered.

“…How much better you are like this Nathan…and be assured I will tell your dad how much you are learning and how well you are getting on.”

With that said so ironically, she departed with a transient kiss on my cheek before Nathan and I went into our room where he stripped me entirely then lay between my open legs where he sucked up ever last trace of semen on or in me and muttered feebly while doing so.

“I’m sorry for what I have led you to Miss, but I am also enduring terribly…”

His tongue was in my ass as I spread my legs and enjoyed his soothing mouth as it whined distractedly.

“…Please understand and forgive me.”

Nathan’s mouth moved to my sodden pussy where it provided a final gentle climax which made me grumble then gasp in ultimate fatigue as I exhaled before falling into the abyss.

“I’ll try to Whelp but I fear this is just the beginning of a slow sullied trip or process here so I will try and not bear malice towards you….”

The darkness was on me because my overwhelmed body could simply not accept any more subversive pleasure as I groaned merely to accuse him, for own my sensual crimes.

“…But it won’t be easy!”

Improbably, in the morning, I was full of energy but did not see Master Mason after washing then dressing and when I reached my much-adored job I kneeled before roguish Henry Fletcher in his luxurious office and proceeded to provide him with a full blowjob, because with what had degenerately occurred the previous evening, it seemed that any sense of personal morality or propriety had gone entirely.

He took my oral munificence in his supercilious stride as if easy suggestible girls succumbing to the omnipotent Master or lower Wolves was the way of things in their universe, and when I had suckled then swallowed his salty, slimy male essence, he merely stroked my flaxen hair and exhaled in gratification.

“That’s just a perfect way to begin the day, Harper, and maybe when Mason Alexander has enjoyed his time you might remain on with the organisation, and we can find the opportunity to experiment with other things…”

His hands raised me up as if he was some type of a Jesus figure and I was a disciple in decadence and wickedness then chirruped as my bottom was patted towards the door.

“…But now go to work and make some money as you’re most privileged to be in this elevated position working for me and…”

It seemed these powerful men were all insufferable, but the truth was the marvellous position here could never have been presented himself without Nathan and his myriad contacts, so I merely listened calmly as he blustered on.

“…Need to prove you’re more than just an easy whore!”

The man’s attitude under normal circumstances would have resulted in a tirade of abuse from me, but weirdly I had not minded the early morning deviance of semen and - dare I admit such an unlikely fact - there was even a discernible trace of pleasure buried somewhere in my mercurial subconscious head.

The day went quickly - as it tended to do when you were having fun inside an environment that you relished - and when I reached my temporary home in the early evening I nodded at Nathan, who had arrived the same time, in the unspoken acknowledgement that things had distinctly changed from how I had originally expected them to go.

I was now Master Mason’s girl or transient Tart to do with as he pleased and - to prove the salacious point - when he appeared at the apartment I was called into the lounge and proceeded to kneel and suck his huge ever ready erection while two of the girls he had brought with for company or conversation observed keenly and Nathan recorded as if I was being unreasonably judged for my debased skills.

Once the man had ejaculated with some gusto both young women bent to share a kiss and the taste the cream before Master Mason sat back while we undressed then nakedly teased and divinely tortured each other’s bodies to climax and delectation as only knowledgeable tactile females could.

In the end we sat beside him nakedly on the grand white settee when his hand gently stroked our pulsating mounds in unmistakable gesture that he owned us all and had the omnipotence or celestial power to do or simply take whatever he wished from us.

I looked into his dark cold eyes then relaxed while he ran his fingertip over my slippery female crease with traces of blonde pubic down at the edges of me and watched me squirm as his voice sighed.

“I definitely sense the improvement in you Harper?”

All I could do was submissively part my thighs a little wider and groan.

“Yes Sir…there is no going back.”

He smiled rapaciously then withdrew his hands and used them in gesture to dismiss the other girls before murmuring softly.

“We’ll go out for dinner to a small restaurant I like, so look dressy but not too classy because…”

Master Mason gurgled as if being in charge was far more fun than being subservient like me.

“…They have a seductive shadowy back alley which is just ideal for our first outdoor misadventure!”

As he made the direction or said the deviant words, I sensed my libido beginning to rise in anticipation and gradually my mind started to realise there was an awakening part of my inner nature that was silently enjoying the emotional helplessness with rough mature malevolent men.

Or perhaps that had always been the case even when I did not realise it.

Therefore, when Master Mason wined and fed me then pulled me over into the moody darkness of the rear alley I willingly bent over and braced my hands against the nearby brick wall because I had been secretly thinking about the sullied event all evening.

He then lifted my layered gypsy skirt, pulled down the lacy racy back panties over the stockings and garter and gasped when he squeezed my hair then drove inside me with virulent strength and irresistible force.

There was no grace or conversation, just power and penetration and as Nathan had the familiar phone to his miserable eye, I tried not to reveal any show of appreciation to the base brutality, but it became difficult not to do so because the involuntary orgasms came one after another which was impossible to deny or hide even in this mucky light of day.

We left soon afterwards with my pussy and ass full of his sleazy earthy white cum and when we reached the Club he watched inside our room as my personal Whelp licked the illicit white poison out of my private places then exhaled softly in apparent admiration.

“How well he does that, but I now need to visit the lounge briefly to show my face and will see you tomorrow.”

My brain was weak and watery from the constant rush then flush of pheromones and simperer hopefully but without force.

“May I sleep in your room, Sir…as it would be a privilege to do so?”

He laughed at my total submission to his rule and nodded.

“Sure, Harper, I’ll be about an hour so smell delicious, choose a nightie that I might find appealing…”

It was hard for me to suppress a smile.

“…And I will join you.”

Nathan devotedly bathed and prepared me as I selected a short white babydoll with matching frilly panties and was then waiting excitedly on his immaculate black bed until he appeared with a small auburn-haired girl I had not seen before who then stripped to her underwear before unbelievably, we were both gagged, bound and tied and left facing each other on the dark covers when he patted our divinely clad bottoms and sighed.

“I’m going to shower and will return shortly.”

The unknown girl and I struggled vainly against the tight unfair bonds and hoped when Master Mason reappeared, he would release us, but the odious Bastard took sadistic delight in our helplessness and merely kissed our noses while curling up harmlessly beside us to settle then sleep.

The next hour was filled with vain female cries and groans before he rolled over and addressed us in mock anger.

“What on earth is the matter girls why can’t you be quiet and still?”

He undid my gag then the one on the other young woman as I sputtered for air.

“We can’t rest like this.”

My wide blue eyes betrayed what I needed or longed for as he smirked.

“Well, kiss each other then, Ladies, and I’ll play and promise that the first one to cum gets fucked in the ass…”

Our tongues began to dance then embrace and while they did so this devilish devious male slipped a finger into each of our damp knickers and flicked our sensitive spots until automatically the pent-up pressure took us swiftly over the sexual edge when he positioned us over side by side on the bed then took his dominant place at the back before murmuring dryly.

“…We’ll call it a draw…”

Still hogtied and hapless. Master Mason then proceeded to lower our panties then ass-fuck Annabel - she had whispered her name by now - then me in turn before we finally collapsed forward in our hateful bonds then felt Nathan suckle both of us clean after the man commanded him to do so.

The apparently traumatised girl beside me was then freed from imprisonment and - after kissing him as if she wanted to do it all again - was ushered away when he loosened my own cords but left me partially captured as if he misguidedly thought I gleaned some strange appreciation of the imprisonment before whispering.

“You want to rest here with me now?”

I glared at him warily but wearily.

“As I am?”

His handsome demonic face literally beamed.

“Of course.”

It was hard to know how to respond to such presumption so in the end I just licked his mouth and exhaled softly in acceptance.

“Yes please…you know I’ll say yes to anything because this is all so fucking...”

My head fell onto the pillow beside his and I felt my reason already drifting into space while I whimpered.

“…Wild.”

When I opened my bleary eyes, it was dawn and I was already untied and alone meaning I wallowed in the warmth of the bed then ran into my own room where I reset as best I could because every moment here seemed a libidinous trial before I showered, dressed, and began the whole extraordinary insanity all over again.

The days then weeks began to turn or decadently twist where almost hourly I never knew quite what to expect or manage from my Master in deviance and depravity because, true to his wicked word, he seemed to disgrace and corrupt me almost effortlessly.

Seemingly, against my formerly better instincts or faded sense of honour, I allowed my body to be bound, shackled and restricted in much the same way as Nathan’s but the crazy difference was that I found myself secretly craving the submission then endless abuse and quickly grew to adore the tension then sensual expectation through this continual affront to my questionable dignity.

As Master Mason had predicted so diabolically, I could barely deny or disguise my feminine joy due to the teasing or sublime torture he put me through, while the ultimate sex with him or the many girls that shared his divine body, surreal dungeon and enormous bed became nothing short of addictive.  

To my shame I grew to openly revel in being corralled or imprisoned with a ball-gag between my lips or blindfold around my eyes, so I felt ever more salaciously available, before being rutted from above or behind by some unseen man or men.

To his questionable credit, for the first couple of months I knew he kept such privileges to himself although my mouth became something for him to give out freely to anyone that he decided was worthy or deserving of the warm moist prize.

By this time, it was as if I had lost any vestige of internal self-respect or will because I was entirely compliant and subservient in his world and absolutely loved the thrill of capitulating to a rich dominant man and surely revelled in this life of relative luxury brought on by such pathetic submission on my part.

This included weekends away inside luxury hotels or fabulous days on the high seas aboard the opulent company yacht where the grand vessel was full of rapacious Wolves and willing girls like me wearing very little while having a most sexual and self-indulgent time.

The taste of such indecent experiences was undoubtedly magnetic then irresistible to a giddy girl with my formerly hidden libidinous appetites.

I tried to feel bad and mortified by my promiscuous actions but was surrounded by beautiful girls doing precisely the same thing which made me feel that there was nothing to reproach myself for because like all young women, I enjoyed sexual intimacy and was merely trying to get ahead.

Nathan had become something of a dependable brick who took videos or pictures as instructed to add to my dossier on file while trying his best to mask his continual arousal or eternal urge to climax.

There were more than a few times I took pity then let him cum over my pussy before licking the plentiful ejaculate there left by Master Mason’s cock after yet another night of degradation at his hands.

My fiancé - if that what he still was - seemed very content at his work and accepting of his demeaning Whelp role with me alongside the other females at the Wolf Club but spoke only of the day to come when my three-month contact could be completed, and we could keep our jobs and become a regular couple which seemed most unlikely to me.

Then with two weeks to go before the end of my tenure here, and with Nathan watching as always, I was standing beside my Master waiting to leave for dinner wearing a heavenly black evening dress with all the necessary finery below when he patted my ass and sighed meaningfully.

Subsequently, he relaxed on the couch and gestured for me to kneel between his thighs when automatically I undid his zip to remove the familiar long cock and began to instinctively lick then suck it as he caressed my shimmering hair and whispered while Nathan filmed as usual.

“I have indeed succeeded in schooling and corrupting you Harper, but in truth I take no real credit for your subjugation because I possess an acute nose for illicit female desires and yours were plain immediately…”

In response I drew and adored his testicles as if they were coated with sugar as he chuckled.

“…But now you have a decision to make, because to me you are merely another girl in this place and under my thumb and therefore must decide if you wish to remain to serve out a year here or leave…”

My head had run through this scenario many times recently but to no avail as I merely pleasured him further and listened closely while he continued.

“…If you depart then I will allow you not to perform with other men over the next few days, while both you and the Whelp can keep the jobs you have, and I will continue to provide an apartment for a while but then you will have to vacate while any future employment will depend on the generosity or whims of your present bosses…”

He seemed to be physically harder than I had ever known as if this indecency or taste of sadism aroused his devilish soul, but the stiffness seriously inflamed my own inner sexual spirt while he muttered.  

“…Or stay to proudly put on the club uniforms and become part of my team to complete a year’s term and enjoy the same privileges or perhaps even more subject to how things develop for you…”

I licked the sucked the spitting end of his huge erection and noticed his dark eyes glinting in secret satisfaction at my impulses he had fashioned so expertly.

“…It’s entirely your choice.”

Without thinking I glanced casually at Nathan and his reddened face still with the camera over his seedy eye then rose to remove my glorious dress before crouching over Master Mason’s hips when I rubbed my panty covered pussy against the delicious rigidity and groaned without any memory of the young lady with high ideals that used to exist in my shoes.

“That’s a most difficult proposition for the decent girl I used to be…”

The edge of his male tool eased past the side of the tiny lacy knickers far too readily before my hips mounted him fractionally and I groaned in all-consuming desire.

“…But you have indeed unfairly altered my head and turned me into a whore…”

My body dropped to take him half inside me as I gasped.

“…And I suppose I will have no option but to provide my precious places to the other Wolves?”

What energy I had to resist was already spent as I dropped down disastrously onto the wondrous cock and seemingly lost my salient mind in the process as he whispered in triumph.

“Of course, Harper, and to break you in I have two lined up tonight to take you on the rack and suspended shackles because you are surely made for fornication…”

He murmured on to confirm he was an utter Bastard.

“…And it seems unreasonable or selfish…”

My vaginal muscles began to press and surge against him as his voice wandered because he was not immune to my feminine wiles.

“…Not to share my spoils with the other Wolves.”

Master Mason was so odious and obnoxious that I inexplicably climaxed on the heavenly thickness inside me then realised he had not cum which forced me to move and press once more as I exhaled in drama and defeat to what he could supply.

“You must understand that this is not fair because you know full well, although I’m a good girl at heart, I can’t give this up now or yet…”

Once more I sensed him swell to my sorry story of victimhood at his hands, and I started to thrash against the irresistible pressure then entirely confused myself while doing so.

“…And I am bound to go on and take my place here in the Club to dress up in your array of sublime outfits and have the Wolves use me like the rest of the horny and pernicious pack of females.”

The connection we shared in that moment was beyond mind-blowing as I drove myself against his masculine energy like a demented, nymphomaniacal lunatic until it vigorously and violently exploded inside me when I bent my head and aromatic blonde hair into his ruddy handsome face and mumbled in exhaustion.

“…Yes, yes, yes you lousy Bastard…bring it on as I cannot leave, and I am definitely…”

My very bones seemed to collapse against his iron form as his arms held me while my lips whined.

“…In for more!”

After recovery we attended another classy restaurant in the city where the food was sumptuous before returning to the Club and the divisive dungeon where - as warned - I was promptly stripped by two Wolves I had not met previously then attached by the wrists to metal shackles above me before I hung helplessly and privately hated the absurd fact that I was so disgracefully turned on.

To prove this improbable fact when the two stocky strangers began to stroke then explore my perfumed female cracks and creases, I promptly vibrated to visible orgasm swiftly and from that revealing point I truly became the shameless whore that Master Mason had guided or groomed me to be.

I watched as the men removed their trousers and shorts to prod or brush their extended penises against my malleable flesh merely to amuse them or torment me, and when I was finally laid face down on the rack, I willingly sucked Master Mason’s cock while the strangers took my ass and pussy but could not see who did what because of the covering blindfold.

Without question my body had become a mere vassal for their basic sexual needs while unspeakably I understood that in many ways, they were also becoming an integral part of my own salacious fulfilment although I was loathe to admit such degeneracy.

Once the debauchery had ended and after Nathan had soothed then cleaned me with his ever-reliable tongue, I showered and put on a long silken nightgown without underwear and after swiftly signing the document confirming my extended association with the Wolf Club, I took up the generous offer from Master Mason to join him in his room then bed.

The contract agreed meant that the battle between us had long ended as I kneeled then licked his erect cock and simpered thoughtfully.

“You know I don’t like you much Sir, but…”

Athletically I straddled over his barrel chest then rested the soft sexual centre of my vaginal folds on the tip of his dependable male spear and groaned feebly.

“…I would admit that I love the debased sexual games and but for you would never have had the chance to experience them…”

His sublime length slipped inside me so snugly as if it belonged there as I gripped the force with the developing muscles from all the recent activity then whined.

“…Because I sorely adore the decadence and sexual colour….”

Fornication in this position was proving to be my favourite pastime, as I drove slowly against the living iron of his male tool to make it last then began the rise merely to achieve the inevitable and lascivious fall and my tongue twisted in confession.

“…And find that I am simply desirous of sex in all the forms and would honestly thank you for corrupting me exactly as you said you would.”

His palms grabbed my soft warm bottom and pulled me gently up and down which felt delicious as he sighed in reply.

“It’s been a pleasure and now you can safely ride as much as you like but it is not all down to me because without your dependable little Whelp…”

His fingers grabbed and held me fast as he surged upwards towards completion.

“…This undoubtedly would not have occurred.”

We found sullied bliss in frantic unison while his comment reverberated about my unstable brain and when our lower bodies came apart, I naturally bent down to suck his soft penis clean and relished that I was full of him once again before murmuring.

“Yes Sir, that is true and given he has been most attentive and worshipful throughout then please…”

I knew Nathan was recording as always from his favourite corner of the room and reflexively wanted to torment him.

“…Foul and fill me once more as he adores using his tongue to make me pink and pure again and…”

My words made Nathan visibly pulse and thus began the process towards another bout of depravity while I groaned in understandable listlessness.

“…I feel it is the very least he requires and expects…!”

Master Mason took me three more times before I returned to my own space where I released Nathan from his cage then had him jerk himself over my saturated crease and he ejaculated in ignominious glory then buried his head in the slimy mess while I closed my eyes to the heavenly motion of his mouth and exhaled softly.

“…This is what you wanted Whelp…and precisely the end you merit for entangling me in this deviant mayhem or lunacy and now we have many more months to go through, so what do you think about that…?”

He merely looked up briefly from between my parted thighs with sticky lips and a wry grin then returned to his servile duties as I laughed tiredly.

“…I thought so!”

The morning saw me bent over Henry Fletcher’s desk when he crudely pulled up my skirt, lowered my panties then fucked my ass because, now the word was out on the Wolf-line that I was just another working girl at the Club, it appeared he had the debased right to do so.

Unbelievably, after our brief but frantic bout of debatable intimacy, I was not concerned or disturbed because I was beginning to realise that one stiff cock was much like the rest and despite the indecency of seemingly whatever I touched or tolerated, my grubby mind and supple body privately relished the submissive deviance,

This meant I entered the rest of the day at work with milky semen in my pussy but also a noticeable kick of energy in my step because I was becoming a fully-fledged woman and could seemingly handle whatever the world threw at me.

Which is how things turned out over the subsequent weeks and months when I started working weekends and the odd evenings in the Wolf Club where my form took to wearing the evocative costumes as any dirty black swan would to the darkest muddiest water.

During this period Nathan and I - he never did discuss or question my unilateral decision to have more time here - were moved into a luxurious apartment block nearby that belonged to the Club, continued to work in our favourite jobs and lived like a normal engaged couple but that was hardly the recognisable case.

Was it?

In harsh reality I saw him as a mere accessory to my needs or wants, because the sexual thrills of the everyday within this surreal bubble was nothing short of extraordinary and I surely indulged my every fancy or fantasy over the course of the time before my contract would come to an inevitable end.

However, when this point in my life was reached - again without consultation with Nathan - because I was still enjoying myself more than I could rationally or morally explain I put my name on the line for another twelve months as by now I could handle the roguish Wolves and took silent enjoyment training the sweet young boys that were seeking advantage or improvement when taking up the mantle of Whelp status so eagerly.

Dianne, who I had shared many a sexual adventure with, was sadly leaving the fold; she had educated and supported me extremely well in the many strange and subversive processes here but in honesty the pace for ready lively girls here was killing, and as there was always willing new female blood seeking depraved adventure for profit, the turnover of staff was extensive.

Both Nathan and I missed her, but there was no opportunity to dwell because the demands of the Wolves and Club were truly weighty and I was still very much caught up in the sexual extravaganza I had embarked upon because as mentioned by Master Mason, I simply loved the debased trip of my formerly uninformed existence.

I’m not certain exactly when my feeling towards this perverse organisation changed but I suppose it came to a head after I had taken a young boy called Paul under my wing to become a Whelp and after many months of sensual tuition, encouraged the slender youth with bright blonde hair to bring his young innocent fiancé Josie to one of the infamous companies get togethers.

The girl was petite, fair-haired and visibly pure and straight away I knew for certain that she would appeal to Master Mason’s sleazy, predatory side before that became precisely what proved to be, because just like me, any resistance to this Monster from sweet naïve girls seemed utterly and entirely futile.

After some understandable vacillation and chicanery which was his expertise with unwary girls, she and her adoring partner accepted the three-month offer to be corrupted for financial or social opportunity, and to my eternal disgrace I shared the bed with our Master, when he took her innocence and virtue without any tangible sense of guilt or culpability for his venal actions.

Beautiful honestly pure and virtuous of heart, Josie did not display even a trace of reluctant force or vim to refuse or deny him as I had, and timidly pleaded for his fetid attention because the Bastard had that devilish way of bringing out the sexual minx in any girl.

He soon had the young sweet girl dangling on his hard cock as her hapless partner watched his Love being degraded often while he filmed just as unforgivably my own partner had done.

When she was abused in the degenerate dungeon or simply at his greedy grasping hands it was entirely apparently voluntary, but suddenly, I started to appreciate that this degenerate degrading process from beginning to end had one purpose only, and that was to keep the flow of horny, foolish simply unaware girls such as me and now Josie moving seamlessly through this greasy depraved lousy Club.

In our own ways I reluctantly recognised that both Nathan and I had been cleverly coerced or perhaps seduced by sexuality, sensuality or maybe the allure of money and in many subversive subtle ways to previously surrender our liberty then dignity.  

Therefore, as I observed at close quarters, young sweet Josie granting full debased access to her perfect body and sweet spirit to this Demon in this decadent environment with her boyfriend’s naïve, tacit approval, I knew it was already way past time for me to get out.

I thought about my intended flight for a few days while the illicit thrill of sexuality that had held me in such thrall continued to do so slightly less than it once did, until the cloying sensations of shame and abashment at my plight and lowly position here seemed to increase exponentially.

The ultimate straw that proverbially broke the back that had endured endless whipping and suffering while hanging or being bent over for countless primal men, was sharing a full night with Master Mason and young Josie who had turned into a promiscuous generic female that we all had become far too readily and easily inside this hedonistic environment.

In honesty, the sensual interaction in the dungeon then bed both with this luscious, lovely girl and then the ever-virile Master Mason obviously brought inevitable climactic passion then orgasmic heaven but - given my mindset - it was sadly not enough to lift my building feelings of guilt and despondency when all was said or done, and the cheap primitive rush of hot blood had dirtily drifted by.

Inside my heart I knew I had sold myself too cheaply for far too long and the following day I placed my resignation on the immaculately polished table of the Head Wolf who merely grinned evilly in my direction - as if he barely cared if I lived or died - before explaining that this was my right but upon my departure I would have a mere three month grace in the apartment after which the influence of the revered Wolf Club would be lost to me forever.

Along with Nathan, because he made it crystal that without my continuance in the inauspicious building then reluctantly my feeble fiancé no longer held value as a Whelp, especially because the lousy Bastard joked that he was barely up to finding another glorious girl like me for them to feast on. 

Suddenly, as if my eyes had been opened, the tawdry aims and games of this awful venue were laid out clearly in transparent detail - in what he said or didn’t mention - and they were all merely to tempt stupid young men like Nathan into believing there was a pot of gold at the end of this deceptive but degradingly destructive rainbow.

This was purely so their once pure and often virtuous girlfriends could be snared then besmirched by filthy rich men who knew exactly how to take advantage and precisely what they wanted from everyone from the very start.

In retrospective truth, everything at the Wolf Club was a scam and had been from the get-go, and in a virulent rush of temper I told this lousy male he was nothing more than a miserable scurrilous Bastard while Nathan and I would never be coming back to such a depraved den of iniquity.

In all fairness he took my scolding of him in relatively good part and let me blow through a spoken tornado before the relative eye of calm emerged when he settled back in his large leather black chair of power, raised a glass of brandy to me, as if he had heard it all before or perhaps merely to toast my departure.

“I would wholly admit you are correct in many ways, Harper…”

His teeth were visibly white and sharp while he exhaled expressively to end our association.

“…But in all fairness what did you expect to happen to delectable young females inside an organisation that brands itself not so ironically as the notorious Wolf Club?”

I left soon afterwards feeling utterly used and entirely dumb then became annoyed when Nathan became devastated at new of our departure and sudden change of fortune, but eventually came around when I mentioned that the extended stint there was only ever temporary and, as educated moral people, we were undeniably both much better than how we had unforgivably behaved.

Even he appreciated that it was undoubtedly now long past due to find our own paths either together or otherwise.

Strangely, I did not blame my questionable fiancé for leading me into this perversion and accepted that I had grown fond if not dependant of him because having someone around that lived only to please you was difficult to take for granted or give up entirely.

Therefore, we indeed continued forward as a couple and mercifully kept our jobs - my Boss seemed quite unexpectedly understanding when I withdrew my sexual services - to enable us to transition to a smaller but decent rented apartment where life continued and the only thing that remained the same was that I did not allow Nathan out of chastity.

It seemed to be something that suited us both given the restriction kept his interest in using his silky tongue many times a day because without the sex on tap, I had enjoyed for so long, there were personal needs that only he could meet temporarily.

Things however began to go firmly south within a few months after we had taken the new lease on our compact home in the sky because the previously generous and understanding Henry Fletcher promoted a new fresh -faced, red-haired lithe girl to take my position at the firm who was far less qualified than me but obviously provided what I had bravely withdrawn in my rushed return to decency.

A couple of calls helped me discover that, as expected, she was now part of the coterie of new whores from the Wolf Club and was therefore willingly providing this lecherous beast what he wanted to usurp my wonderful position before in anxiety and desperation - for what I’d lost - I agreed to suck the man’s cock one morning for old time’s sake.

Then, after foully ejaculating unceremoniously down my throat, old Henry Fletcher told me politely but regretfully that Patty’s elevated position was permanent but if I continued to grant sexual favours as before he would perhaps bear me in mind if she departed unexpectedly.

This seemed to be the final insult from him because although I tried to do the less qualified job I was given and accept things as best I could, after this scumbag had swiftly fucked me over his desk when his new muse had an afternoon off - another definite error on my part - I quit the same day in a deserved fit of regret and pique with his greasy spunk up my ass and what female pride I had remaining decidedly in the gutter.

Thankfully and manfully Nathan somehow kept his job at his prestigious law firm as fortuitously he had become a valued assistant to Vivian Hammond, one of the partners there, who had taken a definite shine and was something of a guiding hand for him which I genuinely appreciated and never objected to any demands on his time because it was vital to our survival, she be kept happy.

This substantial income meant I had some latitude and freedom to make a mark elsewhere, but my specialist world appeared closed to me, and I temped in clubs, retail, restaurants, or office jobs to see if there was an opening, but with only a degree in art history there seemed little real prospects of anything substantial on the horizon.

On a personal sexual level, Nathan’s experienced mouth kept me sane for a while but then inevitably I began to have affairs at work which were a temporary draw or thrill which soon petered out because most of the men wanted something emotionally from me which was way beyond my ability to produce, meaning I went from one empty physical liaison to the next to find some transient physicality which I always craved.

My partner knew I was being unfaithful because he would often taste the lovers on my promiscuous vaginal lips, but he licked them out diligently anyway and sometimes I would release his cage than allow him to cum over me as well for a special treat because I grew to think of him as something of a unique treasure in living form.

Improbably as it might seem, the only person that still emotionally stirred me was Nathan, because I loved him as you would a favourite dog, which might sound insulting from those who have never experienced the power of attraction and affection to someone or something that actually adored you unconditionally.

And my fiancé - we saw no reason to change the status - was respectful and worshipful in every conceivable way possible.

Bizarrely his continual kindness and respect in my regard started to make me miss then secretly crave a return to the penchant for submission I and once known at the Wolf Club, because that type of interaction had undeniably fired my libido and often privately made my woolly mind long for the good old days, as if that is what they had been?

Despite my developing unmentionable desires, I could or would not return to that vacuous existence but then secretly sought out avenues where an opportunity to rediscover this recently discarded past might be found.

Then after going clubbing for weeks with a cute giddy girl called Sue from my new job waitressing, we ended up inside a shady bar in a rundown part of town full of black males that looked like gangsters which literally made me instantly wet my lacy white panties.

There were sexy teenage girls everywhere as I danced with my friend before finding ourselves at the garish watering hole when a tall muscular black male stood over me and made my knees melt as he whispered.

“You look like you need something Bitch…?”

Instinctively and daringly my hand cupped the bulge in his faded ripped jeans as he laughed at my brashness.

“…Say please Zane… and maybe I’ll let you suck it.”

He was pressing every degenerate button I owned as I crouched and showed respect like I had done so many times on the protrusion through the trousers then sighed.

“Please Zane I would really like to suck it….”

Spectacular shoulders shook in mirth along with the braided hair on his head as I undid the zip then dropped to my knees to slaver on this enormous piece of black flesh and spluttered disgracefully as I did so.

“…And fuck it…please!

There was no disgrace for me in sucking a black guy off in this sleazy club because all the apparently pretty sweet girls were disgracefully busy in one way or another and after drawing out his generous frothy load I performed orally once more then bent over against a dirty wall in a gloomy part on this venue where he fucked me gloriously to climax then came around to the front to take my giddy head in his hands and gurgle.

“One last suck Baby while Neo fucks your ass and maybe…”

I audibly gasped as a gargantuan prick was forced inside my anal passage before I then moved if not surged against them both until my mouth and slippery ass were full of spunk when the tall man above me slipped some money in my open bra and chuckled.

“…You can become part of the white pussy-posse here and I’ll take real good care of your bones.”

He left me breathless with Sue - who had also sampled the dark male fare here - and we retreated then parted in the taxi when I entered my home and discovered a $500 note between my plump breasts before laying on the bed then gasping to Nathan who was waiting as he always did.

“Strip and gorge on what I have for you because your favourite girl has been very naughty and might have found a location for some fresh escapades to keep me calm or possibly sane.”

It might have sounded surreal, but I had no shame or secrets from him and recounted in graphic detail precisely how I had disgraced then demeaned myself with these deviant men then allowed Nathan to meekly cum over my leg because it seemed as if another new dissolute direction was too much for us both to calmly deal with.

Over the next few weeks, I was drawn to this degradation - with or without Sue - like a lusty moth to the brightest fiercest flame and even took Nathan to watch occasionally because the buffed black guys were used to pale white boys looking on as their girls were fouled or fucked and he was in no danger while I performed disgracefully.

The end of this diversion however came quickly because one morning I realised I could not remember how many black men I suckled or fucked at the all-night party the evening before, while frighteningly that there was a trace of something white on my nose and dress that I knew to be cocaine although I did not remember snorting or sniffing it.

My body felt fulfilled but what rational mind I had left was outraged at my reckless irresponsibility because this is not who I was meant to be and once more guilt, self-denial or recrimination followed before I finally vowed I was going to turn over a permanent new ethical leaf as I knew with certainty what would happen if I continued on this self-destructive path and it was not something to look forward to.

Therefore, after a week of celibacy and after finding a simple safe job as a secretary in a small firm I sat with my fiancé one evening ceremoniously removed his familiar cage and explained that I finally wanted to seriously make a go of our relationship as a normal couple with a view to marriage.

I was no baby anymore or had much flush of youth remaining, and now sincerely wanted my sexual activity to eventually lead to children and the family life I always dreamed of instead of accidentally sliding down into the morass of faceless subversive fornication that brought passing delight then endless despondency in unequal measure.

Understandably, Nathan was taken aback at first but then bravely rose to the challenge of becoming my real true fiancé and we began to act out the part together.

Subsequently, the two of us began formally dating and going out dining then dancing or to the theatre and meeting old friends to boast about our love and forthcoming marriage then even ran into Theo late one evening - with a beautiful girl in tow - which strangely unnerved me for reasons I could not explain.

My old predatory friend had obviously done well for himself because he seemed to have real uncountable money now when previously at college - all those years before - the handsome man only possessed the striking good looks that had I noticed had been unfairly enhanced by the passage of the years.

I only spoke to him in briefly, but Nathan took a business card and later informed me that he had sold out for billions on some app and online store or other, although I was barely interested because my eyes and plans were firmly fixed on my relationship with lovely true and reliable Nathan.    

My fiancé mentioned Theo once or twice more over the next few weeks, but I didn’t pay much attention because my head was dreaming about the wedding and how I would look in white taffeta and lace before as always reality reared up ferociously to prick my whimsical fluffy bubble.

This further disaster took the form of initial horrible intimacy between us because after holding out for longer than any virgin reasonably would to the man she loved, I finally took Nathan to my bed for more than his salacious tongue thus allowing him to generously make me eternally his.

To his credit he managed to enter me just before climaxing then began weirdly hugging my neck as if that was the main erogenous part of my body.

After forgiving my prospective groom for any inexperience I graciously then allowed him to try again and again until in less than a single week of such ineffectual efforts I concluded that it was beyond my ability to give my womanly form and life to someone that could raise an erection but barely a trace of sexual desire or feminine passion inside me.

Then melancholy truly took hold because once more my feet were set upon the wrong road and subsequently, I made him wear the cage for salvation before - over the next few weeks - then trying to work out a solution because unfortunately you could truly love your woolly dependable dog but decidedly, did not wish to have him on the bed or proverbially in the sack. 

The only solution seemed flight and I spoke to a friend from college now living in Italy and began looking at dates to depart, after leaving Nathan a suitable note of explanation, because in veracity I was simply too scared to confront or upset him after everything that we had been through but had ultimately assessed something for sure. 

Despite my genuine respect and adoration of my favourite male puppy, the gambit of misadventures with him had surely reached an impasse and undeniably it was well past time for a new start because there seemed to be no way to balance my barely contained deviant submissive sexual instincts against the honourable, demure, and sensible part of the once glamorous Harper Lesley, I had known all my life.

It was regretfully and frankly impossible to reconcile my inherent seedy sexual impulses against the more admirable moral instincts or any visible way forward for me anymore with Nathan, even though I loved him in my own surreal way and to no avail had, in more recent times, sincerely tried my level best to make it work between us.

Sadly, but perhaps predictably, feeble escape away from my vacuous wasteful life now seemed the only course of action because even for someone with my extensive and inventive imagination, I felt without question that all possible options had been fully explored and exhausted while the tortured, twisted path that once included Nathan Jones upon it along with me, had surely come to an end.  

Nathan

It was hard to believe that over four years had passed since that fateful conversation with Helena which had led me to the extraordinary Wolf Club and everything that followed from that precipitous and perverse point.

The fact that Harper had joined me on this surreal adventure was nothing short of miraculous if not unbelievable because what transpired to us both during the recent debased period was nothing short of extraordinary.

I knew that Wolf-Master Mason Alexander had played us both smoothly and expertly, bringing out my servile side first them effortlessly catching Harper in his sullied net as if recognising that she possessed a subconscious wild, wanton and wicked sexual side that I would never have believed had I not witnessed it in every pornographic detail of feminine flesh and blood.

But the less than erotic truth - much to my fiancé s deep regret and malaise - had been recorded in endless volumes on the electronic files regarding the present and former working girls for the Whelps, and their devilish Masters, to view for their own amusement or curiosity because the pictorial story was undeniably compulsive if not utterly addictive viewing.

For the Wolves it was merely casual interest or perhaps a deviant trip down memory lane but for the tender young boy I had once been upon first arriving there, it was the sweetest but most poisonous apple that - along with everything else I was taught - undoubtedly turned my head and corrupted my soul because to my terrible shame when I took Harper to the Club for the initial social party I surely but secretly longed for her to become a working girl there.

Since finally leaving the awful place and having some sage much required separation or introspection, I grew to understand that I had been coerced at best or groomed at worst to become an indecent half-man that lived only to serve superior girls that were fucked and used by predatory rich males along with my love, Harper Lesley, in particular.

She had been my fiancé for most of the last few years and we shared this surreal decadent jaunt together because I had - often painfully - watched her embrace degeneracy and debauchery with Master Mason at first, then a relative retinue or melee of other rapacious men in his wake with a sense of disbelief and silent wonder because I never judged her for these almost nymphomaniac sexual appetites and openly relished sucking the juices off the girl’s precious warm form in the most ignominious of ways.

In all honesty I had become a decadent voyeur and recorder of Harper alongside her fellow whores being used and abused; and while my rattled head did not underestimate the privilege of being so depravedly involved with so many beauteous young women, eventually it became uncertain if such sensual liberation had been a blessing or possibly a nightmare to witness in so much graphic detail.

I say that, because even though we had not been at the Wolf Club for over two years since Harper walked out so dramatically, I still willingly wore the shiny golden chastity cage of my devotion to her and continued to venerate the gorgeous girl despite her instincts to treat me like a servant rather than life-partner because it was still me that continued to bring in most of the wages we needed merely to get by.

In fairness to Harper, she had - in passing - generously attempted to make me become a normal man then potential husband and granted permission to share the main bedroom to penetrate the vaginal line I had become so familiar with; but whether it was my affected head or uncertain heart the intimacy was bland then brief which only drove her to further empty but passionate trysts with Studs that temporarily sated her ongoing craving for such meaningless sullied affairs. 

It must be said that once she had been crudely rutted and filled the unspeakable joy, we both gleaned, from me laying between her open thighs and sucking some anonymous man’s heady ejaculate from her dirtied precious creases and crevices strangely suited us both far better than any usual or nuclear partnership.

There was no real blame or fault for how things had reached this low point, because the sordid seduction at the Wolf Club sorely caused then formed and moulded us towards this unedifying end, and it was harder than ever for either of us to break the degenerate cycle, however we had tried to do so in the previous few difficult months.

So, I had known that the building pressure had sadly formed an increasingly growing fissure between us which would inevitably lead to our breakup which surprisingly - considering that the uninformed might think I had the worst end of the deal - was the last thing I wanted because in spite of her condescension and constant infidelity towards me, I adored and honestly loved Harper Lesley more than ever.

Unknown to the sublime girl I had tried to come up with various secret strategies to save and perhaps direct us to formal salvation - then eventual matrimony - but each had failed miserably before barely taking shape, and the only remaining possibility was from utterly absurd conversations shared with our old college friend Theo, after we had met him again by accident, and which I could never even consider or seriously place before my Love for her attention.

That was before I frighteningly discovered Harper’s personal plan to flee to Italy, without any further discussion with me, and thus begin a new life because undeniably this one, we had ill-advisedly developed between us was not working out so well and certainly did not seem it was moving towards any possible happy ending.

Subsequently - and before she could book any tickets - I made urgent but necessary arrangements, much against my better instincts, then took her to an exclusive Japanese restaurant in town, to which she had always wanted to go, where I watched her fabulous face blush in shock when this malevolent shadow of the past, Theo, came to join us at the secluded table in the corner then ordered a bottle of champagne before kissing her glowing cheek politely and addressing us together 

“Hi, and this is my treat tonight for old time’s sake and don’t worry about the bill because I have done very well for myself…”

He shook my hand politely as if this was all routine then sidled up to Harper before pecking her red lips purposefully while laughing.

“…And we can more importantly expand on the conversations I have been having recently with Nathan.”

Immediately I could see Harper’s uncertainty but, given she had already made the decision to abandon me, then her agile shoulders shrugged disinterestedly - as if this all could barely get any worse - and she sipped the bubbly liquid when it arrived then started to relax before kindly asking Theo about his recent past.

He was evasive for a while and spoke in generalities about his relationships or computer businesses that he apparently had sold for fortunes until the meal was almost completed and we were sampling the rich sweet rice wine when he placed a small, computer drive, on the surface of the table and smiled directly at the lovely Harper.

“This is a small present, so you can be assured that the past is fully behind you and cannot bite you or anyone you know in the future.”

She picked up the tiny tactile object circumspectly and pressed it with curious fingertips before speaking drolly.

“Well, Mr Generous, that’s very nice of you but…”

She patently thought it was some sort of joke.

“…What the fuck is it?”

His tone in reply was cool and sardonic.

“It’s your complete recorded history at the Wolf Club, as the copy on the main file has been deleted and this is merely for your own personal records if you want them?”

She sat back completely stunned into disbelief then alarm as her lips whispered accusingly in his direction.

“Supposed you’ve pored over them?”

His grin was icy and unfortunately but truthfully slanted towards me.

“No, I haven’t as that is not my sexual bag, but Nathan’s, and although I thought the Wolf Club initially had some merit or interesting and admirable ideas my own are more extreme and personally beguiling, so I wanted to erase this surreal chapter in your life and see if you wish to begin anew?”

I could tell she remained far from convinced by the opening part of his pitch and presumed this to be yet another scam.

“They would not sell this as they are too rich and mean.”

Theo merely rolled his inky magnetic eyes and sighed purposefully.

“They are indeed not the nicest group in the universe but not as rich as you think, and I have a legal commitment from them that for the million dollars I have paid, the only copy of your sexual history there which I have sent to Nathan for his inspection…”

He took the slender innocuous object from Harper and waved it under her small, cute nose.

“…Is this, which you can now keep or throw away.”

She snatched it back instantly then hissed.

“Then…what do you want from me?”

He settled more comfortably in his seat then laughed.

“Firstly, you can provide a Million Dollar blow job in way of appreciation, while I tell you all about my own new little club which I think you, with Nathan at your side like some dumb animal, might fit right into.”

Ignoring the unfair insult, she sat and pondered in consideration for a moment or two then leaned over to extract the previously viewed enormous black erection and silently exhaled with expectant admiration before carefully licking the tip of it as she sighed.

“If this is what you’ve really done then I thank you sincerely Theo as in truth it’s been a worry at the back of my mind for a long while…”

Her hands lowered the dark trousers then black shorts before sucking his huge balls and groaning.

“…And if what you say is true then I’ll do this whenever you want me to.”

He stroked her radiant blonde hair and looked at me because I knew exactly what was coming as we had talked it over many times recently.

“Nathan has made me aware of many personal things in your relationship and how you crave to be with a dominant male while he only wishes to serve just as a former Whelp’s training dictates….”

His tone towards me was derisory.

“…That’s how they set their sleazy little stall out at the Wolf Club which I saw when I visited all those years ago but seemed obvious to me at the time, these Wolfmen were actively seeking submissive little boys like Nathan looking for a thrill and then indecently seducing nice girls like you that they could slyly introduce to be…”

He intently watched Harper relishing his huge throbbing black cock and pulled her head tightly over the length and groaned in satisfaction.

“…Schooled in all types of deviance and decadence until…”

My fiancé was shaking and gasping.

“…You could both not exist with the physical and emotional rush it provided.”

As if to prove the pernicious comment Harper kneeled and drew him with ever more urgency before he shivered, shuddered, and ejaculated down her gaping throat when she gulped it down eagerly then groaned with semen-stained exultation.

“That’s not true…you’re wrong.”

He stroked her golden hair once more to encourage Harper to suckle the diminished flesh in her soft wet mouth and smiled.

“I don’t think so, which is why you are here because I have formed a far superior enterprise to the one run by the notorious Wolves and it is called the Black Stag Club where there is a far greater aim and purpose to our equally nefarious activities.”

Harper released his cock slightly to show me it had miraculously hardened to her oral caress then licked the length of it and grumbled circumspectly.

“And what makes that so different if I may ask…?”

She drew the smooth top of the shaft as if enjoying his enormous manhood and the depraved joy it provided before hissing.

“…You’ll still expect to fuck me, won’t you?”

Theo smirked then grabbed strands of her spectacular hair more tightly to make my girl wince.

“Yes of course, but our virtuous purpose is only for procreation because we ensure our girls are contentedly married to feeble white boys who love and serve them before making babies in energetic and virile ways that are beyond the abilities of the average husbands…”

He held my fiancé like stone against the ebony thickness and watched her begin to tremble.

“…Wouldn’t you like this solid cock tight and snug inside your inner walls with a pure purpose rather than all the wasteful fornication…”

Harper grumbled pathetically and began to suck him once more while he continued.

“…If you wish to join then you will be granted great privileges and wealth beyond the reaches of the other place but will belong to me and the Club for life because…”

My fiancé closed her eyes and drew him quickly as he simpered.

“…I shall be watching on from a near distance and come to take my conjugal rights when I wish…which seems only fair and…”

To my horror and shameful arousal, he foully deposited more sperm inside her belly and gurgled in satisfaction.

“…Reasonable…now let us drink some more wine and I will explain things in further detail merely for your consideration.”

As Harper wiped her slippery lips on the shimmering glass and drunk Champagne to wash away the traces of sperm on her palate, we listened intently as Theo outlined his outrageous scheme of him and his group of Stags fathering endless amounts of children by white girls with limp listless husbands and a penchant for submission to powerful and dominant males.

Theo calmly explained again that he insisted that the marriages were real and secure because it was vital that the infants were brought up in secure loving homes which would belong to the couples after the first birth with the caveat of easy access to the wife by a mating Stag as required.

Any sexual rights of the husband would be set by the superior Black Stag, when the wife was in season, and at that time no access other than oral was permissible for them.

Naturally, there were other obtuse surreal conditions all crazier than the next and I watched Harper feign interest while getting merrily drunk before finally she sputtered in slurred breath.

“Well thanks for the offer and the pictures Theo, but despite me sucking your cock out of gratitude, I honestly never liked you much at college and even though you impossibly seem to have more money than Croesus I think I’ll take a raincheck on the offer while just one more thing…”

She almost fell on his lap when she kissed his cheek and snarled.

“…You horny men are all fucking mad, but please cum over my pussy because Nathan liked the taste when you did it before and it can be a final parting gift because I’m leaving next week…”

Harper pulled up her short dress then released the waiting black snake of a cock and straddled his thighs before her tiny panties were rubbing against the spitting peak of him while she grimaced.

“…If you want you can fuck me and fill me so he can suck it out…”

His hands gripped her slender hips and moved the smooth satin gusset of the underwear to one side then smiled as his penis brushed lightly against the divine flatness of her bald pussy with just a trace of blonde down at the thin peak which made her wail meekly in female desire and frustration.  

“…Fuck me Theo, you Black Bastard you’ve always wanted to, so do it…now!”

The offer was salacious and spectacular however, the man only patted her perfectly rounded ass condescendingly and exhaled.

“When you agree to my terms, Harper…only then I will take and impregnate you and make you sing to my tawdry tune as I always said I would…”

Deviously, she tried to press her lower body on the stiffness so it could jump it to ecstasy, but he was far too quick and merely allowed Harper to rub her vaginal folds against the insidious thickness and power of his erection and visibly revelled in my girl’s need.

“…When we will make beautiful babies for you and Nathan to look after and pamper…”

Her voice was groaning ever-more-weakly now as he allowed Harper to glide effortlessly on the extended manhood as his tone lowered softly.

“…Wouldn’t you like that, to become a personal whore to Black Stag Theo and create something precious rather than waste your youth, vitality and beauty as you have been for so long.”

They seemed both lost in the moment suddenly as Harper vibrated like a drum on his iron extension before it erupted all over her pussy then anal line as the tousled blonde hair shook dramatically and she spoke with sudden female instinct.

“Oh yes, yes…I do want children, lots of children…”

She seemed to come around slowly as if seeing the seedy pit opening up once more, then completing a moral u turn on the capricious spot before murmuring while wearily escaping his clutches and beginning to dress.

“…But definitely not like you propose…”

The semen was dripping from her as she put the panties straight to capture the debateable treat and then shivered in disgust at her ignominy and disgrace to someone she used mercilessly to tease and torment so readily.

“…And not with a scurrilous predatory Bastard like you…”

Our evening was concluded soon afterwards with barely another word to our devious devilish host, when we returned to our small rented temporary home where she led me into the bedroom and exhaled in fatigue.

“…Remove your clothes then strip me to my wet panties…”

I did so obediently, enabling my gleaming chastity cage to be displayed before she cupped my male package and laughed sarcastically.

“…You have become accustomed to wearing this but tell me who will see to your sullied needs when I am gone to Italy to liberate myself from this ongoing perpetual dissolution.”

She squeezed my balls to make me wince then release drops of weak semen before settling on the bed with her thighs wide apart so I could begin licking and cleaning, and once my skilled tongue had begun it holy work she started to settle then sigh as her eyes closed in relish.

“…I know you guessed of my impending run to freedom, but the surreal suggestion from Theo won’t change anything or save us as a couple because surely you don’t want to spend your days in chastity watching me at his sexual beck and call before sucking his ejaculate from my pussy as you once did so long ago, and I have made you do again merely for punishment …” 

In response to her chastisement my wet tongue entered her more deeply to feast on the slimy creamy deposits on her cunt - then anal crease - which made her shiver and cry feebly.

“…Or maybe you would Whelp? So, if that is truly what you crave and you wish to spend your days on earth as my meek servant watching arrogant Stag Theo forever fucking your future wife with his huge pumping black cock…”

Harper instinctively quivered on my mouth which she filled with excited female ejaculate before gasping for breath.

“…Then now is definitely the time to tell me.”

My Love went entirely lifeless, before I gently eased her down physically then emotionally while looking up from between perfect legs and spluttered wet whispered words to explain myself.

“I admit when I first heard his ideas or proposals for us both I dismissed them as weird and whacky if not utterly improper, but then when the prospect of losing you forever reared it’s horrible head it made me reassess the situation much more practically…”

She seemed to enter a separated dreamlike state, but I knew I had her undivided attention - in more ways than one - as I kissed then licked devotedly at the vaginal crease and continued.

“…And it seems that over the course of the last few years we have been both backing away from the obvious truth that we have developed unusual sensual, if not surreal desires that consume us however hard we attempt to cast them aside…”

He drew respiration purposefully as if the subject did not come easily.

“…And if I had the choice between staying at your side as a menial slave and observe hopelessly while Theo has and impregnates my wife, against managing without the frisson and adventure we seem to find together on a daily basis, or eternally losing the woman I love then…”

My addled head rested on her warm feminine mound like a pathetic lost puppy and spoke from my heart because - as she mentioned - there was no opportunities left for my lost ego or lack of honour and I had to clearly express how I felt by admitting to my own dark cravings that seemed to be so opposite but similar to hers in the most implausible of pernicious ways.

“…I swear I would welcome spending such a life by your side and if you would agree to be my wife, even on these apparent inauspicious terms, then be assured that I would be the happiest man in the world given…”

Momentarily I noticed her open a single wavering eyelid to enable steely blue contact to see if I was as sincere as I sounded.

“…We seem to mysteriously gel in this diverse but decadent way, and I am sure I could never find even a trace of such electricity or salacious passion with any other woman as I do with you…”

Tenderly I licked her leaky pussy from top to bottom as if knowing this was potentially to be my husbandly role from now on and simpered miserably but with a trace of hope.

“…Please marry me Harper, and make me the most contented man in the world who will surely promise to love you eternally and fully embrace these devilish games and the ones to come as I have done up to now…”

I moved up the bed as if she had granted me permission to do so and verbalised an unspeakable fact.

“…We have played our part in creating then releasing these addictive demons between us in recent years and maybe now is the time to not be faint of heart but to embrace and live them to our fullest extent, mad and wild as it all sounds…”

My lips kissed her cheek then lips lightly and whispered.

“…When you take a small step in the alternative direction, for people with our deviant inclinations, maybe Theo’s offer is not quite so absurd as it sounds and…”

Her tongue unusually slipped out to lick mine and I sighed in adoration.

“…If having you as my bride and wife is part of the devil’s bargain then I would consider myself to be very fortunate as you are truly…”

We kissed with developing true passion for the first time in our lives and I whined softly.

“…The girl of my dreams.”

Harper laughed in reaction as if realising that kissing me like this was beyond my remit then pushed me back down between her watery thighs when I returned to God’s work, and she simpered quietly.

“That’s the loveliest thing anyone has ever said to me Nathan and, while you bring me to bliss once more, rest assured…”

The two of us settled into our comfortable familiar place on the covers as she started to enter a sleazy doze.

“…I will seriously consider what you have proposed.”

We slept together soundly that night and in the early morning, Harper retreated into her protective shell and if she mentioned Theo at all it was with a clearly negative vibe to possibly show or say that what he offered so depravedly and unexpectedly was entirely off any table and realm of possibility.

However, by this stage of our relationship we knew each other intimately well and she understood me to be someone with an inherent fetish to serve and shamefully watch the girl he loved completely have endless lewd encounters while in turn I appreciated, that although Harper wanted to be moral and pure there was a dark decadent side to her womanly nature that had escaped its shackles of decency and the sensual genie running amok could no longer be tamed or placed back in the bottle.

Subsequently, it was only a matter of time - along with endless suckling of her agitated sliver to relieve the causal stress by her attempt to deny the inevitable - before I rang Theo then arranged a further dinner for Harper and me at the same private and screened table in his favourite restaurant when he passed us a document and smiled blithely.

“This is the agreement as we have discussed extensively which you shall both sign, but it will only become active on the day you are married and from that point…”

Theo stroked my fiancé’s heaving belly through the front of the short black dress and inhaled in expectation as we both put pen to paper before he did the same and the scandalous arrangement was officially recorded.

“…This body will become mine and until you have our first child, I shall be its absolute master meaning you shall both refer to me as Sir.”

In answer to such an absurd demand, Harper slid to the floor then diligently undid his trousers and drew the soon released monstrous black cock and groaned without a trace of self-respect.

“We shall do that now, Sir…because as much as I have tried to start again elsewhere, I increasingly appreciate my inner cravings to serve a dominant powerful man and…”

Her lips curled around the length or curve of his genitals teasingly then smiled coquettishly.

“…This solution, improbable as it appears, is possibly perfect for Nathan and I but…”

Harper suckled him more deeply then licked his balls like chocolate and exhaled in audible desire.

“…Can’t you put this inside me as I have been fantasising about it tightly within my female walls and have come off any contraception.”

Theo laughed and stroked her small head as she served him.

“Then bear in mind that your feeble husband must definitely remain in chastity and cannot have any sexual intimacy with you apart from with his expert tongue.”

She looked up at him and drew him with more and more vigour.

“He is a mere insignificant servant, Sir…while I now will only worship this divine cock because…”

She rose on shaky feet then lowered her white panties and pressed the spitting curve of him against her smooth female line before grimacing.

“…I long for your taking of me and then the babies that will follow, so have me Theo, as I am ready for the next step.”

He shivered then rudely smothered her perfect mound with creamy seminal spoils before she collapsed dramatically in a chair beside his and I crawled beneath the tablecloth to suckle at the gooey deposits while he reminded her that the letter of the contract would be strictly adhered to before Harper mentioned wearily that in these circumstances the wedding would be arranged in the shortest space of time.

From that point what independent life I had was over, as Harper organised the nuptials with great speed while, on the multiple occasions we all met up for dinner, her hands, mind, and greedy mouth were only for Theo in primitive pursuit of consummating the surreal deal we had all reached with questionable sanity.

Then inside three months after this had happened, I watched in true love and utter contentment as my new bride walked down the aisle in luxurious white looking like a veritable Disney princess and my heart filled with pride as she stood by my side before the priest in the small church littered with our family and a few friends, before she leaned up then whispered unexpectedly.

“Theo has just fucked me wondrously, crudely and roughly in the vestry and I’m full to the brim of him….”

Harper was literally beaming boastfully at her recent infidelity and the fact that she was living the sordid dream we had bizarrely concocted together.

“…It has already begun!”

She stood there demurely to belie what had occurred, as we made our commitment to God and each other even though I knew Theo’s semen was surely leaking into the designer knickers I had bought her for the occasion, and once the vows had been formally spoken, I kissed her tenderly then whispered the only words I could think of to perhaps show how far I had fallen from a once high ethical bar.

“Thank you, Harper, I love you and feel truly privileged and blessed to be your devoted husband.”

We kissed each other with momentary visible passion when I sensed the seminal essence of despicable Theo on her tongue before we turned as a legal couple to face our small band of delighted guests and let the festivities then begin to celebrate the formal joining of us as man and wife.

This consisted as mentioned of mainly family and the few close friends from college, along with my attractive boss Vivian Hammond who looked smart, mature but fetching in a designer dress suit and hugged Harper closely after the ceremony then whispered while looking in my direction.

“You are lucky to have married a dependable man like Nathan because…”

I started to glow then blush brightly because there were more than a few secret things I had not broached or mentioned to my new bride.

“…I wouldn’t know what to do without him at the office as I find it often settling and soothing just having him around.”

Harper merely smiled then nodded in agreement before walking over to Theo who kissed her briefly on the lips then departed when she returned to me and smirked.

“He said he would wait in the small jet at the airport as my bags are on board and for some reason…”

My cage was killing me as she giggled.

“…Theo wants me to keep the dress on and is leaving the limo outside for our convenience as when we arrive the flight will take off for the islands almost immediately.”

Helena and my father came to our side then both shook my hand firmly as he sighed delightedly.

“Well done, Son…marrying Harper is a real success just as finding Helena was for me.”

She grinned and kissed his cheek.

“That’s a lovely thing to say Darling and I do feel like I am the perfect wife for you while I’m sure Harper will be the same for Nathan…”

She patted his backside as if he was a child.

“…Go and sit down and wait because I need a quiet woman to woman word with the bride…”

My father walked off sheepishly and took his place before Helena slid her slight arms around Harper’s equally slim waist and simpered softly but loudly enough for me to hear.

“… Now what is going on with you and that handsome black guy at the reception who kissed you as if he owned you…?”

They went into a reflexive huddle and when Helena lifted-up, she teasingly licked my lips in passing then laughed.   

“…It appears your new wife if literally full of surprises and it makes me think that possibly with the changing times…”

She was still chuckling as she shook her glamorous head and walked away to her waiting partner.

“…Maybe I am with the wrong Club!”

The speeches, meal and festivities were completed shortly before, Harper and I were waved off by the small merry crowd as we entered the black stretch executive car which swiftly sped away to the nearby private airfield when my wife raised the frilly lacy hem of the white dress and underskirt then sniggered.

“Under you go Nathan, as I am extremely dirty and full down there and wish to be clean before I arrive because…”

Obediently my head slipped under the any layers of petticoats to begin to lick at the flimsy white panties which were caked with dry sperm that was soon dissolved and digested before I started suckling on the vaginal line as she groaned in base appreciation of my busy mouth.

“…I purposely designed that I would be fertile for the honeymoon and wish to be ready for the coming onslaught from his big black virile cock…”

Her lower body pressed up against my tongue in the darkness as she cried out before shuddering in sudden release and exultation.

“…Won’t that be something!”

All I could do was suckle then eventually dry her creases and try to mask I had also dribbled spots of excited spunk to mucky glory, even though my diminished penis was curtailed and contained by the awful cage.

This continued until the tall control tower of the airport became into view when Harper pushed me away and brushed herself down before carefully redoing her make-up then leading me onto the stationary gleaming white and gold aircraft as if what we had agreed was to be considered commonplace.

Which perhaps based on our past sullied history was not that far from the truth!

Therefore, I could only look on as my wife embraced Theo in a grand theatrical hug then a long Frech kiss before we took our seats in the luxurious compact plane and did not speak again until the amazing craft was levelled off at 20,000 feet when Theo patted his knee in gesture to Harper who obediently sat on his lap then sipped the glass of champagne he offered while I took a photograph as directed when he moved his legs to unbalance her merely for fun and sighed sarcastically.

“I like this lovely dress as it makes you look so succulently sweet and innocent, but we surely know that’s not reality…”

The bubbly wine had been consumed and he took the glass then bent my wife on his powerful knees and lifted the exquisite fabrics over her head to expose the white fancy stockings, frilly garters, and satin knickers below then growled like an animal.

“… Is it Bitch? Because now at long last I have you just as I promised that I would, and you shall obey then serve me like a slave…”

His hand spanked her fiercely when the tall black stewardess dressed in an alluring tight white uniform took some images - with a thin silver camera - of my wife’s perfect ass being punished until it was bright red when his dark fingers gradually pulled down the smooth panties and slid them into her female crease and simpered in amused curiosity.

“…I see it’s been cleansed from my previous work earlier?”

Harper mumbled weakly.

“Yes Sir…the Whelp did it in the car on the way here.”

He grumbled then smacked her very smartly and roughly once more.

“Never mention that silly name again because those day are long past and now you have a new master…”

Theo’s hand tugged her golden hair until she was between sturdy legs then sucking on the ever-familiar erection as she diligently removed the trousers then shorts and licked his masculine hardness generously as he sighed in visible glee.

“…Do you understand Bitch…before I let you fuck me in your beautiful dress, so your feeble husband knows his lowly place here and that you are surely mine.”
Harper gazed up with clear almost pure blue eyes and drew the sensual apex of him before whimpering pathetically.

“Yes Sir, I am truly and willingly yours to command and…”

She collected the hem and had already unbuckled the back of the dress so her plump uncovered breasts could fall free before removing the knickers and finally kneeling over the vertical dark male length of him until the moist vaginal entrance was pushing again at the tip of the giant prick as she groaned in earnest.

“…Fuck Sir…fill me Sir…that’s we signed up for and you know it’s what I crave…”

They subsequently slipped together as if their illicit joining been preordained, and my wife began to press him slowly to relish the dark sensation of thickness in her pussy then exhaled.

“…As I do wish to have your rich warm seed growing inside me.”

Theo remained like impermeable rock as Haper increasingly gyrated against the rigidity with visible womanly fervour until the frenetic pace and speed made him equally surge forward and pour the white elixir of life inside her open womb when she fell on his strong chest and mumbled greedily.

“…Again Sir…again and again!”

I was made to remove the dress entirely and leave Harper just in her lush stockings and suspenders then suck and lick her precious female places pristine and dry before Theo turned around to the exotic voyeuristic stewardess who was still recording a pictorial record and smiled at her.

“Darcy, as you appreciate, Nathan is confined to chastity and therefore quite skilled at this sensual oral art, given this is the only way of showing respect or adoration, and if the flight become too tedious for you then, as I am now going to take Harper to bed in the rear cabin where the cameras will automatically capture the dirty details to possibly show the moment of divinity…”

He grinned broadly as he picked my weary wife up in his muscular black arms and carried her towards the door leading to the private area where I presumed his predatory masculine den would be before inhaling in delight.

“…Therefore, if you need some entertainment or attention then instruct him accordingly and he will supply what you need to make the time pass by a little quicker…”

His fingertips tweaked my love’s pink pert nipples to make her wince as he grumbled without care or warmth.

“…Just I have my wet and easy plaything to suck and fuck to keep me occupied…”

I noticed that she merely hugged his thick neck to the demeaning words.

“…Until she is suitably blossoming then blooming.”

With that said so disparagingly to us both, they disappeared behind the closed wall of the private bedroom when the beautiful black girl merely blinked then poured me some more champagne before she got on with her duties because, despite what Theo said, there were pilots to feed and jobs to do before, after a couple of busy hours for her as I dozed, the lights were finally dulled and she took a seat opposite me then sighed softly.

“Your wife is such a pretty girl and will undoubtedly make such lovely creations with Theo…”

She pressed a button and to my surprise a thin television screen rose dramatically from a hidden opening on the table before she grinned.

“…Want to watch?”

I blinked then nodded before her finger flicked a hand-held control and the screen went from blank to show four different images of my wife laying on her back while Theo’s huge cock powered into her tight pussy, over and over again as she whined feebly.

“Oh Yes…yes, this is what I wanted Sir…fuck me…pour your spunk inside and make me whole as I long to be full of your warm wetness…”

She instinctively wrapped her delicate white thighs around his powerful black back then held for dear life on as he pumped his irresistible cock in the saturated vaginal opening as my wife whimpered then wailed.

“…Oh Theo…I love you, love your cock…”

Her blue eyes stared up pathetically before he held entirely still as if to relish the split second.

“…Is that OK, Sir…that I love you?”

His black evil eyes seemed to wickedly find the camera and he smiled dryly in gratification as her total submission to his rule then continued to take her like a brood mare.

“No Harper…that emotional condition although not true for either of us makes it easier to procreate so let me ejaculate inside you once more and you can suck then ride me to your female heart’s content.”

Darcy turned the volume down, but my focus was still glued to the video feed as she clicked her fingers for my attention and made an unfair critical comment about my wife.

“She’s a whiney little white Bitch…isn’t she…?”

Before I could counter in Haper’s defence, Darcy changed the subject completely and waved a small golden key at me and laughed.

“…Strip and I will unlock you as you must be aching to cum…poor thing…”

I was well used to stripping before girls, and I removed my wedding suit then stood before her naked in my birthday suit when she swiftly unclipped the cage and saw me exhale in physical relief as she laughed.

“…Call me Miss, and I will allow you to masturbate while watching promiscuous Harper getting fouled and impregnated…”

The need for resolution was much too much to deny her as I held my little erection and she sighed condescendingly.

“…Just ask me and I will permit you Sweetie.”

Theo was on the final flurry now and the sight of him building merely to flush inside her was unbearable as I groaned in need.

“Please Miss let me cum…please!”

Her angular black head with cropped dark hair nodded before I tugged at my hardness while Theo surged in a final urgent thrust inside my wife’s body as she closed her eyes while I poured drops of spunk into my fingers then wiped them on my legs before seeing Darcy chuckling.

“Better now Nathan…?”

My head was rocking as she pulled up her tight pencil skirt then grinned.

“…Pull my panties off Sweetie then slowly and skilfully lick the slimy crease below as is your way with women…”

The small delicate underwear was soon removed before I used my tongue to linger on the pink line of her when she patted my blonde top and simpered in direction.

“…Put the knickers on now…”

I stared at her bemused until her voice became tart.

“…Draw them on immediately, as I have read the file in some detail and know you are no stranger to wearing girls’ panties…”

Meekly, I slipped them over my ankles and up around the wet genitals before she stroked her thighs and mumbled.

“…Over right now as I do like my effeminate white boys in pretty panties when I spank then fuck them …”

My trembling anxious body pressed forward before her hand stroked the lacy underwear then pulled the back down fractionally and slapped the exposed milky flesh firmly.

“…Just so you know I am Theo’s personal bodyguard and close friend and also…”

Her longest finger slid up just inside my anal entrance which made me cry in shock as she snickered.    

“…A fully-fledged member of the Black Stags, as I declare that I have a secret penchant for fucking harmless white boys especially while the other men take their wives…”

As I tried not to watch Harper sucking Theo’s cock on the movie screens, I felt her easing viscous oil in my anus then slowly inserting the edge of a hard phallic object before turning and twisting it further inside me as I wriggled vainly then became inexplicably hard as she gurgled contentedly.

“…I’ll show you how to find your mercurial G spot, Nathan, so while the lovely Harper is surrendering her body and soul to Theo…I will train you with a strap-on to suck and fuck like the little male Bitch you are before returning you safely to your pregnant wife more informed…”

To her brashness and brutality, I improbably haplessly spurted into the gusset of the knickers then tiredly lay over her legs as she pressed down on my backside then laughed.  

“…Any questions Nathan?”

In my state of delirium all I could think to say was.

“No Miss, as that all sounds…wonderful to me!”

What happened to everyone on the long flight, undoubtedly set the subversive tone for the honeymoon at the relatively deserted island in the Caribbean where the house we stayed in was the epitome of opulence and the place when my new feckless faithless wife was barely off Theo’s cock for a singular moment.

I helplessly watched her fawn on him around the expansive aqua blue pool in a tiny white bikini or at expensive meals in restaurants when he would touch or take her as if she was his property but what they did at night was behind closed doors where frustratingly I could only listen to the whimpers and wails in the temperate night air.

In truth however, I soon had my own debased distractions because, after watching my humiliation during the days and evenings, Darcy eventually pulled me to her bed and - after dressing me up in her sensual underwear - would take salacious pleasure introducing me to an unedifying new form of base intimacy from a demanding dominant woman.

In unfortunate destabilising truth the only fucking or fornication I had on my supposed romantic honeymoon was on my knees before the stiff strap-on pointing out dangerously from between this athletic black girl’s toned and powerful thighs.

It was all utterly ignominious and humbling to be treated so disgracefully like this but after the initial shock of being penetrated and rutted like a giddy girl wore off, I gradually found a certain unspoken delectation in the divisive interaction with Darcy although could barely admit the degenerate fact even to myself.

My primary focus though was aways on Haper and I diligently attended to her every whim when there was a rare opportunity to do so, then loved her overflowing vaginal crease constantly with my adoring tongue until the essence of his heady seed became recognisable to my licentiously informed palate.

Nearly a fortnight passed along in the same sullied vein, and perhaps naively I thought there would be no further surprises until late one afternoon there was a new arrival in the form of my boss Vivian who walked out around the pool in a heavenly designer back swimsuit and took a lounger beside my wife and Theo then murmured sweetly in his direction.

“I thought about your generous offer and feel that I do wish to join the Black Stags Club, as I am feeling especially broody and as you know I do have a questionable man to assist me…”

She stood up for a moment and grinned directly at me.

“…Pay respect Nathan…”

Utterly exposed by these unanticipated actions then words I had no choice but to kneel at her feet and gently kiss my Boss’s deliciously covered mound before she drew back the material to let me gently slaver on her black bush as she sighed in pleasure.

“…He does this procedure most days, as I used to work at the other place, and knew about his wonderful instincts therefore took some relaxation at work while I trained him up in his legal profession which seemed to me only a fair barter…”

Harper appeared stunned but listened intently as she went on and gazed straight at her.

“…Theo is one of my clients and he had made the offer of seeding me previously which I denied but given your prescient involvement along with Nathan I thought this to be an opportune time…”

Her hips pressed desirously against my tongue as she groaned in desire.

“…I hope you don’t mind?”

In a measured response my wife merely removed Theo’s shorts then slowly slathered on his huge black prick and laughed out loudly at the developing degeneracy that suited her so well.

“I did sometimes privately wonder how he kept such a prestigious job and suppose I should applaud his ingenuity while regarding the question of sharing Theo, then it is not up to me because we are all females in heat for him to inseminate and as you can clearly see…”

She ran soft tiny hands over his gargantuan balls and length then giggled childishly.

“…There is plenty to go around….”

In minutes I had removed Vivian’s luscious costume before she mounted his hips when Harper guided the irrepressible thickness inside her watery cunt before the mature woman’s full body literally bounced up and down on the apparently irresistible manhood until she swiftly shivered in climactic bliss and received the seminal bounty which I licked clean soon afterwards as my wife gurgled softly.

“…Welcome to the new Club, Vivian, and of course you can share Nathan in assisting during and after the birth because…”

They both started to gas then giggle together in the irony and depravity of everything.

“…He is extremely useful and perhaps in many ways, we are all already family who should be there for each other.”

From that fanciful but fateful point, Theo entirely took over the two women to share his bed and gross, forever primed cock in equal measure while I occasionally served them then spent the rest of my time under Darcy’s strict whip when I continued to experience an unspeakably enlightening time because quite unexpectedly, the more she abused me the more I grew to secretly appreciate it.

Then, with a further dissolute graphic week of sex, submission, and debauchery in the sun, we returned home where, as promised. Theo provided a family home in the suburbs, which he initially purchased but then granted us a low-rate mortgage so the property always belonged to us and for which we could readily pay from my existing job and the new position Harper found at a leading art auction house through his endless connections.

Needless to mention my own star was rising exponentially at the legal firm because the supercilious Bastard continued to fuck Harper and Vivian separately and sometimes together at out new home, which I grew to reluctantly accept because his feminine Amazonian security of Darcy often came with but in truth, it was always me that need protection from her!

Without doubt the girl was something of a black lithe She-Devil and just adored dressing my skin up in lingerie then subversively having her uniquely wanton and wicked way with me.

Everyone knew Theo had innumerable delightfully scented white girls hoping for a celestial brown skinned gift, but all parties in this perversion were constantly tested to ensure good health while the husbands knew they could not touch their darling wives during the mating process and although part of me hated Theo’s presumptuous way with my wife and Boss it was hard not to admire the sheer energy then stamina of the man.

Harper caught first around three months following the honeymoon while Vivian followed a few weeks later but Theo continued to come to the house and rut them often together as if the hair of the dog was far too difficult to give up for the girls while he obviously still enjoyed taking and teasing them while humiliating me at the same time.

As was the case regarding Darcy, but when the girls started to visibly bloom then their carefree lover and father of the children, backed off a little - then a lot - this led to less time spent with the sensational black girl given the various practical and emotional needs of the mothers to be which were changing because not everything now revolved around base plentiful sexual intercourse and pleasuring the odious arrogant Black Stag Bastard called Theo.

In some ways, during the obvious lull in his lustful visits, I though perhaps I had weathered the storm and he would vanish into the mist but one night Harper, me and Vivian - unusually I thought - were invited around to my father’s house for dinner then amazed to find Theo sitting almost innocently at the delightfully prepared table looking classically smart in a designer suit as usual before he rose and patted the rounded bellies of the two pregnant woman like a doting paternal uncle.

Initially I was unsure how to react or how much Helena knew about the illicit arrangements concerning Theo, Harper and Vivian, but this became disconcertingly clear after we had enjoyed the fine meal and were seated in the lounge where my undeniably alluring stepmother, dressed in a revealing short white outfit, spoke purposefully.

“I have called you here tonight because Martin and I would like to announce that we intend to have a child and… “

She looked at my glowing rounded wife then the shapely Vivian and snickered like a schoolgirl.

“…Given you have come up with such an incredible way to provide what we require and while both of you wonderful girls have certainly inspired us as a couple then kindly granted us permission to join the Black Stag Club, I want you to know that from tonight I am an active member…”

Helena shimmied to where Theo was sitting then suggestively kneeled between his open legs and extracted the ever-ready black cock which her tongue licked slowly and lingeringly before she sputtered.

“…A very active member…”

The debased man seemed to audibly purr in delectation at his obvious dominion over the horny females especially when Helena looked up at my father and sighed tersely.

“…Undress me, Martin; everything apart from my stockings and suspenders.”

He seemed to dawdle for a moment before she gurgled.

“…Don’t be embarrassed my Love, as Nathan has no male pride either and after all you are surely formed from the same submissive seed…”

His hand quicky unwrapped her from the gleaming short dress, until Helena’s smooth female line was tantalisingly perched over Theo’s dark vertical beating shaft when she groaned loudly in raw physical craving.

“…Which we don’t want for our baby do we…?”

Her green eyes glared expectantly at her hapless husband.

“…Now ask him to copulate with me just as we have agreed and please take some pictures because this is my peak time of ovulation, and it would be good to record the wonderful moment of creation if possible.”      

To my father’s abject disgrace or - perhaps under the stress of dealing with a waspish younger wife - his courageous credit, he whimpered weakly to the dark cloud malevolently hanging over as all.

“Please fuck and use my Helena, Sir, as we do crave a production of new life and would consider your physical input a definite privilege and blessing.”

Theo literally beamed and looked towards me then my feeble parent before smirking dryly and crudely.

“Then I shall, but please wrap your hand around my cock, and slowly guide it into her salivating cunt then run to get your camera as I will not start until you return…”

To my utter disbelief his small bony hands took the living black steel and held it fast while teasing and easing his immoral wife down on the provocative manhood before her lower body had readily consumed it all when Theo murmured in the same droll tone.

“…Is it everything your dreamed of Helena…?”

While my father scampered off to grab the device to record the impending depravity, Theo remained static like dark immovable stone while Helena tried to resist her impulse to ride but as I had seen with the other girls, such admirable intentions were no match for base sexual urgency and by the time her husband returned, she was pressing or pushing against him with the rapacious desire of a whore as he grabbed her ass and chuckled. 

“…Your man cannot touch you and will remain in chastity until you are in the same heavenly position as your growing satisfied friends.”

Helena laughed and muttered unkindly.

“Martin has no need for that Sir, because of his age he prefers to spend his days in a selection of pretty panties merely licking my ass or pussy free of other men’s spunk and such sage precautions are entirely unnecessary in his regard…”

Her mind and body were selfishly driving towards climax as she gasped skittishly.

“…This is such a wonderful creative idea and indeed…”

The woman’s toned, tender skin and bones violently and suddenly vibrated against his black muscles but then realised to her obvious delight that he hadn’t yet cum as Theo teased the length of him up and down inside the saturated vaginal lips while my father filmed, and Helena whimpered.  

“…A dream come true for me and perhaps my liberated friends.”

He gabbled like a juvenile and let her enter a developing addictive sexual rhythm until she was literally twisting against the brutal masculine force as he grunted deeply but dispassionately in anticipation of imminent ejaculation.

“Yes, you all want a good fucking and I increasingly see it as a formal duty of honour to seed as many of you spoiled white girls…”

Helana ground down in growing force on his huge cock to capture the expected plentiful eruption of rich potent spunk inside her warm belly before he held her still for a moment then started grinning in mischief at my father.

“…As possible, while….”

The camera remained glued to a glazed aged eye while the obnoxious man who had taken all the women I knew and cared for, merely guffawed at his sexual power over them.

“…Given your fondness for dressing up in cute lingerie then perhaps next time I visit, which will be very soon, I will bring my bodyguard Darcy with because, while Helana is busily dancing on my bones like the undeniable Slut …”

He glanced at me, as I flushed in understandable private abashment, then grumbled meanly in obvious amusement.

“…She is, Darcy does enjoy even an older man with a dark feminine side or fetish and will undoubtedly keep you suitably enthralled then informed!”

We all watched Helena lead him out of the room then directly upstairs to the master bedroom while my father looked on miserably but hopefully before we all left soon afterward in various states of shock or unspoken awe for the black man’s insatiable abilities or sexual appetites, but each of us made no moral or ethical comment at all.

I mean given what we were involved in so degenerately how on earth could we sit in judgement of others?

In the end, the incredibly eventful evening was merely another inauspicious step along the tortuous route we were travelling along, while in truth the rapidly coming arrivals of new life took absolute priority over everything else.

In many ways - considering the circumstances - I now came into my own and surely proved my worth for both of my favourite pregnant women because their many demands became increasingly severe in direct relation to the size of their bellies and tremendous pressure was heaped upon me personally to keep them relatively balanced and hopefully contented.

In the later stages of the pregnancy for both girls Theo disappeared entirely - sadly along with dastardly Darcy - as if he had scurrilously done his part; however, I was there for the magical appearance of the first child called Izaac then the second a few weeks later named Elizabeth and ensured both mothers were well attended then had the care and everything they wanted.

The new bloods were both perfectly formed and gorgeous and I could not help but love them even though I knew how exactly they had been made; but such events seemed inconsequential when held against the logical everyday realities of providing suitable attention and creating a loving nurturing environment. 

This I did without any regret, jealousy or attitude and became expert with both children thereby enabling each mother to return to work amazingly in just less than a few months after the births.

By this stage my lovely wife had almost regained her slender alluring figure, and as if such things were written in the darkest stars, before too long predacious Theo started to come around once more before inevitably the whole sexual merry-go-round began all over again.

Vivian also played along but told me in hushed tones in the office that that she was now taking contraception because at her more advanced age she had already received what she wanted from the unspeakable deal with Theo and now all that remained between them was sex which with him still seemed to be something too good to pass up quite yet.

Harper clearly had other ideas, because her female libido and hot blood was up for more fornication and reproduction meaning another child arrived withing a year of Theo taking his place in the marital bed once more and a second son was born called Saul.

Well, my pious wife did seem to like biblical names.

Helena, needless to mention, had already produced her own brown female bundle of joy called Petra but was annoyed and then entirely fallen out with Theo for naughtily introducing devious Darcy into their lives because her impressionable husband had become badly besotted and infatuated with the luscious tall ebony skinned girl for depraved reasons I could well believe and imagine!

In honesty, I tried not to, because he was still my father, meaning my natural place as a son was to forgive his unfortunate sordid predilections, weaknesses, or carnal sins just as I am sure he would want to thoughtfully forgive mine.

Theo was still prancing then parading like a peacock and spreading his magnetic sperm around the multiple girls that flocked to the Black Stags Club, although he continued to linger over Harper and sometimes Vivian for a while longer but then presumably the fragrant pull of younger white flesh proved irresistible, along with the fact that the already vanquished girls were possibly passe and especially uninteresting given they were busily leading family lives meaning that he and his questionable importance dissipated and eventually mercifully disappeared completely.

My wife did have a long rapacious fling with another predatory Black Stag called Omar, who was incredibly well hung or endowed and purposefully but degenerately crafted another child called Rebecca.

This was before inevitably vanishing back into the ether or nether world called the Black Stag Club, Theo had unexpectedly fashioned from nothing, then also fading away forever, because these self-absorbed obtuse licentious men wanted no part of dealing with the heady, heavy responsibilities and practicalities resulting from the production of their powerful virile ejaculate.

Such was the covenant Harper and I had made, meaning I calmly stepped into the breach and became the proverbial rock for both my wife and my Boss to lean on because making children appeared easy if you had the seedy urge and God-given male equipment to do so, while bringing them up was far more involved and took much more effort than some casual transient, sexual huffing and puffing.  

To his credit my father freely offered the same support for Helena which fortuitously brought them tighter together as an item and although she continued to have affairs and treat him like a mere servile vassal, that was part or who they were together in much the same way, Harper and I had existed from the first moments we began courting.

Although in retrospect you could hardly call it that!

Almost before I blinked twice, over ten years had incredibly rolled along, over which time we had paid off our loan to Theo - who was now merely a debatably fond memory - and were a blissfully happy family while leading the most privileged lives because Harper and I marvellously retained the most fabulous jobs.

She was on the main board of the renowned art auction house by now while, given my invaluable assistance and various shows of respect over the years to Vivian, I had been promoted to a directorship role and we remained very close in all ways and probably always would be.

If you catch my lascivious drift.

My wife never minded my intimate connection with her because when the feverish female flush or rush of hormonal sex had passed by, she valued me and my devoted nature to her, more than ever, and generously even tried for a while to let me take the male husbandly role in all ways - both in and out of the bedroom - but as previously, that was not how both of us were built, and our relationship soon reset to what we knew worked well.  

Which was me being submissive and her beautifully dominant then aloof, along with the forever licence to vivaciously toy or play as she pleased with meaningless affairs or other anonymous striking men because, although her cravings were less than they had been in her energetic youth, she was still a vital woman with occasional needs while of course like always, I did secretly enjoy to illicitly observe and tidy up tenderly as necessary.

Existence with her and the children was always apace or frenetic and if I ever had a quiet moment to think or dwell, I remembered only too well the insanely ambitious but simple young man I used to be and felt the pulse of unbridled pride at what had undoubtedly come to pass and been acquired along the agonising winding way.

The most beautiful, devoted wife was at my side who openly adored and depended on me, along with three sublime children, a luxurious home that was paid for, while with my sublime partner I enjoyed real status in the business world because we got feted and invited to all the leading social gatherings concerning all the city’s movers and shakers.

On top of that, I found new beginnings and deeper respect with my father who had previously guided me so well, along with my lovely new half-sister and his adorable clever mother, but for who’s worldly wisdom I would never have taken that first fateful steps at the Wolf Club which decadently but indubitably led me to this successful elevated place on the higher ground of life that I now so unexpectedly occupied.

In retrospect, I acknowledged that things never quite followed the expectedly brave or virtuous pattern I had initially laid out in a once juvenile head and, although quite honestly my methods of advancement were sorely unorthodox or could even possibly described as filthily depraved, the positive results of my labours were all around me which could simply not be ignored or disputed.

In glad summation or celebration, then - if you could only see past the endless sufferance, humiliation or immorality I endured - as a wise man once said, “What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger,” while maybe if you could just suck it up long enough then sometimes it can all work out in your favour and so much better than you anticipated and deserved or in my particular case…probably ever imagined it would in my most fanciful and wistful of improbable dreams.

The End
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