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Attraction between the sexes is easy to understand, as is raw lust or primitive physical temptation and all the varied forms of sullied interaction between consenting adults, where-as love in all its many mercurial forms is extremely problematical to clearly define.

Many say the culmination of such an emotional event is when you marry or make a lifelong commitment, but with the divorce rate at nearly half, what becomes increasingly obvious is that such an elusive vaunted state becomes extremely difficult to dig up and hang onto because nowadays especially, it tends to be a very fragile and brittle arrangement indeed.

It is fair to assume that mere desire, ownership, adoration, obsession or any descriptive word you might wish to mention relating to such precious intimacy, along with wildly running after the unreachable irresistible partner - be it man or woman - is often not love at all because Real Love is a mysterious and subtle arrangement and normally harder if not rarer to come across than glimmering white unicorns with shiny silver horns.

In truth, such an unlikely phenomenon affects then infects us all in various forms or ways because people say glibly, they find it at first sight or touch.

However more-often the addictive feeling only arrives in its own inimitable sweet time then hits like a proverbial thunderbolt and becomes the most dramatic unforgettable moment when maybe the unlikely recipient of such an explosive charge recognises that their universe has turned upside down because the whole emotional heady package has crept up on them when they least expected it to. 
The fateful day pedestrian Morrie meets lively pretty Evie, our hero certainly is not looking for even the slightest trace of love in any way shape or form, because he is surely already sharing the fairytale romance of his fanciful dreams with perfectly divine Taylor, who is undeniably beauteous, shapely and sublime from the outside, but increasingly - as the salacious story unfolds - it becomes patent that this blonde picture of perfection has a deceitful, secret possibly degenerate and promiscuous side.

Best-selling and much admired Tiggy Mills, sets the illicit increasingly depraved scene as only she can then dirtily descriptively details, that affairs of the heart are usually two a penny, while what is taken for love can forever disappoint and let you down.

However, just now and then, when the brightest revolving planets in the cosmos are aligned, such an extraordinarily evocative experience has the volatile power to strike then strangely surprise, even in most strained and erotically bizarre of circumstances.

And sometimes on those rare celestial occasions True Love can painfully if not bluntly smack you firmly on the vulnerable chin to stun your foolish uninformed head senseless before you wake up and recover then eventually discover that most improbably - despite an air of depravity that has developed - it has entirely knocked you out then bowled you over.

An amusing, surprising, depraved, romantic but deeply sullied and erotic story from our infamous always inventive author that is definitely there for your discovery and sensual satisfaction.

How I met my Wife

She Fights and Plays Dirty!

I was never really that into the gym before I met Taylor Stanton because she was literally the first girl that truly impressed with her incredible beauty and elevated statuesque body which meant this superior young woman normally always towered high above my head which made me look up to this golden-haired goddess in every conceivable type of way.

Therefore, it was clear that to keep and potentially hold onto such a precious living treasure then I had to step up in all ways, which meant I laboured extra hard in the office where I was taking a course as a legal trainee - sadly I was never bright or possibly committed enough to go to college - and also work on my lean body which had always been agile and toned but now at last was starting to slowly gain some possible signs of muscle. 

After some early exploratory dating when I truly sensed Taylor internally questioning if I was the one - there were multiple breaks when I felt certain my Love was unfortunately trying other guys - she finally came around then back to me which meant, at the ripe and maturing old age of approaching twenty two, we moved into a small apartment together then began hopefully building towards the inevitable marriage date in the nearest possible future.

The compact rented space that was now our first and fabulous home was honestly nothing special and I sensed Taylor chose it mainly because it was within close proximity to her expansive gym she was so obsessed about.

Taylor constantly informed me that she regarded her divine lofty shape and heavenly form as something of a physical temple which needed to be continually honed to perfection, given the inner ambitions my Girl held as an aspiring actress along with an already budding successful modelling and promotional career that brought many jobs through her diminutive but buffed black agent Luca.

It must be said that I personally didn’t much take to this seedy dark guy because of his trashy flashy diamond earing, smooth pimpish appearance along with devilish untrustworthy darting black eyes - that always seemed to be forever covetous towards my woman - but Taylor told me not to be silly or concerned as she could handle him.

Apparently, according to her, this less than impressive figure was influential with the large studios or film companies which meant the elusive break she was always waiting for was just a tantalising interview away.

I never wished to dispute and doubt what she said or assumed, given this wonderful female was utterly divine looking, while it naturally made me and my unpredictable ego feel very special that out of all the men that had pursued her from the start of our association - when we met by chance at a bar just after leaving High School - she would wonderfully choose me as a permanent male and mate.

Subsequently, I lovingly supported her in every conceivable way I could and willingly became the main breadwinner to pay the rent and expenses while what money she earned was invested - as Taylor helpfully if not inventively explained - in all types of beaty treatments or sublime clothing until the often, furtive act of watching her dress became a furtive voyeuristic pleasure because the lingerie then racy outfits she put on were utterly provocative and always made her appear sensually sublime.

The exquisite sight of Taylor pulling on slippery silken stockings and suspenders when preparing to go out on assignments organised by the lousy agent were often magnetic to witness but equally unsettling because, to my chagrin, these appointments were often in the late evenings when I often felt abandoned, until after we had been living together for nearly four months, I had to finally speak up in concern as she waited for a taxi.

“Where are you going tonight, and when will you be back?”

Her glamorous blonde head turned casually to show how long and lustrous the shimmering long hair was before she smiled disarmingly.

“Please Morrie we’ve had the chat many times, and you need to understand this is my business time because socialising and networking along with impressing important men as I do in the evenings is obligatory and necessary but, don’t stress because …”

She came to my side and kissed me fully and playfully on the lips.

“…I’ll be back late as the party is out of town but if you say you’re sorry for not openly trusting me then I might just let you enjoy yourself when I return…”

My face flushed as she laughed at my rude enthusiasm for our unspoken sexual connection.

“…You know better than anyone I don’t really enjoy sex and certainly would not let, just any anonymous guy stick their thick cock in me because as you well know…”

She seemed to shimmy deliciously then giggled capriciously as I melted.

“…My body is a shrine, and I am very picky what goes inside it!”

What she mentioned darkly but jokingly in passing was certainly true because the odd occasions we made for full intercourse were few and far between and even from the beginning of our fabulous affair, Taylor had preferred that I lick her warm immaculate pussy attentively to sensual heaven - rather than have excessive frenetic fornication - which to be honest I had grown proficient at over time and now unspeakably enjoyed the sensual act of devotion almost as much as she did.

It also must be mentioned, when I did get the rare, glorious opportunity to slowly slide my erect manhood between this girl’s glorious thighs and have her, the experience was always nothing far short of indescribably divine for me, even though it may have appeared questionably quick for Taylor, because in my emotional excitement - if not euphoria on such occasions - I always had to finish her off with my mouth.

Therefore, without question, the tangible good at having her company and blessed body in the small apartment vastly outweighed any misguided flushes of envy that often floated over me like an ominous dark cloud and feeling suitably admonished once again by her pointed but fair words, I bent my head regretfully and exhaled.

“Yes, I’m sorry Darling, you are right and of course I trust you implicitly…”

Her eyes seemed to glow fluorescent bright blue as I went on.

“…As it’s not your fault you are so exquisite, having been granted such irresistible glamour while obviously I do appreciate that in your business you have to occasionally show it off to get ahead.”

My luscious girlfriend nodded slightly in agreement which made her golden hair swish attractively, if not seductively, as we heard the shrill sound of a horn to signify the private hire car had arrived.

“Of course, that is the case Darling, now please stop complaining or fussing and have a lovely evening because my many absences should be seen as a positive thing as it merely provides you with oodles of time for much-needed study for your career and…I’ll see you later…”

She seemed to blush like a schoolgirl as her high heels clicked on the laminate floors while walking quickly towards the lift.

“… Much later!”

What Taylor explained so pragmatically and precisely made more than a grain of sense, in fact everything that she did made sense, and once she departed I tried my best to focus on the legal books that surrounded me but, whenever my girl went out late into the unknown darkness, I increasingly found it difficult to concentrate because my errant mind seemed to run amok and started imaging unwelcome degenerate visions of what she was doing that made me uncomfortable in ways I did not wish to fathom or face.

In fact, the murky shadows over my heart only lifted when lovely Taylor returned somewhere in the dead of night when she undressed silently then slid all divinely perfumed, naked and warm into our bed when her low voice whispered.

“I’m very tired so please soothe me Baby…”

Instantly my belly slid below the sheets to enable my wet mouth to settle on her moist sexual line as she groaned.

“…Nice and easy Baby as it’s been a long night…”

Within a few invasive long loving licks, rich fluids seemed to pour from the sublime precious crack as normal which I greedily but tenderly lapped up then ingested until her toned hot thighs were spreadeagled while she grunted basely and dirtily.

“…Fuck…fuck…that’s so fucking…good Darling…”

Her hips pushed desirously against the intense oral pressure, and she inhaled.

“…But deeper Morrie...as if you’re emotionally inside me making me clean and wholesome…”

The evocative groans and sensual attention went on for what seemed like an eternity until the perfectly formed elegant girl vibrated suddenly but silently then inhaled in resolution and took my erection in her delicate fingers which wrapped around the slender length of me before she held it tightly then gurgled generously.

“…Now Baby you cum as well…as everything went extremely well this evening and I seriously think they like what we showed and there is definitely a film role in the pipeline…”

Once more my woozy head went AWOL as I quickly ejaculated before she wiped the seminal drops on her hidden vaginal lips and her voice simpered.

“…Now finish off and we can rest…”

My tongue returned to sensual duty until a further orgasmic wave gently washed over her delightful bones when we cuddled together like lovers, and she laughed warmly.

“…Fuck, Morrie…what we share and have developed is undeniably always so wonderful and special.” 

When in the throes of such an amazing passion, it was difficult to argue against such spoken closeness and positivity because in many ways the sheer bliss in living life with Taylor outweighed any unspoken doubts about us regarding a possible future together but, by ignoring the largest grey elephant in the room, then unfortunately, nearly six months aften first moving into the apartment it began to feel like we were unfortunately drifting into a proverbial rut.

Or perhaps our journey together had already become stuck!

Any conversation or question I now raised with Taylor about where we stood as a partnership was promptly brushed firmly aside because she was always endlessly busy with work, auditions or visits to the slimy agent for yet another consultation regarding a possible starring movie role.

Given my bank account was still firmly footing the bills, then to me, what we had drifted into seemed to suit her mood or purposes far more than mine because she clearly had no intention of being unsettled or distracted from her personal aims and ambitions.

Which in some ways could certainly be seen as determined and admirable for her but - in practicality - also endlessly frustrating and always expensive for me!

That being said, another late night of me orally worshiping at Taylor’s vaginal heavenly gate then actually being allowed to swiftly fuck her often sticky sublime form for as long as I could last, always appeared to be the fillip my muddy head needed to perhaps accept that I was still possibly on the right course and - with this as my questionable guide - existence just seemed to continue acceptably along.

As previously mentioned, the beauteous Taylor visited the gym nearly every day and not to be left behind in this search for physical perfection I accompanied her as much as I could, but had noticed in recent weeks she was becoming overly friendly and even visibly touchy with a tall buffed black guy called Jayz who my girl seemed to be spending an inordinate amount of time with, especially when they were working out together on weights, as if they were alarmingly teaming up.

When the two of them pursued this form of tough training, they always seemed to be towering over each other with bulging toned thighs apart while one lifted or pulled then pushed heavy bars which made my entire hormonal body pulse disconcertingly while an addled mind start to panic with unhelpful feelings of jealousy once again.

My own exercise routine tended to concentrate on more aerobic activities because I was light-footed and extremely sprightly and had been something of a featherweight boxer at school when I existed on the fringe of the fighting squad, but possibly lacked the real grit or commitment to make the grade of true battle and competition although I sensed even now - while shadow punching to a flattering silver mirror - that maybe I still had all the necessary moves.

These athletic exertions were within the smaller area of the gym complex using a large black punchbag, alongside the impromptu little ring for any sparring, when and where I first cast eyes on a petite dark-haired girl who was small, toned but seemingly fit as a fiddle - as her body was incredibly wiry and lithe - doing her workouts that in many ways complimented my own efforts given she also kept away from the busy lifting rooms.

Naturally I did not speak to her – as I did not wish to be seen as pushy or impertinent - but over time noticed that she aways seemed to be with this Jayz at the finish of any workout session before they would subsequently be seen together as an obvious striking duo at the bar.

I then further discovered that the girl’s name was Evie when quietly broaching the subject with Taylor who kindly informed me that these two were most definitely a physically impressive item and had been for a quite a while.

This was all aimless gossip between us because to be honest I was not much interested in them or their apparent relationship and thought nothing more about this useless gossip although it encouraged me to sometimes nod in passing to this attractive stranger - who blinked back almost confusingly in sympathy - while working out, as though I had mysteriously earned the right to do so.

Obviously, anxious feelings were increasingly raging in my unstable head concerning her muscular boyfriend becoming way too friendly with Taylor, but eventually I grudgingly accepted that my heart was being foolish or petty and once more tried to brush off any wasteful emotions of resentment towards this impressive man who increasingly seemed to be hovering around Taylor like some predatory dark wolf even though my girl barely seemed to notice or mind.

In many ways I sensibly concluded that any possible lack of faith in my fabulous girl was down to me, the insecurity I had always felt about so many matters which could be fairly described as a distinct lack of true confidence in myself.

However, as the weeks span and with regards to my longstanding disquiet, there inevitably came a cutting point when I finally lost patience - be it fair or not - meaning I had spats and then ultimately a ferocious argument with Taylor about my anxieties and developing suspicion.

Of course, she simply waved away any queries as nonsense, but the seeds of doubt had been sown, especially as the developing body language at the gym between Jayz and her became sorely too much to bear until one traumatic evening over dinner I let her verbally have it with both proverbial barrels when she listened until I was done then growled testily in response.

“I’m so sick and tired of you and your scurrilous accusations Morrie…”

Temper again got the better of me as I scowled in acidic response.

“You’re sick of me…!”

It was all getting way too much to handle or deal with as I ironically exploded like a deadly bullet from a gun.

“…I do everything for you Taylor, work tirelessly and pay all the damn bills thereby allowing you to follow your questionable star which means you going out at all times then returning merely so I can lick your slick pussy.”

She glared at me coldly and spoke with audible derision.

“You seem to like it readily enough…”

We both drew back in ready shock at the developing fracture or palpable friction between us then thought silently and separately because this was all becoming uncomfortable before eventually, in a sense or show of empathy, she took my hand in hers and sighed in a spirit of reconciliation.

“…We have been together quite a while now Morrie and given the obvious growing unease and distrust then maybe a break from each other is possibly a logical step and perhaps an immediate course of action merely to allow these flaming emotions to settle …”

I noticed in gathering confusion as her cheeks blushed revealingly pink and she went on circumspectly.

“…Freely, I must admit that I do quite like and get on with Jayz but only in a purely platonic way and having felt then recently discussed some of our fractious issues with him, incredibly but creatively he suggested that maybe his girlfriend and I can swap partners for a week to provide some time and distance for us both.”

To this unanticipated revelation my tongue lashed out at her in absolute fury.

“How dare you tell him anything about our private lives. How fucking dare you?”

She shrugged ambivalently as if she’d done nothing wrong.

“It’s no big fucking secret that we’re having problems is it, given you make it perfectly obvious to anybody and everyone who will listen, don’t you?”

Her callousness or audacity knew no bounds which made me snarl then snap.

“You, fucking want this don’t you?”

Taylor could only grin then smirk before sighing dramatically, as if she was the adult and I was merely an unreasonable petulant child.

“I just think that under these strained and tense circumstances what is being suggested represents a good opportunity and idea to give us both a necessary break.”

She had already sent my rattled mind into overdrive as I hissed crudely.

“You want him to fuck you don’t you Taylor…?”

Where we were headed seemed intolerable but inescapable.

“…And be good enough to inform me what the sleeping arrangement would be in your puerile stupid little plan.”

Her eyes were deceptively innocently blue as she stared me down.

“There’s been no discussion about that Morrie, but I take clear note that’s where your dirty mucky mind goes immediately because it’s what you apparently always expect of me.”

It seemed that she had caught me out as I fought for an escape.

“The girlfriend Evie, would never agree with such a proposal.”

Taylor inhaled deeply then exhaled with equal meaning.

“And if she was game, would you go to their apartment while Jayz came to ours just for seven days grace and separation which, by the awful tone of this conversation, we obviously both require…?”

My brain seemed to explode in maniacal mixed sensations as she went on.

“…Why not just simply ask them like the grown-up people we are supposed to be or are you too timid or afraid to take a risk?”

Instinctively I walked out of the apartment in a demonstrable show of wild temper and into the enveloping darkness before wandering around the empty streets for a while until finally returning home none the wiser to find Taylor sitting calmly drinking wine and watching the television as she simpered in condescension.

“…In your weakness and absence, I’ve taken in upon myself to speak to Jayz, and you’ll be pleased to know they’ll be waiting for us in the bar at the gym tomorrow evening for a cosy little discussion…”

I was utterly astounded at her brass cheek but suddenly did not wish to back down to this token threat and allowed this girl of my dreams to press then twist the knife.

“…There can’t be any issue or harm merely talking about it and seeing what they have to say and…”

Her tone had an unreasonable amused edge to it.

“…Maybe pretty little dark-haired Evie has the secret hots for you because she will definitely be there.”

Taylor and I barely conversed from that moment for the rest of the night although we slept together but apart - which was nothing new - before merely grunting across the table over a brief breakfast and after an interminable day at work, when I could hardly think straight, we arrived at the gym in our exercise gear then sat silently at the bar, as if on this particular early evening it was the only place to be.

I suddenly silently noticed the evocative tightness of the fluorescent pink leotard above the bright white tights Taylor was wearing and how it provocatively gathered then accentuated her elegant shape - especially the large voluptuous breasts - before looking longingly at the unnerving smoothness between my gorgeous girl’s perfect thighs and began to realise what I was doing before whining weakly.

“This is about us being very silly, Taylor, and you know full well that I love you so let’s forget the childish meeting because I’m sure we can work it out…”

Her azure eyes were icy and glassy as I exhaled meekly while hoping for a sense of meeting each other half-way.

“…Please, can we simply try again?”

Taylor’s golden head shook slightly which made my stomach churn before she spoke curtly as if I had already gone too far.

“Look, you clearly don’t have faith in me, Morrie, so I am definitely of the opinion more than ever that we need to take this ideal chance to see if we can survive without each other for a while, as maybe our relationship recently has in all veracity merely been going through the motions…”

To my tangible trauma I noticed that the formidable couple we were meeting were already ambling towards our table as Taylor observed as well then waved gaily in welcome while grumbling to me.

“…Let’s try and be brave and see what they have to say.”

To my further grating dismay, as the broad black guy approached he stretched out his expansive hand which I shook cravenly because it seemed so huge and strong next to my own, then watched helplessly as he kissed Taylor gently but purposely on the plump warm lips before sitting on a chair directly beside her when the small dark-haired girl - dressed in clingy taut black shorts and a dark trainer-bra top - also held my fingers gently in way of a greeting and sighed.

“Hi Morrie, we have seen each other around in the boxing area, but never met properly, and my name is Evie as I think you know.”

My head bobbed, meandered then wavered about stupidly while watching the black male’s hands brush against my girlfriend’s lusciously covered knees before ordering a drink for his partner and himself - we already had ours on the table - then waited until the refreshment arrived before smiling directly in my direction as if this unedifying fiasco had all been my idea.

Which seemed a most unfair analysis, but I had no time to think or speak before he took control.

“I would just like to say that we are all gown-ups here and realise that partnerships or affairs of the heart can be problematical or fraught then go up and down sometimes, and as you know Taylor and I have become quite friendly in recent weeks and therefore have had a few conversations…”

His deep dark penetrating eyes made passing contact with Evie then changed focus as if not wishing to hold her powerful gaze, then looked back at me and continued.

“…She mentioned quite openly that you two were unfortunately having a few difficulties which to be honest sadly match some of the issues Evie and I are experiencing and the suggestion that we should have a small vacation from our partners might not be a bad one for all of us…”

I saw that his real girlfriend’s face was stern and glacial to his smooth patter and spiel as if she had heard it all many times before.

“…Merely to provide some quiet time and liberty for everyone and maybe make us all introspectively take a look at ourselves and perhaps recognise we should value if not treasure what we have, because in every partnership there are unexpected upheavals and it’s not always sunshine and roses.” 

Tayor grabbed his muscular arm then most disconcertingly for me gushed adoringly.

“That’s just how I feel Jayz…what a wonderfully insightful sincere and emotional view and right to the point.”

It was already obvious to me that things were already going the wrong way and I needed to say something meaningful and important to halt this train to isolation in its tracks when Evie looked up and smiled blankly before I could make an ass of myself.   

“Sure, sure my man Jayz is always so full of charm, empathy and intelligence, but I will add my own personal thoughts now that are…”

I held my breath as she continued cattily.

“…Undoubtedly, Jayz and me, are going through what he described as a down and definitely not an up, but personally I think this suggestion he and the blonde bimbo here is entirely stupid because both of us only have a one-bedroom apartments and I’ll state now that if any guy that lives with me after him…”

There was something in her glare and droll words that did not look like affection to me.

“…Then it will be under my control and strict rules because there will be no aggro or arguing like what has gone on for so fucking long.”

Taylor then intervened and sighed with mock sympathy because I had a growing sense, she knew far more about their situation than I did.

“So, you are having problems are you…?”

Her dark head nodded in physical confirmation before my girlfriend went on.

“…Well, be assured from me that what is being suggested is not about anything sexual Evie, and if we proceed than I would expect Jayz to be a perfect gentleman and respect me just as Morrie would simply be a companion for you for a few days.”

The thin dark eyebrows on Evie’s face raised upwards in droll amusement as she laughed and muttered basely.

“Sure, like you don’t want to suck and fuck him, Slut!”

Her continually unreasonable outburst towards Taylor made me speak up suddenly in support of the girl I thought so highly of, then murmur in strong defence of her morality and honour.

“Taylor is not like that…”

I watched her shapely expressive eyebrows again move questioningly before she had a clear look of scorn on her pale face which inflamed further me as I snapped aggressively.

“…You know I was against this whole stupid suggestion as well Evie, but given your obnoxious attitude towards my girl who has done you no harm then maybe I have reconsidered and, we should go ahead to prove a point that everything is not about fucking sex and…”

It seemed I was on a roll because I truly had their combined attention.

“…As I trust Taylor implicitly, why not have a little competition in the gym, then let her and Jayz battle it out for the right to rule the home or roost for the week of any potential swap…”

Once more my insightful mind was on fire.

“…Maybe they can see who can perform the most crunches and press-ups which are counted together, and the winner takes all the power so everything would be entirely above board in the event this utter madness goes ahead?”

I knew sneakily that although the bulging black guy was incredibly dynamic and strong, Taylor was the most trained and athletic between them because I had never seen anyone perform and repeat these suggested exercises better.

Evie then stared with unnervingly still, attentive brown eyes then mumbled at me in acceptance of my debateable wisdom.

“OK it’s your funeral, let’s go into the gym and get this first farce out of the way then we can see where it leads from there.”

In a few minutes we were all in a quiet part of the training area when Jayz stretched then moved his impressive body unnervingly then settled on a small square blue mat before beginning with the necessary press-ups and - worryingly for me - only started to waver at sixty when his huge arms finally slowed until he thankfully stopped breathlessly all together at sixty-four. 

Then it was Taylor’s turn to show what she could do because she reached fifty-five with perfectly effortless synchronisation in her taut stretchy and succulent outfit then began to slow but mercifully gritted her teeth determinedly to pass his score and hit the floor at sixty-six.

I patted her golden hair in genuine appreciation of the sterling efforts made to retain her pride in any forthcoming living arrangement and felt increasingly confident that with the crunches to come then she would surely prevail and take any available authority on offer.

After a gulp or two of water then air, Jayz then placed his enormous feet below a metal bar and began the difficult crunches and amazingly powered on through seventy until the visible pain kicked in and he finished gamely on seventy-two.

With Taylor grinning confidently she then winked at me not to fret and started her exertions and seemed to enter an athletic perfect rhythm right up until sixty when disastrously her lips started to groan in sudden discomfort then quickly stumbled and slowed as she drew agonised whimpers before falling back in defeat on the floor at sixty-five when she looked up at me and sighed miserably.

“I’m so sorry Morrie but I guess I had an attack of cramp and…”

Her dazzling azure eyes glanced at the now beaming Jayz when I had the strangest sensation that she was trying not to smirk.

“…I suppose I’ll have to obey you if this goes ahead…”

He sat on a low wooden bench and flexed his visibly bulging bare knee in gesture when Taylor smiled and simpered softly while rising onto her delicate feet.

“…Well, if I have to.”

To my misery and private abhorrence, she then parked a divinely covered bottom on him as he stroked her lower back and glared at me then his visibly unimpressed partner.

“Now, what about you two, as if you cannot agree a sensible wager then we will have to call it all off which would be such a shame…”

His hand slid under my girl’s divine backside which made Taylor wriggle as he laughed.

“…Because I have such good ideas for our week together.”

My envy rose to the surface like a missile shot out of a nuclear submarine as I growled in a growing sense of panic.

“Take your hands off her Jayz, because for your information Taylor is entirely innocent and must be treated with great respect and care.”

The man merely chuckled dirtily in way of a reply before Evie’s soft voice spoke lowly and with more than a trace of sarcasm in her tone.

“You want to save the virtuous untouched Taylor do you Morrie?”

My lips growled and slathered like a rabid dog.

“Yes, yes, this is an abomination and want to call this diabolical bet off.”

She inhaled then teased me.

“But you say that you wish to rescue your virginal princess isn’t that right…?”

I blinked nervously but ever more angrily at her as she went on.

“…Then if you agree to my terms, I will give you the only chance you’ll have to become her knight in shining armour.”

My repost was instant.

“Yes, yes, yes I understand and will take it but…what terms?”

She drew back against the wall and grinned wanly but with audible purpose.

“After being with Jayz then my tastes have thankfully changed for the better and any man in my home must learn to bend and submit to me utterly and if you lose the wager offered then you can stay under any stringent conditions I set.”

My overriding concern was simply to save Taylor and become her saviour therefore all I could think of adding was.

“What is the competition?”

Evie then stretched her arms to the sky and her slender form in the process, as if to boastfully display her wiry power, then sighed softly but insultingly which made the flat visibly toned belly flow like a small wave.

“If you truly wish to save your cheap Little Slut Taylor, then you must beat me in the boxing ring over two three-minute rounds, and I will organise a professional referee I know to come in tomorrow at the same time who will mark the winner in the event there is no knockout.”

Immediately this gamble seemed demonstrably absurd because I was taller and stronger than she was while - unknown to this patently naïve girl - something of an unrecognised champion boxer in the making as I laughed loudly to her face.

“That’s just not sensible or equitable given the difference in size.”

She nodded in agreement then demonstrated a distinct lack of respect for me and my abilities.

“Not fair to you that is Morrie, but…”

She was really beginning to rankle and rile me.

“…If you don’t wish to save your sainted but tainted Blonde Princess then say so now and I’ll move out for a week anyway, so your precious, precocious girl can get fucked properly, as I doubt that she’s getting it like that from you!”

The demeaning accusing tone of her spurred me to action, and I snarled foully like a dominant Lion needing a good meal.

“You cheeky Bitch…fine, fine if that’s how you wish to play it then I agree to your lunatic suggestion and bring it on because although I have regard for all girls, as things stand, please bear in mind that I will spare you no mercy tomorrow.”

Evie merely giggled at my brashness.

“Remember to bring a bag of clothes for work on Monday, because once you lose, I will provide a week of suitable service under my whip that you will never forget and just maybe…”

She rose up dismissively like a small temperamental tempest.

“…You might just fucking finally learn something you Stupid Silly Boy!”

My masculine dander was sorely up and sparking as I wanted the battle to begin immediately but she had already left to start training before her boyfriend walked after her when Taylor rushed up to me and spoke almost admiringly.

“Thank you so much for standing up for me and my virtue, Morrie, and be certain to beat the Little Bitch to a pulp…”

She was visibly shivering in understandable anger.

“…How dare she speak about me like that and question my integrity or decency as she doesn’t know anything about me or the high ethical standards I have.”

We hugged tightly to comfort each other before she went off to work with Jayz on the weights while I visited the boxing area where I impressively twisted then span like a colourful top before the large mirror in dazzling exhibition to diminutive Evie - gently hitting the large punching bag - that retribution was now my mission and inevitably coming her way.

Unfortunately, after a few minutes, I mentally then physically began to flounder because I found it all a little too much of a strain and my tummy began to feel queasy resulting in my impending departure when she called out to me quietly.

“Will you drop me home Morrie, as Jayz will do the same for Taylor because, after what just happened, I can’t really focus and anyway wish to talk to you privately.” 

I knew this apartment was not far away and I nodded merely to be cordial then walked with her to where our other halves were exercising when I saw Taylor spread flat upon the mat on her back with her comely deliciously covered legs splayed apart as she pressed up a silver bar to the heavens - Jayz stood over in case she needed help - which make the divine lower body stiffen unnervingly while I tried not to notice before sighing as casually as my nervous system could manage.

“I’m dropping Evie off as we’re both feeling weary, and Jayz can bring you home to me later if that’s OK?”

The malevolent black male gurgled and stroked the inside of her inner thigh which disconcertingly for me made my Girl wince.

“Sure, no sweat Buddy, and I’ll be look after the Little Lady…”

He then lifted the bar out of her hands as if it was merely the lightest feather then pressed her stomach with his open palm to brush away then ease the physical tension before smiling while flashing his sharp white teeth at the same time.

“…But we’ll be a while, because rest-assured, I have an extensive programme for Taylor and as you know…”

I sensed his fingertips glide down below her soft belly as she sat up and he laughed drolly.

“…She has to do as I tell her.”

Taylor only chuckled lowly at his attempt to intimidate me and stood to kiss my cheek then soothe my obvious disturbance.

“He’s just winding you up Morrie, and believe me, I’ll be fine…just chill and see you later.”

We walked away when the young slight woman by my side fetched her soft black puffy coat from the locker area then walked out to my car and sat beside me in the old diminutive vehicle before rudely pointing with her fingertips the way to her home while I nodded then slowly moved to the direction, as if I wanted to make our time together last, but that was certainly not my intention because there was something about this young woman what made me distinctly uncomfortable.

The prolonged silence between us proved deafening as her hands waved and jabbed commandingly until we were eventually parked outside a small tower block when she turned and looked at me with her striking earthy eyes before sighing.

“Thanks for the lift, Morrie, but I must now mention that I seriously wanted to speak to you because I think this swap idea is truly idiotic, especially for Jayz and your girl.”

Just the mention of the two of them in the same breath from here incensed me once more as I scowled.

“Her name is Taylor and I like to think of her as my fiancé.”

I could see she was about to bristle then burst into flames but then drew breath to contain the impulse and exhaled purposefully.

“Look Morrie, you seem like a nice reasonable guy but the stake we made is stupid and I want you to appreciate that I am extremely unhappy with Jayz, who frankly has put me off men altogether, and have since made an unbreakable decision that I will only live and date girls from now on so…”

Her lithe but hard body sidled back in the seat as if she was subdued suddenly.

“…Should we proceed with this proposed fight, and you lose then move in, I will rightfully insist that you respect my deepest wishes and live as a female for a week because rest-assured that is the only conceivable way this crazy gambit will ever take place.”

Evie obviously was not aware of my formidable fighting and sporting prowess or perhaps she did as I sensed her underlying fear of my wrath then smirked knowingly.

“Getting cold feet. are we…?”

A strange sense of euphoria washed over my soul because for once with a girl I improbably had the advantage and we both knew it as I snickered.

“… And just out of interest if those are the rules laid down by you, then, as I am used to having great sex at my beck and call… “

I felt a little embellishment was necessary given the visible physical realities between Taylor and me.

“…Then when I win, as I surely will, then I would equally expect the same conjugal rights with you for seven days and…”

It just felt right to tease, turn, and twist the proverbial dagger.

“…Seven long nights!”

To my real shock she merely burst out laughing in a fit of mild hysterics.

“My goodness Morrie how unpredictable you are, and I thought you only wanted to rescue your innocent bride to be and whisk her away from Jayz’s big black prick…”

Her words sorely stung because it was as though, in my infuriation, I had forgotten my real altruistic purpose because I went quiet for the longest moment while she went on with more than a flavour of irony in her tone.

“…Or don’t you trust the Little Slut suddenly because if you ask me…”

She diabolically related my innermost thoughts.

“…I consider her abject sudden failure on the crunches were less than honest or her best efforts and if you really want to know what I think…”

Outraged at her expressing my internal personal concerns about what we had recently witnessed all I could offer were impulsive growls of animalistic fury.

“I’m not fucking interested in your lousy opinion, Evie, and if this is your attitude then I’ll be at the gym tomorrow when now we know the precise repercussions of our lousy wager, I will be sure to teach you a lesson you won’t ever forget and…”

I could not stop my mind visualising the figurative mountain of a black man pressing down primitively over my virtuous blonde girl as I snapped in ever expanding agony.

“…Maybe I might willingly let Taylor go for a week with your predacious muscular guy merely so I can have you available to be my sexual slave for a week.”

Once more Evie just sniggered loudly and brazenly then gassed dismissively into my glowing face while reaching for the handle on the door.

“Morrie, I don’t wish to hurt or embarrass you but think on as my sincere sound advice is for you to find an accommodation with the sweet and virginal Taylor…”

The audible irony in the descriptive words about my lovely future bride was like another serrated blade in my side which further bruised my ego or pride as she finished off and pushed the door ajar.

“…Forget about the swap and the inane bet that was all created by our partners for their own personal carnal reasons because if you don’t then believe me…”

Her warm and normally friendly brown eyes had a sudden steely edge to them.

“…It will be you not me that faces the harshest of consequences.”

The wiry slip of a girl then moved out into the shadows and was past the entrance door to her apartment block in seconds before I could verbally retaliate and, in sudden violent frustration all I could do was put my foot to the pedal in irrational temper then speed home seething at what a cheeky unbearable cocky Bitch she was.

The sense of injury or injustice I had at her groundless slight on Taylor’s character and faithfulness was utterly infuriating and I ached for my darling girl to appear so I could talk and tell her, but unfortunately, she arrived back unusually late by which time cans of beer had placated me a little and I hugged her closely and whimpered in sudden fear of everything.

“Let’s not do this Taylor and please call it all off because…”

There was something about Evie’s assertive purposeful demeanour or words that were strangely troubling as I sought some sanctuary.

“…She’s only small and I don’t wish to hurt the poor girl.”

Her lips touch mine tentatively before we kissed momentarily when I felt how rich and wet her mouth was before she pulled me into the bedroom and murmured with anticipation.

“Pull the leotard and tights off…”

I did so eagerly as she groaned desirously.

“…Now lick me out Darling and see just how excited I am that my strong man is going to save my reputation and from what Jayz degenerately wants to do to my sculptured body…”

When she was naked, and my saturated tongue had descended onto the subtle vaginal line, to my veritable shock it was liberally flowing in the same essence of thick musk that had been in her mouth as she whimpered.

“…You will fight for me, Darling.”

Her spectacular thighs spread instinctively apart as my busy mouth latched onto her sexual centre where I licked and gasped.

“Yes, yes, of course, Darling….”

Her lower body arched then pushed up against my oral pressure as I spluttered.

“… I will surely rescue you like a fairy princess locked in the high tower and…”

Taylor was writhing madly now.

“…Never realised just how my bravery in doing so would obviously arouse your feminine spirit and soul like it obviously has.”

Her hand drew me in deeply before Taylor’s entire body seemed to implode when the top of the vaginal line liberally sprayed me with powerful hormonal juices, and she groaned and grumbled appreciatively.

“That was truly wonderful Morrie, and I am indeed a fortunate girl that I have a true man like you to respect and duel for me otherwise that randy Black male is going to have me in his apartment where I fear he will insist on doing unspeakable things to my pure form…”

My hand began to dry the warm feminine crease, but sensed Taylor was still sensually active as she took my hard prick and teased the rounded spitting head of it along the womanly invert as her voice wailed weakly.

“…He wouldn’t care about me like you do Darling and provide patience or protection; just wants to put his big steely black cock inside my innocent vaginal entrance and fuck me and fuck me against my will or wishes…”

To this disturbing debased erotic vision, I impulsively ejaculated all over the warm wet mound of Venus then in my shame - for climaxing so erratically - I moved my mouth back down to the wetness and began to suckle madly at her celestial heavenly gate while my girlfriend whimpered as if she was dying.

“…That’s so soothing Darling and, just to be sure, you will definitely do battle with that annoying Bitch Evie who has so unfairly cast aspersions on my virginity and goodness then save me from Jayz’s predatory grasp because I obviously do wish to remain chaste and perfect for you alone…”

Once more I felt her libido begin to slowly rise to my oral touch and perhaps the terror of any potential downfall with the striking arrogant black man as she cried out mournfully for salvation.

“…I don’t want his huge cock forcing its way past my hymen then injecting inside my belly with generous surges of hot potent sperm…”

Taylor began to buck and grunt in perturbation.

“…Or having to suck him…and use my open lips to form another sullied aperture for the Randy Bull to use…”

She seemed to enter inside a lurid living nightmare or vision then lose any reserve, calmness or sanity as her hand grabbed my hair before the clitoral nub seemed to rub against my tongue desperately in search of resolution…”

“…Until inevitably he bends me over like a whore before rutting my ass…!”

Mercifully to all these wild imaginings her divine white skin trembled to the most powerful orgasm until finally my lovely blonde goddess settled back as I slowly licked her sodden pussy tenderly to bring her down to earth when she inhaled with obvious serenity or apprehension.

“…You will rescue me from him please…”

She groaned then turned over in obvious gesture and sighed sleepily.

“…Now lick my ass, Darling, because the motion does send me to slumber and faithfully promise everything will be OK with this wager because if successful, you will undoubtedly become my forever champion by saving the day.”

My fatigued mouth settled on the vibrating crease of her perfect bottom when immediately the same mysterious liquid scent or earth essence could be sensed then tasted as I suckled it gently back to pink perfection and whispered worshipfully.

“Don’t worry Darling, because be certain I will not let Jayz or that supercilious Bitch Evie trick or rule us and will destroy her completely tomorrow in the boxing ring if that is the only way out of this unfortunate mess.”

My Love sighed in completion then rested soundly while unfortunately I did not do the same because my pressurised head was full to bursting with conflicting thoughts and emotions that I did not wish to confront or explore until eventually my mind awoke tiredly then spoke earnestly to Taylor when she came out of the bathroom after a long leisurely shower.

“Can’t we just forget this agreement, Darling, as I am extremely concerned about what might happen and, if you explain the entire situation to Jayz, who I am sure equally does not wish to place undue stress on his girlfriend, then I am sure he will reconsider.

Her intense pale blue eyes stared directly through me before she sighed dismissively.

“To be honest I already did last night which is why I was late coming home and I literally begged him on my knees to see sense but…”

I was aghast at this partial tale of what she said went on behind my back and groaned in agony.

“But what…what!”

Tayor pursed then twisted her plump pink lips until they looked warped to me.

“He is insistent that I keep to our bargain because…”

I watched as she seductively slid the smooth towel off her sublime naked form and started to place on a lacy bra to cover the full voluptuous breasts below before teasing flimsy white panties up and over dainty ankles where they nestled divinely on her precious womanly mound when she inhaled deeply.

“…As the undisputed winner of our contest unfortunately he feels overly entitled to a special prize which in his deviant mind strangely…”

She seemed to grin with dry irony.

“…Seems to be me!”  

Taylor finished dressing in tight jeans and a clingy red top then to my ongoing sufferance began to pack a small suitcase with my clothes as I muttered in confusion.

“Why are you doing that?”

Her shoulders shrugged instinctively.

“We need to be prepared Morrie, and I will take it to the gym tonight when hopefully it will become the extra incentive you need to…”

The tone of her voice was caustic and bitter.

“…Beat that fucking Cow, Evie to a pulp for disrespecting me as she did, while protecting me at the same time because if you let her win then inevitably, we will both be forced to spend the week apart…”

She seemed to trill almost accidentally which made me surge secretly for unfathomable reasons as she laughed.

“…So, best be on your game, Darling, because I sense this is the final opportunity to save your Queen from being impaled by the strong black lance…”

Her lips seemed to draw breath as she tried not to smile at the unfunny jest which I felt was in entirely bad taste.

“…Between his legs!”

I left the apartment in something of a grubby daze and could barely focus on my workload - which was nothing that unusual - and upon returning home indeed found that my blue carry case was packed and waiting along with black joggers and a dark tight vest which were to be my uniform for the contest ahead as I groaned loudly because it increasingly appeared there was no way to dodge what Taylor and I had agreed to so idiotically. 

Subsequently, after unsuccessfully trying to eat something for dinner - my stomach was turning over then performing somersaults - Taylor and I left then arrived at the gym to find Jayz and Evie waiting for us in the bar where we joined them at which time the lean dark-haired girl addressed us pointedly.

“For the last time I must say that we should forget this insanity because it will surely lead to disaster and anyone that agrees with me, please put your hand up now.”

It was clear that the endlessly hovering and rapacious black male was surely set and determined to continue, and I glared at Taylor - who was definitively the focus of his lousy attentions - for support, but she merely simpered softly.

“No Darling, I refuse because we entered this gamble in good faith and with admirable intentions for our future therefore must be honourable and…”

Her gaze at Evie was frosty blue, especially as the girl had also waved her hand sensibly purposely skyward to avoid the beating I would be forced to provide.

“…It’s way past time that Little Miss Evie was brought down a peg or two.”

With that said from the woman I freely adored, there truly appeared to be no way out of this issue and when the plump blonde female referee appeared in a wonderful black and red official uniform, we walked to the deserted boxing area where Evie and I began to exercise then stretch in preparation when she leaned over and whispered out of sight of the others.

“I’ll let you win on points Morrie so don’t worry…”

These infantile words merely enraged and inflamed me once more because it was increasingly obvious there was no way she could defeat a bigger stronger experienced athletic male like me, but I kept sensibly quiet and let her finish.

“…Just spar over the two rounds and when you have the victory on points then please take that Blonde Bitch Taylor with you as well for your victory, because the bet will be tied, and you can then continue happily onward together with her marvellously returned to your side.

I blinked in acknowledgement of the only mature and sensible course of action, before we drew on soft gloves then stood opposite each other like real pugilists when the stocky woman in the impressive track suit drew us together and muttered.

“Let’s have a fair clean fight and the best man…”

She glanced at Evie and grinned drolly.

“…Or woman win!”

Our chunky arbiter made a slight chime with a small handheld bell which she then stuck in her pocket when my opponent and I approached each other cautiously before I started to jab gently at the thin cheeks as she moved nimbly around then took the blows in her stride but didn’t retaliate while the seconds ticked by when I noticeably began to breathe more heavily because two minutes inside a boxing ring was longer than you realise.

Eventually, as we took a breather after the first round, Jayz walked over and pointed out what must have been blindingly obvious to any informed spectators.

“This is not what Taylor and I expected given how hard we both tried to win our contest…”

At the back of my mind, and especially after the conversations with Evie, I increasingly questioned my girlfriend’s real effort or commitment to beat him but was still panting as he went on directly to me.

“…So, let me make it clear Morrie, that unless you win this round by a knockout then my female reward of Taylor is still going to come back with me for a week, given Evie has already mentioned she is willing to go to a friend for this period…”

His smile was pearly white, sickly, and savagely twisted.

“…Therefore, if you honestly want to salvage her cute ass then this is your only option, and I would put a genuine spurt on if I were you.”

Taylor wittered on from the side.

“Yeh, you go for it, Baby, to become my Superhero and grind then kill the Bitch!”

The bell tinkled out dramatically once again when Evie and I touched gloves in the centre when I inhaled as if to draw strength.

“Sorry Evie but you heard what he said, and I have no choice.”

My legs stepped back for traction before I stood my ground then swung at her with all my male energy or force and made a passing blow off the headguard before I stumbled then lost my footing until we were in a momentary clinch when she literally spat at me.

“I told you what would fucking happen if you lost and that you would live like a feeble girl with me, so please just take the easy win and let them do what they clearly both desire because I will not play their dissolute game anymore…”

She pushed me away angrily to create space and hissed in warning.

“…I won’t allow you to liberate her as Jayz stupidly suggests and knock me out under any circumstances, so be reasonable because if you come aggressively for me again then I will not hold back, and you will be made to face the many penalties of your recklessness.”

Her utter lack of regard for the patent difference in our size and hormonal vigour made me furious as I immediately moved in again then used my haymaker hard with an unstoppable right hook that again grazed her as Taylor screamed excitedly.

“That’s it, Baby…take the Bitch out!”

We were less than a few feet apart as she glared with cold brown eyes that looked like dark earth before snarling in what I took to be fear of the inevitable.

“Last chance Morrie otherwise I’m going to fucking teach you things you will never forget because it’s about time someone opened your stupid childish eyes…”

In answer to such an unwarranted unachievable threat I lunged once more at her with ferocious force and energy to make the necessary kill my girlfriend continually demanded when, to my eternal disbelief, Evie merely swivelled then effortlessly sidestepped the intended blow before her right hand moved at the speed of light to make solid contact with my available chin when I immediately entered into a desolate and lonely world of darkness.

The first thing I heard after my unanticipated and tragic fall from masculinity or dignity was the sound of my opponent’s soft warm voice as she held a cold wet cloth on my face and whispered in apprehension.

“…Wake up Morrie are you OK…?”

I came to, then saw her flushed red face looking down in visible concern at what she had barbarically accomplished and merely drew breath to be certain I was still alive before the girl smiled then tenderly wiped my moist forehead lightly.

“…You’ll be OK, and it was only a tap after all.”

The referee then gave me a brief examination while I rested in the recovery position for a while before the blood slowly began to return to my pale features at which point, she raised the delicate but muscular arm of Evie upwards to the sky and spoke ceremoniously to confirm what was obvious but entirely unacceptable.

“The winner is Evie by a knockout which I might point out…”

She stared directly at me with dark peering eyes that seemed to contain more than a grain of humour in them.

“…Given she is a champion boxer, is not humiliation even for a male opponent because from the youngest of ages she has always been something of a star at the sport.”

The corpulent genial woman then left - as if she had seen enough foolishness for one night - at which moment Taylor held my hand softly then kissed my cheek tenderly before sighing.

“A very admirable and sterling effort, Darling, as I could see how hard you were trying in the second round, but now Jayz and I have our workouts to complete while you accompany Evie back to her place as agreed because it seems certain that we all need this time ahead and be assured that Jayz will escort me to ours…”

She rose up like the blonde divinity she was and held the black man’s hand lightly.

“…And please trust me Morrie, because despite what I’ve said, and you may think, there will be no sexual activity between Jayz and me because this is all about…”

Her mind seemed to be wandering as the cheeks on her glamorous face went ruby red.

“…Everyone’s emotional growth and learning to trust each other if we are ever to become real couples…”

She kissed my lips softly once more - as if for luck - then smirked at Evie like the cat that had won the sweet black cream from her bowl before turning on pristine white trainers while laughing skittishly.

“…I’ll be in touch but please be content…”

My true Love had already started to walk away when the Black Bastard now at her side patted her heavenly bottom through the tight blue legging which made me seethe as she looked back while grinning.

“…This is undeniably the right thing for us all.”

Then suddenly I was alone with Evie who looked down on me while I shivered then chuckled drolly, as if demonstrating that she felt not a trace of the loss I did for her missing partner who would be in my apartment for the next seven days.

“Are you happy now Morrie, because take it from me whatever you could or would have done could not save their inevitable dalliance because it was all planned in some deceptive detail but, I might mention…”

I did not appreciate her taking the rise out of me in my defenceless state, but this callous girl did anyway as the gurgle in her throat developed into a guffaw.

“…That trying to outbox me to solve or fix the mayhem was never the way to go but from what I’ve seen and heard Morrie…”

Her voice and tone sounded derisory as I stroked my tender chin and unsuccessfully tried to mask the pain then sense of personal disgrace that seemed to be oozing out of every pore I had.

“…You seem pretty good at making bad decisions…”

I watched her draw breath then speak further.

“… Now do you remember what I warned you about because I think we’ve had enough exercise for one evening…?”

My still giddy head seemed to recall something inane and nonsensical which had been mentioned and I nodded blankly when she fetched the small case left by Taylor from the side of the room then inhaled to show off her perfectly taut stomach below the black trainer bra.

“…Good, well let’s go and get you organised and if there is any refusal or procrastination from you Morrie, I will hit you again or send you away to a motel where you can wait the week out there because I made it perfectly clear that my life will no longer be complicated or diverted by foolish men.”

On that salutary note I followed her to the car park meekly wheeling the case behind before opening my vehicle which only reminded me that Jayz now had Taylor in his voracious grasp as I tried not to cry while Evie sat in the passenger seat then shook her head in mock empathy.

“You’ll have to get over it, Morrie, and grow a pair!”

It seemed that the initial physical effects of my thrashing were wearing off as I countered defensively.

“Nothing will happen with them, just as she promised, and this separation is just to give us both some respite as the last few months have been fraught for her.”

Even in the dim light of the car park I could see the circumspection and pity in her shiny brown eyes before she patted my hand and whispered as if she was my mother.

“Sure, sure I’m absolutely positive she won’t be sucking his dick somewhere on their way home as a little hors d’oeuvre before they get on to the main course later!”

She was so disgustingly descriptively mean and insulting which made me hate her ever more but there was no point arguing under these terrible circumstances.

Therefore, I inhaled deeply to swallow my anger and remaining self-respect, then bit my bottom lip before driving slowly to my new temporary home - this time free of the previous interference- with the comforting thought that given everything that had happened up to now, at least it couldn’t get any worse from here, could it?

As if the universe was trying to prove a point about how little I understood about everything. when we reached then entered her small apartment it became swiftly clear there were more trials and tribulations to come as she placed the case on the floor in her tidy white bedroom and sighed.

“Hang the suits up which you wear for work in the wardrobe, then shower and put your clothes you’re wearing with the rest of your stuff in the cupboard by the front door as you will not need it here living with me…”

Stunned by her sniffy attitude I obeyed then entered the shower cubicle in the tiny En-suite and started to slowly wash then jumped in tension because unexpectedly the door clicked open, and Evie handed me some tubes before muttering.

“…Use the white one over your skin which will make it smooth and soft then wash it off and apply the others copiously because they will make you smell sweet because as I explained…”

Her voice was monotone as if this was all ordinary.

“…It’s a female only environment here and everything must be sensual and fragrant especially if you wish to share my bed because it’s the only one here…”

I was speechless as she ranted on.

“…Then come into the main room when you’re done just wearing a towel, please.”

The mere mention of us sleeping together seemed to make me surge and fire my sagging spirit because I absentmindedly took the oils and creams before the door shut tight then used them precisely as she insisted while noticing my penis was pulsing at the enticing possibilities ahead in laying so intimately beside Evie under her pristine white sheets.

A sly dry smile then seemed to form on my salivating lips while I reasoned there might possibly be a silver lining in this deal somewhere for me and that perhaps little Evie would surely feel my masculine attentions which in-spite of her words to the contrary, she obviously craved.

My assumptions or astute deductions seemed so logical especially when I emerged from the water with the fragrance of lavender all over me before wrapping myself in a large fluffy white towel and started to creatively imagine her removing it before placing sweet pink lips around my male length and making me thrill like a sexual king for once.

On such high hopes I ruffled my short fair hair, tied the towel tightly around my waist then ambled slowly into the only large room when I was stopped in my tracks by the sight of a tall slim girl in jeans and a sweater with short red hair and an ashen face who stared at me while Evie murmured coolly at her side.

“This is the guy I mentioned…”

She waved her hand aimlessly in means of an introduction.

“…This is Morrie my possible new roommate for a week and…”

Her focus returned to the stranger.

“…And my friend here is called Penny who is vastly experienced with the practical things we need to do during your time here.”

Understandably I felt awkward standing meekly before both girls with barely anything overing my trembling aromatic skin and mumbled in concern.

“What things?”

Evie sat back and glared at me with piercing brown eyes then sighed.

“I did go out of my way to explain that anyone living with me now had to be female and as you expect to remain for a week then I must have you made safe and as feminine as practically possible otherwise…”

Her look was stern and cold as I shivered and wondered, what on earth, I had stupidly let myself in for.

“…You can fuck off right now…and find accommodation elsewhere!”

My head ran amok with frantic thoughts of my troubling lack of funds, given that I was paying all the bills for Taylor and would be while she spent time with this girl’s unsavoury boyfriend, which made me whimper miserably.

“How is that possible?”

My new odious landlady merely smirked.

“Well, the first thing after having you smelling divine as you now are, is to get your penis into a chastity cage so I have no threat when you sleep in my bed because I will not allow you laying on the floor and messing up my home therefore…”

I noticed the lofty unknown girl move and reach into her bag.

“…Please take your towel off as I have purposely brought Penny here to help me place it on you because in truth, I have no real experience of such things like this, while she is extremely familiar with these surreal practices as my clever associate has a distinct calling for dominating men…”

My whole being seemed to become static as I dissolved before she slapped her hands together firmly to make a loud clap and growled.

“…Right now, so I won’t knock you out again or do even worse because remember, I am in charge of you in this apartment therefore please get the towel off…”

Instinctively, I closed my eyes in the unbearable ignominy of the untenable situation as I haplessly undid the only layer covering the shivering skin below and then stood there naked as the day I was born when I opened a singular eyelid to see this lanky Penny holding some strange device in her fingers while Evie began laughing.

“…Come here.”

I then shuffled to where they were both sitting on the couch, when Penny peered directly at my shrunken genitals and murmured critically if not cuttingly because unfortunately the pressure and shower had made everything contract.

“Fuck, it’s no wonder his girl is running after Jayz as this seems pretty minute.”

While I wilted and melted inside Evie gurgled cuttingly.

“Yeah, she’s had the blush for him for a quite a while and I know the Sleazy Slut’s been wrapping her firm lips and maybe juicy cunt around it for many weeks now…”

To my eternal woe suddenly my penis started to expand to these disgusting false accusations towards Taylor’s fidelity as Evie laughed.

“…Oh Morrie, I think you like the illicit thought of your girl being a whore to Jayz, and if you wish, then ask me, and I can show you some seedy videos he sent me of Trampy Taylor on her knees greedily gobbling then sucking him off.”

Disastrously I was becoming fully erect now by her awful taunts, as Penny eased a tissue over the tip of my prick and whispered to her companion.

“He’s a reasonable length now, but in truth it’s not so rare for men to get excited about the thought of their wife’s or partner’s faithfulness because a lot of guys I lock up become hooked on such humiliation…”

Her fingers wrapped more tightly around my male protrusion when she looked up at me with emerald accusing eyes before muttering crudely.

“…They crave the shame and take a surreal kick in bigger and better males fucking their needy women before inevitably licking the seminal cream out of their feckless cunts later on…”

What she said only made my penis rage in madness while an errant mind thought about the slimy heady essences I had noticed and tasted so many times on Taylor’s tongue or special places as the girl sensed my mood and sniggered.

“…I think maybe Morrie might have already done that already, haven’t you Sweetie…?”

Disastrously I was harder and longer than I had ever known while she snickered wickedly.

“…If you want, when Evie has finished with you, then I can take you on as a client and teach you the subtle glories of such a life with Taylor?”

Her red head tilted at Evie who took up the baton of my continuing downfall as she simpered.

“You need to cum now Morrie so we can put the cage on and just to get you there I am going to ask Jayz to send more videos of her taking the big black tool while the innocent Taylor is on her knees and literally begging for it…”

Her hand patted my bottom, which encouraged motion, when - given my perilous state - the slightest friction caused me to combust and soil or spoil the tissue which Penny then used tidily to wipe up the slimy mess as Evie groaned breathlessly.

“…Better now?”

I stood visibly shaking like a leaf while I watched - as if in my own personal horror show - while this hideous anonymous red-haired girl placed a thin metal ring around my scrotum with Evie watching attentively, especially when the device’s various parts were diabolically joined snugly together until, with an evocative but horrific click of a silver lock, I displayed a shiny cover over my recently deflated penis.

Once it was in place, Penny then immediately unlocked the separate pieces of the pernicious puzzle before Evie then managed to rejoin everything successfully when, finally and terribly, I had to incarcerate myself at which devastating point the presumptuous stranger presented us both with gleaming keys and giggled like a petulant naughty child.

“There you see it’s not so difficult, but now I have to run…”

She lifted-up slowly and hugged her friend closely while mumbling.

“…It is mainly self-cleansing, but can occasionally be removed maybe when he’s in the shower and ring me if there are any problems, although the device is simple enough to remove then put back as we have all demonstrated…”

This literal demoness of a woman then stood elegantly by the door and winked insultingly at me.

“…Don’t be upset about owning a subversive or even submissive side, as we all have one there in one form or another, and if you and your girl eventually wish some experienced input or advice about such increasingly common impulses then Evie will give you my number and I will be pleased to help…”

The hand that had just held my prick then cleaned up my miserable spurts of cum turned the handle firmly before sniggering softly.

“…For a small professional fee, as would be expected!”

Marvellously if not mercifully, Penny then left as I held my breath and tried not to combust in fury because my genitals were captured, making me feel understandably neutered and emasculated as Evie stood directly beside me then stared firmly into my eyes before whispering.

“I did tell you Morrie what would happen, but you would not listen so do you want me to immediately remove the cage and you can depart then become free or remain and ache like…”

She seemed to take delight at my unanticipated situation.

“…A Big Soft Girl because this is just the beginning…”

Her palm outrageously cupped my male package as she laughed.

“…What is it to be…?”

As she posed the pertinent question my obvious reflex was to run but as I had already decided there was nowhere to go and in all fairness to Evie, she had indeed attempted to deflect my crazy instinct to save Taylor when I was too blind towards any sense of reason to listen, and I trod water aimlessly for a minute while her arms folded impatiently in a gesture of defiance.

“…And by the way you shall call me Ms Evie out of respect from now on with regard to the senior position I occupy here because, as you well know, I am top dog while you are now my female servant in this apartment…”

She squeezed my balls as I wilted.

“…Make your mind up as we have to prepare dinner.”

Bizarrely her cool and callous attitude made me pulsate which only caused more pain down below and forced my lips to speak of surrender.

“I have nowhere to go, Ms Evie, and would ask to stay please.”

While I dithered in anxiety, she went into her room then came back before handing me some white briefs decorated with a yellow flower pattern and sighed.

“Put them on…”

There was no time to think or refuse as I reluctantly drew the delicate underwear past the ankles then up my legs until they lay tightly around the crotch when soft black leggings were placed in my shaking hands.

“…And these…”

The stretch fabric eased over the recently softened skin and flattened the small bulge between my thighs before she threw a soft pink sweatshirt to cover my chest then stood back as if admiring her humbling handiwork.

“…Good Girl, isn’t that better and as you see they are just clothes, but now you have accepted my guidelines then we can both relax a little as I truly do not want another rapacious male around me after Jayz…”

She shooed me casually away into the small kitchen and provided instruction on how to clean and prepare a salad, which I had never done before, given my girlfriend and I used to eat out more than we could afford or used the microwave if or when, necessary.

Once the lettuce, tomatoes and eggs were sliced and mixed with some vinaigrette I watched as she fried two small steaks on an electric, free-standing griddle and, with a bowl of crunchy plain chips and a bottle of red wine, we sat opposite each other at the small equally red table in the corner of the room where she poured the ruby liquid into two fluted plastic glasses and smiled wanly.

“…I am not here to destroy or punish you Morrie, but you are clearly a weak man who makes foolish choices and decisions without recognising or facing the realities of life although this time you will because…”

Her pert pink lips ingested a large swig of the agreeable wine as if there was an unspoken intent in the ordinary actions asked of me before muttering darkly.

“…You, scurrilous lustful Jayz along with your common Slut of a girlfriend will not distract me from the plans I have made and…”

Her lethal hands that had dealt me such an embarrassing beating a few hours previously then forcefully cut the tender meat, as if she needed the blood, before biting into a large slice on the fork and murmuring while her teeth bore down.

“…If you stay here then rest-assured it will only be on my terms!”

By now I had gained a considerable wariness towards her, along with a grudging sense of fear or respect because Evie was patently capable and confident in all the ways I was not, which made me not-unwisely react to her unfair allegation about Taylor and merely concentrate on the food which I had to admit was fresh and delicious.

After a glass of wine had been consumed by us each I started to slowly settle and even forget I was wearing female clothes - alongside a demeaning chastity device - while listening to her tale about working at a local perfumery department merely to make ends meet purely with a view to having her own art studio and galley, as she fancied herself as a painter and wanted to display these creations along with other artists she admired.

It all sounded whimsical or fanciful but in truth no more improbable or implausible than my own aims of becoming a solicitor which had unfortunately been withering on the vine since shacking up with my girlfriend, as though my idleness or listlessness was all her fault rather than mine.

However, given what had gone on in the last few hours, the conversation was kept genteel and polite before - after a small sweet of ice cream - Evie made me clear the table then clean the plates and dry them until they were shining.

When everything was immaculate - like the rest of this comfortable home - Evie then corralled me into the tiny space that was the utility area where there was a full washing basket which she threw onto the floor and smirked.

“I doubt you’ve ever cleaned anything properly in your whole existence so please separate the underwear then the cotton and synthetics when I’ll show you one of your jobs here because, even though I’m good at it, I absolutely hate doing the laundry…”

As she watched intently, I tried my best to comply as she requested but barely knew one material from another while being forced to handle her dirty clothes - along with the evocatively scented smalls - was surely unsettling which she noticed and murmured supportively.

“…I think you have a hidden talent for this Morrie, now let’s put the larger stuff in the machine and you can handwash my nylons and panties…”

My whole face flushed and blushed up revealingly as she gurgled.

“…Bless, Morrie…this surely is going to be a steep learning curve for you if you are brave enough to stick around for the seven days…!”

Ignoring her endless efforts to confuse and belittle me, I took mental notes how to clean the many flimsy and feminine items then eventually stood over a small sink where I kneaded one pair of panties after another with my fingers before wringing them free of water until finally everything was drying on a small laundry rack.

Evie disappeared towards the end of my labours when I heard the shower hum before she eventually returned wearing a long black robe and sighed almost kindly.

“…There’s a final glass of wine in the main room where we can relax then watch television for an hour before going to bed…”

Just the mention of the word bed seemed to agonisingly ignite the libidinous side of me as she intuitively read my giddy mind and shook her dark head knowingly.

“…Don’t think about her Morrie, or what she might be up to with Jayz, as it will only bring you mental anguish and, given the cage you are wearing, physical distress as well…”

The wine tasted sweet, and the time spent observing the silver screen seemed unusually calm and almost peaceful, after just about initially weathering the storms regarding living as I now was with this obviously mad young woman.  

Eventually, the lights were turned off and I followed her nervously into the bedroom where there was a small side light that revealed a cream cotton nightie on the covers as she removed her own black covering to show a matching outfit while grinning.

“…Put it on, as this small slide into femininity will be across the board here…”

Once more, with no obvious way out other than flight, I drew off the clingy leggings and soft top, placed them carefully and tidily in the correct position in her wardrobe then pulled the medium length gown over my head until if fell around my knees and shivered as Evie stared approvingly but snickered self- mockingly.

“…Good Girl you can follow instruction, so now you are an honorary female in my home then you get the good luck…”

There was an audible trace of sarcasm and self-deprecation in her tone as if revealing the acid-wit she had so gushingly shown was not exclusively bent towards me.

“…Of sleeping with me…!”

She slid silently below the duvet, and I followed when I lay utterly still with my arms tightly at the sides as if barely daring to move when she nestled down in the mattress and exhaled meaningfully.

“…Try and chill, Morrie, because you are suitably gelded and safe while all I want to do is rest because we both have work early in the morning.”

What she said made common sense and although it felt disconcerting and sorely bizarre with the chastity cage on underneath the soft panties and nightie, I had to grudgingly admit there remained an unspoken detectable seductive scent of her on the clothing that was privately alluring in some weird way although I could barely admit such a fact even to myself.

My eyes closed purposefully as I began to form a foetal position but then found I could barely relax or settle and tossed then turned endlessly until I had to blurt out a tortuous question that was literally burning in my addled head.

“Ms Evie, did Jayz really send sexual videos of what he and Taylor were doing?”

Her response was brusque.

“Please don’t ask me, as I only mentioned the point in passing and merely to bring you in line, thus enabling you to remain with me for the week, because otherwise there was no other way forward.”
Her words were insufficient as my voice had a feeble lilt to it.

“Please Ms Evie, I need to know as it’s driving me crazy…have you got the videos as I desperately need to know.”

She rolled over until her toned warm body was leaning against mine then simpered softly.

“Perhaps the sharpest point to your question is Morrie, would you actually like my teasing tale about the visual record of Taylor’s promiscuity to be true…?”

To my great shock her small but undeniably powerful hands reached under the nightie and lightly held my locked genitals as she murmured lowly.

“…Maybe you would enjoy watching your innocent Princess Taylor on her servile knees sucking Jayz’s big black prick like a base whore while he just laughed seedily and winked into the camera…”

To this awful unforgivable descriptive picture - she was callously painting with these illicit words - I began to involuntarily buck against her slight pressure while she changed her grip to pinch the tip of my penis and grumbled.

“…Or perhaps witness her being bent over while he fucks her worthless ass or pussy, and she declares rapturously how much she needed the rough primitive energy of a real Man…!”
This tortuous imagined falsehood made me involuntarily but disgracefully dribble spots of warm white sperm from my strangulated cock which Evie gathered in her fingertips the eased them between the unseen crease of my bottom while muttering.

“…Oh, Morrie, you are terribly worked up but try not to worry as if you wish to get revenge then maybe…”

Her smallest digit twisted gently into the viscous aperture of my anus as she chuckled dryly.

“…I should fuck you, simply so you can get even!”

Instinctively I jumped away from her in some genuine terror then trepidation and snapped angrily.

“You seem to take such delight in my agony Ms Evie, so please just be honest for once and tell me if your odious boyfriend has truly made and sent such deviant images.”

Evie quietly rolled onto her own side of the large bed to grant me some time or distance then whispered wearily.

“Firstly, Jayz is definitely no longer my boyfriend and has not been so for quite a while and secondly…”

She seemed to go silent for a moment then spoke in riddles.

“…Did you even see the famous Star Wars film when Anakin killed the children and Obi-wan Kenobi wanted to go into the visual records to indulge his curiosity and observe exactly what had happened…?”

It was a rhetorical question because naturally everyone had seen the harrowing incident and remembered it clearly, so she went on calmly.

“…Yoda wisely told him to steer well clear of such an investigation because he would certainly not like what would be found out there…”

She drew breath then sighed.

“…So, as my temporary feminine guest, I willingly grant you permission to look through my messages including Jayz’s if my phone is lying around the place as it normally is, because I have no secrets…”

I sensed her voice then change with icy intonation.

“…But, as with my previous warnings remember the prescient advice from Yoda if you must search for proof of her fecklessness…”

There was another eternal pause before Evie gurgled to change the mood.

“…Anyway, at least thinking about such seedy events means you’ve cum so maybe we can both get some much-needed sleep now!”

In many ways I felt weirdly selfish because she had received no pleasure from me and wanted to say something meaningful or generous but then recalled that I had only shamefully ejaculated through the sadistic metal prison to her groundless teasing and taunts concerning my heavenly fabulous girl, Taylor.

Therefore, I kept cautiously quiet then felt myself gradually slipping off into the ether because, as ignominious and brief as my orgasm was, it had still eased my muddled mind and I finally inhaled the divine scents of Evie all over my female clothing and in a sense of bemusing euphoria then drifted into the netherworld when I could only hope that this horrible misadventure, I was now involved with, would become just a bad dream by morning.

Needless to mention however in the early light, the briefest push and prod from my new feminine landlady made me realise that this was my new actuality given she stared down dressed in just a towel and grinned to me as if we were friendly.

“I’ve had my shower, now you go and carry out the same routine as I showed you yesterday with the oils and creams because there will be no backsliding for the week as I expect you to be smelling perfumed and fresh at all times…”

I blinked then saw that it was still pitch-black outside because with Taylor, I always rose late while she remained sleeping off another late evening, which left me to rush everything in disorder, but this was not to be the way of things with this dictatorial hectoring female as she snapped patronisingly.

“…Chop, chop as I want you to wash those dirty panties you stained last night as well then leave them to dry, fold your nightie under the pillow after making the bed for tonight and I’ll have some hot strong coffee and toast waiting in the kitchen…”

I went to move and saw a wry grin appear on her deceptively cute features because she was surely a Bitch, especially as her soft lips twisted up at the edges to accentuate the fact.

“…And I’ll leave you a clean pair of panties on the chair for you to wear under your suit to remind you of your place in my world.”

This was perhaps a cross to die upon as I murmured forcefully.

“I’m not wearing your knickers to work as that’s not fair.”

My response sounded so pathetic even as I said the words while she merely laughed then sat on the crumpled duvet and patted her bare knee.

“I don’t think you appreciate that I am in absolute charge and disobedient Girls in this apartment get a spanking for being argumentative now over you go… “

It was clear what she expected, and I stared with wide eyes, before she scowled in risible temper.

“…Right now, Morrie or fuck off and don’t come back…”

Furious at my ability to land myself in her bad books so quickly I weakly spread myself over her muscular thighs when her hand pulled up the flimsy nightie, lowered the tactile panties and ran her palm over my bottom before murmuring.

“…Any infraction here will result in a firm beating now…repeat after me…”

Her hand whistled down on my pale buttocks to make me whine as she gurgled.

“…I will be an obedient and good girl for Ms Evie because she is my superior here and must be respected and obeyed at all times.”

Three or four more searing blows then rained down in torrid quick succession before she held fast for a moment as if awaiting my submission before I surrendered then grimaced.

“Sorry, sorry, Ms Evie don’t throw me out as I do understand this is your apartment and I must adhere and obey the rules and I…I…”

I swallowed hard to digest what I presumed was what remained of my male pride around her.

“…I will be an obedient and Good…”

To this audible hesitation she slapped me hard on the raw cheeks of my ass again before I continued.

“…Girl for you because you are my superior and I will respect and obey you at all times.”

She let me roll onto the floor like an inanimate carpet at her feet then inhaled impatiently because I was holding back the day ahead then smirked ironically as if we were a couple.

“Thank you, now get on with it and once this bedroom is spic and span come for breakfast and we can begin the morning together.”

Suddenly I was on my feet feeling truly ridiculous with a glowing pink bottom and a hateful cage around my male parts but had no period to reflect, given there were tasks to complete and a stern Mistress to pacify continually.

So, I showered quickly - ensuring I was suitably fragrant while working around the spaces between the cage - before hand-washing the dirty panties in the sink that I had been wearing the previous evening for bed.

Despite my understandable discomfort there still existed a definite secret palpable delight in handling any of her clothing and I ensured they were clean and delightfully hanging on the towel rail to dry before taking an inordinate amount of time putting the messy bed back together because I did not wish a repeat performance of spanking from Evie to show me who was Boss.

There was no dispute who it was!

Whimsically, just for a transient moment, I wondered that maybe I did want another performance of her demeaning correction, before shrugging off the crazed impulse and drawing on the black silken panties trimmed with red lace she had left out as promised, then swiftly covering them with my normal male suit, shirt, and tie until I was almost back to being the man I used to be.

As if that was now possible.

Breakfast was wholesome and done in minutes when Evie surprisingly stood beside me, carefully straightened my messy blue tie then patted my bottom - she had treated so savagely - to send me on my way to another day at the office while my comely but precocious female host took the bus into town as the department store awaited and was where she earned a living as a perfumery salesgirl.

In some ways I was disappointed that Evie had found such a mundane pedestrian way to earn money as it appeared slightly out of context with her impermeable aura, but I was not one to judge given my own legal failures or obvious lack of ability to advance my personal cause.

It was more than surreal to sense her luxurious panties around my genitals at the office, and I struggled for a few hours before finally adjusting when I had to focus towards the many files on my desk which made me forget my patent disgrace for a while before any visit to the toilet reminded me of my inglorious present position.

The hours dragged, as they normally did in the firm, because the monotonous routine was endless paperwork piled one on top of the other which required direction or decisions from other more senior employees, given I did not have the qualifications or general nous to decide anything myself.

However thankfully the obligations to my firm ended at 5.30p.m and I drove my diminutive car back towards Evie’s apartment and worked out there were only another six days to hang on before I could rediscover the old familiar routine with my true Love that had been so unfairly snatched away from me through no fault of my own.  

I had been given a key, so I let myself in to the apartment then ensured everything was tidy as Evie would expect, before setting about preparing the salad bowl once more because that was about the only thing I knew how to do.

My brutish landlady for no rent appeared after around ten minutes, noted my obedience to her instructions with a casual nod of her dark head then set about cleaning then dissecting chicken fillets before passing me some potatoes so I could scrub the rough skins then cut them into large pieces when I poured drops of olive oil over before she placed them inside the warming oven while inhaling wearily.

“I’m going to catch a shower and will fry the chicken when I come back so just relax and I’ll return soon when we can...”

She seemed to laugh at the absurdity of what we were going through.

“…Discuss what happened at work as if we are a real happy couple!”

Evie slipped nimbly and athletically away into the bedroom to undress then change and I flopped down on the tattered brown settee before noticing that she had left her sliver phone on the kitchen table as if merely to tempt or test me.

If it was indeed some type of trial, then I would admit to failing miserably because almost in automatic I rushed over to grab the device then held it in my shaking fingers before placing it beside me then thinking about the all-seeing Yoda - who was apparently such a genius but could barely talk English - and the infamous Star Wars film.

My eyes glared at the slender phone - as if it would bite me like a venomous snake - then realised that my emotional issues had nothing to do with the little green goblin Yoda, but more about whether I honestly trusted my girlfriend Taylor and was brave or needy enough to discover if what devious Evie had alluded to was in fact true.

The low sound of flowing water told me that my new obnoxious but closest female companion was still busy which gave me the window of opportunity to become more informed regarding my adorable Taylor, because undeniably this cloying sense of unease had troubled me for such an unspoken long time and I nervously pressed the text messages button on the flat glass surface of the smooth tactile object and was surprised that there was no code and all Evie’s messages were easily there for my inspection.

Just as she told me.

I had never really understood what the phrase Pandora’s Box was all about, but now I surely did as my longest finger dithered over the visible list of names and numbers which included Jayz then pushed against an unknown person which brought up some useless information about a commercial retail shop when I suddenly felt like a sneaky voyeur and quickly put the phone back where I found it, then with certainty saw myself for the furtive coward I was.

Perhaps the story about the audibly challenged Yoda and the hidden traumatic records was far more powerful than I had appreciated because pressing Jayz’s name then subsequently any salacious pictures or videos that might be attached there, was undeniably not something to be taken lightly.

Once the circumspect decision had been made not to pry, I again wandered around the small apartment to ensure everything was shipshape and noticed there was half a basket of washing which I made a mental note of to deal with after we had eaten.   

I then turned on the television but barely had time to watch the news before Evie appeared in the usual black gown then intuitively glanced at the phone that was not quite in the same position as she had left it then smiled but did not mention anything as she spoke.

“There’s a pink nightie and panties on the bed so please shower then change, put the dirty knickers in the basket for you to clean later and remember I do expect you in a female guise here, then we can prepare the feast of dinner together because you really should know how to cook, Morrie…”

She laughed almost to herself.

“… Or one day you might starve!”           

There was no point debating and I stripped in her room then washed my skin inside the shower with the now familiar scents and aromatic viscous oils then drying my perfumed skin before noticing that the panties left out were overtly fancy with white lace trim or frills.

Immediately I baulked at this further humiliation then realised hopelessly there would be censure if I showed any type of dissent and eventually drew them over my caged genitals merely to keep the peace.

Finally, I pulled the pink cotton nightie over my body which hung down just above the knees then placed the female underwear that I had been wearing that day, out for washing while trying to ignore the tell-tale spits and spot of semen due to many unguarded thoughts about my missing girlfriend and the malevolent predatory Jayz that seemed to hit me at all times of the day and night.

My roommate or evil torturer, as normal sensed my anxiety but entirely ignored it as she barked out orders which had me watching that the potatoes were browning properly then basting the pieces of chicken with the adaptable olive oil before the main chef used a tiny flat pan to slowly grill the meat over a low heat.

In the half an hour it took to complete this process I entirely forgot about being dressed like a teenage girl because I weirdly found the subtle processes of preparing fresh food improbably therapeutic and appreciatively inhaled the essence of the meal when it was placed before us on the table and Evie chuckled dryly.

“You see that you can achieve far more than you realise here for these few days if you listen and behave alike a Good Little Girl.”

I surged in anger at the continued affront to my masculinity but merely sipped the red wine and chewed my lip childishly because the ambience was welcome, and simply wanted to relax after a yet another stressful day because work had become increasingly difficult while the adjustment to losing precious Taylor and being forced to live in some female half-life was sorely debilitating.

The spread we had just made was irrefutably a help and delicious from the first bite while I supped the wine then savoured the good food as if it was to be my last then entered almost a private mental separation until Evie looked up and sighed.

“Not much longer now Morrie so just suck it up and we will be done before you know it.”

She was in no rush to finish the healthy morsels on her plate, as if my company had become passable, and we exchanged a few pleasantries before chocolate ice cream was scooped from the freezer in way of a sweet and we were done.

My host then observed approvingly as I instinctively cleared away until the kitchen was pristine once more when she moved to the settee and patted her knee in gesture as I groaned.

“Why must you spank me, Ms Evie.”

Her high voice trilled evocatively.

“Because I enjoy it now come here…”

Without and sense of the deep dishonour she was causing for me, I meekly bent over when she lifted the hem and stroked my panty covered bottom then sighed.  

“…I do have a wilful if not wicked streak as you know Morrie, while also sensing that a nightly beating will maybe, eventually, grant you some much needed insight or wisdom…”

The sensual fabric was lowered to just above the knees before her palm flailed blows on the bare flesh as she grumbled.

“…It was clearly noticeable that you moved my phone, so did you see your gorgeous girl?”

Another flurry of pain followed as I squealed.

“No Ms Evie…I trust her and didn’t want to because I felt it was being disloyal.”

More brutality continued then she stopped and inhaled.

“I understand, because that’s consistent with what I have seen from you, but be assured that my phone is there if you want it, and you don’t need to do anything furtively because if your curiosity is aroused feel free to look…”

Her hand gently rolled me onto the fabric covered floor.

“…It is all entirely up to you; now finish the laundry and I’ll be here watching the box when you’ve done.”

In some ways I felt like a lowly maid around her but then appreciated that someone had to do the menial jobs otherwise they built up as they did in the home I shared with Taylor when I had to pay to get a professional expensive domestic company to come in once a week simply to help us manage.

That was beside the enormous drycleaning bill I used to fork out - without a second’s appreciation - for her innumerable exquisite outfits which cost me another small fortune.

The recollections span through my feverish brain as I ably performed the duties being placed upon me here which already seemed manageable and almost privately enjoyable when it came to handling her underwear while the use of a washing machine now improbably appeared well within my capabilities.

When all was sorted and left to dry, I slowly strolled into the main room where there was another glass of wine waiting and I sat beside Evie who was staring blankly at the screen while she spoke softly.

“Good Morrie, now settle for an hour or so because…”

She gurgled almost to herself.

“…I think if we continue this regiment then I might be able to make something out of you by working as we are on the female side!”

Ignoring the slanted barb, we watched some gangster nonsense or other before the bedroom called, and after the lights were turned off, I sidled in beside this confounding girl that enjoyed provoking me so much and tried to not notice how utterly sensually divine we both smelled.

If I could have become erect, I would have, but the wretched silver prison restricted such largesse, meaning I immediately began to tremble in the mattress as if the long night ahead would not allow my lurid imagination to escape dwelling on Taylor and what she might be up to with the scurrilous Jayz.

Evie left me to move then meander increasingly loudly for while then leaned against my back and held my captured genitals before murmuring.

“Do you want me to get you off so you can sleep because rest is always necessary for productive work?”

I did not answer so she drew away when I mumbled weakly.

“Have you heard from Jayz?”

She giggled lowly.

“Sure, he likes to boast of his conquests?”

I just had to ask.

“About what exactly?”

Evie snuggled her warm lithe body again to come ever closer but then sighed warily.

“Maybe you don’t want to know, but if you do, then I will hold your little prick and tell what you don’t wish to see…”

Her hips pressed against my ass before I felt small delicate fingertips on my backside as she simpered.

“…Just ask me Morrie…beg me to describe in pornographic detail what your supposedly special woman is up to so you can cum in your panties like a feeble girl then go to sleep.”

Unsurprisingly what was on offer from her was more than I could resist as I groaned without the slightest dignity or self-respect.

“Please, Ms Evie tell me otherwise I will never find peace.”

In seconds she was pressed tightly into my back and cupping the contained balls with open hands as she whispered.

“If you have to know then it appears that, as I expected, your luscious girl is quite the whore because his long black cock has hardly been out of her mouth since you left her with him or sadly…”

My body quivered then shivered in utter horror, as although I knew it was all scurrilous lies, my irrational libido was apparently desperate for more filth which she then gladly supplied.”

“…Out of her rapacious cunt or possibly taut ass…”

I started to tremble and gasp because I was already on the climactic edge.

“…As she bends over and takes him like a…”

Unable to control my illicit craving for this perversion I spurted what drips of sperm I could manage past the degenerate jail that contained me before she inhaled and wiped the juices on the cheeks of my bottom and chuckled.

“…Tame Dog with her lustful master…”

Tiredly I leaned back and placed my head on the pillow as she sighed in mock sympathy.

“…Feeling better now?”

All I could do was lean against her warm body and whisper miserably.

“You’re just purposely degrading and torturing me aren’t you because Taylor is not like that, and you know it?”

Her lower body pushed purposefully against mine and she sounded almost sorry and sympathetic to my confusion and agony.

“Sure, I am Morrie…but at least now you can go to sleep and I’m certain it will be all better in the dawn.”

Obviously, I felt entirely humiliated and ashamed regarding my utter inability to resist my darkest instincts regarding Taylor but, wondrously the powerful orgasm - as Evie mentioned - had mercifully dulled what remained of my senses and I settled beside her and at last found the mental separation I needed.

Rays of early light brought a repeat performance of the day before, as I put on yet another pair of her panties before tidying up then sharing breakfast together like the infamous odd couple then taking on another session at the office which dragged along and only highlighted that what career I was working on was going nowhere fast.

When I returned to my temporary abode, I felt listless and hungry and was bizarrely pleased to see Evie, who had arrived with a plastic shopping bag which she placed on the tiny kitchen table and muttered practically.

“I’m off to the gym, Morrie, so I’ll put some clothes out for you, and we can go together and eat later.”

The prospect of returning to the place of my ignominious defeat at her hands was not appealing while the further possibility of seeing my hopefully future wife with the awful Jayz was truly destabilising which made me mumble meekly.

“I’ll stay here if that’s OK as I need…”

My brain sought an excuse and found a lame one.

“…As I need to complete some paperwork.”

Evie stared at me suspiciously but nodded in acceptance.

“Sure, I understand, there’s groceries here which you can make something up for yourself and I’ll eat when I get back…”    

She entered the bedroom then appeared a few minutes later in her familiar tight black shorts and comely sports bra then spoke pointedly while giving me a small key.

“…You can remove the cage if you want to grant a full wash when showering and…”

Methodically I watched as she placed her gleaming phone where it had been the previous evening.

“…If you feel the urge to masturbate to get things out of your system, then be sure to ejaculate in the panties because if I see any signs of semen on my sheets or clothes then you will be severely punished…”

Her threat left me muted as Evie grumbled.

“…There’s a clean nightie on the bed so do your chores and ensure you are back in chastity when I return, which will be about three hours, or else…”

Suddenly I felt the firm pat of her skilled hand on my bottom before she grinned and walked to the door.

“…There will be trouble.”

Evie then disappeared draped in the covering puffy coat for modestly, before I glared at the phone she had so patently left at my disposal and became set to sensibly ignore the devious game she was playing because I was determined not to look over into the abyss.

Therefore, I washed what items needed cleaning first then prepared a salad which I left out on the table for her to share later then took a small piece of meat and placed it inside the small pan for frying after opening some wine.

With this all organised I entered the bedroom, stripped then used the shiny key to unlock the prison before slowly separating the parts of the vicious device around me until I was miraculously free of the horrible restraint then luxuriated in the scented waters of the shower where I could enjoy my penis finding freshness then temporary liberty after its recent incarceration.

Inevitably my mind or lurid brain drifted to Taylor and the depraved fictitious stories Evie had told me which made me solid but, although I held and teased my erection slightly, I was in no mood or need to find solitary physical resolution and eventually dried off then placed on a black nightie and matching panties that were left on the pillow by my Machiavellian hostess.

Weirdly, my body and skin felt pampered and alive before, to my genuine surprise, I made myself a nutritious meal without too much trouble before cleaning up what plates or utensils I had used then leaving the kitchen ready for Evie’s meal when she returned, including of course the remains of a sumptuous salad.

By this time, I had consumed two glasses or red and with a growing sense of weakness or bravado I picked up the phone left merely to tantalise me - almost in idle curiosity - then sat on the couch when I indulged in more of the red grape then began to slowly scroll through the texts.

Immediately I came upon a follow-up message from the one I had viewed the night before concerning a retail shop which contained precise details about floor areas and prices then her response expressing her interest but offering a lower rent.

Then there were conversations with some of her girlfriends - one or two of which seemed intimate - until after the glass I was holding was now empty I filled it to overflowing once more and with a distinct air of recklessness or abandonment found a message from Jayz on the very unforgettable date this nightmare had started just after my battering on Evie’s raging fists.

Then in my slightly inebriated state I pressed down on Jayz’s fluorescent name and held my breath as I scanned the communication and then exhaled in drunken relief because it seemed innocuous at first glance.

Hi Evie missing me and what I can supply!

I then scrolled to see an image of him standing in front of a mirror smiling like the devil incarnate and flicked the motion button to suddenly view him grinning like a preening black peacock as he lowered the lens of the camera to reveal the back of a blonde head - sporting a ponytail - that was moving in slow purposeful motion between his legs while he cooed in primitive pleasure.

“That’s it, Babe…come to Jayz that’s it…nice and slow…”

The Ebony Bastard winked outrageously and tugged the swishing golden hair below him to move her obviously over his unseen black cock before grunting.

“…Fuck, you are good at this but now I’m going to have all of you…”

As I watched in transfixed despair the anonymous girl began to move ever-faster on the gross penile length while he grunted as if he knew I was watching.

“…Does your little man get this treat?”

Unbearably, I then heard the recognisable sound of Taylor’s high voice sounding out lustfully but pathetically as she worked him.

“You know Morrie and I are above things like this Jayz, which is why we’ve been doing it secretly for over a month now…”

She moved around a fraction so I could see her pouting pink mouth slathering over his full bulging testicles and enormous length then looked up and smiled with deceptively virtuous blue eyes.

“…Mark me Jayz, like a virile man does because I am going to just eat you up over the next seven days until I return to monotony or monogamy…”

His gargantuan dark prick swiftly erupted volumes of frothy viscous semen down an eager throat and over her perfect female features as she swallowed greedily then let him wipe the bulbous tip of the male spear on the nearby nose and saturated willing lips.

Taylor appeared besotted by his male carnal attentions and clearly savoured the seminal cream then licked him without realising this was being slyly recorded as she began to suckle the deflating flesh while simpering coquettishly.

“…Again Jayz, please, I want to feel like your Slut and Whore and after all…”

Her voice started to rise then fall in pitch for humour or effect as she sensed him surge to her once innocent mouth and salacious oral caress.

“…And the rules dictate that I have to obey you completely!”

The video then ended as the screen went dark and I looked up then blinked in disturbance - as if escaping from a visual hell - then realised to my indignity that I had cum disgustingly in the dark knickers but there was so much ejaculate the slimy sticky white substance seemed to be literally everywhere.

However, I was entirely oblivious to the mess caused and, after finishing the wine in my glass - perhaps for Dutch courage - I replayed the corrosive perverted sexual home movie again then again until my panties were overflowing with hot spunk and the degenerate images were seemingly imprinted on a besotted betrayed mind.

By this time the bottle of wine was empty - immediately opening another in my demented state - I then recognised that the video I had replayed over and over was no longer making me hard.

This was because I had disgracefully erupted to climax so many times my muddy mind and exhausted body had become numb which enabled me to finally and wearily pour another glass of alcoholic antiseptic then began to explore this phone in a little more detail.

The patent fact that my love Taylor had taken such erotic satisfaction or even sensual delight in being dishonest then disloyal to me while pleasuring him in this sullied way was truly unbearable, while to see their unconscionable intimacy like this and then react as I had was equally difficult to deal with.

My emotions were in utter meltdown or turmoil because I felt incredible rage, wild jealousy and a whole reactional remit of sensations ultimately ending in the greatest sense of personal disgrace because without doubt the disgusting images had aroused me way beyond my ability to control my errant mind or irrational form.

Therefore, I sagely tried to charge focus to distract myself and subsequently pored through Evie’s other messages on the phone which told me she had a family of a mother and father with an older brother - which was normal enough - but what became apparent was that this ferociously cruel girl had a creative if not artistic string to her bow which was seemingly lying dormant at the present time.

It became clear in the script from many colleges or available employment that Evie was a gifted qualified painter with an impressive First arts degree to show for her studies, and her mother was providing encouragement or advice to take the offered advertising job with a large company for a substantial salary.

In all honesty I could not really work everything out, but it appeared quite plainly that my temporary roommate had secret other plans or serous ambitions that made her follow the path she was travelling upon which seemed quite strange to me when there was such high-profile well-paid employment at her fingertips.

I then scanned various names on show which told me that Evie was now definitely dating girls although nothing appeared too romantic or serious which about provided me with a general overview of her entire present life which appeared generally informative but nothing out of the ordinary although without question, I knew I would not have discovered any of this in any casual conversation directly with her.

A surreal thought flashed momentarily through my mixed-up mind that perhaps this is why she had left me the device to search, but then brushed the simplistic idea aside because I knew Evie had a warped mind or imagination and merely wanted to rub my stupid nose in it regarding Taylor and thereby castigate and emasculate me in the process. 

Sadly, at this point my libido was slowly returning to the fore and it became irresistible not to open the next message from Jayz to Evie which read pointedly.

Thought you’d like an update and unlike you Taylor is definitely a very enthusiastic and obedient girl.

Inevitably or disastrously, there was a video attached and I pressed the necessary button with a severe pang of anxiety when I instantly witnessed my girl’s beauteous face looking into a mirror while the Bastard Jayz was behind her holding a camera and appeared to be dangerously stark naked.

It then depravedly dawned on me that Taylor was also nude, or barely clothed from what I could observe, and again she could not see him and was apparently unaware of any recording when he grabbed her long blonde ponytail roughly then sighed as if he knew his crudeness or barbarity would excite her. 

“Breathe in Baby and show me how it this gets you off…”

I watched in abject revulsion as the expression of her sublime face slowly changed from consternation to one-of stress, then token shock as he obviously pressed his huge black prick slowly but forcefully inside her precious womanly place from the back before holding the girl fast and grunting.

“…I know all about your filthy Blow Jobs, but this is going to be very special isn’t it Babe…?”

Her eyes closed as the primitive hardness hidden inside her must have reached its pinnacle before they opened with a blue glint of wonder while he chuckled.

“…You’re all mine now Baby…”

Jayz began to move primally as she immediately bent her head in a demoralising expression of subjugation or, dare I think, delight.

“…Tell me after all those weeks of furtive kissing and sucking me after the gym this is what you really craved?”

Suddenly I could see he was taking her now as she shook her glamorous blonde head them lowered it to grip the surface of the basin before her with arched fingertip and groaned crudely.

“Yes Jayz…you fuck me…fuck me good…you Black Monster…you know this is what I always desired.”

To my dread and despair, they were in foul rhythm now as he banged ferociously into my girl who pushed back and displayed a contorted facial picture of divine agony as she screamed disgracefully and not like the Lady, I always thought she was.

“…Pump my cunt, Jayz…pump me…use me…oh fuck I need this, need you…”

He was pounding her ever harder as she quickly went into feminine sexual delirium and spoke words as if only to wound me even though I was obviously the last thing on her rapacious mind.

“…Morrie was so nice but boring…boring…not like you…not like you Jayz…fuck…get me…get me…”

Her eyes closed tightly in personal celebration of absolute orgasmic delight while she shivered uncontrollably to his sexual attack then leaned up on the enamel surface of the sink top.

“…There…oh you have but fuck…you’re still solid…I can still feel the hardness stretching me.”

The arrogant black male seemed to pose momentarily in the visible thrill of acquisition then pressed within Taylor’s inner walls urgently before pushing his huge cock slowly then withdrawing and forcing my girl onto bended knees, so her head was towards the mirror now when she reflexively took him between salivating lips while the evil Bastard winked diabolically into the camera and laughed.

“Yes, now let’s supply another savoury treat for you before we go out to eat…”

Her mouth started drawing hm expertly without complaint as his hand stroked the blonde tresses and he sighed.

“…Because when we get back, I’m going to force you over on the very lovely bed you used to share with your feeble man Morrie then…”

These illicit unspoken thoughts must have excited his filthy mind because the black monster of a man swiftly but urgently ejaculated a voluminous load in her sweet mouth, so the white cream began leaking from pink and peachy lips as he exhaled.

“…Daddy’s going to fuck your pretty ass!”

The screen went unreasonably blank, and I knew the torture was over as long as I did not push the replay button and I tried to breathe then change tack but looked down to see my hormonal juices had been sprayed liberally all over my clothing which in my emotional madness did not stop me from drinking more wine, then unwisely revisiting the electric drama all over again and again.

In my befuddled head I did not realise that it had been many hours since first picking up this tainted phone and in some relative stupor, I was suddenly shockingly looking up to see dark-haired Evie - still dressed in her evocative gym outfit - staring down on me with an expression of clear disgust and irritation.

“You Silly Girl…you could not contain yourself could you and…?”


The merest glance from her attentive brown eyes told her that the female underwear I was wearing was literally caked with visible semen stains while the nightie was no better as she growled impatiently.

“…Come into the bedroom right now because I did warn you in no uncertain terms that should you become insistent on your self-destructive path, what would then happen if there was semen anywhere but, on the panties…”

I followed her feeling giddy but incredibly guilty regarding the crime of weak mindedness by viewing the videos of my girlfriend like some sleazy voyeur then stood trembling nervously as she took a seat on the bed then patted her bare knees.

…Over you go Morrie because I must penalise you severely now exactly as I said and…”

Hopelessly I draped my flat belly on her legs when she slapped my backside and sighed purposefully but with a cutting edge.

“…You must appreciate you deserve the most severe chastisement for your many sins regarding the cute and virginal Taylor?”

Her hand spanked me hard and I wailed.

“Yes Ms Evie.”    

To my ongoing disturbance she then placed the responsible phone directly in my eyesight on a dresser and moved her hand to reveal it was now holding a small black dildo as she simpered.

“You watch it again and if you must cum then I will help you do it properly…”

The video showing Taylor getting fucked inside my former bathroom began from the start while Evie degradingly pulled down the knickers at the back then twisted or eased warm slimy oil in my bottom with her fingertip and murmured in the same slanted tone. 

“…Look at your innocent girl…”

I was already staring manically at the small screen and once more watching the unbearable look of growing bliss from Taylor as Evie spanked me furiously.

“…Aren’t you pleased she’s finally having fun and getting Jayz thick black cock up her tight untouched pussy…”

My mouth groaned because although my balls were drained from before, I was improbably stiff again, and on the edge, when to my despair I felt her twist the small phallus inside the taut entrance to my rectum then chuckle.

“…And maybe because you can hear he’s promised to put it up her tight ass then maybe I should do the same to you so we can find your hidden G spot and you can both get off on this sleazy game in unison…”

She turned the video on repeat so I could bear the traumatic events again then started to move the lifeless stiffness inside me just as I saw the expression from Taylor that demonstrated she was receiving similar treatment which made me spurt uncontrollably into the gusset of the panties while Evie snickered.

“…Good Girl…let it all out and we can restart from the beginning…”

The disruptive images of my Love quickly reset before I became mesmerised at Taylor’s humiliation - as if it was all fresh - while Evie used the divisive sexual toy to rudely, slowly rut my bottom increasingly deeper as she grumbled without the slightest compassion.

“…That’s good Morrie take it together…you and your cheap Slut of a girlfriend getting your sordid kicks because I told you she was no doe-eyed virgin didn’t I, Bitch?”

This physical and mental torment continued in a loop for endless minutes until the erotic base movement triggered something in my mind or body that encouraged a final fluidic flourish when I collapsed on her powerful thighs and exhaled feebly.  

“Enough Evie…enough please…I am drained and meekly concede you were right but now have pity because I’m utterly exhausted.”

To this she merely gurgled without apparent care then removed the insidious phallus, pulled up the rear of the panties then rolled me onto the floor as if this was her inventive way to dispose of me.

“Fine…go and clean the fouled items you have on, along with any other washing, then shower and change into the clean clothes I will leave on the bed, after placing the cage back around your genitals, as I am going now to have a quick soak myself then some food because I’m starving…”

She lifted onto her agile feet and laughed ironically at the developing surreal realities of us living together.

“…If you remember I did warn you right at the beginning not to foolishly pick a fight with me!”

I slowly shuffled to the recess which doubled as a utility room then removed my creased dirty nightie which I embarrassingly put into the washing machine with some other clothes that were there in the basket.

Then, while watching the tumbler spin and trying not to be sick with everything that had happened over the last few hours, I removed the knickers around me and became shocked at just how full they were with the white, slippery evidence of how Taylor’s infidelity along with the perverse penetration from Evie had mysteriously aroused my demented troubled head.

In a rush of disturbance, I tried not to think at all - as if such a mental state was possible - and merely soaked then squeezed the fouled panties endlessly before diligently wringing them out and placing the clean item beside an electric radiator to dry.

After waiting patiently, I then placed the clothing that had finished its last cycle into the dryer and, without a stitch to cover my vulnerable skin, I walked into the bedroom then turned on the light to enable me to place the horrible chastity device back around me as if this was my only salvation from my own nefarious impulses.

It was surprisingly easier than I expected.

With this all completed I could finally put on the waiting lacy white underwear then a pale blue nightie - which was in a tactile silken material - and tried not to notice the sheer sensation of the fabric but was almost comatose at this point and could only return to the dryer then hang the slightly damp items on the laundry rails with the rest and hope that my duties here were done for the evening.

When I returned meekly to Evie, I discovered she had finished her meal then washed up so there was nothing left for me to attend to then sat by my side on the couch where she handed me a steaming cup of sweet black coffee and inhaled then scolded me forcefully as if she was my mother.

“No more wine tonight so drink, this and we’ll go to bed…”

She could see I was about to respond but her fingers covered my lips.

“…Don’t try and reason or discuss what has gone on Morrie, as it just another day and I’m sure you’ll be off soon because even with what you have just witnessed with Taylor and Jayz, it is after all merely sex which affects us all with craziness now and then, therefore maybe you and your lovely girl will still find a resolution…”

As Evie said the empathetic unlikely words, I seemed to doubt the sincerity of her prediction but remained silent because I was privately pleased not having to explain the inexplicable given my pathetic sensual actions and reactions were unforgivable and merely listened to her voice as if it soothed me.

“…So, get your head together and let’s go to bed as we surely are all bushed!” 

What she alluded to was entirely true because when I slipped under the duvet and Evie moved closely against my back, at the merest touch of her warm fingertips then body upon weary skin and bones I surrendered into inner space and slept soundly, as if by ignominiously watching the depraved videos, there had possibly been an unanticipated unspecified change in me.

Naturally by morning the pressure of the new day brought no chance for even the briefest introspection or guilt because menial duties in the apartment then myriad working obligations of the hours ahead provided no time or opportunity for fanciful ideas which soon faded into less than nothing.

When I returned to my temporary home, I found that for once Evie was there before me already dressed in her gym outfit when she smiled then placed another small bag of shopping on the table.

“Are you coming with me…?”

My head shook immediately in reply, and she blinked drolly in appreciation of my plight.

“…Yes, I appreciate it cannot be easy to possibly run across the lovely unspoiled Taylor but…”

She stretched her slender but strong arms and twisted a perfectly formed flexible spine and simpered.

“…I might mention it will have to be faced sooner or later but perhaps you require further time and research to consider your position…”

Her intuitive eyes glanced meaningfully at the slim shining key and phone on the sideboard.

“…Just remember my rules Morrie…and there’s a small fresh pizza which if you put in a heated oven for twenty minutes will taste perfect with your salad which you can make then leave for me to share and eat later as well…”

Her palm slapped my cheeks playfully.

“…And not too much wine or you won’t enjoy your forthcoming spanking!”

She departed soon afterwards and after ensuring everything was suitably pristine and all the washing was done, the evening inevitably descended into the exact same pattern as the previous one because after changing into the cotton nightie left for me by Evie, then eating and cleaning up, the divisive phone sounded out to me like the shrillest siren’s call.

The videos I discovered there were newer, deviant, and even more degenerate than the two I had already seen because the diabolical Bastard Jayz began taking disgusting close-up moving images of their primitive intimacy until I could clearly see his enormous black cock spearing all of Taylor’s pink and perfect apertures while she encouraged and patently embraced the varied sordid sexual position with a vocal and physical urgency.

The worst part for me was whenever my girlfriend seedily suckled his hard flesh, she always spoke dismissively about me then almost lovingly towards him while he stroked her flaxen hair and teased or cajoled Taylor to worship his male equipment as if it was living black marble.

It was over three hours before Evie returned and when she appeared I was obviously visibly even more undone that I had been the night before.

Needless to mention, Evie took charge of my half-drunken and demented condition until I was feebly bending over her muscular knees while she put the tip of the diminutive phallus between my lips then began spanking my naked bottom while muttering distractedly.

“What are we to do with you Morrie?”

She put the most depraved video I had been viewing on instant replay then used the wet phallic toy to rhythmically rut my anus which made me feel better and worse almost in the same breath until - with the lascivious images alongside the physical torture and emasculation - I loudly expended what hormonal fluids that remained in my testicles on the already filthy clothing and collapsed onto the floor in utter disgrace.

Evie picked up the pieces of my dishonour in her inimitable stern style until I had washed the dirty clothing, left it to dry, showered in scented creams, reattached the cage and was lying beside her in the large bed where once more she held my hips from the back and allowed me to slide quickly into slumber, as if she sensed that was my only sanctuary from the cruel world surrounding me.

The subsequent day followed in the identical fashion because all I could think about was the addictive pull of watching my perfect girl debased or deflowered so grossly or graphically and to her feminine instincts or great credit, Evie stayed out of the way either at the gym - where I would not visit under any circumstances - or meeting with friends so I could decadently wallow in visual obsession from old and new sleazy videos allied to masturbation and a huge spoonful of self-pity regarding what my Love was doing to me.

Somehow, through the untold agonies I experienced, the days passed by interminably before miraculously Saturday morning arrived - after another utterly dissolute evening alone with her phone - when Evie smiled at me like sunshine around the table and sighed.

“I’ve heard from Jayz and Taylor, and they will be here at midday tomorrow to put an end to this torment for everyone involved…”

The merest thought of seeing her or them remained terrifying which she read and continued.

“…What’s done is done, Morrie, and there’s no point crying about spilt milk so find a middle ground with her and if you discover that what she does so openly is weirdly to your taste or fetish then don’t be ashamed and by all means speak to Penny who seems to be quite well informed about such surreal practices….”

Her earthy eyes twinkled momentarily as she chuckled.

“…As you well know or remember…but hopefully from tomorrow you will no longer be of my concern however…”

She waved her silver phone at me accusingly.

“…I’m meeting a girlfriend for lunch, and I would like you to come with because I will require my phone, which will not be available for your self-indulgences, while a suggested change of scenery and force of habit for you, I think might prove beneficial.

What she said was logical because I had been imprisoned in many ways since I moved in with Evie and perhaps needed to get out but murmured considerately.

“Won’t I be in the way?”

My roommate who my head determined I would shortly never see again merely giggled.

“Not at all, as you’ll still be wearing the cage inside my lacy panties while luscious Grace has heard all about it and is dying to meet you….”

Her voice wittered on genially as if everything was rosy.

“…And as you have been such an amenable and interesting living companion or domestic servant then I will declare it shall be my treat.”

Evie always appeared to be belittling me in one form or another, but I imagined that some diversion and a meal out with two comely females seemed like a step forward from compulsively watching Taylor degrade herself on this daily basis, and I sipped my coffee then sighed politely.

“Then that would be very agreeable Ms Evie thank you.” 

There was not much to clean inside the apartment, but I did what was necessary and drifted about aimlessly for a few hours before changing into tight jeans above the cage and a tactile pair of panties, along with a white smock top from her wardrobe, then drove and parked at the main shopping centre where we strolled arm in arm towards the main concourses.

It looked to the uninformed outer universe as if we were a perhaps a couple or at least two close friends but that was surely not the case after suffering as I had under her wilful whip and whatever happened from here, my mind vowed that I would retake my place with Taylor tomorrow afternoon - despite the unmentionable dilemma regarding her infidelity - and sort everything else out from there.

Either way at least I would be well rid of the despicable Evie, which from my perspective of being forced to wear a chastity cage and prance about in her debilitating feminine clothing, would be a definite move in the right direction.  

A petite pretty girl with gleaming blonde hair wearing a clingy floral summer dress was sitting at a table on the far side of the Spanish restaurant as we entered when Evie waved madly like a juvenile in her direction which confounded me because she seemed to have suddenly turned into someone I didn’t know.

Her girlfriend - because from the messages on the phone I knew this was one of the females she had been dating - returned the enthusiastic greeting before we sat beside this patently appealing young woman who beamed and murmured to Evie.

“I presume this is Morrie…?”

My jailor of nearly a week nodded almost imperceptibly before the attractive stranger stretched out a delicate hand to shake mine and sighed.

“…Hi, I’m Grace, pleased to meet you Morrie.”

Bizarrely, I had been predisposed not to like her or in fact anyone Evie knew, but it was obvious from the start that this girl was funny, bright and breezy and within less than a few minutes we were all gassing and chatting away as a companionable trio and unexpectedly enjoying each other’s company.

There was no pressure of work - given it was the weekend - and the three of us ate tapas, drank wine while I listened to their cheery chatter and noticed how tactile luscious Grace was with Evie which weirdly surprised me because I had come to believe that no-one could actually like such a detestable witch of a girl.

But it was clear that this cute blonde-haired young woman was smitten because it was written on her fair face and in all manner of touches or gestures that sporadically made me think about my own romance with Taylor when I silently realised that we were not intimate in that way at all and never had been.

Evie clearly welcomed the girl’s company but appeared less enamoured than Grace, although her close friend barely seemed to notice between the kisses and hugs until a few hours had gone by in a flash when my soon to be ex landlady simpered sweetly at me.

“Let’s do some window shopping and we’ll see a film together then have a final bite if that’s suits you?”

In all private honesty I was almost enjoying myself because even I could genuinely see this as innocent entertainment or restful diversion and I sat back and sighed softly.

“That sounds like fun thank you, but I’ll pay for the movie.”

Her brown eyes twinkled as she led us out towards the innumerable shops and stores where I found the rare process of wandering and looking for nothing at all quite engaging, as weirdly both male and female fashion seemed suddenly fascinating before the film chosen took us all on a galactic ride until the evil side of the cosmos had been defeated and the hero and heroine shot off towards the nearest star.

It was all juvenile nonsense, but the sheer carefree relaxation of the hours made me feel more energised and younger than I had for the longest time and when we finished off our small adventure with some fast food and beers, I became heady then muttered spontaneously to my two companions.

“Thank you both, girls, as I really have enjoyed myself with you.”

Grace then stared pointedly at Evie then me and smirked.

“Don’t thank us too quickly Morrie because you may have to pay for your supper as…”

She giggled in fits and bursts then carried on.

“…I am desperate to see this surreal cage I have heard so much about and…”

Grace then handed me a small carrier bag and burst into hysterics.

“…I have bought you some new panties, so you don’t need to ruin Evie’s all the time.”

My first impulse was to bristle while attempting to cling to my fading male pride, but I looked at their sweet faces full of amusement or gentle mockery and with less than a day to go before I found liberty, maybe I could be magnanimous and let myself just about see this joke at my expense before I chuckled then held up the white pair of frilly knickers from the bag.

“Thank you very much as I never looked at things quite from that point of view and…”

I pinched the thin skin on Grace’s hand to make her wince slightly then laughed almost at myself. 

“…And I take it that you are coming back to the apartment with us where if you wish to view my cage of correction or chastity then why not…?”

My glance at Evie was telling.

“…Everyone else there has!”

Because too much sugar, beer and wine had been consumed between us, then all we could do was combust into riotous laughter before I sobered up enough to drive us back when Evie led us straight into the bedroom and made me stand while she removed Grace’s pretty dress until the precious girl was just in a divine cream lacy bra and panty set.

Then she smiled divisively at her friend.

“Please undress Morrie while I change.”

She disappeared into the bathroom when the luscious blonde girl pulled off my top then undid the silver buttons on the crotch and tugged the figure-hugging jeans down to reveal my blue cotton briefs which her dainty hands removed as well, before staring at the barbaric contraption over my genitals and gasping.

“How divine you are Morrie…”

Her palms cupped my small, contained sac and balls before she groaned then kissed the tip of the captured cock in passing.

“…This is utterly wild!”

Evie suddenly appeared in just black pantyhose to amazingly reveal small plump breasts and a strange contraption around her hips which made it look as if she had a penis there before quietly but mischievously speaking to us together given my obvious nervousness.

“Don’t be frightened Bitches at it’s just a cock which you have to suck if you wish to stay in my bed…”

She took my head and forced me onto my knees then did the same to Grace before whispering.     

“…Kiss each other…”

Impossibly, I felt Grace’s soft wet tongue on my lips before we were locked in an unanticipated passionate oral embrace which made me shiver in pain before Evie tapped our heads and smirked.

“…Dirty Girls now suck me off, call me Mistress and respectfully ask to come to bed…”

Grace’s mouth teased around the apex of the phallus and started to draw it then sighed between slurps and giggles…”

“May I join you in bed please Mistress Evie…?”

Evie’s hand stroked her lovely long hair just as I had seen foul Jayz do to Taylor, before the blonde girl whispered skittishly.

“…So, I can bend over, and you can fuck me?”

The dominant female here smiled then nodded in permission when Grace jumped onto the covers before moving to me when I opened my mouth in pure reflex and licked the end of the curved insensate prick as she grumbled.

“Well suck it then Bitch and ask to join us when you can watch and perhaps learn something that may help you in the future.” 

Shamefully, I did exactly that to instantly taste Grace’s watery essence on the surface before groaning.

“Please may I share the bed Mistress Evie…?”

Quite bizarrely it was as if my addled mind partially understood this weird and whacky sensual game we were playing and that the tone or dark nature of what was happening was merely sensual theatre as I whispered throatily.

“…And let me play as a girl!”

Her features softened at my adult comprehension of the drama but remained in the character of a dominatrix as she snapped.

“Fine, then take the underwear off the other cheap Bitch and make her sodden if you know how to do that…”

I moved beside divine Grace and unclipped a balcony bra then teased down the cute panties before spreading her milky thighs to expose a perfect vaginal slit surrounded by the lightest blonde down when I bent down and used my saturated tongue along the pink crack as she started to whinny in unanticipated delight.

Then I entered her more deeply as I sensed Evie’s ferocious strong hand on my head and a voice full of amusement.

“Oh, you Clever Little Bitch, Morrie you are full of surprises…”

She held my corralled cock and murmured.

“…I guess you do this for Taylor…?”

I looked at her, but she immediately knew why I could perform this sexual trick then smirked at this unexpected reveal.

“…Use your skill then and bring this blonde Bitch, off…”

Grace was already cooking or nearly there, and a few flicks then licks sent her over the sexual edge before Evie had her kneeling on the duvet when our Mistress for the evening took a position of power at her back and let me watch enthralled as the plastic dark cock pushed gently and smoothly into the most sacred part of the girl just as I had seen in the graphic videos on the phone regarding my Love and her predatory black ex-boyfriend.

I then looked on in fascination if not compulsion as athletic Evie began to gently fuck the slight blonde girl who pressed back instinctively then gripped the sheets on the bed while her butch girlfriend moaned in celebration.

“Dirty Bitch Grace…this is how it is now with me in charge…”

She was suddenly powering into her friend and moving with incredible energy and gurgling while doing so as Grace folded over and took the physical assault.

“…But that’s how you like it Bitch…isn’t that so?”

Grace did not answer initially but spread her body wider then lower and moved in frenetic union with Evie until this sweet slight blonde woman began to gradually shiver then exhale in the expectation of another building orgasm.

“Yes Mistress…yes…yes…fuck fuck…that so fucking…”

Her whole petite body seemed to surge then shudder almost violently in the throes of completion as she gasped then laughed in the same scented breath.

“…Oh Evie, you are such a Bastard but…”

She reached up and embraced the perspiring dark-haired girl and pulled her down ono the sheets when they shrieked and gaggled together like children.

“…I absolutely adore you.”

They kissed sensually for a while before Evie had me kneel over like her friend then took the dominant position at my back as I wittered weakly.

“Don’t fuck me Mistress please not that.”

She inhaled then simpered drolly towards Grace.

“He wants me to really, but I’ll use the dildo on his last night here merely to show you how he cums, despite the cage, whenever I mention his whore of a girlfriend Taylor…”

With the slightest application of slippery warm oil, the devilish toy was soon gently penetrating me - as it had in recent late evenings - while Evie took silent pleasure in continuing her torturous commentary on my true Love.

“…Just think of her getting filled and fouled like this until full to overflowing before maybe she has you lick her faithless cunt clean as I am sure you’ve done many times before without even…”

It was impossible to prevent my contained penis reacting then pumping what spits and spots of semen it could manage as she gurgled.

“…Realising precisely what it was you were ingesting…!”

The intense climax made me dizzy but eased my unbearable tension and appreciated that, as this was thankfully my last night at her home, I did not feel a need or possess the vim to deny or resist before Evie then purposefully took off the divisive strap-on - I did know what it was - and tights then lay beside Grace nakedly when they both parted their legs with expectation while Evie sighed in fatigue.

“…One more orgasm each please, for the road Morrie, and it will surely be the perfect end to a memorable day for everyone.”

Dutifully, as if she was truly my Mistress, my tongue worked its questionable skill on both desirable girls and brought Grace off quickly first before granting Evie as much pleasure I could manage to perhaps misguidedly, offset the hurt and trauma endured at her uncaring cruel hands over the last seven days.

When at last she trembled to sexual glory, merely due to the gentlest oral caress from my mouth, the confounded brain she had encouraged to madness over the week, assumed that at least now this was the end of my penance when for reasons even I could not work out I slid purposely between the dozing perfumed girls as if I wanted to before settling there to rest.

It appeared as if secretly my confounded mind was bizarrely elated and utterly fatigued by the unanticipated intimacy - if that was how what took place could generously be described - with the young sensual females that I slept deeply and was only awoken by the sound of the front door slamming and then realised I was in bed alone and the time was already way past 10 a.m.

Knowing Taylor would be here in less than two hours spurred me into action because I rapidly removed the chastity cage, without even asking permission of Evie, then showered and wonderfully dressed in the same clothes I had arrived in before placing my small case that had not been opened during the stay here by the main entrance in way of a statement of intent.

Evie entirely ignored my posturing and theatrics then poured me a large cup of sweet coffee with plentiful hot buttered toast, perhaps in way of an apology for the ways she had treated me, and as if accepting this was to be our final meal together, I mumbled weakly in some concern.

“You won’t mention to Taylor or Jayz about me…?”

I blushed and nearly choked on the warm nourishing bread.

“…You know with regard to the horrible cage and seedy toys or wearing your panties and masturbating to the videos Jayz sent and…”

There seemed so much I wanted to hide from this true Love come to rescue me, but once more my companion remained calm if not phlegmatic, while I glowed the brightest red in culpability given suddenly it was me that felt guilty, and as if was projecting my luscious girlfriend’s immorality on myself merely to protect her.

“…And what happened last night?”

To this desperate and revealing request Evie merely shivered then chuckled and sighed in audible disappointment.

“You really truly are a pathetic man, Morrie, but just so you know I would never disclose what happened between us or anyone I hold dear, because such things are and should be kept private and is one of the reasons that I detest Jayz so much…”

I physically seemed to shrink back into the straight chair at her laudable words while she hit me verbally, as if she retained a licence to lash me if she thought I merited it.

“…He treats women like sexual objects or silly self-indulgent playthings while his penchant for showing then sharing the dirty sordid videos particularly with your beloved is not only puerile and tasteless…”

Her dark head shook in visible exasperation with this maddening sad situation and as though - like me - she was pleased it was coming to a finale.

“…And only says volumes about his personal lack of character or class than it does about the tarty Taylor who, as much as I detest her, at least was only following her basic impulses so…”

Her brown eyes showed a flash of fury that I had seen once before in the makeshift ring inside the gym while Evie’s tone remained placid…

“…In answer to your concerns or question…”

She rose up to wash the cups as though her mind needed distraction from my idiocy or company then returned to eyeball me directly.

“…Rest-assured that all of your, not so grimy secrets, are completely safe with me because I would never purposely embarrass you ever in that way under any circumstances.”

I wanted to tell or berate Evie she had done a lot worse to my body and soul most recently with her distasteful treatment but then saw that the witching hour was nearly upon us that would bring this stupid bet and the resultant consequences marvellously to a close when maybe life could return to normal.

In my unstable mind I was prepared to be the bigger person and had silently graciously already forgiven Taylor for her indiscretions with Jayz assuming that perhaps it had been a mistake or an anomaly when she needed to simply get things out of her feminine system.

As a consolation at least I had also shared sexual depravity with Evie and Grace, so maybe if you could look at things inventively - as I well could - we were questionably even and as a loving couple could get past this temporary slide in the wrong direction before moving on to better times.

With these high hopes and expectations at the front of an eternally befuddled mind my heart jumped then sounded an extra loud beat when the bell rang to the front door and Taylor strolled in looking delectably gorgeous wearing the tightest black legging - that clung seductively to every perfect part of her - with a cute strappy top to contain the large milky breasts I adored before kissing my cheek softly then taking a seat at the compact table while smiling at Evie.

“Can I have some water please as I’m parched, given we’ve been working out.”

The comment assumed that Jayz was waiting downstairs in the car but my soon to be removed landlady did not ask about him but merely placed the icy clear liquid in a glass before her.

I then watched Taylor’s pert pink lips slowly curl around the rim - as I had seen it do so many times around Jayz’s gross cock - then tried not to recall the lousy videos that were now replaying through my demented head like a pictorial torture chamber when mercifully she took a last gulp of water instead of the imagined semen then spoke loudly to break whatever maudlin spell I was undoubtedly under.

“Look Morrie, you have had time to think and although we’ve been close and an item for such a long time, this incredible week with Jayz has only highlighted and confirmed the fact that we were not meant to be, as I can tell with surety there are problems between us that cannot be overcome…”

It took all my will to try not to reflexively cry but still sensed moisture forming in my eyes as she continued the doom-laden speech that she had obviously been working on.

“…Plus, I would openly and freely admit that Jayz and I have fallen in love which although was never my intention…”

Her stunning blue eyes now appeared devious and untrustworthy, but I was literally too stunned by the eloquent word-perfect speech to respond and allowed her to end the monologue maybe to see just how bad it could get.

“…As we were at the end of the lease on the apartment, I told Benny the letting agent that we had spilt up and, in your absence, have subsequently signed a new contract in my name while Jayz has graciously promised to split the bills because...”

Taylor’s excited voice and delectably toned body language seemed to speak for itself.

“… We both feel that this rare opportunity is the very start of something serious and fabulous between us…”

My mouth was opening and closing - as if my spiritual force was ebbing away - but received no empathy or sympathy as Taylor took my hand and smirked with a mock show of consideration.

“…So…I’m going to get him to bring up the rest of your stuff which I’ve sorted out and is not much and…”

Her glacially blue eyes glanced at Evie dismissively because the bad feeling between them was tangible and mutual while simpering dismissively to me.

“…I have spoken to your father to say that sadly things haven’t worked out between us and that assuming Little Miss Perfect here has had enough of your questionable company, which I would understand, then at least you have somewhere welcoming to go leaving you and I free to both rebuild our lives going forward.”

She brought her designer pink phone out - everything had to be designer - then pressed a button and giggled waspishly.

“…Hi J…job done Babe so bring up the stuff and we can go!”

In seconds my clothes and former existence with Taylor were piled up in the small entrance hall where Jayz held out a huge pink and black hand - that I had tragically seen treating my love so disgracefully - which in automatic mode I held then shook momentarily while he gurgled then fixed cold black eyes on me as if he knew without doubt, I had unforgivably witnessed the pornographic home movies he had made so surreptitiously.

“No hard feelings, Morrie…”

His fingers squeezed mine hard which made me silently grimace then went on with the same false sincerity I had received from the Love of my life.

“…Sometimes it’s just how things work out and don’t fret because I’ll...”

His huge arm disastrously slipped around my girlfriend’s tight waist when he grinned infuriatingly which would have encouraged me to hit the Pompous Bastard if he’d not been so incredibly gargantuan.   

“…Be sure to take good care of her as we are getting really cushy together.”

Taylor, as if sensing the disquiet in my heart, swiftly prodded then waved him away and out of the apartment - obviously not wishing for any drama given everything had gone exactly to her pernicious plan up to now - then stood up and unilaterally pulled me to my feet before hugging me tightly as if I might be missed which increasingly appeared unlikely.

“Don’t be sad Morrie, as I am convinced this is definitely for the best Darling because we’re each young enough to start afresh…”

In pure pathetic instinct I held her fast as if I resented letting her go without a fight - then recalled that had already taken place a few days previously when I had been beaten soundly into submission - before giving in then relaxing my grip and allowed this precious part of me to glide elegantly towards the door as she beamed like the feline that was enjoying all the tasty treats.

“…Think about me now and then Darling and give you parents…”

Taylor reached the door then spat because my father especially did not like or trust Taylor and never had meaning there was more than a hint of revenge in her tone.” 

“…My very best regards!”

And just like that, with me barely saying a word, my existence with the patently divine Taylor was over because I had surely eternally lost her to another apparently better man, and I sat back in obvious shock as Evie found a bottle of scotch from one of the higher cupboards then poured us each a small gleaming tumbler then handed me the transparent glass while trying not to chuckle.

“Well, that seemed to go extraordinarily well….”

I sipped the whisky tentatively because I was never much of a spirit’s man, but then downed the measure in one and gestured for another which she poured while exhaling breathlessly.

“…I would like to say this theatrical performance was not expected but in truth it was by me, although obviously not you, and I must mention and give credit where credit is due…”

Now Evie laughed dryly but it seemed to be not really towards my misfortune more to do with the fact that we both read people and life so completely differently, as she took a small swig on the copper liquid then sighed pointedly.

“…Your delightful, Ex-girlfriend really does have a certain slick, sick charm when it comes to being a Lousy Bitch…”

My tangled brain thought that statement was a bit rich coming from her, but I was too upset to think straight as she swallowed the rest of the drink then whispered something I had not yet to considered.

“…Now then, Morrie, what on earth do I do with you from here?”

I smiled at her without a trace of humour as we wandered around her small home for a while before she became irritated then tired with my endless pacing about, like a bear with a sore head, when her hands literally pulled me into her tiny little car, and we ended up at the nearby park where I could kick the dust up literally.

There, in the warm sunshine and endless greenery I could readily walk some of my anger and frustration off which we did for an hour or two until I was facing Evie in the picturesque coffee shop where she ordered a sandwich for us each alongside a cold soft drink then stared at me with her usual directness.

“Look, let me make it clear that I have no sympathy with you Morrie for reasons I do not wish to go into and…”

She took a large bit out of the pastrami and rye treat and sputtered while chewing.

“…Although I don’t agree much with what your Darling Taylor has to say but…”

Another bite continued the mastication, and she finished what was in her mouth then on an active mind and sighed.

“…Maybe her plan for you to return to your father’s house to get your balls back together is not such a bad solution right now.”

I gazed at her suspiciously because it was clear she wanted to be well rid of me, which was more than reasonable, but I had to find out for sure and whimpered.

“Do I have an option Ms Evie?”

It was her turn to stare cautiously while finishing her ready meal before sighing circumspectly.

“Maybe, as you can remain for a day or two to decide under the same terms but if you wish to stay any longer then these will become more stringent and…”

She smiled as if relishing my misery.

“...Start paying half the bills as for certain you ain’t sharing for free…”

Her dark head shook suddenly as if something irked her.

“…No, thinking about it I don’t want you here, and I’ll grant you a day’s licence then please leave me be as I think my patience with you is done!”

To her obvious shock I began to cry as if that was always my answer to life’s problems before I sniffled miserably.

“Don’t send me back to my father please I beg you.”

Her intuitive earthy eyes bore down on me.

“Why, don’t you like him or get on?”

I wiped away a ready tear and confessed a secret known only to me.

“No, I love and respect him dearly but went against his firm advice for the first time in my life meaning we fell out?”

The was a slight curl to her lips as she simpered in curiosity.

“Pray tell me the reason and be honest or I will know and give you no further opportunity with me.”

My head lowered in shame, and I whispered feebly,

“He strongly warned me off Taylor and said if I didn’t listen and insisted on moving in with her, as was my dream, then he would disown me until I came to my senses…”

My voice had a desperate pitch to it.

“…So how could I face him now, especially after what Taylor had said in that call she made.”

Suddenly and perhaps shockingly at my tragic tale Evie started to laugh.

“We all have our family issues although I must add…”

Her face had changed expression entirely and she seemed almost merry.

“…I’d like to meet your dad one day because…”

She swigged her diet coke as if it was nectar and chuckled as if to herself.

“…I think I like him already…!”

Without asking, her warm hands took half of my sandwich which I was not eating for obvious reasons and as though our conversation had provided her with an appetite because she wolfed the delicacy down swiftly while remaining deep in thought then took another mouthful of fluid and exhaled with a small genteel feminine burp.

“…OK you can stay on similar terms as previously but with a couple of provisos, one of which is that you begin to study for a couple of hours per night and…”

She gurgled capriciously as if she enjoyed more power over my blood and bones and everything was suddenly more entertaining to her palate.

“…And secondly, you saw what happened with Grace, so I shall expect you to perform the same function as and when my primitive urges require it along with your clever tongue most nights which definitely is …”

My spine became fixed rigid to the back of the seat at this girl’s audacity.

“…A small but interesting feather in your cap!”

Almost absentmindedly I began to chew the half of the sandwich remaining and let my mind race through the first morsel before I gasped with disgust.

“You mean to fuck me?”

Evie simply shrugged.

“Sure, why not? As if you act like a girl then I have the rights to treat you like one especially should you stay under my roof because you clearly know what I like sensually.”

My mouth kept eating purposefully to stop myself screaming before I swallowed quickly and groaned helplessly.

“That’s outrageous…depraved…unacceptable.”

Her hand stretched out and she snapped.

“That’s the best deal from me you’re going to get so take it or leave it?”

I wanted to physically smack this Bitch and come up with something to make her squirm - as was her intention with me - but all I managed to suggest vainly was something personal read in her many messages as I countered weakly.

“OK, but when I take up my law books as you have insisted I do then during this same study period you must also rediscover your skill for painting because I see you have neglected your talents perhaps in the same way I have.”

For the first time since I had known Evie, I saw her flinch then slightly fall back in disorientation before she started to calm then succumb to my inane suggestion conjured up from nothing but impulse as we shook hands tightly to make our barter while she growled.

“Your more inventive than I thought Morrie but believe me…”

We separated as she giggled in sadistic intent or debatable humour.

“…I will make you endure exquisitely under me for your impertinence in daring to tell me what to do.”

I felt my brass cheek had unexpectedly won a small victory, but the veritable thrill paled into insignificance when we drove home because the reality of what was agreed to was sinking into an addled brain which made every step I took, leaden as if the burdens Evie now placed upon my sagging shoulders would become too heavy to bear.   

However, when we entered the apartment practicality took priority as we promptly stored my own male clothes - given the truth behind these four walls - before my legal papers and volumes were piled near the kitchen table for the work ahead,

Then finally Evie fetched her easel, canvases, paints, and brushes then set them up in the corner of the lounge and stared at them testily like they might spank her as she would inevitably do the same to me in due course.

When everything was in order or place, we cooked dinner together as previously then opened some rose wine and musically clinked glasses inside this mayhem when Evie looked at me and sighed softly. 

“I swear that today I was resolved to rid myself of you Morrie…”

As was her developing way because I knew her better, she appeared to laugh at herself.

“…But you showed me transiently that given time people can surprise therefore…”

The wine slipped past her similarly pink lips easily.

“…I feel persuaded enough to let us have more of this small fresh adventure together.”

Once dinner was completed, I efficiently cleaned then tidied, as if finding my place with her once more before when everything was in order, I showered and when naked apart from the towel around me I stepped inside the bedroom where Evie was waiting with my fragrant feminine sleeping clothes and of course the chastity device which she passed to me while grinning.

“You will be pleased to know that Jayz has sent a new video about just how much your loyal girl is missing you so…”

It felt as if I had gone from the furnace to the fire because her words made me hard as she laughed.

“…Rub it out in front of me then place on the cage so I can see, then you can relax while I shower before we go to bed early when I will let you view the new images while I tease your bottom as has become our salacious little way.”

My hand impulsively curled around the pulsating male shaft when I started to slowly rub then squeeze myself as I whimpered meekly.

“Are you going to fuck me Ms Evie?”

She could see my innate tension or possibly repressed enthusiasm for this divisive game as her lips curled sharply.

“Not now Morrie, as you are not yet ready, but it’s good to see that the thought entices you because when it takes place, I will surely dress you up in silken stockings and rut your bottom…”

Inexplicably to this sadistic prediction of my fate at her hands I spurted ejaculate all over my palms which I wiped on the nearby towel before, while she observed interestedly, I giddily placed my manhood back in prison then pulled on the waiting white, clean panties with a purple nightie as Evie laughed.

“…Like my special Bitch so welcome back home and you have the evening off from revision and me from any artistry but tomorrow we will start our new regime in earnest as agreed…”

I shivered then dithered like a capricious girl as she went on.

“…That is the precise bargain you have asked for Morrie, isn’t it?”

It seems that I had been firmly hoisted by my own petard because I knew a deal required confirmation as I bent my knees together involuntarily and inhaled with ignominy.

“Yes, Ms Evie that is what we are bound by and truly appreciate you allowing me to remain here rather than have to face my intimidating father therefore…”

My libido surged strangely at the illicit thoughts of our Faustian bargain, but the proverbial die was already cast, and I had to make the best of a bad lot as I sighed in defeat.

“…And be assured I will not renege or let you down.”

Her comely head nodded in satisfaction before she went to wash then change while I placed my regular male clothes with the others that were now stored, double checked everything was to Evie’s exacting standards around the home then took a glass of wine and watched the television as if I was bizarrely pleased to be there.

Which I knew was not the case, but I consoled my inner conscience or ego that what happened was simply between us, although given how Taylor had hurtfully demeaned and betrayed me, my faith in women generally was at an understandably low ebb.

Evie returned soon afterward smelling equally evocative as I did when we relaxed for an hour or so before the bed called and once more, I was placed into the maelstrom when she spanked me soundly then toyed with the tip of my anal passage with a vibrating phallic object while showing me the latest offering from despicable Jayz.

This was a video of my girlfriend - despite the traumatic events of the day I still thought of her like that - riding this powerful back man’s virile cock from above but this time she knew he was recording and seemed to react positively as if this was the break into movies she had always talked about.

The images were suddenly far more detailed and depraved because it showed in close-up, her perfect blonde pussy being pierced and invaded by his devilish dark masculinity along with the ditzy look on Taylor’s fabulous features that demonstrated divine sexual agony mixed in with sensual bliss as she alarmingly and disastrously gave herself to him completely.

There was even a part of the show - if you could say this about his pornographic film - where she cried out for Jayz to impregnate her and just how spectacular it was to be taken my such a dynamic man after having to deal with me for so interminably long.  

It would seem to me, that no-one normal or rational could have been aroused or excited by witnessing then hearing such an affront to his masculinity or honour but to my utter disgrace I climaxed twice - even with the diabolical contraption around my genitals - before I could stand no more visual agony and pleaded with Evie to turn the phone off.

This thankfully she did, then nestled down in the softness onto her back placed upon the duvet where she parted strong shapely thighs while simpering.

“You can still have access to my phone if you crave to look at your faithless Bitch of a girl once your studies are complete but now bring me off Morrie very slowly, please…”

She closed her eyes as I bent my head thereby allowing a warm wet tongue to begin pleasuring her which soon made Evie murmur lowly in appreciation.

“…As we have time and I do so enjoy this type of sensuality while surprisingly perhaps…”

I found one of the evocative spots which made her lower body shudder then shiver as she gasped.

“…You do so much better than my other girlfriends.”

The fact Evie was referring to me this way was insulting but any sense of indignity was tempered with her comment or compliment that I was good at providing something sexually to a woman which I had never been told before.

As always with this mercurial girl it appeared there were deceptive shades of good and bad but true to my word, I laboured on her precious places diligently and tenderly until she curled up behind me, held my hips lightly and spooned my bottom almost instinctively as she whispered then faded from the day.

“I know I shouldn’t Morrie but sometimes…”

Her head rested on my back as Evie drifted off barely knowing what she was saying.

“…I quite enjoy having you around!”

With a sensual night and miserable day before with Taylor past but not forgotten, the rocky relationship built with this formidable young woman started once more the following morning in much the same vein as it had previously.

Which was menial duties then breakfast before going to work with her lacy blue panties around my constrained penis and balls then returning to complete whatever was yet to be done domestically to satisfy my host in the apartment before helping or learning to prepare good food for us to eat.

Once this was completed, then the obligations we had made to each other about our communal but separate efforts for the future began in earnest with me focussed upon my law books or papers and Evie at the easel when her skilled but intuitive eye and hands were used to subtle effect although what she laboured upon was kept covered and secret, given she patently did not wish to share such personal efforts with me.

With regards to my studies - which I found difficult as always - there was nothing for me to mention or discuss because although Evie truly shone bright as a button, she was no scholar and when two hours had passed, her hands placed a cotton shroud over her labours before smiling slyly at me.

“I’m off to meet a friend at the local bar for an hour or two…”

Her twinkling brown eyes fixed upon the silver glinting phone left upon the kitchen table and goaded me knowingly.

“…So, you can merely relax and watch television until my return or explore and play with the free time if you wish or need to.”

She did not voice any further explanation because the corrupt meaning was entirely clear before running out into the darkness and leaving me tantalisingly alone.

To my credit I tried to resist my worse instincts, but in truth her phone had become a mixed source of information, sexual gratification, and absolute despair and within the shortest time I was poring through the messages once more to see what I had missed.

There was nothing much with regards directly to Evie personally, just some brief words to mention that her offers on shops had been unsuccessful and that finding a property to meet the business aims in the area she wanted would prove difficult if not impossible at around the rental levels proposed.

I brushed past these meaningless messages quickly then saw there were a couple of jokey ones from Grace about when we were all getting together again and then some cryptic words from anonymous girls I was, as-yet unaware of.

What appeared crystal clear was her veritable penchant for all things female which made it a little easier for me to accept her absurd regulations in the home, as undoubtedly the disreputable ex-boyfriend had certainly made a bad impression on her mentioned sensitive nature although in frankness, I was still yet so see it appear in the light of day.

The idle thought of the black malevolent Jayz took me to his latest message where there was a sly message to Evie which read.

Hope you don’t mind me keeping you up to date with Taylor as she’s really a very energetic girl. Maybe if you take notes we could get back together?

His crudity and crassness knew no boundaries, but Evie appeared completely immune to these questionable male charms along with the degenerate images he sent so despicably about this supposedly romantic relationship with my girlfriend.

The new offering was him taking Taylor outdoors in some back alley as she bent over in the darkness like a two-bit whore, and allowed this neanderthal black Bastard to fuck her like a lowly dog as her groans and moans of false angst then delectation sent me over my physical ability to control myself.

This video, along with a search back through the previous moving pictures of her infidelity, kept me ejaculating as best I could past the metal prison holding me before - as previously - when Evie returned, the delicate panties I wore, were disreputably sticky and overflowing from the stains in demonstration of my weakness and perversity.

Inevitably I was spanked soundly at her brutish hands in patent correction for the definite iniquity of voyeurism before - after a perfumed shower - I changed into the tactile clean nightclothes she left out then awaited her equally fragrant company between the sheets where our questionable intimacy followed along the exact same lines as previous evenings.

This included a graphic video - showing in devilish detail - Taylor being willingly but shamefully used and abused by Jayz’s big black prick, while Evie’s firm fingers teased and penetrated my anus with an insidious phallus until she found the requisite internal trigger that made me disgracefully hum then cum!

My secretly positive reactions to these degenerate attacks on my manhood were debilitating but equally irresistible and always were the pernicious prelude to me performing oral relief on this predatory girl with my mouth which enabled us both to sleep better than perhaps we honestly deserved.

The days then ran on along the same specific intense pattern that left little time for thought or reflection which in many ways, given my recent traumatic loss regarding the Love of my life, was something of a blessing.

Evie went to the gym a couple of times during the first week of our new beginning, but I made my excuses and remained behind because I did not wish to see or face Taylor and the black Rooster that was corrupting her endlessly, because a new video of their latest depraved sexual misadventure appeared on the addictive phone each day without fail.

As if intuitively, he knew my immoral addictive nature and utter lack of character.

However I tried to stop this visual obsession to look at her multiple indiscretions like a seedy pervert, it was simply beyond my capacity to do so, and part of my logical head already started to see the greasy slide down towards hell and damnation which seemed to pull then overwhelm me and appeared almost inescapable.

Then Saturday arrived and there was a necessary change given it was a day off from the normal pattern of my life because pretty and personable Grace arrived, after which the three of us hung out like old friends and once more drifted along the same amusing road as the week before as if the sensual and sexual interaction had been pre-ordained.

I might point out that the primitive physical part of the long day was of course included although thankfully - up to date - Evie had not yet acted upon her licentious promise to take me in the bottom which I was now seriously hoping might just have been said merely to torment me or perhaps was a little slice of bluff or bluster on her part.

Either way, Saturday with Grace and Evie that did not involve work at the office and provided cute company and occasional decadent extasy - both received and given - became something of a personal permissive pleasure for me.     

Another week followed the same intense twisted course with concentrated effort, study, and strict discipline, apart from my addiction to the salacious porn movies still being sent by deceitful deviant Jayz that unfortunately continued to highlight what a sordid Slut and Tramp my girlfriend was.

I knew she was no longer the girl that belonged to me or my future, but somehow my errant mind could not break the habit of pretending she still was.

Naturally Evie steered my visible malaise endlessly with beatings on my backside for this debased, compulsive, and obsessive behaviour, but nothing could prevent the hours spent shamefully viewing Taylor’s promiscuous behaviour on her lover’s huge black cock.

As the fortnight drifted towards conclusion - since I moved in more permanently at Evie’s apartment - I was greatly relieved that my tight anus was still pure and virginal because the deranged promise to fuck me was not mentioned, although to be honest she had become overly familiar with the divisive toys that made my rear passage more permeable with the constant penetration that always encouraged me to reflexively cum even though I didn’t want to through the diabolical cage.

Such sexual impulses were truly debilitating, but Saturday brought Grace into our lives once more which was always lively fun and a sensual treat for me given that while the young woman was around, Evie seemed to be a little more generous or agreeable with me.

However, I picked up early on into the third week - while scanning Evie’s messages - that Grace felt that there had been a subtle change between them and although she talked about remaining friendly it was clear that whatever relationship or debatable romance they had built was surely coming to an end or in truth had already hit the proverbial buffers.

Well, I could certainly relate to that.

Subsequently, I did what I could to remain on my landlady’s positive side, in case she felt miserable or morose about losing Grace, ensured I paid my part of the rent on time and kept on top of the cleaning or washing and, if I said-so myself, I was turning into a little bit of a cook under her expert guidance.

The hours of study for me and painting for her were obligatory and, although I was no brighter than I had been before, the exacting discipline under Evie’s stern watch gave me nowhere to hide resulting in the remarkable fact that my lovely but incredibly sharp female Boss had noticed a slow, slight but steady improvement although she provided praise cautiously given my track record of backsliding.

I had not ventured to the gym for painfully patent reasons regarding I might frighteningly run into Taylor with Jayz, but early on Thursday evening Evie insisted that I return to the world of the socially active and put me out clothing from her wardrobe for this purpose, which was tight black leggings and a clingy matching top.

As usual I looked downcast or felt demeaned at always having to maintain this feminine façade with her but in truth the outfit was actually unisex and, in the end, I reluctantly tagged along but then immediately saw Taylor - it was inevitable - nodding at me vapidly as we walked past her and Jayz on the weights, as if nothing was out of the ordinary at all.

“Hi Morrie, how’s it going…?”

She glanced at what I was wearing and smirked critically.

“…Cute outfit Sweetie…obviously Evie is making her mark on you as to be honest…”

Her cold blue eyes found fucus with Jayz’s black globes and they both chuckled while she went on humourlessly at my expense.

“…I thought she might have thrown you out by now as I already know from Jayz, she is a real lesbian Bitch…!”

Once more any opportunity to dishonour or degrade me did not escape her warped twisted lips.

“…But maybe that’s what you’re into now?”

To my surprise Evie just grinned expansively as if any dirty water thrown by her was easy to brush off then led me away to the punchbag and quiet exercise area when she started to train my body and mind a little while demonstrating beyond question that I never had the slightest chance to beat her in the ring.

Surprisingly perhaps, I did not resent her advice because - as with the cooking and other practical matters around the home - Evie was forever knowledgeable while also possessing the gift of being patient and visibly skilful until, in the shared workout, I swear my mind and body learned more about boxing and movement than ever before.

My companion was obviously aware of my discomfort being around the scented presence of my girlfriend - alongside her new man - and sensitively suggested we go straight home after our physical efforts which I welcomed but not before running the gauntlet past Taylor again who posed provocatively in her tight leotard and leggings then waved merrily as if all was peachy perfect in her world while gaggling vacuously.

“See you soon Morrie…and…”

She glanced at the petite but pretty girl by my side, as if still mentally perched on the superior ground of existence, but Evie remained entirely icy and aloof to any demeaning stares, glares or words from her.

“…Look after him Babe as he really is such a…”

Jayz and Taylor started to laugh raucously, as if they shared was some private in-joke about me although, given I had witnessed more of her sexual indiscretion than were decent, I felt such condescension was a bit of a stretch, but could only hold my breath and listen as she muttered sarcastically.

“…Bargain and definitely worth hanging onto.”

To my eternal shock Evie suddenly and purposely linked her arm in mine then smiled sweetly and sincerely in response.

“You know Taylor, I never agree much with anything that comes out of your potty mouth but maybe with regards to Morrie…”

She tugged me away towards the main entrance like she had won me as first choice in the raffle then whispered loudly enough to be heard over the breeze from the automatic doors opening and closing.

“…You just might have hit the nail on the head.”

When we reached the car, I was an emotional wreck from the tension of seeing my Love but once behind the wheel I muttered to Evie softly in appreciation.

“Thanks for backing me up, even though I know you were only joking because…”

I looked forlornly out of the windscreen, perhaps wistfully hoping Taylor was about to come out and throw herself back into my open arms, before exhaling weakly.

“…No-one ever has, apart from my immediately family.”

She smiled without force then nodded and squeezed my arm.

“I’m actually proud that you had the gumption to go and face her along with the problem I know she represents to you, Morrie, and under those strained circumstance…”

Evie then relaxed her hold on me as if she had shown enough support for one evening.

“…I would always be on your side…”

We bought fast food perhaps as a reward or treat for me - because she only ate healthily - then returned home to shower, change then settled together in our evocative feminine nightclothes when she held me gently from behind and sighed wearily.

“…No hanky-panky tonight as I am exhausted…”

She nestled close at my side then spoke tiredly.

“…I think your precious Taylor is so stratospherically high at the moment that she can’t see the ferocious inevitable fall but believe me…”

Once more her head reasted on my back as she exhaled peacefully.

“…It’s always coming around the corner with Jayz!”

Friday came and went before on the Saturday we slept in late and because Grace no longer featured in Evie’s universe the two of us went into the main centre where time was spent perusing the shops as we had in previous weeks.

However, as lunchtime approached, we were in the lingerie section of a department store when my female companion selected a divine pair of sheer black stockings, garter and panty set then snickered childishly but pointedly at me.

“Tonight’s the night Morrie so what do you think…?”

Her intentions towards me were suddenly abundantly clear as I felt the sublime materials and tried not to react or pulse positively - given I was understandably mortified at what she had planned - but my anxious face flushed revealingly which only made Evie gaggle.    

“…Don’t be coy Morrie, as the connection will be no different from the toys I have been using for a while now, but so much better for us both…”

She patted my bottom lightly and simpered with diabolical practicality.

“…I’ve been wanting to fuck you for such a long time, and will be sure to make the event unforgettable for us or…if you wish to run and back out of our arrangement…”

Her earthy brown eyes flashed dangerously.

“…Then let me know now!”

All I could do was murmur pathetically.

“You won’t hurt me?”

Evie simply took my arm and chuckled.

“Have I injured you up to now Morrie…?”

She pulled me towards the burger bar as if to seduce me with sumptuous fatty food and build me up before degradingly feasting on my bones.

“…Just trust me and we will be fine!”

The afternoon was another film and although I truly enjoyed Grace and her fragrant company, in some private ways I took secret delight in having Evie all to myself because, if you could ignore the fact that she was such a diabolical dictator, her humour, charm and companionship was not to be taken lightly, meaning the hours spent passed along seamlessly.

We arrived back in good spirits at the apartment early where she laid out the lingerie purchased that morning on the bed then smiled flirtatiously.

“I’m taking you out for dinner, so shower then I will help you put this decadent outfit on below your clothes because I want to think of you wearing this fabulous finery just for me as we eat…”

Her hands removed the jeans, top and panties I had on before waving me away like sone dumb animal to the shower and when I returned, she wiped my smooth skin dry then simpered purposefully while applying perfumed moisturiser.

“…The garter goes on first….”

I shivered as the detailed lacy article went around my stomach before she kneeled then drew the tactile nylons over my ankles then up the thighs before clipping them onto three suspenders each side as her voice sang…”

“…Then the stockings…and ultimately…”

She teased up the small sublime female panties that soon nestled over my caged genitals before laughing contentedly.

“…The pretty knickers, now dress yourself in the trousers and white shirt while I shower quickly, and we can go because…”

Her brown eyes seemed to sparkle with malevolent intent.

“…I do want to get back early.”

I put on the clothes Evie had provided which were from my own selection from the storage area and looked intently into the mirror when the reflection that found me appeared smart, male, and almost handsome but that was not how I felt inside because the female lingerie was already making me heady and unsteady on my toes.

It took a while to adjust as although I had become gradually accustomed to wearing such frippery, this was at another level and I walked into the kitchen, took a glass of wine then wanted to gripe or complain when suddenly Evie appeared in a heavenly short black dress, with a golden belt and looked utterly spectacular as I gasped in surprise because I had never seen her wearing anything but trousers.

“Wow Evie, I didn’t know you liked to go out in dresses?”

She shrugged and laughed at whatever weird ideas I had made up about her.

“Well, it shows how little you know me Morrie because despite what my sexual inclinations or orientations are, and what you may assume, I am still very much a girl who enjoys all things that girls do and…”

She came to my side sprayed me with a puff of her perfume then kissed my cheek to possibly test if I could cope with any more surprises.

“…If you make the effort then so will I…!”

Dinner was at the expensive local Italian eatery where she would not allow me to pay and as I sat and silently gazed at her in passing, I never thought for a moment about the underwear I had on, but more about what treasures were below her clothes, especially after the second bottle of wine when we took a taxi back home and were accidentally pulled together by some erratic driving.

Once in the bedroom she stripped me down to the lingerie then had me slowly undress her down to a lacy luscious black body before taking the strap-on from the cupboard beside the bed and placing the decadent object in my hands then sighing.

“You need to learn how to dress your Mistress, Morrie…”

She stood then stepped into the black leather stirrups - after I bent down - when I started to slowly slide them up her muscular perfect legs before tying the silver buckles tightly to make the dark phallus point out horizontally and dangerously from her crotch as Evie arched her back and savoured the precipitous moment.

“…Kneel and kiss the tip of it Slave…”

Humiliatingly, I was suddenly prostrate on my knees meekly sucking the peak of the cold phallic object as her hand stroked my blonde hair and she exhaled.

“…Good Girl…learn to serve me…”

Impossibly the plastic cock was moving disturbingly smoothly between my wet lips now as her hips drew forwards to gently brush against my mouth before she took my hand and had me kneel on the bed - as I had done with Grace - but now it seemed scarily that I was the one to be forcibly taken because Evie drew breath and commanded the place of dominance behind me.

All I could do was shiver then dither as her fingers teased oil into my taut anal entrance then pulled the lacy panties down to my knees and grumbled meanly.

“…Breathe in Princess…”

I jumped when the divisive head of the terrible toy found the tight entrance to my rear aperture and gripped the sheets as Evie slowly but inexorably pressed and pushed her lower body forward and back to ease then probe the hard penis ever onwards before I cried submissively because impossibly, I could feel it compacted deeply inside me as she groaned.

“…Now you’re mine Bitch…”

She slid back then returned carefully then repeated and repeated before, in a matter of a few grubby seconds a definite rhythm began to emerge when Evie grabbed my short fair hair and grunted.

“…You do want to be my Bitch, Morrie, don’t you?”

Improbably I began to impulsively press against the malevolent force as the thickness quickly stretched me then searched or surged ever deeper until it was intimidatingly pressing against a mysterious button that always made me explode as I squealed out with primal anticipation.

“Yes, Ms Evie…make me cum…I need to cum!”

The pace of our fetid connection purposely slowed then built again as she tested her power or control over a captive body before taking my hips in strong hands and inhaling loudly.

“Now you’re getting it Bitch…you’re my dirty Princess so take it and cum…”

The sheer sexual energy of her made me lose what salient mind I had remaining as I promptly shuddered to unedifying climax then spurted what ejaculate I could past the constriction of the cage then collapsed down onto the bed while she followed then fell atop of my back and kissed my sweating neck.

“…Fuck, Morrie…that was sensational…”

She rolled over then settled on the pillows before whispering.

“…When you’ve recovered, take my Strap-on off me and do what I like best…”

With my brain entirely scrambled I somehow undid the ties then carefully removed the satanic device from her lower form before Evie shuffled down into the bed and spread her warm trembling thighs meaningfully while giggling erratically

“…Then we can have a drink and start all over again!”

It took an hour’s duty or diligence with my slippery tongue to provide Evie with all the bliss and gratification she desired before, as she mentioned, my apparent Mistress fetched wine and finger food when we lay closely together and talked about nothing and everything until our vim, lust or libido had been restored.

Subsequently, after I dutifully cleaned the device as she had showed me previously - and as predicted by this predacious girl - the same depravity indeed ensued once more as if we both understood that once around the permissive block was never going to be enough.

The sensuality and sexuality went on for many hours until I woke up inside her slender but firm arms when she held me fast and whimpered sleepily.

“No more Morrie…I’m surely spent…”

Her head nestled in the crease of my back which she tended to enjoy as a pillow as she hugged me closely and sighed.

“…There’s no work today so please let’s have a lazy morning.”

We dozed for hours then showered and wandered around the park where a late lunch was shared before returning to the apartment where there were responsibilities for us both on the legal books for me and the easel for Evie.

During the three weeks we had been leading this practice of taking small steps to help or improve ourselves, I had never had the privilege of seeing Evie’s paintings - she seemed to be working on various canvases at the same time - but as though she was now in an exceedingly generous frame of mind, at the end of our allotted time for study she pulled off the gauze cover over her work then sighed in my direction.

“What do you think then, Morrie?”

My books were already stored for another session tomorrow and I casually wandered over to where she was but then instantly exhaled in true disbelief because, although I knew nothing about art, the visual landscape or panorama she had created with just her fingertips and coloured oils was nothing short of breathtaking.

It was something akin to the paintings of legendary master’s seen in exhibitions and galleries of famous or infamous artists as I stood back and audibly gasped in genuine wonder then admiration.

“This is beyond description Evie, and it’s no wonder your family have encouraged you not to give up such a talent.”

She shrugged with unusual despondency but did not ask how I knew about private things regarding her blood relatives given I’d had access to her phone for weeks now.

“Unfortunately, whatever you may think, what I create with passion doesn’t magically sell, and I did have an idea about opening a small gallery but…”

Again, she was telling me information I already knew.

“…In honesty I can’t afford the rent to be where a business would have any chance of flourishing which is why…”

Her eyes perused the incredible work as if it was less than extraordinary.

“…I’m working for someone else but at least you have driven me to pick up the brushes once more so maybe with some pushing and a slice of fortune who knows what can happen as other than the frustration since gaining my degree, I have always genuinely loved to paint and draw.”

By this time, it was early evening, and we had a tasty snack for dinner before she went to the gym leaving me alone to indulge my deranged and degenerate obsession with her phone which seemed to be even more powerful given that I had not seen the latest disgusting video from the equally debauched Jayz.

Naturally when Evie returned, I had cum many times over in the formerly fresh panties and stained everywhere, meaning suitable penalty and punishment was meted out by her which this time included the ignominy of being rutted and taken exactly like the floozy feeble girl she had apparently turned me into.

The worst and most unmentionable part of what was happening between us was that not only did I find a secret appreciation - or dare I say - unmentionable delight in the dark deviant fornication we shared but also perhaps how this devilish possibly divine girl seemed to subtly take then shape me to her sinful wiles and witchy whims.

Bizarre as it may sound, before Evie, I had never previously seen myself as a meek passive person, even when that is precisely how it was with Taylor, although I was beginning to recognise that possibly I was not the best judge of my unpredictable behaviour and often unstable character.

As previously, when there was a dichotomy or dilemma in my existence, I dealt with the issue in the only way that always worked historically, which was to simply turn my confounded brain off and, in the middle or muddle of a peculiar state of feminised flux, that appeared to be the best and sensible way to go.

Therefore, over the following few days, I distractedly went through the motions in my working life, domestically in the apartment, schooling, an appearance at the gym - when I had to suffer Taylor and Jayz fawning on each other - and obsessing perniciously with the phone before enduring but unmentionably enjoying Evie’s developing penchant for spanking then fucking my bottom.

This was prior to suckling her wondrous pussy to glory then resting in this strange girl’s tender arms knowing only that the restful temporary peace and tranquillity this closeness brought, the morning would arrive with a bang and the whole crazy unholy arrangement would begin again as if I was living inside the famous Groundhog film that reset religiously to the exact same day and time.

There seemed no escape to my predicament but then miraculously, as if by a possible sign of deliverance, late on Saturday morning when I was alone, I heard my phone ring musically and without looking I answered to hear Taylor’s similarly high-pitched dulcet tones.

“Hi Morrie, can we meet tomorrow afternoon for a little chat…?”

I was dumbfounded which allowed her to finish without interruption.

“…Say 3.30p.m at our favourite café round the corner from where we used to live so happily…”

Her voice altered then had an unfamiliar spite and bile in it.

“…Before that Jayz confused and turned my innocent head.”

Caught off guard as I was, all I could think to say feebly to such an unexpected request was.

“Sure, Taylor you know I’ll be there.”

The rest of the day I spent with Evie having a late lunch and seeing another film, but I did not mention anything about the summons from my former or possibly reinstated girlfriend as I sensed it would foul the mood thereby allowing our depraved relationship to follow its normal course with regards to our fetid impulses until the morning.  

In truth the sense of personal disgrace I often felt in the dawn when the warmth - after Evie had taken me so degradingly - had dissipated, reemerged with a vengeance and helped me understand that living under this girl’s acrid servile stick of superiority was perhaps not a positive life choice and maybe given the call I had unexpectedly received it was well past time to return to where things had started.

Naturally, given what I had sorely seen - over and over again on a video loop - I was not mentally prepared to take Tayor back without conditions including suitable begging and pleading on her part, but even with the explicit pictorial evidence of her fecklessness, I still felt my chances of a romantic fulfilling future surely and desirously lay with my blonde goddess.

In truth I had known and lived with divine Taylor for such a long time, so at least I knew the score with her, rather than deranged Evie who had already knocked my head senseless, tended to treat me as a menial and - it was difficult to admit the fact - a lowly sexual slave in service all in one degenerate and dissolute package.

When I thought about her like that it was undeniably a bitter pill to accept then swallow.

However, not wishing to be impolite or dishonest I spoke to Evie after our regular Sunday walk and sandwich around the park then just before I was about to leave at which point, she sat heavily in the kitchen chair and looked at me as if she was weirdly wounded by these events then sighed quietly.

“I was expecting this, given Jayz demonic nature and track history with stupid women including me so…”

She seemed to be struggling to express herself then did so through gritted teeth.

“… I’m happy for you…”

Evie then quickly threw the silver key to my chastity cage - which normally hung around her swan-like neck - on the small table and muttered snippily.

“…Better take it off Morrie, as I wouldn’t wish to embarrass you in front of your Precious Love, and I’ll be sure to have all your stuff waiting by the door…”

Improbably, I could swear there was more than a trace of raw emotion in her fabulous eyes momentarily, but she turned away before I could be sure then hissed lowly.

“…So, you can run back like a fluffy little obedient Bunny to her open arms and parted faithless legs then inevitably start all over again.”

Evie then walked off stroppily to the bedroom and slammed the door in some audible show of temper or exasperation, as if I was being disloyal in some way, which seemed utterly ridiculous given how she had treated me from the very start of our short association, which only encouraged my departure early from the apartment to be waiting eagerly for my blonde vision of divinity to arrive.

I did not wish to get my hopes up too high, but it seemed clear Taylor realised she had made an enormous mistake by letting me go, and my less than astute mind deduced that perhaps out of the agonies I had endured perhaps this trauma was the missing mercurial instant we needed to take our fabulous romance to the next more sustainable level.

Then she appeared through the glossy timber door wearing the tightest white leggings and Lycra top I had ever seen that seductively accentuated her divine shape and eternal beauty to an indescribable level which made my heart pump and jump as she kissed my mouth and whispered warm words, I was desperate to hear.

“Hi Darling, how I have missed you…”

I quickly gestured to the waitress to bring over her favourite latte that was already on hold and listened elatedly while she grabbed my hand impulsively.

“…How can you forgive me Morrie, but Jayz was devious charm personified and I believed in him and maybe became flattered by his lewd attention but now I realise he’s nothing but a Bounder and a lousy selfish Bastard while also an unscrupulous user of naïve young women like me and I have thrown him and his depraved ways out on his ear…”

Tears flowed liberally as they always did when she was in trouble and wanted to use me to get her out of a hole.

“…I feel like such a silly fool to give up someone dependable and reliable like you who I love and think so highly of…”

Taylor’s azure crystal eyes shone suddenly with apparent love and hope while she gasped emotionally as if finally playing the dramatic leading movie role she always talked about

“…Maybe I don’t deserve another chance Morrie, but please say you will forgive me so the two of us lovebirds can pick up where we left of and…”

Her gaze narrowed a little as she went slightly off script.

“…I can get you away from that awful Bitch Evie, who I suspect is treating you terribly and without the slightest regard and respect that you surely deserve…”

What she alluded to was in truth the precise expression of my own inner thoughts or presumptions and the entire tone and tenure of her marvellous speech was surely everything I had desperately longed to hear, as she took both my hands in hers once more then squeezed them affectionately and tilted her gorgeous head at an inviting angle before smiling like Little Miss Sunshine.

“…Say we can have more try, Darling Morrie, and stay together please, because my heart truly finally realises just how much I need and love you.”

I withdrew from her to grant me temporary separation to sip my cappuccino and was about to forgive then commit when weirdly I found the merest mention of Evie had stirred my conscience then made me think, which I would admit in my previous existence with this sublime, but forever demanding girl was something of a rare occurrence.

Therefore, I sat back and licked the froth from my coffee slowly to relish the texture and taste then admired Taylor as you would one of Evie’s incredible paintings which only made me breathe more deeply and use my mind rather than the unpredictable part of me that my latest landlady had caged for reasons best known to herself.

My lips remained stubbornly almost irrationally silent while the sensational looking girl opposite me began shifting uncomfortably, as if now acutely aware that she personally was on the hook for the rent along with everything else I used to do and pay for, then felt churlish with any sudden lack of charity toward her and not knowing what to say then simply drank some more.

It was as if my forever pressurised or rattled head was lost in a storm and all I could do was breathe slowly then patiently wait for the grey clouds to dissolve before my mind could clear and was only seeing blue sky - as if for the first time in my rash life - because when it did and with the confusion lifted everything became incredibly truly transparent.

In fact, as if being struck by a celestial epiphany, everything became clear as day!

At this fateful point, Taylor was becoming visibly agitated - given my normal impulse to meekly fold, sigh then comply with whatever she wanted - and when the delicious cup of milky coffee was completed and my settled brain felt that it was miraculously working towards, at least some of its potential, only then did I open my mouth fractionally and answered the pointed question she had asked me in the only way I could.

……………

I arrived back at Evie’s apartment about an hour after I had left it then instantly noticed that as promised all my clothes, cases and belonging were by the door as I placed a shopping bag full of groceries on the table while she scowled.

“You were quick and as you see everything is set for your prompt return to Little Miss Golden Perfection and good riddance to you…”

She saw I had brought food and became ever-more, off kilter and irate.

“…I presume this is for the last supper?”

My expression was enigmatic - which I had learned from her - and I then felt the weirdest sensation of some elusive power over this infuriating female as I smiled.

“You could call it that Ms Evie.”

Her brown glinting eyes glared at me in fury while she metaphorically stamped her foot impatiently before hissing.

“What happened Morrie…tell me what happened exactly!”

She was unbelievably dissolving before my very eyes which provided the succulent incentive to perhaps torture her just a little - like she had to me - as I started to wash and cut the salad and potatoes like before, while murmuring almost absentmindedly.

“Let me prepare everything Ms Evie to your precise standards when I promise I will relate the events in detail although to be honest there is not that much to divulge.”

Evie seemed to see the devilish game I was set upon and became quiet then moody but still uncorked the wine then watched me like a hawk or maybe a vulture while my hands started through the culinary process, she had educated me upon, before I placed a lightly fried steak along with crusty slivers of baked potatoes on a plate beside her chair then laid the salad bowl down with a low thud and smirked.

“…Dinner is served.” 

The pretty dark-haired girl that had taken such delight in teasing or tormenting me for so long then took the appropriate seat while I excused myself for a moment then returned and sat opposite her when she muttered in exasperation.

“It looks delicious Morrie, but I will not eat a morsel until you tell the whole damn story.”

My glass was full therefore I took a long slug of red wine for courage then looked at Evie as if I had barely really noticed her before.

“If I am sincere, then from the minute Tayor walked in, her conversation was better than I had hoped for or ever expected it to be…”

I cut a small slice of steak and savoured the succulent taste as she watched me then bit her lip.

“…My glorious girl confessed all of her mistakes and sins then said how much she missed and loved me and that we were meant for each other and if I could forgive then it was surely time for me to come back so…”

Another small drop of wine was irresistible as Evie screamed in frustration.

“What, What?”

My tongue licked the redness from rosy lips, and I sighed.

“…She could save me from your nefarious influences and if I remember correctly, I am pretty sure he referred to you as a Lousy Bitch who was undoubtedly making my life miserable meaning, if I would run to her and the old apartment then we could forget the past mistakes and continue as before.”

Evie could not help but deliciously spit venomously at me.

“I knew it…and always fucking knew that you would never be strong enough to resist or refuse her…so how did it end up and when are you leaving.”

There was improbable but noticeably, a shiny tear in her glistening eyes which made me take her hand in mine and whisper meaningfully.

“To be honest Ms Evie the old me would have scampered back to her in a minute or a heartbeat but then I thought about you, and it was as if the fog which is always in my head dissipated and I had something of a road to Damascus moment…”

Despite her statement she would not eat, I saw Evie drink most of the wine in the glass to soothe frayed nerves as I went on.

“…Suddenly I realised that it wasn’t you being mean to me at all because it had always been Taylor with her falsehoods, lies and selfish mad ambitions while letting me carry the can and, although to be brutally clear I often find dealing with you something of a challenge…”

I blushed remembering how she knocked me out along with everything else I had been through.

“…You were always caring, patient and honest with a sensible reason behind everything you asked of me and once I recognised this then I said the first thing that came into my head that sounded appropriate…”

Her dark thin eyebrows lifted in more than interest and let me finish.

“…I told her plainly that I would rather live with you and be your Bitch that move back to become her boyfriend once more…”

I rubbed her fighting hands on mine as if they were touchstones.

“…You have my undying gratitude, Evie, because without your steely stern influence and severe guidance in so many things I would never have seen the wood for the pretty forest Taylor represented to me and…”

My fingers moved to pick up her phone that had been such an addiction.

“…I don’t want to look through this anymore and if you no longer wish to see their depraved base videos then please press the delete button as I don’t want to view them so perversely as I used to.”

Evie stared at me in genuine disbelief then slowly finished the wine in her glass while shaking an unsettled dark head before muttering quietly in astonishment.

“You would really rather be my Bitch than her boyfriend…?”

There was a single tear falling gradually down her cheek from wide brown eyes as I nodded in heartfelt confirmation while she went on in some audible shock.

“…Morrie, I declare that you have truly, truly, surprised me once more and…”

She purposely wiped the watery drops away that made her appear defenceless for a moment before spluttering.

“…I must admit that’s simply the nicest compliment anyone has ever given me…”

Spontaneously Evie came round to my side of the table and kissed me softly on both cheeks.

“…Thank you, Morrie, because I openly declare that as much as I hated to admit it, the apartment would have been so unbearably empty without you here…”

Evie retook her place, fought to regather her composure, and began to slice the tender meat while she sighed in passing.

“…But it will be on the same terms?”

All I could do was laugh because what that’s what I expected and simply who she was, a demanding girl with singular objectives, as I simpered in response.

“Of course, I have already put the cage back on because bizarrely it provides some of the discipline I need and…”

Unexpectedly we were both sharing and relishing the meal she had taught me so generously to make as I munched and muttered. 

“…I think I still have much to learn here with you.”

We went to bed that evening and played out the same deviant or sensual games that had become our habitual routine and, in that way, shape or form nothing had much changed although in all honesty, especially as the days rolled around, it seemed to me that everything was different.

I may have still appeared like a menial servant to this superior girl in my chastity cage and wearing her clothing inside or out of the apartment but bizarrely this was no longer a punishment or trial because inexplicably the surreal device helped my normally addled head to focus while the perfumed underwear or evening attire merely reminded me of Evie’s unique womanly scent which was truly always comforting.

Also, although Evie had always treated me with a tangible empathy and kindness in her own salacious style there was a new sense of warmth from her or between us which I silently resisted as best I could, given the difference in status between us in the house, but secretly appreciated, nevertheless.

In line with my grand statement to her regarding the duplicitous videos from Jayz, I no longer went searching for them like some decadent pervert and when I did pick up her phone a few weeks afterwards I noticed that the pornographic images had in fact been thankfully deleted although in all honesty never entirely forgotten by me.

The net result of being able to put my former love into the history box or dustbin of huge mistakes, along with this alteration in some of my less admirable seedy qualities to entertain matters that would only disturb my consciousness, the clarity that I discovered in my final conversation with Taylor remained then expanded providing my head with a fresh purpose and focus I never knew I possessed.

Although my father and other had pointed out the existence of this ability so many times over the years.

Therefore, within a month I sailed through exams at work that previously appeared well beyond my abilities and had been promoted to assist in the property department of the firm where I swiftly began to blossom ever more because immediately it was where I found the subject and often-complex issues extremely fascinating.

My imagination did not meander anywhere particularly regarding Evie because I was content inside her home and with her company while only wanted to be helpful, if possible, although given this slight girl’s fiercely independent nature it was not easy to achieve for obvious reasons and I never wanted to cross any lines she drew up or upset her.

However, perhaps because I was not purposely seeking anything or hoping for romance or love as I had with Taylor, then destiny may have shown its invisible face to me because quite improbably, one of the firm’s most respected and oldest family clients died at the grand old age of 97 and left an old run-down property which was shortly going to be put up for auction.

I instantly noticed this small building because it was in the very area when Evie had been seeking a shop to rent and after some further investigation, I saw that the downstairs retail space was dilapidated while the first floor, basement and attic were in a sorry state of repair meaning the prospective price at auction was expected to be something of a pittance.

Subsequently, and quite inventively, I spoke to my immediate Boss about a brainwave little idea I had conjured up until, with a couple of conversations with interested and helpful executors, a prospective deal was on the table subject to a brief inspection.

Therefore, on Saturday morning without mentioning anything to Evie about my little scheme I playfully shepherded her into my compact car then then drove directly to this property on the entreating corner of the very street I had seen her pursuing in vain for so long then opened the front door to let her tentatively wander around and explained there was a chance to rent it.

For a few moments she was like a giddy young girl inside a favourite sweetshop before, after exploring everywhere and seeing the condition and that the roof was falling in, she bent her head in a simple gesture of defeat then surrender and looked as if tears were about to fall as she grumbled.

“It’s fabulous Morrie and thanks for thinking about me, but there is no plausible path where I would be able to afford this and couldn’t do the work involved even if I had the money.”

Strangely I absolutely relished it when she appeared vulnerable and uncertain because then - quite spectacularly - it was me, me, me who had the possible answers.

“The owners have offered me a deal where if you do the place up to an acceptable standard then we can have a lease free for twelve months then at a rent already fixed or…”

This I knew already was one of my better inspirations.

“…Buy the freehold outright at twice what they were going to obtain at auction so it would be a win, win, for them and an opportunity for you if you want it?”

Her earthy eyes were like brown windmills, and she exhaled breathlessly but with more a trace of anger inside the voice.

“Of course I want it, dreamed about a shop like this forever along with a chance of creating my own business but…”

The drive to succeed was palpable only tempered by financial realities.

“… I can’t take on a project like this…it’s such a huge investment and undertaking and I would not know where to start.”

I nodded in the confirmation of the obvious then sighed deeply to perhaps appear more intelligent than I was.

“Yes, I know and although I have some formative skills at renovation this is surely beyond my level as well however…”

A flush of something resembling achievement ran through my blood as if taking credit for someone else’s abilities was acceptable.

“…Surprisingly perhaps I know man that can!”

Evie nodded but barely believed me and after a restless night - between the depraved sexual antics - I was waiting outside the shop around midday when a smart silver van came up bearing the sign Mendel Construction on the sides and parked directly outside before a veritable bear of a man with grizzled grey hair eased out then hugged me tightly.

“Hello, Morrie have you come up with yet another one of your madcap schemes and please tell me…”

The touch of him was always reassuring as he exhaled tartly but smartly.

“…It’s not all about another crazy ditzy girl like the last one because I did warn you what would happen with a temperamental taxing woman like her!”

Evie then appeared out of the front door like a vision in black - she had gone inside briefly just to ensure this was no reverie - where she obviously overheard his statement then took his hand and shook it madly while laughing.

“Yes, it is about another crazy girl Mr Mendel, I’m called Evie, but I’m definitely not like the last one and if I may say…”

He stood back instantly as if assessing her worth, while she teased him.

“…You’re entitled to do the work at half price, because without me I doubt he would ever have gotten rid of the Bitch!”

My father started to instantly chuckle and to my eternal shock then went to Evie and wrapped his powerful arm around her slight shoulders.

“Then young Miss Evie I am indeed in your debt because she was sorely a worry both to me and his fussing mother, so let’s have a look at this mess and by the way…”

He squeezed her firmly again as if showing that there was at least someone in my family that could take her on in a fight then sighed.

“…Call me Nathan…”

My normally astute father turned and stared at me with obvious surprise and almost a trace of admiration in his dark eyes that matched mine.

“…Wherever did you discover a feisty girl like this because…”

My father grabbed his precious pricing book and board to rest upon then fetched hard hats from inside the van which were provided to us all before we trod carefully on the old wooden timbers inside the shop when he smiled or literally beamed at me.

“…I adore her already!”

He walked off with Evie trailing excitedly in his wake while I wandered along after them feeling slightly bemused because I had always through my father possessed a rare insight or some supernatural sense of a person’s character and was never normally wrong with the obvious exception of this mercurial of wicked young woman, I had brought him to meet and possibly help.

For reasons that suddenly escaped me.

In all truth I doubted my father would have shown the same warmth or enthusiasm for Evie if he knew that she had already placed his cherished only son in chastity then was filthily fucking his innocent bottom each night until I exploded in grubby carnal glee or glory before bringing her off on my willing tongue.

My body shook then shuddered at the surreal illicit thought and concluded that maybe everyone - even him - had the right to be wrong once in a while!

I stood back while Evie and my father went around almost like a professional team as he made notes while she described ideally how she wanted the showroom to look then was connected to the upstairs apartment before they visited the basement briefly and eventually came back up into the open for some much-needed fresh air.

It was then we all moved back out to the shiny van when my father sighed meaningfully.

“I’ve seen enough for an initial look, but I would admit it’s a big job and…”

He gazed at the two of us then back at me as if recalling the tortuous terrible track-record I had with previous fancy females I had chased in the past.

“…In all honesty, perhaps I remain to be fully convinced it’s worth doing.”

Evie and I drove away when he followed before we were sitting around the table in the small apartment where the female-focus of so much effort, and possible expense, held his arm and sighed meaningfully.

“Nathan, thank you so much for coming and I will always remember your kindness and sound advice but even though this was at your son’s instigation…”

Her brown eyes showed sincerity.

“…You are definitely not obliged to do anything as this had always been my personal ambition to create a gallery for myself but accept there is a possibility, I will fail then be unable to pay for the work although…”

She sat back as if already exhausted by events,

“…I swear it will not be through want of trying and as there is no rent for a year, then when open we can provide money in-lieu of what is being saved by that inventive arrangement designed by Morrie.” 

His eyes lifted-up in curiosity and repeated her words.

“We can provide money?”

She nodded almost innocently.

“Of course, Morrie and I will go into this half each!”

I was utterly confounded then rendered speechless and it showed, as my father weaved his furry head then sighed in my direction.

“How do you feel about that son, because it’s a big commitment in multiple ways and I would expect you to shoulder as much labouring and fixing as you can without interfering with your career which I hear is finally starting to make progress.

My face softened as I blinked, nodded, and virtually exploded enthusiastically.

“Yes, I did not expect Evie to trust me enough by offering to share this venture, but freely admit that without her influence and insight I would not have achieved what I have with the firm recently and I promise…”

Somehow, I knew this was perhaps the unique opportunity in my life to date and did not want it to slip out of my hands without a battle.

“…That I am at last starting to grow up as you always wanted and will endeavour to do whatever you or Evie asks of me because I believe in her and the incredible work she can produce.”

He seemed physically taken aback at my never previously seen show of vigour and sudden ambition before his ruddy lips supped his sweet black coffee and grumbled, as if this was all too good to be true.

“Show me something to convince me!”

I knew Evie was too reserved, modest, or shy about the pictorial wonders she could fashion, and I quickly found the landscape I had fallen in love with then laid it ceremoniously on the table before my father and gushed.

“Look Dad…and trust me as we won’t let you down.”

He sat leaned backwards then forwards as if he was an art critic while admiring the canvas because maybe, as a craftsman himself, he could appreciate then relate to the talent of someone being able to create something wonderful from nothing as he eventually smiled at her then me in a way I had never seen before.

“Evie whatever have you done to my boy because…”

He leant over and kissed her flaming cheek.

“…In all seriousness I barely recognise hm and will do the work on one condition…”

We both held our communal breath because my father often had more onerous rules than my new potential partner as he kept us hanging by a thread then laughed.

“…I will take this sublime piece of work then frame it and Morrie will hang it in his office as a hostage to fortune or downpayment on the loan just in case Evie decides to renege and run off.”

She threw her arms around his thick rugged neck and hugged him wildly before chattering excitedly.

“Don’t fret Nathan, I’m a fighter by birth and will be here till the death!”

On such strong emotions and promises, commitments were made and within a few days the contract had been signed by Evie and I - as prepared with the executors - before her divine landscape was hanging in my office as a visible token of what could be produced by inspiration, creativity and hard work because in the gleaming golden frame - secured by my clever father - it was truly a wonder to behold.

The action began apace on the property the following week and once the roof was repaired then watertight, I began to put in endless toiling hours stripping the walls, ceiling and floors and loading skips every spare-second that came, once my work and study obligations were completed professionally.

Since initially meeting Evie, slowly but undeniably my mindset had been entirely altered, because I shamefully recognised just how much time was previously wasted by me on chasing girls or blonde Taylor in-particularly, along with obsessing over her dirty sexual antics recorded so disgracefully by, the bum of a love interest, Jayz.

Now however it was all work but whatever time I finished my labours, Evie would rise to the challenge at my side to make me dinner then ensure everything was prepared for the morning - including her fresh panties - when the whole interminable effort would spin and revolve all over again.

It took nearly four months of brutal labour and untold amounts of energy with Evie and me doing all the painting together on the weekends and late nights before one magical Saturday morning Evie’s Gallery was formally and officially opened for business.

She had already relinquished her safety net of a job and been labouring relentlessly on producing amazing artworks which were displayed around frames supplied by a business associate of my father’s, that mixed in with some interesting works from her university friends where the gallery would take a commission.

Sales were initially steady but not spectacular, although we made a first payment to my father for the work done then set about putting the finishing touches to our apartment upstairs along with Evie’s studio in the small but atmospheric loft of the building.

On the first evening we used the living space we invited my father and mother over who were extremely impressed with the quality of the food and what we had achieved to date and they both seemed to beam at me for reasons I did not fully understand.

The highlight of the night was after eating, when my father took us both down to cellar where the door had been locked for safety reasons - well that was what he told us - when to our utter amazement we discovered he had sneakily built a small gym with a punchbag and a tiny boxing ring on rich blue mats with shimmering mirrors around it so we could practice what originally had broken the ice with us and maybe my chin in the process.

I never mentioned that embarrassing match in much detail to my parents who left soon afterwards possibly in case I decided to!

Everything in my day to day routine was still frantic as all my original exams had been passed and I was now on a formal course for a law degree which included some visits to the local university and, as gym membership had been sacrificed to save money, Evie and I would train in our own private little gift of an exercise area where she slowly began to seriously train and teach me about boxing.

What became crystal clear almost immediately was how misguided or deluded I had been to think I had any ability at this subtle art because she literally ran rings around me before very sluggishly, I began to learn and get better.

Then, a few months afterwards when I had often performed extra training alone - merely to let of some steam after another pressurised day - Evie and I had our regular friendly bout which had increased in vigour as I developed, but this night she was unusually extra aggressive.

This resulted in the girl’s glove-covered fist brushing deliberately against my chin before, purely on instinct, I swivelled then sidestepped - just as she had shown me - and delivered a blow that caught her squarely on the face which started to quickly bleed from the lips as I dropped my hands instantly in horror and cried.

“Ms Evie I’m so sorry I didn’t mean it…or try to hurt you.”

As always, she surprised me because her hand theatrically wiped away the small red stream as if it was nothing then looked at me with those warm wonderful brown eyes that seemed to glisten with incredulity.”

“Morrie, I would confess that I sensed from the very first time we met you had something but…”

She held the hand that had bruised her and laughed.

“…You have surely but undeniably amazed me in so many ways I am literally overwhelmed.”

Nothing else was said but after that workout I was eternally extra careful in our sessions because I no longer wished to win in the ring and was happy to play second fiddle to Evie in all ways because I became alive in her vigour and aura especially as we worked like demons over the subsequent next few months to improve the business, get me qualified as a solicitor and fully pay off my father although he had never asked for a penny.

This we did successfully with a couple of months to spare before our agreement with the executors of this property - that was now our home - came to its annual review and we either had to buy it or pay a market rent as in the contract.

Although our success was undeniable, we both could see there was no way we could afford the deposit to the loan I could secure, and reluctantly had accepted our fate to pay a monthly sum which was not the perfect solution but far better than either of us had before, and our combined minds were reluctantly resolved to this reality.

Then with just two weeks before the deadline my father and mother said they wanted to take us out to dinner and celebrate the forthcoming anniversary of Evie’s Gallery when at the end of the meal my maternal parent ceremoniously presented Evie with an envelope then kissed her cheek lovingly.

“This is from us both and we don’t want it back…”

She opened the seal and then shook her head as my mother continued.

“…Please buy the property as I cannot believe the unspoken good you have done with Morrie and thereby obviously for Nathan and me also…”

Evie, given her sovereign, stubborn, volatile nature tried to hand it back, but my mother pushed forwards and laughed.

“…Take it Young Lady and accept what you have already discovered…that everyone needs a little help now and then…”

She laughed and kissed her other cheek.

“…Even a Tigress like you!”

On the day the agreement came to an end I transferred the full amount of the agreed purchase fee to the solicitors acting for the executors meaning the property everyone had worked so hard upon was ours - subject to the mortgage - and that memorable evening the two of us went to our favourite Italian restaurant and feasted on rich food and champagne in a spirit of sparkling celebration.

Then we retuned back to our home where my feminine clothes were already laid out because the sexual regime we shared and enjoyed so much had not altered much from the beginning and I failed to see why it should.

However, once I was undressed Evie crouched down then gently removed my cage and had me dress in the nightie and knickers before sliding beside her in similar nightwear below the covers where we inevitably pressed, pushed, and cavorted as usual before unexpectedly her hands removed the panties and curled warm fingertips around my erection to apparently sense the masculine force.

Before I realised what was happening, I was scarily above then between her strong legs when she drew off the delightful lacy knickers covering the special feminine place I had never invaded and simpered softly.

“Kiss me Morrie, I want you to kiss me…”

Incredibly in all the months we had been together and sharing the closeness of a double bed I had never had the pluck or nerve to share something so intimate with Evie as I fell back in shock then tentatively pressed my lips to hers when she opened a perfumed mouth to taste me, and we were surely impossibly sharing our first real kiss.   

The emotional power of the innocent act after so long was impossible to believe or describe as she shifted under me then very gradually moved this powerful lower body against mine before finding the smooth curved apex of my stiff cock while gasping.

“…Slowly Morrie, very, very slowly please let me lead you…slowly….”

Our mouths were still intertwined in passion as suddenly I sensed my stiffness slip then slide amazingly pass the point of no return and was consumed within Evie’s tight female walls as she held me firmly and grumbled.

“…Don’t move Morrie, not a single muscle, please let me sense and feel you…”

We became like living rock before she mumbled a secret.

“…I vowed I would never merely fuck any man again therefore try and appreciate my sensibilities and realise this is not a primal act for me…”

Evie instinctively surged up against my manhood as if to relish the power or energy then let her muscles contract around the length or girth of me as I groaned dizzily before she relaxed and laughed lowly.

“…My mind and form desires tantric pleasure, and to be made love to sensually Morrie, please just let us share and give each other joy…” 

What she wanted seemed surreal but nothing Evie did was without purpose as suddenly our fingers linked tightly together like spirals within spirals as I was over and deeply inside her when unbelievably we were one combined spirit or living form when the slightest, lightest motion or impulse caused an action then reaction as she licked my lips and whispered deliberately.

“I love you Morrie, not just for what you have done for me which is beyond my wildest imaginings or fantasy…”

Her iron hips moved impulsively as if forced to do so because she surely seemed to revel in the incredible snugness we made as a unit.

“…But from the beginning when I saw you because, although you were such a Klutz, I always sensed you were a man with…”

The pressing, twisting, pushing, and tension became ever more divinely intense and although we tried to stop and not reach inevitable conclusion there was an irresistible energy forming that took us involuntarily over the peak of the sensual wave merely waiting to erupt into disruptive force as Evie began to shiver and gasp.

“…Potential, Morrie, I always saw you as a young man with potential.”

The orgasm when it hit us was akin to an atomic detonation as we vibrated then hummed in sexual harmony together then held each other and waited for the flow of bliss and pleasure to wash though our blood and bones before gradually we were unfairly parted when I curled up in a ball then did the only thing that came naturally. 

Absurdly I began to cry like a baby until I could feel the salty tears pouring down my silly face uncontrollably as Evie cuddled up behind me and chuckled dryly.

“It wasn’t that bad, was it?”

Her acerbic wit made me wince and laugh all at the same time as I pressed back against her heavenly body then sputtered in irony.

“Yes, it was terrible…just terrible.”

Evie held tightly beside me and whispered in my ear.

“Believe me when I say that I understand because I do Morrie and feel the connection also and…”

Her voice was high and exultant.

“… You don’t have to wear the chastity cage or wear my nighties or underwear anymore.”

Secretly I had once longed for her to say that because sensibly what she always insisted upon had in many ways made me feel less of a man, but now I knew her intimately and held these firm female hips that were compacted divinely against my bottom then murmured quietly in case there was someone nearby who might overhear us.

“What about if I want to, now and then?”

She giggled happily and held my deflated penis tightly which made it involuntarily surge as if encouraging this unpredictably precious part of me to come out to play once more.

“That’s why I love your Morrie because…”

I stretched reflexively to arousal, as she held my beating heart and life in in her talented hands.

“…You always know just what to say to an insecure, eccentric girl like me!”

To hear her describe herself as insecure was more than a revelation to me because Evie was the singular person, I had ever known that apparently possessed unbridled confidence but, as with me, Taylor, Jayz, or anyone else I had met in this mad universe, I was learning that nothing was ever quite as if seemed.

What was abundantly now clear and open however was that I loved Evie and she loved me despite all of the feminine excess she had put me through, until I reached the mature point where, whether I made love to her or she made sullied fornication with me, it really made no great difference because what went on behind our shielded four walls to delight and sensually arouse or sexually stimulate us could never be seen in our eyes as base then dirty and fiercely remained our private affair or business.

As for wearing her tactile clothes at night or fancy underwear during the day - if I am to be entirely honest - my developed sensibilities had grown quite fond of the tactile touch of luscious fabrics on my sensitive skin and especially the seductive scent of the girl I loved, all over them.

Therefore, I deduced it was not something to be ashamed of or easily surrendered.

Evie’s Gallery remarkably went from strength to strength, especially when a developer we acted for saw her evocative painting hanging on the wall of my office and, after enquiries and some presentations, gave my Love an open chequebook to decorate the new homes he was building because he could clearly see they would grant them a little bit of class.

That word in all reality was what best described Evie and always had been; in fact, she was far more than just a touch of class and - given that I had found my special girl and she had literally created a better new me - we were marvellously married a couple of months after my qualification as a fully paid-up recognised lawyer when the delight on her family and my parent’s flushed faces at the ceremony was truly something to behold.

My father told me in confidence after the nuptials how much he immediately admired if not loved Evie, even from their first memorable meeting, and how in his opinion she had turned me into the man he always hoped I would become but could not for the life of him understand the process by which this slight innocuous girl had succeeded where his dedicated fatherly efforts always fell well short.

There was part of me that wanted to shock him and reveal the whole sordid salacious truth, but he was so visibly full of excess and happiness that I did not wish to rain on his parade or mine.  

In the end I just smiled and mentioned casually that Evie had a secret special way about her which seemed to satisfy his burning curiosity, but I confess there was an evil buried part of my soul that wanted to see if my grizzly father was as much of an experienced man of the world as he thought he was!

We moved out of our first home a year afterwards - letting the apartment while obviously retaining Evie’s Gallery - and into a rural retreat on the outskirts of the city that possessed rolling land and a huge studio because she needed the space for the creation of her original designs while we had also started doing limited edition prints to cope with demand which was off any predicable scale.

Our first child Sara followed six months later then little Benny a year or so after that which made our combined cup of bliss and happiness full to overflowing.

My working life was busy but ordinary compared to hers; in fact, in so many ways I felt middling or pedestrian when I measured myself against my precious wife who amazingly continued to admit she loved or saw the potential in me right from the first glance and still did.

It seemed so absurd and unlikely because at the time I could barely see the potential in myself!

That’s not how it was for me with Evie, as you well know from reading my tawdry tale, because I always had my eyes on another blonde prize and would often introspectively ponder then wonder exactly when it was that I first realised my powerful feelings for my incredible new wife.

It was difficult to understand or decipher because my undeniable romance with her had indeed been an often tortuous and harrowing process full of endless humiliating moments before somehow - through her crude, rude and even sadistic directives or efforts - she had miraculously turned then moulded me into a man who could think and use his head.

This was rather than live meekly under the prickly heels of a physical beauty but faithless bimbo like Taylor who I had since discovered had always been sleeping with her small sleazy black manager Luca that also now used her feminine wiles or talents as a high-class escort, while the last I heard she was on the cusp of starring in a porn film, so maybe she made it after all!    

When I thought back there were innumerable shared and special moments that could have fired or inspired my mind and soul with Evie but - in all honesty - it was difficult to quite pin down when the seedlings of real love first began taking root thereby allowing them to grow.

Then, late one lazy Sunday afternoon while I sipped red wine and admired my little growing gorgeous girl putting on a tiny pair of boxing gloves, so her still lean and toned mother could start her play-training in the little exercise area we had in the basement, the spectacular truth finally dawned on me.

The foundation of such strong feelings for my eventual wife was definitely and undoubtedly formed in the makeshift ring at the gym - with beauteous Taylor and the odious Jayz watching on in sly amusement - when primed Evie had twisted angelically and literally knocked me out then bowled me over; and that without question was the undeniable catalyst when the indefinable spark of true love undoubtedly ignited then flamed.

It seemed an implausible fact, but as I watched Evie laughing with our precious children and being the wonderful mother and person she had always been, I could only silently thank my lucky stars then gratefully accept that she was indeed the proverbial knockout of my life and had surely turned my head and heart with a single spectacular punch, because even though I didn’t comprehend it at the time, in truth I was always hers from that unmistakable giddy but magical moment.  

The End
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